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Chapter 1

The drive over felt surreal, as if each mile brought me deeper into a world I'd only imagined. The streets, quiet and mostly empty, passed in a blur as I rehearsed the rules I’d committed to memory. Rachael and Edward—a dominant woman with an assured presence and her equally devoted submissive. The idea of them alone made my pulse quicken, but the thought of stepping into their space, of surrendering to their whims, made my hands grip the wheel a little tighter. I’d heard of arrangements like this, of men invited to serve at the feet of couples like them, but that had always seemed like fantasy. Now, it was becoming reality.

I arrived a few minutes early and paused before their house, taking in the immaculate garden, the soft glow of lights spilling from the windows. Everything about the scene was controlled, deliberate—a reflection of the woman waiting inside, I imagined. The thought was both comforting and terrifying. She’d set the rules, drawn the boundaries. All that was left was for me to step inside, to be stripped of my doubts, my fears, everything, really, except for my desire to serve.

Pulling into Rachael and Edward’s driveway at exactly 6:59 PM, my nerves were a tangled mix of anxiety and excitement. This would be my first time serving a couple. It all started two weeks ago when I’d seen their posting on a BDSM message board: “Dominant Female and submissive male looking for male submissive to be our fuck toy.” That was certainly an attention-getter.

I’d known I was submissive for years, aching to serve a Mistress, but they were rare. Most Dommes online were either scammers looking for money or men pretending to be women. The few that were real were either not interested in me, too far away, or both. I’d harbored a handful of fetishes and fantasies, but they all pointed back to one central desire: the thrill of being used, of surrendering control. Submission is just…who I am.

I’d considered going to a professional Dominatrix. A few were within reach—anywhere from a thirty-minute to two-hour drive. They had beautifully designed websites, fully equipped dungeons, and more than a touch of allure. The idea was tempting; stepping into a space engineered for submission, with someone trained to guide me into that mindset. But a pro Domme, as enticing as the idea was, seemed transactional—a ritualized performance of control without the emotional connection, and certainly without the sexual intimacy I craved. So, despite the intrigue, I held off on making that appointment, lingering in the hope of finding something more organic, more real.

My desires felt clear, even if the details were not. I’m not bisexual, nor am I particularly interested in men, yet the thought of being made to submit, of being controlled and perhaps “forced” into bisexual acts, was compelling. It was service in its purest form—a way to give myself over entirely, to be molded and used as an object of another’s will. In that frame, I began to broaden my search, hoping to find a Mistress open to exploring this kind of control, even better if she were part of a couple.

That search, however, seemed as frustrating as the others. The couple postings I came across often painted a very different picture. Many were for women looking to cuckold their husbands with a “bull”—someone dominant, well-endowed, ready to take charge. None of which was me. I lack the physical prowess, and the only dominance I held was over my own willingness to submit. Just as I was beginning to think my search would lead nowhere, I stumbled across Rachael and Edward’s post.

Their post was simple, honest, and remarkably direct. “Rachael—41 years old, dark red hair, 5'2", 150 lbs., D-cup breasts, always in control. Edward—49 years old, gray hair, 6'3", 180 lbs., and fully submissive to Rachael. Looking for a local submissive male, 20 to 60 years old, willing to serve us both.”

The lack of unnecessary detail caught my attention. They offered no long list of demands, no play-by-play of their dynamic, just a clear outline of their roles and expectations. The wide age range and the minimal specifics suggested openness to genuine connection, maybe even curiosity about how I might fit into their lives. It felt like an invitation to a conversation, rather than a mere call for applications. I figured I’d take the chance and reach out, at least to see if we could get a dialogue going.

I responded with a straightforward message: 24-year-old single submissive male, local, eager to serve, willing to share any further details they needed. I included my city and email address, deliberately leaving my own interests and fetishes unspoken, knowing they’d ask if they were interested. To my surprise, they emailed back the very next day.

They outlined their expectations without hesitation—bondage, CBT, role-play, strap-on play, body worship, spanking, humiliation, forced bi, orgasm control, among others. The message was unambiguous: Rachael would be fully in charge, and I’d be serving them both in whatever ways she saw fit.

They wanted to know my limits, the details of my experience as a submissive, and, bluntly, details about my cock. They were confident, commanding even in email, laying everything out with the same clear authority they’d projected in their post. The directness was exhilarating. Rachael had set the tone: I was either willing to offer complete honesty and surrender, or I wasn’t what they were looking for.

I replied quickly, the anticipation almost too much to contain. I explained that I was 6' tall with short brown hair, weighing in at 180 pounds—a lean, athletic build, though nothing extraordinary. I didn’t hide anything: I told them I had a 5-inch cock and admitted that I’d never served a true Domme before. In the past, I’d tried to bring it into relationships, role-playing with girlfriends, hoping one of them might enjoy taking control. While some had humored me—tying me up, dabbling in mild CBT, ordering me around, even letting me worship their bodies—none had truly embraced domination. There’d even been toys: a small butt plug here, some teasing there. One girlfriend had toyed with the idea of using a strap-on with me, but we’d split before ever getting that far.

When it came to limits, I tried to be direct without sounding demanding. I wanted them to see I was willing to surrender, but I also had boundaries. To my relief, they appreciated the honesty. They liked that I was younger, someone they could mold and teach, that I was only a thirty-minute drive away, and most importantly, that I was open to serving them as a couple. In their next message, they shared a bit of their story, explaining that they’d been married for over twenty years with no kids. For them, this wasn’t just a phase or a secret kink—it was their lifestyle. To the outside world, they appeared like any happily married couple, blending seamlessly into the community around them. But behind closed doors, the dynamic changed. Edward was completely subservient to Rachael, his submission extending from the bedroom to the household tasks. Every aspect of his life was governed by her will, yet their marriage thrived within this structured dynamic.

For the first week and a half, our emails became a constant, daily exchange. They both seemed remarkably kind, Rachael especially. She came across as sweet, almost nurturing, and I found myself struggling to picture her as the one in control. They both had an ease about them, and it became clear why no one would ever suspect the private life they shared. Then, after a few days of getting to know one another, they asked the next inevitable question: my experience with men.

I was candid with them, recounting my one experience with another man. One of my girlfriends had a fantasy about being with two men, and one night, she acted on it, ordering me to give a hand job to a stranger in the back of an adult bookstore while she watched. I remember the tension, the weight of her gaze as I stroked him off while they kissed, holding out until he came, leaving a messy streak across the floor before we made a quick exit. But that was as far as things went. A few days later, she left me for the bookstore guy, and the fantasy of a threesome faded with her. I fully expected Rachael and Edward to dismiss me as inexperienced, but instead, they seemed intrigued. Rachael even hinted that she looked forward to “breaking me in.”

They pressed further, asking if I thought I could truly go through with a “forced” bisexual encounter with Edward. I told them as honestly as I could: the will of a seductive, dominant woman is something I find hard to resist. Still, until I faced it, I couldn’t say with certainty how I would respond. They appreciated the honesty and shared more of their own experiences with having others serve them.

Rachael had led other submissive women into their dynamic, dominating both Edward and the other woman, though Edward held his own control over the female sub as long as he didn’t counteract Rachael’s authority. They enjoyed these encounters, finding satisfaction in the power they shared. But Rachael confessed she had another fantasy—a growing urge to command the submission of multiple men, to see Edward participate and feel his limits pushed as well. They were upfront about the fact that this would be their first attempt with a male submissive, and if it didn’t meet Rachael’s expectations or if Edward found it crossed a line, it would likely be the last.

They admitted that, despite the overwhelming responses to their forum post, finding the right submissive hadn’t been easy. Many men who replied were openly homosexual, either dominant or submissive, but focused solely on Edward. Others were straight but interested only in Rachael, with no willingness to engage with Edward at all. And, of course, there were the fakes—men simply looking to cyber with Rachael, craving quick arousal but unwilling to commit to anything real. I was beginning to understand that, like many submissive men, Rachael and Edward faced their own struggles in finding authentic connections online.

They wanted me to come to their house on Saturday, but first, I had to prove myself. The test was simple, Rachael had said, but the weight of her words made it anything but. I was to create a handwritten sign that read: Future property of Rachael. Just writing the words out, committing them to paper, felt surreal, like a quiet contract I was signing with my own hands.

Her list of requirements followed. I was to buy three pairs of pantyhose—one black, one tan, and one white—all in a specific size, each carefully chosen as if already designed for her approval. Then came the demand that made my heart pound: three pairs of lace panties—red, white, and black, all in my size. There was something so personal about the selection, the colors, the fit, like I was already being molded to her taste. I was to place these items—pantyhose still in their packaging and the panties carefully laid out—on a bed or table, along with the sign. Then, while hard, I’d photograph the entire display with my erection in frame, documenting my compliance. My obedience, captured and sent. This wasn’t just a test; it was a declaration of submission.

As I replied, confirming that I’d complete the task and send the email as soon as possible, my mind was already racing. The next day, I made my way to the store, trying to steady my nerves. Each step toward the lingerie aisle felt like stepping further from the person I’d always known. The deliberate act of selecting these items—pantyhose in modest shades, lace panties that would fit snugly against my skin—was humiliating and strangely intoxicating. Each choice felt like a whispered surrender.

Back home, I took my time setting the scene, carefully arranging everything as directed. The thrill of following her instructions, of crafting this display for her approval, felt surreal. As I undressed, my body responded to the thought of her, the mere image of her cool, approving gaze stirring something primal. I held my phone steady, taking the photo with my heart hammering in my chest, then hit send, attaching my cell number as instructed. It was a small act of surrender, yet it left me exposed, open.

An hour later, a text arrived from an unknown number: “Small penis, but it will have to do—email to follow—Mistress Rachael.” Her words left me breathless. There was no warmth, no hint of encouragement—only cold assessment, a clinical yet humiliating dismissal that struck deep. And yet, her signature at the end held its own thrill: Mistress Rachael. Up to this point, I hadn’t been allowed to use that title; she hadn’t yet claimed that place in my life. The shift was subtle, but to me, it was monumental. This was real. She’d chosen to move forward with me. I was to be hers, and perhaps… theirs.

The hours that followed felt like a fevered blur, my mind replaying her words as I waited for her next command. Finally, their email arrived with explicit instructions, detailed down to the final gesture. I was to shave myself bare, removing all hair from my crotch and balls. My attire would be specific: the red lace panties beneath black dress pants and a clean, white dress shirt. I was to bring the pantyhose as a gift for Mistress Rachael and arrive at their door at exactly 7:00 PM, not a minute before or after.

They outlined how it would begin: I was to knock, and one of them would lead me inside in silence. The moment I crossed the threshold, I was to place the pantyhose on the nearest table, then move to the center of the room, stand still, and stare straight ahead. I was to say nothing, to become a fixture, an object awaiting instruction. The email included a safe word—canary—and a nonverbal escape signal of snapping my fingers should I find myself unable to speak. It was a silent reassurance, a hint of mercy within the confines of her command.

I read the instructions over and over, each word heightening the tension coiled inside me. I imagined the feel of the lace against my skin, the softness of the pantyhose as they lay packaged in my hands, soon to be hers. I could almost see myself, standing in their living room, waiting for Rachael’s first command. My heart pounded with each passing minute, the anticipation building as I realized there was no turning back. Saturday night would be the beginning of something I had only ever dreamed of.


Chapter 2

I drove by their house about ten minutes early, just to make sure I’d found the right place, then parked a few blocks away to gather myself and ensure I arrived precisely on time. At 6:59, I pulled into their driveway, feeling the weight of each step as I walked toward the front door with the pantyhose carefully held in my hand. They’d never shared a picture of themselves; all I had were their descriptions and a hope that this was the right house and that I was, somehow, the right choice for them.

My hands trembled as I knocked, nerves buzzing under my skin. The seconds dragged until the door opened, and there was Edward, standing silently. He wore the same style of white dress shirt and black pants I’d been instructed to wear—a surprise, since he’d mentioned that Rachael often kept him either naked, in a male G-string, or wearing a white apron around the house. He was just as he’d described himself: neatly groomed, fit, looking every bit the composed professional, like someone you might expect to see behind the polished desk of a bank or law office. Without a word, he stepped back and turned, leading me into the house. I closed the door behind me, the sound echoing in the stillness, and followed him into the living room.

I carefully placed the pantyhose on the table, as instructed, and stood in the center of the room, my eyes fixed forward. Edward continued into the kitchen, leaving me alone in the room, surrounded by an unfamiliar silence that only amplified my anticipation. The two minutes I stood there stretched into what felt like an eternity. I fought to calm the rapid beat of my heart, reminding myself to stay steady, to follow every rule.

Then, I heard it—the sharp, unmistakable click of high heels against the hardwood floor, each step measured, deliberate, coming closer. I could feel her presence before she entered the room. Mistress Rachael. The light scent of her perfume drifted in, subtle yet intoxicating, adding a layer of tension that prickled across my skin. I’d been told to address her as “Mistress Rachael” or simply “Mistress” and Edward as “sir,” for though he was also submissive, he still held a position above me. But I knew not to speak until spoken to.

She circled behind me, her gaze heavy, taking me in silently. I stood there, unmoving, my pulse thudding in my ears as she assessed me like an appraiser inspecting a new piece of property. Finally, she moved around to face me, her heels clipping on the floor in a steady rhythm. I kept my gaze forward, resisting the urge to let my eyes wander over her, though every nerve in my body was drawn to her presence.

When she stopped, I could finally see her clearly. She was stunning, exuding an aura of power and refined elegance. Her face, beautifully made up, bore an expression both soft and exacting, a look that commanded obedience without a word. Her dark red hair fell just past her shoulders, framing her face in a way that made her look both commanding and graceful. She wore a red silk blouse that hugged her curves, accentuating her chest, and a fitted black leather skirt that ended mid-thigh, perfectly complementing her figure. Her legs, encased in sheer black nylons, tapered down to red stiletto heels with a sleek, shining 5-inch metal heel, each detail perfectly chosen to project power and allure.

She radiated dominance, but there was a warmth beneath it—a sophisticated and almost matronly quality that softened her commanding presence. I felt a rush of reverence, standing before her, scarcely able to believe I was in her presence. In that moment, I realized it was enough just to be here, just to be seen by her. Whether I’d be used for her pleasure or simply as an object to gaze upon, it didn’t matter. This was everything I’d hoped for, and more than I’d dared to imagine.

Mistress Rachael settled herself on the couch, crossing one elegant leg over the other, the smooth glide of her nylon-clad thighs sending a thrill through me that I fought to suppress. I could already feel a faint heat building in my groin, willing myself to stay composed. Edward entered the room with a silver serving tray, a single glass of white wine balanced on its polished surface. In a practiced motion, he lowered himself to his knees, presenting it to her like an offering.

I stood there, rigid, caught between nerves and excitement, feeling almost painfully exposed despite still being clothed. Mistress Rachael accepted the glass without a word, holding it delicately as she sipped. The room was thick with silence, and every second seemed to stretch, tightening around me. I felt each heartbeat in my chest as she drank, savoring the moment in a way that kept me trapped in anticipation. For five minutes, she made no move to acknowledge me, her gaze occasionally flickering my way, watching, as if she were assessing my restraint.

Finally, she set the glass back on the tray, snapping her fingers in a silent command. Without hesitation, Edward rose and returned to the kitchen, the empty glass still in hand. Mistress Rachael’s attention shifted back to me, her eyes tracing over me as though gauging my submissive nature and potential. Edward returned, stopping just at the threshold, and, with a simple gesture of her hand, she ordered him to kneel, holding him still as she advanced toward me with a slow, assured smile.

She reached out, her touch light as her hand slid over my chest, up to my shoulder, then around to my back as she stepped behind me. I felt her body press against mine, the warmth of her chest grazing my back. The faint scent of her perfume, mixed with her presence, was intoxicating. Her voice, low and sensuous, brushed my ear as she whispered, “I’m going to use you however I desire to fulfill my needs.” The words flowed over me, each syllable wrapping around my will, binding me to her.

My heart raced, and she moved back in front of me, her gaze never wavering. With a calm, measured hand, she reached to my waist, tugging my shirt free from my pants. Her fingers slid up, undoing the top button of my shirt, before suddenly pulling, tearing it open with a decisive rip. Buttons scattered across the room, each one punctuating the finality of her act. My shirt slid from my shoulders and dropped to the floor, leaving my chest bare before her. She traced her hands over my torso, exploring her new possession, her fingers trailing down my skin with an intensity that sent a shiver through me.

As she raked her nails down my chest, she left faint red lines in their wake, a physical mark of her claim. She glanced over at Edward, who knelt silently, his gaze lowered in deference. “He’s young,” she murmured, her eyes gleaming. “I hope he’ll last for everything I plan to put him through.” Edward remained quiet, his submission complete.

Mistress Rachael returned to her seat, crossing her legs once more with a whispering swish of nylon against nylon. Her gaze settled on me, piercing and unyielding, commanding my attention. Her next words left no room for hesitation. “Strip down to your panties.”

I took a steadying breath, feeling the weight of the moment press down on me. This was the final surrender, the last step in unveiling myself before her. I bent down to remove my shoes and socks, each movement deliberate as I forced my hands to stay steady. My fingers found my belt, loosening it before unzipping my pants and sliding them down. The last barrier between myself and total exposure, discarded. I stepped out of my pants, placing them to the side, and then stood there, clad only in the red panties she’d instructed me to wear.

I wasn’t into cross-dressing or feminization, but as I knelt before her, I understood that this wasn’t her intention. Dressing me in these lace panties wasn’t about making me feel feminine—it was about stripping me down, testing me, reminding me that I wasn’t a man in her eyes but an object, a plaything to be dressed and displayed as she saw fit. To her, I was just another toy, a vessel for her commands. Standing there, with her eyes taking me in, I felt a quiet thrill ripple through me. I wasn’t yet hard, but the closeness of her gaze and the humiliating pleasure of her control made my cock begin to stir, confined tightly in the lace that clearly wasn’t made for a man. The bulge was obvious, straining against the delicate fabric, a silent signal of my arousal.

“Do you remember the safe word and gesture?” Her voice broke the silence, calm but firm.

“Yes, Mistress Rachael,” I replied, my heart pounding at the chance to finally address her as “Mistress.” Her inquiry felt almost…kind, a reminder that she understood the weight of this experience for me. My inexperience, my nerves—it was as if she were testing me while granting me this small reprieve, a moment of acknowledgment. But it was fleeting.

“Not much to work with, is he, darling?” Mistress Rachael commented, her voice carrying that edge of disdain, reasserting her dominance effortlessly.

“No, Ma’am,” Edward replied, his tone submissive and unyielding.

She turned her attention back to me, her expression one of cold appraisal. “Turn around for me, slut,” she commanded, and I obeyed, slowly turning to show her my back, my shoulders tense with anticipation. “Well, at least you have a cute ass,” she observed with a sly smile in her voice. “Crawl to me and kiss my feet.”

The order hit me like a lightning bolt, my mind reeling with a mixture of desire and fear as I sank to my hands and knees. Crawling toward her, I kept my eyes low, fully aware that this was my place—beneath her. As I reached her feet, I lowered my head and pressed my lips to the tops of each nylon-clad foot, one after the other. Her heels were immaculate, her nylons smooth under my lips, and as I kissed, I felt a deep satisfaction settle over me, a contentment in serving her in this small, reverent way.

“Use your mouth to worship my feet and legs,” she commanded softly, her words landing with the weight of absolute authority.

I took my time, pressing my lips to her shoes, her arches, and her shins, working my way up to her calves, the sensation of her firm legs beneath my mouth igniting something deep within me. Each kiss, each press of my lips to her nylon-covered skin, heightened my arousal until I was fully hard, the head of my cock now peeking above the lace waistband of the red panties. She sat there, unmoved, the embodiment of elegance and dominance, as her husband knelt nearby, watching me worship her legs with quiet obedience, accepting my place beneath her.

Then, with a sudden movement, she lifted her foot and pressed it firmly against my forehead, pushing me back. She held it there for a moment, her heel hovering inches from my face, the cold steel glinting under the light. “Suck it, slut,” she commanded, her voice steady, holding a thrill of challenge.

Without hesitation, I opened my mouth and wrapped my lips around the sharp, spiked heel, sucking it as though it were a lover’s kiss, feeling the sole of her shoe press into my face as I took it in. I could taste the metal, cold and unyielding, my lips working over it as though it were my only purpose in that moment. Her heel filled my mouth, a symbol of her power over me, and each motion felt like a binding contract, a pledge of my obedience.

After a moment, she shifted, pulling the heel from my mouth and replacing it with the other, pushing it between my lips with a firm press. The heel I’d just worshipped pressed hard against my chest, pinning me in place, a silent reminder of her dominance. I sucked the second heel with just as much reverence, feeling the weight of her presence settle over me completely.

Mistress Rachael thrust her steel heel in and out of my mouth, using it to claim me with a steady rhythm. The cold metal pressed against my lips, filling my mouth, each thrust a reminder of her power, her absolute control. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw her make a subtle hand gesture, and Edward responded immediately. He rose without a word, peeling off his clothing in practiced obedience until he stood naked, exposed, his lean, clean-shaven frame a testament to her authority over him. With another motion from her, he moved forward, bending down to meet her lips.

As I knelt at her feet, I watched their kiss—her hands cupping his face with an intimacy that felt private and sacred. She pushed her tongue into his mouth, a gesture that was both affectionate and commanding. It was a tender expression that underscored her complete control, her ability to bring him to this point of submission purely for her pleasure. I knelt, feeling the weight of their bond pressing down on me, realizing that I was part of something both intensely personal and strictly disciplined. This wasn’t just for me; it was for her, a fulfillment of her desires and the ways she shaped both of us.

Mistress Rachael removed her heel from my mouth, and a cool sensation settled where the warmth of her touch had been. She rose, leaving me kneeling before her, lips parted, feeling raw and open, as if she’d left an imprint of herself in my very breath. They both stood before me, their eyes flicking down with cool appraisal. I’d hoped, as I worshipped her legs earlier, that she might allow me to work my way up, to press my lips between her thighs, to serve her most intimately. Going down on a woman had always been one of my favorite acts, a genuine pleasure I offered freely, but Mistress Rachael had denied me this, keeping that desire just out of reach. Now, with Edward’s flaccid cock near my face, I wondered if my service would be redirected—if I was here to provide a different kind of oral devotion.

Before I arrived, I wasn’t sure if I could bring myself to perform for another man, even under her command. But as I knelt there, my anticipation thickening in my chest, I realized her control over me was complete. Mistress Rachael was irresistible, her beauty amplified by an authority that left me helpless to refuse. She was old enough to be my mother, yes, and happily married, but she was also fiercely alluring, a woman who knew exactly what she wanted and took it without hesitation. Her confidence, her ability to command so completely, drew me in deeper. Her age, her relationship, even the specifics of her body—none of it mattered. All that mattered was her, her power, and my willingness to submit fully.

But she didn’t yet turn me toward Edward. Instead, she wrapped her arms around him, pulling him in for a kiss, their mouths melding passionately as I remained kneeling at their feet. Her hand reached down between them, grasping him and stroking with an unhurried sensuality, allowing me a full, unobstructed view. His cock began to respond in her hand, slowly, taking its time, unlike me, who had been hard almost from the moment I knelt before her. I couldn’t help but watch, mesmerized, as she brought him to full erection, revealing him to me in intimate detail.

Edward’s cock was larger than mine, about seven inches in length, though relatively slim, his shaft smooth and thin while the head flared out in a noticeable mushroom shape, nearly twice the width of the shaft. They hadn’t mentioned his size or shape in the emails; it was something I hadn’t considered until now, yet here it was, a new detail that placed him firmly in my view. By comparison, I was shorter but thicker, a fact that seemed meaningless as I watched her handle him with the same ease and intimacy that she’d shown to me only minutes before.

She broke away from Edward and turned to me, her eyes gleaming with purpose as she ordered me to stand. Obediently, I rose, feeling the cool air graze my skin, my cock straining over the edge of the red lace panties, a silent testament to my helpless excitement. She moved behind me, her fingers gripping my left wrist with deliberate strength, pulling it behind my back. I felt the unmistakable touch of leather around my wrist as she secured a cuff in place, the leather warm against my skin. A moment later, she captured my right wrist, binding it just as tightly, leaving me effectively restrained.

Her hands came into view once again, this time holding a red ball gag with black leather straps that matched the cuffs now wrapped around my wrists. Her command was unspoken, her gaze alone urging me to open my mouth, and I did so without hesitation. She pressed the gag firmly between my lips, the red ball filling my mouth as the straps tightened around my head, securing me to her will. Bound, gagged, and exposed, I stood there, a submissive toy for her amusement, every fiber of my being hers to use.

Mistress Rachael turned to Edward, her voice calm yet commanding. "Take him to the bedroom." Edward stepped forward, his hand clamping down on my arm just above the elbow. He led me down the hall with a steady grip, guiding me like a prisoner on his way to his cell. My heart pounded in my chest, each step feeling heavier than the last as the reality of my vulnerability set in. My mind raced with questions, anticipation blurring into a tense, surreal calm as I surrendered to each new command.

The bedroom was spacious, with a large king-sized bed dominating the center, an attached bathroom, and a few other pieces of furniture. It was clean and uncluttered, and the absence of personal belongings gave it a detached, almost clinical feel. There were no obvious signs of a dungeon, no racks, chains, or whips hanging on the walls. Perhaps they preferred to keep the intimacy of their own room separate, or maybe this was simply their designated playroom, neutral and impersonal.

Mistress Rachael entered the room, her steps unhurried as she took my arm once more, leading me to the edge of the bed. She motioned for me to climb up and kneel, and I did so, feeling the mattress yield beneath me. The bed was high enough to make me feel elevated yet vulnerable. She moved close, her mouth just beside my ear, her breath warm against my skin. "I can't wait to see this next part," she murmured, the words laced with both thrill and promise. With a sudden shove, her hands pushed firmly against my back, sending me forward. I pitched face-first onto the bed, my arms bound behind me, helpless to catch myself. The mattress was soft, absorbing the fall, but her show of strength left me breathless, reminded once again of my place under her power.

As I lay there, cheek pressed into the bedspread, I heard her give Edward instructions in a low voice, the words indistinct but their meaning unmistakably precise. She walked around to the other side of the bed, moving with that same measured confidence. From my limited vantage point, I could see only part of her, just her torso from the waist up, her movements smooth and deliberate as she unbuttoned her blouse. With a casual flick of her wrist, she let it fall to the floor, followed by the quiet rasp of a zipper as she lowered her leather skirt, letting it slide down her hips.

My eyes strained to see her fully, but my position left me with only tantalizing glimpses. I caught sight of her flat, bare stomach and the black garter belt that framed her thighs, holding up sheer black stockings that clung to her legs. Between the garter’s straps, I could make out the smooth curve of her hips and, just barely, her naked sex, exposed but framed by lace. My view was restricted, leaving her face and upper body hidden from me, allowing only a glimpse of her bare skin as she revealed herself at her own pace.

In my bound and gagged state, the inability to see more than fragments of her was a tormenting tease, forcing me to wait, to wonder, to stay suspended in my need. Each small detail—the garters, the exposed skin, her lingering presence—spoke of a careful, intentional control that left me craving more, knowing that she’d reveal only what she wanted me to see. I was trapped in the delicious frustration of my own arousal, held by her power, her desire, and the knowledge that she was just beginning.

Mistress Rachael climbed onto the bed, her movements slow and deliberate, before positioning herself directly over my back. She straddled me with purpose, her thighs encasing my arms and sides, and let her weight settle fully onto my shoulders, pinning me to the mattress. I could feel her warmth, the soft press of her exposed skin against my back, her smooth thighs encased in sheer nylons pressing into me, an intoxicating blend of soft and unyielding. I turned my head, catching only a glimpse of her ankle in its delicate sheath of nylon and the lethal red stiletto heels that adorned her feet.

As she settled her weight, Edward returned, kneeling by the side of the bed with items she had evidently requested. I felt the bed shift as he climbed up beside me, positioning himself by my legs and lowering down until he was nearly sitting on my thighs. His cock, which had softened slightly since her earlier caress, now rested heavily against my bare ass, the cool weight of him another reminder of my exposed, vulnerable position.

“Stroke yourself for me, my love,” Mistress Rachael commanded, her tone laced with both affection and absolute authority. Her words held a possessive warmth that carried across the room, an intimacy shared between them as he began to obey. I felt his hand move slowly at first, his cock stirring to life as his balls shifted against my skin, each movement emphasizing his arousal in response to her presence.

“Here’s some motivation to get you nice and hard for your Mistress,” she murmured, a touch of amusement in her voice. She reached up, her fingers finding the clasp nestled between the lace cups of her black bra. She undid it with a practiced flick, the delicate lace releasing her breasts. The bra slipped down her back, landing on my head, the scent of her perfume embedded in the fabric enveloping me. It was an intimate tease, a hint of her essence that made my pulse race even as I lay helpless beneath her.

“Lick your Mistress’s tits for her while you touch yourself like the filthy little pervert you are,” she commanded. I wished desperately that the order was meant for me, but bound and gagged, I could only listen, aroused and frustrated, as he bent forward to obey, his lips and tongue finding her skin. His breathing grew heavier as he worshiped her breasts, his strokes quickening as he lapped at her nipples, pressing kisses against her in a show of submissive devotion.

After a moment, she gently pushed him back, a small motion that still conveyed her complete control, and handed him a condom. The sound of the wrapper tearing was almost deafening in the quiet room. He unrolled it over his length, and her hand reached for a bottle of lubricant, her fingers cool and practiced as she prepared them both. She tugged my panties to the side, exposing me further, and squirted a line of lube between my cheeks, the sensation both shocking and electrifying. She worked the lube over Edward’s length, her hand stroking slowly, ensuring every inch of him was slick, her control unwavering.

Her fingers then found my exposed opening, pressing the lube down and around the sensitive skin, rubbing in slow circles that made my body tense, every nerve attuned to her touch. She paused only to wipe her hands on my cheeks, leaving her mark on me. Without warning, she delivered three swift, stinging slaps to each cheek, the sharp sound echoing through the room and leaving a heated blush in its wake.

With a possessive grip, she spread me open, her hands firm and unrelenting, positioning me just as she desired, each touch an unspoken command. Suspended between anticipation and surrender, I felt the weight of her power settle over me, an unyielding force that left me utterly, willingly vulnerable.

They both leaned in, eyes fixated on my vulnerable, exposed opening. Mistress Rachael’s gaze was steady, her tone unwavering as she gave the command. “Fuck his ass for me.” Her voice carried a tone of finality, leaving no room for hesitation, no space for doubt. Without a moment’s pause, Edward took himself in hand, positioning the swollen, dome-shaped head of his cock against me. I felt the blunt, unforgiving pressure at the center of my resistance, his flesh firm and demanding. Slowly, he pressed forward, forcing the tight ring of muscle to yield.

A searing, raw pain shot through me as he breached me, and I couldn’t hold back a low whimper, the sound muffled by the gag but full of agony. The initial sting was overwhelming, a sharp, tearing ache unlike anything I’d ever felt before. My body tensed involuntarily, instinctively trying to reject the intrusion, but Mistress Rachael raised a hand, signaling Edward to pause. The command was not a mercy for me, but a moment for her to savor her achievement.

In that pause, she stared, admiring her handiwork, reveling in her power over us. She had commanded her straight husband to take another straight man, and we had obeyed without question. It was as if our identities—straight, bi, whatever we’d thought we were—melted under her will. Under her control, such labels lost meaning. We were simply her submissives, her playthings, willing to do whatever she asked, stripped down to our obedience and desire to please her.

The pain remained, raw and unrelenting, radiating through me with each pulse of his cockhead stretching my entrance. Yet, even in the haze of discomfort, I could feel the wetness of her arousal pressing against my back, a reminder of how deeply this act satisfied her. The sting did nothing to arouse me, yet my cock stayed hard, throbbing as it was trapped against the mattress, straining against the lace panties and pressing into my stomach. My mind was a whirl of conflicted sensations, my submission and my discomfort entwining into something I could only define as surrender.

Mistress Rachael held her phone aloft, angling it carefully to capture the scene: her two slaves, bound together in a carnal choreography, each movement a testament to her mastery. Her gaze held a glint of approval as she set the phone aside, her hand sliding down to where Edward’s cock stretched me, her fingertips gliding over him before caressing the taut, sensitive skin of my inner thigh. “Now,” she murmured, her voice a velvet command woven with satisfaction, “thrust into him.”

At her command, Edward drove himself into me, a single, relentless thrust that forced every inch deep, tearing a low, muffled groan from me. Pain blossomed, sharp and unyielding, radiating through me in pulsing waves, every nerve seared, every muscle stretched beyond resistance. Yet the thought of my safe word or any sign to make them stop flickered like a distant memory, something I no longer possessed. I was their creation, their toy, to mold, to break, to claim. Bound, gagged, trembling beneath him, I surrendered to every demand of her will, helpless under the weight of my submission.

Mistress Rachael picked up a slender pink vibrator, one Edward had offered her as a tribute before he’d joined us in bed. The hum of it filled the room as she twisted it on, her gaze flickering with mischief as she pressed it against her own swollen clit, a glistening sign of her arousal. One hand kept the toy in place while the other teased her breast, fingers circling a taut nipple, each touch sending her closer to release. Beneath her, Edward grasped my hips, driving himself into me with a rhythm that grew faster, harder, unrelenting.

The burn had softened, settled into a throb of discomfort, my body gradually surrendering to the invasion. She released her breast and pulled his head down, guiding his lips to her, watching with satisfaction as he took her nipple between his teeth, sucking with fervor, eager to please. Her hips rocked as she guided the vibrator inside herself, each movement a testament to her own rising need. Edward's thrusts became fierce, primal, the bed creaking under the force, driving me forward, grinding my cock against the silk sheets and the lace panties Mistress had insisted I wear. The texture, the friction against my length, made me ache, even as I struggled to hold back, knowing I hadn’t been granted permission to cum.

Her voice cut through the haze, sharp and commanding, “Yes… fuck him for me, fuck him for your Goddess, claim his slut body like I demand.”

The words sank deep, my mind spinning, each syllable pushing me further into the abyss of submission. Pleasure and pain coiled together, tangling until I couldn’t separate them. My control slipped away, and before I could even process it, my body betrayed me, pumping out thick ropes of cum, splattering my stomach and their bed. The tension in my body was palpable, a silent confession to her of my climax. Sensing it, she released Edward’s head, her hand snaking back to strike me across the cheek—a reminder of my place, of my inability to control myself without her.

Her hand slid back to her breast, fingers grazing her flesh as she toyed with herself, her own desire stoked by the scene, by our obedience, by the knowledge that we were hers, utterly and completely.

he tension coiling in Edward’s thrusts hinted at his impending climax, his pace intensifying as he drove deep into me, each thrust pushing me further into submission. A shudder ran through him as he reached his peak, his cock pulsing within the condom, filling it with a warmth that I could feel radiating through my body. He hadn’t been granted permission either, which stirred a flicker of satisfaction within me, though it did little to ease the shame of my own weakness. Mistress Rachael’s eyes gleamed as she took in the scene, the masterpiece she’d orchestrated. Her voice shattered the stillness, each “YES” a crescendo that matched the frenzy of her climax, her hips bucking in time with her moans. As her body arched, she lost control, and a hot, wet release splashed across my back, marking me as hers.

I lay there, my cum-streaked stomach pressed into the mattress, aware of how pathetically I had surrendered, humiliated that I’d lost myself without even the excuse of being inside her. I had failed her by climaxing first, staining the bed, betraying the control she expected of me. My cheeks flushed as she rebuked Edward for his release, her tone cold yet intoxicating, promising punishment for his transgression. He pulled out slowly, his cock slipping from me with a wet, raw ache, the condom heavy with his load. She reached down, her fingers curling around it as she slid it off, and without hesitation, slapped his softening shaft—a silent reprimand that made him flinch. “Shower. Clean yourself,” she commanded, her tone as sharp as the slap, dismissing him to the attached bathroom. He obeyed, retreating quickly, his absence leaving the two of us alone.

With deliberate slowness, she let the condom fall onto the small of my back, its contents dripping, a mix of warmth and sticky fullness that seeped over my skin, a reminder of my place. She straddled me, her weight pressing me into the bed, the vibrator still humming faintly just behind me, tantalizingly out of reach. I ached to taste the slickness of her arousal that now cooled against my skin, to savor it, but bound as I was, I could only lie there, helpless to my own craving.

Finally, her voice broke the silence. “You came without permission.” Her tone was scathing, each word measured, laced with disdain. “I can tell, you filthy slut. What kind of man blows his load from being taken like that, without a second thought?” Her words sliced through me, and my stomach twisted with humiliation, yet arousal simmered beneath it, undeniable and consuming. “I’m glad we found you,” she continued, voice softening just enough to carry an edge of cruelty. “You’re nothing but a toy, an object for us to use as we please.” Her words stripped me bare, rendering me an object in her hands, yet even as shame washed over me, it was laced with a twisted excitement. Being hers—wholly, utterly hers—had become the only desire I knew.

Rising from the bed, she moved with a graceful lethality, shutting off the vibrator and placing it with her other tools—the lube, her phone—carefully on the nightstand, like a surgeon setting aside instruments after a procedure. I lay beneath her, her essence cooling on my upper back, the remnants of Edward’s climax sliding down over my skin, a sticky trail of ownership.

With her standing at the foot of the bed, I could finally see her—fully, breathtakingly exposed. Her long legs encased in sheer stockings, feet arched in towering heels, powerful hips framed by the garter belt that clung to her curves. Her chest rose with each satisfied breath, her breasts heavy and bared to me now, her large, dusky areolas catching the light. She was no polished model; she was real, a woman of strength and command, with a beauty that came from her presence as much as from her body.

In that moment, I wanted nothing more than to serve her, to be the willing instrument of her every whim, to bask in whatever attention she deigned to offer. She had claimed me, in body and mind, and I knew I would do anything to remain in her favor.

She moved gracefully to the dresser against the far wall, her gaze never leaving me as she selected a piece from her collection. It wasn’t an ordinary bra—no, this one was crafted with supple leather straps, and instead of cups, there were delicate strands of metal chains, designed to cradle and display her breasts rather than conceal them. She slipped it on, the chains molding against her skin, glinting in the light, accentuating the fullness of her chest with an elegance that was both alluring and intimidating. In that bra, she was a vision of dominance, a striking goddess whose beauty was only matched by her power.

Returning to the bed, she reached down and released the clasp that connected my cuffs behind my back. Though my wrists remained bound in the leather cuffs, she commanded me to roll onto my back with a firm tug, her strength apparent as she guided my body into place, until I lay across the bed’s width, head near the headboard. Without a word, she secured each cuff to the corners of the headboard, spreading my arms wide, my body fully open to her.

She reached into the nightstand and withdrew a narrow leather collar. It was thicker than any strap I’d worn before, nearly two inches wide, with a small metal “D” ring at the center. But she wasn’t placing it around my neck. Her fingers curled around the waistband of the lace panties she’d chosen for me, pulling them down just enough to expose my balls before folding the lace carefully beneath them, leaving my cock at full attention. The collar found its place around my balls, each snap fastening firmly, restricting them with a slow pressure that left no doubt as to who was in control. I was already hard from the sight of her, from the sheer authority she exuded, but that didn’t prevent the slap she delivered to my cock, a sharp reminder that I belonged to her in every way.

She placed a series of items beside me—a riding crop, a strange-looking dildo with a curve that hinted at its purpose, and finally, a large black butt plug. My heart skipped at the sight of it, impossibly wide, at least three inches across at its broadest point, a daunting presence that sent a thrill of terror through me. I couldn’t imagine enduring it, but I knew resistance wasn’t an option.

Her fingers traced my jaw as she leaned over to unfasten the clasp of my ball gag, her touch deceptively tender, lulling me into a sense of calm that only emphasized the contrast of her next moves. I was at her mercy, bound and vulnerable, my every nerve attuned to the slightest flicker of her intentions.

Mistress Rachael climbed onto the bed, her heels sinking slightly into the mattress as she positioned herself over my face. In that moment, every thought of the intimidating butt plug she’d prepared faded; my attention was completely captured by her body hovering above me, her pussy just inches from my mouth. “Lick your Mistress’s pussy,” she commanded, her voice low and tantalizing. The words echoed in my ears as she lowered herself, her heat and scent filling my senses, making my body tense with anticipation.

Bracing herself against the headboard, her fingers tightened as she settled onto my mouth. I obeyed eagerly, my tongue tracing a slow line along her outer lips, savoring the warmth, the subtle saltiness of her skin. I parted her folds, pushing my tongue deeper inside, feeling her slickness from earlier arousal. Her body responded, a subtle tremor beneath my touch as I moved to her clit, flicking it lightly, then pressing harder as I sensed her desire for urgency. I craned my neck, straining to press further into her as she ground herself against my face, her thighs tensing around me, her arousal spilling freely, coating my lips and tongue.

She shifted from squatting to kneeling over me, sinking her full weight onto my face. Her nylon-clad legs framed my vision, adding a tantalizing friction to the experience as her wetness smothered me. I devoured her with abandon, sucking her clit into my mouth, swirling my tongue over the swollen nub, feeling her respond as she gripped the headboard tighter, her breath quickening.

Then, a sudden sting jolted my awareness. She’d picked up the riding crop and was swatting my bound cock and balls with calculated, precise strikes. Each slap was measured—not enough to bruise, just enough to create a stinging ache, a reminder of her authority over every inch of me. I felt the heat build with each sting, my arousal growing in sync with her control. The pain only fueled my efforts, and I buried my face deeper, tasting the intensity of her desire as she rode my mouth with abandon, grinding against my lips, my tongue finding the exact pressure she craved.

With a shuddering gasp, her body tensed, a flood of her juices pouring over my face, soaking me as she climaxed. Her scent, her taste, filled me as I drank in every drop, my mouth working against her until she withdrew, moving forward just out of reach. She settled on my chest, her back to me, her perfectly shaped ass resting inches from my face, teasing me with what I couldn’t touch.

As I lay there, basking in the remnants of her climax, Edward emerged from the bathroom, freshly showered, his body bare and awaiting her next command. She looked at him, her gaze sharp, assessing, as she instructed, “Fetch the kit from the bottom drawer.” He moved without hesitation, retrieving a small box from the dresser and bringing it to her side.

“You came without permission,” she said, her voice dripping with displeasure, “and now you’ll be punished.” For a moment, my stomach dropped, unsure if her reproach was aimed at me or him. The sting of the crop still lingered on my cock and balls, and I thought perhaps I’d already been punished, but her attention turned fully to Edward, her eyes blazing with purpose.

Reaching into the kit, she pulled out two clamps, fastening one onto each of his nipples, connected by a slender chain that dangled between his chest. Edward flinched as she tightened them, his lips pressing into a thin line, though he made no sound. Mistress Rachael followed with the lube, taking the bottle from the nightstand and squeezing a generous amount onto the massive black butt plug. Its size was intimidating, nearly three inches at its widest point, and I felt a shiver as she coated it thoroughly, her gaze shifting to Edward with an intense gleam.

“Turn around,” she ordered, and he complied, positioning himself as she took hold of his hips, pressing the plug against him. With surprising ease, she pushed it in, his body stretching to accommodate the girth, his low groan betraying the initial pain. I marveled at how smoothly she worked it into him, her confidence suggesting this wasn’t his first experience with such a demanding toy.

Once seated inside him, she guided him to face her again. She took out another small collar, identical to the one she’d placed around my balls, though this one had a wider base and only one clasp, with two small chains hanging from it, resembling a tiny parachute. After securing it snugly around his balls, she took small weights and attached them to the chains, each one pulling his sack downward, stretching him, testing his resolve. His cock hung limp before him, exposed, vulnerable. She wasn’t done, however; she attached more weights to the chain linking the nipple clamps, each addition pulling them downward with a sharp pinch that made him wince, though his silence remained, a testament to his obedience.

Mistress Rachael stepped back, her gaze sweeping over both of us—one of us bound and breathless, the other standing in disciplined agony, both completely under her spell. Her power was palpable, filling the room as she savored her control over us, her satisfaction only growing as she watched our devotion, knowing we were hers to command, to torment, to pleasure.

Mistress Rachael reached for the strange-looking dildo she’d left on the bed earlier. Now, up close, I could see the details that had eluded me before. It was large, ominously black, with a girth that dwarfed anything Edward or I could provide. At its base, two straps extended, and nestled between them was a smaller dildo, designed to fit inside my mouth. Her lips curved into a satisfied smirk as she brought it toward me. “Open,” she commanded. Obeying instantly, I felt the smaller end slide between my lips, filling my mouth as she fastened the straps tightly around my head. Now, a large, imposing cock rose from my face, transforming me into an instrument for her pleasure.

Slowly, she mounted me, her movements deliberate as she lowered herself down onto the face strap-on, the shaft disappearing inside her inch by inch until she was fully seated, a shudder passing through her as she adjusted to the size. I knew she was savoring the sensation, the fullness she could only get from this, and the knowledge that it was neither Edward nor I but a crafted extension that gave her this satisfaction. She began to move, her rhythm steady, the weight of her hips pressing down onto my forehead and eyes with each downward thrust. I could feel the heat radiating from her, her essence soaking through, even though the dildo, not I, was what she rode.

“Edward,” she called, beckoning him closer. Obediently, he approached the bed, standing just within reach as she grasped the chain between his nipple clamps, giving it a sharp tug that forced him to suppress a groan. Her fingers toyed with the weights hanging from his ball collar, releasing and letting them fall, sending jolts of pain that pulled his body taut. Her pace quickened, her hips lifting and crashing down in a primal rhythm that left me breathless beneath her. Her ass pressed heavily against my face, her thighs framing me as she leaned forward, building the tempo.

“Do you like watching me fuck this big, black cock?” she taunted, her voice thick with amusement. Though I couldn’t answer, Edward’s voice came in a reverent whisper, “Yes, my Queen.” Her hand tightened on the crop, and she began striking us both—sharp, precise slaps that left no part of us untouched. My cock, painfully hard, throbbed under her blows; each strike to my bound balls made me gasp, while Edward’s chest, his limp cock, his face, all bore her marks. Her hands, her gaze, her movements—all were unrelenting, consuming, as she used us both in different ways.

The pressure intensified, her pace becoming erratic as she lost herself in her own climax. The crop’s final blow struck me hard before she cast it aside, her hand diving to her clit as she rocked herself into a frenzy. Her cries filled the room, each “OH!” echoing louder as her release overtook her, sending a rush of her nectar across my chest and stomach, marking me, claiming me with her essence. She continued to ride the wave, her body shuddering, until finally, she slowed, her breathing ragged, sated.

When she’d had her fill, she climbed off me, standing over us both with a look of satisfied authority. I lay there, drenched, sticky with the mingled evidence of our combined submission, my face slick, my chest coated. She barely glanced at Edward as she pushed past him and disappeared into the bathroom, leaving us in her wake. Edward stood at the bed’s edge, still weighted and bound, his chest heaving, eyes lowered, as we both remained, helpless, her satisfaction imprinted across every inch of us.


Chapter 3

Mistress Rachael returned after a few moments, refreshed, though her allure remained undiminished, even intensified. Her chain bra framed her breasts perfectly, her black garter belt accentuating her curves, sheer nylons running down to red high heels that clicked softly against the floor as she approached. She paused beside me, her eyes appraising, then leaned down to unfasten the dildo harness strapped to my face, releasing my arms from the headboard. Her gaze was steady, knowing, as she commanded, “Stand.”

I climbed from the bed, steadying myself as I rose to stand before her, every nerve alight with anticipation. The panties remained on, the lace tucked beneath my balls, the leather collar still secured tightly around them—a constant reminder of her claim over me. She moved toward Edward, her hands stripping away the weights and collar from his balls, leaving him momentarily relieved but attentive. She positioned us side by side, her gaze traveling over us with a quiet pleasure, like an artist surveying her completed masterpiece. There I stood, eager, my hard cock standing at attention, every part of me youthful and wanting. Beside me, Edward was still, composed, his body mature, disciplined, his length hanging heavy despite its softness. We were both ready—each of us hers to command, each of us lost in the desire to be her willing instrument.

“Edward,” she ordered, gesturing to a plush chair in the corner. He moved silently, sinking into the seat, awaiting whatever she might demand of him next. She turned to me, snapping a leather leash to the small metal "D" ring on my ball collar, the subtle weight sending a thrill of submission through me. She placed the other end in my hand, then moved away to the dresser, leaving me momentarily confused but obediently silent. When she returned, she took the leash from my hand, her fingers trailing over my skin as she led me to the center of the room, guiding me with each tug of the leash until I stood exactly where she wanted.

From her other hand, she raised a harness, equipped with a large, bright pink strap-on dildo. Its thickness and length were unmistakable, formidable, yet unmistakably alluring. “Kneel,” she commanded, her voice calm yet unyielding. I obeyed, watching her with rapt attention as she handed me the harness. “Help me put this on,” she said, her tone laced with a quiet power. I held the harness open at her feet, heart pounding as she steadied herself with her hands on my shoulders, stepping gracefully into it. Her legs were flawless, sheer nylon highlighting every curve, and as I slid the harness up over her hips, I couldn’t help but marvel at her beauty, the shapeliness of her figure, the confident curves of a woman in full command.

“Hold my cock, slut,” she ordered, and I reached up, gripping the thick pink length, feeling its rubbery weight, running my fingers over it as if it were my own. It was about seven inches long, thicker than I was used to, and the bright pink made it stand out against her skin. My mind raced with thoughts of every time I’d imagined serving a woman like her, and here she was, commanding me to worship her in every way I’d fantasized.

“Now stroke it. Show me how you’d jerk me off.” My hand slid along the shaft, my touch slow, deliberate, as if I could make her feel my submission through every movement. I imagined the pressure, the sensitivity, as though this were my own cock, but I knew she watched with a different satisfaction, delighting in my willingness, in the show of obedience. She leaned in, savoring the sight of her toy kneeling, pleasuring her, giving her exactly what she wanted. The atmosphere grew charged with her enjoyment, her desire for more.

“Suck my big pink cock, you worthless slut,” she commanded, her tone demeaning, thrilling. I opened my mouth, taking the head of the dildo between my lips, feeling its thickness press against my tongue. It was far larger than I’d imagined, and my jaw strained to accommodate it. As I bobbed down, taking as much as I could, a new respect bloomed for every woman who had taken me in her mouth. I pulled back, swirling my tongue over the tip, then looking up at her, my eyes wide, my desire to please written in every movement. “That’s it, slut,” she purred, “worship my big cock.”

I continued, my mouth working up and down the pink length, adjusting as I went, growing bolder, slipping deeper. I licked along the shaft, taking her between my lips, trying to show her just how much I craved her approval. I heard her satisfied sighs, saw the gleam in her eyes, and knew I was performing exactly as she wanted. When she finally allowed, “You may use your hands to please me,” a surge of gratitude flooded me. I let my hands wander up her legs, feeling the sheer, smooth nylon beneath my fingers, each curve perfectly framed by the garter belt. My hands explored, caressing her thighs as my mouth continued its work, wanting her to feel the dedication behind every movement.

I brought my hand up to stroke the shaft, my fingers working along its base as I took her in, sucking her deeply, feeling the hardness fill my mouth. With my other hand, I let my fingers drift between the harness straps, reaching her soaked center, teasing her outer lips before slipping one finger inside, feeling her warmth surround me. As I added another finger, her body responded, her arousal evident as I searched for her most sensitive spots, pressing, circling, coaxing her pleasure to the surface. My thumb found her clit, pressing down and rolling over it as I fingered her, and I felt her tense, her grip on my head tightening.

Her hands found my hair, and she began thrusting, guiding me with a rough insistence, matching the rhythm of my fingers as I pressed deeper, hitting her sweet spot while my tongue worked the pink cock in my mouth. Her breathing grew ragged, her body shuddering with each thrust, and I knew that I was fulfilling her fantasy, becoming the perfect plaything in her hands, submissive, eager, and entirely devoted.

I strained to take as much of her strap-on as I could, my mouth stretched around the thick pink shaft, but it was impossible to swallow it all. Mistress Rachael didn’t seem to care; she kept thrusting, each motion pushing me further, until my gag reflex kicked in, leaving me helplessly swallowing around the intrusion. Her hands gripped the sides of my head, controlling each thrust with an unrelenting rhythm, each move a test of my submission. Then, suddenly, she stopped, her thighs clamping tightly around my hand still buried between her legs. The tension held my arm immobile, but I kept my fingers moving, pressing deeper, coaxing her climax as she pulsed around me, riding her release with the end of her cock still filling my mouth.

Her fingers tightened in my hair as she looked down, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction. “Good boy,” she purred, a note of approval threading through her voice. The words stirred something deep in me, a rush of pride and pleasure mingling with the submission that had become my world. She pulled my fingers from her body, leaving me breathless, my mouth still filled with the strap-on as I looked up at her, awaiting her next command.

She reached for the leash still secured around my balls and gave a firm tug, leading me to crawl closer to Edward, who remained seated in the chair, his expression unreadable. She kept me on all fours, positioning me in front of him, her hand pressing between my shoulder blades to ensure I stayed low. “He sucked my cock well,” she remarked, glancing at Edward with a playful smirk. “But I think a second opinion is in order.”

Obediently, he spread his legs, exposing his cock, which hung soft despite the show he’d just witnessed. Mistress Rachael’s grip on my hair tightened, pulling my head back as she ordered, “Open.” I obeyed, my mouth parting as she guided me forward, positioning his cock at my lips. This was a new line to cross, a step deeper into submission, but as her hand pushed my head forward, I took him in, following her command without hesitation. My lips wrapped around him, and I started to work him with my mouth, mimicking the motions I’d given her. As I sucked, I felt him respond, his cock growing, hardening with each movement, his body stirring under the weight of Mistress Rachael’s control.

She released my head, but her words cut through my focus. “Keep sucking, slut. That’s what you’re here for.”

I worked harder, sliding my tongue along his length, my mouth moving with newfound fervor, each motion a tribute to her power over me. Meanwhile, I felt her shift behind me, the leash tugging against my balls as she positioned herself with deliberate intent. I felt the coolness of lube on my exposed skin, her touch tracing a line of sensation down my spine as she coated the head of her strap-on, then squirted a generous amount onto my ass. She moved into place behind me, her presence electric as she pressed the thick tip of the dildo against me, inching forward with a slow, steady pressure that sent a pulse of pain through me, followed quickly by a feeling of fullness as she pushed deeper. She was larger, thicker than Edward, and my body stretched to accommodate her.

Finally, she was buried fully inside me, her hips pressed against my ass as she let me adjust. Her hands roamed my skin, one hand giving my ass a sharp slap, each hit a reminder of her dominance, the raw authority she wielded over us. Her hips began to move, slow at first, pulling back and thrusting forward in a rhythm that built with each stroke. “You love pleasing these cocks, don’t you, slut?” she taunted, her voice heavy with satisfaction. “Take my big pink cock while you suck him off for me.”

With that, she began to thrust faster, harder, the force of her movements sending shockwaves through me, filling me with an intensity that left me dizzy. One hand reached down to the leash, giving it a sharp tug, the painful pull against my balls sending jolts through my body, each one heightening the sensation of her inside me. The fullness, the deliberate force, the unmistakable control—it was overwhelming, a consuming experience that far surpassed anything I’d felt before. It wasn’t just the size of her strap-on that made the difference; it was the fact that it was her—her hands gripping my hips, her hips driving into me, her dominance flooding every corner of my mind.

I was caught between them, my mouth wrapped around Edward’s length, my body yielding to Mistress Rachael’s relentless thrusts, each movement filling me with a sense of purpose, of belonging, that only her control could bring.

Edward’s cock had grown hard in my mouth, and I did my best to work him as Mistress Rachael continued to thrust into me. Though he was slimmer than her strap-on, he was still more than I could handle fully, and I strained to take as much as I could. She seemed to relish the sight of me, sucking him off for her pleasure. “Throat fuck this slut,” she commanded, her voice laced with satisfaction. “Make him take it all in his mouth just like he is in his ass.”

At her words, Edward took hold of my head, his fingers firm as he forced his cock deep, my nose pressing into his pelvis as his length slipped into my throat. I gagged, feeling my throat clench around him, saliva dripping from my lips as I struggled, his grip unrelenting. My helplessness was palpable, every inch of me at their mercy, and he seemed to enjoy the power, letting me choke around him, perhaps a form of revenge for the attention I’d received from his wife. Behind me, she ground her hips against the strap-on, using my body as a bridge to stimulate herself, each movement sending fresh waves of sensation through me.

He pulled back only to thrust in again, my mouth now an instrument of their satisfaction. Mistress Rachael’s voice rose, a raw exclamation as her climax hit, her cries filling the room. Edward continued using my mouth, thrusting with a rhythm that matched her intensity, filling me completely. When her orgasm finally subsided, she pulled out, slipping free of the harness and letting the pink dildo fall to the floor. She moved to Edward, her fingers dipping into her wetness, then pushing them into his mouth, her gaze unwavering as she held his eyes, her control absolute.

She reached for his cock, still slick from my mouth, and stroked it firmly before slapping my face with it, back and forth. “Well, he couldn’t make you cum,” she murmured, her tone almost dismissive. “I guess he’ll need more practice.” Her words hung in the air, and I felt a thrill of anticipation—would there be a next time? Was this the beginning of something more? The thought left me eager, even if it meant diving deeper into my submission.

Turning to Edward, she ordered, “Lie on the bed.” He obeyed immediately, stretching out on his back, his body tensed, the enormous butt plug still secured within him, the nipple clamps biting into his chest. She unclipped the leash from my balls but left the collar intact, its weight a constant reminder of her control. Then, climbing onto the bed, she straddled his head, lowering herself onto his waiting mouth, allowing him to taste the arousal she’d built with me. He worked her eagerly, his tongue moving with skill and reverence, but after only a few moments, she slid down his body, positioning herself over his hips.

“Hold him up for me,” she commanded, and I moved quickly, taking his cock in my hand, guiding it to her as she lowered herself onto him with no preamble. She sank down, taking him fully, and her body moved in an urgent rhythm, her arousal evident as she rode him with abandon. Her movements were wild, no longer restrained, her body moving solely to fulfill her desire. My own cock remained painfully hard, unused, knowing it was hers to command.

As she bounced on him, her hand found the chain connecting his nipple clamps, giving it a tug that sent a shiver through his body. Her breasts moved with each thrust, the chains of her bra catching the light, the sheer power she exuded intoxicating. Her climax hit fast, and she sat upright on him, her body shuddering, lost in her release. I watched, enraptured by the sight, her raw sexuality consuming the space between us.

When she came back to herself, she leaned down, kissing him softly on the lips, leaving me standing, still hard, still wanting, as I witnessed their connection. He hadn’t climaxed since earlier when he’d been inside me, and I could see the strain on his face, his desire building.

Her gaze fell on me. “Crawl on the bed between his legs and lick my asshole.” The command was electric, and I eagerly climbed into position, pressing my face between her cheeks, my tongue darting out to taste her. I kissed her, my lips meeting her skin, my tongue circling her, savoring every moment. She smelled faintly of herself, nothing unpleasant, only the musky sweetness of her desire. I pressed my tongue inside her, worshipping her as she moved against me, and I could hear her breath catch with pleasure.

“Fuck me, Edward,” she ordered, her voice strained with need. He began thrusting up into her, his body tense as he tried to stay still enough for me to continue my worship. Her body shook, caught between our attentions, her climax building again as she trembled under the combined sensations. She began to cum, her body releasing in waves, her juices spilling over his stomach as she shuddered above him. She cried out, “Cum with me, bitch,” her voice rough with pleasure. The command broke his restraint, and I felt his body tense beneath me, his cock pulsing as he spilled himself deep inside her, fulfilling her final demand. I continued licking, my hands roaming her thighs, pressing closer as I worked my tongue, savoring the taste of her satisfaction.

When he had finished, his body spent, she looked down at me with a satisfied smile. “Use that talented tongue and clean us both right now.”

I shifted slightly, beginning at her pussy, licking up her slick release, savoring the taste of them both as I worked. I moved to his cock, licking him clean, feeling the warmth of his cum against my lips as I sucked him gently, making sure not a trace remained. Just as I finished, she shifted back slightly, and I could see his thick cream beginning to leak from her. Without hesitation, I pushed forward, lapping up every drop, savoring the mix of them both. I wanted to linger, to stay as long as she’d allow, but she pushed back into my face, signaling her approval with a grind of her hips.

When I felt I’d gathered every trace of his seed, I focused on her clit, licking slowly, hoping she’d let me bring her to one final peak. She pressed into my mouth, her body tensing, and with a final shudder, she climaxed again, squirting across my face. I drank in her release, every drop a mark of her satisfaction. Then, with a satisfied sigh, she planted her high heel against my chest and gave a gentle but firm push, sending me backward—a silent dismissal, a signal that my service was complete.

Mistress Rachael climbed off Edward and sat gracefully on the edge of the bed, her feet resting firmly on the floor, her posture radiating control and satisfaction. I stood before her, her essence still warm on my face, waiting in silence for her next command. Her gaze shifted to Edward, who obediently returned to the chair, assuming the position he’d held earlier when I had served him and she had taken me. Turning her attention back to me, she met my eyes, her expression calculated yet soft. “You did well,” she murmured, a hint of approval in her tone. “So, I’ll grant you a reward. You may fuck my legs.”

The words hit me with a thrill of submission and desire. I lowered myself to my knees, my legs on either side of her slender feet, my cock achingly hard, almost painful with need. The collar still pressed around my balls, and the panties remained tucked beneath them, a silent reminder of her hold over me. Her nylons, dark and sheer, encased her legs in a perfection that left me breathless. I placed my hands gently on the backs of her calves and positioned my eager length between them, sliding slowly in and out, savoring the privilege of her skin against me.

The act was both humbling and exhilarating, allowed only to rub myself between her legs while knowing that Edward had just been inside her. But she knew precisely what this meant to me; I’d confided in her about my fetish for women’s legs, for the allure of nylons, and she had granted me this gift with the understanding that it would both satisfy and remind me of my place. Her calves were firm beneath my hands, and her high heels stayed firmly in place, pressing into the floor as I moved against her. Her gaze never wavered, watching me as I worked myself against her with reverent dedication, each movement building my need.

“You are not allowed to cum yet,” she declared, her voice steady, a reminder that my release was still under her control. The restraint made every thrust feel sharper, each slide against her perfect skin edging me closer, testing my limits. I moaned softly, lost in the rhythm, feeling her eyes upon me, the weight of her gaze more powerful than any touch. “Stop and stand up, slut,” she ordered, and I obeyed immediately, pulling away despite the ache within me. Stopping felt like agony, but the privilege of her attention, of simply being allowed to serve her in this way, outweighed my desire.

She crossed her legs slowly, her movements measured and deliberate, and then reached forward, wrapping her soft, feminine hand around my cock. The touch was electric, almost surreal, my gaze locked onto her perfect legs and the delicate chains framing her breasts as she began to stroke me. Her hand moved skillfully, each stroke lighting a fire that burned away all thought. “Do you want to cum for your Mistress?” she asked, her tone filled with knowing.

“Yes, please, Mistress,” I whispered, barely able to contain myself. “Please, let me cum for you.”

“Cum for your Mistress, like a good boy,” she purred, positioning my cock toward her thighs. Her hand moved faster, and my body surrendered completely, shuddering as I erupted for her, thick streams spilling across her legs, her calves, her feet, even her heels. She didn’t relent, her hand continuing to work me as rope after rope of cum spewed forth, each stroke pulling more from me, draining me completely. I was barely aware of anything beyond her hand and the release she commanded, a sense of satisfaction mingling with the pleasure that left me trembling.

Finally, as my climax subsided, her hand stilled, holding me firmly as she used her thumb to tease the sensitive underside of my head, drawing out the last shudders. Then, with a knowing smile, she unsnapped the collar from around my balls and adjusted the panties back over me, her movements calm and unhurried. She turned her gaze to Edward, ordering him to remove his nipple clamps and prepare to leave. With a nod of obedience, he did as she instructed, the butt plug still firmly in place, his posture reflecting both exhaustion and satisfaction.

“Kneel before me,” she commanded, and I sank down, looking up at her, my breath still ragged. She regarded me with a raised eyebrow, her head tilted slightly, a silent question in her eyes. I felt a rush of boldness, an instinctual understanding of what she wanted. “Thank you for allowing me to cum on your perfect legs, Mistress Rachael,” I murmured, choosing my words carefully. “May I please clean them for you?”

She leaned back, her hands resting on the bed, a small smile gracing her lips. “You may, and do a good job,” she replied.

I lowered my face to her legs, beginning to lick slowly, savoring the feel of her nylon-clad skin beneath my tongue as I cleaned her thoroughly, not missing a single drop. I ran my tongue over her thighs, calves, even where her skin was untouched, my reverence driving me to worship every inch. She let me continue, her expression one of satisfaction as I worked. I took my time, losing myself in the task, tasting the remnants of my release on her perfect legs, feeling the weight of her approval with every lick.

After a long while, she finally spoke, her tone gentle but firm. “Well done.” Her praise left me glowing, a final mark of her satisfaction that made my submission feel complete.

Mistress Rachael helped me to my feet, her touch light yet firm as she guided my hands back, linking the leather wrist restraints together once more. She led me out of the bedroom and down the hallway, retracing the steps to the living room where the evening had begun. Edward entered from the kitchen, now dressed in a white frilly maid’s apron, his face serene as he carried a silver tray, upon which rested a fresh glass of wine for his Mistress and a thick black leather paddle.

She directed me to the far side of the room, where two large, plush chairs were angled to face the fireplace with a low coffee table nestled between them. With care, she guided me to my knees, helping me balance as she pressed my chest down onto the table. Her stiletto tapped lightly against the inside of my calf, a silent instruction to spread my legs wider. I obeyed, feeling the leather restraints pull slightly as my body stretched to accommodate her command. With a graceful motion, she tugged down the waistband of the panties she’d selected for me, exposing my ass for what I now realized would be my punishment.

“You will now be punished for cumming without permission,” she declared, her voice even and calm. Taking up her wine glass, she sipped delicately, her gaze never leaving me as she set it back down, her fingers closing around the paddle on the silver tray. I felt the weight of her words, the authority behind them, and knew that whatever she had planned would be a reminder I wouldn’t soon forget.

She took her place beside me, standing slightly behind, and delivered the first swat—a sharp, stinging blow that left a warm sensation blooming across my skin. I gritted my teeth, determined not to make a sound, but the second and third swats followed in quick succession, building the ache. There was a pause as she adjusted, her strokes gaining strength, and then she truly began. Each swat echoed through the room, filling the air with a thunderous rhythm, the leather paddle’s broad surface creating a sting that left my skin heated and throbbing. She delivered twenty firm strikes, each one harder than the last, and I felt the punishment radiate, leaving a lasting reminder. I wasn’t into pain, but for her, I would endure anything.

Satisfied, she returned the paddle to the tray, then stepped behind me, positioning herself between my spread feet. Her tone shifted, taking on a playful edge as she asked, “Did that hurt?” though it was clear she expected no reply. “Well,” she continued, “hopefully next time you’ll remember this before you spill your young cock juice all over my sheets without permission.”

Then, she slipped her foot forward, gently pressing the toe of her stiletto against my panty-covered balls, the touch light and tantalizing. I began to stir, but before the sensation could fully register, her foot shot forward with a quick, punishing kick. Pain shot through me, deep and intense, forcing a guttural groan from my chest. I stayed hunched over the table, breathing heavily as the ache spread through my abdomen, lasting a full minute before it began to subside.

Mistress Rachael took another sip of her wine, her gaze cool yet watchful as she observed my recovery. She stepped closer, leaning down to gently caress my forehead and cheek, her fingers soft against my skin, an unexpected contrast to the pain she’d just delivered. “Don’t move, my pet,” she murmured, her voice a balm against my burning skin as she reached back and unfastened the leather cuffs around my wrists.

The words “my pet” echoed in my mind, a possessive yet caring endearment that sent a thrill through me despite the lingering ache. She had the power to make me feel both cherished and objectified, used and treasured, a rare balance that filled me with admiration. She had listened to my fetishes, indulged them by wearing nylons and heels all night, and still retained an aura of warmth beneath her dominance. Her ability to wield authority with care made her extraordinary, a woman who could command obedience and devotion with equal mastery.

Mistress Rachael sat in the chair in front of me, a graceful figure of elegance and strength. She slipped off her high heels with a fluid motion, then reached down to unclip her garter belt, her hands sliding the straps free from her stockings. She rolled the left nylon down her leg, her movements languid and precise, setting it on the table just inches from my face. Then, with the same elegance, she removed the right, her every motion deliberate, offering me the privilege of witnessing the quiet power of her ritual.

“Stand and face me, my pet,” she instructed softly. I rose slowly, my legs still trembling slightly. She stood as well, moving closer until her hands reached up to cradle my face. Her lips pressed to mine, warm and lingering, a kiss that carried both satisfaction and finality. When she pulled back, a smile played on her lips, and I couldn’t help but return it, feeling a glow of gratitude that I’d pleased her.

She bent down, retrieving her high heels, and cast a glance at the black nylons lying on the table—the same nylons that had carried the evidence of my pleasure, the ones she’d let me lick clean in reverent devotion. “You can keep those,” she murmured, the words a quiet reward.

Turning to Edward, she spoke with a familiar ease. “Let him get dressed, then show him out, my love. You may then attend to me in the bath.” With a calm grace, she left the room, her figure ascending the stairs with quiet authority. I stood there, watching her depart, feeling a mixture of admiration and longing, uncertain if I would ever experience her power and presence again, yet grateful for having been in the hands of such a remarkable woman.

I made my way over to where my clothes were folded neatly, almost like a remnant of the version of myself who had entered this home hours ago. As I slipped my pants on over the panties, I became acutely aware of the dried traces of our combined release still on my skin. My chest and face bore the unmistakable evidence of my submission, and my shirt, with only one button remaining, barely covered me, leaving my sticky skin exposed to anyone who might look my way on the drive home. I’d have to make peace with this vulnerability, the marks of my service still visible as I returned to my own life.

Edward walked me to the door in silence, the echoes of our night together still tangible between us. His posture remained composed, though I knew the giant butt plug still nestled inside him, a quiet reminder of Mistress Rachael’s control. We exchanged no words as I stepped outside, holding her black thigh-high nylons—the gift she’d granted me. I took a deep breath before starting my car, the clock glowing just past midnight. I had been here for five hours, though it felt like no time at all. The half-hour drive home stretched before me, a time to reflect, my mind brimming with emotion, longing, and uncertainty.

They had both made it clear that this was intended to be a one-time encounter, though Mistress Rachael had left a tantalizing hint that there might be more. She had her own boundaries, though, and I knew that if Edward found the dynamic of being forced into acts with another man too much to handle, Mistress Rachael would respect it. That hard limit hovered in my mind, mingling with a quiet hope that this night might be only the beginning.

When I finally pulled into my garage, a profound sense of fulfillment settled over me, mingled with a desire I knew only Mistress Rachael could satisfy. I walked inside, and just as I sat down to absorb the evening’s events, my phone buzzed with a message. My heart raced as I opened it, finding a picture—one she’d taken earlier. It captured that moment when her husband had first penetrated me, my lower back arching, the red panties pulled to the side, and Edward’s condom-covered cock glistening with lubricant as he filled me. It was personal, intimate, a secret belonging only to us, yet its anonymity made it feel even more like a private treasure.

Before I could fully process the image, another message popped up—a close-up of Mistress Rachael’s pussy, wet and inviting, so vivid that I ached to be there again, licking her as I had tonight. The accompanying message read, “I was thinking about how you’re now driving home covered in our combined cum, and how my cum marks you as my property. I stared at the first picture again and rubbed my clit until I came again before slipping into the bath. I’ve never cum so many times in a single night. Thank you for helping to bring some of my biggest fantasies to life. Trust me, I have so many more waiting to be explored, and I plan on using you to help me fulfil them.”

A wave of joy washed over me as I read her words. The thought of serving her again, of becoming her plaything once more, sent a thrill through me that settled deep in my core. I responded, “Thank you for using me, Mistress Rachael. It was such a privilege to be able to serve you, and I am forever grateful to be your pet. You’re a truly amazing woman and an even more amazing Domme. I eagerly await whatever you have planned for me. P.S. Thank you for your stockings and thank you for the pictures.”

After sending my message, I finally showered, savoring the sensation of the water washing away the remnants of the night, yet preserving the memories that would stay with me. Climbing into bed, I closed my eyes, hoping that sleep would bring me dreams of her, dreams that would keep her presence close until I could serve her once again.


Chapter 4

Getting to serve Mistress Rachael had been transformative. Each touch, each command, left a mark that lingered long after our night together ended. She had expressed interest in continuing to use me, a notion that filled me with both excitement and longing. An entire week passed before I heard from her again—a week that felt like an eternity. Every day was a reminder of her control, her ability to make me wait, and I clung to patience, desperate not to overstep.

I reminded myself constantly that this was her world, one I was merely invited into. For Rachael and Edward, this was a lifestyle, an expression of their love and the depths of their bond. I was just a guest, a submissive toy in Mistress Rachael's hands, and I reveled in the thrill of it.

When her email finally arrived, it was precise and formal, like all her previous communications. She provided new instructions, guiding me in how I was to correspond with them. This time, she gave me her personal email, a detail that felt intimate despite her reminders that Edward was fully aware of our exchanges and would view any message she deemed fit to share. She wanted no secrets, and this clarity of boundaries only heightened my respect for her.

Replying with the new address, I assured her that I understood my instructions and thanked her again for the privilege of serving. Her reply was prompt, almost as if she had been waiting for my compliance. She issued an unexpected assignment: by week’s end, I was to provide my perspective on our previous evening together, reviewing her, Edward, and myself. It felt unusual, considering her years of experience as a dominant, but if she wished to test my honesty, I was ready to obey.

I took my time with each draft, reflecting on every moment of that night. I wanted my response to reflect the respect I held for them. My review began with Edward. Wanting to strike the right tone, I started with my admiration, hoping to communicate my sincerity and genuine respect.

“Edward is a true testament to your command,” I wrote. “He’s observant, trained. I found myself watching him often, marveling at his instinct to understand your desires from just a glance or a brief word. His stance, his focus—he was always poised, awaiting your guidance.”

It felt risky to reveal more, yet I felt a pull to be honest. “It was clear how deeply he respects and loves you, Mistress. His presence alone, and the way he watched as you used another man, spoke volumes of his devotion and the strength of your marriage.”

This, however, led to a more delicate matter: honesty regarding his performance. I hesitated, choosing my words carefully, wanting to tread respectfully. “Edward showed impressive stamina and restraint, with the sole exception of that moment when he came without permission. I also noticed he needed considerable stimulation to maintain an erection and took time to reach full arousal.”

Turning to my assessment of Mistress Rachael, my thoughts drifted back to her control, the way her every movement commanded my surrender.

"Mistress Rachael, you surpassed every vision I ever had of a dominant woman, embodying both power and allure in a way that was beyond my imagination. It wasn’t just your undeniable beauty, though that alone was mesmerizing. I could lose myself forever describing every perfect detail of you—from the delicate curve of your petite toes, tracing up your slim, graceful ankles, to the elegance of your shapely calves and the strength in your thighs. Your body commands with an effortless grace, and yet it holds a softness, a warmth, that feels both alluring and unreachable.

Every curve, every inch, from the swell of your hips to the fullness of your breasts, works in harmony to create something beyond mere beauty. Your presence, the way your captivating smile draws me in, is almost hypnotic. It’s as if you understand the power you wield with that smile, how it leaves me both exhilarated and humbled. You are beauty, yes, but you are also command, the kind that draws me into submission as much by your essence as by your words.

Throughout our time together, I felt utterly captivated, both body and soul. There was never a moment that I wasn’t aware of your beauty or the strength within it. The thrill of being close to you, feeling your gaze linger on me, was enough to keep my heart pounding, to leave me completely exposed and at your mercy. To be in your presence was to surrender willingly, without question, without reserve."

It felt almost like I was gushing over her—surrendering to my admiration with every word—but every line held truth. I continued, "Your ability to blend dominance with genuine care is both unexpected and remarkable." I detailed the moments when she’d shown her love for Edward or when she’d subtly acknowledged my own needs. These gestures, small yet significant, had created a profound trust, a willingness to surrender that extended far beyond mere physical obedience. "Even when showing that softer side, Mistress, your control over both of us was always absolute."

I wanted her to understand how deeply I valued every moment, every command, so I explained, "It was a tremendous privilege to be used by you, Mistress, even in activities that didn’t necessarily excite me personally. Your control made them thrilling; it was the act of being led by you, of feeling myself utterly within your command, that left me eager to continue in whatever ways you desired."

The next section of my email was the hardest to write—self-assessment, especially in the heat of new experiences, was a challenge. It’s one thing to feel lost in surrender; it’s another to step back and review yourself with honesty. I focused on keeping my tone straightforward, letting the vulnerability of my first-time submission speak for itself.

"As for my role that night, it surpassed any fantasy I’d entertained. Still, I can’t help but wish I’d served you with more skill, that I’d been less naïve about the finer nuances of submission. I felt every moment intensely, but a part of me wonders how much more I could have given with experience guiding me. I was nervous, yes, and while it might be convenient to blame my lack of control on that, the truth is that this has always been a challenge for me."

Then, acknowledging a layer of truth that might have been difficult to admit, I continued, "Physically engaging with Edward wasn’t something I found personally arousing. But being commanded to do it—that was different. The thrill of obeying your order, knowing I could not refuse, was exhilarating. My visible response, unrestrained and unmistakable, is all the proof I need of how much I cherished every moment of being used, of fulfilling whatever role you crafted for me."

"Edward’s stamina left me humbled, Mistress. I could tell I was eager, hard for you and ready without hesitation, while he sometimes took longer to rise to the occasion. But when he was ready, his endurance was undeniable—an ability to serve you with a dedication I wished I could match. Watching you ride him, I realized that I could never have lasted that long under your control, and that realization struck me deeply."

I paused before adding the next admission, the words feeling both necessary and raw. "Of course, there’s more to being a good submissive than just the size of one’s penis. But standing next to Edward, both of us aroused for you, I felt undeniably inadequate—like I didn’t measure up, perhaps even less worthy as a toy in your hands."

In the email, I continued with an apology for cumming without permission. I admitted how humiliated I felt, losing control and ejaculating all over the bed without her even touching me. I shared my worry—that she might have been so disappointed that she’d send me home immediately or decide not to invite me back because of my lack of restraint.

I closed by thanking her again for the privilege of serving her, for the nylons and high heels she wore throughout the night, and for allowing me to experience whatever she desired. I wanted her to know how much I hoped she’d use me again, however she saw fit.

Then, I waited. Mistress Rachael didn’t reply for two agonizing weeks. That silence was torture; each day, I replayed every detail of the night in my mind, wondering if I had ruined things between us.

When her response finally arrived, it was detailed and direct. She focused on assessing my performance, leaving out any mention of her own or Edward’s, though she did make a few comparisons to Edward that highlighted areas I needed to work on if I wanted to improve as a submissive. I was relieved to see that she appreciated my noticing her caring side, and she even pointed out a few small gestures I hadn’t been aware of. Her critique was polite but left no doubt about where I could improve. Her thoroughness only deepened my appreciation and my eagerness to be better for her.

She didn’t hold back in her response, relishing each moment where she had asserted her dominance and I had surrendered fully to her control. She began with the positives, saying how much she enjoyed my enthusiasm, my absolute willingness to obey, and the way she could push me into anything—no matter how kinky or unfamiliar. Each new boundary I crossed for her had only heightened her excitement.

But then she turned her attention to what truly delighted her: the power she felt in exposing my insecurities and vulnerabilities. She made it clear just how much she relished the difference in size between Edward and me, going into detail about how she’d noticed my reaction when I first saw him fully erect. She knew that standing beside him, feeling inadequate, made me feel small—not just physically, but as a man. She admitted that she’d caught my lingering glances, the way my gaze would drop, unable to look directly, and she enjoyed every second of it.

“It thrilled me,” she wrote, “knowing that my submissive husband, with his long cock, could satisfy me in ways you couldn’t. Watching you side by side, seeing how much more he offered in size alone, only made me appreciate your eagerness to serve despite it. Knowing you stood there, fully aware of the difference, made your obedience that much sweeter.”

Then, she took it further, reliving the moment of my own humiliation when I lost control, cumming without permission, without any touch to my cock. “The fact that you came just from being fucked, without a hand or even a glance to your cock, was deliciously pathetic,” she wrote. “It was all I could do not to laugh as I watched you, helplessly spilling yourself without a single ounce of stimulation. You made quite the mess on the bed, yet you were the only one not touched. It showed me just how easy it is to make you submit, how your body responds without needing anything more than a command and a nudge.”

Her words were precise, each one designed to remind me of my place beneath her. She made it clear that my lack of control was an embarrassment, that I should have been humiliated by the way I crumbled under her command. The thought of her watching, fully aware of my shame, only deepened my submission. The rawness of her honesty left me eager to improve, to submit further, to become worthy of whatever she had planned next.

Mistress Rachael continued, sharing how much she enjoyed the thrill of having me—only 24—submit so completely to her. She admitted that, though it might be a little vain, there was a unique pleasure in knowing that a much younger man was captivated by her presence, driven to serve by her allure and authority. She appreciated Edward’s consistent arousal and devotion, of course, but having a new, younger submissive demonstrate that level of desire added a certain charge. “It was a boost to my ego, I won’t deny it,” she wrote, as if acknowledging the thrill of it only heightened her sense of control.

She then turned to the events of that night, explaining that everything had unfolded exactly as she had planned. Mistress Rachael confessed she’d been concerned that either Edward or I might falter, that one of us might hesitate or fail to follow through when things intensified. “You both surprised me,” she said, “and that only fueled my excitement further.”

She went on to clarify that while she isn’t a true sadist, she knows Edward is what she calls her “pain slut.” Every so-called abusive thing she’d done to him that night, she explained, had been relatively mild compared to what he’s willingly endured before. She admitted she’d held back, fearing that if she laid into him too heavily, I might be intimidated or scared away. She wanted to keep me close, to initiate me fully into their dynamic without pushing too far.

Then came her thoughts on the specific roles she’d assigned us. She explained that, in her mind, having me give Edward a blow job, and choosing me as the one, in her words, “to take a real cock in his ass,” had been intentional. “It allowed Edward to participate, but in a way that wouldn’t threaten his comfort. This way, he was eased into it, able to remain at ease knowing he wasn’t required to be the one penetrated.” She mentioned that it was their first time involving a third person, and she knew Edward’s limits well enough to keep the experience balanced and controlled.

She admitted Edward felt similarly to me after our night together. Just as I’d confessed, he hadn’t felt any attraction to another man, but it was his commitment to pleasing her, his drive to obey, that made him willing to submit. That shared experience, our mirrored motivations, seemed to bring a sense of satisfaction to her that resonated in her words.

Finally, she closed with a single command: I was to wait for her next instruction.


Chapter 5

An agonizing month passed before Mistress Rachael finally reached out to me with another assignment. She gave clear instructions: I had two weeks to find a chastity cage of a specific style and size, and once I obtained it, I was to send her a picture. She wanted the cage displayed on my bed, placed between the black and white panties I had previously bought at her command. Her instructions continued, outlining that I was to stroke myself to full arousal before taking the picture, capturing my erect cock, the chastity cage, and the panties together in one frame.

I wasted no time. Following her orders without question, I went online and tracked down the exact chastity cage she described. Made of steel, it was constructed with meticulous attention to restriction: a rounded ring that would wrap around my balls, another ring to encircle the base of my shaft, and steel rods that ran the length of the cage, converging at a tip with a small hole designed to align with my urethra. Shaped like a restrained, flaccid cock, the cage was equipped with a small lock, a reminder of the control she would hold even when she wasn’t near.

A few days after it arrived, I followed her instructions to the letter and sent her the picture. When she replied, I could feel her satisfaction through her words. She liked what she saw and then added a new layer of restraint: I was not allowed to cum until she gave her permission.

That Saturday, her text came with simple but thrilling instructions. I was to be at her house the following Saturday at 6 PM, dressed as I had been the first time—but without any underwear. No mention was made of the panties or the chastity cage. I would enter their home as I had before, awaiting whatever she had planned.

The week was excruciating. Each day was filled with thoughts of what might unfold, what commands I might be given, how I might serve her again. Edward, her obedient husband, had the privilege of being at her feet every day, worshipping this Goddess whenever she desired. But I, I was only summoned when her mood suited, a plaything brought out at her whim.

I arrived at precisely 6 PM, my heart pounding as I stepped into the familiar living room. This time, Edward greeted me differently—he slipped behind the door after letting me in and shut it quickly, revealing that he was completely naked except for a frilly white apron that hung around his neck. It was barely covering him, an image of submission that left me humbled and aroused in equal measure.

The sound of high heels echoed from behind me, that unmistakable, commanding rhythm filling my ears as Mistress Rachael approached. Edward disappeared into the kitchen, and her scent, a seductive mix of perfume and natural allure, wrapped around me before I even saw her. Her dominant presence was almost tangible, radiating in waves as she moved closer. Just before I could turn to look at her, her voice, low and tantalizing, whispered, “Strip for your Mistress.”

She stayed just out of view as I undressed, her unseen eyes compelling me to strip down without hesitation. My hands shook slightly as I removed each piece of clothing, and though I felt the familiar rush of blood stirring my cock, the weight of her gaze and the anticipation kept me in a delicate balance between arousal and nerves.

Finally, Mistress Rachael strode past me and headed toward the couch. She wore a floor-length white robe, its hem nearly brushing the floor, leaving only a glimpse of her legs and the strappy black 4-inch heels that clicked with each step. Her dark red hair spilled down the back of the robe, an elegant cascade that drew my eyes with each stride.

Stopping in front of the couch, she turned to face me. Her eyes held mine for a moment, wordlessly, before she undid the belt of her robe and let it slide from her shoulders. The fabric pooled at her feet, revealing her body clad in a black lace bodystocking. Thin straps held it up over her shoulders, and intricate patterns traced along her curves, broken only by sheer panels that left nothing hidden. My cock sprang to life, rising stiffly, almost painfully, in response to her bare confidence.

At the crotch, the bodystocking was open, framing her shaved skin and the delicious lips I had worshipped last time. The sight of her, commanding, knowing the effect she had on me, was all-consuming. She stood there, the embodiment of every desire I’d ever had, yet also something far beyond—a Mistress who held both my body and mind entirely under her sway.

"I was going to order you to stroke yourself so I could watch you grow hard," she purred, her voice dripping with a mix of teasing and authority, "but I'm too late for that. Your little cock is already at full mast, ready for my use."

Her eyes danced with a mischievous glint as she reached down and picked up a sleek riding crop from the couch. The mere sight of it sent a shiver coursing through my body—a blend of anticipation, fear, and raw desire. She stepped toward me with deliberate grace, each click of her high heels against the hardwood floor echoing like a metronome counting down to my surrender.

Without warning, she swung the riding crop in a swift, practiced motion. The leather tip snapped against the sensitive head of my erection and grazed along the upper shaft. A sharp sting radiated through me as my cock jerked downward from the impact, only to spring back up and brush against my lower abdomen. The unexpected pain intertwined with pleasure, drawing a gasp from my lips.

The intensity nearly brought me to my knees. I sucked in a deep breath, my heart pounding as I braced myself for another strike. But it never came.

Mistress Rachael stood before me, her commanding presence filling the room. The bodystocking clung to her curves, the intricate lace revealing glimpses of the skin beneath, and the open crotch teasing what lay just beyond reach. Her dark red hair cascaded over her shoulders, framing a face that was both beautiful and utterly in control.

A sly smile played on her lips. "Look at you," she mused softly. "Eager, vulnerable, completely at my mercy."

She closed the distance between us, her fingers trailing lightly along my jaw before tilting my chin upward. Her touch was electric, igniting every nerve ending. "I have a hard cock in front of me," she whispered, her breath warm against my skin, "and I intend to do exactly as I please with it."

Her words sent a surge of heat through me. I could feel the intensity of her gaze, the weight of her dominance pressing down upon me. Every instinct urged me to submit, to give myself over entirely to her whims.

She circled me slowly, the tips of her fingers grazing my skin as she moved. "Tell me," she commanded, her voice a velvet caress laced with steel, "are you ready to be fully mine tonight?"

"Yes, Mistress," I replied hoarsely, my throat dry with anticipation.

"Good." She stopped behind me, and I felt the cool touch of the riding crop tracing a line down my spine. "Because tonight, we push your boundaries."

A thrill shot through me—equal parts excitement and apprehension. But beneath it all was an unwavering desire to please her, to explore the depths of submission under her guidance.

She leaned in close, her lips brushing against my ear. "Trust me," she murmured. "Surrender."


Chapter 6

Edward entered the room carrying a silver serving tray with a quiet elegance, his eyes lowered in deference. On the tray rested a tall glass of white wine, the pale liquid catching the soft glow of the room, and five leather cuffs, their dark material polished to a subtle sheen. The air was thick with anticipation.

Mistress Rachael reached out with slender fingers, her nails painted a deep crimson that matched the shade of her lips. She delicately picked up the glass, swirling the wine gently before taking a slow, deliberate sip. As she set the glass back down, a perfect imprint of her red lipstick adorned the rim, a bold mark of her presence.

Without breaking eye contact, she placed the riding crop alongside the cuffs on the tray. Then, with an almost ritualistic precision, she began to fasten the leather cuffs onto my wrists and ankles. The leather was cool against my skin, the buckles clicking softly as she secured them. Each cuff felt like a symbol of my submission, tightening the bond between us.

The last cuff was familiar—the same one she had used to collar my balls during our first encounter. The memory sent a shiver down my spine. She knelt slightly, her face mere inches from my most vulnerable area, and wrapped the cuff around my now tightened, expectant flesh. Her touch was firm yet gentle as she snapped it into place, the snug fit a constant reminder of her control. I stood there, exposed and vulnerable, adorned only with these symbols of restraint.

"Follow Edward," she commanded, her voice smooth and authoritative. It was not a request—it was an expectation.

Assuming we were heading to the guest bedroom as before, I was surprised when Edward stopped halfway down the hall and opened an unassuming door. He descended a set of stairs, and I followed closely, the cool air of the basement brushing against my skin. As we reached the bottom, the space unfolded before me—a meticulously designed playroom that exuded both sophistication and purpose.

The room was far from a dark dungeon; instead, it was illuminated with warm, ambient lighting that cast a soft glow over everything. The walls were adorned with an array of implements: paddles, floggers, and whips hung artfully on display, each one seemingly waiting for its moment to be wielded. To one side, there was a large king-size bed dressed in rich, dark linens that looked both inviting and foreboding.

Between the entrance and the bed, various pieces of furniture were strategically placed. A peculiar-looking chair with restraints caught my eye, its design both intriguing and intimidating. A small couch and a luxurious leather recliner offered places for observation—or perhaps interrogation. A sturdy dresser and several wall cabinets hinted at hidden delights or torments stored within. A padded wooden bench stood nearby, its surface worn smooth, suggesting it had seen many sessions before.

Dominating one corner of the room was a large wooden St. Andrews cross, its presence both ominous and enticing. The cross's polished beams stretched upward, fitted with cuffs and bindings, ready to hold someone in a position of utter surrender.

The atmosphere of the room enveloped me—a blend of rich leather, subtle incense, and a hint of something indescribably alluring. It was a space crafted for exploration, for pushing boundaries, for the dance of power and submission.

Edward moved silently to the side, his role as silent assistant clear. I stood there, taking in every detail, my heart pounding with a mix of fear and excitement. This was a new level—a deeper step into Mistress Rachael's world.

She descended the stairs behind me, her heels clicking softly against the steps. "Welcome to my sanctuary," she said softly, her voice echoing slightly in the open space. "Tonight, we delve deeper. Are you prepared to surrender yourself entirely?"

I turned to face her, meeting her gaze. The intensity in her eyes was captivating, holding me in place as surely as any restraint. "Yes, Mistress," I replied, my voice barely above a whisper.

A slow smile curved her lips. "Good. Then let us begin."

Edward led me to the center of the room, his movements precise and silent. From a nearby cabinet, he retrieved a wooden spreader bar about two and a half feet long, polished smooth, with shiny eye bolts affixed at each end and one in the middle. Kneeling before me, he fastened my ankle cuffs to the ends of the bar, spreading my legs apart until I could feel the stretch in my inner thighs.

He then guided my wrists upward, securing each cuff to chains that dangled from the ceiling. The metal links clinked softly as he adjusted them, leaving me standing spread-eagle, fully exposed and unable to move. My heart pounded in my chest, a mix of anticipation and vulnerability washing over me.

The familiar, intoxicating sound of Mistress Rachael's high heels echoed down the stairs—a deliberate, measured rhythm that sent a shiver up my spine. She appeared at the bottom step, her eyes lighting up as she took in the sight of me bound before her.

She sauntered toward me, her hips swaying hypnotically beneath the sheer black lace of her bodystocking. The intricate patterns clung to every curve, revealing glimpses of the pale skin beneath. The open crotch framed her smooth, inviting intimacy, a tantalizing glimpse that stirred a deep ache within me.

Edward stepped aside, his head bowed. Mistress Rachael snapped her fingers and pointed to the floor beside her. "Kneel," she commanded softly. He obeyed instantly, dropping to his knees at her feet.

Her gaze shifted back to me, a sly smile tugging at the corners of her crimson lips. "I was going to order you to stroke yourself so I could watch you grow hard," she mused, her eyes drifting down to my already erect cock. "But it seems I'm too late. Your little dick is already standing at attention, eager for my abuse."

She reached down and picked up a sleek riding crop from the couch, tapping it lightly against her palm. The anticipation was electric. Without warning, she swung the crop swiftly. The leather tip snapped against the sensitive head of my cock and grazed along the upper shaft. A sharp sting shot through me as my erection jerked downward from the impact, only to spring back up and slap lightly against my lower abdomen. The unexpected mix of pain and pleasure drew a sharp gasp from my lips.

The pain was intense, almost buckling my knees, but the restraints held me firm. I took a deep breath, bracing myself for another strike, but it never came.

Mistress Rachael stepped closer, her eyes never leaving mine. She set the riding crop and her wine glass down on the silver tray Edward had brought. "Look at you," she whispered, her voice a sultry purr. "So eager, so vulnerable."

She reached out and wrapped her soft, manicured fingers around my throbbing erection. Her touch was gentle at first, barely grazing the skin as she traced the length of my shaft. The warmth of her hand sent waves of pleasure coursing through me. She slid her fingers upward, pausing just below the sensitive tip, and used her thumb to tease the underside of the head, drawing slow, tantalizing circles that made my breath catch.

Without breaking eye contact, she tightened her grip, squeezing firmly as she began to stroke me with a deliberate pace. "Such a responsive toy," she murmured. "I barely have to touch you, and you're already quivering."

Then, in a fluid motion, she lowered herself into a graceful squat before me. Her face was level with my hips, and I could feel her warm breath against my skin. She leaned forward and pressed her lips softly against the very tip of my cock, leaving a faint red lipstick stain. The softness of her kiss contrasted sharply with the earlier sting of the crop, sending a jolt of sensation through me.

"Did that surprise you?" she asked, a mischievous sparkle in her eyes.

"Yes, Mistress," I managed to reply, my voice barely more than a whisper.

"Good."

She extended her tongue and languidly licked from the base of my shaft all the way up to the tip, her eyes locked onto mine the entire time. The wet warmth of her tongue tracing along the pulsing veins was almost too much to bear.

Without warning, she parted her lips and took me into her mouth, enveloping half of my length in one smooth motion. The heat and softness of her mouth were exquisite. She swirled her tongue around me, her movements skilled and purposeful. I struggled to maintain control, desperate not to climax without her permission.

She pulled back slightly, her lips sliding along my shaft until just the tip remained in her mouth. She sucked gently, her cheeks hollowing as she applied pressure, then plunged forward again, taking me deeper. This time, she didn't stop until her nose pressed against my pelvis, my entire length nestled in her throat. I could feel the tightness surrounding me, her muscles contracting rhythmically.

The sensation was beyond anything I'd ever experienced. Pleasure radiated from every point of contact, building an intense pressure deep within me. I clenched my fists, the leather cuffs biting into my wrists as I fought to hold back.

Mistress Rachael withdrew slowly, a thin trail of saliva connecting her lips to my aching cock. She licked her lips, savoring the taste. "Delicious," she whispered.

She stood up smoothly, her movements like liquid. Turning to Edward, who had watched the entire scene in silent obedience, she placed a hand on his shoulder. "This cock is a bit thick in my mouth," she commented, her tone casual yet laced with authority. "But its short length is perfect for deep throating."

She glanced back at me, a knowing smile playing on her lips. "Now, Edward, it's your turn to prove your devotion to me."

With one hand, she gripped the base of my shaft, her fingers pressing firmly into the flesh. With the other, she tangled her fingers in Edward's hair, guiding him to his feet. His eyes met mine briefly before he lowered them submissively.

"Open your mouth," she commanded.

Edward obeyed without hesitation. She guided his head forward, pressing the tip of my cock against his parted lips. I felt the warm, wet heat of his mouth envelop me as she pushed him further, taking me inch by inch. The sensation was both strange and intensely erotic, heightened by the absolute control Mistress Rachael exerted over us both.

She began to move his head back and forth, setting a slow, steady rhythm. "That's it," she cooed. "Take him deep."

Edward's tongue pressed against the underside of my shaft, his lips sealing tightly around me. The combination of his mouth and her commanding presence sent my senses into overdrive. I could hear her breathing softly beside us, feel her gaze heavy upon me.

"Do you like that?" she asked me, her voice a low whisper in my ear.

"Yes, Mistress," I gasped, my body straining against the restraints.

She chuckled softly. "Such obedient pets."

He could have kept his mouth closed, could have used their safe word, or even leaned back to prevent her from pushing him onto my cock. But Edward did none of those things. He submitted entirely to Mistress Rachael's commands and desires, and now he was sucking my cock for her pleasure. His eyes were closed as she guided his head back and forth, controlling the pace as he took me into his mouth.


Chapter 7

To be blunt, he wasn't particularly good at sucking cock. I'm sure he's sucked on Mistress Rachael's strap-ons plenty of times, but this was different. During our first meeting, Mistress Rachael had made me suck him. Being a good slut for her, I did it and managed to get him hard with my mouth for her viewing pleasure. I hadn't been able to make him cum, though. Now I understood why—I was probably just as inexperienced at pleasing a real cock as he was.

Despite his lack of skill, I didn't go soft while watching and feeling Edward blow me. So he must have been doing something right. Maybe just being part of Mistress Rachael's kinky games was enough to keep me fully aroused.

She adjusted his position, turning him to face me more directly. Standing behind him, her sexy high-heeled feet were placed outside each of Edward's calves. She leaned forward, pressing her crotch against the back of his head, her large breasts pressing against my chest. Her hands moved with confidence—one grabbing the back of my head, the other tangled in Edward's hair as she continued to guide him.

Without warning, she pushed her tongue into my mouth. I savored the taste and feel of her lips against mine, the kiss both commanding and intoxicating. Before pulling away, she bit my lower lip gently, giving it a playful tug that sent a shiver down my spine.

She released her grip on my hair, her fingers tracing softly down my cheek. Her gaze held that familiar mix of amusement and control as she leaned in close, her voice barely above a whisper. “What kind of slut is so desperate to cum,” she mused, her words dripping with mockery, “that he’d let another man suck his dick?”

I hesitated, unsure if she actually wanted an answer. Bound, spread-eagle, my legs forced wide apart, and my cock still in Edward’s mouth, I waited, silently.

“Answer me, slave!” she demanded, her voice sharper now.

The only response that came to mind was the truth. “A slut who’s helpless to resist your every command, Mistress,” I replied, the words spilling out in a mix of shame and exhilaration.

A satisfied smile spread across her face. She reached down and pulled Edward’s head away from my cock, her grip firm yet controlled. With a silent command, she motioned for him to stand. As he rose, she wrapped her hand around his shaft, stroking him with a possessive touch. Then, without a word, she drew him close, her mouth meeting his in a deep, hungry kiss. Her tongue explored his mouth, claiming him in the same way she’d claimed me only moments before. Their embrace was inches away from me, my own bound body caught in the intimate intensity of the moment.

I watched as his slim, familiar cock grew harder under her touch, reaching its full length, seven inches of arousal for his Mistress. Her lips and tongue danced with his as she stroked him, a silent testament to her control over us both.

After a few moments, she released him from their embrace, her gaze steady and expectant. With just a look, Edward seemed to understand what she wanted. He turned, walked over to the cabinet, and retrieved four leather cuffs and a spreader bar identical to the one binding my legs. He returned with them, obediently standing at her side as she directed him behind me, out of my sight.

Mistress Rachael worked swiftly, guiding Edward as he secured his own ankle cuffs and attached them to the spreader bar. She added cuffs to his wrists, chaining them to the ceiling as he had done to me. Then, with a quick motion, she untied the knot of his white apron, letting it fall away before tossing it across the room.

Now, standing six feet in front of me, Edward was bound in a mirrored position, spread open with his back toward me, facing the king-size bed across the room. Mistress Rachael moved deliberately, her high heels clicking ominously on the hardwood as she walked to the wall. She selected the large black leather paddle, the same one she’d used to discipline me during our last encounter.

She positioned herself between us, her presence filling the space with a silent tension. Without warning, she swung the paddle, delivering a sharp, resounding smack against my bare ass. The sting shot through me, and I drew in a deep breath, absorbing the burn. There was no apparent reason for the punishment—I hadn’t done anything wrong as far as I knew. This wasn’t about correcting me; it was about her pleasure, her enjoyment in making me endure anything she chose.

Mistress Rachael wasn’t driven by sadistic urges—she found her thrill in seeing us submit, in knowing she could make us endure anything she desired. And her satisfaction, in turn, fueled my own. Even through the sting of the paddle, my cock remained hard, a testament to the power she held over me.

I heard the loud, resounding slap of another paddle stroke, but this time, without the familiar sting, I realized it hadn’t been aimed at me—it was Edward's ass that had taken the hit. The sound reverberated through the room as Mistress Rachael continued her strikes, each swat landing harder than the last. I could hear the deep thud of leather on flesh, each one punctuating the silence with its echo. After the final blow, I heard Edward’s voice, soft yet steady, say, “Thank you, Mistress.”

Her heels clicked purposefully across the floor once more as she retrieved something from the dresser, her movements deliberate and controlled. She returned to stand in front of me, holding up a long, thin leather cord for me to see. With a playful, wicked grin, she crouched down and tied one end to the small metal ring on my ball collar. I watched, my anticipation growing, as she threaded the other end through the eye bolt in the middle of the spreader bar between my ankles.

She looked up at me, her grin widening as she pulled the cord slowly, causing a taut pull against my balls as the line tightened. Because of the eye bolt, the tension forced my balls downward with each inch she pulled. I clenched my jaw as the tug grew firmer, stretching my sensitive skin down and away from my body. She adjusted it just enough to maintain a steady, unyielding pull, then tied it off at the bolt, ensuring there was no release. My balls now hung stretched and vulnerable, a constant reminder of my submission.

Mistress Rachael retrieved the paddle once more, stepping between Edward and me, her figure silhouetted against the warm lighting of the room. She swung it with practiced strength, landing another harsh blow across my already sore ass. The impact pushed my hips forward, and the resulting pull on the cord added a new layer of discomfort, stretching my balls further before I rocked back into place. The sensation was intense—a mix of sting and strain that left me breathless. “Thank you, Mistress Rachael,” I called out, taking a cue from Edward.

As I steadied myself, bracing for the next swat, she shifted her attention to him. Five loud cracks filled the room, her strokes calculated and unrelenting, followed by Edward’s obedient “Thank you, Mistress.” Then, she turned back to me, delivering a swift, precise smack that echoed in the small space. “Thank you, Mistress Rachael,” I repeated, the ritual words leaving my lips instinctively. The paddle’s sting wasn’t something I’d ever craved, but I was hard nonetheless, my arousal fed by her dominance and the thrill of being bound, exposed, and completely at her mercy.

While I took ten punishing blows to my already sore backside, Edward endured fifty, his submissive devotion evident with each hit and his gratitude clear in his voice. Finally, satisfied, she strode back to her collection of toys on the wall, her heels clicking with each step. I turned my head, straining to catch a glimpse of what she might select, as well as to admire her body wrapped in that sheer black bodystocking. The open crotch, the way the lace hugged every curve—it was a vision I couldn’t help but drink in.

She re-hung the black leather paddle, her fingers brushing lightly over the tools until she selected a large flogger. Its handle was a deep red leather, sturdy and built for control. Extending from it were about two dozen thin rubber strands, each about ten inches long and flexible. I could tell just by looking that each strand was too light to inflict true pain, but the unknown of its sensation kept me on edge.

Mistress Rachael stepped in front of me, her gaze capturing the mix of fear and excitement in my eyes, mirrored by the obvious arousal in my cock. She held the flogger in her right hand, giving it a playful flick of her wrist that sent the thin rubber strands skimming across my erection. The touch was barely more than a tickle, but it sent a jolt through me, the anticipation sharpening every sensation.

With a quick upward flick, she let the strands dance across my bound and stretched balls. The contact was light, a teasing reminder of my vulnerability. My skin tingled with each stroke, and though there was no real sting, the way she toyed with me left me breathless, on edge. She smacked my chest a few times, each strike firm but not punishing, as though she were merely warming me up. Then, with a satisfied glance, she moved on, heels clicking as she strode over to stand in front of Edward.

Though I couldn’t see, the sudden, sharp sound that followed made me imagine exactly what was happening. She’d reached back and struck Edward’s cock with a swift, precise motion, letting the flogger’s strands connect with his length in one fluid swipe. She was fully in control, and he was hers to tease, to discipline, to abuse as she desired. And pain was his pleasure. The more she worked him over, the harder his cock seemed to grow, swelling under her punishing strokes. Mistress Rachael clearly enjoyed seeing the effect of her discipline on him, watching her husband's cock strain as she took him to his limits.

The flogger danced over his balls and thighs in several powerful swings, each one followed by the unmistakable sound of rubber meeting skin. She moved up to his chest, the strikes sounding more intense, with a deliberate rhythm. I couldn’t count each blow, but her force and pace were relentless. Just before she paused, she delivered three hard, direct strikes to his cock, the last one echoing through the room. “Thank you, Mistress,” I heard him say, his voice a mixture of pain and satisfaction, as her heels clicked across the floor, bringing her back to me.

Mistress Rachael positioned herself in front of me once more, the gleam in her eye carrying both amusement and intent. She raised the flogger, bringing the strands down onto my chest with a series of rapid, stinging blows. Though she didn’t strike me as hard as she had Edward, each snap of the flogger’s tails bit into my skin, leaving a tingling burn that spread over my chest. I gritted my teeth, absorbing the sensation, the sting mingling with the excitement thrumming through my body.

Then her focus shifted lower. She delivered light, targeted strokes to my inner thighs, my balls, and my pulsing cock. Each swing was measured, the strands landing with just enough force to sting but not enough to overwhelm. My cock twitched with every strike, as if each blow only fed the arousal that bound me to her will. She struck me a dozen times in total, her control precise, her eyes watching every reaction with satisfaction.

Her chest rose and fell as she caught her breath, the sheer black bodystocking clinging to every curve, her breasts heaving in time with her deep, steadying breaths. The delicate lace only added to her allure, giving a tantalizing view of the soft skin beneath. I looked down to see that I was still hard, unyielding despite the stinging flogging, and I could only manage to say, “Thank you, Mistress Rachael.”

She held my gaze, a hint of satisfaction flickering across her lips, then stepped confidently between Edward and me. After a few more breaths, she lifted the flogger and began working my back with renewed energy. The rubber strands connected sharply with my lower back, then moved upward, each hit loud and precise. She focused on my sore, paddled ass, each strike reigniting the ache she’d instilled there earlier. When she paused, I took the opportunity to show my appreciation, “Thank you for using me, Mistress Rachael.” I knew that “thank you” was enough, but adding “for using me” was my reminder of how fortunate I felt to be here, to be part of her world.

The pause didn’t last long. With a graceful pivot, she turned to Edward, her swings gaining intensity as she laid into him with powerful, focused strikes. The flogger landed on his back and ass with loud, resounding smacks, the sounds echoing through the room. The fury of her swings picked up speed, her movements almost a blur. He took every blow in silence, letting the flogger work its relentless rhythm across his skin. I couldn’t fully understand how he found pleasure in this, though I was sure that some would find my own fetishes just as baffling.

Mistress Rachael continued, her control unwavering, though I noticed she hit him far harder than she had me. Even with the lightness of the flogger’s strands, she wielded them skillfully, leaving no permanent marks but providing a sharp, stinging sensation that left his skin flushed and warm. The rubber tails didn’t cut or bruise, but they created an intense, lingering sting in her expert hands.

When she finally stopped, she took a step back, observing the red marks on our backs and butts with a pleased smile. She was entirely in control, and the knowledge filled her with satisfaction. This wasn’t just play for her and Edward; it was a part of their private lives, an intimate expression of their bond. For him, her 58-year-old husband, submission was a daily act, part of a lifestyle he embraced. He served her in every way she desired, whether that meant cleaning the house, preparing her drinks, bathing her, or bearing her discipline. Their life together was built on trust, respect, and an understanding that strengthened their connection.

With me, her 24-year-old plaything, it was different. I wasn’t here every day, and this wasn’t my lifestyle, but in her hands, I was an object for her pleasure—a role I accepted willingly. She treated me as a tool, but she still cared. To submit yourself to another’s control, to let someone restrain, use, or punish you, requires deep trust. It means knowing they’ll respect boundaries and keep your well-being at heart.

And I knew Mistress Rachael cared about my limits, that she would honor my safe word without hesitation. We both understood the unique dynamic we were building, and the balance it created. She found satisfaction in commanding others, in bending them to her desires, and I found fulfillment in surrendering to that command, in knowing I was there to satisfy her. In my submission, we both got what we wanted. In her dominance, we found a shared pleasure that bridged the gap between us.


Chapter 8

Mistress Rachael returned the flogger to the rack, her movements purposeful as she approached Edward once more. She ran her hands over his chest and back, her fingers tracing the red marks she’d left with her flogging. She leaned in close, pressing her lips to his in a passionate, claiming kiss, a silent acknowledgment of his devotion. Then, with practiced efficiency, she unhooked his wrists from the chains that held his arms above his head.

Leaving the spreader bar between his ankles, he struggled slightly to keep balance as she guided him a few feet over toward a peculiar-looking chair by the wall. She positioned him so that he faced the chair but kept a few feet of space between him and the seat. With quiet precision, she secured each of his wrists to different chains hanging from the ceiling, binding him in place once more.

Moving with intent, she returned to the cabinet and retrieved an unusual metal stand with a clamp at the top, the kind often used to hold a microphone. This stand, however, held a different purpose tonight. In place of a microphone, there was a long, thick blue candle. She adjusted the boom arm of the stand, bringing the candle to hover about four inches above the tip of Edward’s stiff cock. I watched, noting how even now, his arousal hadn’t waned. The paddling and flogging had clearly done more than leave marks—they had fueled his desire, kept him hard and aching under her control.

Mistress Rachael’s gaze shifted to me, and she stepped forward, her eyes locking onto mine. She looked down at the thin leather cord still stretching my balls downward, her lips curling into a mischievous smile as she reached out and gave the cord a playful yet deliberate nudge with the toe of her black, strappy heel. The sudden tug sent a jolt of pain through me, and I exhaled sharply, willing myself to hold back a gasp. “Thank you, Mistress Rachael,” I managed, my voice strained but grateful.

Without a word, she knelt down, wrapping her soft, wet mouth around me once again, taking me in with a confident, practiced rhythm. The sensation was blissful, each bob of her head igniting my every nerve as her fingers grazed my stretched balls, teasing them with just the barest of touches. Her mouth was warm and skilled, enveloping me as she worked her tongue along my shaft, sending waves of pleasure through me. After a few exquisite moments, she released me, her mouth leaving me wet and throbbing.

She squatted down, untied the cord that had bound my balls so tightly, and unhooked the spreader bar. With my ankles now free, she reached up, releasing my wrists from the chains. Before I could fully process the relief, her fingers found their grip around the collar on my balls. A sharp tug brought me to heel as she guided me across the room, positioning me beside Edward.

As I glanced down, the boom stand and candle setup became clear, and I suddenly realized what she intended. I hoped, silently, that I wouldn’t be subjected to the same fate. But Mistress Rachael’s focus was fully on Edward now, her smile as she leaned down only heightening the anticipation.

Retrieving a lighter from the dresser, she struck a flame and brought it to the wick of the candle. The blue wax began to melt almost immediately, pooling around the wick. Soon enough, drops of hot wax would begin to fall, landing on Edward’s sensitive, throbbing cockhead.

Mistress Rachael stepped back to admire her handiwork, watching her husband with a blend of affection and authority. It was clear this was just the beginning.

Once again, she took hold of my balls, the firm grip both a command and a reminder of my position beneath her. She led me over to the large, unusual chair she had spoken of, her special creation. With a hint of pride, Mistress Rachael explained that Edward had built it just for her, designed to cater to every indulgence she could imagine. The chair’s back reclined at an angle for her comfort, and the middle portion of the padded seat could be removed, forming a “U” shape that supported her thighs and ass but left her crotch open and accessible.

Underneath the seat, there was an adjustable neck and headrest. She could position a submissive there, flat on his back with his head nestled beneath her, perfectly aligned to service her with his mouth. Or, if she chose to slide forward a bit, she could just as easily have her ass attended to as well. For now, she left the center portion in place and settled into the chair, crossing her legs with casual elegance.

I stood in place, transfixed by the sight of her. The bodystocking clung to every curve, emphasizing the seductive lines of her body. The sheer black fabric hugged her frame, offering just enough coverage to accentuate her allure while still revealing the inviting warmth of her skin beneath. Her beautiful face was radiant, exuding confidence and control, yet every other part of her screamed a raw, unabashed sexuality that was impossible to ignore.

Mistress Rachael’s gaze drifted to the candle now hovering above Edward’s erect cock. She watched it burn with a patient satisfaction, each flicker of the flame a reminder of her anticipation. Edward, bound and stretched beside me, stared down at the candle, his face a mixture of trepidation and arousal as he awaited that first drop of hot wax.

Yet, even with him beside me, I couldn’t pull my attention from her. Every line of her body, every movement, held me captivated. She simply watched, her eyes moving between us with a calm intensity. Then, a sharp yelp cut through the air as the first drop of hot wax landed on Edward’s cockhead. His body tensed, and Mistress Rachael’s lips curved slightly, a flicker of satisfaction crossing her face as she watched him react. Despite the momentary pain, there was an unmistakable hint of pleasure on his face.

Drops of wax fell steadily, hitting Edward's shaft, a few splashing onto his balls, each one marking his skin with a small burn that faded quickly but left him wincing in delicious pain. Mistress Rachael sat on her throne, an amused satisfaction in her eyes as she took in the sight of her husband’s bound, trembling body. Without looking at me, she said, “You may use your lips, tongue, and hands to worship my high heels and feet.”

I sank to my knees before her, bowing low as I began to kiss her feet, taking in the soft, subtle scent of leather mingling with the sheer nylon material of her bodystocking. My lips met the arch of her high heel, pressing soft kisses up the curve, before I worked my way down to her toes, savoring every inch. I licked the cool leather of her shoes, my tongue trailing along each delicate strap, then moved to suck on the heel, feeling the firmness in my mouth as I ran my hands over her feet, caressing them with reverence.

Mistress Rachael sat quietly, letting me worship her. I could feel her satisfaction as I lavished her feet with attention, the soles, the curve of her instep, the tips of her toes—all becoming my world for what felt like an endless stretch of time. Lost in devotion, I barely heard Edward’s muffled gasps as the hot wax continued its steady, deliberate drip on his skin.

For what must have been fifteen minutes, her high heels and the nylon fabric that encased her feet held me captive. She shifted slightly, her movement a silent permission to move upward. With slow reverence, I began to kiss and caress her ankles, trailing my lips along her calves, savoring the tautness of her muscles beneath the sheer fabric. Occasionally, I returned to her feet, unable to resist their allure.

When her voice broke the silence, it was soft, commanding. “You may worship my pussy  now.”

“Thank you, Mistress Rachael,” I murmured, filled with gratitude and anticipation.

I placed soft, lingering kisses along her inner thighs, inching my way upward as she slowly parted her legs, giving me full access to her glistening, shaven lips. I felt her legs drape over my back, enclosing me, the nylon material of her bodystocking brushing against my skin. Her heels pressed lightly against the small of my back, the edge digging in just enough to leave gentle, fleeting scratch marks.

My mouth hovered near her warmth, and I began with small, delicate kisses, tracing the outer edges of her lips, then moving to lick her inner thighs, drawing closer with every flick of my tongue. I could feel her arousal building, and I gently blew a warm breath against her, sensing her anticipation.

Slowly, I let my tongue glide up her slit, taking my time to savor her taste as I pressed into her, feeling her warmth and wetness. A soft moan escaped her lips, spurring me on. I moved to her left pussy lip, sucking it lightly, then flicking it with my tongue before moving to the right. With every touch, I felt her responding, her body beginning to tremble.

I pressed my face deeply into her, letting my tongue explore her fully, swirling around inside her, feeling her walls clench softly against me. I wanted her to feel every ounce of my devotion, each flick of my tongue an offering. Finding her clit, I teased it, brushing it lightly at first before pressing harder, letting my lips close around it as I sucked gently, then firmer, as if it were a small, sensitive cock.

Her moans grew louder, her heels digging more firmly into my back as she held me in place, her thighs squeezing around my head, holding me in place. My tongue worked over her, licking and lapping, tasting her arousal as her voice broke in a cry, “Oh fuck yes—I’m cumming. I’m cumming on your face, oh fuck, keep licking me, you perverted little slut.”

Her words sent a surge through me, and I redoubled my efforts, my tongue moving in long, steady strokes, feeling the tremors of her orgasm pulse against me. Her grip on me tightened, her legs locked around my head, and I continued, unrelenting, until her body stilled, and her breathing softened.

I knew the only thing that would stop me was her word to do so, and until then, I was hers entirely, bound by her pleasure.

Wave after wave of orgasmic pleasure rippled through Mistress Rachael's body. Her thighs clenched around my head, holding me firmly in place, my tongue working tirelessly, the only part of me that could move to prolong her ecstasy. Her muscles quivered against me, each pulse a reminder of her complete control over me and the pleasure she allowed me to give her. As her breathing slowed, she pressed her left foot against my shoulder, pushing me back. I knelt before her, both of us catching our breath, my heart pounding as I looked up at my Mistress.

After a moment, Mistress Rachael stood and walked over to Edward, still bound and exposed, his cock covered in hardened wax. She inspected the dried wax coating his erection, her eyes tracing over her work with satisfaction. Without warning, she lifted her right hand and delivered a fierce slap to his cock, the sound echoing through the room. Edward cried out as the wax shattered, peeling away in pieces that flew across the floor. His cock, stripped of the wax, was bright red and pulsing, the sting of the slap radiating through his sensitive skin.

It became clear to me that each new layer of hot wax, as it built upon the last, didn’t hurt as intensely as the initial drops; they merely added to the wax already coating him. But now, with the wax stripped away by her slap, the sensitive skin beneath was exposed again, ready to feel each fresh drop with its full heat.

Satisfied, Mistress Rachael placed the candle back above Edward’s cock, setting the process back in motion. She turned to me, her gaze steady. "Remove my high heels for me."

I moved quickly, unbuckling each strap and slipping her heels off one at a time, placing them neatly to the side. She glided over to her throne, the regal chair designed for her every whim, and removed the center section of the seat cushion. She pulled out an angled, padded support beneath it, which extended outward and downward to the floor. I understood my place without needing further explanation: this was for me to lie on, allowing me to rest my back in front of her seat, my head positioned perfectly beneath her.

“Lay on your back and keep your arms to your sides, slave.”

I immediately complied, settling onto the angled support. My shoulders aligned with the padded neck support beneath her throne, while my back arched downward until my hips met the floor. As I stretched out, Mistress Rachael secured each of my wrists to the cuffs affixed to the back legs of her chair. Now, I was bound with my arms outstretched, completely open and positioned below her.

She carefully lowered herself onto her seat, her legs spreading to reveal her glistening, freshly satisfied sex above me. Her warmth and scent enveloped me as she finally let her weight settle, her dripping pussy just inches from my face.

“Service me again,” she commanded, her voice smooth yet firm.

Without a moment's hesitation, I lifted my head, straining to reach her, my tongue immediately seeking out her taste. I lapped at her eagerly, my lips and tongue finding every inch of her, savoring the familiar tang of her arousal. She extended her legs forward, resting them on my chest, the pressure of her calves and thighs pressing warmly against me. Her body, draped in the sheer bodystocking, felt like silk against my skin, every inch of her touch amplifying my arousal.

From her vantage above me, Mistress Rachael watched as the candle continued to drip wax onto Edward, his cock twitching with each drop. Her legs stretched luxuriously, using me as her footrest while my tongue worked tirelessly beneath her, worshiping her with every movement.

With my arms restrained, I had no leverage; the only strength I could muster came from my neck muscles, straining to keep my tongue exactly where she wanted it. Occasionally, she would shift, adjusting herself to place my mouth and tongue just where she desired, her hands gripping the armrests as she guided me with subtle movements.

I pressed my lips firmly against her wetness, drawing her clit into my mouth, sucking lightly before flicking my tongue over the sensitive bud. She gasped softly, a sound that urged me onward. I teased her entrance, probing gently with my tongue before plunging deeper, feeling her respond with each stroke. Her thighs pressed against me, pulling me even closer as I buried my face in her, determined to give her everything I had.

Above me, Mistress Rachael’s breathing grew heavier. I knew she was savoring both my efforts and the sight of her husband enduring his own torment. Her pleasure, her satisfaction, filled the air, a silent testament to her complete control over the two men before her. And for me, nothing mattered more than keeping her in this state of bliss.

As I continued to worship her, my tongue working tirelessly to please her, I felt the unexpected yet exquisite sensation of her feet capturing my cock. My whole body tensed, a quick exhale escaping me as her nylon-clad feet wrapped around my shaft. Mistress Rachael knew exactly what this did to me, that it was a fantasy I had only ever dreamed of. She began to stroke me slowly, her feet moving up and down, the soft nylon brushing against my sensitive skin. It felt incredible, each gliding motion heightening my arousal, yet I fought to stay focused on licking her, tasting her wetness as her thighs pressed me closer.

She increased the pressure, one foot pressing against the underside of my cock while her other rubbed the top, her movements steady and controlled. Occasionally, she delivered a light, teasing kick that sent a shock of pleasure through me. Each touch, each stroke, drove me closer to the edge. I struggled to maintain my composure, my mouth still devoted to her, my tongue working its way over every inch of her as she held me right at the precipice of climax. Mistress Rachael, reading every reaction with precision, slowed her strokes just as I began to lose control, stopping the inevitable release and keeping me firmly under her command.

The candle above Edward continued to drip hot wax onto his exposed, red cock, each drop landing with a hiss, his arousal only intensifying. Mistress Rachael’s attention shifted between him, watching as his own torment built, and me, where she resumed her rhythmic foot job, keeping me right at the edge. Then, her eyes glinting with fresh excitement, she reached over to a pouch on the side of her throne and produced a vibrator.

It was a flesh-toned toy with a phallic tip, designed to resemble a cock, and below the tip, two slim, rabbit-like appendages extended from the base. The handle was sleek and fitted with several buttons to control the intensity and style of vibration. She shifted forward in her seat, positioning herself so that I could reach her fully.

“Worship my ass, my pet,” she commanded.

With her words, I strained to press my mouth against her, shifting to where the open seam of her bodystocking allowed access to her bare flesh. My lips and tongue found her puckered hole, and I began to lavish attention on it, kissing and licking as my face nestled against her, tasting the mix of her skin and the faint hint of her previous pleasure. The nylon brushed against my cheeks, an intoxicating texture, while my tongue pushed into her, French-kissing her ass with deep, deliberate strokes.

With her vibrator in hand, she guided it inside herself, sliding it into her wetness, the rabbit-ear attachments lining up perfectly with her clit. She spread her legs enough to accommodate the toy, and her knees bent slightly, maintaining her feet on my cock, resuming her foot job as she began to pleasure herself. The gentle hum of the vibrator filled the air, a steady rhythm that grew in intensity as she adjusted the settings.

My tongue continued its dance, working over her, while her hand on the vibrator became more deliberate, pushing it in and out, each thrust brushing the toy against my chin as my face remained firmly pressed to her. She increased the vibration, her thrusts gaining momentum, the hard plastic occasionally bumping against me as her pleasure escalated.

Mistress Rachael’s feet never left my cock, though she had paused the stroking to focus entirely on her own climax. Her moans grew louder, her breaths shallow and rapid, each one sending waves of excitement through me as I worshiped her, my tongue pressing eagerly into her ass. She was lost in her own pleasure, moving the vibrator in a steady rhythm, and her voice rang out, commanding, “Oh fuck, I’m almost there… Oh, that’s it, lick my ass, my pet. Push your tongue into my asshole. Oh, fuck, I’m cumming! Watch me cum, Edward, watch me FUCKING CUM!”

Her body began to tremble, the shudders of her orgasm rippling through her as she cried out. I continued my worship, my tongue moving deeply, pressing into her with every ounce of devotion. In the throes of her climax, she pulled the vibrator out of her slick entrance, and a gush of her juices splashed onto my chest, stomach, and cock, warm and sweet. With a quick motion, she plunged the toy back inside herself, and she repeated the motion again and again, her juices soaking me each time, marking me with her pleasure.

When her body finally stilled, she rested for a moment, catching her breath, then resumed the gentle stroking of my cock with her feet. I could feel her energy shift as she leaned into the rhythm, the softness of her nylon-clad soles driving me toward release. She watched me carefully, noticing the tremors of arousal that surged through me even as I continued to worship her with my mouth.

“Cum on my feet, cum for your Queen,” she commanded, her voice low and sultry. “Let me feel your warm, sticky spunk on my toes.”

The words sent me over the edge. With a groan muffled against her skin, my first release shot high into the air, landing across her feet and ankles, my cum coating the nylon in warm streaks. The second spurt splashed across her shins as she continued her strokes, coaxing every drop from me with her expert motions. I could feel my body surrendering, each wave of release crashing over me as she milked me dry, my moans muffled against her as I stayed pressed to her ass, my lips still worshipping her.

When I had given her everything, she continued to stroke me, her feet slick with my cum, letting the nylon brush over my spent, sensitive skin. She allowed me to bask in the lingering sensation, her feet still pressing into me, her legs resting on my chest as I remained beneath her, breathing hard and completely spent.

Finally, Mistress Rachael stood, turning to face me with an air of quiet satisfaction. She reached over, picking up the rabbit-eared vibrator that had brought her such ecstasy and held it to my lips. “Taste me,” she commanded softly. I took the toy into my mouth, licking and sucking it, savoring her arousal that still coated its length. The taste of her wetness was intoxicating, each lick a reminder of my place beneath her.

Satisfied, she set the toy aside and unfastened the cuffs binding my wrists. Moving over to Edward, she blew out the candle that had been dripping wax onto his now painfully hard, wax-coated cock. Then, without a word, she picked up one of her high heels by the delicate black strap, her eyes glinting with anticipation.

“Clean my feet and legs,” she ordered.

I crawled to her, lowering my head to her feet, and began licking, my tongue tracing over the nylon to collect the warm remnants of my own release. The taste was humbling, a reminder of my complete submission to her. As I worked, Mistress Rachael raised the heel in her hand and struck Edward’s cock, the sharp sole of the shoe slapping his shaft hard enough to break the wax from his sensitive skin. Each hit sent bits of wax scattering, the rough blows only fueling Edward’s arousal.

I kept licking, following the lines of her legs, my tongue cleaning the nylon as I moved upward, savoring the feel of her beneath my mouth. She struck Edward’s cock several more times, each slap punctuated by his strained moans and the sound of the wax breaking away.
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Once her legs were clean to her satisfaction, she looked down at me and ordered, “Lie on your back, with your head between my feet.”

I immediately obeyed, stretching out on the floor, my head positioned just as she’d instructed. She stepped away briefly, leaving me on the ground and Edward still chained in place. When she returned, she held a rubber ball gag, which she fastened securely in Edward’s mouth, silencing his sounds, the bright red of the gag a vivid contrast against his flushed face.

Mistress Rachael lowered herself onto my face, settling into a comfortable squat, giving me full access to her smooth, inviting pussy. I eagerly pressed my lips to her, my tongue worshipping every inch as she let herself enjoy my devotion.

With her face now level with Edward’s swollen, red cock, she regarded him with a knowing look. “You sucked a man’s cock for me, but you didn’t do a very good job. This is how you do it.” And with that, she took his full seven inches into her mouth in one swift, practiced motion. Her lips glided down his shaft, her expert mouth taking his thick, mushroom-shaped head all the way to her throat without hesitation. She held him there, every inch of him enveloped in her mouth, her control absolute.

Watching from below as I continued to lavish her with my tongue, I marveled at the effortless way she maintained command, even as she performed an act that might seem submissive to anyone else. But this was not a loss of control—it was her asserting her dominance in another way, reminding Edward that even his pleasure was entirely in her hands.

As she began to move her head back and forth, her lips and tongue expertly teasing the most sensitive parts of him, I looked up at her from below. With her high heels off, her feet were planted firmly on either side of my head, her beautiful body encased in that sheer bodystocking that hugged her curves in all the right places. I lost myself in the view, in the sight of her bared pussy above me, slick and glistening from both our efforts.

Without thinking, I let my hands wander up to her thighs, slowly tracing their way upward as I felt the softness of her skin beneath the thin nylon. She didn’t stop me; instead, she seemed to enjoy my touch, continuing to please Edward while I explored her body.

Then, with a graceful motion, she reached up and pulled the bodystocking down from her upper chest, tucking it beneath her large, perfect breasts, freeing them fully. I could just make out the underside of her breasts from my position below her, and I could see her hands moving over them, fondling and squeezing, her fingers pinching her nipples as she pleasured herself. The sight sent a renewed wave of desire through me, hardening me once again.

She continued this way for several long minutes, her mouth moving over Edward’s shaft with practiced skill, her tongue circling his head, teasing him relentlessly. One of her hands reached forward, cupping his balls and squeezing gently, while her other hand stroked the base of his cock in time with her mouth, adding to his torment. I took the opportunity to let my hands slide further up her body, grazing over her hips, then along her sides until I reached her breasts. Gently, I cupped them, feeling their weight in my hands as I pressed my fingers to her nipples, rolling and rubbing them between my fingers.

Edward’s muffled groans of pleasure echoed through the room, the gag preventing him from asking for permission to cum. Mistress Rachael simply tightened her lips around his head, her hand stroking his shaft firmly, and I felt the tension build as he bucked slightly, unable to control himself. With a firm grip, she drew the first spurt of his release, swallowing it down her throat. The next, she held in her mouth, letting it pool on her tongue as his cock continued to pulse. She held his twitching cock as she let a few more drops land on her tongue, savoring the moment.

With a final pull, she withdrew his cock from her mouth, angling him toward her breasts. She released my hands from her body and took control, aiming his cock so his final spurts splattered across her chest, warm and sticky against her bare skin. His release coated her, trickling down her curves, and she continued to squeeze the last of his cum from him, letting it paint her body.

As Edward’s orgasm subsided, she turned her attention back to me, lowering her hips and grinding her wet pussy onto my face. I licked eagerly, my tongue diving between her folds, feeling the slickness of her arousal as she rode me, pressing down harder with each wave of pleasure that coursed through her. Her grip on Edward’s shaft remained, holding him steady while another powerful climax overtook her. She didn’t cry out this time, her moans muffled by the load of Edward’s cum she still held in her mouth. Her body shook above me, her hips pressing insistently against my face as she rode out her orgasm, my lips and tongue dutifully bringing her to the peak of pleasure.

When her climax subsided, she lifted herself, standing on shaky legs. She removed Edward’s gag, gripping him by the hair, and pulled him close, bringing her mouth to his. She pressed her lips against his, transferring his own cum from her mouth to his, feeding him the remnants of his own release as her tongue invaded his mouth. Laying on the floor between her feet, I had a perfect view of her curvy, irresistible body, every inch of her oozing confidence and dominance.

After ensuring that every drop of his load had been transferred back to him, she pulled away, licking his lips with a final, teasing touch. Then she turned her gaze down to me, lowering herself gracefully onto her hands and knees, positioning her cum-streaked breasts close to my face, her eyes holding a challenge and a promise.

“Do you want to lick my breasts, my pet?” she asked, her voice a soft, seductive purr.

“Yes, Mistress Rachael,” I replied, my voice filled with reverence and eagerness, as I leaned forward to worship her.

"Yes, Mistress Rachael," I replied, my voice filled with obedience.

"But they’re covered in another man’s cum, and you still want to lick them?” she asked, her eyes gleaming with challenge.

"Yes, Mistress Rachael," I answered without hesitation, my devotion unwavering.

She smiled in satisfaction. "Go ahead, then. Lick another man’s sticky load from my tits. That’s it, my pet—clean my bare flesh of his jism with that eager tongue of yours."

I leaned in, running my tongue over every inch of her breasts, savoring the soft skin and her intoxicating scent. I traced along the underside, the tops, each side, and, of course, her sensitive nipples. No part of her perfect, ample breasts was left untouched. The taste of the remnants of Edward’s release didn’t deter me; it was simply part of my service, a testament to my submission to her.

When she was satisfied that I had cleaned her breasts thoroughly, she pulled back, standing up in her full, commanding glory. She placed the ball gag back into Edward’s mouth, her face betraying a hint of amusement at the notion that she had just rewarded him with a climax without permission—a rare indulgence for his earlier compliance in sucking my cock.

Leaving me on the floor, she turned her attention to Edward, unclipping his wrists from the chains that suspended him. She instructed him to remove the spreader bar and ankle cuffs. Once he was free, she guided him to a sturdy bench set against the far wall.

The bench was a piece of work—a wooden frame lined with black leather pads on all the key surfaces. The middle section was raised and flat, just long enough to support a man’s chest and stomach. Two lower, padded sections extended along either side, allowing for a spread position. I watched intently, curious to see how this apparatus would be used.

Mistress Rachael positioned Edward at the end of the bench, and the purpose of the design became clear. Standing behind him, she reached between his legs, gripping his still-sensitive cock, now beginning to soften. She pulled it downward and back, positioning it between his thighs, then pushed him forward onto the bench so that his chest and stomach rested on the raised middle section. His head hung over one end, and his ass was left exposed, hanging off the other. With his cock forced downward and trapped against the side, it pointed awkwardly toward the floor between his legs.

Edward adjusted himself into position, placing his hands and knees on the lower sections of the bench. Mistress Rachael took her time, securing each of his wrists and legs with leather straps fastened to the sides of the apparatus. Finally, she looped a wide leather strap around his lower back, securing it tightly so that he was immobilized, completely bound and exposed.

Satisfied with her handiwork, Mistress Rachael walked away from Edward, her heels clicking softly on the floor as she moved toward me. She stepped over my prone body without a glance and headed to the dresser by the wall. Opening a drawer, she withdrew a large strap-on dildo, far different from the one she’d used on me before.

This one was flesh-toned and molded to resemble a real cock, complete with a prominent, thick head and a pair of heavy, dangling balls. It was longer than her usual toys—about eight inches—and very thick, the kind of size you might see wielded by a male porn star. It exuded both intimidation and allure, a clear symbol of her dominance and power.

She looked at the strap-on in her hands, then down at me with a knowing smile, letting the anticipation build.

Mistress Rachael stepped gracefully over me, her heels clicking softly on the floor as she moved back to the bench where Edward was bound. “Follow me, my pet,” she commanded, her voice a soft but unmistakable directive. I crawled across the floor, eager to obey, stopping beside her as she took her place by Edward’s head. She handed me the thick strap-on dildo, letting me feel its weight and intimidating girth, then reached down and removed Edward’s ball gag, pressing her crotch to his face. Without hesitation, he began to kiss and lick her, his devotion clear as he worshipped her with his mouth.

"Help me into the harness," she instructed, stepping back slightly. I lowered the straps, holding them open at her feet, steadying them as she balanced herself with her hands on Edward’s back. Carefully, I lifted the harness up her legs, pulling it snug around her hips. She adjusted the straps herself, tightening them until the large, flesh-colored cock was secure, ready for her to wield with full control.

She turned to me, her eyes flicking over to her strappy high heels by her throne. Without her saying a word, I understood her wish. Crawling over, I retrieved them, offering the right heel first, then the left, sliding each shoe into place as her delicate feet slipped into the straps. I was learning quickly, attuning myself to her needs before she voiced them—a skill I knew she appreciated.

Standing tall in her heels, Mistress Rachael was now positioned perfectly in relation to Edward’s face on the bondage bench. She took the thick rubber shaft in her hand, gripping it with practiced ease, and playfully slapped Edward’s cheeks with it, watching his reaction. “Let’s see if you learned anything about sucking cock,” she teased, her voice laced with amusement and command.

She guided the tip of the wide dildo toward Edward’s mouth, pressing it gently against his lips before sliding the first few inches inside. Her hands settled on her hips, and she began to rock her hips, sliding the rubber shaft in and out, letting him feel its girth. Edward struggled to take it in, his lips stretched around the thickness, spit spilling from the corners of his mouth as he gagged softly.

“That’s a good boy,” she cooed, her tone mocking yet affectionate. “Take cock for Mistress.” Her hands moved to either side of his head, and her thrusts became deeper, more forceful, testing his limits. “You’re my cock-loving bitch now. Please my big schlong, you dick-sucking whore.”

With each thrust, Edward’s gag reflex fought against the toy, his body tensing as she pushed deeper. The sound of her heels on the floor, the subtle hum of the room, and the sight of her taking control like this left me mesmerized, kneeling by her side, eyes fixed on the powerful display before me.

Mistress Rachael looked down, catching my gaze, and gave a slight nod toward the dresser. “Get me the lube,” she ordered.

I quickly retrieved the bottle, returning to her side. She withdrew the strap-on from Edward’s mouth, his lips red and wet, and nodded at me. “Lube up my big dick, my pet.”

I obeyed, squirting the slick liquid onto the thick shaft and wrapping my hand around it. It was spongy under my grip, almost yielding, yet firm enough to maintain its intimidating form. I stroked it in long, deliberate motions, coating every inch with the slippery lubricant, making sure the toy gleamed under the light. Mistress Rachael watched with satisfaction as I continued, my hand unable to fully encircle its girth.

Once it was fully coated, she reached down and, with a commanding touch, grabbed my cock, now hard and straining under her grip. She guided me around to the opposite end of the bench, leading me along by my erection like I was no more than an obedient animal tethered to her whim.

Her bare breasts, still spilling from the bodystocking, swayed and bounced as she walked, each step a reminder of her effortless power and allure. She released her grip on my cock, turned to me, and commanded, “Position me at his man pussy.”

Obediently, I took hold of the thick, rubber cock, aligning the swollen head with its target, pressing it gently against Edward’s tight entrance. “Keep it steady and help me fuck him with it, my pet,” she directed, her tone both steady and commanding. As she pressed forward, I held the shaft firm, watching as the large head slowly pushed into him, her pace allowing him time to adjust to the massive girth filling him.

Mistress Rachael advanced slowly, the slick shaft slipping through my fingers as it penetrated deeper. Just as her hips met his ass, I let go, allowing her to take full control as she buried the entire length inside him. She paused there, grinding her hips in small, circular motions, letting the base of the toy rub against her clit, fueling her arousal with every movement.

“There is a towel in the top drawer of the dresser, and also a blindfold. Wipe the lubricant from your hands and retrieve the blindfold, my pet.” I quickly obeyed, returning to her side as she remained buried deep inside Edward, her hips pressed firmly against him.

Taking the blindfold, she turned to me, securing it over my eyes, plunging me into darkness. “Worship your Mistress’s body while she fucks her husband in the ass,” she instructed, leaving me to explore her as she dominated him.

Uncertain where to begin, I reached out, my hands making contact with her shoulders and back, feeling the flex of her muscles as she began a slow, steady rhythm. With each thrust, my fingers traced over her arms and down her back, my mouth following as I pressed kisses to her warm skin, savoring every inch of her powerful, sensual form.

Gradually, I let my hands wander lower, kneeling to reach her legs and feet, kissing and licking her calves, pressing my lips to the tops of her feet, the soft nylon of her bodystocking brushing against my skin. I moved behind her, my hands gliding over the curve of her ass, my mouth following with soft kisses and gentle licks. Each time she thrust forward, her hips moved away from me, making it challenging to keep contact, but I persisted, savoring the chance to worship her in this intimate way.

Finally, I rose to my feet, standing directly behind her, my hands settling on her back. I leaned forward, trailing kisses along her spine, feeling the warmth of her skin beneath my lips. My hands slid down her shoulders, following the curve of her arms until they rested on Edward’s hips, where she gripped him firmly, using his body as leverage to drive herself deeper inside him. Her breaths were coming faster, shallower, the combination of stimulation and control clearly pushing her to the edge.

With each thrust, her body tensed slightly, her control unwavering as she maintained her rhythm. The friction, the closeness, and the knowledge of her dominance seemed to drive her further, her grip tightening on Edward’s hips as she pushed herself closer to her own climax.

With each thrust, I felt my hard cock brushing against Mistress Rachael’s perfect ass, the friction sending shivers up my spine. My hands slid up her arms and found her bare breasts, warm and full, my fingers kneading her D cup curves as I pressed gentle kisses onto her upper back and shoulders. The sensation of her breasts in my hands, the soft skin beneath my lips, and the rhythmic brush of her body against my erection only heightened my arousal, though my focus remained fully on her pleasure.

With the added stimulation to her breasts, Mistress Rachael was racing toward climax. Her thrusts grew more forceful, her hips pressing harder into Edward, her voice commanding, fierce with satisfaction. "Oh yes, take my big cock, you helpless fucker, take my cock, oh FUCK I’M CUMMING, FUCK YES, OH FUCK!"

She held herself deeply inside him, grinding her hips as the harness pressed against her clit, triggering yet another intense orgasm. I could feel her body shudder as she let the waves of release roll over her. Her sexual appetite was insatiable, her ability to reach climax after climax a testament to her power and stamina. As she leaned forward, resting her chest on Edward’s back, he could feel the warmth and weight of her breasts pressed against him.

Taking the cue to pause, I released my hands and stepped back, standing in the darkness of the blindfold, the small collar still snug around my balls. I could only hear, my world dimmed to the sounds of her soft breaths as she rested for a moment, allowing herself to come down from the high of her climax.

After a few minutes, she pulled herself back upright, slowly withdrawing the large dildo from Edward’s ass, the soft sound of it sliding free filling the room. I listened intently, trying to piece together what was happening, but my senses were limited. The click of her high heels told me she was moving across the room, and soon I heard the faint sound of a drawer sliding open. She was preparing something else, and the suspense filled me with anticipation.

Mistress Rachael’s heels clicked on the floor as she walked back, the familiar sound drawing closer. She’d removed the strap-on harness, setting it aside, and now I heard her footsteps near the dresser. She must have retrieved more toys, preparing for what would come next. She showed Edward a large butt plug—familiar from our last session, its base a substantial 3-inch diameter, imposing in its presence. Alongside it was a thinner, longer plug, an inch at the base and four inches long. Both were glossy and black, catching the room’s light.


Chapter 9

Retrieving her riding crop, Mistress Rachael moved back to where I stood, still blindfolded, listening closely for each clue of her movements.

With a single, decisive thrust, she pushed the plug deep into his just-fucked ass, his scream vibrating through the ball gag strapped tightly over his mouth. The sound was muffled yet raw, an unrestrained reaction to the sudden intrusion. Mistress Rachael’s hand pressed against my chest, her touch deceptively gentle as she guided me back a few steps, creating a perfect vantage point without allowing me to get too close. She wanted me to witness, to feel the tension but left in the dark about what she had planned for both of us.

From my spot, I could only glimpse her raised crop slicing through the air before the fierce crack of leather on flesh punctuated the silence. Each lash landed with a deliberate, practiced precision, striking his ass and the tender backs of his thighs. The impact echoed in the room, its unmistakable rhythm stirring a mix of dread and excitement in me. I felt the heat of her power radiate, knowing the kind of pain that welled up behind each brutal strike. Twenty strokes in total, and with each one, his body strained harder against his restraints, his cock swelling despite the punishment, or maybe because of it. Pinned awkwardly against the side of the bench, it jutted downward, straining against the cruel angle, yet now harder, thicker.

The flogging came to an end, and in the charged silence, I felt her move closer to me. My breath hitched as her footsteps approached, unsure if I was her next target. I braced, expecting the biting sting of leather across my skin. But instead, her touch surprised me—her soft hand wrapping around my hardness, a warmth that contrasted with the cold cruelty she had just shown. Her lips descended on mine, slow and lingering, tasting me with a languid intensity that left me aching for more.

With a firm grip, she led me by my cock, guiding me across the room, my sight shrouded in darkness and my only sense of direction her insistent pull. Each step deeper into the unknown added to the throb of anticipation, the mix of helplessness and trust in whatever fate Mistress Rachael had in store. At the bed’s edge, she positioned me with a light but unyielding touch.

“Reach forward and lean down, my pet,” she commanded, her voice velvet over steel.

I obeyed, stretching my hands out and sinking into the mattress, bending at the waist and fully exposed. Vulnerable to her whims, I surrendered to her every intention. I felt her hands move, setting aside the crop, the faint rustle filling the space. She returned to me with something smaller in her hands, a chill tracing up my spine as I guessed what it might be. She teased the cool lube along the tight entrance of my ass, taking her time before easing the plug inside. It was slender but unrelenting, slipping into my body with a flash of pain that quickly dissolved as I relaxed, letting the discomfort bloom into a new sensation.

Once I was fully hers, she guided me up onto the bed, arranging me in the center before securing my wrists and ankles to the frame. The restraints held me wide open, blind and helpless under her gaze, a sacrifice to whatever wicked plans she held. The bed dipped as she climbed onto it, straddling me. I couldn’t see, but I felt her presence—the warmth of her skin, the tantalizing nearness of her breath.

Without warning, her hands slid to my balls, removing the leather collar that had held them captive, her fingers dancing softly over my sensitive skin. Then, with exquisite slowness, she lowered herself, her bare breasts brushing against my stomach, then higher, until her stiff nipples grazed over my chest. Her skin was warm, her scent filling my senses, and I couldn’t contain the sigh that escaped my lips, surrendering to the bliss of her touch.

A moment later, she lifted the blindfold, letting light flood my vision. As my eyes adjusted, they settled on her face, hovering just above mine. Her smile was radiant, filling me with a warmth that spread through my body, but I knew her kindness held the bite of intent. When she climbed off, I glanced over to see Edward still bound to the bench, his gagged mouth stretched in silent compliance, his eyes fixed on the bed and on us.

Mistress Rachael strode to the nightstand and slowly retrieved a pair of black pantyhose, holding them up like a cherished relic.

“These,” she said, her voice like silk, “are the ones you bought for me, my pet. I wore them all day at work, then all evening just for you. And before I took them off, I made sure they were soaked in my wetness.”

Mistress Rachael dangled the pantyhose before me, the nylon whispering against my skin as she draped it over my face, letting me inhale her scent. Slowly, she drew the delicate fabric down my body, dragging it over my chest, stomach, and then finally down to my aching cock. The friction was maddening, a softness against the hard, desperate throbbing of my erection. She climbed onto the bed with slow, deliberate grace, positioning herself between my spread, bound legs. Her eyes held that signature glint of challenge and control, a promise of pleasure, but only on her terms.

With practiced precision, she wrapped one end of the pantyhose around my balls, tight enough that each delicate twist of fabric echoed her dominance over me. She pulled it tight, the knot biting into my skin, then gave a few testing tugs, each one pulling my balls further from my body. The tension was exquisite, a sharp blend of pleasure and surrender that sent shocks up my spine. I lay helpless, bound and stretched out beneath her, a canvas for her desires. Satisfied with her handiwork, she looped the other end of the pantyhose around a rail at the foot of the bed, tying me down with a degree of care that only deepened my surrender.

Without a word, she released the pantyhose and crawled up my body, her movements feline and utterly commanding. Mistress Rachael positioned herself above me, her knees framing my head, her body heat so close I could feel it radiating. With a firm grip on the headboard, she lowered her slick, inviting pussy to my mouth, an unspoken order for me to worship her once again. My tongue immediately traced the familiar, intoxicating contours of her wetness, tasting her arousal, the taste I’d come to crave, the taste that felt like submission itself.

This was a position I could have lingered in forever, adoring her with my mouth, savoring every second of her pleasure. She sighed, her breaths catching as I worked my tongue against her, losing myself in the heady rhythm of her body. But just as I settled into my devotion, she lifted herself and turned, positioning herself to face my feet. Her thighs tightened around my head as she sat back down, her delicious heat pressing into my mouth once more, but this time her attention lay elsewhere.

Mistress Rachael leaned forward, grasping the loose end of the pantyhose with a knowing smile. She pulled, and the fabric responded, tightening and dragging my balls further down, an unforgiving tension that arched my body and made my cock strain even harder, pointing up, helpless and exposed. With my mouth still working to satisfy her, she reached for her crop, its dark leather glinting in the dim light.

Her crop descended in light, stinging swats along my shaft and balls, each strike sharp and electrifying, yet never enough to break my focus. My tongue continued its tireless devotion, delving deeper, eager to bring her closer to the peak of her pleasure. Her quiet moans and sighs of satisfaction filled the air, and I could sense her pleasure building, her arousal stoked by the power she wielded over me and the helplessness that tethered Edward to his bench, forced to watch his wife use another man.

Between swats, she tugged the pantyhose, forcing my cock to stand impossibly hard and upright before allowing it to relax back toward my chest. Her rhythm was merciless, a mixture of freedom and restraint, each sting of the crop heightening the sensitivity of my skin, keeping me on the knife-edge of surrender. Every now and then, she allowed the tension to release, making my cock fall back against my body, only to pull it taut once again. Her crop struck the tender underside of my shaft, each contact igniting a fresh blaze of pleasure-pain.

The minutes stretched into a haze of sensations, the relentless pull of the pantyhose, the sting of leather, and the intoxicating taste of her cunt filling my senses. My world narrowed to the delicious torment she bestowed, every nerve attuned to her commands. Finally, her moans grew deeper, her hips rocking more insistently against my face, and I felt her body tense above me. With a low cry, she came, her pleasure spilling onto my tongue as I drank in every drop, reveling in her satisfaction.

As her body shuddered in release, I knew her pleasure was fueled not just by my tongue but by the power she held over both of us, a sovereignty that radiated from her in waves, feeding her as much as it bound me.

Kneeling over my head, Mistress Rachael rocked forward, a silent command to pause, giving her a moment to savor her release and the power she wielded. As she caught her breath, her gaze remained locked on me, a sly hint in her eyes suggesting she had something in store. Unbeknownst to me, she’d taken the time to prepare a surprise, slipping a small vibrator-equipped plug into my ass while I was blindfolded. Its slim size had disguised its hidden potential.

With deliberate slowness, she reached over to the wireless remote, her fingers dancing across the button before she flicked it on to the lowest setting. A sudden buzz surged through me, pulsing deep inside, catching me completely off guard. The vibrations struck like a lightning bolt, making me gasp sharply, my cock twitching involuntarily in response. That was the exact reaction she’d been waiting for, a reminder of the subtle ways her control seeped into every part of me, extending beyond sight and sense, winding itself around my very mind.

Shifting forward, she settled her slick, wet heat onto my chest, her essence marking my skin. I barely managed to whisper, “Oh, Mistress Rachael…” an awestruck murmur that said everything, a mix of reverence, surprise, and surrender. This moment—this exquisite torment—was a gift she allowed me, yet I knew it was also her pleasure, her thrill to see me shudder and quiver, trapped under her spell. She watched me, my cock pulsing helplessly under her gaze, and let the pantyhose slip from her grasp as she turned off the vibrator, leaving my body throbbing with the memory of sensation.

Then, with a soft, almost taunting smile, Mistress Rachael shifted down, positioning herself between my spread knees. Her eyes glimmered with a satisfied, mischievous gleam as she met my gaze, reveling in my helplessness. I could do nothing but lay there, bound and vulnerable, completely surrendered to her will. The anticipation was maddening, my breaths coming in quick, shallow gasps as she held me in suspense.

She let her hand hover over the remote before turning the vibrations on once more, her fingers light and teasing, sending a fresh surge of sensation deep inside me. I couldn’t suppress the reaction—my head shot forward, eyes wide, torn between looking at the beautiful vision of Mistress Rachael in her bodystocking kneeling over me, and the way my cock strained, jerked to attention by her command. She delighted in my helplessness, the need in my gaze, the desperation of my body as it trembled under her control.

With a calm, deliberate motion, she set the remote aside and reached for the pantyhose, gripping the nylon leash firmly. A tug sent my cock standing tall, vulnerable in its upright position, and with her free hand, she reached forward, her fingers gliding along my shaft in slow, teasing strokes. The sensation was electric, amplified by the tautness around my balls and the relentless pulsing in my ass. A guttural “Oh, fuck, Mistress!” escaped my lips, unbidden, an offering to her of my utter surrender.

She leaned forward, letting her mouth hover over the sensitive head of my cock, the warmth of her breath a tantalizing promise before she took a delicate, agonizingly slow lick. Another cry broke free from me, “Oh my gosh, oh fuck,” the words spilling out as I was lost, entirely captive to the sensations she conjured.

She paused, her eyes meeting mine with a satisfied gleam. I hadn’t been given permission to speak, but she seemed amused, her own arousal stoked by my raw, unscripted reactions. She let her hand trail along my trembling body, a reminder of her complete control, and whispered, “I’m not done with you yet, my pet.”

Mistress Rachael’s gaze stayed locked on mine as her tongue and hand teased my cock, each touch building a tension so fierce that I was almost trembling beneath her. When she finally sat back, the heat in her eyes told me she was far from finished. Grabbing the control again, she turned up the vibration in the plug she had nestled deep inside me, a jolt that felt like electricity shooting straight to my core. My head snapped forward, chin against my chest as I fought to catch my breath. It was as if she’d connected it directly to my nervous system, each pulse lighting up nerves I hadn’t even known existed, taking control over every muscle and twitch in my body.

It wasn’t just my cock that responded—it was my entire body, bound and exposed to her every whim, dancing to her tune. I could only watch, wide-eyed, as my cock bobbed and jerked, each twitch a testament to the dominance she held over me. The plug was just long enough to press against my prostate, a new realm of sensation that blurred the lines between pleasure and submission, feeding her control over me in ways that defied reason.

Mistress Rachael’s expression shifted as she turned the vibrations up to half power, her lips curling with satisfaction as my body responded exactly as she wanted. “Oh, Mistress Rachael, holy fuck…oh, my fuck,” I gasped, words pouring from me unchecked as the vibrations rippled through me. I convulsed, spasming in the restraints, my cock throbbing so intensely that I could hardly believe this was happening. How did she wield this power over me? How was she able to make me move, feel, and surrender in ways that obliterated my control? She reveled in my reactions, her gaze drinking in every shudder and gasp, relishing the unfolding of my surrender.

“I’m not even touching your hard, little cock,” she murmured, her voice like a dark caress, “but I’m going to make you cum for me, my pet.” With those words, she turned the vibrator to full power, unleashing a torrent of sensation that seized every inch of my body. My mouth fell open, words lost to the primal force of what she had unleashed within me. “Cum for me…cum for me…” she commanded, her voice coiling around my thoughts.

Before she even finished the phrase, my hips arched off the bed, the first thick, hot rope of semen shooting free, splattering across my chest and up to my face, even catching the edge of my open lips. I was so lost in the relentless waves of pleasure that I barely noticed, my gaze transfixed on her and my cock, both moving to her rhythm. Mistress Rachael seized the nylon leash around my balls, pulling harder than she had before, stretching my skin taut, her grip holding me at her mercy as my orgasm continued to crash through me.

Another surge erupted from me, weaker but still hot, but she pulled the pantyhose leash even tighter, changing the dynamic of my release. The cum began to flow in thick, slow drips from the head of my cock, running down the shaft instead of shooting free, her command over me shaping even my orgasm. I was in her hands entirely, the vibrator still humming against my prostate as the last remnants of my climax seeped out, each spasm intensified by the tight, unyielding grip of the leash.

It was unlike any orgasm I’d ever experienced, not just in intensity but in the sheer surrender it demanded. When my body finally stilled, and the last pulses of release faded, Mistress Rachael let go of the leash, watching with a satisfied gleam in her eyes as I lay panting and incoherent, my head falling back against the mattress, utterly spent. With a final click, she turned off the plug, leaving me in the dazed afterglow of her control. My breaths came fast and shallow as I tried to gather myself, my mind swimming in the sensations she had commanded.

Feeling something on my face, I instinctively tried to wipe it off, only to remember the restraints binding me to the bed. My vision blurred as I looked around, still reeling and disoriented. The sensation of the pantyhose loosening from my balls drew my attention, and I lifted my head to try and catch sight of her. Mistress Rachael crawled back up the bed, her presence comforting and yet intimidating. She stroked my cheek with a tenderness that seemed almost out of place, and I turned to meet her gaze, a look of total devotion in my eyes. She leaned in, kissing me deeply, her warmth grounding me even as I struggled to make sense of where I was and what had just happened.

She trailed her hand down to my cock, scooping a finger through the remnants of my cum. Her finger hovered at my lips, and I opened instinctively, tasting the salt and heat of my own release as I sucked, feeling her smirk as she watched. Then, with that same finger, she swiped another line across my lips, leaving me marked by her command.

Leaving me tied to the bed, she slipped off and moved to the far wall, reaching for her flogger with a graceful, measured stride. I watched, still caught in the haze of pleasure, as she walked over to Edward, bound and gagged, forced to witness every moment. His wife—our Mistress—mounted his back, her legs framing him, her bodystocking showing off her curves, her breasts exposed and flushed from her own exertion. She sat upon him like a queen claiming her throne, facing the very spot she had used so thoroughly not long ago.

Her first strikes were light, almost playful, the soft leather tails skimming his skin, a warm-up for what was to come. Her intensity grew gradually, each strike landing harder than the last, the rhythm building until her hips began to rock, moving in sync with the force of her strokes. Edward’s muffled moans echoed through the room, a reminder of his own surrender, and I felt my senses returning, clarity filtering back as I watched her use him, her mastery over both of us complete.


Chapter 10

Still disoriented, I managed a hoarse, “Thank you, Mistress Rachael,” not realizing several minutes had passed since she had left me tied to the bed, caught in the daze of her dominance. Across the room, she had taken her time flogging Edward to her satisfaction, her strokes punctuated by his muffled, helpless sounds. Finally, she slipped off his back, pausing only to cast a satisfied glance at her handiwork—the red streaks blooming on his skin, marks of her command over him. When she moved across the room, her movements smooth and deliberate, my eyes stayed locked on her, mesmerized by the way she carried herself with such sensual authority.

She picked up the crop from beside the bed, letting it slide through her fingers before returning to stand behind Edward, whose cock had stiffened from the flogging but remained painfully trapped against the bench, unable to move upward. Mistress Rachael smirked, positioning herself, then landed a perfectly targeted strike on the sensitive underside of his cock head. He flinched, his body straining in response, every muscle taut under her hand.

Satisfied with the reaction, she gave his shaft and balls a few additional swats, each one measured but deliberate, leaving no doubt as to who was in control. Dropping the crop, she leaned over him, her fingers trailing lightly across his back, lingering on the red welts that lined his skin. Her gaze was one of satisfaction, admiring the marks not out of cruelty, but as evidence of her dominance, proof of her power etched on his flesh. She knew they would fade soon, but for now, they stood as symbols of her control—a control that excited her as much as it fueled his obedience.

Slowly, she began to unfasten his restraints, releasing his arms and legs until only the strap across his back remained. When she finally let him rise, he climbed off the bench, following her to the bed with a reverent, almost worshipful silence, the ball gag still filling his mouth, the plug still buried deep inside him. She didn’t need words to command his submission; her very presence held him there, obedient and willing.

Mistress Rachael glanced over at me, her eyes drifting down to the remnants of my release still drying on my chest and stomach, then to Edward’s erect cock standing thin and rigid in her hand. “I need cock,” she declared, her voice soft but unyielding, filling the room. “I will use these how I please. They exist for my use, abuse, or pleasure, and I want to be pleasured.”

Her words struck deep, a mix of arousal and surrender coursing through me as I watched her claim her husband’s body with ease. She released his cock and climbed onto the bed, settling onto my chest with the weight of someone who knew exactly the power they held. Reaching back, her hand found my cock, fingers curling around it, stroking with a slow, deliberate rhythm that ignited fresh waves of desire within me. Her eyes never left mine as she watched every reaction—every tremor and gasp—as she stoked my arousal, her own pleasure mirrored in the control she wielded over me.

Mistress Rachael’s gaze lingered, her eyes reveling in the power she held, savoring each small twitch, each breathless sigh she pulled from me. She was enjoying not only the pleasure she granted, but the pleasure of commanding it entirely on her terms. I was nothing more than an instrument of her desires, yet in that submission lay a pleasure so intense it was nearly overwhelming.

"I need to find out just how good of a dildo you’ll be for me, my pet." Mistress Rachael’s words hung in the air, making my entire body tense with anticipation. She slid down my chest, her warm, wet cunt pressing against my skin, tracing a trail of heat as she moved. Finally, with a deliberate, agonizing slowness, she eased herself down onto my cock, enveloping me inch by inch. Her body took all of me in one smooth, relentless motion, her heat clinging to me, surrounding me entirely.

The words escaped before I could stop them, "Oh fuck, oh Mistress Rachael—oh, fuck, your pussy is incredible!" It was a cry, raw and unfiltered, rising up from the depths of my arousal. Whether she allowed my outburst or merely planned to punish me later, I couldn’t tell. But the way her lips curved at the corners suggested she took pleasure in seeing me so undone, watching her 24-year-old submissive tremble beneath her touch, helpless to contain himself.

When we’d started emailing each other months ago, I’d never imagined she would push me to this depth of submission. As she explained what she needed from a submissive, her words hinted at a level of control and intimacy I couldn’t fully understand until now. But lying here, bound and entirely at her mercy, I understood. I was her human dildo, her literal fuck toy, and there was an odd peace in that surrender, a bliss in being used by her. The warmth of her pussy, so tight and wet, gripped me with a force that nearly drove me mad.

Briefly, she sat upright, bouncing on my cock with a slow, controlled rhythm, her hips swirling and grinding against me, her pelvis pressing down in waves that sent shivers up my spine. I watched her, every inch of her body moving with purpose, her round, full breasts bouncing with each rise and fall, her expression one of pure lust and fulfillment. “Oh yes,” she whispered, a tone rich with satisfaction, “that’s it. Let your Mistress ride you into paradise.”

Turning her head toward Edward, who stood bound and watching, she smirked. “His dick feels so good in me, my love,” she said, her voice low and taunting. “He doesn’t go as deep as you, but he’s so nice and thick. He’s filling me up so perfectly, so fucking good.” Edward could only look on, his cock painfully erect as he took in every detail of his Domme wife riding another man.

Then she leaned down, pressing her body against mine, our chests touching, her heat searing against me. Her face hovered inches from mine before she claimed my mouth, her tongue slipping inside, dancing with mine in a kiss as intense as the connection binding our bodies. I instinctively tried to move, to bring my arms down and wrap them around her, but the restraints held fast. She pulled away from the kiss, her smile laced with amusement as she noted my helpless, futile attempt to touch her.

Sitting up again, Mistress Rachael leaned to the side, reaching for Edward’s cock, her fingers wrapping around him with a practiced grip, stroking him slowly but firmly. Edward stood at the bedside, his gaze torn between her face and the erotic scene unfolding before him. She slowed her rhythm on me, her hips moving in a tantalizing, unhurried roll as she continued to stroke him. The slow torture was exquisite, and I could feel myself edging closer to the breaking point.

Using what little leverage I had, I thrust my hips up, desperate to prolong the friction, to keep the rhythm as her attention turned to her husband. Mistress Rachael had already drawn two intense orgasms from me tonight—first with her merciless foot job, and later by stimulating my prostate with the butt plug, forcing me to come without a single touch to my cock. She’d wrung more out of me than I thought possible, pushing me to full hardness again, though I doubted I had much left to give. But even so, I was determined to hold on, to keep my stamina and give her the pleasure she demanded.

Her grip on Edward’s cock was both tender and punishing, her hand moving in firm strokes before she delivered a sharp slap, the sound of skin on skin filling the room. She repeated this, her gaze fixed on him, her smile widening as she enjoyed his mix of arousal and submission. Gripping him firmly, she used his cock like a handle, guiding him onto the bed as she continued to ride me. Once she was settled, she sat upright on my cock, stroking his length with her free hand, her movements luxurious and unhurried.

“Oh, fuck, I love having hard cocks to use,” she moaned, her voice thick with satisfaction. “They’re all mine—both of them, all fucking mine to use as I please.”

She leaned down over me, her soft breasts just barely grazing my chest, their warmth a tantalizing tease against my skin. Her lips met mine, her kiss deep and commanding, a raw fusion of need and control. When I slipped my tongue into her mouth, she seized it, sucking on it with a hunger that left me breathless. Then she pulled back, close enough for her breath to ghost over my ear, her voice a whisper that made my heart race. “Suck his cock for me, my pet.”

I felt a pulse of heat at her words as she guided Edward closer, using his cock like a leash to bring him to my mouth. “Yes, Mistress Rachael,” was all I could say, my voice steady with surrender. I turned to face him, opening my mouth, feeling her guiding hand as she slid him inside. It wasn’t the first time she’d commanded me to service him. That first time, she’d watched as I obeyed, her gaze hot and hungry as she rode me with a strap-on, her pleasure amplified by the control she held over both of us.

This time, her face hovered mere inches from mine, eyes locked on every flick of my tongue, every shudder of my body as I submitted. She began to ride me faster, her rhythm picking up with a growing fervor. I felt her heat clench around me, squeezing my cock as she took Edward’s length from my mouth and claimed it herself, her lips slipping over him, her mouth taking him in deep. Edward moaned into his gag, his muffled pleasure adding to the electric charge between us all.

We fell into a rhythm she commanded, switching between her mouth and mine. Mistress Rachael had no need to speak her orders—they came with a tilt of her head, a flick of her gaze, and we obeyed with an eager devotion. She would take him deep, her lips sinking over his shaft before guiding him back to me, my mouth eagerly accepting him under her watchful eyes. His cock was slick, coated in her saliva and mine, and the mingling of our spit only seemed to heighten her pleasure, her control over us an aphrodisiac.

Then she pulled him from my mouth, her hand wrapping around his slick shaft, gripping him by the base as her other hand found his balls. “Help me, my pet,” she commanded, lowering her head to lick along his length, her tongue gliding over his skin. Without needing further instruction, I took the opposite side, our tongues working in unison to lavish him with attention. Occasionally, she held him out of the way, letting our tongues meet, sharing a brief, electric connection before resuming our focus on her husband’s cock. Edward had become the center of our attention, perhaps a reward from Mistress Rachael for his submission earlier.

I could see the pleasure etched across his face, his eyes filled with a yearning that mirrored mine. Mistress Rachael knew exactly what she was doing, knowing that I wasn’t quite able to match the pleasure her mouth could bring him. But this wasn’t about competing; it was about pleasing her. “You’re learning to be a good little cock sucker for your Mistress, aren’t you?” she murmured, her tone a blend of amusement and satisfaction. “Soon, I’ll have you trained to deep throat him and my strap-ons. All for my pleasure.”

A thrill of anticipation shot through me, the thought of surrendering even deeper, letting her mold me into exactly the submissive she wanted. Then, with a graceful ease, she pushed Edward back slightly, her gaze sliding over to the nightstand, a silent command that he immediately understood. He reached over, grabbing the bottle of lube and holding it out for her with reverence.

Lost in the sensation of her riding me, her body so perfectly aligned with mine, I barely noticed the exchange between them, reveling in the privilege of being inside her. Edward squeezed a generous amount of lube into his hand, stroking himself under her watchful eye, every stroke infused with obedience, no longer paying me any mind as he prepared to fulfill her command.

“Get behind me,” she ordered, her tone leaving no room for hesitation. He maneuvered himself between my spread legs, his body moving awkwardly from the still-present plug lodged in his ass, his expression a blend of determination and submission as he prepared to take her.

With an unwavering gaze, she looked back over her shoulder, her voice softer, yet thick with arousal. “I want you in my ass. Fill me with your long, hard cock, my love.” Her words were a summons, an invitation to penetrate the most intimate part of her. She leaned forward, pressing herself harder onto my cock, making me gasp as I felt her walls tighten around me even more. My mind spun, barely able to process the sensations, my submission, her control, her whispered desire for him, all blending into a heady haze of pleasure.

Edward positioned himself behind her, his hands steadying her hips as she knelt on hands and knees above me, her body tense with anticipation. I could feel her wetness enveloping me as I thrust up into her, each movement met with a soft, eager gasp from her lips. Then, with the deliberate control she commanded, Edward eased the thick, bulbous head of his cock into her tight, forbidden opening. Mistress Rachael’s breath hitched, her body adjusting to the stretch, and for a moment, she held her breath, absorbing the sensation as he entered her.

Edward paused, awaiting her signal, his length throbbing just inside her, her body taut and poised, radiating control. It didn’t take long. “Fuck my ass,” she demanded, her voice thick with need, “give me your cock, fuck me good.” With a groan, Edward slid deeper, pressing inside her until his hips met mine, our bodies aligned, filling her completely. It was a first for all of us, this shared closeness, and Mistress Rachael was reveling in it, her body a nexus of pleasure and power.

Under her guidance, we fell into a rhythm, each thrust synchronized to her commands, her body moving to meet our pace, her pleasure palpable. She moaned, voice crescendoing as her climax began to crest. “Oh fuck yes, fill me with my slaves’ cocks, give me everything—harder, I need to cum,” she gasped, her words like fire as we moved inside her, giving her everything she demanded. Her entire body tensed, shuddering as we filled her in unison, both of us obeying her every instruction, exactly as she wanted.

As Edward’s cock moved in and out of her tight ass, I could feel the friction of his shaft through the thin wall separating us, adding a new, mind-numbing intensity to each thrust. I was usually quick to reach climax, but having already cum twice tonight, I found myself able to last, to give her the prolonged pleasure she craved. As her body began to convulse with another building orgasm, I felt my own release growing, my last reserves igniting.

“Yes, I’m cumming again,” she cried, her voice throaty and raw. “Cum with me, you fucking sluts, cum for your Mistress, fill me with your spunk, yes, yes!” Her demand hit me like a jolt, and with a final deep thrust, I could no longer hold back. My hips rose as I buried myself inside her, each pulse of my release surging up into her warmth.

“Oh fuck, Mistress, I’m cumming,” I groaned, every part of me submitting as I spilled into her. “You’re making me cum again, oh fuck, oh yes, oh Mistress Rachael.” She pressed down, taking every last shudder of pleasure from me, her body squeezing me with a fervor that pulled me deeper into her ecstasy.

Her voice, breathless and wild, reached Edward, coaxing his release from him as well. “That’s it, lover,” she purred, “fill my pussy with your seed. Let me feel you both empty yourselves for me.” Whether it was the grip of her ass on him as she came, or my own climax pushing her over the edge, Edward gave in, his body spasming as he came, his length throbbing as he filled her with his release.

“Oh yeah, oh fuck yeah,” she moaned, lost in her climax as we both poured into her. “Both of you, keep cumming—keep fucking me, keep making your Mistress cum.” Her moans grew louder, her body shuddering as waves of pleasure cascaded through her, her control over us absolute. She rode the crest of each climax, savoring the prolonged bliss we gave her until my own release finally ebbed, my body limp beneath her, spent.

At last, she collapsed forward onto my chest, her body warm and breathless, her pulse racing against me. Edward, equally drained, slipped back, his cock easing from her ass as he sank to the floor, chest heaving as he recovered from the intensity. I could only imagine the rare privilege this moment held for him, a rare treat to enter her so intimately.

She stretched her legs out behind her, finally letting her full weight settle onto my body, a warm, satisfying heaviness that made me feel claimed, held. She still hadn’t let my cock slip from inside her, and the sensation of her pressed against me, our skin damp and bodies tangled, was nothing short of incredible. Bound to the bed, I could do nothing but lay there, savoring the feel of her soft curves against me as our breathing slowed, the room falling into a contented, wordless quiet. My cum, mixed with Edward’s, slowly leaked out of her, dripping down to pool on my balls, a vivid reminder of the surrender and ecstasy she had pulled from us both.

Finally, she broke the silence. “You may go into the bathroom and remove your gag and plug, my love,” she said to Edward, her voice still low and soft. “Take a shower, get cleaned up, and then join me upstairs to bathe me.” There was a gentle but firm invitation in her words—a reward for his devotion. Edward stood without a word, still carrying the deep intimacy of the night’s events, and disappeared into the bathroom.

As he left, Mistress Rachael’s attention returned fully to me. She began to release my wrists, freeing first my right hand and then my left. Almost instinctively, without thinking, I wrapped my arms around her back, drawing her closer, holding her. She didn’t pull away. Instead, she leaned down, meeting my embrace as her head nestled beside mine, her warm breath brushing my skin. We stayed entwined, and for a few quiet minutes, there was nothing but the gentle rise and fall of our breathing. My cock softened, finally slipping from her, releasing the last of my cum to mix with what had already spilled between us, warm and intimate.

Eventually, Mistress Rachael shifted, her strength restored, and sat up, releasing my legs from their bindings. “You may remove your plug and then join me upstairs. I will see you out.” Her tone was warm, but the pang of goodbye echoed in her words. A bittersweet longing rose within me, though a part of me knew I had already given her all I had to give for one night. Her desires seemed boundless, her needs a consuming fire, and I couldn’t help but wish I could stay in her presence, serving her as long as she desired.

Following her instructions, I removed the plug and joined her in the living room where the night had first begun, hours ago. She had pulled her bodystocking up over her stunning breasts, her silhouette illuminated in the dim light. She stood watching me, her gaze as piercing as ever, as if she were reading everything I felt. Moving toward my clothes, thinking I should dress and leave, I saw her beckon me instead.

“Help me out of this, my pet,” she commanded, her voice soft yet resonant.

With reverence, I stepped closer, reaching up to slide the delicate straps from her shoulders. My fingers brushed her skin as I gently drew the sheer nylon down, freeing her arms, baring her full, exquisite beauty. I drank in the sight of her, gazing at every curve and line. Kneeling, I continued pulling the fabric down her body, the whisper of nylon against her skin, until it pooled at her ankles. I removed her heels, savoring every brush of my hands against her, each touch as intimate as it was respectful. She stepped free, leaving only her bare skin before me.

Leaning to the side, I picked up her robe, careful and deliberate, and stood to wrap it around her shoulders, tying the belt snugly at her waist. Just as I finished, her hands reached up, gently framing my face, pulling me close. Her lips met mine, soft and warm, a final, lingering kiss that carried with it both an acknowledgment and a promise. Her red lips pressed against mine, tender and lingering, the taste of her lingering long after she pulled away.

"Your training is going well, my pet,” she said, her voice soft yet unwavering. “What do you think is an appropriate way to say goodnight to your Mistress?"

The question hung in the air, a test of my understanding, my reverence. Without a word, I knelt before her, lowering myself in quiet obedience. I wanted nothing more than to kiss her again, to let every ounce of my passion and devotion spill into that touch, but I knew her intention ran deeper. I placed my hands on her ankles, visible just below the hem of her long white robe, feeling the warmth of her skin as I let my fingers trail upward. As I did, the front of her robe opened, granting me a glimpse of her bare thighs, her body still radiating the energy of the night’s pleasure.

My hands moved up, gliding over the smooth skin of her thighs, savoring every inch as her robe parted to reveal her in all her beauty. I stopped just short of her core, my heart racing, and I whispered, “Thank you, Mistress Rachael, for allowing me to serve you. Thank you for using me.” Then, leaning forward, I placed a gentle, reverent kiss just above her mound, my lips lingering in a delicate brush. I dared a soft, tentative lick, tasting the last traces of her scent, then pulled back, fighting the urge to stay close, to worship her again. The need for her to pull me back, to hold me there, was overwhelming, but I waited, letting her guide the moment.

"Well done. You are learning," she replied, her voice laced with approval. “You may get dressed and leave.”

Rising to my feet, I made my way to my clothes, her gaze unwavering as she watched, silently observing every movement. When I was finally dressed, she followed me to the door, her presence a comforting weight behind me. Just as I reached for the handle, she extended her hand, revealing a familiar, black slip of fabric. The pantyhose—the pair I had given her on our first meeting, the pair she had worn all day, the ones that had bound me, held her scent, her touch, her essence. “You may keep these,” she said, a hint of a smile in her voice. “I will be in touch, my pet.”

Before I could respond, she closed the door, leaving me with the faint scent of her still lingering in the air. The drive home was a haze, every thought consumed by her—the night’s memories playing on repeat, each moment deepening my longing. She’d called me “my pet,” a title that left a warm ache in my chest each time I replayed it. She had even called me “lover” once, a simple word that had struck like lightning, stirring emotions I’d never expected.

At home, I took a long shower, the night replaying in my mind, the thrill of her commands, her presence, her touch. I was about to slip into bed when my phone chimed, her name lighting up the screen. Her message read: "I enjoy sending you home covered in my cum and my juices. I have marked you as mine. Goodnight, my sweet pet."

A shiver ran through me as I typed my reply, my fingers almost shaking with the intensity of my feelings. "Thank you for everything, Mistress Rachael. You have taken me to places I have only ever fantasized about and shown me that serving a true Goddess like you is far better than I could have ever imagined."

My heart pounded as I sent it, the weight of her presence still heavy around me. I closed my eyes, letting her words, her scent, her memory carry me into a deep, dream-filled sleep, still marked as hers.
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Cuckold Awakening: A Cuckold Husband's Bisexual Awakening

Hello. Let me introduce myself. My name is Justin, and I am a cuckold.

Now I know what you're thinking. That statement will instantly bring to mind an image of a wimpy guy with a tiny, unsatisfying cock, who probably has a gorgeous and very oversexed trophy wife. And you'll no doubt be imagining his tiny little penis while his wife sucks on her much larger lover's powerful cock. Of course, that's what the internet will tell you a cuckold looks like.

Except it's not me at all. Sure, I've got the hot wife, and she's definitely sucking another guy's big cock. But I've not got the small penis, I'm not the wimpy other guy.

Oh, and one more thing: while she's on her knees in front of her lover, SO AM I.

This is how my wife awoke the cuckold deep inside me, and this is how the cuckold deep inside me realized I enjoyed sucking cock.

Taken by a Bull: A bull takes more than her boyfriend bargained for

How do I even begin to tell my story? How can I explain the last six months to anyone that wasn't there? How do I explain the fact six months ago, I was a normal guy with a girlfriend, getting in the car to go to one of her friend's weddings, but now I'm in a hotel room with her and her bull, and as his powerful hand spanks my ass there's only one thing more humiliating than the pain of being spanked by her bull.

The fact my face is pressed down into the puddle of cum I just made on the bed.

I don't think you'll ever get it, probably because I can't explain it. But as I slowly suck his big thick cock into my mouth, I can feel myself getting hard again. Not because I like sucking cock, that's not it at all. If it was just me and him in the room, I wouldn't be sucking his dick, let alone getting hard.

No, the reason I'm getting hard again is simple. Lucy is looking down at me, smiling. She's laughing at the fact I just embarrassed myself and came everywhere as he spanked my ass.

And now she's laughing at the fact I'm wearing her lipstick, sucking her lover's big hard cock only a few feet in front of her.

But that was just the start. As I was soon to find out, Lucy had a real sadistic streak to her. The more she humiliated me, the more she got off. Like when she left me standing in the hotel corridor in her underwear while she closed the door and let me listen to him make her scream, or when she first slid the butt plug into my tight little hole.

She loved seeing me get Taken by her Bull. And my little cock couldn't hide it. For some strange reason, I loved it too.

Big Black Submission: A Couple Get Much More Than They Bargained For

Sam and Amy might look like a pretty normal couple on the outside. They're both pretty average-looking and lead very vanilla lives. Well, at least they did, until a few weeks ago.

But nothing about the last few weeks could be described as vanilla at all.

Amy, the shy, conservative white wife on her knees with a huge black cock in her mouth, was hardly normal for them. But it only gets worse. It wasn't just Amy that was involved. You see, the guy whose cock was in her mouth had a wife. And his wife was the one with her hands on Sam's hips, bending him over as she slid the tip of her strap-on into his ass. But can it get worse than that? What about when he comes walking in with his cock hanging between his legs and stands in front of Sam?

The last two weeks had been insane. They had been a complete Big Black Submission.
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