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Introduction

My name is Sienna Cross. I’m twenty-nine years old, happily married, and—like most people—you’ll never know where my truth ends and my imagination begins.





Over the years, I’ve learned that the most captivating stories aren’t born entirely from fantasy. They’re inspired by fleeting moments, whispered conversations, lingering glances, impossible “what ifs,” and the experiences that stay with us long after they’ve passed. Some pages in this collection grew from memories. Others came from dreams that refused to stay dreams. The rest exist somewhere in between.





Every story in this book blends imagination with pieces of real life, woven together so closely that even I sometimes forget which parts truly happened and which ones only played out in my mind.





These are stories about temptation, trust, vulnerability, and the choices that can change everything. They’re not meant to tell you what to believe or where the truth lies. That’s for you to decide.





So settle in, keep an open mind, and let yourself wonder.
After all, the most unforgettable stories are the ones that feel as though they could have happened to someone… perhaps even someone you know.





— Sienna Cross



Our First Time

All day, I was a mess of nerves, excitement, and uncontrollable arousal—every thought consumed by what might unfold tonight. The possibilities danced in my mind, each one more intoxicating than the last.

After work, your text lit up my phone. You said you were feeling nervous, second-guessing the whole thing. My heart raced. I didn’t want you to back out—not now, but it needed to be our decision together. I reassured you, told you I was completely on board. I wanted this. I needed this. You said you’d just meet him at the bar—no expectations, just a drink… just to see how it goes. I love that you are in control of this for us, taking care of us at every decision.

I watched your location like an addict. The moment I saw you arrive, my pulse spiked. The bar… it was right next to his house. My mind was already racing with images of you walking in, his eyes devouring you in that red dress you’d teased me with earlier. I was throbbing just imagining it.

I figured you’d be back soon. A short drink, a polite goodbye. But the minutes dragged into hours. You were still there. Still with him. My arousal grew with every passing minute, knowing you wouldn’t linger unless you felt safe… or tempted.

Then your location moved. The parking lot. My chest tightened. Were you kissing him goodnight? Was he pressing you against his car, whispering things in your ear? But then… your dot moved again.

To his house.

My breath caught. My thoughts spiraled, vivid and raw. I sat there, completely helpless, lost in the fire of jealousy and lust. I don’t think I’ve ever been harder—so overwhelmed by desire and surrender.

Fifteen minutes. That’s all. Just enough time to blur the line between curiosity and craving. And then you were on your way home.

You walked into our room with that same fire in your eyes, the red dress clinging to your curves like it had secrets to tell. Without a word, you turned and hiked it up. You were drenched—soaking, glistening. My breath caught in my throat… but the true torment? I didn’t yet know why.

As we made love, your body wrapped around mine, you leaned into me, lips brushing my ear. And then you told me.

You’d offered him a ride home. Just a simple, innocent ride—but he now knew you weren’t wearing any panties. In his driveway, he pulled you close, and you let him kiss you. Deep. Hungry. You told me how his hands found their way under your dress, how he slid his fingers inside you. How he made you squirt—right there in your car.

I could hear the thrill in your voice, see the glow on your face as you relived it. And I knew—knew—you weren’t done with him. Not even close.

Then you whispered that you were going back to him in the morning.

That, combined with the image of his fingers having already been inside you—his touch still echoing in your body while I was buried deep in you—pushed me completely over the edge. I came harder than I thought possible, overwhelmed by a mix of desire, jealousy, and something so much deeper.

You needed him now. And I couldn’t stop imagining what tomorrow would bring—when it’s more than just his fingers inside you. When you return home not just marked by him… but taken.

The morning sun crept through the curtains, soft and golden, and there you were—sleeping beside me, so beautiful, so serene. I lay there quietly, heart pounding, knowing that what happened last night was only the beginning. In a few hours, everything would become even more real.

Watching you get ready was its own kind of torment. The way you moved—confident, a little shy, undeniably sexy. That blue lace thong hugging your curves, the short skirt swaying with every step… you were mine, and yet, you were dressing for him. My beautiful wife, getting ready to spend the day in another man’s arms. I couldn’t look away.

Just before you left, you paused. Your eyes searched mine, filled with uncertainty, vulnerability, love. “Are we sure?” you asked, your voice soft, almost trembling. I reached out, took your face in my hands, and kissed you gently—reassuring you, grounding us both in the moment. “We’re doing this together, Sweetheart,” I whispered. I’ll never forget that look in your eyes—so full of concern for us, even as you were about to step into something so forbidden.

Then the door closed behind you. And I just stood there for a second… took a breath, deep and charged. Not from fear—no, this was pure, raw excitement.

Your location popped up on my phone—my little blue beacon—and I watched it inch closer to his house. You parked. Then you went inside. And my body lit up with arousal so intense it felt almost unbearable. You were in there, with him. In his world. In his hands.

For two hours, I stared at that unmoving dot. My imagination ran wild. Every position, every sound, every whispered word—I pictured all of it. You, completely his in that moment… and me, alone, aching, throbbing, but so excited. So turned on.

Then you left. And my phone lit up with two simple messages that made my knees weak:

I’m officially your hotwife.

And now you’re my lil cuck.

I don’t think I’ve ever reread two texts so many times in my life.

The wait for you to come home felt endless. I needed to reclaim you. I needed to feel you again—to taste and feel those silky seconds you’d teased me with, to hear everything. Every detail. Every moan. Every dirty, delicious moment.

When you came home, there was something different in your eyes—something electric. A playful, teasing gleam that radiated confidence and raw sexuality. You looked like a woman who had been thoroughly desired… and who loved it. You were radiant. And I was completely undone.

There was no way I could wait—not a single second longer. We rushed upstairs, barely closing the door behind us before I was already tugging at your skirt, needing you in a way I never had before. The second you lay back on the bed and spread your legs, I saw you… soaked, swollen, glistening with lust. My heart pounded.

I dropped to my knees and buried my face between your thighs. Your scent, your taste—it was ours, but layered now with something new. Something that told the story of where you’d been. Of who had been inside you. And it was the most intensely erotic thing I’d ever known.

I licked you slowly at first, savoring everything. This was sacred. Our first time after. Our first time truly living this. And I wanted to remember every second.

You came hard, trembling beneath my mouth. Then you rolled me onto the bed, straddling me, that wicked little smirk on your lips. You teased me, letting me feel the warmth of you, just barely pressing against me—making me ache for the moment I’d be allowed back inside what was ours, but no longer just mine.

And when you finally lowered yourself onto me… it was everything.

I tried to last, to hold on, to make it stretch out forever—but your voice, your body, your details—the way you whispered about him, about what he did to you—completely unraveled me. I came harder than I ever have, completely consumed by the moment.

This… this memory is burned into my soul. The look in your eyes. The way we held each other afterward. The connection—stronger, deeper, more real than ever before.

You are mine. I am yours. And this new chapter we’ve opened together… it’s only just begun.

You are mine—but now, so much more than ever before.


Cucks First Bull

My heart was already pounding when Jess led me into our bedroom that evening, her hand warm and firm in mine. She looked stunning as always—blonde hair cascading down her shoulders in loose waves, her tight little sundress hugging every curve of her sexy body, the one that always made me weak. But there was that wicked sparkle in her green eyes, the one that told me tonight was going to be different. Special. Dangerous.




“Baby,” she purred, cupping my face and kissing me softly, her lips tasting like cherry gloss. “I’ve been thinking about this for weeks. You trust me, right? You know how much I love my little sissy cuck?”




I nodded, throat tight. Of course I trusted her. She was my everything—my hotwife, my goddess, the woman who owned every inch of my locked-up cock and every secret fantasy in my head. But the way she said it… I felt that familiar twist in my stomach, equal parts dread and desperate arousal.




She started slow, like she always did when she wanted to break me down just right. She stripped me naked first, her fingers tracing my smooth, shaved skin—everything she’d made me keep hairless for months now. Then came the clothes. The humiliation started the second she slid the silky pink panties up my legs. They were tiny, lacy, and they barely contained my caged dick even before she switched it. She giggled as she adjusted them, snapping the waistband against my hips.




“God, you look so pretty already, Dillon. My little girl. These make your ass look fuckable, don’t they?”




Next was the matching bra—padded just enough to give me soft little “tits” that jiggled when I moved. She hooked it on me from behind, kissing my neck. Stockings followed—black, sheer, with little bows at the tops that clipped to a garter belt. Then the skirt. Oh fuck, the skirt. It was short, pleated, pink and white like a schoolgirl’s fantasy, barely covering the tops of my stockings. Every time I shifted, I felt the air on my thighs, the lace of the panties rubbing against my trapped balls. I was already leaking into the cage, aching.




But she wasn’t done. She pulled out the new chastity device from her drawer—a tiny, flat pink plastic one, smaller than anything I’d worn before. My old cage was already small, but this… this was cruel. She unlocked the old one, my pathetic little dick twitching in the open air for just a second before she slid the new base ring on, locked the flat tube in place, and clicked the lock shut. It pressed everything down so tight I couldn’t even get half-hard. Just a smooth, girly mound under the panties now. No bulge. Nothing masculine left.




“Look at you,” Jess whispered, stepping back to admire her work. She took a few photos with her phone, making me pose—hands on hips, bending over so the skirt rode up, showing my ass and the panties wedged between my cheeks. “My perfect sissy wife. So exposed already… and we haven’t even started.”




I was trembling. My face burned. But my locked clit throbbed against the flat cage, dripping.




Then the doorbell rang.




My stomach dropped. “Jess… who—”




She smiled that sweet, loving smile and pressed a finger to my lips. “Surprise, baby. Kevin’s here. I told him everything. He’s been dying to meet my little sissy cuck in person. Tonight you learn how to worship a real man’s cock. And I’m going to teach you… right in front of him.”




I froze. Kevin. Her Bull. The guy whose thick, veiny cock I’d only seen in videos she made me watch while locked and denied. The one who fucked her senseless while I listened. And now… he was going to see me like this? Dressed like a slutty schoolgirl, flat-caged, stockings and all? My first time ever being exposed to anyone but her?




The psychological slam hit me like a truck. Shame flooded my chest—hot, sickening, delicious. I was a man. I was her husband. But standing there in that tiny skirt, bra straps visible, panties soaked, I wasn’t. I was her sissy. And now a real alpha was about to see it all. My knees felt weak. My face was on fire. Yet my tiny locked clit strained so hard against the flat cage it hurt in the best way. I wanted to run. I wanted her to drag me out there.




Jess took my hand, loving and firm, and led me downstairs. “Come on, princess. Time to say hi to your first Bull.”




Kevin was already in the living room when we walked in—tall, muscular, confident as hell in jeans and a tight shirt that showed every ridge of his chest. His eyes locked on me immediately. A slow, mocking grin spread across his face.




“Holy shit,” he laughed, deep and rich. “This is Dillon? Fuck, Jess, you weren’t kidding. Look at this little sissy bitch. Skirt, stockings, the whole package. That flat cage hiding what—nothing?”




My face exploded with heat. I couldn’t even look at him. I stared at the floor, skirt trembling around my thighs, every inch of my skin prickling with exposure. He could see everything. The bra. The way the stockings made my legs look feminine. The way my panties hugged my ass. 




No escape. No dignity. Just pure, raw humiliation burning through me while my locked clit leaked like a faucet.

Jess pulled me closer, wrapping an arm around my waist like a proud wife showing off her trophy. But her voice was teasing, mocking, dripping with love. “Isn’t she adorable, Kevin? My sweet little cuck. First time dressed like this for anyone but me. Look how red she is—bet her tiny clitty is trying so hard to get hard in that flat cage. Say hi to Kevin, princess.”




I mumbled it, voice cracking. “H-hi, Kevin…”




He stepped closer, towering over me. “Cute. Real cute. Never thought I’d see a married man turned into such a pathetic little girl. Bet you’ve been dreaming about this, huh? Getting exposed. Getting taught.”




Jess kissed my cheek softly, her eyes meeting mine with that deep, loving gaze that always grounded me even as she tore me apart. “He has, baby. And now I’m going to teach you exactly how a good sissy worships a big Bull cock. Right here. For the camera.”




She pulled out her phone again, already recording. “Smile for the video, Dillon. We’re making memories.”




Kevin unzipped slowly, pulling out his cock. It was huge—thick, heavy, already half-hard and way bigger than anything I’d ever imagined up close. Veins pulsing. The head glistening. It swung there like a weapon.




Jess guided me to my knees in front of him, her hands gentle on my shoulders. “Start with your hand, princess. Just like I showed you on the dildo. Nice and slow. Feel how a real man’s cock feels.”




My fingers shook as I wrapped them around it. It was hot. So thick I could barely close my hand. The skin moved silky over the hardness underneath. Kevin groaned softly. Jess filmed from the side, zooming in on my manicured nails (she’d painted them pink earlier) stroking up and down.




“Look at that,” she cooed, voice mocking and sweet. “My husband stroking another man’s cock like a good little slut. Doesn’t it feel good, baby? So much bigger than your flat little nothing. Keep going—base to tip, just like that. Kevin, tell her how pretty she looks doing it.”




Kevin smirked down at me. “Fuck, yeah. Your sissy wife’s got soft hands. Keep pumping, girl. Show me you know your place.”




The humiliation crashed over me in waves. Here I was—dressed like a whore, on my knees, jerking off my wife’s lover while she filmed my face, my skirt, my bra. Everyone who ever saw that video would know it was me. Dillon Forst. The sissy cuck. My eyes stung with shame. My heart hammered. And yet… God, I was so turned on I felt like I might pass out. The flat cage crushed everything into pure aching need. Every stroke made me leak more.

Jess knelt beside me, her perfume wrapping around me, her loving eyes locking onto mine. “Now the mouth, baby. Lick it first. Just the head. Show Kevin how grateful you are.”




I leaned in. My tongue touched the tip—salty, warm, masculine. I licked around the head, slow circles, feeling every ridge. Kevin’s cock twitched in my hand. Jess filmed close-up, her voice soft and teasing. “That’s my girl. First taste of real cock. Look at you—tongue out like a hungry little kitten. Eyes up at Kevin while you lick, princess. Let him see how much you love it.”




I looked up. Kevin’s mocking grin burned into me. Exposure hit harder than ever—my face, fully visible, lips parted, tongue on another man’s dick. No hiding. No pretending I was anything but this.




Jess’s hand stroked my hair lovingly. “Now suck it, Dillon. Take him in your mouth. Just the head at first. I want to see those pretty lips stretch.”




I opened. The thick head pushed past my lips, filling my mouth. Heavy. Pulsing. I sucked gently, hollowing my cheeks like she’d taught me on toys. Jess’s eyes met mine over the phone—deep, adoring, proud. “Oh my God, baby… look at you. My husband with a real man’s cock in his mouth for the first time. You’re doing so good. I love you so much right now. Keep sucking—deeper if you can. Kevin’s loving it.”




The psychological torment was insane. Every second I felt the exposure like a spotlight—dressed up, filmed, seen. Kevin’s low groans above me. Jess’s loving mockery in my ear. “My little sissy cocksucker. So humiliated and so fucking hard in that tiny cage. Bet you’re dripping everywhere.” I was. My panties were soaked. My mind screamed “this is me, this is really happening,” while my body burned with the hottest arousal of my life. Eyes locked with Jess’s the whole time—her love anchoring me as the shame tore me open.




She filmed everything: close-ups of my lips stretched around him, my tongue swirling the shaft as I bobbed, my stockinged knees on the floor, the skirt flipped up so Kevin could see my ass and flat cage. Photos too—snap after snap of my face full of cock, eyes watery, mascara probably running a little.




Kevin’s breathing got ragged. “Fuck, she’s good. Gonna cum soon.”




Jess’s voice turned firmer, still loving. “When he does, baby, you’re going to take every drop like a good girl. But don’t swallow right away.”




It happened fast. Kevin grunted, his cock swelled in my mouth, and thick, hot ropes of cum flooded my tongue. Salty. Bitter. So much. I held it, cheeks puffed, eyes wide on Jess.




She pulled back the phone, zooming in. “Tongue out now, princess. Show the camera your mouthful of Bull cum. Let everyone see what a cum-eating sissy you are.”

The final moments stretched out like torture and heaven twisted together.




Kevin’s cock pulsed one last time in my mouth, unloading thick, heavy spurts across my tongue. The taste hit harder this time—salty, bitter, slightly metallic, coating every corner of my mouth until it felt like I was drowning in him. My cheeks bulged. I couldn’t breathe through my nose properly with how full my mouth was. My eyes watered instantly.




Jess didn’t let me swallow. Not yet.




She dropped to one knee right beside me, phone already in perfect position, recording in 4K so every detail would be crystal clear forever. Her free hand cupped the back of my head tenderly, fingers threading through my hair like she was soothing a frightened kitten.




“Hold it, princess,” she whispered, voice dripping honeyed cruelty. “Don’t you dare swallow yet. Kevin just gave you the biggest gift a sissy like you will ever get. You’re going to show the whole world what a pathetic cum-eating little slut my husband really is.”




She tilted my chin up with two fingers. My eyes locked on hers—those beautiful green eyes I’d fallen in love with years ago. They were soft, adoring, shining with pride… and merciless amusement. She loved me like this. Broken open. Exposed. Owned.




“Open wider,” she cooed. “Tongue all the way out. Let it sit right there on display.”




I obeyed. My lips parted further. Tongue extended flat, trembling. The thick white pool of Kevin’s load slid forward slowly, threatening to spill over the edges. A long strand of it dripped from the tip of my tongue and stretched toward the floor before snapping. Jess zoomed in so close I could hear the tiny autofocus whir of her phone.

“Look at that mess,” she said, loud enough for Kevin to hear and chuckle. “My sweet Dillon—married man, supposed provider—on his knees in a little pink skirt and stockings, mouth stuffed with another man’s cum like it’s the most natural thing in the world. Smile for the camera, baby. Let everyone see those pretty lips all glossy and stretched.”




I tried. My attempt at a smile just made more cum threaten to spill. A humiliated whimper escaped around the edges of my tongue.




Kevin stepped closer, still semi-hard, stroking himself lazily while he watched. “Fuck, Jess. Make him say it. Make the little bitch thank me.”




Jess’s eyes never left mine. She stroked my cheek with her thumb, smearing a tiny bit of drool and precum across my skin like war paint.




“Say it, Dillon,” she murmured, voice soft and loving even as the words cut deep. “Thank Kevin for using your mouth. Thank him for turning you into the cum-dump sissy you were always meant to be. Say it with your tongue out, baby. Let the camera hear every word.”




My voice came out small, garbled, wet. Cum bubbled at the corners of my mouth with every syllable.




“Th-thank you… Kevin… for… for using my mouth… thank you for… turning me into… your cum-dump sissy…”

Every syllable burned. My flat cage throbbed so violently I thought I might black out from the denial. My panties were drenched—front and back. My thighs trembled under the stockings. The skirt had ridden up completely now, garters and lace fully exposed, ass on display for both of them and the recording lens.




Jess giggled—light, delighted, the same laugh she used when I brought her coffee in bed. “Good girl. Now look straight at the camera. Not at me. At the lens. Show the future version of you—years from now, when we watch this together and you get hard all over again—exactly what you are.”




I forced my eyes forward. There I was in the tiny preview window on her screen: blonde wig slightly askew (she’d added it last minute for “extra prettiness”), mascara streaked from tears of shame and effort, lips swollen and shining, tongue extended like an offering tray, Kevin’s thick white cum pooled and glistening under the living-room lights. The flat chastity cage created a humiliatingly smooth crotch under the soaked pink panties. Stockings wrinkled slightly at the knees from how long I’d been down there. Skirt bunched uselessly around my waist.




A perfect picture of emasculation.




Jess snapped three quick still photos—close-up of my cum-filled mouth, wider shot of my whole humiliated body kneeling in front of Kevin, and one from slightly behind so my plugged ass (she’d slipped a small pink jewel plug in earlier “to help me feel feminine”) was visible between my spread thighs.




“Perfect,” she breathed. “Now… look back at me, baby.”

Our eyes met again. Hers were wet too—not from shame, but from how much she loved seeing me like this. Completely hers. Completely ruined for anyone else.




“Swallow,” she commanded softly.




I closed my mouth. The thick load slid down my throat in one slow, humiliating gulp. I felt every inch of it—warm, viscous, claiming. My Adam’s apple bobbed visibly for the camera. A tiny bit escaped the corner of my mouth; Jess caught it with her thumb and pushed it back between my lips like feeding a baby.




“All gone,” she whispered, kissing my forehead. Then louder, for Kevin and the recording: “My little sissy just swallowed her first real Bull load. And she loved every second of it, didn’t you, princess?”




I nodded, tears slipping free now. “Yes… yes, Ma’am…”




Kevin laughed low. “She’s a natural. Gonna make her clean me up next time.”




Jess helped me to my feet—legs shaky, skirt falling back down but still barely covering anything. She pulled me against her chest, arms wrapping around me protectively even as her next words sliced deeper.




“We’re not done filming yet, baby. I want one more shot—your face right next to Kevin’s cock while you smile and say ‘I’m Dillon Grant, Jess’s cum-eating sissy cuck, and I love sucking Bull cock.’ Then we’ll cuddle and watch it all back together. You, me, and your new favorite video. Over and over.”




She kissed me again—deep, possessive, tasting Kevin on my tongue like it was the most romantic thing in the world.




The final humiliation crashed through me—filmed, photographed, exposed forever as the sissy who sucked and swallowed on his first night.




And through the crushing weight of exposure, the endless humiliation, the knowledge that these images and this video existed now—irrevocable, eternal—my flat-caged clit leaked and ached harder than it ever had.




Because she loved me like this.




And God help me… so did I.


Springtime at the Marina

The day had finally arrived to get my boat ready for summer—but that wasn’t the only thing I’d been waiting for. Months of teasing, wickedly suggestive texts with Travis, my mechanic, had built up a delicious tension that was finally about to snap.

As I stood in front of my closet, sifting through my summer dresses, I felt your eyes on me, watching, waiting. I lingered on each option, knowing exactly what you wanted to see, until I found the perfect one—light, flowing, and just short enough to make flashing him effortless. I slipped it over my body, then held up the tiniest lace thong, meeting your gaze as I slid it up my legs, letting the delicate fabric hug my hips. I couldn’t help but smirk as your eyes lingered.

“Let’s go,” I said, excitement thrumming through me.

The car ride was thick with anticipation. As you drove, your hand found my thigh, gliding over my skin, warm and possessive. When your fingers brushed against my thong, a quiet gasp escaped me. You felt it—already soaked through. I bit my lip, pulse racing, knowing the day was only just beginning.

When we pulled in, he was already waiting. His eyes flicked to me first, then to you, and I caught the flash of disappointment when he realized I wasn’t alone. Still, he looked good—his strong, muscled arms stretching the fabric of his sleeveless shirt, the glint of sweat already making his tanned skin glow.

As we got to work, I felt his eyes on me, stealing glances when he thought I wasn’t looking. Every smirk, every lingering look told me exactly what was on his mind. He believed we had a secret, a little forbidden world that only he and I existed in. He had no idea you knew every word we had exchanged, every filthy confession, every desperate craving I had whispered about his perfect body, his thick, aching cock.

That thrill sent heat rushing through me.

When he led me below deck to start the work, I didn’t waste any time. The moment we were alone, I started playing with him, teasing in the way I knew would drive him crazy. I bent over just enough, letting my sundress lift ever so slightly, giving him flashes of the lace barely covering me. Squatting down, stretching, shifting—every move was deliberate, every glance at him electric.

Then I leaned forward, pushing my breasts together, making sure he saw exactly what he’d been dreaming of for months. I saw the way his jaw tightened, the way his hands clenched into fists.

Oh, he wanted me. But he had no idea just how much control I already had over him. Or that you were watching too, enjoying every second.

It was finally time to start the boat, but my attention was nowhere near the engine. Watching him work—his strong hands, the way his muscles flexed with every movement—had me dripping. I kept teasing him, finding little ways to distract him, knowing exactly what it was doing to him.

This was our plan all along. Your cue to leave.

Right on time, you made up some excuse, telling me you’d be back later when I was ready. My stomach tightened with excitement as I saw the flicker of realization cross his face—the moment he understood we would be alone.

The air between us shifted, thick with unspoken tension. His posture changed, his jaw set tighter, his breath just a little deeper. And then I saw it—the undeniable strain in his pants, growing, throbbing.

He wanted me. Badly. And now, there was nothing stopping me from pushing him to the edge.

“Do you want a driving lesson?” he asked coyly, his voice thick with suggestion.

I knew exactly what he meant.

Biting my lip, I looked up at him through my long lashes, eyes full of mischief and want. Slowly, I shifted, pressing my arms together just enough to make my cleavage even more irresistible beneath that teasing little dress.

“Teach me, please,” I murmured, my voice dripping with sweet submission.

His eyes darkened, his control slipping. I could feel the tension crackling between us, thick and undeniable. This was the moment he had been waiting for.

I walked slowly to the helm, my fingers trailing over the controls—the very place he had confessed to fantasizing about me so many times before. His dirty little secret, now becoming a reality.

A shiver of anticipation ran through me as he stepped up behind me, his big, strong arms encircling my body, his hands effortlessly guiding my hands to the controls. His body was so close, his heat searing against my back, his breath warm against my neck.

I shifted ever so slightly, pushing back just enough to feel him—hard, thick, and pressing against my ass. The thin fabric of the dress did nothing to hide the shape of him, the way he throbbed against me. A quiet gasp slipped from my lips as I finally felt just how badly he wanted this.

His hands tightened over mine, his body tensing. I smirked knowing he was fighting for control, but I had no intention of making it easy for him.

As we eased the boat out of the marina under his skilled instruction, my heart pounded in your chest. This was real. He was real. Every teasing text, every whispered fantasy—it was all unfolding right here, right now.

The river stretched ahead, but all I could focus on was the heat of his body pressing against me. His hands, strong and deliberate, slid slowly down to my waist. Without thinking, I pushed back into him, feeling the hard proof of his incredible cock against my ass. A soft gasp escaped my lips, and before I could stop myself, I turned, my lips crashing into his. The kiss was desperate, hungry, a silent plea for more. His hands tightened, pulling me hard against him, and I felt my body melt into his.

But just as quickly as it started, he pulled back, his breath heavy against my cheek. “Focus,” he murmured, his voice thick with control. “Not until I say.”

The command sent a fresh wave of heat through my body, but I gripped the wheel, trying to concentrate. It took everything in me, especially as his hands began to wander again.

One hand slid from my waist, moving up to cup my breast, fingers teasing, kneading through the thin fabric. He easily found my hard nipple and squeezed it firmly. His lips found my neck, trailing slow, open-mouthed kisses, each one setting my skin on fire. His other hand moved lower, tracing along my inner thigh, his fingertips slowly raising the hem of your dress.

I parted my legs slightly, a silent invitation. He took it.

His fingers found the damp lace of the tiny thong, teasing over the soaked fabric. The touch was light, almost torturous, before he finally pressed his fingers between my slick lips, stroking with slow, deliberate precision. My breath hitched, a moan slipping past my lips as he circled my aching clit, each movement sending sparks through my entire body.

He stopped kissing my neck just long enough to whisper in my ear, his voice dark and filled with promise. “I told you—I get what I want.”

The words, the touch, the weight of every unspoken desire crashed into me all at once. My body trembled, my knees threatening to give out as pleasure overtook me. My head fell back against his shoulder, eyes fluttering shut, mouth parting on a silent cry as I shattered for him—completely and helplessly lost in the moment he had been waiting for, masterfully controlling my body as promised, I came hard for him for the first time.

As the waves of pleasure slowly faded, I fought to steady my breathing, to refocus—but he wasn’t done with me, not even close.

His hands moved with purpose, gliding up my thighs, fingertips tracing the sensitive skin as they found the thin straps of the soaked lace thong. His fingers hooked into them, tugging just enough to make me shiver.

“You won’t be needing this wet little thing anymore,” he murmured, his voice thick with satisfaction.

With one slow, deliberate motion, he slid them down my legs, leaving my skin bare and exposed to the cool air. I stepped out of them, heart pounding as I watched him lift the delicate fabric, his eyes dark with possession.

Then, without a word, he slipped them into his pocket—a souvenir, a reminder of exactly what he had just done to me.

I tried to focus on the water ahead, on the hum of the engine beneath my hands, but it was impossible with him standing so close, his heat radiating against my skin. The tension between us was electric, a slow burn that had been building for months.

Then, I felt it—his fingers at the straps of my dress, a slow, deliberate touch that sent a shiver down my spine.

He was in no hurry. He wanted to savor this, to take in every inch of me as he unwrapped me piece by piece.

I swallowed hard, trying to steady my breath as he dragged the fabric down, his fingertips grazing my bare shoulders, my arms, my sides. Every inch of my skin was exposed to him in agonizingly slow succession, and I felt my pulse hammer against my ribs.

When the dress finally pooled at my feet, I felt the weight of his gaze. He was silent for a moment, taking in the sight of me—the way my body trembled under his attention, the way my skin flushed with heat.

I gripped the wheel tighter, my knuckles white, struggling to stay composed even as every nerve in my body was on fire.

The air around us felt heavy, charged with an unspoken need. I could feel my own desire slick against my thighs, my body betraying just how much I wanted this—wanted him.

And then he stepped closer, his hands settling on my bare waist, his touch branding me. His lips hovered near my ear, his voice a low whisper, thick with hunger.

“You’re even more perfect than I imagined.”

A soft gasp escaped my lips as his fingers traced slow, lingering patterns across my skin. He wasn’t just touching me—he was memorizing me.

His voice was low, commanding, sending a delicious shiver down my spine.

“From now on, when I teach you, you’ll be just like this,” he murmured, his hands lingering on my bare skin. “I want every part of you exposed and accessible. Do you understand?”

My breath caught, heat pooling deep inside me. I met his gaze, my answer clear in both my voice and the way my body responded.

“Yes.”

A slow, satisfied smile crossed his lips. He knew he had me exactly where he wanted.

“Go below deck and wait for me.” His tone was firm—there was no room for hesitation. He was in control now.

I felt a rush of anticipation as I turned, my heartbeat pounding in my ears. The thrill of his command, the certainty in his voice, made every nerve in my body hum with need.

Slipping down the narrow stairs, I entered the dimly lit bedroom, my pulse quickening with every step. The air was thick with the scent of salt and cedar, the quiet hum of the boat only heightening my awareness.

I stood in the center of the room, every inch of me bare, waiting. My skin was still flushed from his touch, my body aching for more.

And then I heard it—the slow, deliberate footsteps above deck.

He was coming for me.

The door opened, and there he was.

I stood before him, bare, breathless, my body desperate with need. The way he looked at me—slow, deliberate, drinking in every inch of my exposed skin—sent a fresh wave of heat rushing through me.

He moved around me in a slow circle, his presence electric, his gaze scorching. He was studying me, savoring me, as if committing every curve, every shiver, every unspoken plea to memory.

When he came to stand in front of me again, his hands went to the bottom of his shirt. My breath hitched as he peeled it off, revealing the body I had only imagined in stolen moments—broad, powerful, carved from strength and control. My fingers twitched with the need to touch him, to feel the hard muscle beneath my hands.

I reached for him, but he caught my wrists, holding me still.

“Patience,” he murmured, his voice thick with command.

A delicious shudder ran through me.

His hands moved to his waistband, and my pulse roared in my ears as he pushed his shorts down.

My breath hitched.

He was everything he had promised—more.

Heat coiled low in my belly as I licked my lips, my body tightening with anticipation. He saw it, understood it, and with a slow, knowing nod, he gave me exactly what I was silently begging for.

I sank to my knees before him, my gaze locked on his, my breath unsteady as I took in the sheer magnificence of him. The tension between us crackled like fire, the air thick with unspoken need.

This was what I had been waiting for.

And now, it was finally mine.

I gazed up at him, my fingers wrapping around the thick weight of him, feeling the heat radiating against my skin. My pulse quickened as I traced my tongue along his length, marveling at every ridge, every pulse of his need.

I leaned in, my lips barely grazing his skin as I let my tongue flicker over him, tasting him for the first time. A low, sharp breath escaped him, and the sound sent a shiver through me. Slowly, deliberately, I traced a path with my tongue from the base to the tip, savoring every inch, every twitch of his body beneath my touch.

His fingers tangled in my hair, his restraint wavering as I took him in deeper, my lips parting around him. The sensation of him, the sheer presence of him, made my body hum with satisfaction. I moved with purpose, each slow, teasing stroke drawing another sound from deep in his chest.

He had known how much I had craved this—how many nights I had imagined this exact moment, dreamed of tasting him, of feeling his pleasure unravel beneath my touch. And now, it was finally real.

I lost myself in him, in the intoxicating power of his pleasure, in the way his body responded to every flick of my tongue, every deliberate motion. The connection between us was electric, pulsing with the heat of everything we had been holding back for far too long.

And from the way he groaned my name, I knew he felt it too.

As his body tensed beneath my touch, I pulled back, my lips parting with a teasing smile. I wasn’t ready for this to end—not yet.

His eyes darkened with desire as he stepped back, watching me, reading my every move. Slowly, deliberately, I rose to my feet, letting the tension stretch between us. Then, with a knowing glance, I eased myself onto the bed, my body yearning with need, my breath shallow with anticipation.

He followed, his presence overwhelming, his gaze burning over every inch of me. I shivered as he took his time, his lips finding the inside of my knee, pressing a slow, heated kiss to my skin.

Then another.

And another.

His mouth trailed higher, each touch igniting something deeper inside me, sending heat radiating between my legs. He was savoring me, unraveling me, making me feel every second of this unbearable, intoxicating anticipation.

When he finally reached my dripping pussy, a gasp escaped my lips. His tongue was firm, knowing, sending waves of pleasure through me with every slow, deliberate movement. My fingers tangled in the sheets, my body arching into him, silently begging for more as his expert tongue sent me spiraling deeper into bliss.

I had imagined this moment, dreamed of it—but nothing could have prepared me for the way he made me feel. He wasn’t just taking his time. He was claiming me, owning every reaction, every shuddering breath, every helpless moan.

And from the way he held me there, savoring my pleasure, I knew he wouldn’t stop until I was completely his.

The second wave of pleasure hit me like a storm, crashing through my body, sending ripples of heat and tension down my spine. I gasped, my body trembling as I felt every pulse of sensation. It was unlike anything I had ever experienced before—raw, urgent, the need for him intensifying with every second.

As the pleasure slowly ebbed, I met his gaze. His eyes were dark with desire, but there was something more—something deeper. He knew me. Knew what I needed, what I had been craving since the moment we first texted.

There was no hesitation. In the silence between us, the air thick with longing, I could feel my body calling out for him, the ache deep inside me unbearable. His gaze never left mine, and in that moment, I knew there would be no more teasing, no more waiting.

He understood without a word. His hands found me, pulling me close, his breath hot against my skin as I felt his presence overwhelming me. I needed him.

And as I looked into his eyes, I knew he would give me exactly what I wanted.

He took his big thick swollen cock head and began to slide it up and down my slick lips before pushing slowly into my tight pussy as he lowered down onto me.  I moaned and moved my body slightly, adjusting to his size as he slid more and more inside of me.

He began thrusting slowly, deliberately as I watched his huge dick disappear into me. My pussy had widened like nothing I'd ever seen. He knew he was hitting spots in me I had never experienced before and he was driving me wild with lust. I needed this man.

When it was clear I had adjusted to his size he picked up the pace slowly. He raised one of my legs to his shoulder, opening me further to him. I reached a hand down and began rubbing my sensitive clit while he filled me with long slow thrusts. 

He watched intently as I played with myself clearly lost in the bliss of the pleasure he was giving me. Suddenly another powerful orgasm overtook me and seeing me in that moment of pleasure pushed him over the edge with me.

We both came together, lost in the moment as our pleasure collided.  I felt his powerful orgasm pulsing deep inside of me as we collapsed together, our bodies entangled.  We both knew this was only the beginning for us.

As he softened and slowly pulled out of me my body instantly missed the fullness it felt with him inside me.

But it was getting late and we needed to get back. 

As we cruised back to the marina, the soft sway of the boat beneath us mirrored the way my heart beat faster with each passing moment. His arms were around me, firm yet gentle, and I could feel the warmth of his body against mine. The world around us seemed to slow, the sound of the water lapping against the hull a quiet backdrop to the tension and desire that hung between us.

We didn’t need words; the way our bodies pressed together, the way his breath brushed against my neck, spoke volumes. We were both savoring the closeness, the raw passion we had both just shared, and for a moment, everything else fell away. The boat’s engine purred softly, but in that moment, it was just the two of us, in the quiet understanding that this was something we both desperately needed.

As we reached the marina, he pulled the boat alongside the dock with practiced ease, his hands sure and steady. His touch lingered as I stepped off, his fingers brushing against mine in a silent promise that there was so much more waiting for us.

“You’ll need another lesson,” he said, his voice low and steady, but there was a teasing note in his tone that made my pulse quicken. I met his gaze, my lips curling into a smile that was all anticipation.

“Every weekend, for the rest of the summer,” I replied, my voice soft yet confident. I could feel his gaze on me, intense and knowing, and in that moment, I knew he understood exactly what I was offering—and what we were both craving.

He stepped closer, his presence overwhelming in the best way. His eyes locked on mine, and I knew that with him, I was taken in ways I hadn’t allowed myself to be before. “You know I always get what I want,” he whispered, his lips just inches from mine.

And in that moment, with the sun beginning to set behind us, painting the sky with hues of orange and pink, I realized I was willing to let him take whatever he wanted, whenever he wanted.


The Marina Lesson: 2

All week, his messages filled my phone, his words dripping with dominance, stoking the fire that already burned for him. He knew exactly what he was doing—staking his claim, reminding me who I belonged to, who owned my body. Each text was a command, a tease, a promise of what was to come. And I hung on every single one, aching for the next lesson he had in store for me.

When the day finally arrived, he left no room for hesitation. He told me exactly how I was to show up. The little pink thong bikini from the pictures I had sent him—the one he had clearly obsessed over, the one that barely covered me, leaving my curves exposed just the way he liked. No cover-up. No distractions. Just me, barely covered and obedient, exactly as he demanded.

His other request had been simple yet deliberate—he wanted my hair braided. I took my time, weaving each strand with care, knowing he’d notice, knowing he’d appreciate the effort. It wasn’t just about appearance; it was about submission, about showing him that even in the smallest details, I was his to command.

You drove me to the marina, your eyes trailing over every inch of my tanned, smooth skin, taking in how little I was wearing. You could see it in the way my body shifted in the seat, the way my breathing quickened. I was already lost in him, in the anticipation of his touch, his control. My mind, my body—every part of me was ready for him again.

As we pulled up, my pulse hammered in my ears. The second I spotted him, standing there waiting, my body reacted instantly. No hesitation. No second thoughts. I stepped out of the car, my movements fluid, purposeful, driven by hunger. You watched as I moved toward him, a silent witness to my eagerness, knowing I wouldn’t hold anything back. And later, when you picked me up, you’d want every single detail.

I stepped onto the boat, my pulse racing, my skin tingling under the heat of his gaze. I didn’t even have to look down to know he approved—his arousal was obvious, straining against his pants, a silent promise of what was to come. His eyes devoured me, taking in every inch of exposed skin, dark with hunger, possessive in a way that made my breath catch.

His hands found me almost immediately, gripping my ass with a firm, possessive squeeze that sent a rush of heat through me. It wasn’t just a touch—it was a claim, a silent reminder that I was his. I exhaled a shaky sigh, my body melting into him, already soaked with need.

Then his lips were on mine, hard and demanding, a kiss that left no room for doubt—he was in control. His tongue teased, tasted, took, leaving me dizzy, breathless, utterly lost in him. When he finally pulled back, his voice was a low, delicious growl against my lips.

“You look incredible in that bikini,” he murmured, fingers grazing my hip, trailing up my spine, sending shivers down my body. “But you know the rule. No clothes during your lessons.”

A nervous giggle bubbled up in my throat, but I didn’t hesitate. My fingers trembled slightly as I reached behind me, untying the top, letting it fall away. His gaze darkened, his approval evident in the way his breath hitched, the way his hands twitched at his sides as if restraining himself.

I slid the bottoms down next, baring myself to him completely, showing him my willingness to obey. My pulse thundered, my skin prickling under his intense stare. I had given him everything. And from the way he looked at me, I knew he was about to take it all.

As I stood there before him, bare and exposed, the cool breeze teasing my heated skin, I felt the weight of his gaze drift to my hair. His fingers reached out, trailing over the tight plait, tugging it just enough to tilt my head back, forcing me to meet his eyes.

“Good girl,” he murmured, his approval sending a warm flush through my body. “You follow directions so well.”

His fingers tightened in my braid, just enough to send a shiver down my spine at the praise, and I felt myself grow even wetter, my body primed for. He tilted my head back further, forcing me to hold his gaze, his expression dark with control and intent.

“From now on, every lesson, you will braid your hair just like this. Do you understand?”

A quiet, breathless “Yes, Travis,” slipped from my lips, the words tasting like surrender. My pulse quickened, the weight of obedience settling deep in my core.

Submission was new to me, unfamiliar territory that both thrilled and terrified me. But in this moment, under his command, I was learning—learning how to give in, how to trust, how to offer myself completely. And as his fingers trailed down my bare skin, tracing the path he was about to claim.

“Where are we heading today?” I asked, my voice barely steady as his hands roamed my body, teasing, exploring, claiming.

“We’re not leaving the marina today,” he murmured, his tone laced with intent.

A slow, deliberate circle around me, his gaze dragging over every inch of my skin with hunger, with approval. I stood still, heart pounding, feeling the heat of his stare like a physical touch.

“You’re perfect,” he whispered against my ear, his breath hot, sending a shiver down my spine. His hands found my hips, strong and possessive, pulling me back against him. I gasped at the unmistakable press of his cock—thick, hard, exactly as I remembered, exactly what I had been craving all week.

A moan escaped my lips, soft and needy.

His hands traveled up, cupping my breasts, squeezing firmly, possessively. “I’ve been waiting to see this incredible rack again,” he said with a smirk, his fingers teasing, kneading, making me ache for more.

He played with them slowly, deliberately, pushing me to the edge of desperation, making me squirm, making me his.

I turned into him, my body drawn to his like a magnet, desperate for his kiss. The moment our lips met, it was fire—our tongues tangling, tasting, teasing. I melted into him, pressing closer, needing more.

My hands moved with purpose, craving the feel of his bare skin. I tugged at his shirt, peeling it off, letting my fingers roam over his hard chest, tracing the definition of his muscles, the strength in his big arms. I loved the way he felt beneath my touch—solid, powerful, mine to explore.

Then, my hands moved lower, unfastening his shorts, pushing them down. My breath hitched as his cock sprang free—thick, hard, even bigger than I remembered. My pulse quickened, a fresh wave of arousal crashing over me.

I licked my lips, looking up at him, knowing exactly what I needed next.

I jumped up, wrapping my legs around him, my body aching, desperate to feel him stretch and fill me. But just as I tried to sink down onto him, he held me effortlessly, keeping me just out of reach.

His strength was intoxicating, his grip firm as he controlled my movements with ease. I could feel the head of his cock teasing me, brushing lightly against my lips, sending jolts of pleasure through me. I whimpered, trying to push down, to take him inside me, but he had other ideas.

A dark, knowing smile played at his lips as he tightened his hold. “Not yet,” he murmured, his voice thick with control and amusement. “You take me when I say you can.”

A frustrated moan escaped me, my need growing unbearable. But I knew—he was going to make me wait, make me beg, make me crave him even more before he finally gave me what I wanted.

I changed my tactic, slowly releasing the grip my legs had around him, letting my body slide down. The moment my feet touched the deck, I dropped to my knees before him, my eyes locked on his, filled with hunger.

I reached for him, wanting to taste him, to take him deep into my mouth, to worship every inch of him. But the moment I wrapped my fingers around his thick length, his hand tangled in my braid, yanking my head back sharply.

A low, amused chuckle rumbled from his chest. “Trying to take control?” he mused, his grip firm, forcing me to hold his gaze. His expression was dark, dominant, a silent warning that I had overstepped.

I swallowed hard, my pulse racing. I loved testing him, pushing him—but I also loved the way he reminded me who was in charge.

“You don’t decide when you get to taste me,” he murmured, his thumb grazing my swollen lips. “That’s my choice. And right now, I have other plans for you.”

He effortlessly picked me up, his strength overwhelming, making me feel weightless in his arms. I clung to him, my breath shaky with anticipation as he carried me to the bedroom. With deliberate care, he laid me down on the bed, his body hovering over mine, his presence completely consuming.

Before I could move, his hands found my wrists, pinning them above my head, his grip firm, unyielding. His eyes filled with possessive command as he leaned in, his breath hot against my lips.

“Don’t move,” he ordered, his voice low and authoritative, sending a shiver straight through me.

I dared not disobey. My body tensed beneath him, every nerve alight with need as he slowly began his torment. His lips found my neck first, warm and teasing, trailing soft, lingering kisses before nipping at my skin just enough to make me gasp.

He moved lower, his mouth capturing a nipple, his tongue flicking over the hardened peak before sucking it deep into his mouth. My body arched instinctively, but his grip tightened on my wrists, a silent reminder of his command.

Lower still, he kissed his way down my stomach, each touch setting my skin on fire. My legs trembled as he continued, his lips grazing the inside of my thighs, my knees, my calves. He kissed all the way down to my feet, his fingers brushing along my skin, making me whimper with frustration and need.

I ached for him—desperate, trembling, barely holding still as he took his time worshipping every inch of me.

He sat up between my open legs, his eyes dark and filled with control as he looked down at me. My chest rose and fell in shallow, needy breaths, my entire body burning with desire. I craved his mouth on mine, his cock deep inside me. Every inch of me was begging for him, my body screaming for him to just fuck me already. I wondered if he could see it—the desperation in my eyes, the silent plea on my parted lips.

The ache between my thighs was unbearable, and I could feel my wetness slipping down, spreading, dripping. I knew he could see it, could see how ready I was, how my body was already surrendering to him before he even touched me again.

Then his voice cut through the silence—deep, commanding, leaving no room for question.

“I want you to cum on my face.”

No moan. No whisper. Just a demand, clear and to the point.

My breath caught, my pulse pounding in my ears. The raw dominance in his words sent a fresh wave of arousal through me. My body tensed, my thighs trembling, knowing I was completely at his mercy.

His warm hands glided along the insides of my thighs, his touch slow, deliberate, teasing. He spread me open, pulling my soft skin taut, exposing me completely—only to let go, watching as my swollen lips closed again. Each time he parted me, a shiver threatened to run through my body, but I held still, caught between anticipation and the unbearable need for more.

I watched him, my breath shallow, my heart pounding. His gaze was locked on me, dark and transfixed, as if mesmerized by the way my body responded to him. The intensity in his eyes made my stomach tighten, my arousal dripping down, leaving no doubt about how much I needed him.

Slowly, I tilted my hips forward, offering him more, silently begging him to take what was already his. He understood immediately, his lips curling into the faintest smirk before he bent forward, his breath hot against my trembling skin.

I watched the top of his head as he started his slow torment, pressing soft, lingering kisses up one thigh, then the other, his mouth inches from where I ached for him most. The tease was maddening, his control absolute.

Then his lips hovered over my most sensitive spot, his breath sending a delicious chill through me as he whispered, “You have the most beautiful, perfect pussy I have ever seen… and it is all mine.”

A needy whimper escaped me, my body trembling beneath him. I was his—completely, entirely his. And I knew he was about to show me exactly what that meant.

I trembled with anticipation, my head dropping back as his breath hovered over my pussy—warm, ragged, teasing. My body clenched instinctively, aching, trying to draw him closer, to pull him into me.

His lips brushed against my outer folds, soft, reverent kisses, a slow worship of my swollen heat. Every now and then, his tongue flicked out, a quick taste that sent jolts of pleasure through me, making me whimper.

“I fucking love the way you taste,” he groaned against me, his voice thick with hunger.

A deep flush spread across my skin, my moan soft and eager. I arched into him, my hips lifting, chasing his mouth, silently pleading for more. I wanted him deeper, closer—his tongue exactly where I needed it most.

He read my body perfectly. Without hesitation, his hands slid from between my thighs to wrap firmly around them, gripping my soft hips as he pulled me flush against his face. A gasp escaped me as I felt his nose press against my clit, his lips parting against my entrance.

Then, with slow, deliberate precision, he licked me from the bottom to the top—his tongue pressing into the deep, drenched heat of my pussy, tracing every inch, savoring me. I shuddered, my body arching, a sharp gasp escaping when he pushed past my inner lips, his tongue rolling firmly over my clit.

Again, he licked me, dragging his tongue through my slick folds in a slow, torturous rhythm. Soft whimpers spilled from my lips, my thighs trembling, but he held me down, keeping me exactly where he wanted me. His hands tightened around my hips, my ass, his grip possessive, unyielding. I was completely at his mercy.

There was no hesitation. No sign he wanted to be anywhere else. His mouth, his tongue, his lips—they were exactly where they belonged.

I felt a shift in his movement, the slightest adjustment, even as his tongue continued its relentless worship. One of his arms loosened its grip, and then I felt it—his fingertip pressing against my soaked entrance.

A shiver ran through me, the anticipation was almost unbearable. My breath hitched as he teased me, circling, barely pushing inside, making me ache for more. Then, slowly, he slid a warm, thick finger into me, stretching me just enough to make me gasp.

At the same time, his tongue never stopped, flicking and lapping at my clit, his mouth claiming every inch of me. A long, low moan spilled from my lips, my body instinctively pressing into him, wanting it deeper, wanting everything.

He groaned against me, the sound vibrating through my sensitive flesh, sending shockwaves of pleasure straight to my soul. The heat, the intensity—it was too much and not enough all at once.

Then he added a second finger, sliding them deep, curling just right, his pace slow but purposeful. He fucked me with them, each movement deliberate, his tongue never faltering. My walls clenched around his fingers, desperate, my body fully surrendered to his control.

Then he paused, shifting his focus, and gently sucked my clit between his lips. My entire body jolted. The pleasure was instant, overwhelming.

I came hard.

The orgasm tore through me, white-hot and unrelenting, waves of bliss crashing over me as my body writhed beneath him. But he didn’t stop. His tongue and lips stayed on me, never easing up, drawing out my pleasure until I was lost in it, until I wasn’t sure where I ended and he began. It felt endless, like I was floating, completely consumed by him.

As the aftershocks trembled through me, my thighs still quivering, he finally pulled away, his arms loosening their grip. My eyes fluttered open, hazy, blissed-out, and I looked down at him. His face was wet with me, his lips slick, his dark eyes filled with satisfaction.

Slowly, he rocked back on his heels and stood, and my breath hitched at the sight of him. His cock was thick, rock-hard, flushed a deep, needy red, a bead of precum glistening at the tip.

Holding my gaze, he reached down, trailing his fingers through my soaked folds, gathering the mix of my wetness and his saliva. Then, with deliberate intent, he smeared it over his enormous cock, swirling it over the swollen head, stroking himself slowly, his eyes never leaving mine.

I licked my lips, heat pooling deep in my core. My hunger for him was insatiable. I needed him. In my mouth, in my pussy, buried so deep inside me. Anywhere. As long as he was in me.

He knew how badly I wanted to wrap my lips around his cock, how desperate I was to taste him. But he was determined to remind me who was in control.

“Tell me what you want,” he commanded, his voice low and teasing.

I swallowed hard, my body burning with need. “I want to suck your cock… please,” I whispered, my voice dripping with desperation.

He chuckled darkly. “I’ll decide that.”

Before I could react, he reached down and effortlessly flipped me onto my hands and knees, positioning me exactly how he wanted me. My knees pressed against the edge of the bed, my back arched, my ass lifted for him—offering myself completely, aching for him.

His hands found my back, running over my skin, teasing me with slow, deliberate strokes. “Your ass drives me crazy,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire.

I felt his grip tighten on my hips, firm and possessive. Then, the heat of him—his thick, hard cock pressing against my soaked entrance, teasing me, making me whimper.

I was so eager for him, my body trembling with anticipation, my arousal dripping as he teased me—sliding the thick, swollen head of his cock between my slick folds. Each slow glide sent a fresh wave of need surging through me, my body instinctively pushing back, desperate to take him deeper.

Then—smack.

The sharp slap to my ass sent a jolt through me, making me gasp. The sting melted instantly into pleasure, a delicious heat spreading across my skin. I knew he had been fantasizing about spanking me, about leaving his mark on me, about making me his in every way. And the thought of fulfilling his every dirty desire made me ache for him even more.

I arched my back, tilting my hips, offering myself completely. “Again,” I whispered, my voice thick with need.

But he didn’t. I had overstepped, tried to take control again—and he wasn’t having it.

Instead, he pushed into me, his thick length stretching me inch by inch, filling me with an unrelenting slowness that made me shudder. He was firm, deliberate, making me feel every inch, every pulse of him, as if he wanted to remind me exactly who I belonged to.

It felt endless—the way he kept sinking deeper, claiming me completely. My body trembled, my breath hitching, until finally, he was fully inside me.

A sharp gasp escaped my lips as my walls clenched around him, my body instantly overwhelmed by how perfectly he fit. No one else had ever felt like this—no one had ever filled me the way he did, stretched me so completely, owned me so entirely.

I was his. And he knew it.

He slowly quickened his pace, each deep, deliberate thrust sending waves of pleasure through me. I moaned with every stroke, my body surrendering completely as his hands gripped my hips, guiding me, controlling my every movement.

Desperate for more, I reached back, my fingers finding my swollen clit as I rubbed in rhythm with his thrusts, my other hand grazing over his balls, feeling them tighten as he drove into me.

“I told you you were going to get bent over,” he growled, his voice thick with dominance, with possession. He continued his long slow thrusts. Each one stretched and filled me so deeply and I knew he was lost in the way my pussy gripped every inch of him. He knew I was completely desperate for what he gave me. Surrendering control to him in a way I never had before.

I felt the tension coil in his body, the way his movements became even more precise, more desperate. I knew he was close—that the sight of me, bent over and taking him so deeply, combined with how tightly my walls gripped his thick cock, was driving him to the edge.

That realization sent me spiraling. The pleasure exploded through me, my body convulsing as I came hard around him, my walls pulsing, contracting, milking him as he continued to take me. I was lost in it—completely his, completely undone.

Suddenly, he pulled out, leaving me empty and trembling. A desperate whimper escaped my lips, but before I could protest, I felt it—stream after stream of his hot cum spilling across my ass.

The heat of it sent a shiver through me, the sensation both filthy and intoxicating. He was marking me, claiming me in the most primal way.

I stayed perfectly still, my body humming with satisfaction, silently begging him to give me every last drop. I wanted to feel all of him, to be covered in his release, to let him know I was completely his.

As his orgasm faded, I remained there, covered in him, my body still trembling from the intensity of it all.

When we finally stood, he grabbed my face, his fingers firm against my jaw as he pulled me into a deep, knowing kiss. His tongue claimed mine just as thoroughly as his body had moments before, leaving no doubt that I belonged to him.

“Same time next week,” he said.

It wasn’t a question. It was a command.

And I couldn’t wait.


The Marina Lesson: 3

All week, his words had coiled around my thoughts, binding me in anticipation. His texts were a slow, torturous seduction—reminders of what he craved, what he missed, what he expected of me.

“I can’t stop thinking about you… how tight you feel wrapped around me. No one has ever come close to how perfect you are. I need you again, soon.”

“I swear, I can still feel you. That tight little grip of yours is addictive—I crave it every second we’re apart.”

“You ruined me. No one could ever compare to the way you squeeze me, the way your body takes me like it was made for me.”

“It’s torture thinking about how tight you are, how perfectly you stretch around me. I need to feel that again… to be buried so deep inside you that you can’t think straight.”

“You have no idea how badly I want you right now. I keep replaying the way you clenched around me, how you held me so tight I could barely move. I need that again. I need you again.”

“Now that you have finally had my cock, you don’t need his anymore. We both know your tight perfect pussy needs bigger than what he can give you.”

“Deny him. I want to feel just how much you need me when I finally take you.”

And I had obeyed.

I could feel your frustration—your hands lingering on my hips at night, your breath warm against my skin as you tried to tempt me. But I had been good, exactly as he asked. Every time my body begged for release, I swallowed the whimper in my throat and let the ache deepen. Every time I felt the pulse of my own need, I bit my lip and thought of him—how he wanted me desperate, untouched, soaking in anticipation for when he finally had me again.

The denial had sharpened my need to something unbearable—every pulse of arousal, every stolen moment where I squeezed my thighs together, every night I lay restless, craving touch but knowing it wasn’t time yet. Knowing it wasn’t his touch.

What he didn’t realize was that your denial was never a rejection—it was a carefully played move in the game we had woven between us. A secret world of stolen glances, spoken desires, and wicked intentions, where every touch, every tease, was a step deeper into our intoxicating power play. And he? He was nothing more than a pawn, oblivious to the rules, unaware that he was never truly in control, we were.

By the next lesson, I was a mess of tension, every touch electric, every thought spiraling toward him. My body betrayed me—thighs pressing together, breath hitching at the thought of his hands, his mouth, the rough edge of his voice when he finally got to claim what he had made me save for him.

I wore another sundress at your request, the fabric soft and airy against my skin, brushing against my thighs with every step. Beneath it, only a tiny lace thong—one I knew he would love, one I had chosen knowing exactly how he would react when he saw it.

I took my time, carefully braiding my hair, the simple, deliberate act allowing me a moment of focus and mental preparation for the passion that was about to unfold.

Before I left, I pressed a lingering kiss to your lips, slow and deliberate, teasing with the promise of everything yet to come. Then, with a playful twirl of my dress, I let you catch a glimpse of my little thong and the perfect curve of my ass, just enough to ignite your desire and leave you craving more.

The thought of every intimate detail—every touch, every whisper, every gasp—shared with you, only made it all the more irresistible. You watched, your eyes hungry as my dress lifted, revealing glimpses that would stay with you, teasing and tormenting you in the moments I was gone. The memory of my kiss, the flash of my skin, would linger in your mind, driving you wild and counting the seconds until my return.

As soon as I stepped inside the boat, his eyes darkened, raking over me with a slow, possessive hunger. He didn’t speak at first—just reached out, fingers catching the thin strap of my dress and dragging it down over my shoulder, exposing more of me to his gaze.

“You followed my instructions perfectly,” he murmured, his fingers tracing down my arm, a slow and deliberate caress. “Always so good for me.”

I shivered as his hand slipped lower, skimming my waist before dipping beneath the hem of my dress. His touch barely ghosted over the lace between my legs, teasing, testing.

“Let me see,” he ordered, his voice rough with anticipation.

I exhaled shakily as I lifted the fabric, baring the delicate scrap of lace to him. His jaw clenched, his fingers tightening on my hip as his other hand traced over the thin waistband.

“You knew exactly what this would do to me, didn’t you?” he murmured, his voice low, almost dangerous.

“I wanted to make you desperate for me,” I teased, my voice laced with mischief as I traced my fingers down his chest, pretending to take control, testing the balance of our game. His eyes darkened, jaw tightening as I felt his body tense beneath my touch. But the second I tried to push further, he caught my wrist, his grip firm, possessive.

“Oh, you think you’re in control?” he murmured, his voice low and dangerous, sending a shiver down my spine.

His eyes flicked up to mine, filled with something dark and consuming. “Oh, you have no idea what you’ve just done.”

He started slow—too slow, teasing, testing just how desperate I had become for him. His fingertips brushed my collarbone, tracing the sensitive curve before gliding downward, feather-light but deliberate, as if savoring the fact that he could take his time.

“You’ve been good for me,” he murmured, his thumb ghosting over the swell of my breast, teasing but not giving. “You did exactly what I told you, didn’t you?” Hinting at your denial.

I swallowed hard, my breath coming shallow. “Yes.”

His hand moved lower, slipping beneath the thin fabric of my dress, fingertips grazing over the softness of my stomach. Every muscle tensed in anticipation, the heat of his touch leaving a trail of fire in its wake.

He gripped my waist, turning me swiftly and pressing me against the nearest surface, my hands bracing against the wall. The air left my lungs as he pushed my dress higher, his palm sliding over the curve of my ass, fingers brushing against the lace, teasing at the heat between my thighs.

“You walked in here looking like this, knowing I wouldn’t be able to keep my hands off you,” he muttered, his breath hot against the back of my neck. “Knowing I’d have to touch you.”

“Good girl,” he praised, his voice dark, full of satisfaction. “Let’s see how much you need me now.”

His fingers dipped lower, barely skimming the lace at my hips, his fingers brushed against the fabric—slow, deliberate, making sure I felt every second of his possession. He pressed his palm between my thighs, the heat of it making me gasp.

“Already soaked for me,” he murmured, his thumb pressing just enough to make my knees go weak. “So eager. You’ve been waiting for this, haven’t you?”

I whimpered, pressing into his hand, desperate for more.

His fingers slid lower, spreading me apart, teasing at my entrance but not giving me what I was begging for. His other hand gripped my jaw, tilting my face up so he could watch the helpless desperation in my eyes.

“Tell me how bad you need it,” he demanded, his voice a rough whisper against my lips.

I shuddered, my body trembling against his. “Please. Please, I need you.”

His fingers slid beneath the fabric, pushing it aside, his touch slipping over my already slick skin. A sharp inhale left me as he traced slow, teasing circles, making me tremble beneath him.

“So wet,” he murmured approvingly. “You’ve been thinking about this all week, haven’t you?”

I whimpered, pressing back against his hand, silently begging for more.

He chuckled darkly, his fingers pressing deeper but still keeping me on edge, never quite giving me what I needed. “Not yet, sweetheart,” he warned, his free hand gripping my hip to keep me still. “I’m going to take my time with you. Make you feel exactly how much I missed this.”

His lips brushed the nape of my neck as his fingers teasing me, his name slipping from my lips in a breathless moan.

His free hand traveled up my body, gripping my breast, rolling my nipple between his fingers as his touch between my thighs became relentless. I was unraveling for him, my body melting under his hands, his fingers pulling me apart with every precise movement.

I gasped, arching into him, my breath coming in broken whimpers. He growled low in his throat, his mouth finding my neck, his teeth scraping, his fingers moving faster, harder, taking everything he had made me hold back all week.

“I need you,” he murmured against my skin, his grip tightening, his touch sending me spiraling over the edge. “And you’re going to make sure I get what I want.”

The sundress slipped from my shoulders, the fabric whispering down my skin before pooling at my feet. I expected him to remove everything—to strip me bare as he always did. But to my surprise, he left the lace thong on, breaking his own rule.

A slow, teasing smile played on his lips as he stepped back, unhurried, peeling away his own clothes piece by piece. My breath caught when he stood before me, gloriously naked—his muscled body bathed in the golden glow of the morning sun, his cock thick and hard, a perfect display of his desire for me.

I shifted under his gaze, aching to be fully exposed, to feel nothing between us. The sheer lace was a torment, and he knew it. My need clawed at me, raw and desperate, but he only smirked, reveling in my frustration.

“Drive,” he commanded, his voice low and firm, sending a fresh wave of heat through me. “Take us somewhere secluded.”

I swallowed hard, my hands trembling as I gripped the helm. The boat hummed beneath my fingers, but my focus was slipping—how could I think, let alone steer, when he was standing so close, his warmth wrapping around me?

He moved behind me, his chest pressing against my back, his strong arms reaching past mine to guide the wheel. Every breath I took was laced with his scent, every movement a reminder of the aching space between us. And then—I felt him. Hard, insistent, pressing against my ass, the lace of my thong the only barrier.

A low groan escaped him as he rolled his hips, just enough to make me gasp, to make me crave more. His lips brushed my ear, his voice dark with promise.

“Focus, baby.” His hands gripped my waist, holding me still as he pressed against me again. “Or we’ll never make it there.”

But how could I focus, when all I wanted was to give in?

As the secluded beach finally came into view, relief and anticipation tangled in my chest. He guided my hands on the wheel, his touch firm, commanding, until the boat slid smoothly into place. The engine hummed to silence, leaving only the rhythmic lap of the water against the hull and the pulse of desire thrumming between us.

I turned to face him, my breath shallow, my body aching with need. I had never wanted anything so desperately. He knew it. And he wasn’t about to give in easily.

A slow, knowing smirk curved his lips as he stepped toward me, his fingers trailing down my bare arms, barely touching, just enough to make me shiver. His cock—thick, hard, perfect—stood between us, teasing me without even making contact. My mouth watered, my thighs clenched, but he only watched me with that wicked gleam in his eyes.

“You need it, don’t you?” His voice was deep, rough, filled with amusement at my torment.

I swallowed hard, hating how easily he unraveled me, how completely he controlled me. It was against my nature to surrender, to let someone else take the reins. And yet, when it came to him—this man, this body, this unbearable need—how could I not give in?

I parted my lips to beg, to demand, to do something—anything—to end the torturous waiting. But before I could speak, his fingers curled under my chin, tilting my face up to meet his gaze.

“Say it,” he murmured, his thumb brushing my bottom lip. “Tell me how badly you want it.”

A shudder ran through me, my body betraying me completely. I was already his. I had been from the moment he pressed against me at the helm, from the moment he decided to make me wait.

I exhaled shakily, my voice barely more than a whisper.

“Please.”

He chuckled softly at the desperation in my eyes, his amusement only fueling the fire that burned inside me. His hand was warm as it wrapped around mine, guiding me toward the soft sands of the beach. With every step, the distance between us closed, and the tension in the air thickened, vibrating with anticipation.

“Show me how badly you need this,” he said, his voice low, commanding. I looked up at him, eyes locked onto his strong, muscular frame, and the hard, perfect shape of his desire. It was impossible to ignore, impossible to pretend I didn’t ache for it.

The air between us was thick with anticipation as I knelt before him. The weight of his gaze on me made my pulse quicken, each breath deeper than the last, as though I could feel every part of him, even from a distance. His body was a work of art—strong, commanding, yet utterly at ease in the way he held himself. And I couldn’t tear my eyes away.

I reached out, fingers trembling ever so slightly, and the moment my hand touched him, I felt a shiver of electricity race through me. He was warm, hard, and every inch of him felt like a promise—a promise I was aching to fulfill. My grip was soft, tentative at first, but as my fingers slowly traced his length, the world around us seemed to blur, leaving only the magnetic pull between us.

With every careful movement, I savored the sensation of him—feeling the intricate veins beneath my fingertips, marveling at the smoothness and strength. My heart raced as I leaned forward, my lips just brushing the tip, letting my breath caress him before finally taking the first slow, teasing lick along his length.

The taste of him was intoxicating, and I couldn’t help but want more, my movements growing bolder, more sure. I teased him gently, every lick deliberate, every touch a question—did he want more? Was I making him feel what I hoped he was feeling? His body answered before his words could, a quiet groan escaping his lips, the hint of a smile tugging at the corners of his mouth.

Slowly, I took him deeper, my lips stretching to allow him further access. I could feel the soft pressure against the back of my throat, and I met his gaze again, the intensity in his eyes making my stomach flutter. It was a dance—each of us moving with intention, but also with trust. I could feel him responding to me, his body taut, and I couldn’t help but work even harder, determined to give him the pleasure I knew he craved.

His hands guided me gently, not rushing, but rather savoring every moment, as though we were both lost in the experience. The way he touched me, the way he watched me, only added to the depth of connection between us.

I glanced up, my eyes locking with his, watching the way his face transformed with every shift of my mouth. It was a beautiful dance, one of give and take, of passion and control. The way he watched me, his hands gently guiding me, his breath shallow and uneven

I worked him with my hands, the slickness of my skin enhancing every movement. I wanted him to know how completely I was devoted to pleasing him, how I would do anything to make him feel as incredible as he made me feel.

Determined to give him what he wanted, I increased my efforts, moving with more purpose, my hands and lips working his incredible girth in a rhythm that matched the growing urgency between us. Each movement, each careful touch, was about more than just physical pleasure—it was about connecting, about giving everything to this moment, making it something unforgettable.

I could feel the tension in him building, the way his body was beginning to shake ever so slightly as he fought to keep control. But I wasn’t going to let him. I leaned into him more, my mouth working in perfect harmony with my hands, pushing him closer to the edge with each deliberate, slow motion.

The connection between us deepened, and with every ounce of effort, I wanted to give him more. More of myself. More of the desire that simmered just beneath the surface. And I could feel the tension in his body growing, the anticipation palpable as he neared the point of no return.

His chest rose and fell beneath my touch, his muscles tightening as his inevitable release approached. I took him deep in my mouth and looked up at him.  Seeing the pure ecstasy in his face as he came hard. I struggled to swallow every drop of his incredible load wanting desperately to please him.

As his orgasm subsided he reached down, his hands warm and strong as he pulled me up toward him. In an instant, his lips were on mine, hot and eager, as though he couldn’t get close enough. His hands cupped my face gently, holding me as though I was the most precious thing in his world. The kiss was deep, full of raw emotion—our breaths mingling, our hearts pounding in sync.

I melted into him, every inch of me responding to the heat of his touch, the urgency of the moment. I could feel his body pressed against mine, his chest rising and falling in rhythm with mine. The intensity between us was undeniable.

When he broke the kiss, his eyes searched mine with an intensity that took my breath away. To my surprise—and excitement—he stayed hard, his desire for me clear in every movement, every look. It made me feel alive, wanted, cherished.

I ran my hands up his chest, tracing the hard lines of his muscles, feeling the power in his body, the way it responded to me. He pulled me closer again, the kiss returning with a fiery passion, as if nothing in the world mattered except the two of us.

“I need you,” I said, my voice breathless, desperate. I was aching, the craving for him consuming me. It was something he knew well—something I couldn’t find at home, something only he could give me. The power in his presence, in his control over me, was exactly what I needed.

My body burned with a need I couldn’t ignore, a craving only he could satisfy. He knew it, too—he knew exactly how badly I wanted it, and that made the tension between us even more unbearable.

He pulled me in slowly, deliberately, the heat of his body radiating as he closed the distance. His eyes were dark, focused, studying me in a way that made every inch of me tingle. He could feel my desire, could feel how every part of me was begging for him to take control.

His hand reached out, brushing against my cheek before sliding down my neck, his touch light but commanding. He could see the effect he had on me, the way my body responded to his every movement. “You want it,” he said, his voice low, almost mocking, but with an undeniable authority. “But you’ll have to wait.”

The words sent a thrill through me, mixing with the ache that had built inside. I needed him. I couldn’t stand the torment any longer, but I knew that he was in control, that I was at his mercy. And the thought of it only made the craving intensify.

As his fingers skimmed down, I couldn’t help but shiver under his touch. His hand was warm, possessive, as he slowly traced the edges of my body, teasing, pushing me to the brink of madness. My pulse quickened, heart racing with every inch he moved. There was no hurry, no rush—he was savoring every moment, and so was I.

His fingers found the thin lace on my hips slowly sliding my panties down my thighs before they fell to the sand removing the last barrier between us, the anticipation was unbearable. I felt completely exposed, every part of me laid bare to him. But instead of feeling vulnerable, it was empowering—this quiet surrender, this intimate connection we were building with each touch, each whisper of his hand.

He didn’t need to speak. The way he touched me, the way he guided me, was all the communication we needed. I was his, and he knew exactly what to do to make me ache, to make me need him more than I ever had before.

The heat of his body pressed against mine, every inch of our contact sending waves of warmth through me. His touch was slow and deliberate, each caress igniting a spark deep within me. I felt the firm, confident way his hands moved over my skin, the way his body responded to mine, and the electricity that buzzed in the air around us.

As he leaned in closer, I could feel the subtle tension in his muscles, the way his chest rose and fell against mine. Every time he shifted, I could feel him more—his breath hot against my skin, his presence overwhelming in the best way. My body reacted instinctively, craving more of him, the weight of his touch making my pulse race.

His lips found the curve of my neck, and I tilted my head back instinctively, wanting more, needing more of the intensity he offered. His touch grew firmer, more possessive, and I couldn’t help but respond to it, the desire building inside me with every second that passed.

I was completely aware of him in every way—his strength, the heat of his body, the way he made me feel alive, awakened, as though nothing else in the world mattered except for this moment.

He gently guided me down onto the soft sands, his touch slow and deliberate. As I settled back, the warmth of the beach and his presence enveloped me. His lips traced every inch of my exposed skin, lingering where the heat of his touch heightened my senses. He teased me with the lightest of kisses, drawing closer, making my body shiver with anticipation.

I ached for the feel of his touch, the sweetness of his mouth where I needed it most, but he was in no rush to give me what I craved. Today, he was taking his time, savoring every moment as he explored me with deliberate slowness. My body burned with desire, each minute stretched into an eternity as he held back, making it clear that today, it wasn’t about my satisfaction—it was about him taking what he wanted, forcing me to wait, to ache, to surrender.

He sat up, his gaze drinking in the sight of my body, as if committing every curve, every contour to memory. The hunger in his eyes made my heart race, a silent promise of what was to come.

“You are so perfect,” he murmured, his voice low and full of desire, as his tip brushed teasingly against me, sending a shiver of anticipation through my entire being.

Every inch of me burned with the need for him. The emptiness inside felt unbearable, aching for the fullness only he could give. I needed him inside me, every part of me longing for him. He knew it—he could see it in the way my body responded to him, desperate for what he alone could provide. The tension between us grew as he teased me, drawing out my yearning, making me wait for what I craved, but I could feel that he was finally going to give me what I so desperately needed.

I thought he was going to tease me, make me wait longer, drag it out until I couldn’t stand it. But as soon as his tip brushed against me, feeling how wet I was, he couldn’t hold back any longer. There was no more waiting, no more teasing—just the desperate need to have each other now.

He hadn’t lost any of his stiffness; if anything, the intensity of his first release had made him harder than I’d ever felt him before. My body responded to him with an aching need, and I reached down, grasping him firmly, guiding him into my tight dripping pussy, finally feeling the fullness I so desperately longed for.

His smirk was wicked as he finally gave me what I had been denied for days. He sank into me, slow and deep, stretching me in a way that made me moan, my body clenching around him immediately.

As he pushed deeper, a desperate, guttural moan escaped him, his breath ragged as he gasped about how impossibly tight I was—how I wrapped around him like nothing he’d ever felt before. His fingers dug into me, his movements slowing as if trying to savor every unbearable inch. “You’re so damn tight,” he groaned, his voice thick with need, his restraint unraveling. “I can barely move… I’ve never felt anything like this.” His words came out in broken whispers, each thrust only making his craving for me more insatiable, his obsession with my perfect, unrelenting tightness consuming him completely.

Every inch of him stretched me to my limit, filling me so completely I could barely breathe. My body clenched around him, impossibly tight, refusing to let go—desperate to keep him buried deep, exactly where I needed him. I squeezed him harder, my walls pulsing, aching for more, for every last inch. “You’re so deep,” I gasped, my voice trembling with need. “I need all of you… I need to feel you stretching me, filling me—only you can make me feel this full.” My body begged for him, tighter, wetter, greedier with every thrust, consumed by the unbearable craving only he could satisfy.

As my body adjusted to his incredible girth again, the sensations building inside me, he quickened his pace just enough, knowing exactly how to bring me to the edge. He understood my body in a way no one else ever had, the way I craved him, the rhythm that drove me wild. Each movement, each stroke, was tailored perfectly to give me a kind of pleasure only he could provide.

I reached down, my fingers dancing over my sensitive clit, as he pushed me closer and closer to the edge. With every powerful thrust, my body surrendered to him, overwhelmed by the way he stretched and filled me. Every movement pushed me further into a wave of pleasure I desperately craved, each moment more intense than the last.

I lay beneath him, feeling the strength of his powerful presence as he claimed my body. My free hand gripped his muscular arm, my hips lifting instinctively, desperate for him to go deeper. As the tension built, the world around us faded. When my release finally came, it overwhelmed me—an intense, powerful orgasm that consumed me completely. My body trembled, clinging to him as he continued to move with a steady, rhythmic force, sending waves of pleasure through me in a way I have never known before. My walls contracted around him, squeezing his cock with each pulse. I knew he was making me squirt and I could tell it was driving him wild!

“I love how tight you get when you cum around me… I can feel you pulsing all over my cock. That’s it, baby—let go for me. You’re so unbelievably tight, it’s like your body never wants to let me go. Say it, baby—tell me how much you need this thick cock stretching you.”

He couldn’t hold back any longer, his body tensing as he slowly pulled away from me. As he pulls out, thick and throbbing, I reach for him without hesitation, my fingers struggling to try and wrap around his slick, girthy length. His breath shudders, a desperate groan escaping as I stroke him, fast and deliberate, my touch pushing him over the edge. His cock tenses beneath my hands, his cock pulsing. A deep, guttural groan escaped him as hot, thick ropes of his cum spilled across my skin. I don’t stop—don’t let up.

His breath turned ragged, my grip tightening as I squeezed out every last drop, his thick, girthy cock throbbing in my hands. His eyes were dark with hunger, watching every drop land, admiring the way it dripped down my body. “Fuck, look at you,” he murmured, running a possessive hand over my skin, spreading his cum on my tits. “Covered in me… exactly where it belongs.”

As we drove back to the marina, his big arms wrapped around me, guiding me at the helm, our bodies pressed close as I steered. He spoke softly, his voice thick with desire. “I wish we didn’t have to sneak around and worry about your husband finding out.” I thought about telling him the truth—that you knew, and you loved this secret as much as I did—but not now. Not in this moment. For now, it remained our secret. I slipped on my sundress, leaving my wet panties behind, a small offering for him to add to his growing collection of keepsakes. I knew a week would feel like an eternity before I could have him again.


Couples Cock Worship

I knelt there on the living room carpet, heart hammering so hard I could feel it in my throat, dressed in ways I’d only ever fantasized about in the dark. The black lace panties hugged my caged cock tightly, the satin bra cups sat empty and ridiculous against my flat chest, and the tiny pleated mini skirt barely covered the tops of my thighs. Every time I shifted, the hem rode up, exposing the pale skin above my stockings and the glint of the chastity cage beneath the sheer fabric. My face burned. I couldn’t look up.




Jess stood above me in nothing but a crimson lace thong and one of Kevin’s dress shirts, unbuttoned to show the swell of her breasts. She looked like sin made flesh—confident, glowing, utterly in control. Kevin lounged on the couch in just his black boxer briefs, legs spread wide, the thick outline of his cock already straining the cotton. He was smirking, eyes raking over me like I was a mildly amusing sideshow.




“Look at him,” Jess said, voice dripping honey and cruelty. She reached down and lifted my chin with two fingers so I had to meet her gaze. “Our little sissy finally dressed like the pathetic slut he’s always wanted to be. Aren’t you pretty, baby?”




I swallowed. “Yes, Ma’am.”




Kevin laughed, low and rough. “He’s shaking. First time anyone’s seen him like this, huh? Poor thing’s probably leaking in that tiny cage.”




Jess crouched beside me, her perfume wrapping around me like smoke. She slid her hand under my skirt and gave the cage a light, mocking tap. “Locked and useless. Just how we like you, right, Dillon?”




“Yes, Ma’am,” I whispered again, voice cracking.




She stood up and stepped back beside Kevin. They looked down at me together—her hand resting possessively on his thick thigh, his arm slung casually around her waist.

“Tell Kevin how long you’ve been locked,” she ordered.

“Four… four months,” I mumbled.




Kevin whistled. “Damn. And you still get hard in that thing? That’s dedication.”




Jess giggled, the sound slicing through me. “He gets so whiny about it. Begs me every night to let him out. But tonight—” She leaned down and whispered loud enough for Kevin to hear, “—tonight he gets to earn a little mercy by being a good cocksucking wife for my bull.”




My stomach flipped. Heat flooded my face, my chest, lower.




Kevin hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his briefs and slowly tugged them down. His cock sprang free—heavy, veined, already half-hard and far thicker than anything I’d ever seen up close. It slapped against his stomach with a soft thud. I couldn’t look away.




Jess sank gracefully to her knees beside me, shoulder brushing mine. She reached out and wrapped her fingers around the base of him, stroking once, slowly. Kevin groaned.




“Come here, baby,” she murmured to me, voice suddenly softer, almost tender. “Kneel closer. You’re going to help me worship him.”




I shuffled forward on my knees until my face was inches from that thick shaft. The scent of him—musky, masculine, overwhelming—hit me like a drug. Jess’s hand guided my head forward.




“Start with his balls,” she instructed gently. “Soft kisses. Show him how grateful you are that he’s here to fuck your wife the way you never could.”




I leaned in, trembling, and pressed my lips to the warm, heavy sac. The skin was soft, slightly salty. I kissed again, then again, letting my tongue flick out just a little. Kevin rumbled approval above us.

“Good boy,” Jess breathed. She joined me, her tongue tracing the underside of his shaft while I continued lavishing his balls with careful, reverent licks. Our faces were so close now—cheek to cheek, breath mingling. Every so often her lips would brush mine as we worked our way up his length. It felt obscene and sacred at the same time.

She pulled back just enough to look at me, eyes dark and shining. “You’re doing so well, Dillon. Look at us—on our knees together for a real man. Doesn’t it feel right?”

I nodded, throat too tight to speak. It did. It felt humiliating and perfect.




Jess took the head into her mouth, sucking slow and deep, then popped off with a wet sound and tilted him toward me. “Your turn, baby. Open.”




I parted my lips. She fed the swollen head past them, stretching my mouth wide. The taste—salt, heat, skin—flooded me. I moaned around him without meaning to. Kevin’s hand settled on the back of my head, not forcing, just guiding.




“That’s it,” Jess cooed, stroking my hair while I bobbed awkwardly at first, then found a rhythm. “Suck him like you mean it. Like you’ve been dreaming about this for years.”




I had.




She leaned in again and we worked him together—her tongue swirling along one side of the shaft while mine slid along the other, meeting at the tip in sloppy, desperate kisses around his cockhead. Our lips brushed constantly. Her hand found mine on his thigh and squeezed. In that moment, with Kevin’s cock pulsing between us, it felt like the most intimate thing we’d ever done. My wife and I, bound together in worship of something bigger, better, stronger.




Kevin’s breathing grew ragged. His thighs tensed.




Jess pulled off suddenly, strings of saliva connecting her lips to his glistening shaft. She looked up at him, then at me.




“He’s close,” she said, voice husky. “You’re going to finish him, Dillon. You’re going to take every drop. Swallow it all like a good girl.”




I whimpered.




She guided my head back down. “Suck harder now. Use your tongue under the head—right there. Yes. Just like that. When he cums, don’t pull away. Let it fill your mouth. Then swallow. Show me how much you love being my little cumslut husband.”




Kevin groaned, hips jerking. “Fuck—here it comes—”

The first thick spurt hit the back of my throat. I gagged, eyes watering, but Jess’s hand stayed firm on the back of my neck.




“Swallow,” she whispered fiercely. “All of it.”




I did. Pulse after pulse, hot and sweet and endless. I swallowed convulsively until he finally stopped, shuddering. When he slipped from my mouth I gasped, lips swollen, chin wet.




Jess cupped my face, thumbs brushing away the tears and spit. She kissed me—deep, slow, tasting him on my tongue. When she pulled back her eyes were soft.




“You were perfect,” she murmured. Then her voice shifted, playful again. “Now go sleep in the basement, baby. Kevin and I have more… private fun to have tonight.”




She helped me to my feet, skirt still hiked up, cage aching. Kevin was already pulling her onto his lap, hands sliding under the shirt.




I turned toward the basement stairs on unsteady legs, the taste of him still coating my tongue, my heart pounding with shame and something dangerously close to pride.

Behind me I heard Jess laugh softly, then moan as Kevin’s mouth found her neck.




I closed the basement door behind me, sank onto the old bed, and listened to the sounds drifting down through the floorboards—my wife being taken the way I could never take her.




And I stayed hard in my cage the whole night.




I woke up on the lumpy basement couch with the taste of Kevin’s cum still faintly coating my tongue, even after hours of restless sleep. My cage throbbed painfully—four months locked and last night’s “reward” had only made the ache worse. The sounds from upstairs had gone quiet sometime after 2 a.m., but the memory of Jess’s moans, the rhythmic creaking of the bed, Kevin’s low grunts—they’d looped in my head all night. I was still in the bra, panties, and wrinkled mini skirt, stockings laddered from crawling around on the carpet. I felt ridiculous. I felt owned.




The clock on the wall said 7:14. Sunlight leaked through the small basement window. I stood on shaky legs, smoothed my skirt down as best I could (it didn’t help much), and climbed the stairs. My heart hammered louder with every step. I didn’t knock. I just opened the bedroom door quietly, like the obedient little sissy I was supposed to be.




They were already awake. Jess lay sprawled on her back in the middle of our bed—our bed—legs spread lazily, sheets tangled around her ankles. Her pussy was swollen, glistening, a thick white trail of cum leaking slowly from her slit down toward the crack of her ass. Kevin lounged beside her, propped on one elbow, completely naked, his heavy cock resting soft against his thigh, still shiny from whatever they’d done after I was banished downstairs. He smirked when he saw me.




“Morning, princess,” he drawled. “Sleep well on your little cot?”

Jess lifted her head, hair mussed, lips bruised from kissing. She smiled—that cruel, loving smile that always made my stomach twist.




“Come here, Dillon,” she said softly. “Crawl.”




I dropped to my hands and knees without hesitation, skirt riding up to expose the cage and my bare ass. I crawled across the carpet until I was between her legs, face inches from the messy evidence of their night.




“Look at that,” Jess murmured, reaching down to spread her lips with two fingers. More cum oozed out—thick, pearly, unmistakably Kevin’s. “Your wife’s pussy full of real man’s cum. Again. Isn’t it beautiful?”




“Yes, Ma’am,” I whispered, voice cracking.




“Clean it up. Start with your tongue. Every drop that’s already leaked out. Show Kevin how grateful you are that he filled me up so well.”




I leaned in. The scent hit me first—sex, sweat, him. I pressed my tongue flat against her inner thigh where the first dribble had run, lapping upward in slow, careful strokes. Salty. Bitter. Warm. I worked my way to her swollen lips, tongue dipping into the creamy mess pooling there. Jess sighed contentedly, fingers threading through my hair.




“Good girl,” she purred. “Suck it out of me. Taste how deep he went.”




I sealed my mouth over her entrance and sucked gently, drawing out thick globs of his cum. It coated my tongue, slid down my throat. I moaned despite myself—humiliated, desperate, achingly hard in my cage.




Kevin chuckled. “Look at him go. Like it’s the best breakfast he’s ever had.”




When I’d cleaned the outside, Jess tugged my head back by the hair.




“Now get my bull ready for round two,” she ordered. “Use that pretty mouth. I want him rock-hard so he can fuck me again while you watch up close.”




I turned to Kevin. He spread his legs wider, cock lying heavy and soft against his balls. I crawled between them, face hovering over his groin.




“Kiss it first,” Jess instructed. “Show respect.”




I pressed soft, trembling kisses along the thick shaft—from base to tip—then lower, kissing his balls the way I had last night. Kevin groaned low in his throat. I opened my mouth and took one ball inside, sucking gently, rolling my tongue over the soft skin. Then the other. Finally I moved up, lips wrapping around the head. It was still slick from them. I tasted Jess on him too.




I bobbed slowly at first, then deeper as he thickened and lengthened in my mouth. The stretch was familiar now, but no less overwhelming. My jaw ached. My eyes watered. I looked up at Jess through my lashes—she was watching, biting her lip, one hand lazily circling her clit.

“That’s it, baby,” she cooed. “Get him nice and hard for me. Look how much bigger he is than you. Look how eagerly you suck him.”




Kevin was fully erect now—long, thick, veins standing out. I pulled off with a wet pop, gasping.

Jess swung her leg over him, straddling his hips. She hovered above his cock, lips parted, already dripping again.




“Dillon,” she said sweetly. “Guide him in. Hold your wife’s bull’s cock and put it where it belongs.”




I reached between them, fingers wrapping around his slick shaft. It pulsed in my hand—hot, heavy. I lined him up with her entrance, watching as the fat head nudged her folds apart. Jess sank down slowly. I kept my hand there, feeling her lips stretch wide around him, gripping him so tightly I could see the way her pussy molded to every ridge.




“Fuck,” Kevin groaned. “Tight little slut.”




Jess started riding—slow rolls of her hips at first, then faster. I stayed right there, face inches away, tongue flicking out to lick Kevin’s balls as they slapped up against her with every downward thrust. I traced the base of his shaft where it disappeared into her, tasting their combined wetness. Every time she rose, his cock glistened more, coated in her.




I looked up. Her pussy was stretched obscenely around him—pink lips pulled taut, clinging to his girth like they never wanted to let go. My tiny caged dick twitched uselessly in its prison. I moaned against his balls, sucking one into my mouth while my tongue lapped frantically at the underside of his shaft.




Jess’s breathing turned ragged. “He’s so deep, Dillon. Feel how full I am? Feel how much he stretches me? You could never do this.”




“No, Ma’am,” I whimpered around his skin.




Kevin’s hands gripped her hips, slamming her down harder. His balls tightened against my tongue.




“Gonna cum,” he growled.




“Inside me,” Jess gasped. “Fill me again.”




He thrust up once, twice—then buried himself deep with a guttural groan. I felt his balls pulse against my lips as he unloaded, thick spurts pumping straight into her. I kept licking, sucking his sac through every contraction, tasting the moment he claimed her again.




When he finally stilled, Jess lifted off him slowly. His cock slipped free with a wet sound, semi-hard and coated in their mixed cum. She rolled onto her back beside him, legs splayed.




“Clean him first,” she commanded. “Every inch. Then come clean your wife.”




I dove onto his cock without hesitation—tongue swirling over the head, down the shaft, lapping up the creamy sheen of their fucking. He tasted stronger now, mixed with her. I sucked him clean from root to tip, swallowing everything.




Then I crawled back between Jess’s thighs. Her pussy was a wreck—gaping slightly, cum leaking steadily. I buried my face in her, tongue plunging deep, scooping out rope after rope of Kevin’s load. She moaned softly, petting my hair like I was a good pet.




“That’s my perfect little cleanup boy,” she whispered. “Swallow it all. Every last drop of the man who actually satisfies me.”




I did. I licked and sucked until she was clean, until there was nothing left but her familiar taste beneath his. When I finally pulled back, chin dripping, eyes glassy, she smiled down at me.




“Good girl,” she said. “Now go get us something to drink. We’re not done with you yet.”




I crawled off the bed on trembling limbs, skirt still hiked up, cage dripping pre-cum onto the carpet, face smeared with their pleasure.




And I went to obey. Because that’s all I was good for.




I crawled back into the bedroom after setting their mugs on the nightstand—black for Kevin, tea for Jess, just the way they liked it. My knees were already red from the carpet, the mini skirt flipped up and useless, the chastity cage swinging heavily between my thighs with every movement. Pre-cum had soaked through the lace panties hours ago; I could feel the sticky patch clinging to my skin.




Jess was still lounging naked on the bed, legs lazily parted, one hand idly tracing circles around her nipple while Kevin sat up against the headboard, cock already thickening again just from watching me enter on all fours. They both looked at me like I was the entertainment.




“Drinks are ready, Ma’am… Sir,” I mumbled, eyes on the floor.




Jess clicked her tongue. “Pathetic. Look at you—dressed like a cheap whore, leaking in your little cage, scurrying around like a maid after your wife just got properly fucked twice this morning. Say it out loud, Dillon. Tell us exactly what you are.”




I swallowed. My voice came out small. “I’m… I’m your pathetic sissy cuck husband, Ma’am. A locked-up loser who can’t satisfy his wife. I exist to clean up real men’s cum and serve you both.”




Kevin barked a laugh. “Louder, bitch. And look at us when you say it.”




I lifted my head, cheeks burning. “I’m your pathetic sissy cuck husband! A useless, locked-up loser who can’t fuck his own wife! I exist to lick up Kevin’s cum and watch him stretch you open because my tiny dick will never be enough!”




Jess moaned softly at my words, fingers dipping between her legs to spread herself again. Fresh cum—his from the second load—still glistened inside her.




“That’s right,” she purred. “And you love it, don’t you? You love knowing every time I spread my legs for him, it’s because you’re inadequate. Say thank you.”




“Thank you, Ma’am,” I whispered. “Thank you for letting a real man fuck you the way I never could.”




Kevin reached down and slapped his thickening cock against his palm—once, twice—making it bounce. “Crawl over here and thank me properly, princess. Kiss the cock that owns your wife’s pussy.”




I crawled forward until my face was level with his lap. I pressed trembling lips to the underside of his shaft, over and over, soft worshipful kisses. “Thank you, Sir… thank you for fucking my wife… thank you for making her cum like I never have… thank you for breeding her while I stay locked and useless…”




He grabbed a fistful of my hair and yanked my head back so I had to look up at him. “You’re dripping on the carpet, aren’t you? That sad little clit leaking just from tasting me. Pathetic.”




“Yes, Sir,” I whimpered.




Jess sat up suddenly, swung her legs over the side of the bed, and stood. She walked behind me, grabbed the back of my skirt like a leash, and hiked it higher so my caged cock and ass were fully exposed.




“Spread your cheeks,” she ordered. “Show Kevin what a desperate, denied slut looks like.”




I reached back with both hands, pulling my ass apart. The cool air hit my hole; I felt so exposed, so small.

Kevin leaned forward, inspecting me like livestock. “Jesus. Look at that pink little pucker. Bet it’s never even had a finger, has it? While your wife’s pussy gets ruined every weekend.”




“No, Sir,” I choked out. “Never.”




Jess laughed—cruel, delighted. “He begs sometimes. Whimpers about wanting to be fucked like a girl. But why would Kevin waste his cock on that when he can have my tight cunt instead?”




She shoved my face forward until my nose pressed against Kevin’s balls. “Lick them clean again while I tell him how worthless you are.”




I obeyed instantly—tongue lapping at his heavy sac, sucking gently, tasting the lingering salt of their sex. Jess crouched beside me, voice low and vicious in my ear.

“Listen to me, Dillon. Every time he cums inside me, it’s another reminder that you’re not a man. You’re furniture. A cum-rag with a pulse. Your only purpose is to kneel, swallow, and stay denied while I get properly used. You understand that?”




“Yes, Ma’am,” I moaned into Kevin’s skin.




She stood up, straddling Kevin’s lap again, facing me this time so I had a front-row view. She reached down, grabbed his now rock-hard cock, and slapped it wetly against my face—once across the cheek, then the other, then across my lips.




“Open,” she snapped.




I did. She fed the head into my mouth, letting me suck just long enough to get him slick, then pulled him free with a pop.




“Now guide him in again. But this time—” She leaned down until her lips brushed my ear. “—you’re going to beg him to breed me deeper than last time. Beg him to make sure I’m so full of his cum that it leaks out of me for days. And you’re going to thank him every time he thrusts.”




My hands shook as I gripped his shaft, lining him up with her dripping entrance. “Please, Sir… please fuck my wife deeper… please breed her… fill her so full she can’t hold it all… thank you for stretching her… thank you for making her scream…”




Jess sank down with a long, satisfied moan as his cock disappeared inside her again. She started riding—harder this time, hips snapping, tits bouncing. I stayed right there, tongue flicking out to lap at his balls every time they slapped up against her.




“Look up,” she gasped. “Watch how a real cock splits me open.”




I did. Her pussy lips were stretched thin and white around his girth, gripping him so tightly I could see the veins pulsing inside her. Every downward stroke pulled more of her wetness down his shaft; I licked it up greedily, tongue tracing where they joined, tasting her arousal and his pre-cum.




“Tell him,” Jess panted. “Tell him how much bigger he is. How much better.”




“He’s so much bigger than me, Ma’am,” I whined between licks. “He stretches you so wide… I could never… thank you, Sir… thank you for ruining my wife’s pussy for me…”




Kevin’s hands clamped on her hips, slamming her down harder. His balls drew up tight against my tongue.




“Gonna flood her again,” he growled.




“Do it,” Jess hissed. “Cum in your slut’s wife while her sissy husband licks your balls like the bitch he is.”




He roared—hips bucking—and I felt every pulse as he emptied into her. Thick, hot spurts deep inside. I kept sucking his sac through it, moaning like I was the one cumming.




When he finished, Jess lifted off slowly. His cock slapped wetly against his stomach, coated in their mess. She collapsed onto her back, legs wide.




“Clean him first,” she commanded, voice lazy and satisfied. “Suck every drop off that superior cock. Then come slurp your breakfast out of me. And while you do it, keep repeating: ‘Thank you for cucking me.’ Over and over. Until I’m bored of hearing it.”




I dove onto his cock—tongue swirling, lips sucking, swallowing the thick mix of them both. Between mouthfuls I gasped out the words: “Thank you for cucking me… thank you for cucking me…”




Then I crawled between Jess’s thighs. Her pussy gaped—red, swollen, leaking rivers of cum. I buried my face in her, tongue plunging deep, scooping it out while I kept chanting: “Thank you for cucking me… thank you for cucking me…”




She stroked my hair almost tenderly. “That’s it, baby. Keep thanking him. Keep reminding yourself why you’ll stay locked forever.”




I did. Until my jaw ached, until my voice cracked, until there was nothing left inside her but my tongue and my shame.




And still, my cage dripped.


The Repairman

My yoga studio was usually closed on Mondays—a sacred day off—but the heater had been giving us trouble for weeks, and my husband, as usual, was unable to take care of it. So I found myself here alone, waiting for a professional.

The studio was silent, the scent of lavender and eucalyptus lingering faintly in the air. I sat behind the reception desk, legs crossed, tapping my pen against a notepad as I tried to distract myself. But my mind kept drifting—wandering into places I hadn’t allowed it to go in far too long. I could feel the ache building again. That need. That delicious, maddening hunger that had been growing inside me, neglected and desperate to be fed.

I closed my eyes for a moment, imagining something… someone… my thighs pressing together instinctively. Then—knock knock—a sudden rap at the front door jolted me from my spiraling thoughts.

I hurried to answer it, smoothing down my skirt with a deep breath, but nothing could have prepared me for the sight on the other side. He was tall—easily over six feet—with broad shoulders stretching the seams of a tight gray t-shirt. Muscular arms, dusted with just the right amount of hair. His jawline was sharp, his lips full, and his eyes held a confident glint that made my knees weaken just a bit.

“Uh… I’m here about the heater?” he said, his voice a low, masculine rumble.

It took him asking twice more before I snapped out of my trance. “Yes! Yes, of course… it’s, uh, in the back.” I turned quickly, hoping he didn’t see the way my cheeks flushed as I led him past the serene studio and into the utility room.

Once he was back there, out of sight, I retreated to my small office. I tried to refocus—tried to work—but my thoughts kept slipping. I imagined him back there, crouching down, those powerful hands gripping tools, sleeves riding up his thick biceps. I pictured sweat glistening on his skin, his shirt clinging to the curves of his chest, the outline of—

My breath caught. I was wet. Achingly so.

Without fully realizing, my hand drifted beneath my desk and up under the hem of my skirt. I wasn’t wearing much—just a soft, thin thong that clung to my damp heat. My fingers found the sensitive bud at the center of it all, and I began to stroke slowly. Light, teasing circles. My breath grew shallow. I bit my lip, eyes fluttering closed as I imagined those strong hands grabbing my hips, lifting me onto the desk, spreading me open—

“Hey—” came a voice, snapping through the haze.

My eyes flew open.

He was standing in the doorway. One hand still on the frame, a slight smirk tugging at his lips. “I’m finished,” he said, voice dripping with something unreadable—but suggestive.

My heart pounded. My cheeks flamed with embarrassment. How long had he been standing there? Had he seen my hand buried between my thighs? The way I was squirming in the chair?

His gaze held mine, and for a brief second, the air between us sizzled. He knew. And something in his eyes told me he liked what he saw.

I swallowed hard, my fingers frozen under my skirt, heart thudding like a war drum. He was still standing there, leaning just slightly against the doorframe, watching me with that unreadable smirk that said he knew everything. The air was thick—charged—and I could feel my pulse between my thighs.

“I—uh—thank you,” I stammered, trying to sound composed, even as I subtly withdrew my hand and tugged my skirt back down. My voice came out thinner than I wanted. I shifted in my seat, trying to look casual, but my body betrayed me—nipples pressing hard against my thin top, skin flushed, legs trembling just enough for him to notice.

He didn’t move. “Everything’s working fine now,” he said, eyes trailing over my body with unhurried intent. “You might want to turn it up later… though it already feels pretty warm in here.”

The corner of his mouth curled just slightly higher, and something in me snapped.

“Would you like some water?” I asked, standing—slowly—pushing my chair back with a quiet scrape. My voice was smoother now, lower, touched with something I wasn’t even trying to hide anymore.

“Sure,” he said, but his gaze never left mine. I walked past him, purposefully brushing my body just slightly against his arm. His muscles were rock solid—hot beneath that worn cotton shirt—and the scent of him hit me hard: clean sweat, leather, something earthy and masculine that made my stomach clench.

I made my way to the kitchenette, hips swaying just a bit more than usual. I could feel his eyes on me, trailing every step. I poured a glass of water, slow and deliberate, letting the silence stretch.

When I turned around, he was standing much closer. He hadn’t made a sound, but somehow he was now just feet away, glass still in my hand, my breath catching in my throat.

“You alright?” he asked, softly this time, like he knew exactly what I needed to hear.

I nodded, but didn’t speak. My fingers brushed his as I handed him the glass, and for a moment, we both just stood there. Still. Tense. Electric.

And then, as if it had been decided in that silent exchange, his hand reached out—bold and sure—and slid along the curve of my hip. His touch was firm, warm, reverent. I gasped, but didn’t stop him. Instead, I stepped closer, chest to chest now, heart racing.

“I shouldn’t,” I whispered, voice trembling with a truth I didn’t believe.

“But you want to,” he murmured.

And God, I did.

His mouth was on mine before I could think again—hot, hungry, taking. His hands gripped my waist, lifting me easily onto the counter, spreading my thighs apart with a commanding ease that made me melt. I moaned into his kiss as he pressed himself between my legs, the hardness of him undeniable through his jeans.

“Tell me to stop,” he growled against my neck, breath hot on my skin.

I didn’t tell him to stop.

I couldn’t.

Instead, I wrapped my legs around his waist and pulled him closer, grinding softly against the hard bulge straining against his jeans. The pressure sent a shockwave through me, and I gasped into his mouth, my nails digging into his shoulders through the fabric of his shirt. He groaned—low and guttural—like he’d been holding back for too long.

His hands roamed my thighs, sliding beneath the hem of my skirt with greedy urgency, pushing it up around my hips until it bunched at my waist. He paused for half a second, eyes dropping to take in what I already knew he could feel: I was soaked through, my panties clinging to me, thin and useless.

“Fuck,” he murmured, his voice thick with lust. “You’ve been sitting here like this the whole time?”

I couldn’t speak—only nodded.

He reached down and ran a single finger along the damp line of my panties, slow, deliberate, tracing the heat of my arousal with maddening precision. I whimpered at the touch, hips tilting forward on instinct.

“You’re so wet for me,” he said, voice a low growl that sent a tremor straight through me. “And I haven’t even started yet.”

Then, without warning, he sank to his knees in front of me, lifting one of my legs over his shoulder, and tugged my panties aside. The cool air hit my slick skin for just a second before his mouth found me—hot, insistent, hungry.

I cried out, hand flying to the back of his head as his tongue slid over me in long, slow strokes. He licked me like he was savoring every drop, every soft gasp, every shiver. Then he sucked gently on my clit, his stubble scraping just slightly against the inside of my thighs—rough and perfect. I ground myself against his mouth, greedy for more, barely able to breathe as pleasure curled tighter and tighter inside me.

I was already close—embarrassingly fast—but he didn’t stop. He knew. He kept going, holding my hips firmly as I writhed beneath him, helpless to the rhythm of his tongue. The edge came fast and sharp, heat surging as my body tensed. I moaned—loud, shameless—as the orgasm ripped through me.

And he didn’t stop.

He licked me through it, until my thighs were shaking and my body slumped back against the wall, heart thundering, chest heaving. When he finally rose back up, his lips were glistening, eyes dark with something primal.

I tried to speak, but he kissed me again—deep and filthy—letting me taste myself on his tongue.

“I need to feel you,” he whispered against my lips, already working at his belt. “I need to be inside you. Right here. Right now.”

His belt came undone with a metallic clink, jeans pushed down just far enough to free the thick, pulsing length of him. My breath hitched. He was big—thick and heavy, his cock already swollen, veins bulging along the shaft, the head slick and flushed dark with need.

He grabbed a condom from his wallet—thank God—and rolled it on with practiced ease, never breaking eye contact as he stepped back between my thighs. His hands were firm on my hips again, dragging me to the very edge of the counter. I could feel the heat of him pressing against my entrance, teasing me with the blunt head of his cock, sliding it through my soaked folds.

“Please,” I whispered, voice barely audible—desperate, aching. “Don’t make me wait.”

He didn’t.

He thrust forward, slow but powerful, stretching me inch by inch as he filled me completely. I gasped, head falling back against the wall, fingers digging into his shoulders for support. He was so thick, every inch of him dragging against my inner walls, making me feel every pulse of his heartbeat inside me.

“Fuck,” he groaned into my ear. “You’re so tight. So wet. You were made for this.”

He pulled back and slammed into me again, harder this time, setting a rhythm that was deep and deliberate—claiming. His hips snapped against mine with each thrust, the wet slap of our bodies echoing in the quiet studio. I wrapped my arms around his neck, holding on as he fucked me harder, deeper, as if he couldn’t get close enough.

My moans filled the room, raw and unfiltered. The counter creaked beneath us, the edge digging into my thighs, but I didn’t care. I wanted him rough. I wanted him wild. I wanted to feel him lose control inside me.

He reached down between us, fingers finding my clit and rubbing in tight, relentless circles. The added stimulation sent shockwaves through me, my body tightening all over again, climbing toward another high.

“I’m gonna come,” I gasped, barely able to form the words.

“Do it,” he growled. “I want to feel you come all over my cock.”

The orgasm hit like lightning—sharp, explosive, stealing the air from my lungs. I cried out his name, legs shaking, body convulsing around him as my climax ripped through me. He cursed under his breath, and with a few more savage thrusts, he buried himself to the hilt and came hard, groaning against my neck as he spilled into the condom, body shuddering with release.

For a long moment, neither of us moved. Just breathing, tangled together in a mess of sweat, heat, and something dangerously close to satisfaction.

Then he looked at me with a crooked smile, still panting. “Well… I think your heater isn’t the only thing that needed servicing.”

I laughed breathlessly, still catching my breath. “I might need regular maintenance after that.”

He slowly pulled out, and I whimpered at the loss of him, still trembling from the aftershocks. His cock, still slick and hard, twitched against my thigh. He hadn’t softened at all—if anything, he looked even more ravenous now, eyes dark, jaw clenched like he was holding himself back.

He slid the condom off and tossed it in the nearby trash can without a word.

“I’m not done with you,” he said, voice low and rough.

I swallowed hard, legs still parted on the counter. “Then don’t be.”

That was all he needed.

He grabbed me by the waist and lifted me off the counter like I weighed nothing, spinning me around and bending me over the edge. My hands braced against the smooth surface as he tugged my soaked panties down my thighs and let them fall to the floor. I felt him behind me, hot and heavy, the bare skin of his cock rubbing against my folds now—nothing between us this time.

“You sure?” he asked, breath hot against the back of my neck. He didn’t want to use a condom this time.

“Yes,” I breathed. “I want to feel you. Every inch. Every drop.”

With a deep growl, he gripped my hips and drove himself inside me in one smooth thrust. The sensation of him bare, skin to skin, was overwhelming—hot, raw, primal. I gasped, fingers curling on the counter as he started to move, hard and fast, each stroke deeper than the last, hips slapping against my ass with delicious force.

“God, you feel so fucking good without it,” he groaned, voice ragged. “So warm, so tight—so perfect.”

He fucked me like a man starved—relentless and feral. One hand slid up my back and tangled in my hair, yanking my head back so my moans spilled into the open air. The other firmly on my ass, gripping it tight, using my body like it was his to take—and in that moment, it was. I wanted to be taken. Owned. Filled.

My second orgasm built fast, sharper than before, spurred on by the feeling of his bare cock stretching me open again and again. The lack of a barrier made everything more intense—more intimate. I could feel every twitch, every pulse, the thick slide of him against my slick, swollen walls.

“I’m close,” I gasped, panting hard. “Don’t stop—please—don’t stop.”

He slammed into me deeper, harder, thrusts losing rhythm as he neared the edge with me. “I’m gonna come inside you,” he growled. “You want that?”

“Yes,” I moaned. “I want you to fill me. I want to feel you cum deep in my pussy.”

That pushed him over. He let out a feral grunt, hands bruising on my hips as he buried himself one final time and came—hot and deep—his cum flooding into me in thick waves. I felt every spurt, every twitch, my body clenching around him, milking him as I came with him, moaning shamelessly, shaking beneath the force of it.

He stayed inside me for a long moment, both of us breathless, sweat-slicked, and wrecked. I could feel him softening slowly, as he slowly pulled out I let out a moan. Already missing the feeling of being stretched by his thickness.

“Can you check the other unit next week?” I ask with a smirk!

“See you next Monday.” He replied as he walked out of the studio.


The Repairman: Routine Maintenance

All week, I walked around with a hollow ache only he could fill. The way he had taken me—so confidently, so thoroughly—left an imprint deep in my body and mind. I’d been counting the days until his return to the studio, playing out every fantasy I could conjure. Every idle moment had turned into a vivid daydream: him walking in, me catching his eye, seducing him again before the repair work even began.

The memory of that raw moment in the kitchenette haunted me—the heat of his body, the look in his eyes when he caught me pleasuring myself in my office. My cheeks burned just remembering it. I craved more—more of his strength, more of his presence, more of the way he made me feel completely undone and wholly desired.

When Monday arrived, the studio was closed, but I stayed behind. As the owner, I had the place to myself—and to him. He was due in fifteen minutes. Just enough time to set my trap.

I left the front door unlocked with a note: Lock the door behind you. Then I returned to the heart of the studio, slowly stripping and leaving a trail of my clothes behind like breadcrumbs for him to follow. I disappeared into the showers, the hot water cascading over my skin, each drop heightening the anticipation thrumming through my veins.

I heard the studio door creak open. I didn’t move. I wanted him to find me.

Then—there he was. Standing just outside the mist, eyes locked on my body like a man starving. I turned slowly, meeting his gaze, letting a sly smile curve my lips. He stepped forward, closing the space between us in seconds, lifting me effortlessly into his arms.

His mouth found mine in a kiss that stole the air from my lungs. I wrapped my legs around him, feeling the solid press of his arousal between us. My pulse fluttered wildly. Every muscle in his body flexed beneath my touch as he carried me to the heated studio, never breaking the kiss.

He let me go, and I sank to my knees with a hunger I could no longer contain. My hands trembled as I reached for his waistband, fumbling to undo his pants in my urgency. He pulled off his shirt in one fluid motion, revealing a body carved from pure power—broad chest, sculpted abs, and arms that looked like they could pin me against any wall and make me beg.

As his pants slid down, he sprang free—thick, heavy, and already straining with need. My breath caught in my throat. He was beautiful. Fierce. Intimidating. And I needed to taste him.

Without hesitation, I leaned in, my lips parting as I took the head of his cock into my mouth. He groaned at the contact, the sound low and guttural. The sheer girth of him pushed the limits of my mouth, stretching me wide, but I wanted him to feel just how deep my desire ran. I adjusted, relaxed my jaw, and eased him in farther, inch by aching inch.

My hands moved with purpose—one wrapping around his base, the other cupping his heavy balls, gently massaging. I found a rhythm, slow at first, savoring the weight and heat of him on my tongue. Then I began to move faster, each stroke of my lips wetter, deeper, more insistent. His hand found the back of my head, not forcing, but guiding—his breath growing louder, his body trembling under my attention.

His cock pulsed with need as I took him all the way to the back of my throat, swallowing around him, my tongue dancing over every sensitive spot I could reach. He let out a harsh moan, hips twitching, and I knew I had him exactly where I wanted him—lost in the pleasure I was giving, unable to resist the way I worshipped him with my mouth.

His moans deepened, growing rough and unrestrained, each one sending a jolt of satisfaction through me. I kept going—greedy, relentless—my lips sliding along his length, my tongue teasing every inch, every ridge. I wanted him to unravel. I wanted to be the reason he lost control.

His grip in my hair tightened just enough to make my pulse race. “Fuck…” he breathed, voice thick with lust. “You feel incredible.”

Encouraged, I quickened the pace. My head moved in a rhythm that matched the pounding of my heartbeat, wet sounds filling the room as I took him deeper, my throat clenching around him. His thighs tensed under my palms, his whole body taut with the effort to hold back.

“You’re gonna make me cum,” he growled, the words vibrating in the air like a promise.

I moaned around him, not stopping for a second, only sucking harder—wanting it, needing it. His breath hitched. A second later, he groaned, loud and raw, hips jerking as he poured himself into my mouth.

I swallowed him down, every last drop, not pulling back until he was completely spent, still pulsing against my tongue. I lingered there, gently licking him clean, savoring the taste of him, the heat, the power I had over him in that moment.

And even then, he didn’t soften.

He looked down at me, eyes blazing, a crooked, satisfied smile on his lips. “You’re trouble,” he murmured, reaching down and pulling me to my feet.

But I already knew what came next.

Still hard, still hungry, he grabbed my waist and lifted me as if I weighed nothing. I gasped, clinging to his shoulders, my legs wrapping around his hips on instinct. He aligned himself with practiced ease, and with one deep thrust, he filled me again.

I cried out, the sudden fullness stretching me wide, the delicious ache blooming inside me as he began to move—slow and deep at first, letting me feel every inch of him.

He kissed me fiercely, devouring me between thrusts, his hands gripping my thighs, guiding my body as he bounced me in his arms, using his strength to take me just the way I needed.

I clung to him, nails digging into his back, head falling to his shoulder as I surrendered completely. He had me—utterly and completely. And he wasn’t going to stop until we were both undone again.

Each thrust sent a wave of heat crashing through me, my breath breaking into ragged gasps against his neck. The way he moved—confident, deliberate—left me shaking with pleasure, stretched around him so perfectly I could feel every pulse of his cock inside me. The studio echoed with the sound of skin against skin, of his deep, growling breath and my soft, desperate moans.

His grip on me tightened, muscles flexing beneath my fingers as he drove up into me, over and over. I could feel how badly he wanted me—how much restraint he was holding back, and how close he was to letting it all go.

Still holding me, he pressed my back to the wall, his hips grinding against mine in deeper, more intense strokes. He locked eyes with me, that fierce hunger still burning, and said, low and rough, “You don’t know what you do to me.”

My head tipped back, mouth falling open as he buried himself deeper, hitting that spot that made me tremble. I whimpered his name, clinging to him as my body began to tighten, spiraling closer to release.

“You’re gonna come for me, aren’t you?” he growled, driving harder, faster, pushing me toward the edge.

“Yes,” I gasped, barely able to form the word. “Don’t stop—please—”

And he didn’t. He kept going, every stroke building me higher, his hands roaming over my back, my ass, my thighs, holding me right where he wanted me—completely his.

The climax hit me like fire. I shattered in his arms, moaning shamelessly, my whole body shaking as I clung to him, overwhelmed by the sheer force of it. My walls pulsed around him, and he let out a low, broken sound—his own control slipping.

He buried his face in my neck, teeth grazing my skin as he thrust once, twice more—then he was there with me, groaning my name as he spilled inside, the two of us lost together in that wild, breathless finish.

We stayed like that for a moment, tangled, shaking, breathing each other in.

He finally pulled back just enough to meet my eyes again. “You’re dangerous,” he whispered, voice rough with awe. “And I don’t think I’ll ever get enough of you.”

I smiled, still flushed, still aching, still full of him. “Good,” I whispered back. “Because I’m not finished with you either.”

We were still catching our breath, our bodies pressed together in the heat of the studio, when I felt it—him, still hard inside me, twitching with the promise of more. I shifted my hips slightly, teasing him, and he groaned into my neck.

“Already?” I whispered, a playful edge to my voice.

He pulled back just enough to look at me, that dangerous smirk returning to his lips. “I told you,” he said, voice low and rough. “I’m not done with you.”

Before I could answer, he turned us around and carried me back into the open center of the studio, lowering me gently onto one of the padded mats. The air was thick with sweat, heat, and something rawer—something deeper. His eyes never left mine as he knelt between my legs, spreading me open with reverent hands.

“You’re soaked,” he murmured, dragging his fingers through the slickness between my thighs. I gasped, hips arching up, my body already aching for more.

He leaned down and kissed the inside of my knee, then higher—slow, deliberate, teasing—until his mouth found me. I cried out as his tongue met my swollen flesh, stroking me with maddening precision. He tasted me like I was his favorite sin, licking, sucking, groaning into me as my fingers tangled in his hair and my thighs closed around his head.

The second orgasm built fast—too fast—but he didn’t stop. He held my hips down, relentless, consuming me with his mouth until I shattered again, crying out his name, my body writhing beneath him.

When I opened my eyes, he was above me, his cock pressing against me once more. “Now,” he growled. “I want to feel you lose yourself around me again.”

He thrust into me with a force that knocked the breath from my lungs, and I gasped, my hands clutching at his back as he claimed me again—this time rougher, hungrier, like a man who needed to lose himself in me. Our bodies moved in perfect rhythm, sweat-slicked skin sliding together, the slap of our hips echoing in the silence of the studio.

He pinned my wrists above my head, driving into me with ruthless focus, his eyes locked on mine. “You feel that?” he whispered, voice ragged. “That’s mine. You’re mine.”

“Yes,” I gasped. “I’m yours.”

My walls squeezed around him, and he cursed under his breath, pulling one of my legs up higher to sink in even deeper. The angle made me cry out, pleasure blooming so fiercely.

I felt the storm gathering again, and so did he.

“Come with me,” he said, thrusts turning urgent, punishing, perfect. “I want to feel you fall apart.”

And I did—again—my body trembling beneath him, overwhelmed by sensation, my orgasm pulling him right over the edge with me. He growled as he came, thrusting deep, spilling inside me again, and for a moment, there was nothing but breath and sweat and the weight of us tangled together in a perfect, breathless mess.

He collapsed beside me, pulling me into his arms, our bodies still twitching with aftershocks.

“Same time next week.” He whispered into my hair, it wasn’t a question it was a command.

And I couldn’t wait!


Our Bed

I step through the front door, the quiet click behind me barely registering before I see you—standing there like a vision in midnight. Black lace clings to every curve of your body, sheer in just the right places, teasing skin I ache to touch but know I won’t be allowed to. The look in your eyes is all control, all dominance, and it hits me like a wave. My heart pounds.

“Strip except your little panties,” you command, voice low and velvety, leaving no room for hesitation.

I obey, piece by piece, baring myself before you. As soon as I’m exposed, your hand slides between us and wraps around my cock. You smirk, the expression filled with cruel delight, and I feel that helpless heat rise in my gut.

“He’ll be here any minute,” you purr. “And you’re going to be a good little cuck tonight.”

Your words coil around me like a leash. I nod, eyes fixed on you, trembling with both shame and desire.

“You’ll make sure he’s comfortable. You’ll obey every command. Fetch what we need, serve when we ask, and the rest of the time?” You step closer, your breath warm against my ear. “You’ll sit and watch as he takes what you can’t give me—in our bed.”

My chest tightens with the familiar ache of longing and humiliation. You draw away just enough to meet my eyes again, your smile wicked.

“Your reward,” you continue, dragging your fingernail lightly down my chest, “You’ll sit there. Naked. Helpless. Watching as a real man—a man with a cock that actually fills me—makes me cum in our bed—show you what it means to fuck a woman. Something you’ll never be capable of. But,” you add, “if you’re lucky—if you’re very good—I might let you touch your sad little penis and cum by yourself afterward.”

My knees almost buckle from the mix of humiliation and arousal.

Just then, the doorbell rings.

Your eyes gleam. “Go let him in,” you say with a satisfied sigh. “And bring him to me—your eager little hotwife, already wet and waiting in your bed for him.”

I turn toward the door, heart pounding, cock straining uselessly. As I reach for the knob, I hear you call out behind me:

“And don’t forget to thank him for fucking your wife better than you ever could.”

My hand trembles as I open the door.

He stands there—tall, confident, already smirking like he owns everything inside this house, including you. And the worst part? He does. I step aside without a word, naked, head bowed in silent submission.

“Evening,” he says casually, brushing past me like I’m furniture.

I trail behind him, eyes on the floor as he makes his way upstairs. I already know where you are—sprawled out on our bed, waiting like a queen. And when he steps into the room, your body practically lights up.

“There’s my man,” you purr, crawling across the sheets on all fours to greet him, your ass high, your lingerie leaving nothing to the imagination. You don’t even glance at me.

He strips like it’s nothing—his cock already thick and hard, swinging free—and I can’t stop myself from looking. From comparing. From shrinking.

You giggle and look over your shoulder at me for the first time. “Go sit in the chair. Hands on your thighs. No touching unless I say.”

I obey.

You crawl toward him, your lips parting as you take him in your mouth like you’ve been craving him all day—and I know you have. You moan as he buries himself between your lips, one hand tangled in your hair, using your mouth like it’s his. My cock twitches painfully in the panties. I can’t look away.

“Do you see this, cuck?” you murmur between slurps. “This is what a real cock looks like. Thick, hard, stretching my throat. You’ve never made me moan like this.”

He chuckles and pulls you up, flipping you onto your back. Your legs spread without hesitation, and he lines himself up—then drives into you with a deep, brutal thrust that makes you gasp out his name.

I flinch.

The bed creaks, your body jerks beneath him with every thrust, your moans turning louder, more desperate. My face burns as I watch your legs wrap around him, as you pull him deeper, beg for more.

“Look at her, cuck,” he grunts, glancing back at me. “Look at how wet she is for me. That pussy knows what it needs. And it’s sure as hell not you.”

You laugh breathlessly, voice thick with lust. “All he can do is watch. It’s all he’s good for.”

And that’s exactly what I do—helpless, humiliated, painfully hard—as you scream for him again and again, the sound of his body slamming into yours echoing through our bedroom.

The sounds are overwhelming—wet, primal, relentless. His hips slam into you with obscene rhythm, skin slapping skin, your cries sharp and breathless. You’re beyond words now, just gasping, begging, clawing at the sheets as he drives you to a place I’ve never been able to take you.

I sit there throbbing, leaking. The ache is unbearable.

You look back at me with a bliss-drunk smile, hair wild, makeup smeared. “Don’t look away, cuck. I want you to see how he stretches me. Feel what you’ll never feel. This is how a woman’s supposed to be fucked.”

He grins and grabs your hips, flipping you onto your stomach, your ass raised high like an offering. You whimper with need, and he doesn’t hesitate—slides back in with a single thrust that makes you moan loud enough the neighbors could hear. He starts pounding into you harder, deeper, shaking the bed beneath you.

And all I can do is sit there—watching as my wife is broken open by another man.

You glance back again, and this time your eyes gleam. “Come here.”

My legs nearly give out as I stand, my cock bouncing uselessly with each step toward the bed.

“Closer,” you say, voice thick with lust and power. You reach back with one hand, parting your slick folds just enough for me to see his cock driving in and out of you, soaked with your arousal.

“See that?” you whisper, eyes locked on mine. “That’s what real sex looks like.”

He pulls out just long enough for you to guide me forward, and you press my face between your thighs. “Taste it. Taste the cock I chose.”

Shame burns through me, but I obey. My tongue flicks out, and the moment I taste the mix of you and him, my body shudders. You moan again, grinding your soaked pussy against my face, using me as nothing more than a cleanup toy while he strokes himself behind you.

“Good boy,” you whisper mockingly. “This is your place now. On your knees. Worshipping the man who gives your wife what you can’t.”

Then you shove me back.

He’s inside you again instantly, pounding you harder, rougher, your cries turning into raw screams of pleasure. My cock aches, bulging with frustration, the thin lace tight and merciless.

And then I hear it—the gasp, the tightening, the stuttered breath as your whole body tenses.

You’re cumming. Hard.

He doesn’t stop. He rides you through it, grunting, growling, and then with one final thrust, he buries himself to the hilt and groans deep in his chest. You collapse beneath him, body twitching, thighs slick and trembling.

You both breathe heavy, tangled together in our bed—sweaty, spent, satisfied.

I stand there, humiliated, denied.

And then you look at me again—exhausted and glowing—and say with a smirk:

“Now go get a warm towel for your bull. And if you beg nicely enough… maybe I’ll let you clean me with your mouth again when he’s done.”

I return with the warm towel, my hands shaking as I kneel beside the bed. You’re draped across his chest, body glowing with satisfaction, your thighs still trembling from the orgasm he tore from you.

You glance at me lazily, lips curved in a wicked little smile. “Well? Just stand there and gawk?”

I kneel lower, eyes cast down. “I brought the towel, Mistress…”

You stretch luxuriously, clearly in no rush. “Good. You’ll clean me first.”

My heart skips. “Y-yes, Mistress.”

I crawl to the edge of the bed, and you spread your legs slowly, deliberately, like you know I’m dying inside. The scent hits me before I even get close—raw sex, sweat, the thick scent of your release mixed with his. My mouth waters and my stomach twists.

“Lick,” you say simply.

I lean in and begin to worship. My tongue glides over your folds, slowly, reverently, collecting the mess from deep between your thighs. You moan softly—not from arousal, but from the smug comfort of knowing you’re being served by your pathetic husband, just minutes after being taken by a man who made you scream.

“That’s it,” you whisper, threading your fingers through my hair. “Lap it up. Every drop. That’s your purpose now.”

I am even more aroused at the taste of him inside you. Humiliation burns hot in my chest, but it’s inseparable from the arousal clawing at me.

Behind you, the bull laughs and rises from the bed. “You’ve got him trained real well. Look at him—licking up another man’s cum from his wife’s pussy.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I mumble into your soaked skin, face flushed with shame.

You pull my head back suddenly, forcing me to look up at you.

“You exist to serve. To watch. To ache. But you’ll never be worthy of being inside me again—not when I have him. You don’t need pleasure. You need purpose.”

I nod, unable to speak, my cock  throbbing helplessly between my legs.

The bull walks past, towel slung over his shoulder, heading toward the shower. You stretch again, then sit up and slide to the edge of the bed, your thighs still glistening.

The bathroom door closes behind him, the sound of the shower kicking on as he casually washes the sweat and sex from his body. You lounge in bed, still naked, your legs loosely crossed, his cum slowly drying between your thighs. You don’t clean it. You don’t move. You just bask in the afterglow, eyes half-lidded, wearing that smirk that reminds me exactly who I am now.

“He’s gone,” you finally say, stretching like a cat. “For now.”

I kneel at the edge of the bed still pulsing with useless need. You glance down at me with lazy contempt.

“Poor little thing must be aching,” you coo mockingly. “Watching me get stretched open like that. I bet you’re dying to be touched.”

I nod, swallowing hard. “Yes, Mistress…”

You sigh dramatically, rolling your eyes.

“Go take your sad little thing into the guest shower. If you’re going to play with it, I don’t want to see it.”

My heart sinks.

“But—” I start, desperate for some kind of closeness, some shred of intimacy. You cut me off with a sharp look.

“No. I don’t want to watch you squirm and grunt and dribble like some pathetic teenage boy with a thumb-sized cock. Get in the shower. Get yourself off. And don’t you dare moan loud enough for me to hear.”

You turn away, laying back in the spot where he was just lying, breathing in the scent he left behind.

“Be quick,” you add, voice cold. “I don’t want you taking your time like it means something.”

My fingers fumble with the straps of the panties. The pressure releases, and my cock springs free—stiff, red, aching pathetically for attention it doesn’t deserve.

I retreat to the bathroom like a scolded child. The tiles are cold under my feet. The shower runs hot and steamy, but there’s no warmth in the act. I step inside and close the door, heart pounding, cock in hand—and for the first time in hours, I’m alone.

No eye contact. No touch. No affection.

Just me, jerking my tiny cock in a lonely spray of water, knowing the only reason I’m allowed to come at all is because you can’t be bothered to watch.

When I finally cum, it’s sad—quiet, shallow, a few weak spurts that disappear down the drain almost instantly. No one moans my name. No one whispers praise. There’s no kiss, no closeness.

Just the echo of your voice in my head:

“I don’t want to see it.”

And I know—this is my place now.

I stand in the shower, head against the cold tile, water rinsing away the last weak traces of my release. It wasn’t even satisfying. It never is. Not when it comes like this—rushed, hidden, shameful. I stroke myself once more out of habit, but there’s nothing left. Just the echo of your disgust ringing in my ears.

“I don’t want to see it.”

You meant every word.

When I finally step out, I dry myself off in silence. I wrap the towel around my waist, but it feels ridiculous. There’s nothing to hide. Just the small, spent reminder of what I’ll never be.

When I come back to the bedroom, you haven’t moved much. You’re lying there, legs still slightly open, wearing his scent like a trophy. Your eyes flick lazily toward me.

“Did you clean up your little mess?” you ask, voice dripping with condescension.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good,” you say, then smirk. “Was it quick and pathetic, just like you promised?”

I nod, throat tight. “Yes, Mistress.”

You laugh—soft and cruel—and sit up on the edge of the bed. “I bet it was nothing. A little dribble, wasn’t it? Not even worth a tissue.”

You stand, walk past me, and glance down at the towel. Then you snatch it away, exposing me again. My cock hangs small and spent, twitching with the leftover humiliation of release. You click your tongue.

“Look at it,” you scoff. “You came from nothing. No touch, no body, no love. Just your own hand in the shower, like the pathetic little cuck you are.”

You lean in close, voice a whisper in my ear. “And you loved it, didn’t you? You loved jerking off to the taste of another man inside your wife.”

I can’t answer. My face is burning. My breath catches in my throat.

You grab the empty a pair of panties from the dresser. “Put these on.”

You smile in satisfaction, then tilt my chin up with one finger. “There. Much better. That’s how I like you. Small. Humiliated. Owned.”

You walk away, heading to the bathroom, your hips swaying with confidence, legs still sticky with the remnants of someone else’s cum.

“Don’t get too comfortable, cuck. He’s not done with me yet.”

You disappear into the bathroom, and the door closes with a soft click—but not all the way. You leave it cracked. On purpose.

Steam begins to seep out from the gap, and with it… voices. Low, intimate. A quiet laugh from you. A confident chuckle from him. I inch closer, crawling on all fours until I’m just outside the door, heart pounding, already aching again.

Then the water starts. The hiss of the showerhead, then the soft shuffle of bodies. And then I hear it—you. A soft moan, drawn out and breathy. That sound you only make when you’re completely open, relaxed, satisfied.

His voice is deeper, close to your ear. “Couldn’t wait to get your hands on me again, huh?”

You laugh, the sound thick with desire. “I just needed to rinse off the cuck’s tongue first.”

He groans low as your body moves against his. I can hear the wet press of skin on skin, the way the water hits your backs, how your bodies slide together. It’s maddening—knowing exactly what’s happening, imagining how he’s pinning you against the tile, lifting your thigh, slipping back inside you without effort.

I press my ear to the door.

More moaning now. Wet gasps. You whisper something I can’t quite hear, and then I catch it—

“Harder.”

The slap of his hips against yours picks up, echoing louder now through the thin bathroom walls. You’re panting. Moaning louder. And I can’t do anything but sit outside, unwanted, listening.

You’re lost in him again, and I’m nothing more than a denied husband eavesdropping on his wife being taken the way he never could. I can’t stop listening. I need to hear every sound, every grunt, every whimper, because it’s all I’m allowed.

Then I hear your voice again, clear and cruel:

“Do you think he’s touching himself out there?”

He chuckles. “That little thing? He can’t go again that fast!”

You moan. “Good. He can sit there and ache. This is for us.”

The sound of you crying out builds to a crescendo—your hands probably gripping the tile, your body shaking under him again. Another orgasm. Another reminder of what I’ll never give you. What I’ll never be.

And I’m left outside. Hard. Dripping.

The water shuts off.

There’s a pause—a quiet moment where I’m still pressed against the door, breathing shallow, heart pounding. I hear soft voices, laughter, the rustle of towels and bodies moving. No one calls for me.

I back away slowly and kneel again at the foot of the bed, just as I was. I make myself small, head bowed, hands resting on my thighs, the thong around my cock still snug and unrelenting. The ache hasn’t faded. If anything, it’s worse now—throbbing with denial, with need, with the sting of rejection so intimate it’s burned into my skin.

The door opens.

You step out first. Your robe is gone. You’re naked again, damp, radiant, thighs glistening with fresh rinse and more. You don’t look at me as you walk past—just glide across the room, completely at ease, completely his. He follows, towel around his waist, grinning like a man who knows exactly what he owns.

You climb into bed, sighing deeply as you pull the sheets up around you.

He doesn’t stay.

He leans down, kisses your shoulder, and whispers something that makes you smile sleepily. Then he gathers his things, shoots me a smug glance, and leaves without a word.

The door clicks shut.

Silence.

I wait, still kneeling, hoping you’ll say something—anything—to acknowledge me.

Finally, your voice cuts through the dark.

“Come here.”

I blink, unsure if I heard you right. “Mistress?”

“Bed. Now.”

I rise slowly, cautious, unsure of what awaits me. You don’t look at me as I climb into the bed, still naked, still denied. You stay on your side, your back to me. But then you pull the covers back, just enough.

I see it. The space between your legs. Your thighs still glistening faintly in the dim light. Your scent is heavier now—warmer, deeper, more intimate. You’re not offering comfort. You’re reasserting your place.

You look over your shoulder.

“Clean me. And do it properly this time. I don’t want to feel anything left by the morning.”

I don’t hesitate.

I slide under the covers, head between your legs, and begin to worship with my tongue—not with hunger or desperation, but with reverence. Slow, thorough strokes. I taste everything. Him. You. Sweat. Your second orgasm. The water from the shower can’t hide it, not from me.

You exhale deeply, not from pleasure, but satisfaction.

“You’re good for this,” you murmur, fingers curling lightly in my hair. “This is what you’re meant for. To serve. To clean. To be close to what you’ll never have again.”

I nod, lips pressed against your swollen folds. I know better than to answer out loud.

My face still sticky with your scent. My heart full of ache and devotion.

And as I drift off in the quiet darkness, I realize…

This, too, is a reward.

Being close. Being allowed near you after you’ve been taken—used—by someone who gives you everything I can’t.

And now I sleep beside my goddess, in my place… exactly where I belong.
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