

Forced To Watch

A Wife Explores Her Restrained Husband's Darkest Fantasies

Scarlett Duffy


Copyright © 2026 Scarlet Duffy

All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.




Contents

Title Page

Copyright

A Plan

A Decision

Reality Hits

Frozen On The Spot

A Simple Command

Closing the Gap

Without Warning

Books By This Author


A Plan

We used to joke that the best presents were the ones that fit like skin—so personal they felt inevitable, like they had always been waiting for you. Not the kind you unbox and forget on a shelf, but the kind that rearranges the air between two people. I used to think that was just a pretty idea—until this year. I had spent weeks letting the thought grow roots, watering it with every memory of who we were and who we had been becoming: the late-night whispers that started as play, the questions that left both of us a little breathless, the way his eyes darkened whenever I tested the edges of our rules and then came obediently back to cuddle on my side of the bed. It wasn’t a whim. It was the slow accumulation of heat and trust and a shared appetite we had both stopped pretending to ignore.

I planned it like a heist and a love letter. Lists on my phone, then rewritten by hand because ink felt more honest. A dress he’d once said made me look like trouble. The perfume he can pick out in a crowd with his eyes closed. Clean sheets—hotel-crisp—and the playlist I made last winter when we first said the word out loud and then couldn’t stop saying it. The kind of care you bring to something sacred. Because beneath the wickedness was something gentler: a promise that he would be held inside it with me, even if I was the one being touched. We had worked for this—sessions where we talked until the candle burned out, boundaries drawn with kindness, the unsexy things that make desire safe: check-ins, signals, the certainty that either of us could call time. Nothing about it was careless. That was the point. We wanted to be reckless and protected at once.

I remembered the first time he admitted how much watching turned him on, his throat tight, the confession landing between us like a delicate glass. I remembered how my body answered before my mouth did. We carried that glass carefully for months, testing the weight, passing it back and forth—was it fantasy only, or was it a door we were ready to open? He learned to say what he wanted without flinching; I learned to hear it without apologizing for wanting it too. Somewhere along the way, my fantasies stopped sounding like fiction. They sounded like instructions. Like choreography for a night we were both brave enough to meet.

So I chose his birthday, because I wanted this to be marked. Thirty-five felt like a hinge: not young enough to be reckless without thought, not old enough to pretend we were done changing. I wanted his present to be something he could step into and feel both seen and undone. The bedroom looked ordinary in the lamplight, but nothing about it felt ordinary to me. My heart was a small, fast animal. I pictured him coming up the stairs, passing the frames of our life on the wall—holidays, anniversaries, sleepy Sunday mornings—and I loved him with a fierceness that surprised me. The gift wasn’t just the spectacle; it was the trust it required, the way it would rearrange us and then set us back down, truer than before.

By those standards, I had outdone myself. For my husband’s thirty-fifth, I was giving him a present tuned to the exact frequency of our most private hunger—a night that would take one of our darkest, brightest fantasies and make it real in the place most ours. On our marriage bed, the one we had shared nearly a decade, I would take another man while my husband watched, helpless and wholly captivated. I was going to cuckold him.

I’m Lucy. Mike and I have been married almost eight years, and from the outside we’re the definition of ordinary—school runs, park days, arguing about paint colors, falling asleep on the sofa halfway through a show. We’ve got two kids who think we’re terminally uncool. But the thing that keeps us close is how honest we are about what we like, and how curious we are about each other. We don’t chase chaos; we just enjoy the little edges that make us feel alive together.

Our version of “wild” is pretty tame by most standards. We’ve played with being almost seen: a quick tangle on a Vegas hotel balcony while the Strip buzzed below, my hand around his in a crowded bar while he slid his fingers under my dress and made me work to keep a straight face. Once, gliding over the city in a gondola, I knelt and gave him a blowjob while the cable hummed and the world moved quietly past our window. It felt ridiculous and giddy and private, even though it wasn’t.

We’ve dabbled in light kink too. I like the way it feels to be tied up, the warm sting of a spanking when we’ve talked through boundaries first. Rope, a blindfold, a careful hand—nothing extreme, nothing we can’t laugh about over pancakes the next morning. And no, we’re not swingers. The closest we ever came was a drunk night in Mexico: warm wind, dark water, and us having sex on the beach about ten feet from another couple doing the same. We didn’t speak to them; we just kept to our own blanket, stealing glances, sharing the thrill, and then going back to our hotel still very much just us.

In my early thirties, I sit just under five-foot-five—a small frame that yoga keeps limber and strong. I’m not a supermodel, but I know what I look like and what it does to Mike. He used to swear he was an ass man; then my C-cups converted him, and now he claims he’s bipartisan. The truth is he worships both—my curves, the way my hips round into my thighs, the way a dress clings when I’m not trying. I have long brunette hair that falls in loose curls down my back, and warm brown eyes he calls “trouble wrapped in kindness.” It’s ordinary beauty, the kind you carry through school runs and grocery aisles and somehow still turns heads when the light hits right. I’ve never minded the attention; I’ve just liked saving the best of me for him.

I stood at the mirror, brushing through those curls until they fell glossy and obedient over my shoulders. The bathroom was warm and fog-soft from my shower, skin still dewy, pulse a little high. I could hear the house settling, the hum of the fridge, a car passing outside—normal sounds that made the not-normal feel even sharper. Lotion sank into my thighs; a fingertip traced the faint line where my bra would sit under silk. I watched my own mouth curve when I thought about his face later, that first startled inhale he can’t hide. We had talked and planned and circled this night for months, drawing the lines that would keep us safe and the ones we wanted to cross. I wasn’t nervous so much as charged, like the air before a storm—steady, certain, almost humming with it.

I lifted the brush again and met my own eyes in the glass—soft, inviting, a little wicked—then let the curl tumble free. Tonight was for him. Not a wrapped box or a throwaway thrill, but a gift tuned exactly to what we both wanted and finally had the courage to name. I was going to give my husband something he would never forget—something that would pull us closer in a way we’d only dared to imagine.

Mike is a year older than me and reads as “normal handsome” in the best way—just under six feet, a frame that still hints at high-school athletics, and that easy, steady presence people instinctively trust. Time rounded the sharp edges a little after the kids, but it gave him that comfortable dad-strength I like even more: solid chest, warm arms, a body that feels like home. He’s tried every version of facial hair and always ends up clean-shaven, which suits him—brown hair, blue eyes that crinkle when he laughs, and a face I never get tired of waking up to.

And yes, he’s good in bed. Not because he’s flashy, but because he pays attention—pace, pressure, angle, when to talk and when to just breathe with me. For all the assumptions people make about couples like us, this part isn’t complicated: I genuinely like his cock. It’s a little bigger than average and thick in a way that fills me just right, the kind of fit that makes my body go soft and greedy. I love how he uses it—confident, patient, knowing exactly when to push and when to hold me there and let the heat build. Whatever we’re exploring together, it’s never been about him not being enough. It’s about how much we already have, and how good he is at making me feel it.

In the beginning, falling into the softer side of things felt as natural as breathing. When we were newly married, I didn’t think of it as a “dynamic.” I just knew how good it felt to let him set the pace and the tone, to follow the pressure of his hands and the certainty in his voice. Surrender wasn’t passive for me; it was focus. It was the permission to narrow my world to the next instruction, the next breath, the next wave cresting under his lead. We didn’t need labels to know it worked.

Over time, though, curiosity did what curiosity does. We talked about what else might live between us if we turned some knobs and tried new shapes. He admitted there were moments he wanted to let go too—really let go—and I loved him enough to want that for him. We tried switching. We tried scripts. I bought a crop I never quite believed in and a tone of voice that felt like a costume. He was careful not to “top from the bottom,” and I was careful not to pretend I was someone I wasn’t. There were good nights—sweet, laughing, exploratory—but the current didn’t run as hot. What used to feel like gravity between us started to feel like choreography we were learning for a part we didn’t want to play.

That’s when the tension crept in, not as anger but as static. The stretches between the times he took charge grew longer. We’d mean to, we’d plan to, but life would fill the space and then when we did try, it was harder to drop into that old rhythm. I missed the clean click I felt when he was certain and I was trusting. He missed the freedom of not having to hold the wheel. We could both feel the need under our skin—the itch to be taken for me, the relief of letting go for him—and yet neither of us wanted to force the other into a role that didn’t fit just to scratch it.

So we did what has always saved us: we talked like adults who love each other. In the quiet after the kids were asleep, we named what worked and what didn’t. We said out loud that I didn’t want to be his dominatrix, and he didn’t want to coax me into it. We wrote down the things that lit me up—being claimed, being guided, being held in a firm container—and the things that lit him up—watching, offering service, feeling the pulse of control without having to create it. We stopped treating those truths like a problem to solve and started treating them like a map.

Once we had the map, the next part was less a leap than a step. What if the energy we couldn’t reliably generate between us could be invited in from the outside, carefully, with rules and consent and care? What if my craving to be overwhelmed didn’t threaten what we are—but fed it—because he would be there, witnessing, included, unburdened from pretending to be the engine and free to enjoy the ride? That idea didn’t feel like betrayal. It felt like permission. It felt like the missing piece that let both of our needs line up instead of competing.

Which is how we arrived here, not by accident or impulse, but by months of honesty and small experiments and the refusal to lie to each other about what we want. The gaps between his taking charge stopped being a failing and became a signal pointing toward a different answer. I was ready to be taken again—truly taken—and he was ready to watch without the weight of performance. This present I was preparing wasn’t a workaround; it was the clearest expression of us we’d found yet, a gift tuned to both our hungers in ways neither of us had fully anticipated.

It was almost inevitable that the shift between us would breed a new kind of fantasy. It didn’t arrive with a crash; it seeped in through our whispers, those half-serious lines we threw into the dark to see what would catch. At first it was familiar kink-language—me murmuring about rope and marks and being handled until I forgot my own name, him answering with cool, careful filth about control and the hot sting of humiliation. We were testing shapes, trying on ideas like clothes in a mirror, laughing at what didn’t fit and filing away what did.

One night the talk sharpened. Mike spun a scene where a hard-eyed dominatrix took the room—and both of us—with a strap-on and a voice that left no space for doubt. The way he told it, I could feel his pulse racing at my throat, could hear the catch in his breath when he imagined surrendering at the same time I did. It was bold and transgressive and it lit him up; I felt that heat, too. But underneath the noise of it I could hear a second drumbeat, low and insistent. While he talked, something inside me answered with a different picture—less theatrical and more elemental: being claimed by someone unflinching while Mike watched, present and included, freed from pretending to be the storm and allowed to revel in it.

After that, the new image wouldn’t leave me alone. It followed me into the shower and onto quiet afternoons when the house finally exhaled. When I was alone, I’d let the idea unfurl in slow detail—what I wore, what I was told, the way I would hand myself over without apology while Mike’s eyes tracked every breath I took. It wasn’t about replacing him; it was about unburdening both of us, about giving my need to be overwhelmed a place to land that didn’t ask him to be someone he wasn’t. That realization made the fantasy feel less like a guilty secret and more like a key.

But imagination has its limits. The body keeps a different ledger, and mine started craving something I could touch. The hunger wasn’t frantic; it was steady, patient, the kind that builds a little more each day until you can’t pretend not to hear it. I caught myself braver in bed, more direct. I stopped softening what I wanted, stopped waiting for the old pattern to fall back into place. If we were going to keep talking so honestly, then I needed to match the words with action.

So I did. Not long after that night, when the kids were asleep and the house had gone still, I kissed him and didn’t step back. I pressed him to the mattress with a certainty he could feel, the kind that says this is happening and you are safe. For the first time, I took the lead on purpose—no borrowed costume, no put-on voice—just the truth of what had been gathering in me, shaped into a scene we could both inhabit. I told him what I wanted, what I was going to do, and watched his eyes darken as he let me steer. It wasn’t the fantasy made flesh yet, but it was the first deliberate step toward it, and the moment I felt the click of something new sliding into place between us.

I stroked his cock slowly, keeping my fist slick and tight, and let my voice drop into a low, bossy purr. “Picture it,” I whispered. “You tied to a chair right here by the bed, wrists lashed down, and me on the mattress with another man—my man. Not some random. My chosen Master.” I told him how I’d serve: how I’d kneel when told, ask for permission to touch, and put his needs above everything, even my own. “You’ll watch me give myself over,” I breathed, “watch me obey him—every word, every grip of his hand—and you won’t be able to do a thing but sit there hard and shaking and take it in.”

I painted it for him in tight, dirty details. The chair dragged to the bedside. The lamp turned low. My dress riding up as I climbed onto the sheets to present myself the way I’d been trained. “I need it,” I said, my fist tightening as his hips lifted. “I need to be owned. To feel a hand at the back of my neck and know I’m his.” I told him I’d look back at him while Master used me, that I wanted him included in every second, wanted his eyes on me as I slipped under and let myself be kept there.

I swung a leg over him and settled down, grinding slow, keeping him right where I wanted him while I pushed the fantasy harder. “He’s big,” I said, breath catching. “So big I ache before he’s even in. I want to feel him stretch me open until I can’t think, want to take every inch and show you how I behave when I’m owned.” I braced my hands on his chest and rocked my hips, a rough little rhythm he can’t resist, and told him exactly how I’d beg—how I’d thank Master for using me, how I’d gasp when that thick cock bottomed out and filled me to the hilt.

The room narrowed to heat and words and the drag of my body on his. I kept talking, kept riding, kept feeding him the picture until it blurred into something that felt inevitable—him tied, me taken, both of us exactly where we belonged. The snap came fast: my whole body seized and lit up, orgasm tearing through me so hard I couldn’t hold the sentence I was saying. He went with me, right there, groaning into my neck while I shook apart on top of him. We lay locked together, panting, the fantasy still ringing in our heads—glorious proof that after all the back-and-forth and switching, the connection between us was still the engine, and this was the way to feed it.

As the weeks rolled on, we started layering the fantasy the way you build a favorite playlist—adding, cutting, fine-tuning until it hit exactly the right nerve. We compared notes after sex, on walks, in the kitchen with the dishwasher humming. Mike hunted down videos online, but most of them missed what gripped me. The common setup had a sharp-tongued wife taking a silent guy while the husband got torn down from across the room. That wasn’t our story. What I craved wasn’t being cruel; it was being kept. I wanted to be the meek, willing submissive—the one who knelt when told and thanked him for the privilege—while a chosen Master ran the room with a calm, unflinching hand.

So I steered us toward that shape. We started talking in specifics: where the chair would go, what the lamp would look like when it was dimmed, what I’d wear when I asked for permission to touch. We wrote rules that made us both feel safe—signals, safewords, check-ins—then wrote the parts that made me thrum: kneel when instructed, speak when asked, hold eye contact when he wants it and drop my gaze when he doesn’t. I threaded those details into our dirty talk until the outline hardened into a script we both knew by heart.

And Mike wasn’t dragged along; he was right there with me. He liked the idea for his own reasons—the indulgent freedom of watching, the rush of seeing me lit up and knowing he didn’t have to manufacture the storm to enjoy it. He’d ask questions that made the fantasy sharper: Would Master have me greet him at the door? Would he correct my posture with a touch to my neck? Where would Mike sit so he could see my face the whole time? We discovered a sweet, dangerous twist in there too: the thought of Master asserting a calm authority over both of us. In my head, we were each submissive in our own lane—me under Master’s hands, Mike under his gaze—both of us taking orders, both of us calling him Master because we wanted to.

Alcohol loosened the edges sometimes, but it wasn’t necessary. There were moments—tipsy on a Friday night or tight on the edge of an orgasm—when Mike fell straight into character without prompting. He’d murmur yes, sir against my throat, or ask what I’d been told to do, voice breathless and sincere, and the whole scene would bloom between us like it had been waiting in the walls. He didn’t need convincing; he just needed the invitation. Each time we played it through, the fantasy felt less like a private movie and more like the blueprint for something we were actually building. It became clear that what used to be a gentle nudge was turning into a deliberate step over a line—toward a full, exhilarating plunge into reality if everything went according to plan.


A Decision

When I decided six months ago that this was going to leave talk and become something we could touch, I treated it like a shared project. We set ground rules that felt solid—condoms always, recent STI tests, safewords, aftercare, no intercourse with anyone else until the night we both agreed on—and I went looking for a man who worked for both of us: someone I wanted in my bones and also trusted, calm enough to be ongoing, not a one-off thrill.

I put careful profiles on a few kink-friendly sites and filtered hard. From messages to calls, from calls to lunch—always daylight, always public. I took notes after each meeting like I was hiring for a job: how he listened, how he handled boundaries, whether he brought Mike into the conversation without being prompted. Most encounters stayed polite and platonic by design. But a few had that charged, low hum that made my thighs soft under the table.

The first time I bent my own rules was stupidly simple. We were saying goodbye by my car in a quiet corner of the lot, sun burning off the last of the morning. He kissed me—slow, testing—and I felt my body answer before my head caught up. I glanced around, cracked the back door for cover, and slid into the passenger seat. He followed, the car filling with our breath and the faint clean smell of his shirt. I unbuckled his belt, careful and unhurried, and pulled his zipper down. The weight of him in my hand made my mouth water. I stroked him once, twice—long, slick pulls—then bent and took him in.

It wasn’t frantic. I wanted to savor it. I kept my lips soft and my jaw loose, using my tongue to tease the underside, feeling him twitch when I circled the head. I set an easy rhythm, one hand at the base, the other braced on his thigh, and let the wet sounds fill the small space. He tried to keep quiet and failed, breath hitching as I took him deeper, then deeper again until the head nudged the back of my throat and my eyes watered. I pulled off to breathe, spit shining him, then sank back down and hollowed my cheeks, milking him while his fingers curled white-knuckled around the edge of the seat. The windows fogged. A couple walked past with takeaway coffees, and we both held still, grinning at the risk, my mouth still wrapped around him. When I felt him surge, I tightened my grip and finished him with my hand and the tip of my tongue, swallowing what I could, wiping the rest from my lip with the back of my wrist, both of us stunned and a little giddy at how fast the world had tilted.

Another day it was messier—my skirt rucked up, his palm heavy at the back of my head as I bobbed in steady strokes, drool slicking my chin while I worked him until his hips lifted and he spilled against my tongue. No sex, no crossing the big lines. But it was undeniably more than nothing, and I carried the taste of it home like a secret pressed under my tongue.

The hunt itself became its own current—answering messages while dinner simmered, stepping into the bathroom to read something that hit just right, feeling the tug of it and knowing it wasn’t a betrayal because the substance wasn’t secret, only the surprise. I was dying to tell Mike everything: the careful questions, the way one man’s steadiness settled me, the way another made me laugh so hard I forgot to be nervous, how the car still smelled faintly of sex no matter how wide I cracked the windows. Each step made the fantasy less theoretical and more like a door we were already holding open together, ready to be walked through the second the right man said yes.

About four months into the search, I met Chris—a man who felt uncannily like the outline I’d been sketching in my head. He looked a decade older than us, dark hair threaded with early gray at the temples, the kind of face that had settled into itself. What caught me wasn’t looks, though; it was the way he carried a room without trying. When he stood to greet me, there was nothing performative about it—no puffed chest, no swagger—just an easy steadiness that made my shoulders drop before I even sat down.

We ordered lunch and fell into conversation that never once felt like a sales pitch. He asked clean, practical questions about us: what we’d tried, what had worked, what hadn’t, what aftercare meant to me, what “watching” meant to Mike in concrete terms. He wanted to know how we handled jealousy, how we communicated “yellow” versus “red,” what counted as a surprise versus a boundary violation. He listened like a man who expected real answers and would remember them. When he did speak, it was quiet and exact, the kind of voice that leaves no room for doubt without ever needing to raise itself.

He told me plainly that if we chose him, he would run the sexual dynamic. Not just my scenes with him—ours. That meant scheduling, rules, permissions, and consequences negotiated up front and enforced with care. He laid out his interests—rope, impact with measured progression, control that extended to posture, clothing, and language—and named his hard limits as clearly as a checklist. No non-consensual anything. No drug- or alcohol-clouded consent. No reckless risk. Condoms always. Recent STI tests shared both ways. He sketched the container he expected to hold us: I would address him as “Sir” or “Master” when instructed, ask before I touched myself, thank him when I was used; Mike would be present as witness by default, and when included directly he’d follow orders without topping-from-the-bottom.

He also told me what he’d offer in return for that control: structure, consistency, aftercare that wasn’t optional, and the patience to build endurance rather than chase intensity for its own sake. “My job,” he said, calm as a heartbeat, “is to keep you both safe enough to go as deep as you want, and firm enough that you don’t have to hold the wheel.” The line went through me like a current. I could feel my body answering while we talked logistics over sparkling water and shared fries, an almost embarrassing awareness of my pulse between my thighs.

By the time the check arrived, the air between us had thickened with something I didn’t need to name. He glanced at my mouth, then back to my eyes, and asked, simply, “What do you think, Lucy?” I didn’t bother with coy. Heat slid low and heavy, and I felt how wet I’d gotten just sitting there listening to him stake the ground with that calm authority. “I think I’m dripping,” I said, voice steady. “And I think you’re exactly what we’ve been looking for.”

Five minutes later I was in his car, knees on the passenger seat, heart hammering, his zipper open under my hands. The first sight of him made my stomach drop—the kind of thick, heavy cock that changes the air in a small space. “Eight plus,” he’d said over lunch with that calm voice, and now I had the proof in my palm. I hesitated for half a second—part fear, part awe—then wrapped my lips around the head and took him in, slow enough to feel every ridge, determined not to flinch. I wanted to impress him. No, I wanted to be claimed by the fact that I could.

He set the terms like he’d set everything else: ten minutes, no cumming, a test of focus and obedience. “You haven’t earned that yet,” he said, and the quiet certainty of it sent heat straight through me. I made myself a metronome—hand at the base, mouth working steadily, tongue teasing the underside, then flattening and taking him deeper. He was a stretch from the first inch; my eyes watered and I breathed through my nose, easing past the urge to pull back because I wanted him to feel how badly I meant yes. Every time he hit the soft back of my throat I paused, relaxed my jaw, then took a little more, chasing the tiny nod of approval in his breath.

“Arch,” he said, and I did—back bowed, ass and pussy up, the cool air of the garage on skin I hadn’t realized I’d exposed when I scrambled into position. The risk sharpened everything. Footsteps echoed on concrete somewhere above us; a car door slammed; I held still with his cock heavy on my tongue and then kept going, slick and shameless, turned on by the simple fact that I was here doing exactly what I’d been told. Guilt flickered—Mike didn’t know about this meeting, not the real content of it, not me on my knees with another man’s cock in my mouth—and for a beat it stung. Then I heard my own logic as clearly as if I were saying it out loud: I’m building the thing he asked for. I’m making his fantasy real. I’m not hiding the substance, only staging the surprise. The thought didn’t erase the guilt, but it set it in context, and the mix of shame and purpose made me wetter.

I worked harder—long, wet pulls; slow circles under the head; a steady rhythm that made his fingers tighten once in my hair before he remembered he didn’t need to guide me. Ten minutes is a long time when you’re trying to be perfect. My jaw ached; my thighs trembled from holding the arch; saliva slicked my chin and wrist. I kept checking in with my body—relax, breathe, take more—and with him: is this the pace, is this the depth, am I showing you what I’m worth?

When the timer on his watch buzzed, I was mid-stroke. He closed a hand at the back of my head—not rough, just decisive—and lifted me off. My mouth chased him on reflex, lips clinging, a small, helpless sound leaving me before I caught it. He let me kneel there, breathing hard, eyes shining, and then smoothed my hair back like he was tidying something he owned.

“Go home,” he said, voice even. “Think about what it means to earn my cum. Think about what it means to submit for real.” He held my gaze. “And think about Mike—what he wants, what inclusion looks like, where his limits live. This only works if it works for both of you.” The steadiness of that landed deeper than any praise. He tugged my skirt down over my hips, a small, almost teasing act of care, then nodded toward the door. “Message me tomorrow evening. We’ll talk.”

Over the next two months, Chris became a rhythm in my day. We’d text on and off—short, precise messages that somehow left me breathing hard. At night he’d switch to calls, that calm voice sketching rules and tiny scenarios I carried into the shower and the school run and the grocery store. He didn’t waste words. Wear this tomorrow. Don’t touch yourself today. Tell me how you’re wet without using the word wet. I’d obey, send what he asked for, and sit there with my heart thudding while he told me what I’d done right and what I’d do next time. By the end of each chat my thighs were slick and my brain was humming, and I’d go find Mike with the kind of hunger that doesn’t leave room for manners—unzipping him before the front door fully clicked, climbing into his lap on the sofa, riding him slow and greedy like I was trying to wring the ache out of myself.

As Mike’s birthday crept closer, I weaponized the anticipation. I teased him shamelessly—little flashes of skin, a fingertip down the front of his joggers, a whispered, you are not ready for what’s coming. He kept trying to corner me into specifics and I kept him on the edge instead, promising, not yet, not yet, almost there. The ban made it worse for him and better for me. Starting the previous weekend I told him no touching without permission, and he agreed instantly because orgasm control is one of his oldest kinks. It turned him glassy-eyed and obedient in the prettiest way. He’d roll onto his back at night, hard and aching, and I’d kiss him until he was shaking and then tuck him in with a palm over his crotch and a quiet, good boy. The frustration made him sweeter. It made me mean.

I wasn’t spared. The closer we got, the sharper my own need became. Chris kept the leash short—brief morning instructions, a check-in mid-day, a stricter tone at night. He’d ask, where’s your head, Lucy? What are you craving? Then he’d tell me exactly what to do with the craving: hold it. Let it build. Give it to your husband and do not finish yourself. More than once I crawled into bed vibrating with it, pressed my face to Mike’s throat, and used my mouth and hands on him until he was a wreck, then stopped before either of us tipped. He’d beg, and I’d kiss the corner of his mouth and say, birthday, and he’d nod like a man in church.

By the last week I was a live wire—sleep thin, patience thinner, body tuned to the smallest prompt. Chris didn’t soften; he tightened. Fewer words. Stricter checks. Send proof you didn’t touch. Edge him, don’t let him finish. Edge yourself, don’t you dare finish. I followed every line he drew, because that was the point and because it worked. It turned the fantasy into a countdown, wound us both higher, and made the night ahead feel inevitable. When the final set of instructions came through—simple, uncompromising, exactly what I needed—I read them twice, swallowed hard, and did as I was told. This was how he wanted it, and I followed his orders without question.

On Saturday I turned the whole day into foreplay. I brushed past him in the kitchen with my dress riding high; I kissed him in the hallway and left him hard and blinking; I cupped him through his jeans when I handed him his coffee and whispered, tonight. By late afternoon he was a live wire. I took his hand and led him upstairs, the house golden with that last slant of sun, and guided him to the center of our bedroom like it was a stage we’d been building for weeks.

“Clothes off,” I said, and he obeyed, skin flushing as he stepped back against the mattress. I checked the restraints one last time—soft cuffs I’d laid out that morning, lengths of cotton rope already tied to the bedposts with neat, practiced knots. “Color?” I asked, giving him that look we both know. “Green,” he said, voice low. I kissed him, slow and reassuring, and buckled his wrists first, then his ankles, tightening each strap with deliberate care. He tested the give and found just enough. His chest rose and fell; his eyes tracked me with that mix of curiosity and hunger that always makes me feel taller. “You’re safe,” I told him. “You’re mine.” The restraint made his breathing go ragged in that pretty way I love.

I left him there—spread and helpless and already leaking—and stepped into the bathroom. The shower hissed to life. Hot water beat across my shoulders while I rinsed away the day, let my mind run through the choreography one more time, and pressed my thighs together when the anticipation spiked. I toweled off slowly, lotioning my legs, picturing the way his eyes would darken when he saw me. Back in the bedroom, he tried for questions—“Lucy, what are you—” “Quiet,” I said without looking at him, the word snapping neat and sharp in the warm air. His mouth closed. He swallowed. I felt the power of it bloom in my chest.

I stood at the vanity and did my makeup like a ritual, each stroke deliberate: a little glow on the cheekbones, a precise line at my lashes, a lipstick he can spot in the dark. I stepped into a little black dress that hugged me like a secret, smoothing it over my hips while he watched, eyes blown wide. When he tried again—“Please, just tell me—” I turned, put two fingers on his lips, and let a thin smile curl. “I said quiet.” The word landed and his cock twitched against his stomach.

I climbed onto the bed and straddled his chest, my knees bracketing his ribs, the dress riding up my thighs. “Use your mouth,” I told him, lifting the hem and baring myself above him. He didn’t hesitate. His tongue found me—soft, then firmer, then exactly right—and I rewarded him with a slow roll of my hips. I kept getting ready like I owned time, checking my hair in the mirror across the room while I sat on his face and let him work, my fingers fixing a curl while his mouth traced lazy figure-eights that made my breath catch. “Good,” I murmured when he hit the spot. “Stay there.”

I fed him little windows of sound: a low moan, a gasp when he flattened his tongue and dragged it up, a shaky laugh when he tried to chase my hips and the restraints reminded him who he was tonight. I held the headboard with one hand and his hair with the other, guiding his face as I rode him in unhurried pulses until heat started to pool low and tight. The first orgasm was small and bright; I shivered and pressed down, letting it wash through me without breaking the rhythm. He hummed, pleased, and I felt it everywhere. I shifted, opened for him, and gave him more to taste. Another crest built—quick, insistent—and I let it tip, hips stuttering, voice rough on his name. Each climax only sharpened the edge of what was coming; each flick of his tongue ratcheted my anticipation higher while I finished the last of my makeup and let him lick my dripping pussy to a few more greedy, little peaks.

I moved around the room like a stagehand setting props. The toy chest opened with a soft click; I laid out a neat row on the dresser: the leather paddle that leaves a warm bloom, the suede flogger that thuds more than it stings, the slim cane we save for rare nights, a braided crop with a kiss of bite. I set a bottle of lube beside them, cotton pads, arnica, aftercare balm—the whole ritual visible. When I glanced back, Mike’s eyes were wide, throat working. Concern flickered there, but so did heat. He tested his cuffs again and looked at me like I was both temptation and storm shelter. The mix in his face made my own pulse pick up. We had built this together. Tonight I was driving.

Time slid toward seven. I showered quick and hot, then stood wrapped in a towel at the mirror and did the slow work with my makeup—concealer, a touch of glow, mascara precise enough to read as intention, not effort. Chris’s instructions had been simple: look your best; be mine. I chose the black dress that clings like a secret, the neckline low enough to tease while still leaving something for the imagination I planned to ruin later. Stockings. A whisper of perfume he once named from across a crowded room. I let my hair fall in soft waves and checked myself once more—shoulders back, mouth parted, eyes steady. He wanted poised and fuckable. I could do both.

Mike tried to speak. “Lucy, what is—”

“Quiet,” I said, not sharp for the sake of it, but with the edge that lands right in his spine. His mouth closed; his breath roughened. I rewarded him by climbing onto the bed, straddling his chest for a moment and letting him taste me—just enough to make my knees tremble and to remind him what his mouth is for—then slid off, leaving him slick-lipped and panting while I slipped on my heels.

At the desk, I opened the laptop and pulled up the playlist I’d built piece by piece over the last month. Titles he loved. Angles I knew would gut him, timed to escalate. The first scene queued at low volume, just a hint of breath and bass as the PornHub logo faded. I left the window half-hidden behind our calendar like a secret he’d discover exactly when I wanted him to. The videos weren’t the whole story; they were a fuse.

I crossed the room slowly, every step a little performance meant just for him. He watched me like a thirsty man watches a glass. I stopped by the bed and leaned down until my perfume hit him, until my cleavage framed his view the way I knew it would. “I want you to think about what I might be doing tonight,” I whispered, letting the words brush his mouth. “Think about who I might be doing.” His eyes flared. He swallowed. I could practically feel the jealousy and need knot together under his ribs. That was the point: not to hurt him, but to light him. To make space for what we’d chosen.

I straightened and let my fingers skim his chest, a light drag of nails that left him shivering. “Color?” I asked, because we don’t skip the basics, not even now.

“Green,” he said, voice rough.

“Good boy.” I kissed his forehead, then his lips—soft, brief, possessive—and stepped back. The playlist rolled into its first scene, a familiar moan drifting from the laptop. He turned his head toward the sound, confused, then back to me, and I saw the realization bloom. I gave my hips one extra sway as I walked to the door, feeling his stare track me the whole way.

Hand on the knob, I looked over my shoulder and let a slow smile curve. “Don’t wait up for me.”

The latch clicked. The door closed behind me, leaving him with his thoughts and the opening notes of the night I’d queued. As I headed down the stairs and out into the blue hour, my phone buzzed in my clutch—one word from Chris: on time. I couldn’t help the answering smile. Tonight would be a night none of us would forget.


Reality Hits

The bell rang as I hit the last stair and my stomach flipped, all the careful scaffolding of the day suddenly feeling very real. For months this had lived as a plan on paper, a pulse in my phone, a heat under my skin. Now it was a person on my doorstep. I smoothed my dress with damp palms, thought of Mike upstairs with the cuffs and the low soundtrack I’d left playing, and let the guilt prickle and pass. This was for us. This was the shape we chose.

I opened the door and there he was—calm, composed, exactly on the minute. The gray shirt fit close across his shoulders, band collar clean against his throat; dark slacks, polished shoes; the restrained simplicity that reads as authority without a word. His scent was subtle—cedar, the ghost of spice—and it hit me with the cool evening air. I felt the shift in me happen like a click. I dropped to my knees because I wanted to, bent forward, and let my lips brush the leather. A breath, a bow, a private vow on the threshold of my own house.

For a beat I almost asked him in. The need flashed—skip the niceties, tear the plan in half, let this night swallow us whole. But the part of me that had been learning him for weeks remembered the rule: his pacing or no scene at all. I looked up. He was already watching the war on my face with that small, patient smile that says he sees everything and is not moved by it. “Good,” he murmured, not as praise so much as acknowledgment. The single word steadied me more than a speech.

He offered his hand. I put mine in it and felt how easily he controlled speed with almost no pressure—a gentle draw that said stand, turn, come with me. He didn’t crowd; he didn’t rush. He stepped back so I could lock the door, waited while I did, then guided me down the path with the same quiet certainty he’d used on the phone a hundred times. The sky was sliding toward blue hour; somewhere a neighbor’s dog barked and a bicycle ticked past on the pavement. Ordinary sounds, an ordinary street, and me walking beside a man who made the world feel sharply outlined and simple.

At the curb the car door was already open. He touched the small of my back—light, directive—and I stepped in, knees together, dress smoothing under my palms. My heart was still pounding, but it was a clean rhythm now, purpose instead of panic. He closed the door with a soft click, came around, and slid into the driver’s seat. “Dinner first,” he said, eyes on the road as he started the engine. “My way.” I nodded, breath steadying, and let the night begin the way we’d agreed: under his hand, on his time.

He opened the door like a gentleman, the simple courtesy landing on my nerves like a spark. It had been ages since I’d been taken out in a way that felt this intentional—no kids’ menus, no half-finished conversations—just me in a dress, him making space for me to slide in. The leather was cool against the backs of my thighs as I settled, smoothing my skirt and feeling the quiet exposure of the move. For a heartbeat I watched the street through the windscreen—neighbors walking dogs, a porch light flicking on—ordinary life ticking past while mine tilted.

He came around to the driver’s side, glanced over, and that quick, wicked glint cut through me. “Are you wearing panties?” His voice was low enough that it felt private even with the window cracked.

“Yes, Sir,” I said, remembering the order: Mike’s favorite pair. Satin, pale and soft, a secret I was carrying for both men.

“Good.” He started the engine, then looked at me again—measured, particular. “But remember, Lucy: not ‘Master.’ Not yet. You earn that. Until I accept you, you call me Sir in private, and Chris in public.”

The rule slid into place like a click, neat and satisfying. My chest loosened around it; my pulse jumped. Boundaries as foreplay. “Yes, Sir.”

“Now,” he said, eyes steady on mine, “take off your panties and put them inside your pussy. I want to see how wet they are when we come back.” There was no question in it, only the clean edge of a rule. The door shut with a soft thud as he settled behind the wheel. I lifted my hips, slipped my fingers under the satin, and eased them down. Cool air brushed my bare skin; I felt myself throb at the exposure. I opened my knees for him, deliberate, letting him see the smooth, slick proof of what his voice did to me. My fingers found my clit—one slow, circling stroke that made my breath catch—and then I fed the crumpled satin between my folds, pushing until the fabric disappeared and the heat of it sat snug and indecent inside me.

He watched like a man taking inventory: quiet, intent, mouth set, eyes gone dark. “Good,” he said, a small smile touching the corner of his lips as I smoothed my dress back down and laced my fingers in my lap. The car slid into motion. Every bump of the road pressed the warm satin against me, and I swallowed a soft sound, staring straight ahead while the neighborhood gave way to the glow of town.

The restaurant was the kind of old-school Italian that lives by candlelight: brick walls, low chatter, a server who pulled out my chair like we’d rehearsed it. He chose a corner table that tucked us out of sight without feeling hidden. A bottle of red arrived, the first pour catching the light like garnet. We talked about nothing and everything—travel we hadn’t taken, a headline we’d both seen, the little errands that make up a life—while the undercurrent hummed. Every time I shifted, the panties pressed deeper, soaking in more of me; every time his gaze slid to my mouth and back to my eyes, my pulse kicked. He asked calm, ordinary questions and I answered like a woman on a date, legs crossed at the ankle, napkin in my lap, the secret of my wetness warming inside me. It felt outrageous and strangely peaceful at once: dinner and small talk wrapped around a rule I could feel with each breath, the ordinary threaded tight with the promise of what waited when he decided the evening was ready to turn.

As the plates were cleared and the last of the wine lingered in our glasses, the talk drifted the way it always does when the night is about to turn—less about errands and headlines, more about us. Chris leaned back, the candlelight throwing a soft edge along his jaw, and fixed me with that steady look I’d learned not to fill with my own noise.

“Lucy, I’ve enjoyed our time together these past two months. From the start I’ve been clear you need to fully consider the step you’re about to take. Are you still certain this is what you want?” His voice was calm, almost gentle, and somehow that made the weight of it land harder.

I let the silence stretch, felt the warm press of satin inside me with every breath, felt the truth of the last weeks coil low in my belly. I thought about Mike upstairs, the cuffs, the playlist, the way his eyes had gone dark when I told him not to touch. I thought about the slow burn that never seemed to leave my skin now, the way Chris’s rules had turned want into something clean and sharp. Fear flickered—not of him, but of the bigness of what we were doing—and then it passed like a wave rolling under me.

“I’ve gone over it again and again,” I said, and heard how steady I sounded. “This is what I want. It’s what I need. And it’s what Mike wants, too—even if he doesn’t have all the words for it yet.”

He watched my face while I spoke, not just my mouth but the little tells—breath, shoulders, hands—and when I finished I saw the quiet approval in his eyes. “I was hoping you would say that,” he said, a small, satisfied smile touching his lips. Then he leaned in, voice tightening by a shade. “Before we head back to the house, there are a few things I need to make sure of.”

“Of course,” I said, leaning in so the dress fell open a fraction more. The move wasn’t an accident; I wanted him to see what he owned tonight. Heat pulsed low where the satin sat inside me—warm, soaked, a small, constant reminder that I was already following orders.

His eyes dipped to my chest, then returned to hold mine. “First,” he said, voice quiet and unarguable, “understand that I use what I own. Pain will range. I take pleasure in punishing hot little sluts like you, and I will push. Not carelessly—deliberately. I want to find out where the edge actually is, not where you think it might be. You have safewords for a reason. There’s no shame in using them. I may take you there on purpose so I can learn your real limits.”

A shiver rippled through me. The words were both promise and warning; my breath snagged and I nodded, feeling the wet heat against the satin deepen.

“You will be trained to take me—mouth, pussy, ass,” he went on, tone steady. “That means preparation. Stretching. Lube. Practice. When I say open, you open. When I say breathe, you breathe. I expect your body ready when I want it ready.” He held my gaze until I swallowed. “And hear this clearly: I will not interfere with your marriage. But I will take control of your sex life. That rule holds whether or not Mike participates. If he chooses out, there will still be rules that affect him—frequency, permissions, denial, observation. I decide how, when, and if you have sex. Do you understand?”

My heart raced as his words sank in, the weight of his dominance settling over me like a warm, undeniable cloak. The thought of handing him not just my body but the keys to my entire sexual life was terrifying in the way cliffs are terrifying—beautiful, absolute, calling you forward. It felt like order after months of heat: a structure I could step into and stop second-guessing, a place to put my hunger where it would be held and used.

“Yes, Sir,” I whispered, breath catching. “I understand.”

The certainty surprised me even as I heard it. It didn’t feel borrowed or performed; it felt like something I’d been circling for years and had finally named. I kept my eyes on his, steady and open, letting him see exactly what he was taking. “I want to serve you,” I said, pulse thudding in my throat. “I want you to train me. I want you to own this body.” The words slid out smooth and true, and heat rolled through me so hard my thighs trembled under the table. I could feel the soaked satin tucked inside me, the steady press of it with every breath, and it took everything I had not to slip a hand down and touch.

Chris’s smile eased the tightness in my chest—open, almost friendly—but there was iron underneath it. He didn’t fidget; he never did. That stillness read as command. “I have a history of playing with sub/sub and switch/sub couples,” he began, tone measured, teacher-calm. “I enjoy the dynamic between husband and wife a great deal. You know from our talks these last two months I’m as drawn to the cerebral side of power exchange as the physical.” He let the candlelight and the words do the work, not raising his voice, just setting the frame. “There will be sessions where I want to see you handle your husband a particular way—deny him, correct him, or punish him while I watch. Those scenes breathe when the energy between the wife and the cuck is honest and hot. Can you do that?”

I felt myself lean toward him before I meant to, offering him a better line of sight down the dress, heat prickling across my chest. “Yes, Sir,” I said without hesitation. “Mike and I have role-played parts of that. I can do it for you. It excites me to do it for you. When I top Mike, I need direction—structure, language, where to look, what to make him say. If it pleases you, I want to do it well. I want to serve you, Sir.”

“This won’t feel like cozy bedroom play,” he warned, eyes narrowing a fraction as he read every twitch of my face. “Curated. Observed. I’ll be present and directing. You won’t perform for an audience; you’ll obey for me. There’s a difference.” He tapped once on the linen with a fingertip—barely a sound, but I felt it like a bell. “When I tell you to put him on his knees, you’ll do it calmly. When I tell you to take him to the edge and hold him there, you’ll count his breaths and hold him. If I order you to spank, you’ll check color, you’ll watch his eyes, you’ll land the marks I ask for and stop when I say. You’ll thank me if I correct you. Can you keep your head and follow exactly?”

“Yes, Sir.” The words came steady. Under the table my thighs trembled against the warm press of satin hidden inside me, every shift reminding me who set the rules.

He nodded once. “Protocols matter. Titles: Sir in private, Chris in public, no ‘Master’ until I accept you. Tone: respectful, not simpering. Posture: shoulders back, chin down when corrected, eyes on me when I’m speaking, on him when I tell you to let him feel seen. Aftercare is not optional; you debrief truthfully, even if you think I won’t like the answer.” His gaze softened by a hair, which somehow made the promise sharper. “I want what lights both of you. But I won’t let either of you free-fall.”

“I understand,” I said, and I did; the structure cooled my nerves like a hand on the back of my neck.

“Good.” He sat back, letting the restaurant’s low murmur fold around us—the clink of glassware, the thread of a laugh from the bar—ordinary life skimming the surface of something not ordinary at all. “There will also be times I direct the two of you together. You may speak to him sweetly while you deny him. You may mock him lightly if I instruct it, but you do not humiliate him for sport. You keep him safe while you follow my order. You will both wear denial when I say. You will both be fed when I say.” He watched the way my breath hitched, clocked it, and moved on. “Can you hold that much power and still be soft with him when I require it?”

“Yes, Sir,” I said again, feeling the truth of it settle. “Especially if you tell me exactly how.”

A corner of his mouth ticked. “I will.” He reached out and brushed the pad of his thumb over the edge of my water glass, leaving the faintest crescent of moisture on the rim, like a signature. Then his eyes came back to mine, all warmth gone to clean intent. “Lastly, did you follow my instructions for the last week?”

“Yes, Sir,” I said, pulse steadying as I laid it out plainly. “I teased Mike every night and didn’t let him cum, just like you ordered. He’s tied to the bed now, watching the cuckold playlist. I’ve laid out the floggers and toys. And I prepared my body exactly how you told me to.”

Something sharpened in his smile—pleasure at a plan followed. “Are you ready to go home?”

The words landed like an echo of my own want. I let a slow, unmistakable smile answer for me and nodded.

He didn’t drag it out. A few bills on the table, a courteous pull of my chair, his palm at the small of my back steering me through the dim restaurant and out into the cool night. By the time we reached the car the air between us felt thick enough to touch. He opened the door; I slid in, smoothing my dress, the warm press of satin inside me reminding me who I belonged to tonight. He rounded the hood, got in, and the engine turned over with a quiet purr.

“Put those lips around my cockhead, slut,” he said, calm as a verdict. “Do a good job. I’m thinking about tonight’s initiation. You don’t want me irritated.”

Heat shot through me. I shifted in the passenger seat, turned on my knees, and settled the way he likes—spine arched, skirt rucked high, one hand braced on the seatback for balance. I unzipped him and freed him, the first heavy, hot weight of him filling my palm. He was big—thick enough that my fingers didn’t meet when I wrapped around the shaft—and the sight still knocked my breath for half a beat before hunger took over.

I started reverent and unhurried. Kisses at the base, tongue tasting the warm, clean scent of his skin; a slow, deliberate lick up the underside to the crown. He thickened in my hand as I worked, the pulse running steady under my tongue. I eased his trousers lower, unbuttoned, and carefully freed his balls. Smooth and shaved, warm against my palm, they sat heavy and perfect in my hand. I cupped them while I stroked him with the other, then lowered my mouth, took one into the heat of my lips, rolled it gently with my tongue, and moaned when his cock twitched again in approval.

I worked hard, determined to impress him. I’d been practicing for weeks—alone in our shower with a fat silicone dildo, jaw aching as I learned how to relax my throat, how to breathe through my nose and let the gag-reflex ebb instead of fighting it. The work showed now. I could take him deeper than I had the first time; my lips stretched tight and glossy around his girth, my cheeks hollowing as I sealed my mouth and fed inch after heavy inch past my tongue. Saliva slicked my fist and smeared my chin; the car smelled like leather and sex and him, and pride thrummed through me at how easily my body remembered what I’d trained it to do.

“Roll your tongue around my cockhead, slut,” Chris ordered, voice rough with arousal. I obeyed immediately—slow circles under the ridge, then a tighter swirl while my hand stroked the base in steady counterpoint. My nipples had gone rock hard; each time I shifted for leverage, they dragged across the center console, rasping through the thin padding of my push-up bra. I pressed my chest down to trap them there and used the sharp bite of plastic like clamps, pinning myself while I sank lower. The pain came braided with pleasure; it snapped up my spine and made my mouth greedy. I moaned around him and pushed until the broad head nudged the soft back of my throat. I froze, breathed, let the reflex flutter and pass, then took him deeper—eyes watering, jaw wide, his cock pulsing thick and heavy on my tongue.

“I can’t wait to fuck your face, slut,” he said, not raising his voice, not needing to. “Your training begins tonight.” The promise landed like a hand at the back of my neck. I squeezed the base, bobbed in controlled strokes, then came off with a wet pop to catch a breath and slick him with spit before sealing my lips again. My free hand cradled his balls and rolled them gently, feeling the weight and heat while I nursed the head and teased the slit with the tip of my tongue, exactly the way I’d practiced until my jaw shook.

And then, suddenly, we were home. The curb rose in the headlights; the car eased to a stop. A small, uncharitable part of me resented the interruption, and a larger part burned to get upstairs to the main event. I wiped my mouth with the back of my wrist, heart hammering, and scrambled out before he could circle to my door. Keys, clutch, breath. I hurried to the front entrance and got us inside as quickly as possible. From upstairs, the sound of cuckold porn unfurled down the stairwell—breath and bass and familiar lines—playing loudly just as I’d planned. I had left the volume high to ensure Mike wouldn’t hear us come in.

At the foot of the stairs he halted me, one hand gathering my wrists and folding them behind my back in a firm, effortless grip. With the other he cupped my left breast and pinched my nipple, slow and precise—pressure building until the burn tipped into that hot, dizzy place where pain becomes permission. I gasped, toes flexing inside my heels, the staircase looming like a finish line I wasn’t allowed to cross yet.

“Clothes off,” he said, voice thick with authority. “Heels stay on. The panties stay inside you until I say otherwise. Finish tying him exactly as instructed.” His eyes flicked to my mouth. “And you’ll take my cock again before you go up. I want you smelling like your Sir’s cock when you walk into that room.”

I nodded, breath tight. “Color?” he asked, a quiet, businesslike check that steadied me.

“Green,” I managed, and the pinch eased—just enough to make me ache for the return of it.

I peeled the little black dress down my body; the fabric sighed over my hips and pooled at my feet. The push-up bra followed, straps sliding off my shoulders, nipples already peaked from his attention. He had himself out, heavy and waiting, and I sank into a squat on the hallway runner, the cool air licking over my bare skin. I wrapped my hand around him, felt that familiar weight, and opened my mouth.

I worked him the way I knew he liked—lip seal tight and glossy, tongue circling the crown, then flattening to stroke the underside while my fist set a steady rhythm at the base. The satin tucked inside me pulsed with each movement, slick warmth pressed deep as I took him farther. His taste hit my tongue, salt and clean skin; pre-cum beaded and I chased it greedily, nursing the head, then pushing down until my throat fluttered. He didn’t need to guide me. His free hand rested at the back of my neck like a brand, the barest increase of pressure telling me when to slow, when to take more, when to hold.

“Enough,” he said at last, the word landing like a tap on the back of my head. I couldn’t help the small sound that escaped when I let him slip from my mouth. He stepped back and pointed up the stairs.

Reluctant, turned on, obedient, I rose and started up, giving him the view he wanted—heels clicking, back arched, dress abandoned, my ass and the wet, parted shine of my pussy unhidden as I climbed. From above, the soundtrack I’d left playing throbbed through the house—moans and bass masking our return, just as planned. My pulse thundered. Each step tightened the coil in my belly, the satin a hot, indecent reminder of who I belonged to tonight. At the landing I paused, drew one steadying breath, and pushed the bedroom door open, ready for whatever waited on the other side.


Frozen On The Spot

He saw me and froze, eyes going huge, like he couldn’t decide whether to swallow or breathe. The look on his face was almost funny if it hadn’t been so hot—surprise and hunger tangled together, helplessness blooming into want. His cock stood hard against his stomach, glossy with long strings of precum that had slicked a path up his belly in my absence. The cuffs creaked softly when he shifted, testing them the way he always does even when he wants to be held.

On the TV, a blonde was riding a huge Black cock, voice sharpened to a sneer as she taunted the husband off-camera. It was one of the harsher scenes from his list—calibrated to needle and inflame—and the rhythm of it filled the room in waves. I crossed to the dresser, tapped the mute, and let the sudden quiet ring. The image kept moving in clean, obscene silence: her hands on the man’s chest, her mouth shaping insults the room no longer had to hear.

I walked toward the bed, heels soft on the rug, perfume and shower-warm skin cutting through the faint smell of latex and arousal. His eyes tracked me like a thirsty man watching water. I could feel the heat rolling off him, that thin line of sweat at his temple, the way his chest rose a little too fast. He started to speak—“Where have you bee—” —and I pressed a finger to his lips, close enough for him to taste my lipstick, close enough to see my pupils blown in the lamplight.

“Not yet, sweetie,” I murmured, voice low and certain. “I need you to listen to me.” His lips stilled under my fingertip. I let my hand slide to his jaw and felt the tight quiver there, the little tell that gives him away when he’s fighting to behave. I leaned in so he could smell me—leather from my heels, warm skin, the faint clean musk of my last mouthful of Chris—and watched his throat work as he swallowed it all.

“Are you excited?” I asked, though there was no mystery in it; his cock answered for him, twitching, a fresh bead pearling at the tip and rolling slow across his skin. He nodded, eager, eyes wide and bright.

“I can’t believe how horny I am, Mike. I want you to follow my lead, okay? Trust me.” I didn’t wait for the answer—I crashed my mouth to his, tongue pushing past his lips, kissing him hard enough to make the cuffs creak. The taste of Chris was still on my tongue—salt, heat, the metallic tang of want—and I felt the jolt run through him when he realized it. He tried to pull back; I chased him, deepening it, feeding him the proof of where I’d been until the shock melted into a ragged, needy sound.

“Yes,” I breathed against his mouth, nipping his lower lip. “I know I taste like cock. I’ve been a little whore tonight. I can’t help it—I adore sucking his huge cock.” His eyes flared—jealousy and arousal knotting tight—exactly where I needed him.

I swung a leg over and settled on his belly, the heat of his skin burning through me. I lowered my breasts to his face, and he opened for me like a starving man—licking, sucking, the wet drag of his tongue sending sparks straight to my core. While he mouthed at me, I reached up and unbuckled the wrist cuffs, kissing his forehead like a reward, then brought his hands down and bound them together neatly at his belly with the spare strap. He tried to lift them instinctively; the strap stopped him short.

“Hands off, slut,” I said, voice sharp and sure. “You don’t touch unless I tell you.” His breath stuttered; his cock kicked hard against his stomach.

I turned slowly, pivoting on his torso until I faced the foot of the bed—reverse cowgirl—my dress long gone, my heels still on, my body open to him. I let my knees inch apart and gave him the view on purpose: my pussy slick and swollen, lips parted, a shameless shine catching the lamplight. His bound hands twitched at his belly. I took my time freeing his ankles from the bed one by one, the buckles clicking like little clocks in the quiet room, then I planted my feet wide on either side of his head and rolled my hips in a slow, taunting figure eight. I could feel his stare like fingers—curious, desperate, reverent.

“Look,” I told him, glancing back over my shoulder. “This is yours to look at, not to touch.” I eased backward, hovering just above his mouth, the heat of his breath ghosting over me and making my thighs tremble. I held there for a heartbeat—one last tease—then sank down onto him, settling my weight with a soft, filthy sigh as his lips opened.

Mike started licking like he’d been waiting all night for permission—eager, thorough—his tongue finding the slick groove and working it in long, hungry strokes as shivers shot up my spine.

“Good little slut,” I purred, rolling my hips and grinding down onto his mouth. “Taste it. Does my pussy taste like a real man’s cock? Mmm?” He mumbled something eager and muffled into me, tongue pushing deeper, buying the scene because he wanted it—because we both did. His hands flexed uselessly against the strap at his belly; his cock twitched against his stomach, leaking steadily while he licked like he could drink the proof straight out of me.

“I had to go out and find a real man, bitch,” I growled, pressing harder so his nose bumped my clit and made me gasp. “I needed a cock that fills me, not your little toy.” He answered by working even hungrier—broad, wet strokes, then tight, searching flicks, as if he could reach the soaked satin still tucked inside me and pull the story free with his tongue. The mix of shame and arousal pouring off him was heady; he was so clearly into it that the cruelty landed as permission, not harm.

I let him have me deep for a few breaths—shuddering when he hit the spot—then lifted just out of reach. He chased, neck straining, a frustrated sound caught in his throat. I stayed hovering, thighs trembling, and watched him pant for it.

“But I should tell you, cuckyboy,” I said, letting the mock sympathy drip, “I haven’t been fucked tonight. I sucked his huge cock, and God, my cunt aches for it, but I haven’t brought you a well-fucked pussy. I want to make you eat my cum-filled cunt, slut. But my pussy hasn’t been filled with a real man’s cum.”

“Not yet,” Chris said from the doorway, voice flat and commanding, and the sound of it went through me like a current. I looked up and gave him a slow, knowing smile that made my own knees feel weak, then sank back down onto Mike’s mouth before he could form a word. He hesitated—one startled beat—then his tongue found my clit again, cautious at first, then surer as I rolled my hips and set the pace I wanted. The lick landed just right and my whole body shivered; the little spike of pleasure rippled out, quick and bright, stealing my breath.

I kept my eyes on Chris while I used my husband’s mouth, letting him watch the way I guided Mike with small movements of my hips, the way I pressed and lifted and pressed again until the rhythm settled. The room smelled like sex and warm skin; the muted porn flickered across the silent TV, all image and no sound, while the only real noise was my breathing and the soft, hungry slur of Mike’s tongue. He worked in slow, steady strokes, the kind of service that says he knows his job: please and obey.

Chris crooked a finger and I went to him at once, heat pooling low at the simple gesture. I knelt at his side, angling myself so I could still see the bed, still see Mike’s damp chin and blown pupils. Chris slipped a finger between my lips and I took it eagerly, sucking with the same focus I’d give his cock—tongue firm, cheeks hollowed, eyes up. His other hand settled lightly on the back of my head, not pushing, just claiming.

“Your wife came to me months ago with an interesting story… and an intriguing offer,” he said, voice smooth as leather pulled tight. I let my palm slide over his thigh, tracing the seam, inching toward the warm weight I could see pressed against his zipper. “She told me she wasn’t being met where she needed.” I nodded, eyes on his face as my fingers found the shape of him through the fabric and stroked, slow and careful, feeling him thicken under my hand.

“But you know about that, don’t you, Mike?” Chris went on, tone sharpening just enough to cut. On the bed, Mike nodded—small, jerky—his gaze glued to mine while I mouthed at Chris’s fingertip and rubbed along the line of his cock like I was polishing something precious. The strap holding Mike’s wrists rose and fell with his breath; his chest shone faintly in the lamplight.

“Why did she come to me?” Chris asked, the softness gone now. He withdrew his finger from my mouth and let it hover, poised, his eyes never leaving Mike. “I want you to say it!”

“She wanted a dominant man,” Mike said, voice quiet, threaded with defeat and something like relief. Even so, his cock told the truth—straining up, shiny with fresh precum, betraying how hard the words hit him. Chris chuckled, low and knowing, and tipped his chin toward the chair by his knee. Mike understood at once, shuffling over and lowering himself until he was a foot from where I knelt. Our eyes locked as he sat; I could see him trying to breathe evenly, failing.

“Oh, she wanted a dominant man, all right,” Chris said, amusement warm and edged. “But she wanted more than that, Mike.” I kept my gaze on my husband while my fingers went to Chris’s zipper—slow, deliberate. The teeth parted with a soft rasp. Heat rolled through me as I eased his cock free, heavy and hot in my palm. I felt the shiver move through Mike when he saw the size of it in my hand, and I let the power and the surrender meet in my chest like two palms pressing together.

I leaned in and sealed my mouth around the crown, still watching Mike. The taste hit first—salt, clean skin—then the weight of him as I fed more in, cheeks hollowing. My lashes fluttered; my eyes rolled and then slid closed, giving myself to the rhythm I’d practiced, to the slick, obscene music of breath and tongue and the wet glide of my fist at the base. When I opened my eyes again, I gave them back to Mike—letting him see every inch I took, the way my throat worked, the way my lips stretched, the string of spit that clung and fell to my fist before I caught it and stroked him tighter. His hands flexed uselessly against the strap at his belly; a helpless sound bled out of him.

“Your wife came to me because I have experience with certain kinks and activities,” Chris said, voice steady, lecturing in the way that somehow made everything filthier. I nursed the head, tongue circling under the ridge the way he likes, then dipped deeper until the pressure made my eyes water. I let a satisfied little moan vibrate around him and felt his approving twitch on my tongue.

“Tonight,” he went on, gaze never leaving Mike’s, “she presents herself to me as a slave. She will beg me to become her Master. She will offer herself to me completely.”

I let his cock slip from my mouth with a wet fall, holding it in my hand so Mike could really see it—how thick, how heavy—so the reality of what was happening could land in him the way it had landed in me. I stroked slowly, thumb circling the slick crown, and kept my eyes on my husband, letting everything I felt travel across the space between us: hunger, surrender, the certainty that I wanted this and wanted him to witness it. His face was a storm—confusion, jealousy, need—flashing one over the other while his cock strained up, telling the truer story.

“At the end of this evening,” Chris said, voice calm as a verdict, “she will be my slave. But what Lucy hopes for, Mike, is that you will join her.”

I mouthed yes to him, small and deliberate, pleading without fear. Please see it. Please come with me. I watched the conflict tighten his jaw, then watched the spark beneath it flare—the same flicker that lives in me when the right door opens. I nodded, a quiet assent, and kept my hand moving on Chris like punctuation.

“I have experience with submissive couples,” Chris went on, tone even, unhurried. “I have experience with cuckold couples. This is the journey your wife wants to take with you, if you agree to come with her. But your decision is independent of hers.” He let that hang, eyes never leaving Mike’s. “Whatever you decide, she will continue to be my slave. There will be changes for you even if your answer to me is no.”

Chris let the silence sit, heavy and electric, before his hand threaded into my hair and gently turned my face back to him. I understood. I kissed the thick length like it was an oath, slow and reverent, tasting salt and heat as my tongue circled the slick, pulsing crown. Each deliberate lick felt like a signature under everything we’d just said aloud.

“You have a week to decide,” he said, voice calm with that undercurrent that brooks no argument. “Tonight you call me Sir. If I decide you have what it takes, if I decide you’re worthy, you will be allowed to address me as Master. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Sir,” Mike answered, steady but weighted, the truth of it vibrating in the room.

“Good.” Chris didn’t look away. “If you stay with us tonight, you follow my orders, Mike. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Sir,” came back instantly, almost eager.

“Good. I want silence from you now. Go to the garage and bring me a roll of duct tape.” Mike stood at once—bare, flushed, hard—and hurried out, the soft thud of his footsteps fading down the hall.

Chris’s attention came back to me like a hand closing. His eyes were intent, unreadable. “Collar. Harness. Cuffs,” he said, each word its own command. “Put them on, slut.”

I moved fast, eager to obey, my hands shaking with that bright mix of nerves and arousal. Buckle, D-ring, strap—collar snug at my throat, harness cinched, cuffs clicked home at wrists and ankles. Every pass of leather over skin made me think of his cock; I kept stealing glances at it, heavy and obscene and exactly what I’d been imagining for months. Just as I tightened the last ankle cuff, Mike came back with the duct tape, eyes caught between anticipation and unease.

Chris steered me to the bed and sat me so I faced Mike. “Kneel,” he told him, and Mike folded down until his face hovered inches from my knee, close enough to feel the heat coming off me. Chris spread my legs with an unhurried firmness, baring me to my husband’s stare, the room’s lamplight catching the slick shine between my thighs. “I want complete honesty from you, slave,” he said, low and unmistakable.

“Yes, Sir,” I answered—wanting to say Master, tasting the word and swallowing it—and saw the quick pinch of hurt cross Mike’s face. It didn’t summon guilt. If anything, it poured gasoline on the fire. The vulnerability, the controlled humiliation, the fact that we were finally doing the thing we’d talked about in breathless whispers—it all sent a fresh wave of heat through me. And underneath his conflict, I could see it in him too: the raw spark of excitement that matched my own, even if he struggled to admit it.

“Are you excited, Lucy?” Chris asked. His voice was even, but there was a current under it that made my skin prickle, like the air just before a storm.

“Yes, Sir,” I answered too quickly, breath catching. I flicked a glance at Mike—kneeling, bound hands tight against his belly, eyes blown wide—then forced myself back to Chris’s face because that was where the gravity lived. Heat pooled low and urgent; almost without thinking my fingers slid between my thighs and found the swollen nub, a slow rub that made my hips tip forward and my mouth fall open on a soft sound.

“Here,” he said, the single word laying claim to the room, “in front of your husband… are you asking me to make you my slave?” The question hung heavy, bright with consequence. He parted my knees further with a calm pressure of his hand and let the silence teach me how big this was.

“Yes, Sir—please,” I begged, the word scraping out of me like a confession. “I want to be your slave. I want you to train me, use me—teach me how to be exactly what you want. I’ll do anything for you, Sir. Anything.” The plea felt like falling and landing at once. I could feel Mike watching, could feel the old life and this new one touching edges in the space between our eyes, and the collision of shame and relief made me shake.

Chris’s gaze didn’t waver. “Hands off,” he murmured, and I froze, fingers stilling an inch from my clit. “Good. You don’t take. You receive.” He stepped closer, thumb sliding along my lower lip, then pressing lightly until I opened for him. “Color?”

“Green,” I whispered, voice trembling with need and certainty.

He nodded, satisfied, and shifted just enough that Mike sat squarely in my line of sight. “Listen carefully. I will be hard on you tonight, pet,” he said, tone cooling until it rang like metal. “I will teach you to fear me just enough to keep your mind sharp. You will respect me. You will lust for me. And your husband will understand—without doubt—that your body is no longer his to enjoy, or even yours to give away.” His palm closed around the front of my throat—not choking, just holding, reminding. “It belongs to me!”

A shiver raced down my spine at his words, heat blooming low and fast. “I want you to train me, Ma—” I caught myself, breath hitching, “Sir.” My hips moved before my mind did, a slow, helpless undulation that made the slick seam of my pussy glisten in the lamplight. I arched a little, offering, needy without shame, showing him exactly how badly my body begged to be used. Out of the corner of my eye I caught Mike watching—rapt, wrecked—his mouth parted, his bound hands tight against his belly as if holding himself together while I put myself apart.

Chris didn’t break eye contact. “Tell me, slut,” he said, voice a velvet dare. “Do you want me to fuck you, or would you prefer your husband do it?” The curve of his mouth was wicked, and I recognized the move—roles, staked and reinforced. Even knowing the game, the question landed like a slap of cold water. I turned my head toward Mike, felt the flicker of surprise, and let it melt into a slow, mean little smirk.

“Sir,” I purred, drawing the word out, “this body is for a real man with a huge cock. I want you to fuck me—not a little cucky-boy like my husband.” The line hit its mark. Mike’s eyes dropped to the floor; his shoulders softened into the submissive float that always takes him when the talk turns sharp. I knew the humiliation was a key for him, not a wound. Watching it open him still made my pulse thrum. “My pussy is so wet for you, Sir,” I breathed, rolling my hips again so the wet shine caught his eye and then Chris’s, pushing the shame just a shade deeper because that’s where it throbs.

Chris shifted his attention to Mike, amusement darkening his tone. “Mike, take a close look at your wife’s pussy.” When he hesitated—just a blink of uncertainty—Chris’s hand landed at the back of his head and guided him forward, decisive but measured, until the heat of my sex hovered a breath from his lips. I kept my knees wide and gave a slow, taunting sway, brushing my wetness over the bridge of his nose, then the swell of his upper lip. His inhale shivered against me.

“You see what the thought of my cock has done to your wife?” Chris asked, voice low and merciless as silk. “Do you see how wet she is for me?”

“Yes, Sir,” Mike mumbled, the words muffled against me and barely there.

“What?!” Chris snapped, the sharp crack of his voice startling both of us. “When I ask you a question, I expect to hear an answer.”

“Yes, Sir!” Mike blurted, louder now, voice shaking with effort. “My wife wants you badly.”

“And what exactly does she want, cucky-boy?” Chris pressed, disdain curling through every syllable.

“She wants you to train her as your slave,” Mike said, breath hitching. “She wants you to punish her, and she wants you to fuck her wet pussy, Sir.”

Chris’s mouth curved into a predatory smile. “When I picked her up tonight, I told your wife to think about how I was going to use her. She has been thinking about a real man’s cock inside her. She’s been thinking about being whipped, punished, and used.” He reached for the duct tape, tore off a six-inch strip with a ruthless rip that sounded loud in the quiet room, and held it ready in his left hand. With his right he slipped between my thighs; my muscles fluttered around his fingers as they slid into me, easy and obscene. I watched Mike watch him, eyes wide while Chris curled his fingertips and drew them slowly back. Warm satin dragged along my inner lips as he eased it free, and then, inch by inch, he pulled out Mike’s favorite pair of satin thong panties, now drenched with my arousal.

“Open your mouth, cucky-boy,” Chris said, voice gone cool as steel. “You’ll keep quiet—and you’ll taste exactly how a real man excites your wife.” Mike knelt by the bed and looked up, fear and want braided together on his face, already knowing what came next. Chris gave him one clean out: “Or you can leave now and make your choice without seeing any of this.”

He hesitated—one heartbeat, two—and then the need to witness won. He opened wide.

Chris pressed the warm, sodden satin to Mike’s tongue and fed it in, knuckle by knuckle, until the panties disappeared. The tape tore from the roll with a harsh rip that made me jump; he sealed Mike’s lips in a smooth, efficient strip and tested the gag with a thumb. Satisfied, he pointed to the chair by the wall. “To be crystal clear,” he said, the words flat with authority, “you may sit there and watch, or you may leave. If you interrupt me while I’m playing with your wife, you will be removed. Do you understand?”

Mike nodded, eyes glossy, chest tight with quick breaths. He shuffled to the chair and sat, hands bound at his belly, cock still hard and glistening, the damp bulge in his mouth a visible pulse of the story we were writing onto his tongue.

Chris didn’t wait for permission or reaction. His hand closed on the front ring of my collar and drew me to my feet like I weighed nothing. The tug sent a lightning-bolt quiver through me; I rose onto my toes and into him. His mouth met mine—no preamble, no question—just a claiming kiss that stole my breath and set my nerves on fire. His palm bracketed my jaw, angling my face where he wanted it; the other hand covered my breast and tested its shape through the harness before pinching my nipple hard enough to make me gasp into his mouth. He didn’t pull back. He swallowed the sound like tribute, then pinched again, slower, crueler, until pain blurred into the hot, dizzy throb I crave.

Leather creaked. The collar pulled. My heels slid on the rug as he walked me backward a step and then another, never breaking the kiss, owning the pace, mapping my body with possessive, practiced touches—thumb passing over the slick seam between my thighs, fingers spreading me and finding me open and soaked, the heel of his hand grinding just enough to make my knees soften. I clung to his forearms, not to resist but to balance, letting him steer me in the simple, ruthless language he speaks with his hands.

Across the room, Mike’s breath hitched behind the tape. I didn’t look away from Chris to check on him; that was the point. The scene narrowed to the taste of my Sir’s mouth, the bite of his fingers, the clean inevitability of finally stepping all the way into what we’d built. It hit me in a rush—weeks of rules and denial, the drive, the dinner, the panties, every careful line we’d drawn—collapsing into this single, unstoppable moment.

This was happening. At last. And I was ready—more than ready.


A Simple Command

Chris pulled his lips away from mine, breath warm against my cheek, and the firm pressure of his cock—thick, insistent—pressed against my belly through the fabric, sending an electric jolt up my spine. My hand moved without asking permission from my brain, sliding down to cup the heat of him, stroking along the length I could feel straining under his clothes. He was hard in that unignorable way, the kind of weight that makes your thighs go soft.

“Up. Undress me, slut,” he said—no louder than before, but all the softness gone. I rose onto my toes at the tug on my collar ring and set to work, fingers clumsy for an instant and then finding the rhythm as muscle memory took over. Top button, then the next; the crisp fabric parted to reveal warm skin and a slow rise and fall I wanted to lick. I slipped the shirt from his shoulders, careful with the seams, and folded it in half without breaking eye contact. He watched the care I took as if it told him something he needed to know.

He turned his head toward Mike with a small, cutting smirk. “You can hang my clothes while your wife takes care of me. Next time, I might have you wash and iron them.”

Mike flinched like the words were a hand on his neck, then scrambled up at once, tape-gag bulging his lips, eyes wide and eager to please. He stepped close enough that I could hand him the shirt; our fingers brushed, and I felt the tremor running through him. Chris’s palm covered my nape and pressed—grounding, possessive—while I moved on.

When he was naked he stretched out against the pillows, propped so he could watch every inch of me. “Come here, slut,” he said, voice unhurried and absolute. “You know how much I like oral servitude. Extend it to me now.” His gaze flicked to Mike—pointed, cool—before coming back to mine. “I want your lips on my cock right now. Keep your ass up. I want your husband to see your cunt leaking down your legs.”

I moved without thinking, climbing onto the mattress on my knees, spine arched, heels still on, presenting exactly the way he’d asked. One hand steadied me on his thigh; the other ghosted along the thick length just above his balls. I kissed there first—slow, reverent kisses that mapped the heat of him—then drew my tongue in a long, wet stripe up the underside. Each time his shaft pulsed under my mouth I tightened my fingers for a heartbeat, a little ring of pressure that made him throb harder before I eased and stroked again.

Behind me I felt Mike’s stare like sunlight on skin—hot, unblinking—as slick warmth crept down the inside of my thighs. I spread my knees wider and lifted higher for him on purpose, letting gravity do its filthy work while I serviced the man who owned the room. I circled the base with my fist, kept the grip snug and steady, and laid tiny licks along the big vein until his cock swelled heavy and proud in my hand. Pre-cum gathered glossy at the crown; the sight made my mouth water.

I couldn’t hold off any longer. I kissed my way up until my lips met the ridge, then sealed my mouth over the head and rolled my tongue around it in slow, savoring spirals. Salt and heat bloomed on my tongue. I hollowed my cheeks, fed him deeper by degrees, and let a soft, helpless sound slip out when he pushed back against my palate and throbbed. I kept the rhythm patient and greedy—hand tight at the base, mouth worshiping the crown, tongue teasing the slit between deeper slides—until I felt him pulse hard again and my own hips gave a needy shiver. I moaned around him, shameless, craving nothing more than for him to release into my eager, greedy little mouth.

He was shaved smooth again—cock and balls like warm satin under my tongue—an intimacy that made every inch feel exposed and deliberate. I lowered my face slowly, letting the thick length slide over my lips, across my tongue, and press into the soft back of my throat. The fullness built and built until my eyes watered; I paused there, breathing through my nose, letting my throat relax around him while the tip nudged deep and pulsed. My tongue reached for him even then, teasing the tender weight of his balls as I held the stretch, giving attention to both ends at once. When I finally drew back, it was unhurried, my lips dragging over the sensitive rim, saliva stringing between us. We weren’t racing. He’d waited months for this room, this bed, this angle. He wasn’t going to rush it—and I didn’t want him to.

I set a rhythm and chased depth the way I’d practiced: down until the reflex fluttered, up to breathe and savor, down again a fraction farther. Each successful inch felt like a earned nod; each bob came with a quiet, grateful moan that I didn’t bother to hide. I wanted to be good for him—obedient, thorough, greedy. Spit slicked my fist and made a shine along his shaft as I stroked in counterpoint to my mouth. I peeled off to suck one ball gently, rolling it on my tongue, tasting clean skin and heat while my palm kept him hard and steady for me. The sound that left his chest was rough and real, and the bolt of pleasure that shot from my clit to my nipples made my back arch and my heels bite into the mattress.

Bolder, I tightened my grip low at the base and worked him with intent—long, hungry pulls—while my tongue traced a lazy path back down to his balls. I lapped slowly, then flattened my tongue and massaged the delicate skin beneath, letting each stroke linger just long enough to make him breathe harder. His cock twitched in my fist; pre-cum pearled and slicked my knuckles. I angled his thigh wider with my shoulder, grateful for the space, and let my tongue wander farther, teasing the sensitive seam below and then lower still, a slow, circling sweep that mapped nerve-dense skin with careful pressure. The shiver that rolled through him felt like permission. I teased again—firmer this time, unrelenting, a deliberate stroke that said I knew exactly what I was doing and exactly how he liked to be worshipped.

He made a deeper sound for me then, something between a moan and a warning, and shifted his leg to give me perfect access. I took the invitation, alternating the tight pump of my fist with long, exploratory licks that skimmed from his balls to the tight ring below, playful at first, then focused and sure. I felt him relax under the attention—hips loosening, breath lengthening—and I pressed the flat of my tongue there in a slow, sinuous pass before glancing up to meet his eyes. The look he gave me was pure ownership and praise in the same breath.

Chris let out a low, satisfied chuckle.

“That’s it, slut—use your tongue. Good. Now back to my cock. Deeper.” His tone left no oxygen for argument. His palm settled at the crown of my head and pressed, not a shove at first, just a steady, implacable weight that told my body what to do. I opened, breathed through my nose, and slid down. The thick head pushed past my tongue, past the soft give at the back of my mouth, and hit that tender place that makes my eyes flash white. I gagged, helpless and hot, vision pricking as stars freckled the edges. Just when the panic fluttered, he drew me up for air—one breath, two—and then eased me down again, deeper.

It became a rhythm I didn’t control. His hand set the tempo; my throat learned the shape of him. Wet sounds filled the room—obscene, steady—spit slicking my chin, a shining string stretching from my lip to his shaft and snapping as I took him again. I focused on the small things that made it possible: relax the jaw, drop the tongue, widen the throat, breathe. Each successful slide earned me a quiet, pleased sound from deep in his chest; each little failure got a firmer pressure of his fingers and a murmured correction that I felt all the way to my toes. The room swayed around us—lamplight, the soft rasp of rope at my wrists, Mike’s ragged breathing behind the tape—until time flattened into nothing but wet heat and the command to take more.

Ten minutes isn’t long until you’re measuring it in inches. He was relentless and precise, forcing me down, drawing me up, pushing farther, making me hold him there until the reflex fluttered and passed and my body surrendered. I had never taken a man so deep, and he was the biggest I’d ever wrapped my lips around; the pride of doing it anyway went through me like current, twisting with the sting and making my nipples throb.

“You’re ready,” he said at last, voice thick with satisfaction.

He guided me into place with efficient hands, arranging me so I faced Mike again—back of my calves kissing the footboard. Leather kissed ankle, then tightened, first on the right, then on the left; the headboard creaked as he drew my other leg up and out, spreading me wide and tying me open so my pussy shone for my husband’s stare. He drew my wrists behind me and locked them together; then he eased me down and in one smooth pull slid me to the far edge until my shoulders tipped and my head hung back, hair spilling, throat bared to the ceiling. I knew exactly what came next, and my body answered with a tremor of need.

“Please… fuck my face, Master,” I panted, lungs still catching from the last bout. “Please train this worthless slut to take your huge cock.” My voice broke on the plea, half desperation, half worship.

He stepped forward between my open thighs, settled his stance, and lined himself up with my mouth. No hesitation—just the heavy, inevitable push of him past my lips and straight into my throat, my body clenching and then yielding as he filled me. In my upside-down view I saw his arm reach toward the nightstand; his fingers closed on something I couldn’t see while he held me full with the other hand. He withdrew just enough to smear me with slick, then laid his cock across my face, weighty and possessive, rubbing forward until his large, smooth balls hung before my mouth.

Taking the cue, I eagerly took them into my mouth one by one, rolling them with my tongue. I let my lips seal and release in slow pulses, sucking just enough to make him breathe deeper, tasting the warm, clean salt of his skin while my spit made everything glide. I kept my posture exactly as he’d set me—ass high, knees wide, throat bared—so he could read every twitch. As I released the second one, I strained to lift my tongue toward his ass, eager to please, stretching to trace that sensitive seam the way he likes, a low hum in my chest offering up my obedience.

CRACK! The sound split the room a heartbeat before the sensation landed. I screamed at the unexpected sting of pain radiating from my pussy, the stripe of heat lighting me up from the inside out. The flogger (I realized dimly it must be the thin one) kissed and bit in the same breath, sharp enough to make my vision prickle. Air left my lungs and came back as a gasp; my heels clawed at the sheet for purchase even as my legs stayed spread by his order.

CRACK! This time I caught the set of his shoulders and braced, jaw slack around a panting breath as the lash found me again—precise, deliberate, the kind of pain that blooms and keeps blooming until it tips into something sweet. The ache radiated outward from my clit in hot, pulsing waves; my hands strained uselessly behind my back, leather creaking as I rode the edge between fear and want. I felt him there with me, watching, measuring, staying inside the lines he’d drawn for us.

“Aaugh!” The cry tore out of me raw and unpretty, a sound dragged straight from my belly. My mind spun in a storm of sensation—humiliation turned to permission, desire twisting around the bright spokes of pain until the two were the same rope pulling me under. Heat flooded my face; my nipples tightened painfully; my thighs trembled but held because I knew he wanted them open. The throb in my clit was a drumbeat now, thick and insistent, leaving me dazed and gasping.

His hand closed at my nape and my head was suddenly yanked back—not cruel, but decisive—resetting me like a toy he was winding. He loomed over me, calm and inevitable, his cock heavy and hot against my trembling lips. The world tunneled to the ring of leather at my throat, the slick at my mouth, the steady presence of him reading my breath.

“Open,” he commanded, voice edged with authority and the promise that he was still carrying me. I let my jaw go slack and parted my lips, trepidation and obedience braided together, body answering before thought could catch up. I widened my knees, presenting, offering, spreading my legs as far as the ties allowed because the vulnerability made everything brighter, truer, right. The head slid over my tongue, thick and humid, and he began to push slowly into my mouth—inch by deliberate inch—until the broad crown pressed the soft back of my throat.

I fought the reflex, breathing through my nose, focusing on the little tricks he’d taught me—drop the tongue, widen the throat, relax the jaw—but my body still rioted at the stretch. My eyes watered; my chest hitched; stars freckled the edges of my vision. I tried to hold him there anyway because that was the lesson, because I wanted to be good, but the pressure built until the muscle seized of its own accord. My throat convulsed involuntarily.

CRACK! The sharp, searing blow to my exposed clit detonated through me. I yelped, the sound swallowed by Chris’s cock as he drove deeper on instinct, filling my mouth and stealing my breath until my vision stippled with stars. He eased back just enough for air to lick my lungs—one quick mercy, cool and precious—then held there, cock slick and heavy against my tongue.

“Thank you, Master,” I rasped, the words ragged but sincere, before he fed me again. He didn’t rush; he dismantled me by inches. Slow, deliberate thrusts. A steady hand at my crown. The lesson was endurance, not spectacle: relax the jaw, drop the tongue, open, breathe. Each patient drive broke down a little more resistance until my throat stopped fighting and started yielding. I felt the change—terrifying, glorious—when my body learned him. He pressed deeper, deeper, and I took it, tears burning my lashes, pride burning hotter. On the next slide I swallowed him to the hilt and held, counting silently the way he’d taught me—one… two… three—triumph and surrender braided tight as rope.

“Clean her up,” Chris said, and the command snapped the room back into focus. Mike lurched to his feet, tape tugging at his cheek where Chris had peeled it aside with one efficient rip, and hurried to the bathroom. A minute later he returned with steaming, soft towels that smelled faintly of our soap. Chris stepped aside, watching—not casual, but appraising—as Mike tenderly wiped my face and throat, smoothing spittle from my chin, coaxing damp strands of hair away from my mouth. The heat of the cloth made me shiver; the gentle rhythm of Mike’s hands was a balm against the raw throb still pulsing from my clit. Exhaustion settled into my muscles, bone-deep and sweet, but beneath it swelled a clean, fierce pride: I had taken him—every impossible inch—and I was still here, wide open and wanting more.

Mike’s touch gentled even further—cheek, temple, a careful stroke along my jaw—and for a heartbeat I let myself rest in that contrast, the soft aftercare setting off the brutality like light sets off cut glass. The reprieve didn’t last. Chris’s voice cut through the quiet, sharp and commanding.

“That was very good. In time, you’ll take my cock without all this preparation.” His palm slid from my jaw to the collar ring, a final, claiming tug before he turned. “You—back in your chair.” Mike scrambled to obey, gag peeled off and hanging from one hand, eyes wide and glassy as he sank down, hands still strapped together at his belly.

Chris crossed to the dresser with that unhurried, deliberate economy that always makes my pulse tick faster. He opened the toy drawer and handled each implement like a craftsman choosing tools: the deerskin flogger lifted and weighed in his palm, a testing swish that gave a soft, thuddy whisper; the crop tapped once against his thigh, its leather tip making a neat, promising snap; the cane flexed with a faint creak as he sighted its line. He tossed the flogger and cane onto the bed beside the crop already laid out, the three of them forming a tidy, ominous row.

“You have one last ordeal before you’re allowed to take your Sir’s cock,” he said, voice even, eyes on me. “It’s been too long since you’ve had a proper whipping. We correct that tonight.” The words drew a shiver up my spine. Anticipation braided tight with dread until I couldn’t tell which strand was thicker.

He moved back to me and made a quick, efficient circuit of knots and leather. Ankles unbuckled, thighs eased together; a hand under my shoulder, a guiding pressure at my hip, and I was turned smoothly onto my stomach. Cool sheets met hot skin. “Arms,” he said, and I reached without thinking. He stretched me wide—one wrist to the left post, the other to the right—checking the angle, the give, the circulation with two practiced squeezes. “Legs,” and my ankles followed—out, then down—until I was a neat, vulnerable X. The harness creaked when I breathed. The room seemed to narrow to the scent of leather and my own warm, nervous skin.

“Color?” he asked, not as a courtesy but as part of the work.

“Green,” I managed, heart banging against the mattress.

He slid a pillow beneath my hips to keep my back safe, smoothed a palm over my lower spine, and let it rest there just long enough that I felt held, not abandoned. He looked to the chair. “You will watch and keep silent unless I address you,” he told Mike. A quick, desperate nod.

My heart raced—wild, off-beat—for two long breaths, then fell into a steady drum I could ride. I could smell the deerskin before I felt it, that faint warm leather scent that always makes my mouth go dry. Could I take this? It had been ages since the bite and bloom of real impact, and fear skittered up my ribs with the memory of it. But beneath the fear was the deeper pull, the dark thread that had drawn me to this threshold and would not let me step back. I trembled—not only from nerves but from the heady knowledge of what the pain would unlock, how it would crack me open and make room for everything we’d promised.

His fingers traced the inside of my elbow once, a small, grounding touch, then lifted away. I exhaled into the collar, spread myself against the ties, and offered my body to the lesson, ready to face the pain, lean into the pleasure, and prove myself worthy of my Sir’s desires.

Chris picked up the flogger with a deliberate, measured grace. I knew this would be the easiest for me to endure, not because it was painless, but because it was the first and the softest weapon in his arsenal. “I’ll start with twenty from the flogger,” he said, voice steady—almost soothing in the way a surgeon’s can be. The tails whispered through the air as he tested the arc, a low, breathy swish that felt like a warning pressed along my nerves. My mind flashed to the stories I’d read about sluts being whipped—those always lit me up—but living inside the moment was a different animal. Words never capture the way dread and desire braid together until you can’t tell which strand is pulling harder. He was so controlled, so intent, that pleasing him felt like oxygen. I was afraid, yes, but under the fear was a certainty: when this was over, I would be dripping. I exhaled, spread my fingers against the sheets, and braced.

The first strike landed low across my cheeks—broad, heavy, a hot thud that bloomed outward a heartbeat after impact. I hissed through my teeth and bit my lip, the mark rising under my skin like a tide. He waited just long enough for the heat to flower before he gave me the second, angled slightly higher so the tails overlapped and set the first stripe singing. A sound slipped out of me then, small and raw.

“I want to hear you, cunt,” he said, the calm gone razor-clean.

The third stroke answered for me. I cried out, the sound dragged from my chest. Leather kissed leather as my restraints tugged; the bed creaked; my thighs trembled, forced open and offered. He began to lay a rhythm—patient, methodical—painting me from the tops of my thighs up over the curve of my ass and back again in neat, deliberate lines. The deerskin thudded more than it stung, but the tails found edges that bit, and each bite wrote itself deeper than the last. By five I could feel the map of me changing—heat stacked on heat, breath shortening, the world narrowing to the interval between the lift and the fall.

“Color,” he said, a steady hand smoothing once over my lower back.

“Green,” I panted, and the word carried relief with it, because it meant I was held inside a structure, not lost.

“Good girl.”

Six. Seven. Eight. He varied the angle so the new impacts grazed the edge of old ones, turning ache into something bright and layered. I stopped fighting the sounds and let them come—gasps, broken moans, a sharp sob when a tail snapped higher and caught the tender shelf just below my hips. I felt my body start to float, the little loosening at the edges that means the door to subspace is cracking. The mattress smelled like cotton and warm skin; leather scented the air; my own arousal slicked my thighs. I couldn’t have hidden it if I’d tried.

Nine through twelve came more quickly, not rushed but with less space to think between them, and my hips began to roll helplessly into the heat like it was a hand. I turned my head and, in the blur of lamplight, found Mike in the chair—wide-eyed, jaw slack, chest rising too fast. The sight of him watching me take it for another man landed as another stripe inside my head, a different kind of impact that made the next blow feel deeper.

“Back to me,” Chris said softly, and even upside down in my mind I obeyed. The flogger lifted; the flogger fell. Thirteen. Fourteen. He grazed the tops of my thighs and I yelped, the sound tumbling into a needy whimper that had nothing to do with fear. The pillow under my hips kept my back safe; his palm returned, warm and grounding, and then left me again, making the next strike feel like a plunge into cold, bright water.

Fifteen through eighteen blurred into a steady drum—thud, bloom, breath—until my thoughts loosened and slid out of order. My hands went numb around the rope; my mouth stayed open, taking air and letting sound out in equal measure. I felt large and small at once, a body and a bell being rung.

“Nineteen,” he said, and placed it diagonally across the older marks so everything lit at once. I cried out—loud, honest—my vision going grainy at the edges. I could feel slick heat gathering between my legs, a shameful, glorious proof that my body understood this language even better than my mind did.

“Twenty,” he finished, and laid the last stroke with precision—centerline, low, a heavy thud that rolled up my spine and down again, meeting itself somewhere deep where pain and pleasure knot. I choked on a sound that wasn’t quite a sob and wasn’t quite a moan and felt the rope at my wrists bite as I arched into it, offered up everything, and let myself slide the rest of the way under. Each strike sent me deeper into subspace, where pain and pleasure mingled in a haze of sensation.

After the first twenty, he gave me a breath and then flipped me with practiced hands—one under my shoulder, one at my hip—rolling me onto my back. He drew my knees wide and wider, until the stretch trembled along my inner thighs. Cool air hit the slick heat between my legs; my own arousal had turned my skin glossy, a warm pool beneath me proof of how thoroughly the flogger had rewired my nerves. Hope surged—raw, greedy—that this would be the moment he finally fed my cunt his cock. The thought alone made me clench around nothing.

Instead, he reached for the crop.

The long, thin shaft sang softly when he flexed it. “Twenty,” he said, almost kindly, and tapped once against my inner thigh to set his aim. The first strike landed with a bright, surgical sting that arrowed straight to my clit. I gasped; a welt rose as if conjured, a narrow red line that deepened while I watched. He painted the opposite thigh to match. If the flogger had been a heavy drum, this was a violin string, tight and merciless. He worked in pairs—left, right—just above the tender crease where thigh becomes pelvis, never venturing into danger, always close enough to make me quake. By six I was panting; by ten I couldn’t keep my hips still, the burn slashing into the ache until the two braided into a single, maddening throb.

“Eyes on me,” he reminded, and I dragged my gaze up from my own marked skin to his face. He watched me steadily, reading breath and color, giving me the smallest nod each time I rode the pain without flinching away. Tears blurred the edges of the room before I realized I was crying—quiet, unpretty tears that leaked sideways into my hair while the crop mapped fire along my thighs. I wasn’t ashamed; if anything, the wetness felt like proof that the door was opening, my body softening into exactly what he was making of me.

Seventeen snapped right on the border of tender; I yelped, hips jerking, and he pressed a grounding palm to my belly and waited for my breath to come back. Eighteen and nineteen landed a touch lower, sharp enough to make the earlier flogger-marks sing. Twenty he placed with pinpoint precision, dead center on the sweetest strip of inner thigh, and the line bloomed at once—angry, perfect, owned.

He didn’t waste the moment. Buckles released in quick succession; leather slid from skin; my limbs were free just long enough for him to handle me into a new shape. Pillows slid under my hips, tilting my pelvis up; my chest stayed low, cheek to the sheet, arms gathered close so my back arched and my ass rose high. I could feel how I looked—offered, open, already slick—and my breath stuttered at the intimacy of it. Then I saw what he lifted from the bed.

The cane.

A cold ribbon of panic unspooled in my belly. “Sir—please—” The words fell out, raw and automatic. I heard the faint, terrible creak as he flexed the rattan and sighted the line across the swell of my ass. The room pulled back into a tunnel: the smell of leather and warm cotton, Mike’s ragged breathing from the chair, the whisper of the cane cutting a test arc through the air.

“Color?” he asked, even now.

“Green,” I said, and felt the truth of it as much as I heard it.

The first stroke landed with a clean, explosive crack that seemed to split time—no thud, no bloom, just a white-hot wire laid across my flesh. A shocked sound ripped out of me; my hands clawed the sheet; my whole body tried to rise and the pillows kept me pinned in the position he’d chosen. The second found the inch just below the first and lit the entire landscape at once. Somewhere between three and four my mind blurred at the edges; the world dissolved into marks and breath and the strict mercy of his pacing, each measured pause both dread and grace.

I begged. I pleaded. Words tumbled—half promises, half nonsense—as the cane wrote its ladder: high, lower, high again, never crossing bones, always precise. He checked me—voice steady, hand warm at my hip—then stepped back into the work. The pain stacked until it became a single, roaring fact, bigger than my voice, bigger than the room. I tried to climb it and it kept growing. The haze thickened. The edges went soft. A distant part of me reached for the structure we’d laid together, for the thread he’d put in my hand at dinner and told me never to let go.

I found it.

“Red,” I heard myself say—clearer than I felt—my cheek wet, my breath ragged. “Red.”

“Very good, slave,” Chris murmured, and the steel in his voice eased to something low and warm as he unbuckled first my ankles, then my wrists. Leather slid from skin; the mattress rose to meet me. The impact of everything we’d just done hit all at once—soundless and huge—and I folded into him with a broken sob. He caught me easily, one arm under my shoulders, the other cupping the back of my head, holding me in tight, steady pressure. I shook against his chest while the aftershocks rolled through—hot, stinging welts cooling by degrees; the sweet ache in my throat when I swallowed; the bright hum at the edges of my vision fading to something soft. He didn’t rush me. He breathed slow and even, letting me borrow the rhythm until mine matched.

“Color?” he asked against my hair, the words gentle.

“Green,” I sniffed, surprising myself with how true it felt now that the storm was passing.

“Good girl.” He kissed my temple, then tipped a bottle of water to my lips, waiting while I took small sips and catching the drips with his thumb. He smoothed his palm down my spine, over the rise of my ass, paused to check the heat of each welt, then settled his hand at my waist and simply stayed. The praise, the water, the stillness—each landed like a stitch pulling me back together. When I finally lifted my head, I glanced across the room and found Mike’s eyes. Distress swam there—love, too—and I gave him the best smile I could manage, small and wobbly but real. He exhaled like he’d been holding his breath for minutes.

“Kneel in front of me,” Chris said, the firmness back, but threaded with that same patient intensity that makes obedience feel like shelter. I moved carefully, every shift of my hips sending a sharp little slice through the welted skin. Even the sheet’s weave felt bright. I let the pain be information, not warning, and sank to my knees at his feet, back straight, head bowed.

Silence settled—thick, charged, medicinal. The room smelled like leather and skin and the faint clean scent of the water he’d just given me. I leaned forward and pressed my lips to his foot: one kiss, then another, small and reverent, the cool of his skin grounding the heat still singing in mine. Pride blossomed in my chest, quiet and fierce. I had taken what he gave and stayed whole. I had given him everything he asked and was here to offer more. Submission spread through me like warmth, loosening the last tightness in my throat and behind my eyes, anchoring me in that delicious, yielding state of mind. I kissed again, slower, letting gratitude move my mouth. Each kiss was a silent offering, a wordless plea for his approval.

Chris broke the quiet at last, his voice low and steady, like someone reading a verdict already decided. “I came here tonight to test your mettle—to see whether the desire to serve is real, and whether you have the capacity to push your limits with me as your Master.” He studied my face, then gave one small, final nod. “You do. Would you like to progress as my slave, Lucy?”

“Yes, Master,” I said, too quickly, the words trembling out on a breath that tasted like relief. There was no pause in me, no hedge—just the deep, visceral pull to belong. Heat climbed my chest; my nipples tightened; that familiar spark gathered low in my belly until it felt like I was standing on the lip of something vast and chosen.

“As my slave,” he went on, “you will put my pleasure first in my presence—above your own, and above your husband’s.”

“Yes, Master.” My voice came stronger this time, steadier, because the structure steadied me. The idea of laying my body and will under his hand made my thighs quiver with simple, greedy need.

He reached for my collar, thumb brushing the ring at my throat. “Your body is mine to direct. You do not come without my permission. You will have sex only with those I allow. Your husband may use your ass when I grant it. Your pussy is for my cock.” He angled my chin up a fraction. “Do you understand?”

“Yes, Master,” I breathed, the words rolling out on a shiver. The ache between my legs throbbed in time with my pulse, liquid and insistent, and I could feel how soaked I already was, each heartbeat stoking the need.

“Good,” he said. “If your husband joins us, his freedoms will narrow further. I will punish you in our sessions. Often with purpose; sometimes purely for my pleasure. If he agrees to be our cuckold, I may require you to punish him as well.” He let that sit, his gaze cutting to Mike for a heartbeat before returning to me. I kept kissing his feet—small, grateful touches—then the firm line of his ankle, the corded muscle above it, inching higher in slow, reverent advances that drew my mouth toward the heat at his center.

“Yes, Master,” I vowed, lifting my eyes briefly to meet his. “I will do as you require.” The words felt like oaths settling into bone.

“As you know,” he continued, unhurried, “your cunt, your ass, and your mouth will be trained to accommodate my cock. We will build you carefully. In time, I will include others in our play.” His palm came to rest on the top of my head, steadying me. “Not soon—you are not ready yet. But it will happen. Only people I trust absolutely.”

The shiver that ran through me was equal parts trepidation and want, a clean, bright thrill that left my thighs trembling. He wasn’t promising chaos; he was promising architecture—rules, gates, keys—and I knew I could live inside that and bloom. I angled my mouth higher, kissed the inside of his calf, then the thick sweep of his thigh. Behind me, I heard Mike’s breath hitch; the sound landed like a spark on tinder and made me moan softly against Master’s skin.

“Posture,” he said, a quiet reminder. I straightened my back even on my knees, shoulders down, chin lowered, and he rewarded me with a slow stroke of his fingers along my jaw, a touch that felt like a brand.

“I will follow you,” I whispered, sealing the promise with another kiss. “Shape me.”

“I will,” he answered simply.


Closing the Gap

I edged closer, heat from his body rolling into my face, the scent of his skin and the faint, clean musk of him turning my head light. Each kiss became a small vow—obedience, devotion, hunger—pressed into him one by one as I traced a path upward, inexorably drawn toward the reward I craved.

“Yes, Master,” I said, keeping my voice even despite the humming pull of anticipation in my belly.

He crossed to his bag again and unzipped it with unhurried care, laying out what he’d chosen on the dresser: a supple leather strap, a pair of compact cuffs, a gleaming steel snap hook, and finally a long length of slender nylon rope coiled like a tame snake. The sight made my breath hitch. “I’ll do my best to please your friends,” I promised, the words spilling out before I could stop them. “I’ll follow your directions exactly.” Want pressed hot and insistent under my skin; I ached for him to take me now, but the ritual of his preparations eased the edge—purpose wrapped around the wanting like a harness.

“Hands and knees on the bed, facing your husband.”

I scrambled up at once, palms sinking into the quilt, knees spreading to the width he liked. I arched my back and lifted, presenting, then turned my head to fix on Mike across the room just as Sir intended. The posture steadied me—simple, explicit, right. Behind me I heard the soft rasp of leather and the click of hardware as Chris moved with that same efficient patience toward the chair.

“Hands,” he said, and Mike offered them back without being told twice. Sir drew his wrists behind the chair slats and buckled them together—snug, not cruel—then checked the fit with two practiced squeezes. The little test made something inside me relax; even bound, Mike was being kept, not discarded. Chris’s focus sharpened as he knelt between Mike’s knees, and I watched my husband’s throat work as he swallowed.

The leather device he chose for Mike’s balls was compact and wickedly neat—a split strap that looped behind and cinched forward with a tiny buckle. Sir warmed it in his palm first, then fitted it carefully around the root, drawing the leather snug, not biting. Mike sucked a breath and held it. “Exhale,” Sir said, calm as a metronome, and when he did, the strap settled the final notch with a quiet, definitive click. Chris attached a steel ring at the front, then fed the nylon twine through with a tidy sailor’s knot that promised control without slip.

I couldn’t look away. The line ran clean from the ring down between my husband’s thighs, bright against his skin. Sir gave it a deliberate test pull—measured, undeniable. Mike gasped around it, a strangled sound that vibrated in my bones; his legs jumped against the chair and then stilled as he forced himself to breathe. Sir watched him the whole time, reading color and breath, then eased the tension and tied off a graceful loop that rested in his palm like a leash.

The air in the room changed—dense, charged, the hierarchy no longer theoretical but visible as rope and leather. Sir turned back to me, eyes dark with intent, the line held lightly in his hand. I held my posture on the bed—back arched, knees wide, face to my husband—and felt the power exchange settle over all three of us like a net: Mike bound and offered, me presented and waiting, Sir standing between and above, every detail of us arranged to his will. My breath came faster. I could feel my slick heat slide down my inner thighs, and I knew he meant me to, knew he wanted Mike to see exactly how the sight of that twine in Sir’s fist made me open.

Chris drew a pair of butterfly clips from the bag—sleek little jaws linked by a fine chain—and came toward me without breaking eye contact. The cool metal kissed, then bit, and I gasped as each clamp found a peaked nipple and closed. The pain was needle-sharp at first, then spread in a hot, steady bloom that made my thighs tense. My breath hitched; he watched the rise and fall of my chest as if he were timing it.

He wasn’t finished. From the coil of twine he tied a small dangling weight, then clipped the line to the chain bridging my clamps. A deft twist of his wrist, a second knot, and the same twine ran down to the leather ring cinched at the base of Mike’s balls. The geometry was simple and wicked: any movement from me would tug the weight and bite my nipples; any flinch from Mike would pull back and make the clips worry at my flesh. He plucked the weight once with a fingertip, testing. It swung, delicious and mean, and both my breath and Mike’s stuttered in sync.

Chris climbed onto the bed and settled astride the tensioned line, a calm, looming fulcrum between us. He checked the play in the rope—two fingers under, a thoughtful nod—and then faced me. His cock stood heavy and flushed, the clean scent of his skin cutting through leather and sweat. He guided the crown to my lips with a hand at the back of my head, and the world narrowed to heat and obedience.

I opened without hesitation. My tongue met the slick bead at his slit and tasted salt, the faint, unmistakable tang of pre-cum. The knowledge that he was as turned on as I was—by the clamps, the leash, the sight of his rope linking my nipples to my husband’s balls—lit me up. I took him in and worked with intent: lips sealing, tongue circling under the ridge, hand braced at the base to keep the angle perfect. He didn’t thrust; he let me serve, and every small adjustment he made—two fingers tightening in my hair, a quiet “there”—felt like a gift.

The system he’d built came alive with my devotion. Each bob of my head set the weight into a slow pendulum, tugging the chain and sending a sweet-hot bite through my nipples. The same tug pulled on the strap at Mike’s root; his breath rasped, a helpless sound caught in his chest, and the rope answered back, nibbling at me again. I moaned around Sir’s cock, the vibration earning me a pleased twitch against my tongue. I learned the timing quickly—suck, lift, breathe—keeping my motions small to control the swing, then deliberately making one longer pull that set the weight arcing and drew a soft, strangled groan from the chair.

“Good girl,” Chris murmured, palm steady at the top of my head. He shifted a fraction closer, thighs bracketing the taut line, his body literally part of the apparatus he’d designed for us. The shared tension hummed—rope, clamps, flesh—binding the three of us in a circuit. Every time my mouth pleased him, the weight moved; every time the weight moved, pain bloomed bright and clean, and Mike made a noise he couldn’t swallow. Pleasure, pressure, pain—round and round, tightening.

I sucked him deeper, cheeks hollowing, then slid off to nurse the crown and chase another bead with my tongue. The weight answered, tugging insistently; my back arched into the bite and the chain vibrated against my breastbone like a tiny bell. I breathed through it and took him again, greedier now, everything inside me tuned to his approval—obedience turning the pain into praise, the rope into connection, the three of us into one charged, quivering line.

Chris’s setup was brutal in its elegance. The rope linked my clamps to the strap at Mike’s balls, a pendulum waiting for the smallest sin. If I tried to ease off his cock, the chain bit my nipples and the line hauled cruelly at Mike. If I took initiative—bobbing, sucking, chasing the head—the weight swung wider and punished us both. It made stillness feel like obedience, and obedience feel like a fuse burning low.

I watched him for cues and gave him my throat on his timing. He fed me slowly, thick inches pressing past a throat already raw from earlier, each gag a bright spark that tugged the line and sent pain singing through my nipples—and back through Mike. I breathed through my nose, jaw loose, tongue flat, blinking tears until the room swam. He was patient and deliberate, using me, testing the system he’d built, reading every flinch like a line of text. When he finally withdrew, the relief was a moan I couldn’t swallow.

“Hands and knees,” he’d said—and I was there, back arched, knees wide, clamps humming. He moved behind me, the heat of his body washing over my ass as the slick crown of his cock traced up and down my swollen slit. The ache to be filled was a living thing; every nerve leaned backward, begging. I didn’t move. Any push from me would set the weight swinging, would bite my nipples and stretch Mike cruelly. I held the posture—offered, but still—because pleasing him meant letting him own the pace.

The broad head slid over my clit in a slow, deliberate pass that made my thighs shake. The room tightened, electric with restraint—the rope quiet, my breath thin, his cock an answer hovering just out of reach. “Do you want my cock inside you, slut?” Chris asked, voice rough and commanding, the head pressing insistently against my clit as if he already knew.

“Yes, Master—please fuck my pussy. I want you so badly,” I blurted, voice thick with need. The want ran like current through my body; I couldn’t help the tiny rock of my hips, the slick glide of my swollen slit along the broad crown of his cock. The clamps bit hard, a sharp, electric sting that only wound me tighter. Across the rope, Mike whimpered—small, helpless noises—and the sound made the heat in me flare shame-bright and thrilling. Chris tapped my pussy with his cock—light, taunting slaps that made my thighs twitch and my mouth fall open—teasing me right to the edge without giving me what I begged for.

“Look at your husband, slave,” Chris said, and I obeyed at once. Mike had levered himself as upright as the chair allowed, straining to ease the pull on the strap. His balls glowed an angry, feverish red; his cock lay slack against his thigh, pain crowding out whatever arousal had survived. The rope in Sir’s hand drew a clean line between us, a fact you could see and feel.

“Tell him what you want,” Chris barked, tone like a lash. “Tell him what he can expect.”

I held Mike’s eyes and made my voice steady. “I want my Master to control my body and own my sexuality,” I said, the truth landing solid in my chest as I spoke it. “I want to be trained by him—to be his slut.” The conviction surprised even me; saying it out loud turned the fantasy into a doorway and I stepped through. “And I will love it, Mike. I want you to come with me on this journey.” I arched a fraction—permission, not theft—feeling the head of Sir’s cock slide hot along my entrance. “This pussy belongs to my Master now,” I finished, calm and sure. “You will not fuck it again without his permission.”

As I spoke, the broad, slick crown finally pressed to my entrance—saliva and my own heat making everything glide—and the first inch slid in. My body clutched around him in a shocked, greedy spasm…and then he stopped. The pause was a wire pulled tight. I could feel my heartbeat in my throat, in my nipples, in the aching, open throb of my pussy as it fluttered around that thick intrusion. He had me strung between ache and relief, and the helpless want that lived in that stretch felt like worship. I was his to pace, his to use, his to deny. I didn’t want it any other way.

“Close your eyes, slut,” he said, voice low and certain. “No distractions the first time I fuck you. I want it burned into you—how it felt the first time a real man took you. You may cum, but you will thank me while you’re cumming.” I shut my eyes at once. The room narrowed to heat, leather, breath.

He pushed again—slow, inexorable—and my body opened around him in trembling increments. The girth was breathtaking, a delicious ache that felt like being split and filled at the same time. Pleasure swelled hard and sudden from deep in my belly, the kind that makes your calves tense and your mouth fall open. He halted with maybe a third of him seated inside, and the awareness of how much more there was made me gasp. I could feel the shape of him, every ridge, every vein, the extra width forcing me to know him in high detail.

He withdrew—cruelly clean, leaving me empty enough to whimper—then fed me again, thick and heavy, a rolling stretch that made my toes curl in the sheets. My pussy strained to accommodate him and then softened, instinct catching up to instruction. I couldn’t stop the way my hips tried to meet him, the tiny, helpless push that begged for just a fraction more. The clamps answered with a bright, mean tug; the line answered on the other end; and somewhere across the rope I heard my husband’s breath break.

He did it again—out, in, patient, claiming strokes that signed his name inside me—each one stoking the pressure until my whole body was a live wire. The wet drag of him, the full, aching seal when he seated that same impossible third, the dizzying empty when he slid out—every cycle wound me tighter, made me needier, made the coming gratitude climb my throat like a prayer I couldn’t hold back. I felt my nipples pull sharply with the minute rock of my hips, pain sparking into sweetness that shot straight to my clit, and the tug on the line drew a small, involuntary whimper from Mike.

The telltale tingle started low and surged fast, an unstoppable swell I tried—and failed—to hold back. The stretch of my pussy around his massive cock made resistance impossible; he was so thick, so deep, and when he ground in just right his balls brushed my clit in soft, devastating taps that sent clean shocks through me. The fact that my Master was finally inside me—truly taking me—made the crest inevitable.

He drew back and then drove all the way in, a ruthless, perfect slam that ripped a cry out of me. I ached to open my eyes and catch our reflection in the closet mirrors, to watch him use me, but I kept them shut because he’d told me to. He picked up the pace—slick now with my arousal—pounding into me with relentless, measured force. Sounds slipped free of me, long and raw; I didn’t try to tame them.

“Thank you for your cock, Master. Thank you for fucking your slave,” I gasped, voice torn and honest. He gathered my hair in one fist and pulled me back onto him, turning me into a sheath he could drag himself through. The weight linking my clamps to Mike’s strap swung wildly with each stroke, biting bright at my nipples and, somewhere across the rope, wringing a broken noise from my husband. Pain and pleasure braided tight; I welcomed both.

“Thank you, Master. Thank you for letting me cum!” The words ripped out of me as the crest broke. The orgasm detonated—bright, flooding waves that ran through me in ripples, each one setting off another, like rain stippling a lake and multiplying itself. My eyes snapped open on the shock of it and I couldn’t stop the long, helpless moan that followed. Mike was right there in my line of sight—bound, wide-eyed, watching me meet every hard thrust—and the sight poured gasoline on the fire, pushing the climax higher, longer.

Chris leaned forward and pressed my face into the mattress, keeping my head turned just enough that I could still see. The world narrowed to heat and pressure and the steady, claiming rhythm of him using my body the way he’d promised. Aftershocks tingled through my limbs; I went soft and pliant under his hands, my nipples throbbing now that the climb was over, my pussy fluttering and gripping around his cock in greedy little after-pulses.

His hands slid around to my breasts, sure and careful. He found the chain, steadied it, and then, with deliberate gentleness, Chris undid the right butterfly clip.

“Aaaauuuugggghhhh!” The sound ripped out of me as the clamp came free and blood surged back into my nipple—a hot, needling blaze that made my vision freckle. My whole chest tightened around the pain; deep inside me his cock answered with a thick, unmistakable pulse. The knowledge that my reaction turned him on sent a jag of fierce, twisted pride through me. He didn’t rush. He rode the moment—slow, savoring strokes that let me writhe on the hook between sweetness and sting, drawing small, broken noises from my throat while the afterglow of the clamp kept sparking under my skin. When I finally dragged in a steady breath, he loosened the second clip. Pain bloomed again, sharp enough to make my hips jolt; I pushed down on him greedily, twitching and moaning, knowing he was about to take what he wanted and use it hard.

He rolled me onto my back with effortless control, settling me into missionary and blanketing me with heat and weight. The pressure set both aching nipples to a fresh throb; I arched to meet it, the bite transforming into a bright, humming pleasure as his chest pressed mine. I flung my legs wide and hooked my calves over his hips, drawing him closer, mouth brushing his ear. “I want to be your slut, Master,” I whispered, and felt the shiver of approval run through him.

He made me that—slowly, deliberately, for the next hour. He owned the pace, notching it up and down like turns on a dial, guiding me through the positions he preferred: my knees crushed to my chest so he could drive deep; my ankles trapped against his shoulders while his palms pinned my wrists; my legs threaded tight around his waist while he ground just right and made me gasp his name. He kept me attentive, kept me useful—“chin up,” “eyes on me,” “hold still”—and every correction landed like praise. I hadn’t ever been taken so completely, so thoroughly mapped by another person’s will; the sensation pulled my body into a chain of orgasms, each a clean peak that broke and slid into the next. None hit with the blinding force of the first, but each one left me looser, wetter, more open, until I was nothing but breath and nerve and the rhythm of him.

When he wanted me on top, he sat up and fitted my knees to the mattress at his sides, hands firm at my waist, letting me ride while he dictated the angle, the depth, the speed. When he wanted me helpless, he folded me back under him and took me that way, steady and relentless. My nipples hummed with a tender ache that turned every brush of his chest into electricity; my thighs burned pleasantly from the strain of holding him close; my pussy fluttered and seized around him, hungry as a mouth. I knew I’d be sore tomorrow. I wanted that soreness like a souvenir.





Without Warning




He warned me without words when he was close. The cadence shifted—deeper, heavier, a gathering concentration in his breath and shoulders. His grip firmed at my hips; his jaw set. I felt it in the drag of him, in the way his rhythm narrowed to what worked best on me and wrung a last, helpless moan from my throat. I lifted my chin, met his eyes, and shaped my mouth around the praise he’d trained me to give as he built toward his release; as he built up to his orgasm, I knew exactly what Chris wanted to hear.

“Please fill me, Master—fill my slut pussy,” I begged, eyes wide, grinding down to milk him, greedy for the moment he’d give me. His hand closed at the back of my neck and held me there while he drove in with long, ruthless strokes, each one deeper than the last. I could feel the tight coil in him gathering—breath shortening, shoulders set, heat rolling off his skin.

“I want you to fill my pussy with your cum, Master,” I whispered into the space between us, raw and needy so only he could hear.

“Louder.”

“Please fill my pussy with your cum, Master!” I cried, voice breaking on the plea.

“What is your pussy for?” he growled, the strain in his voice a promise.

“My pussy is for you to use!” I gasped, trembling as the words lit something dark and bright inside me. He slammed home—one deep, claiming thrust that seated him to the hilt—and the thick length of him pulsed. The first hot surge hit and I felt it flood me, a heavy, liquid heat that made my mouth fall open. He pressed in hard, holding me there while each spasm twitched through his cock, pumping deep until I could feel his cum pool and spread and my body clutch around it instinctively.

“Thank you,” I breathed against his ear, voice gone hoarse with relief and reverence. “Thank you for using me properly.” I stroked the back of his neck with slow, grateful fingers, feeling his breath ease against my cheek as the last tremors faded and his body settled, heavy and satisfied, on top of mine.

Chris lay heavy and warm on me for a few long breaths, his weight a balm that settled everything he’d set alight. A slow, contented glow spread through my chest. The submissive part of me purred, satisfied in a way nothing else touches—my Master had spent in me; I’d pleased him; I felt complete.

“Thank you for your cum, Master,” I whispered, reverent, and kept my pussy clenching around him in gentle pulses, milking the last sweet spasms from his cock.

“You know my rules, slut—and what I expect.” His voice cut through the quiet, calm but unmistakable. I did know. I wouldn’t fail him. When he slid out, a shiver of emptiness chased the heat he left behind, but I lifted my legs and held them high, hips tipped, guarding every drop he’d given me like treasure.

He moved up and guided his cock to my mouth. I opened and cleaned him tenderly, tongue slow, thorough, savoring the warm mix of us and the intimacy of being allowed to do it. When he was satisfied, he turned to Mike. Buckles clicked; in a few efficient motions he freed my husband’s arms and then tore the tape away in one quick rip. My panties tumbled limp and wet from Mike’s mouth.

“Remove those, cuckyboy, and kneel by your wife’s pussy,” Chris said, authority edged in every syllable. Mike obeyed instantly, dropping to the floor at the foot of the bed. Sir wasn’t finished. He took a firm hold at the back of Mike’s head and pressed, guiding him down until his face hovered just inches from my soaking slit.

“Do you see, Mike, what your wife’s pussy looks like after it’s been properly fucked?” Chris asked, voice almost conversational—Sunday-afternoon calm—with a thin wire of menace humming underneath. He had one hand anchored lightly on the back of Mike’s head, not forcing, just directing, making it clear who decided where Mike looked and how close he got. My hips were still tipped, legs high, and the warmth of Chris’s cum pooled thick inside me; every slow clench coaxed out another glossy bead that gathered at my opening and threatened to spill.

“Yes, Sir,” Mike said, the answer shaky around the edges. His breath washed over my lips and I felt it—hot, uneven—on skin still flushed from being used. The sight of him there, kneeling at the foot of the bed, eyes fixed on the syrupy mix at my entrance, twisted heat through me all over again. I reached down between my thighs without asking, two fingers finding my clit and circling lightly. The touch landed like a spark on tinder; a low moan slipped out of me before I could swallow it, and Chris’s mouth curved in the smallest, satisfied smile.

“Good girl,” he murmured to me, then returned his attention to the man on his knees. “Did your wife like being fucked?” His thumb pressed just a little firmer at Mike’s nape, encouraging another inch closer. “Did my cock make her cum?”

Mike didn’t answer right away. He swallowed, eyes flicking up to me and then back down, taking in every filthy proof: the way my pussy fluttered as I touched myself; the milky sheen painting my lips; the faint, rhythmic quiver that said my body was still remembering each deep thrust. The power dynamic sat on the room like weight—Chris standing tall beside the bed, composed and sated; me open and offered, basking in the sweet ache of submission; Mike bound to the view, made to witness what being claimed actually looked like. Every part of it fed the heat coiling low in my belly.

“She loved it,” Chris answered his own question softly, almost kindly, as if coaxing a timid student. “She begged for it. She thanked me while she came.” He tipped Mike’s head the last inch, close enough that the next slow exhale from him stirred the slick at my entrance. A helpless shiver rolled through me; my fingers tightened their circle, and a fresh string slid out, heavy and obscene, before easing back inside as my muscles clenched.

“Yes, Sir,” Mike said at last, voice small and honest. “Your cock made her cum.”

“Louder.” The word wasn’t barked; it didn’t need to be. It simply removed the option of anything else.

“Your cock made her cum, Sir.” Stronger now, even if his throat worked around the admission.

“There we are.” Chris’s approval was quiet, lethal. “Look at her when you say it.”

Mike lifted his gaze and met mine. Something raw moved between us—shock, arousal, the ache of recognition—while my fingers kept their patient circles and my body answered with soft, hungry pulses around the heat he could see. The humiliation painted his face and didn’t cancel the want; it braided with it instead, leaving his mouth parted and his breathing too fast. I watched his eyes drop involuntarily to my pussy again, watched him track a slow, viscous pearl as it gathered and threatened to fall. The sound he made then—half whimper, half groan—went straight through me.

“Describe what you see,” Chris said, because he liked precision.

Mike wet his lips. “She’s… open,” he managed. “Wet. Full of your cum.” His voice broke on the last word, but he kept going. “It’s… it’s leaking when she moves. She’s still clenching.”

“Good boy,” Chris said, and the praise landed like a soft hand between my shoulder blades. I pressed a little harder on my clit, edging the pleasure up without tipping it, and the motion drew a fresh bead to the rim before my body dragged it back inside. Mike’s eyes went wide, awe-struck and wrecked.

It was impossible not to notice the rest of him: his much smaller cock hanging to one side, flushed and slick at the tip, betraying him with a steady, involuntary weep of pre-cum even as the strap had left his balls an angry, tender red. He was excited—aching, humiliated, aroused anyway—and the truth of all of it hung in the air between us while he stared, trembling, inches from the evidence of our passion.

“You should be happy, cuckyboy,” Chris said, voice almost mild, which somehow made it hit harder. “Your Mistress finally got what she needed. Her needs will always come before yours. And I think you learned something today. Your wife needs big cocks.”

“Yes, Sir,” Mike whispered, throat tight.

“Big cocks like mine,” Chris pressed, unyielding.

“Yes, Sir.”

“Say it.”

Mike flushed scarlet, but he didn’t look away. “My wife likes to fuck big cocks like yours. She needs big cocks to cum, Sir. Thank you for fucking my wife with your big cock, Sir.” The humiliation painted his cheeks a deeper red; the honesty in his voice painted a deeper heat low in my belly. The power play—Chris directing every breath in the room—sent my arousal spiking all over again.

Chris turned his gaze to me, sharp and bright. “The first time we met, Slave, did I fuck you?” His words sliced clean through the charged air.

“No, Master,” I answered, breath hitching as my fingers circled my clit in tight, needy strokes. “We wanted to wait until tonight.” My clit was a live wire—every brush a jolt I couldn’t deny, couldn’t stop.

“What did we do?” he asked, already knowing, wanting me to say it.

“I sucked your cock in your car, Master,” I said, the memory lighting my skin—warm leather, the smell of him, my knees on the seat, the world just outside the glass.

“That’s right,” he murmured, approval like a hand at the back of my neck. “You sucked my cock with your ass in the air. Anyone could have seen you. You sucked my cock until I told you to stop. Did I cum in your mouth, slut?” His voice dropped, low and inevitable.

The scene unspooled in my body as if it were happening again: cool night air on my bare ass, the slick weight of him on my tongue, the steady pressure of his hand guiding pace, the throb between my legs that never really faded. My fingers kept their rhythm at my clit—small, obedient circles—while that old thrill of exposure and service bloomed warm and deep. His control was everywhere, threaded through the room, through my breath, through the way I hovered right at the edge, trembling with the anticipation of what he’d make me say next and what he’d make me do.

“No, Master. I was not allowed to, since you hadn’t taken me as your slave.” The answer felt like a vow settling into place. The faint taste of him still ghosted my tongue from cleaning his cock a moment before—salt, heat, the clean musk of his skin—an intimate reminder that I was truly collared now, truly his.

“You’re my slave now. I want you to get every drop of my cum out of your pussy and lick it up,” Chris said, voice firm and unyielding.

A moan tore out of me—loud, helpless. I tipped my hips, still holding my legs high, and pressed two fingers to my entrance. Warmth spilled over my knuckles. I scooped with greedy care, catching the pearly flood before it could slide down, bringing my hand to my mouth. The taste was heady—salt and sweetness and the electric knowledge of what it meant—and I cleaned my fingers like a starving woman, tongue chasing the last glisten from the webs between them. Again: press, gather, swallow. My body clenched around the loss and pushed a fresh ribbon to the rim; I caught that, too, sucking it from my palm with a low sound that vibrated in my chest. The submission was total and euphoric. Each mouthful felt like a liturgy—take, thank, obey—until I was certain I’d honored every drop he’d given me.

“Good.” He left for the shower, door swinging shut on a rush of steam.

Even alone with the water running, his presence held. “Thank you, Master. Thank you for letting me taste your cum,” I called, pitching it just loud enough for Mike to hear. I slid a pillow under my lower back and sat up, arranging myself so the view was unmistakable: swollen lips, flushed skin, the slick sheen of being used. Mike was still kneeling at the foot of the bed, eyes locked on my pussy like it was the only thing left in the room. I let him look. I wanted him to look. I dragged two clean fingers slowly up my slit, not to tease myself toward anything new, just to smear the shine and show him there was nothing left to claim. His breath shook.

I laughed then—full and rich, self-indulgent and triumphant—and let the sound ring between us. I couldn’t remember ever feeling so deliciously used, so completely satisfied.

“So tell me, cuckyboy, are you excited?” I purred, licking my fingers clean and letting him see my tongue chase the last taste of my Master.

“Yes, Mistress. I am very excited,” Mike said, louder than a whisper but thick with arousal.

“Did you like watching me get fucked? Watching my Master’s big cock plow into me?” I tilted my hips so the light caught the slick between my lips. “You liked it, didn’t you?” It wasn’t really a question; it was a truth I laid in front of him.

“Yes, Mistress. I liked watching.” He couldn’t look away. The flush across his chest, the ruin in his breathing—every bit of him admitted it.

“Good,” I said, lazy satisfaction curling through my voice. “Because I liked it too. And you may be seeing it often.” I softened a fraction, enough to let the promise land. “You have some choices to make, honey. You’ve got a week. I hope we do this together.”

“Yes, Mistress. I… I think I’d like that,” he said, eyes wide and wet at the edges, something raw and honest moving through his face. An ache of affection rose sharp under my sternum; I wanted to pull him up and kiss him. Instead, I lay back and spread wider, offering him purpose.

“Why don’t you make yourself useful, cuckyboy?” He hesitated—one heartbeat, two—uncertain where to start now that the script had changed.

“Get your face in my cunt. Now.” The order came out crisp. He moved at once, kneeling between my thighs, shoulders tense until my hand slid into his hair and guided him the last inch. I ground down, smearing heat across his mouth, marking him with everything I’d just been given. He groaned against me, and the vibration landed bright and sweet.

He found my clit first—swollen, sore, lit up from everything that had come before—and his tongue was careful, small circles, gentle pressure that made me hiss and then exhale. “Good,” I murmured, fingers tightening in his hair to set the angle I wanted. He read it, adjusted, and then—mercifully—drifted lower, tongue flattening to lap at the slick and then spearing deeper, as deep as he could reach. I relaxed my hips and took the caress, holding him there and using his mouth the way I needed while his breath warmed me and his tongue worked, slow and reverent, right where I wanted it most.

“Master’s cum is for Master’s slaves. You just clean what I missed, cuckyboy.” I laughed and palmed the back of his head, pressing his face deeper into my cunt. Without breaking contact I flowed forward, rolling and settling onto him, hips heavy, thighs bracketing his ears as I rode his mouth. A warm ribbon slipped free, and I felt it pour onto his tongue while he reached higher, searching, obedient.

“Deeper. Deeper,” I urged, clenching hard to push out what I could of Chris’s cum. His nose pressed to me; his breath came hot and ragged against my cunt; his tongue speared and curled, gathering everything I gave him. After a few more slow pulses I shifted, rolling my weight and pinning him on his back. Gravity did the rest: the last slick mixture slid from my swollen cunt into his open mouth, and he swallowed with a needy sound that vibrated through me.

“Happy birthday, honey,” I cooed, looking down, meeting his eyes across the mess and the cunt-slick shine. He moaned, eyes fluttering, then rolled back in bliss as he pushed his tongue even deeper. The sight of him relaxing into it—subspace softening his face, shoulders loose—made tenderness bloom in my chest. I stroked his hair, guiding gently. “No touching yourself,” I added, calm and firm. “You won’t be cumming tonight, sweetie—expectations matter for our sessions.” I let my smile tip wicked. “Tomorrow, you can fuck my ass all day if you like.”

I slumped to the side, boneless and glowing, letting the aftershocks drain out of me. “Why don’t you get us all something to drink—something wet,” I said, soft but unmistakably in charge.

He eased out from between my thighs and hurried for the door. I lay back, lungs settling, body humming, the room still warm with leather and sex and the clean steam of the shower down the hall. This was going to work. Sleep tugged at me even as I tried to keep my eyes open.

I surfaced briefly when Chris came in, bent, and kissed me goodnight—cool lips, steady hand at my jaw, a quiet “good girl” that stitched me together. Later I stirred again as Mike worked patiently at the buckles, removing the cuffs and harness with careful fingers so nothing pinched my marked skin. I let myself drift, loose and loved, and slid under again, soundly contented and deeply at peace.
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Unexpected: A Wife Shared For The First Time

I never expected my marriage to take a turn like this.

Amy was always the steady one. Sweet. Kind. Safe. Then we met Phil and Beth — confident, playful, unashamed of their desires — and suddenly the world we thought we understood cracked open.

Now I’m here… watching my wife on her knees, her lips wrapped around some guy's big black cock, watching her lose herself in the thrill of another man’s touch. Watching jealousy and desire knot together inside me until I don’t know whether I want to pull her back into my arms — or see just how far she’s willing to go.

What started as flirting turned into stolen kisses. Then hands roaming where they shouldn’t. Then nights where every rule we’d ever lived by quietly disappeared. Partner swapping. Secrets. Confessions whispered in the dark. And every time I tell myself this is the last time, Amy looks at me with that breathless, guilty-hungry smile…

…and I realize I want more too.

I thought I knew what love meant. I thought I understood loyalty. Now I’m standing on the edge of something deeper, darker — something that might change us forever.

She crossed the line.

I watched.

And neither of us is ready to go back.

Hidden Behind Beth's Innocent Eyes: A Vanilla Exterior Hides Something He Was Never Prepared For 

I never thought my life would take this turn.

When I met Beth, I thought I’d found the perfect girlfriend—confident, sexy, the kind of woman who made every other girl fade into the background. We were supposed to be normal, just a couple falling in love. So how the hell did I end up here?

Here, watching her on her knees sucking another man’s cock while her best friend’s head bobbed up and down in my lap. Here, where jealousy and arousal twist together until I can’t tell if I want to scream or cum. Here, where every line I thought I’d never cross has already been left behind.

What started with one daring night has turned into a wild, unstoppable ride—partner swapping, secrets, and pleasures I never imagined I’d crave. Each step pulls me deeper, each moment leaves me more conflicted… and more hooked.

I used to think I knew what love and loyalty meant. Now I’m not so sure. All I know is Beth warned me: buckle up. And she was right.

Watching His Wife: A Husband Is Taken By Surprise By His Own Submission

When Gregg married Louise, he thought he knew what intimacy looked like.

They were happy. In love. Real. Louise was tender and playful, the kind of woman who could light up a room just by smiling at you. And when she enrolled in massage school, Gregg couldn’t have been more proud.

Then one evening he came home early… and saw something he never expected.

Another man. His wife. Her mouth open and in action. And a level of pleasure that shook something loose inside him.

He could’ve walked in. Could’ve stopped it.

He didn’t.

Because as shock gave way to fascination, Gregg realised the truth:

He wasn’t just jealous.
He was aroused.

Desire. Surrender. Pride. Humiliation. Freedom.

What began as a single, secret moment becomes a new shape of love neither of them saw coming. Louise steps fully into her hunger. Gregg steps into something darker, deeper—and far more honest—than he ever imagined.

They aren’t breaking their marriage.

They’re rewriting it.

The question isn’t whether Gregg can handle watching the woman he loves explore her desires.

The question is:
What does devotion look like when you stop pretending—
and finally tell the truth?
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