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Getting Dirty

40 Short Stories * Filthy Erotica Bundle

By Christi Cabernet, Alexandra Noir, and Raven Merlot


From the Authors

2025 has been our year of coming back.

After a long hiatus, we returned to writing and publishing with more energy than we've had in years. This collection spans nearly a decade of work, from some of our earliest stories to pieces we finished just months ago. Putting it together felt like looking through a scrapbook of who we were and who we've become.

To everyone who's been reading along, whether you've been here since the beginning or just found us, we thank you. Your support is why we get to keep doing this.

We hope you enjoy getting dirty with us.

Happy Reading,

Alexandra & Raven

Hotwives


The Dare

Elena smoothed her hands down the black dress again, the unfamiliar fabric clinging to curves she usually kept hidden beneath cardigans and modest blouses. The hotel bar’s dim lighting cast everything in amber shadows, making her feel like she was performing in a play where she’d forgotten her lines.

“You look beautiful,” David had whispered in the elevator, his eyes bright with an excitement she rarely saw anymore. “Remember, just have fun with it. Be yourself, but … more.”

More. Like she was holding something back and didn’t even know it. She’d been the same person for thirty-eight years: cautious Elena, practical Elena, the woman who ordered salads, and wore sensible shoes, and apologized when other people bumped into her. Now David wanted more, and she wasn’t sure she had it in her to deliver.

The bartender, a young woman with perfectly winged eyeliner, approached with the easy friendliness of someone who’d already smiled at fifty strangers tonight.

Elena’s first instinct was to order her usual: white wine, something safe and unremarkable. But tonight was supposed to be different. Tonight was the dare that had started as a joke during dinner, born from David’s confession that he’d always wondered what it would be like to watch her flirt with someone else.

“I’ll have a Manhattan,” she heard herself say, surprised by the steadiness in her own voice.

The bartender nodded and turned to her bottles. A small thrill rose in her chest at the choice. She rarely ordered cocktails, preferring wine or nothing at all, but tonight called for something with more weight, more intention.

She glanced across the bar to where David sat at a small table, trying to look casual behind his phone. Their eyes met, and he gave her an encouraging smile that twisted her stomach instead of settling it. This had been his idea, after all. His fantasy.

The thought should have steadied her. She was doing this for David, for their marriage, for the spark that had been flickering lower and lower in recent years. Instead, her pulse quickened in a way that had nothing to do with nerves.

The Manhattan arrived, dark and heavy with the scent of whiskey, the cherry floating like a ruby at the bottom. Elena took a cautious sip and felt the whiskey burn down her throat, followed by a warmth that spread through her chest.

Better. This was better.

She caught her reflection in the mirror behind the bar and did a double-take. That woman wasn’t supposed to be her. The dress—David’s choice, ordered online and delivered to the hotel—transformed her usual silhouette into something altogether more dangerous. The black fabric drew attention to the vulnerable slope of her neck and shoulders. Her dark hair, usually pulled back in a practical ponytail, fell in loose waves around her shoulders.

You could be the kind of woman who orders cocktails, laughs too loudly, and doesn’t apologize for taking up space.

Elena looked around the bar with new eyes, assessing the other patrons. A group of businessmen huddled over tablets at a corner table, their ties loosened after what had clearly been a long day. Two women about her age chatted animatedly near the windows, their wedding rings catching the light as they gestured. A few solo travelers lost in scrolling, faces lit by the sterile light of their devices.

And then there was the man at the far end of the bar.

He’d been there when she’d arrived, but she’d deliberately avoided looking in his direction, some instinct warning her that he was exactly the kind of person David’s dare was designed to attract. Now, emboldened by the whiskey and the unfamiliar confidence of her reflection, Elena allowed herself a proper look.

He was tall, even seated, with broad shoulders that filled out his navy blazer in a way that suggested time spent in gyms rather than just boardrooms. His skin was a rich brown that seemed to absorb and reflect the bar’s warm lighting, and when he lifted his glass—something clear and expensive-looking—she caught sight of strong hands and forearms that made her mouth go unexpectedly dry.

As if sensing her attention, he turned his head slightly, and their eyes met in the mirror behind the bar.

Elena’s breath caught. His gaze was direct, appraising, completely unashamed about the fact that he’d been watching her watch him. A slow smile curved his lips, and he raised his glass in a subtle salute before turning back to his drink.

Heat flooded Elena’s cheeks, but she didn’t look away from the mirror. Instead, she found herself smiling back at his reflection, a tentative curve of her lips that felt foreign and thrilling at the same time. Her heart hammered against her ribs—not the flutter of nerves she’d expected, but something deeper, more insistent.

She thought about the early days with David, when they were both in college and she’d been braver about everything. She remembered the night they’d met at a house party, how she’d been the one to start the conversation, to suggest they go somewhere quieter. When had she lost that boldness? When had she become the woman who needed permission to order a different wine, who apologized for wanting things?

The Manhattan was half gone, the cherry swimming in amber liquid at the bottom of the glass. Elena took another careful sip, feeling the warmth spread through her limbs and loosen some of the tight anxiety she’d carried into the bar. But she needed to pace herself. Tonight required clarity, not liquid courage that would leave her stumbling.

She stole another glance at the man at the end of the bar and found him looking directly at her this time, not through the mirror but face-to-face. The boldness of it should have made her look away, should have sent her scurrying back to David’s table with some excuse about feeling sick or tired.

Instead, Elena held his gaze for three heartbeats, then four, then five, before allowing herself a small, mysterious smile and turning back to her glass. Her skin felt flushed, not just from the whiskey but from something else—a warmth that started in her chest and radiated outward, making her acutely aware of every seam, every brush of fabric against skin.

When she felt movement at the edge of her vision—someone settling onto the barstool beside her, bringing with him the scent of expensive cologne: dry cedar, cracked pepper, the faint bitterness of vetiver, and something resinous beneath it—warm, but with an edge—Elena’s pulse quickened, but her hand stayed steady on the glass.

“Most people make a face on the first sip.”

She turned, finding him close. Closer than she’d expected. And calm—like he already knew how this might go.

“Did I?” she asked, unsure whether she was flirting or just curious.

He smiled, holding her gaze. “No. It’s like you and that drink were made for each other.”

“Byron,” he said, extending his hand with the easy confidence of someone who was used to liking people and being liked in return.

“Elena.” Her name felt different on her tongue when she said it to him, like it belonged to someone else she hadn’t met yet.

“Elena,” he repeated, and the way he said it made her stomach flutter. “Beautiful name for a beautiful woman.”

She laughed, surprising herself with how genuine it sounded. “What makes you think that?”

“The way you’re sitting.” Byron gestured with his glass, a crystal tumbler that caught the light like amber. “Like you’re not sure if you want to stay or run. Plus, there’s a man across the room who’s been watching you since you sat down, trying very hard to look like he’s not watching.”

Elena’s cheeks warmed. She’d almost forgotten about David in the intensity of Byron’s attention. “You’re very observant.”

“Occupational hazard. I design experiences for luxury brands.” His smile turned knowing in a way that made her pulse quicken. “I’m very good at reading what people want before they even know they want it.”

“And what do you think I want?” The question left her lips before she could second-guess it.

Something low in her belly tightened as she waited for his answer, a warmth that had nothing to do with the Manhattan and everything to do with the way he was looking at her. She shifted slightly on the stool, thighs drawing together before she realized she’d moved.

Byron’s eyes darkened with interest, and he leaned closer, close enough that she could smell his cologne mixed with something distinctly masculine. “I think you want to feel like you’re in charge of your own story,” he said quietly.

Elena’s breath caught, and she felt heat rise in her cheeks. The intensity of his attention was doing something to her, making her skin feel hypersensitive, making her acutely aware of her own heartbeat.

“That’s quite an assumption,” she managed, her voice slightly breathless.

“Is it wrong?”

She took a sip of her Manhattan, buying time, but also because her mouth had gone dry. The whiskey burned, but it was nothing compared to the heat spreading through her chest. “I’m married.”

“I noticed the ring.” Byron’s eyes flicked to her left hand, and he extended his palm toward her, an invitation. “May I? Your husband clearly has exquisite taste.”

Without thinking, Elena placed her hand in his. His fingers were warm, gentle as they cradled hers, tilting her hand so the diamond caught the bar’s amber lighting. The touch sent electricity up her arm, and she found herself holding her breath.

“Stunning,” Byron murmured, his thumb brushing lightly across her knuckles as he examined the ring. “Classic cut, but that slight curve in the band—that’s clever. Elegant without shouting.”

Elena stared down at their joined hands, mesmerized by the contrast of his dark skin against her pale fingers. “He spent months looking for the right one.”

“A man who takes that kind of care in choosing something so important …” Byron’s voice was genuinely admiring. “He knew how to choose something that would hold its own without stealing focus.”

The compliment should have reminded her of David, of their marriage, of why she was here. Instead, all she could focus on was the way Byron’s thumb continued its gentle movement across her skin, how his touch made her feel both treasured and claimed.

“He does,” she whispered, but didn’t pull her hand away.

“Is he the one watching us?”

The directness of the question should have ended the conversation. Should have sent her back to David’s table with an apology and a sheepish smile. Instead, Elena found herself nodding, her throat tight, her hand still resting in Byron’s.

“Interesting.” Byron’s expression didn’t change, but something shifted in his posture, a subtle relaxation that suggested he’d just received crucial information. He released her hand slowly, fingers trailing across her palm. “And he’s comfortable with you sitting here with me because …?”

“Because he dared me to.” The admission tumbled out, followed immediately by a flush of embarrassment. How pathetic did that make her sound? A middle-aged housewife playing dress-up because her husband found the idea exciting?

But Byron didn’t look at her with pity or amusement. His expression grew more focused, like he’d just been presented with an intriguing creative challenge. “He dared you to flirt with strangers?”

“He dared me to be someone else for a night. Someone braver.”

“Ah.” Byron’s smile was slow, appreciative. “So this is a curated experience. I have to say, he has excellent instincts. This setting, that dress, the way you positioned yourself at the bar to catch the light …” He gestured around them with genuine admiration. “Your husband clearly understands the power of thoughtful design.”

Elena stared at him, struck by how accurately he’d described David’s careful planning. “Is that what this feels like to you? A staged scene?”

“The best experiences always feel both planned and spontaneous. The art is in making the orchestration invisible.” Byron signaled the bartender, his movements confident and unhurried. “That’s where real magic happens when careful preparation meets genuine chemistry. Another Manhattan for the lady, and I’ll have another Macallan.”

“I should pace myself,” Elena protested, though she didn’t refuse when the fresh drink appeared. Her hands were trembling slightly, and she hoped he wouldn’t notice.

“Two should be perfect for the evening,” he said with warm approval. “Enough to take the edge off without clouding what matters most: being present for whatever happens next.”

Elena watched him, fascinated by his ease, the way he seemed to appreciate the very thing that had made her feel manipulated moments before. “You really do understand this, don’t you? Creating … moments.”

“It’s what I live for. Most people think luxury is about objects, but real luxury is about feeling something you can’t manufacture.” His eyes found hers again. “It’s about having someone see you clearly enough to give you something you didn’t even know you wanted.”

“And what do you think I want?” The question came out quieter this time, more vulnerable.

“Right now? I think you want to feel beautiful. Desired. Seen.” His voice dropped lower, became more intimate. “When was the last time someone looked at you the way I’m looking at you right now?”

The directness of it sent heat spiraling through her. Elena crossed her legs, trying to ignore the way her body was responding to this conversation, to this man’s complete attention. She glanced toward David’s table, needing the anchor of familiar ground.

“I don’t know,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper.

“Then your husband is either very generous or very confident, setting up this scenario.” Byron’s fingers traced the rim of his glass, and Elena found herself watching the movement with fascination. “Because, right now, I’m having some very interesting thoughts about what the rest of this evening could look like.”

Elena felt her skin prickle with awareness, a flush spreading down her neck and disappearing beneath the neckline of her dress. “What kind of thoughts?”

“The kind that start with conversation and see where genuine attraction leads.” He studied her face intently. “No script, no predetermined outcome. Just two people discovering what happens when they stop pretending they’re not drawn to each other.”

“And you think I’m pretending?”

“I think you’re trying very hard to stay in control. But I can see glimpses of the woman underneath: the one who doesn’t apologize for wanting things, who doesn’t need permission to feel desirable.”

Elena’s pulse hammered in her throat. She could feel herself responding to him in ways that had nothing to do with David’s dare, and the realization both thrilled and terrified her. “Is that what you’re offering? To help me stop pretending?”

“I’m offering to see where this goes when we stop worrying about anyone else’s expectations.” He shrugged, a gesture full of masculine confidence. “Your husband created the opening, but the rest”—his smile was knowing, appreciative—“that’s up to us to write.”

“What about him?” She nodded toward David, trying to remember why she was supposed to care about his watching eyes.

“So your husband told you to flirt with another man?” Byron asked, his voice curious rather than judgmental. “What else did he say?”

“That he wanted me to be bolder.”

“Did he tell you not to do anything?”

Elena considered this, replaying David’s words from dinner. “No. He didn’t set any boundaries.”

“Why do you think that is?”

The question hung between them, loaded with implication.

Elena twisted her wedding ring, thinking. “Maybe he just knows me too well. Knows I wouldn’t … that I’m not the type to …”

“But he wants you to surprise him?”

“Yes.” The admission came out as barely a whisper. “I think so.”

Byron leaned closer, his eyes never leaving her face. “What would be the most surprising thing you could do right now?”

Elena’s breath caught. The question seemed to hang in the air between them, electric with possibility. She could feel her pulse in her throat, could see David watching them from across the room, could sense that whatever she said next would change everything.

“I don’t know,” she whispered, but even as she said it, she realized she was lying.

“I disagree. I think you know exactly what you could do. And your husband is right over there. If he doesn’t like something, he’ll stop it, right?”

“Yes, but …”

Byron chuckled, a low, warm sound. “Does he carry a gun?”

“No!” Elena laughed despite herself, startled by the absurdity of the question.

“Then the worst thing that can happen is he finds out that he has a much more exciting and daring wife than he ever imagined.”

Elena looked into his eyes, dark and knowing and completely focused on her. The bar noise faded to background static. David’s presence across the room became distant, theoretical. There was only this moment, this choice, this man who was looking at her like she was the most fascinating puzzle he’d ever encountered.

She leaned forward.

Their lips met softly, tentatively at first. No tongue, nothing desperate or hungry, just the simple, electric contact of mouth against mouth. He kissed her back gently, letting her set the pace, his hand coming up to cup her cheek with surprising tenderness.

Elena’s world tilted. She was kissing someone who wasn’t David. Someone whose mouth felt different, tasted different, whose stubble scratched her skin in an unfamiliar way. The realization hit her like a shock of cold water followed immediately by a rush of heat that started in her chest and spread outward until her fingertips tingled.

After what felt like an eternity but was probably only seconds, Byron pulled back slightly, his thumb still brushing across her cheekbone.

“How do you feel?” he asked quietly.

Elena blinked, her lips still buzzing with sensation. Her heart was hammering so hard she was sure he could hear it. Everything felt heightened. The amber lights seemed brighter, the sound of her own breathing seemed amplified, even the texture of her dress against her skin felt more vivid.

“I feel …” She paused, searching for words that could capture the cocktail of emotions coursing through her. “Like my skin is buzzing. Like there’s electricity running under it.” She pressed her hand to her chest, feeling her heart race. “And guilty and thrilled at the same time, which doesn’t make sense but …” She looked at him with wonder. “I didn’t know I could feel both things at once.”

A slow smile spread across Byron’s face. “Good. That’s exactly how you should feel.”

Elena glanced toward David’s table and found him staring at them, his face flushed and his breathing visibly deeper even from across the room. She knew that look: it was the same expression he’d worn their first night together when she’d been more aggressive than he’d expected, or the time she’d surprised him by initiating sex in his office. That particular combination of shock and overwhelming arousal that made him forget himself completely.

“He saw,” she whispered, though whether it was a statement of concern or wonder, she wasn’t sure.

“He did,” Byron confirmed. “And he’s still sitting there. Still watching. Still letting this happen.”

The reality of it hit her like another wave. David had not only seen her kiss another man, he was allowing it to continue. The knowledge sent another rush of heat through her, this one pooling low in her belly.

“What happens now?” she asked, her voice barely audible over the bar’s ambient noise.

He stood slowly, extending his hand to help her down from the barstool. “My room has an amazing view. Let’s slowly walk up there and see if anyone stops us on the way.”

Elena felt her pulse quicken as she took his hand, the warmth of his palm against hers both steadying and electrifying. But Byron wasn’t finished. He caught the bartender’s attention and asked for a pen.

Taking a cocktail napkin, he wrote quickly, his handwriting bold and confident. When he finished, he showed the note to Elena.

Room 1580 … Come and stop us or come and watch. No hard feelings.

Elena read it twice, her heart hammering as she understood the implications. Byron was giving David a choice, an invitation, a way to be part of whatever happened next.

“Is this okay?” Byron asked quietly, his eyes searching her face.

Elena nodded, not trusting her voice.

Byron folded the napkin and handed it to the bartender along with a twenty-dollar bill. “Would you mind delivering this to the gentleman in the corner? The one who’s been watching us.”

The bartender glanced toward David’s table then back at the money. “Of course, sir.”

Byron turned back to Elena, offering his arm. “Shall we?”

As they reached the elevator, Elena caught a glimpse of the bartender approaching David’s table, napkin in hand.

The elevator doors opened with a soft chime, and Byron gestured for her to enter first. The last thing Elena saw before the doors closed was David unfolding the napkin, his face a mixture of shock and something else she couldn’t quite name.

Then they were alone, rising toward whatever came next.

***

The elevator ride felt endless and over too quickly at the same time. Elena watched the numbers climb—12, 13, 14, 15—her heart keeping time with each floor. Byron stood beside her, close enough that she could feel the warmth radiating from his body, but he didn’t touch her. The anticipation was almost unbearable.

When the doors opened on the fifteenth floor, he gestured for her to exit first then led her down a carpeted hallway to room 1580. The keycard beeped softly, and he pushed the door open.

The suite was elegant without being ostentatious—a sitting area with a comfortable sofa and armchair, floor-to-ceiling windows that showcased the city lights below, a king-sized bed visible through an archway. It was the kind of room that suggested success without flaunting it, understated luxury that spoke to good taste rather than excess.

“The view really is spectacular,” Elena said, gravitating toward the windows. The lights of the city spread out below them like scattered diamonds, and she could see the hotel bar’s terrace far below, tiny figures moving around the pool area.

“It is,” Byron agreed, but when she glanced back at him, he was looking at her rather than the cityscape.

He shrugged out of his navy blazer, hanging it carefully over the back of a chair. Underneath, his white dress shirt was perfectly fitted, revealing broad shoulders and a solid chest. He wasn’t the lean, carved physique of a gym obsessive. There was substance to him, the build of a man who took care of himself but also enjoyed good food and fine whiskey. Real strength rather than vanity muscle. It made him seem more approachable somehow, more human than the perfect specimens she sometimes saw in magazines.

Elena found herself staring and quickly looked back toward the window. “How long are you in town?”

“Just tonight, actually. I fly out tomorrow afternoon.” He had moved to a small bar cart in the corner while she wasn’t paying attention. “Can I get you something? Water?”

She turned to find him already preparing two glasses, adding ice and lemon wedges to sparkling water with the practiced ease of someone accustomed to hosting. The attention to detail struck her—he’d noticed she might need something to clear her head without her having to ask.

“Water would be perfect.” The two Manhattans had left her feeling warm and slightly fuzzy around the edges, but not drunk. Just relaxed enough to be here, in this room, with this man who wasn’t her husband.

When he handed her the glass, their fingers brushed, and Elena felt that now-familiar jolt of electricity. The sparkling water was crisp, refreshing, exactly what she needed.

“Are you nervous?” he asked, his voice gentle.

“Terrified,” she admitted. “But also … excited?”

“Good. Both of those things are exactly what you should be feeling.”

Elena took another sip, the bubbles helping to steady her racing thoughts. “I’m just wondering if David will knock on that door.”

“I strongly suspect he will.”

Elena looked at him in surprise. “You seem very confident. Have you done something like this before?”

Byron nodded. “It’s more common than you might think.”

The casual admission sent a flutter through her stomach. She wasn’t sure if knowing this made her feel more or less special, but it certainly explained his ease with the entire situation.

Byron moved toward the bedroom area, stopping at a small writing desk positioned near the foot of the bed. He prepared a third glass of sparkling water with lemon, setting it carefully on the desk’s surface. Then he turned the desk chair so it faced the bed directly.

Elena watched his movements with growing awareness of what he was preparing for. The deliberate placement, the thoughtful gesture of the water—he was staging the scene with the same attention to detail he’d mentioned downstairs.

“The not knowing is part of what makes this so intense,” he continued, returning to where she stood by the windows. “For both of you.”

He was right. The uncertainty, the sense that anything could happen next, was making her pulse race in a way that had nothing to do with fear and everything to do with anticipation.

“Come here,” Byron said softly, setting down his water glass.

Elena hesitated for only a moment before crossing the space between them. When she was close enough to touch, he reached up and gently tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, his fingers lingering against her cheek.

“You’re beautiful,” he said simply. “Your husband is a very lucky man.”

“Even though I’m here with you?”

“Especially because you’re here with me. It takes a confident man to set something like this in motion.” His thumb traced along her jawline. “And it takes a brave woman to follow through with it.”

Elena’s breath caught as he leaned closer, and this time when their lips met, there was nothing tentative about it. His mouth was warm, confident, and she found herself responding with a hunger that surprised her. Her hands came up to rest against his chest, feeling the solid muscle beneath the crisp cotton of his shirt.

Byron’s arms circled her waist, pulling her closer, and Elena felt herself melting into him. This kiss was deeper, more demanding than the one at the bar, and she found herself responding with an abandon she hadn’t felt in years.

Just as his hand began to slide up her back, a knock sounded at the door.

They broke apart, both breathing heavily. Elena’s heart hammered as she looked toward the door, knowing exactly who it would be.

“That would be your husband,” Byron said calmly, his voice only slightly rougher than usual.

Elena nodded, suddenly unable to speak. Her lips felt swollen, her skin flushed with heat and arousal.

Byron smoothed his shirt and walked to the door, opening it without hesitation.

“David. Nice to meet you.”

“Hi.” David’s voice was uncertain, strained. Elena could see him from where she stood, could see the conflict written across his familiar features.

“I suppose you have to decide if you want to join us or if the evening is coming to a close.” Byron opened the door wider and stepped to the side, his tone matter-of-fact but not unkind.

David stepped into the room, and Byron closed the door behind him with a soft click.

Elena looked at her husband, acutely aware of how she must appear—flushed all over from arousal and excitement, her hair slightly mussed, her dress wrinkled from Byron’s hands. They made eye contact across the room, and in that moment, something passed between them. A recognition. They were doing this together, even if their roles were completely different.

Neither of them spoke, but David’s breathing was as ragged as her own.

Byron walked over toward the bed and gestured to the chair he’d positioned earlier. “I poured some water for you … Take something out of the minibar if you’d like.” He paused, adding with a slight smile, “My treat.”

David chuckled despite himself, the sound breaking some of the tension in the room. “That sounds fair.”

He moved to the minibar, his movements careful and deliberate. Elena watched as he selected a premium beer—something imported that would probably cost twice what it would downstairs. The familiar sight of him opening a bottle somehow made the surreal situation feel more real.

David looked at the chair, then at Elena, then at Byron. Slowly, he walked over and sat down, the bottle clutched in his hands like an anchor.

The three of them formed a triangle now—Elena by the windows, David in the chair, Byron standing near the bed. The air hummed with tension and possibility.

Byron looked at Elena, then at David, reading the room with the same perceptive skill he’d shown downstairs. “Elena,” he said softly, “come here.”

She moved toward him as if drawn by invisible threads, her pulse quickening with each step. When she reached him, Byron’s hands found her waist, pulling her close. This time when he kissed her, it was with the knowledge that David was watching, and the awareness sent heat spiraling through her entire body.

Elena heard David’s sharp intake of breath from across the room, but she didn’t break away. Instead, she pressed closer to Byron, her hands sliding up his chest to rest against his shoulders. His mouth was demanding now, confident, and she found herself responding with an abandon she hadn’t felt in years.

Byron’s hands moved to the zipper at the back of her dress, pausing just long enough to catch her eye. The question was silent but clear.

Elena glanced toward David, who was gripping his beer bottle so tightly his knuckles had gone white. His face was flushed, his breathing shallow, and when their eyes met, she saw nothing but raw desire and encouragement.

She nodded to Byron.

The zipper whispered down her spine, and the black dress pooled at her feet like liquid shadow. Elena stood in her matching lingerie—delicate black lace with intricate floral patterns that traced along the curves of her breasts and hips. She’d chosen this set specifically for tonight, the most expensive and elegant pieces she owned, purchased months ago but never worn for anyone but herself in the mirror.

Standing there under Byron’s gaze, she wondered if a man like him—who clearly had no shortage of experienced lovers—would appreciate the careful selection, the way the lace enhanced rather than concealed, the subtle sophistication of the design.

His sharp intake of breath and the way his eyes moved over her with genuine appreciation answered her question immediately. “Beautiful,” Byron murmured, his hands skimming along her sides. “Absolutely beautiful.”

Elena felt a flush of gratification spread through her chest. She’d chosen well. More than that, she felt powerful under his admiration, desired in a way that made her skin feel electric. The expensive lingerie had been worth every penny for this moment alone—the way it made her feel confident, feminine, worthy of such focused attention.

When Byron’s mouth found the curve of her neck, just above the delicate lace edge of her bra, she let out a soft moan that seemed to echo through the room.

David shifted in his chair, the movement drawing her attention. He was staring at her with an expression she recognized—the same barely controlled intensity he got when she whispered dirty stories in his ear, or the few times she’d been bold enough to tell him exactly what she wanted him to do to her. That particular combination of shock and overwhelming arousal that made him forget himself completely. She realized he’d never seen this lingerie either—it had been her secret, waiting for the right moment. The knowledge that he was watching, that he wanted to watch, sent another wave of arousal through her.

Byron guided her toward the bed, his touch reverent but certain. As Elena sank onto the soft mattress, she kept her eyes on David, drawing strength from his presence even as she surrendered to another man’s hands.

Byron’s hands moved with deliberate slowness, tracing the lace edges of her bra before sliding around to unclasp it. Elena felt the delicate fabric fall away, and instead of the self-consciousness she might have expected, she felt a surge of pride at Byron’s sharp intake of breath.

“Elena,” he murmured, his voice thick with appreciation.

She glanced toward David, who was gripping his beer bottle so tightly she was surprised it didn’t shatter. His eyes were dark with want, completely focused on her. In that moment, she understood something profound: David wasn’t just allowing this to happen—he was giving this to her. This freedom, this attention, this chance to be desired and admired by someone new.

The realization filled her with a heady mixture of gratitude and power.

When Byron’s mouth found her breast, Elena arched into him with a soft gasp, but her eyes stayed on David. She could see the effect her response had on him, the way his breathing quickened, the way he shifted restlessly in his chair. Good. She wanted him to see exactly what he was giving her, exactly what he was choosing not to have right now.

Byron’s hands were skilled, patient, mapping her body with the attention of someone who understood that pleasure was an art form. He eased her back onto the bed, his mouth trailing lower, and Elena felt herself surrendering to sensations she’d almost forgotten she could feel.

“Oh God,” she breathed, her back arching as Byron’s tongue found exactly the right spot. Her fingers tangled in his hair, holding him against her, and she heard David’s sharp exhale from across the room.

She looked at her husband through heavy-lidded eyes, seeing his face flushed with arousal and something else—pride. Pride in her. Pride in what she was becoming.

When the first wave of pleasure crashed over her, Elena cried out, her body trembling against Byron’s mouth. She kept her eyes open, kept them on David, letting him see exactly what his gift had given her.

As she came down from the high, breathing heavily, Elena felt a new confidence settling over her like armor. She pushed herself up on her elbows, looking down at Byron with eyes that held a different kind of hunger now.

“Your turn,” she said, her voice husky with satisfaction and new determination.

Something fundamental had shifted inside her—not just arousal, but understanding. David had dared her to flirt, nothing more. But when the moment came to stop this, to pull back, to return to safety, he hadn’t. He’d taken that elevator to the fifteenth floor. He’d accepted Byron’s invitation. He was sitting in that chair right now, watching her with complete fascination.

Her husband was discovering his own desires in real time, just as she was discovering hers. And that realization filled her with something deeper than gratitude—it was devotion. David was letting this happen, trusting her, trusting them both. The least she could do was make it extraordinary.

Elena rose to her knees on the bed, her movements fluid and purposeful in a way they hadn’t been all evening. Gone was the hesitant woman who had worried about her lingerie choices. In her place was someone who knew exactly what she wanted to do and how she was going to do it.

Elena reached for Byron’s shirt, her fingers working the buttons with steady hands that showed none of her earlier nervousness. Each button revealed more of his chest—solid, masculine, real. When she pushed the fabric off his shoulders, she let her hands explore with genuine appreciation, mapping the breadth of his shoulders, the definition of his arms.

“You’re beautiful, too,” she murmured, pressing her lips to his collarbone, tasting the salt of his skin and feeling the slight tremor that ran through him at her touch.

She was going to give Byron everything she had. Not because it was planned, but because David was choosing to let her.

Byron’s breath caught as she worked her way down his body, her mouth and hands mapping every inch with careful attention. She kissed along his chest, letting her tongue trace the definition of his muscles, feeling the way his breathing changed as she grew bolder. Her hands followed the path of her mouth, exploring the solid warmth of him with genuine fascination.

When she reached his belt, Elena’s movements became deliberately slow, methodical. She wanted to savor this—the power she felt in his sharp intake of breath, the way his abdominal muscles tensed as she took her time with each buckle, each button, each zipper.

“Elena,” Byron breathed, his voice strained with want.

She looked up at him through her lashes, a small smile playing at her lips. “Patience,” she murmured, echoing something he might have said to her earlier. The role reversal sent a thrill through her.

When she finally freed him from his remaining clothes, Elena took a moment to appreciate what she saw. He was magnificent—thick, hard, already showing evidence of his arousal. She wrapped her fingers around him experimentally, marveling at the contrast of silk over steel, the way he pulsed in her grip.

From the corner of her eye, she was aware of David leaning forward in his chair, completely captivated. The knowledge that her husband was watching her touch another man, seeing her explore and appreciate Byron’s body, sent another wave of heat through her.

Elena positioned herself lower on the bed, angling her body so that her face disappeared from David’s view as she pressed soft kisses to the base of Byron’s shaft. She could hear her husband shift in his chair, could imagine his frustration at not being able to see exactly what she was doing. Good. Let him wonder.

She took her time there, using her tongue and lips to explore, feeling Byron’s thighs tense on either side of her. His breathing became ragged as she worked her way up slowly, deliberately, making him wait for what they both knew was coming.

“God, Elena,” Byron gasped, his hand finding her hair but not controlling, just touching, just connecting.

She could feel his restraint, the way he was holding back, and it only made her more determined. She wanted to break that control, wanted to give him something unforgettable.

When Elena finally worked her way up to take him fully into her mouth, she did so with complete dedication. She used everything—her lips, her tongue, varying pressure and rhythm as she learned what made his breath catch, what made his hips lift involuntarily from the bed.

She could hear David’s breathing from across the room, could sense his tension even without looking at him. The knowledge that he was watching whatever glimpses he could catch, that he was experiencing this through her responses and Byron’s reactions, only intensified her focus.

Byron’s control was beginning to fracture. His breathing became harsh, uneven, and Elena could feel the tremor in his muscles as she worked. She pulled back slightly, looking up at him with eyes that held a new kind of power.

“You taste incredible,” she murmured, her voice husky with arousal and satisfaction at his response.

The compliment seemed to undo something in Byron. His hand tightened slightly in her hair, and when she took him into her mouth again, she could feel his restraint slipping away entirely.

Elena made a decision then—something she hadn’t attempted in years, something that required complete focus and determination. She looked up at Byron, locking eyes with him, and slowly began to take more of him into her mouth than she ever had before. Her throat relaxed as she pushed her own limits, taking him deeper, deeper, until tears formed at the corners of her eyes but she didn’t look away.

Byron’s expression was one of complete shock and overwhelming pleasure. His lips parted, his breathing stopped entirely for a moment, and Elena felt a surge of triumph even as she struggled with the challenge she’d set herself.

From across the room, she heard David’s voice, barely more than a whisper: “Oh my God …”

She held Byron’s gaze the entire time, letting him see her determination, her complete dedication to his pleasure. When she finally had to pull back, she did so slowly, maintaining control even as her body demanded air. She gasped slightly, coughing a bit as she recovered, her eyes watering but bright with accomplishment.

Elena turned to look at her husband briefly, seeing the amazement and arousal written across his face. “You’ll get your chance, honey,” she said, her voice slightly hoarse but filled with promise. “But it’s his turn now.”

David simply breathed, keeping eye contact with her, his chest rising and falling rapidly. No words were needed—she could see everything she needed to know in his expression.

Elena turned back to Byron, who was looking at her with something close to reverence.

“God, Elena,” he whispered, his voice rough with awe.

She smiled, wiping the tears from her eyes, feeling more powerful than she ever had in her life. This was just the beginning of what she wanted to give him.

“It’s definitely my turn,” Byron said, his voice deeper now, filled with need and determination.

She looked directly into his eyes, her voice stronger now, filled with intention. “Please, take me.”

Elena felt the last of her restraint, her careful control, melt away completely.

“Please, fuck me,” she said, her voice clear and sure.

The words hung in the air between them, raw and honest and powerful. Elena had never said anything like that to David, had never felt the freedom to be so direct about her desires. But here, in this moment, with her husband watching and this beautiful man responding to her with such obvious want, she felt capable of anything.

Byron’s hands moved to her shoulders, gently but firmly guiding her to turn around. He positioned her on her hands and knees facing toward David, his touch sure and confident. Elena felt exposed, vulnerable, but also incredibly aroused as Byron moved behind her. She could feel the heat and hardness of him pressing against her entrance, could feel how wet and ready she was for him.

From his chair, David’s breathing was audible, his complete attention on what was about to happen. The knowledge that he had a perfect view, that he wanted to see this, only intensified her arousal.

Elena was ready. She wanted this, wanted him, wanted to feel him inside her.

Byron positioned himself behind her, one hand resting on her hip, the other guiding himself to her entrance. Elena felt him there, thick and hard, and she pushed back slightly, eager for the connection.

When he entered her, it was slow, deliberate, letting her feel every inch as he filled her completely. Elena gasped at the sensation—he was bigger than David, and she felt herself stretching to accommodate his thickness.

“Fuck,” she breathed, her arms trembling as she adjusted to him.

Byron paused, letting her body accommodate him, his hands gripping her hips. Then he began to move.

Each thrust was deep, purposeful, driving into her with a rhythm that made Elena cry out. The angle let him hit spots that made her see stars, and she could hear herself making sounds she’d never made before—raw, desperate moans that filled the room.

“Harder,” she gasped, pushing back to meet his thrusts.

Byron complied, his hips snapping against her ass with increasing force. Elena’s arms gave out and she dropped to her elbows, the new angle making him drive even deeper. She was dimly aware of David in his chair, breathing hard as he watched his wife get fucked by another man.

“God, you’re tight,” Byron groaned, his grip on her hips tightening as he pounded into her.

Elena could only moan in response, lost in the relentless pleasure of being taken so completely. Her body was building toward something explosive, every nerve ending on fire as Byron drove into her again and again.

The sound of their bodies slapping together echoed through the room, primal and urgent.

Byron’s hand moved from her hip to the back of her head, his fingers tangling in her hair as he held her in place. The control in his grip sent another wave of arousal through Elena, and she pushed back harder against him.

“That’s it,” he growled, using his hold on her hair to pull her back onto his cock with each thrust. “Take all of it.”

Elena whimpered at his words, at the way he was using her body for his pleasure. She could feel herself getting wetter, could hear the slick sounds of him driving into her over and over.

His other hand gripped her hip in a bruising hold, keeping her steady as he fucked her harder. Elena felt completely owned in that moment, completely at his mercy, and it was exactly what she wanted.

“You like being fucked like this,” Byron said, his voice rough with exertion. It wasn’t a question.

“Yes,” Elena gasped, her voice muffled against the bed. “God, yes.”

From his chair, David made a low sound—half-groan, half-whimper—and Elena felt a surge of power knowing her husband was watching her submit so completely to another man.

Byron’s pace became punishing, each thrust driving her closer to the edge of something that felt like it might destroy her. Elena could feel herself getting close, her body coiling tighter with each powerful stroke.

“I want to see your face when you come,” Byron said, his grip loosening in her hair.

He pulled out of her, and Elena whimpered at the loss. But before she could protest, he was guiding her onto her back, positioning himself between her legs. This new angle let her see David clearly, let her husband watch her face as Byron entered her again.

“Oh fuck,” Elena gasped as he filled her once more, the missionary position letting him go even deeper.

Her legs wrapped around his waist instinctively, pulling him closer as he began to move. The new angle hit her perfectly, and Elena felt herself spiraling toward release.

“Look at me,” Byron commanded, and Elena’s eyes locked with his as he drove into her relentlessly.

Her orgasm built quickly, intensely, and when it hit her, Elena cried out loud enough that she was sure the entire hotel could hear. Her body convulsed around Byron’s cock, waves of pleasure crashing over her as she came harder than she had in years.

Byron’s breathing became ragged as Elena’s body clenched around him, her orgasm triggering something primal in him. He continued thrusting through her climax, drawing out her pleasure until she was gasping and trembling beneath him.

“Where do you want me to come?” he asked, his voice strained with the effort of holding back.

Elena looked at him through heavy-lidded eyes, still floating in the aftermath of her release. “Wherever you want,” she breathed.

The permission in her voice, the complete surrender, pushed Byron over the edge. He pulled out of her at the last moment, his hand working his cock as he came across her stomach and breasts, marking her with thick ropes of his release.

“Fuck,” he groaned, his body shuddering with the intensity of his orgasm.

Elena watched him come on her, feeling powerful and satisfied as she witnessed his complete loss of control. She could hear David’s sharp breathing from across the room, could see him gripping the arms of his chair as he watched another man’s cum paint his wife’s skin.

Byron collapsed beside her, both of them breathing heavily as they came down from the high. Elena felt gloriously used, completely sated in a way she hadn’t experienced in years.

The room was quiet except for their breathing and the sound of David shifting in his chair. The air was thick with the scent of sex and satisfaction.

Elena looked toward her husband, seeing the mix of arousal, amazement, and something deeper in his eyes. They had crossed a line tonight that could never be uncrossed, and somehow, that felt exactly right.

***

For several minutes, the only sounds in the room were their gradually slowing breaths and the distant hum of the city below. Elena lay sprawled across the bed, Byron’s release still glistening on her skin, feeling more satisfied and alive than she had in years. David remained in his chair, his beer long forgotten, his eyes moving between his wife and the man who had just given her such obvious pleasure.

Byron was the first to stir, pushing himself up from the bed with the easy grace of someone comfortable in his own skin. He padded to the bathroom, returning moments later with a warm, damp towel.

“Here,” he said gently, offering it to Elena.

She accepted it gratefully, cleaning herself with unhurried movements while he began to dress. There was something oddly intimate about watching him put his clothes back on—the careful way he buttoned his shirt, the practiced motion of knotting his tie. He was transforming back into the polished businessman she’d met at the bar, but Elena would always know what lay beneath that composed exterior.

“Thank you,” she said softly, pulling the sheet up to cover herself.

Byron smiled, that same warm, appreciative expression he’d worn all evening. “Thank you. Both of you.” His eyes moved to include David, who had been watching this quiet domestic scene with fascination.

Elena glanced at her husband, seeing something new in his expression—a kind of wonder, as if he were seeing her for the first time. She felt beautiful under that gaze, powerful in a way that had nothing to do with Byron and everything to do with what she’d discovered about herself.

Byron finished dressing and reached into his jacket pocket, withdrawing a business card. He set it on the nightstand beside the bed. “In case you’re ever interested in exploring more … experiences,” he said simply.

Then he turned to David, who had finally risen from his chair and was standing somewhat awkwardly near the foot of the bed. “What just happened might open a lot of feelings that most people won’t understand … or won’t admit that they understand,” Byron said, his voice serious but kind. “But you still shouldn’t try to deal with them alone.”

David nodded, though Elena could see he wasn’t entirely sure what Byron meant yet. She understood, though. Tonight had been transformative for both of them, and the aftermath would be just as complex as the experience itself.

Byron moved toward the door, pausing with his hand on the handle. “The suite is paid for through tomorrow afternoon,” he said. “Enjoy it.”

And then he was gone, leaving Elena and David alone with the weight of what had just happened and the promise of what came next.

The room felt different without Byron’s commanding presence—smaller somehow, more intimate. Elena looked at her husband, this man she’d been married to for fifteen years, and realized she was seeing him with completely new eyes.

“David,” she began then stopped, not sure what words could possibly capture what she was feeling.

He moved closer to the bed, his movements tentative. “Are you okay?”

“I’m more than okay,” she said, meaning it completely. “But I think we need to talk about what this means. For us.”

David sat on the edge of the bed, careful not to crowd her but close enough that she could see the conflict of emotions playing across his face. “I didn’t expect … I mean, I thought it would just be flirting. Maybe a kiss.”

“And how do you feel about what actually happened?”

He was quiet for a long moment, considering. “Terrified,” he admitted finally. “And more turned on than I’ve ever been in my life.”

Elena reached for his hand, intertwining their fingers. “Good. Because I think I’m just getting started.”

All In


The poker chips made a satisfying sound as they clinked together in Tom’s hands. He’d been up fifty dollars an hour ago, feeling confident and lucky. Now, staring at the cards in his hand—a pair of sevens—he knew he should fold. But Jake had been betting aggressively all night, and something about the new guy’s easy confidence made Tom want to prove himself.

“I’ll see your fifty and raise you another hundred,” Tom said, pushing chips forward with more bravado than sense.

Jake raised an eyebrow from across the table. He was tall, maybe six-two, with the kind of casual athleticism that came from actual outdoor work rather than gym memberships. His brown hair was perpetually tousled, and he had a way of making even expensive craft beer seem approachable. He’d moved into the house three doors down just two months ago, and this was only his second time joining their monthly poker game.

“You sure about that, Tom?” Mike, one of the other regulars, asked. “Jake’s been on a roll tonight.”

“I’m good,” Tom said, though his stomach was already churning. The pot was sitting at four hundred dollars now—more than he’d ever played for in their friendly neighborhood games.

Jake studied his cards with the same thoughtful expression he’d worn earlier when explaining the hop profile of his latest homebrew IPA. “You know what,” he said, “let’s make this interesting. I’ll see your hundred and raise you … three hundred more.”

The table went quiet. Even for their group—successful suburban guys with decent disposable income—seven hundred dollars was serious money.

Tom felt sweat prick at his hairline. He thought about Lisa at home, probably just finishing up her skincare routine, getting ready for bed. She’d been clear about their budget lately, especially with her wanting to put more into their house fund. But his pride was on the line now, and Jake was looking at him with what might have been amusement.

“Tom,” Mike said quietly, “maybe—”

“I’m in,” Tom said, pushing forward the rest of his chips. “Call.”

Jake smiled and laid down his cards. Full house, aces over tens.

Tom’s sevens looked pathetic by comparison.

“Good game,” Jake said, reaching across to shake Tom’s hand as he pulled the massive pile of chips toward himself. “I have to say, I wasn’t expecting this much action on my second night out.”

“Yeah, well,” Tom managed, his voice tight, “welcome to the neighborhood.”

The drive home was a blur. Seven hundred dollars. Gone. Just like that. It wasn’t money they didn’t have, technically, but it was money they’d earmarked for other things. Important things. Lisa was going to kill him.

He sat in his driveway for ten minutes, trying to figure out how to explain this. Through their bedroom window, he could see the soft glow of Lisa’s bedside lamp. She was probably reading, waiting for him to come up and tell her about his evening.

The front door seemed heavier than usual as he pushed it open.

“Tom? That you?” Lisa’s voice drifted down from upstairs.

“Yeah, it’s me,” he called back, hanging his keys on the hook by the door.

“How was poker? Did you boys behave yourselves?”

Tom climbed the stairs slowly, each step feeling like a small defeat. When he reached their bedroom doorway, Lisa was sitting at her vanity, carefully wrapping her hair in a silk scarf. Her skincare routine was finished—he could smell the cocoa butter lotion she used every night—and she was wearing the oversized Harvard T-shirt she’d had since college.

Tom paused for a moment, taking in the sight of her. Even preparing for bed, Lisa was stunning. Her dark skin had a warm glow from her evening routine, and the way she moved as she secured her scarf was graceful and deliberate. He’d always been mesmerized by her—the curve of her full lips, the elegant line of her neck, the way her natural hair looked when she let it down on the weekends. Eight years of marriage, and he still felt lucky every time he looked at her. Which made him feel like an even bigger idiot right now.

“It was fine,” he said, avoiding her eyes in the mirror.

Lisa paused, her hands still on her scarf. After eight years of marriage, she could read him like a book. “How much?”

“What?”

“How much did you lose?” She turned to face him directly, her dark eyes already showing the first hints of anger.

Tom sat heavily on the edge of their bed, settling onto his regular cotton pillowcase. He’d never understood Lisa’s need for silk. He actually preferred the slightly rougher texture of cotton—found it more comfortable somehow. But he understood it was important to her.

“Seven hundred.”

The silence stretched between them like a chasm.

“Seven hundred dollars.” Lisa’s voice was deadly calm. “Tom, we talked about this. We agreed on limits.”

“I know, but—”

“But what? You thought you’d get lucky? You thought this time would be different?” She stood up, and even in bare feet, her posture radiated the kind of controlled fury that made Tom feel about two inches tall. “This is the third time this year, Tom. The third time you’ve come home with some story about bad luck or bad cards—or whatever excuse you’re about to give me.”

“It’s not like that,” Tom protested weakly. “Jake was—”

“Jake was what? Forcing you to bet money we don’t have?” Lisa crossed her arms. “We’re supposed to be saving for a house, Tom. A real house, not this rental. We have plans.”

Tom knew she was right. They’d been looking at houses for months, slowly building up their down payment fund. Seven hundred dollars was a significant chunk of that progress, gone in one stupid hand of cards.

“I’ll win it back,” he said. “Next month, I’ll—”

“No.” Lisa’s voice cut through his words like a blade. “No, you won’t. Because you’re not playing anymore. Not until you can prove to me that you can handle it responsibly.”

“Lisa, come on. It’s just a game with the guys.”

“A game that just cost us seven hundred dollars!” She turned back to her vanity, her movements sharp with anger. “A game that you keep losing at, apparently.”

Tom watched her reflection in the mirror as she finished getting ready for bed. Her jaw was set in that way that meant the conversation was over, at least for tonight. But he could see the disappointment in her eyes, and that was worse than the anger.

“What do you want me to do?” he asked quietly.

Lisa met his eyes in the mirror. “I want you to figure out how to get our money back. I don’t care how. Beg, borrow, or steal it if you have to. But figure it out, Tom. Because if you don’t …” She trailed off, but the implication hung heavy in the air.

“If I don’t, what?”

“If you don’t, then we need to have a very different conversation about our future.”

Tom felt his stomach drop. “Lisa, you don’t mean that.”

She turned off her bedside lamp and slipped under the covers, settling onto her silk pillowcase. “Fix this, Tom. Whatever it takes.”

The next morning, Tom woke up alone. Lisa had already left for work, but she’d left a note on the kitchen counter next to his coffee mug: Figure it out. - L

He stared at the note for a long time, trying to work up the courage for what he knew he had to do.

***

Three hours later, Tom found himself standing on Jake’s front porch, rehearsing what he was going to say. Through the window, he could see Jake moving around in what looked like a well-equipped kitchen. The smell of something hoppy drifted from an open window—probably another brewing experiment.

Tom knocked, his palms already sweating.

“Hey, Tom!” Jake opened the door with a genuinely surprised smile. “What’s up, man? Everything okay?”

“Yeah, I just …” Tom faltered. Jake was wearing a faded brewery T-shirt and jeans, looking completely relaxed and approachable. It made what Tom had to do feel even more humiliating. “I was wondering if we could talk.”

“Of course, come on in.” Jake stepped aside, gesturing Tom into his house. “Perfect timing, actually. I’m working on a new IPA recipe and could use a second opinion. You drink IPAs, right?”

Tom followed Jake through a living room that was still mostly boxes and mismatched furniture—the hallmarks of someone who’d moved recently and was still getting settled. The kitchen, however, was clearly where Jake had focused his unpacking efforts. Gleaming brewing equipment lined the counters, and the air was thick with the rich smell of hops and grain.

“This is impressive,” Tom said, momentarily distracted from his mission.

“Thanks. It’s been my hobby for about five years now. Started in my apartment back in Portland, but I could never really expand the operation until I got a house.” Jake pulled two glasses from a cabinet. “The landlord here was cool about me setting up in the garage, too, so I’ve got fermentation space now.”

He poured amber liquid from a growler into both glasses and handed one to Tom. “This is the third iteration. I’m trying to balance the citrus notes with some pine undertones without making it too bitter.”

Tom took a sip. It was excellent—complex and hoppy without being overwhelming. “This is really good, Jake. Like, really good.”

“You think so? I’ve been thinking about maybe trying to get it into some local bars, but I don’t know if it’s ready.” Jake’s face lit up with genuine enthusiasm. “The trick is the dry hopping schedule. Most people add too much too early, but if you wait until …”

For the next twenty minutes, Jake walked Tom through his brewing process, showing him the different stages, explaining the science behind fermentation temperatures and hop utilization. Tom found himself genuinely interested despite his anxiety. Jake had a teacher’s enthusiasm for his craft, and there was something infectious about his passion.

“Anyway,” Jake eventually said, refilling their glasses, “I’m probably boring you to death. Want to check out the gaming setup? I finally got my PS5 hooked up yesterday.”

They moved to the living room, where Jake had set up an impressive entertainment center among the moving boxes. Soon, they were playing some cooperative zombie shooter, working together to clear levels while Jake shared stories about his move from Portland.

“The job market out there was getting crazy,” Jake explained as they paused between levels. “I’m in software consulting, and everyone was either working for Nike or one of the tech startups. When this remote position opened up, I figured why not try somewhere with a lower cost of living?”

“What made you pick this neighborhood?” Tom asked, genuinely curious now.

“Honestly? I drove through one weekend when I was looking at houses, and everyone seemed normal. Not too suburban, not too urban. People actually talked to each other.” Jake glanced over at Tom. “Plus, I figured if there were regular poker games, I’d found the right crowd.”

Tom’s stomach clenched as reality crashed back in. Jake’s openness, his friendliness, the way he’d welcomed Tom into his home without question—it all made what Tom had to do feel even worse.

They played for another hour, Jake sharing stories about learning to brew, Tom finding himself relaxing despite himself. It was easy to see why Jake was having trouble making friends as an adult—he was genuinely nice, interesting, passionate about his hobbies. The kind of guy Tom would actually want to be friends with under different circumstances.

Finally, Tom forced himself to speak up. “Jake, I need to talk to you about something.”

“Sure, what’s up?” Jake paused the game and turned to face him.

Tom set down his controller, his mouth suddenly dry. “About last night. The money I lost.”

Jake’s expression shifted slightly, becoming more serious. “Oh. I was wondering if that was what this was about.” He was quiet for a moment. “I kind of hoped you’d just come over to hang out, you know? It’s not easy being the new guy in the neighborhood, and it’s hard to make friends as an adult.”

There was something almost hurt in Jake’s voice, and Tom felt like a complete heel.

“I’m sorry,” Tom said quickly. “I do like hanging out with you. I really do. This whole situation … I hate that I’m even bringing it up.”

“What’s going on?”

Tom took a deep breath. “My wife is furious. Like, really furious. I’ve had some gambling problems before, and last night was supposed to be different. She gave me an ultimatum this morning—figure out how to get the money back or …” He trailed off.

“Or what?”

“Or she’s done with me.”

Jake was quiet for a long moment, processing this. “I’m sorry, man. I had no idea. If I’d known you were betting money you couldn’t afford to lose …”

“It’s not your fault,” Tom said quickly. “You didn’t force me to bet stupid. That was all me.”

“Still, I feel like shit about it now.” Jake leaned back on his couch, thinking. “Look, I’d be happy to give you the money back. Just call it a misunderstanding.”

Tom felt a surge of relief, followed immediately by confusion. “Really? Just like that?”

“Well,” Jake said slowly, “not exactly just like that.”

“What do you mean?”

Jake was quiet for a moment, seeming to wrestle with something. When he spoke again, his voice was different—more serious, more direct.

“I’d want something in return.”

“Okay. What?”

Jake met Tom’s eyes directly. “I want to have sex with your wife.”

Tom stared at him, certain he’d misheard. “What?”

“I want to sleep with Lisa.” Jake’s voice was steady, matter-of-fact. “That’s what I’d want in exchange for canceling the debt.”

Tom’s brain struggled to process what he was hearing. “Are you serious right now?”

“Dead serious.”

“Jake, even if that was okay with me—which it’s not—I can’t just give my wife away like she’s some kind of object.”

Jake nodded immediately. “You’re absolutely right. I don’t know what I was thinking.” He ran a hand through his hair, looking embarrassed. “That was stupid of me to even suggest.”

Tom felt his relief returning. “Okay, so—”

“But here’s what I will do,” Jake interrupted, his tone becoming more thoughtful. “I’ll cancel the debt right now, in exchange for something much simpler.”

“What?”

“I want you to call your wife and tell her what I just asked for. And whatever she decides—yes or no—you agree to go along with it. That’s all. I’m not buying sex with your wife, Tom. I’m buying your agreement to let her make her own choice about this.”

Tom stared at him. “You want me to call Lisa and ask her if she wants to sleep with you?”

“I want you to tell her what I offered, and let her decide for herself. If she says no—which might very well happen—then the debt is still canceled and we’re good. If she says yes, then the debt is canceled and we have a very different evening ahead of us.” Jake leaned forward. “But either way, it’s her choice, not yours or mine.”

Tom’s head was spinning. “This is insane.”

“Maybe. But it’s honest. And it respects her agency.” Jake looked at him seriously. “I’d never do anything with a woman who wasn’t completely into it. So let’s find out what she thinks.”

Tom stared at Jake, realizing the subtle brilliance of what he was proposing. The debt would be canceled regardless of Lisa’s answer. Jake wasn’t trying to buy her—he was buying Tom’s willingness to let her decide for herself.

“If I do this,” Tom said slowly, “the debt is canceled no matter what she says?”

“Absolutely. Your only obligation is to ask her honestly and respect her decision.”

Tom pulled out his phone with shaking hands. Lisa was going to think he’d lost his mind. She was going to hang up on him, probably scream at him, and then he’d still owe Jake seven hundred dollars. But he dialed her number, anyway.

“Hey, babe,” Lisa’s voice came through the speaker, warm and familiar. “What’s up? Aren’t you supposed to be at work?”

“I’m at Jake’s house,” Tom said, his voice tight with nerves.

“The new neighbor? The one you lost money to?” Her tone cooled considerably.

“Yeah. We’ve been talking about the debt.”

“Good. Did you work something out?”

Tom glanced at Jake, who nodded encouragingly.

“He offered to cancel it entirely. But he wants something in return.”

“Okay …” Lisa’s voice was cautious. “What does he want?”

Tom closed his eyes. “He wants to have sex with you.”

The silence on the other end of the line stretched so long that Tom wondered if the call had dropped.

“Lisa? You there?”

When she spoke again, her voice was different—lower, more thoughtful. “Is he listening to this conversation?”

“Yeah, you’re on speaker.”

“Hi, Jake,” Lisa said, and Tom could hear something in her voice he couldn’t quite identify.

“Hi, Lisa,” Jake replied. “I know this is crazy—”

“It is crazy,” Lisa interrupted. “But you know what? I’m so tired of cleaning up after Tom’s mistakes that I’m actually considering it.”

Tom’s mouth fell open. This was not how he’d expected this conversation to go.

“Lisa—”

“Explain to me how he talked you into asking this?”

Tom fumbled. “He said that he would cancel the debt if I asked you and let you decide. So, all you have to say is no, and we move on.”

Lisa laughed. “It isn’t enough for you to gamble with our money, but you just gambled on me not wanting to sleep with the hot new guy in the neighborhood?”

Hot new guy. Tom’s face lost all color.

“Let’s raise the stakes then.” Her voice was steady, controlled. “Absolutely, Jake. This is what Tom gets for gambling with our family’s money. And not just that—I want Tom to watch you take me so he never forgets this lesson.”

The line went dead.

Tom stared at his phone in shock, then looked up at Jake, who was nodding slowly with what looked like satisfaction.

“Well,” Jake said, leaning back on his couch with a slight smile. “I guess we have our answer.”

***

That evening, Tom sat on the edge of their bed, watching Lisa move between her dresser and closet with the kind of focused determination she usually reserved for work presentations. She’d been quiet since he’d gotten home, processing everything in that methodical way of hers.

“Did you two plan this?” Tom asked, still trying to make sense of what had happened.

Lisa paused, holding up two different bras—one black lace, one deep red. “Nope. He just must be good at reading women.” She chose the black lace and set it on the bed. “I have to admit, I’m impressed by how he handled it. Making sure the debt was canceled either way? That was smart.”

Tom watched her select a matching pair of panties, his mind still reeling. “I still can’t believe you said yes.”

“You can’t?” Lisa turned to look at him, one eyebrow raised. “Tom, you’ve been gambling away our future in small increments for months. When someone offered me a chance to get something back while teaching you a lesson you’ll never forget, why wouldn’t I take it?”

She moved to her jewelry box, selecting simple gold earrings and the delicate necklace Tom had given her for their last anniversary. There was something different about her movements—more deliberate, more confident.

“Do you think he’s ever been with a Black woman before?” she asked, slipping the earrings in. “Is that what this is about?”

“I didn’t ask.”

“Hmm.” Lisa smiled, a mischievous expression Tom recognized from when they’d been dating. “Either way, I’m going to make sure he never forgets it.” She chuckled softly. “I guess I’ll have to ‘represent,’ as some might say.”

Tom felt a strange flutter in his stomach at her tone—part anxiety, part something else he couldn’t name. “Lisa …”

“What?” She turned from the mirror, still wearing that confident smile.

“Are you leaving me? Is this your way of …?” He couldn’t finish the sentence.

Lisa’s expression softened, and she moved to sit beside him on the bed. “No, Tom, I’m not leaving you. I probably never was, even this morning when I was furious.”

“Then why—”

“Because maybe this is what we both need.” She took his hand. “You need to understand that actions have consequences. Real ones. And I …” She paused, seeming to search for the right words. “I need to feel like I have some power in this relationship again. Like I’m not just the responsible one, cleaning up your messes.”

Tom squeezed her hand. “I never meant for you to feel that way.”

“I know. But I do.” She studied his face. “The fact that you’re going through with this, that you trust me enough to make this choice … that actually means something to me.”

“It does?”

“It does. It means you’re finally willing to let me handle something my way, even when it’s hard for you.” She leaned over and kissed his forehead. “And who knows? Maybe you’ll like watching me feel powerful again.”

Tom felt heat rise in his cheeks. The idea should have been purely humiliating, but something about the way Lisa said it, the confidence in her voice …

“Maybe,” he admitted quietly.

Lisa stood up and selected a pair of black heels from her closet—not the highest ones she owned, but high enough to make her legs look incredible. “He’ll be here at nine. That gives me another hour to get ready.”

“What should I do?”

“Whatever feels right to you.” She moved back to the mirror, beginning to apply makeup with more care than usual. “This is happening, Tom. We’re both committed to it now. So try to relax.”

Tom watched her transformation in the mirror—the careful application of lipstick, the way she styled her hair to frame her face perfectly. She was getting ready for another man, and instead of feeling purely jealous or angry, he found himself … appreciating her. The effort she was putting in, the confidence she was building.

“You look beautiful,” he said.

Lisa met his eyes in the mirror. “Thank you. I want to feel beautiful tonight.”

“You always look beautiful.”

“I know. But tonight, I want to feel it.” She turned to face him. “Tonight, I want to feel like the goddess I am.”

The word sent another flutter through Tom’s stomach. Goddess. Yes, that’s exactly what she looked like—powerful, radiant, preparing to be worshiped.

***

At exactly 8:45 p.m., the doorbell rang, and the sound hit Tom like a gunshot in a library—loud, jarring, impossible to ignore. His hand froze inches from his coffee mug. The walls seemed to close in, suddenly saturated with the weight of what they were about to do.

“Oh shit!” Lisa gasped, springing up from the arm of the couch. The calm, composed confidence she’d worn all day cracked like a dropped glass. She darted across the living room, her heels clicking on hardwood, the black lingerie hugging her curves as she scrambled into position. With practiced precision, she draped herself over the chaise lounge—one leg long, the other bent, her body angled just so, breasts spilling perfectly into the curve of the armrest. The delicate gold necklace Tom had given her fell between them like a target.

“How do I look?” she asked, breathless but trying for sultry, arching her back as she looked over her shoulder. Her voice dropped an octave, slipping into that familiar teasing tone she used when she wanted something. “How do the girls look?”

Tom stared at her, still stunned that this was really happening. His mouth opened, but all he could manage was a hoarse, “You look amazing.”

Lisa gave him a dazzling smile that vanished as quickly as it appeared. She snapped back into position, chin tilted, lips parted. “Good. Now open the damn door before I lose my nerve.”

Tom shook his head, fighting back an unexpected smile. For a moment he wondered if this was how women acted when men weren’t around—frantically staging themselves for maximum effect while asking for reassurance about their breasts.

Tom walked slowly toward the front door, each step heavier than the last. Through the frosted glass, he could see Jake’s silhouette—broad-shouldered, confident, still as a statue. For one suspended moment, Tom thought about pretending they weren’t home, calling the whole thing off. But his hand moved on its own, turning the knob, swinging the door open, like it was destiny.

Jake stood on the porch with a bottle of wine in hand, dressed in dark jeans and a crisp button-down that looked effortless and expensive. His smile was easy, but there was tension behind it—barely leashed anticipation.

“Hey,” he said. “I know I’m early. Hope that’s okay.”

“Yeah. Come in,” Tom said, stepping aside.

Jake entered, and then stopped dead in his tracks.

Lisa was posed like a portrait come to life: black lace hugging her body, legs arranged for maximum allure, skin glowing in the lamplight. Her eyes locked onto his with unapologetic hunger, and her smile curved slowly, deliberately.

“Hi, Jake,” she said, voice low and sultry. “Welcome to our home.”

Jake’s composure faltered. His eyes roamed her body—necklace nestled between her breasts, lingerie clinging to her every curve, legs taut and inviting. His breath hitched. “Lisa … wow. You look absolutely stunning.”

“Thank you. I wanted to make a good impression.”

He held up the wine, almost like a peace offering. “Pinot Noir. Thought it might suit the mood.”

“Very thoughtful,” she purred. Then, without taking her eyes off Jake, she added, “Tom, open it for us, please.”

Tom retreated to the kitchen, clutching the bottle like it might steady him. He could hear the murmur of voices and Lisa’s unmistakable laugh—warm, teasing, intoxicating. It was the laugh she used when she was turned on, when she was playing with someone and enjoying the power of it. He fumbled with the corkscrew, hands clumsy, heart pounding. Once the glasses were poured, he handed them to his wife and new neighbor.

“Come sit, Jake,” Lisa said, patting the space on the couch near her. She shifted as he approached, adjusting her pose just enough to make the lace pull tighter across her breasts.

Jake sat—not too close, but definitely within reach. She turned her body slightly toward him, giving him a full view of her legs, her curves, her confidence. She was glowing. Thriving.

“So,” she said with a wicked little grin, “what made you think I’d go along with this?”

Jake took a sip of his wine, his eyes never leaving Lisa. He looked relaxed on the surface, but Tom saw it now—the way he held his glass a little too tight, the subtle clench in his jaw, the hunger just beneath his polite smile. Jake wasn’t just playing along. He wanted this. He wanted her. And Lisa? She was glowing under the weight of that gaze, every inch of her feeding off his attention.

“I have to admit,” Jake said, swirling his wine, “I didn’t expect you to be this confident.”

Lisa raised an eyebrow. “Because I’m a wife? Or because I’m supposed to be shy about this?”

“Because you’re stunning and dangerous, and I thought maybe you’d make me work a little harder to keep up.”

She laughed—a rich, throaty sound that made Tom’s pulse spike. “Don’t worry. I’ll make you work for it. I just want a head start.”

Tom sat silent, his wine untouched. His heart beat unevenly, and his cock throbbed behind the fly of his jeans. Watching Lisa like this—radiant, sharp, aroused—was surreal. She wasn’t pretending. She wasn’t humoring Jake. She was participating. Leading. And the strangest part of all was how right it felt, like this version of her had been waiting just under the surface, waiting for the right moment to be unleashed.

Lisa stood, slow and smooth, like every movement was a performance choreographed in advance. She set her wine down without looking, her eyes never leaving Jake’s. Then she turned to Tom. “Bring your chair upstairs, baby. I want you to watch from the best angle.”

Tom’s breath caught. He stood, unsure if his legs would carry him, and followed her lead.

Upstairs, Lisa dimmed the lights just enough to soften the edges of the room. She moved with the poise of someone on stage—aware of every step, every angle. She positioned Tom’s chair near the window, giving him a perfect view of the bed. Then she turned, standing before Jake, her hands on his chest.

“You’ve been patient,” she said softly. “Time to see what that earns you.”

Jake’s hands went to her waist then her hips, holding her like something precious but breakable. Lisa leaned into him, her hands moving over his chest then down his stomach. Her movements were slow, sensual, exploratory, and Tom felt himself growing hard again just watching her claim this moment like she owned it.

She whispered something in Jake’s ear that Tom couldn’t hear, and Jake’s smile deepened as he nodded. Whatever she’d said, it worked.

Lisa turned slowly, pressing her back against Jake’s chest. He kissed her shoulder, then her neck, then lower, until her head lolled back and a quiet moan escaped her lips. His hands reached around to cup her breasts, teasing her nipples with his thumbs. Tom saw them stiffen as he watched Lisa arch into the contact like her whole body was hungry. Jake’s fingers skimmed down her stomach, paused at the edge of her panties, and waited.

Lisa glanced over her shoulder at Tom, eyes gleaming. “You watching, baby?” she asked, her voice breathy but sharp. “You seeing what this man is doing to me?”

Tom nodded, too dry-mouthed to speak.

Lisa placed her hands on Jake’s, guiding them lower. He slipped her panties down slowly, baring her inch by inch. When they dropped to the floor, she stepped out of them like a queen shedding her robe.

Jake knelt behind her, spreading his hands over her hips, and placed a single kiss on the small of her back. Then he descended. His mouth found her heat, and Lisa gasped—sharply, involuntarily. Her legs trembled as he licked, soft at first, then deeper, more confident. She grabbed the footboard for balance, her body starting to rock back against his face. The sounds she made were raw, messy, real.

Tom sat frozen, hypnotized by the sight of his wife writhing under another man’s mouth.

Lisa looked up, her eyes locking with his, and the connection jolted through him like electricity.

“He’s making me come, baby,” she moaned. “You seeing how wet I am? How bad I needed this?”

Jake groaned into her, and Lisa’s moan turned into a high, broken cry as her orgasm tore through her like a wave.

Lisa collapsed forward onto the bed, her chest rising and falling fast. Jake climbed up behind her, kissed the curve of her spine, and then curled beside her, one hand tracing her thigh. Tom was still seated at the edge of the bed, dazed, hard, and aching. He’d just watched his wife come apart from another man’s mouth. And she looked … alive. More than that—radiant, reborn.

She turned her head and looked at Tom, eyes hazy but focused. “Come closer,” she said softly, beckoning him with a crooked finger.

He crawled onto the bed beside her, and she cupped his face in both hands, kissing him slow and deep. He could feel her post-orgasmic heat radiating off her skin, and it didn’t repel him. It undid him.

Jake watched them from behind her, his hand stroking along her thigh. Lisa reached back lazily and found him, tugging him forward without breaking the kiss with Tom. Then she shifted her hips again, lifting them slightly. An invitation.

Jake entered her in one slow push, and Lisa moaned directly into Tom’s mouth. Her fingers curled in his hair as her body rocked between them—one man in her, the other kissing her like he might never get the chance again.

She broke the kiss to gasp, arching her back as Jake began to thrust harder. The sound of skin on skin filled the room, wet and rhythmic. Lisa was lost again, her mouth open, her eyes fluttering. She reached for Tom’s hand and laced their fingers together.

“Don’t stop,” she panted. “Fuck, don’t stop. I want him to ruin me while you hold my hand.”

Jake slammed into her harder, grunting with each thrust. Lisa took every inch, her cries rising in volume and desperation. She looked over her shoulder, eyes wild. “Come in me. Fill me. Let him see what it looks like when another man claims me.”

Tom felt his heart pound so loud it hurt. He was stroking himself now, fully hard, watching his wife beg for another man’s cum.

Jake grunted, driving into her one final time as his body seized. Lisa let out a broken moan, her fingers tightening around Tom’s. Jake stayed buried deep, gasping, his head dropping to her shoulder. She exhaled shakily, her body limp and trembling beneath him. The room went quiet except for their breathing. Lisa’s body was slick with sweat, her hair clinging to her cheeks, her thighs still twitching from aftershocks.

Jake eased out of her slowly, carefully, and Lisa winced with oversensitivity. His cum leaked from between her thighs, and Tom couldn’t look away. He wanted to feel disgusted or threatened—but what he felt was reverence. Like he’d just witnessed something sacred. Lisa rolled onto her back and stared at the ceiling, one hand over her chest, the other still holding Tom’s.

“Come here,” she whispered to Tom.

He lay beside her without hesitation. Lisa turned toward him, touching his face with both hands. Her lips met his in a kiss that was slow and open, raw with meaning. There was sweat on her skin, salt on her lips. Tom kissed her deeper.

“I love you,” she murmured, forehead pressed to his. “That was everything I didn’t know I needed.”

Tom swallowed hard. “I love you, too. I mean it.”

They lay like that, forehead to forehead, sharing breath, while Jake sat back against the headboard, quietly watching them. Not intruding. Not leaving. Just there—like this new reality might belong to all of them now.

Lisa reached out one arm, draping it across Jake’s chest, her other hand still wrapped around Tom’s. She was held by both men, her body bare, spent, glowing. She sighed, utterly content.

“No regrets?” she asked, voice slurred with exhaustion.

Tom shook his head. “None.”

Jake echoed it: “None.”

Lisa smiled as her eyes fluttered closed. “Good. Because this … this was only the beginning.”

***

Three weeks later, Tom found himself back at Mike’s house for the monthly poker game. But this time, things were different. Mike’s wife Sarah had suggested they make it a couples’ night, and now there were two tables—one in the dining room for the guys, and one in the living room where Lisa sat with Sarah and Karen from down the street.

“You’ve been playing better lately,” Mike commented as Tom won another small pot. “More focused or something.”

Tom smiled, glancing toward the living room where he could hear Lisa’s laughter. She was wearing a black dress that hugged her curves perfectly, and he’d caught several of the other men stealing glances at her throughout the evening.

“Just appreciating what I have,” Tom said.

Jake arrived for the game twenty minutes late, apologizing about traffic, with a tall blonde on his arm. “Everyone, this is Emma,” he said, and Tom had noticed the way Jake’s eyes lingered on Lisa for just a moment too long—a look that Emma definitely caught.

“How’s your lovely wife doing at her table?” Jake asked casually as he bought in.

Tom looked over at Lisa, who was currently studying her cards with the same intensity she brought to everything else. “She’s winning, from the looks of it.”

And she was. Lisa had always been good at reading people, and that skill translated well to poker. She was up considerably, her chip stack growing steadily as she charmed and bluffed her way through hands.

“Beginner’s luck,” Sarah called out from the other table, laughing as Lisa raked in another pot.

“I don’t think there’s anything beginner about Lisa,” Karen said with obvious admiration. “She’s got us all figured out.”

The game progressed for another hour, with both tables growing more animated as the night wore on. Tom found himself playing more conservatively than usual, content to watch Lisa enjoy herself. Every so often, she’d catch his eye and give him a little smile that sent warmth through his chest.

During a break in the action, Lisa sauntered over to the men’s table, her heels clicking confidently on the hardwood. She placed her hands on Tom’s shoulders and leaned down to whisper in his ear, “I’m up three hundred dollars.” Her breath was warm against his skin. “Think I’m getting good at this gambling thing.”

Tom reached up to cover one of her hands with his. “Just don’t get carried away.”

“Never,” Lisa said with a grin then looked around the table. “You boys playing nice with my husband?”

“We’re being gentle with him,” Jake said, his tone carefully neutral.

“Good,” Lisa replied, her eyes meeting Jake’s for just a moment before she turned back to Tom. “Because he’s mine.”

The possessive edge in her voice made Tom’s pulse quicken, and he caught the slight intake of breath from Jake across the table.

As the evening wound down, both tables decided to play one final hand—winner take all for the remaining pots. Lisa, still riding high on her earlier wins, went all in with what looked like supreme confidence.

When the cards were revealed, she’d won with a full house, taking down the biggest pot of the night. The women’s table erupted in cheers as Lisa raked in her winnings, her chip stack now impressively large.

“Jesus, Lisa,” Jake called over from the men’s table, shaking his head with admiration. “How much did you just win?”

“Let’s see …” Lisa counted her chips with theatrical flair. “About eight hundred dollars.”

Jake whistled low. “That’s quite a haul. We might need to discuss an installment plan.”

Lisa looked over at him with that mischievous smile Tom had come to both love and recognize as dangerous. “I’m sure we can work something out,” she said with a wink that made the temperature in the room seem to rise several degrees.

Emma, Jake’s date, looked between them with obvious confusion, while Tom felt that familiar flutter of anticipation in his stomach.

Both Tom and Lisa finishing ahead, the couples began saying their goodbyes. Jake lingered near his truck as Tom and Lisa walked to their car.

“Lisa,” Jake called out softly.

She turned, one eyebrow raised. “Yes?”

“You played well tonight. Natural instincts.”

“Thank you,” she said with that confident smile Tom had come to love even more. “I’ve learned that taking calculated risks sometimes pays off better than playing it safe.”

The loaded meaning in her words wasn’t lost on any of them.

As they drove home, Lisa reached over to take Tom’s hand. “Good night?” she asked.

“Great night,” Tom replied, bringing her hand to his lips. “You were amazing in there.”

“I was, wasn’t I?” Lisa laughed. “I like this version of myself. Confident, a little dangerous, willing to take what I want.”

Tom squeezed her hand. “I like this version of you, too. Hell, I like this version of us.”

Lisa settled back in her seat, still glowing from her wins and the admiring looks she’d received all evening. “Next month, I think I’ll wear that red dress. The one that makes you crazy.”

“Lisa …”

“What? It’s just poker with the neighbors.” Her smile was pure mischief. “I’m sure Jake’s girlfriend won’t mind the competition.”

As they pulled into their driveway, Tom realized that losing that poker game three weeks ago had been the luckiest thing that had ever happened to him. He’d gained a confident, empowered wife, a deeper understanding of himself, and a relationship built on a foundation of honesty he’d never known was possible.

“Ready for bed?” Lisa asked as they walked to their front door.

“Always ready for you,” Tom replied.

And he meant it completely.

The Photographer's Lens

Emma traced her finger along the edge of the brochure, studying the images of dramatic cliffs and secluded beaches. The words “Exclusive Photography Retreat” were embossed in elegant silver lettering across the top. Her stomach tightened with nerves.

“Are you sure about this?” she asked, glancing up at Andrew, who was meticulously organizing his camera equipment.

“Of course I’m sure,” he replied without looking up. “Do you know how hard it was to get a spot? Liam Barnes only does a handful of these private sessions a year.” He carefully adjusted the aperture on his favorite lens before adding, “Besides, it’ll be good for you.”

Emma bit her lip. Good for me, she thought. That was what he always said when he wanted to take pictures.

She turned away to hide the flush creeping across her cheeks. Andrew had always insisted she was beautiful, but the mirror told her a different story—slightly too curvy in places, not quite enough in others. She’d learned to pose in ways that hid what she considered flaws, a careful choreography of angles and shadows.

“You’ll thank me later,” Andrew continued, excitement evident in his voice. “This could really help your confidence.”

My confidence. The words echoed in her mind as she moved to the window of their private villa, gazing out at the rocky coastline below. The resort was built into the cliff face, each suite offering unparalleled privacy and breathtaking ocean views. It was exactly the kind of place featured in the magazines Andrew subscribed to, the ones with artistic nudes that he called “studies in form and light.”

Emma knew she should feel grateful. The retreat cost more than they could afford, and Andrew had been planning it for months. But something about the way he described Liam Barnes—”brilliant,” “visionary,” “transformative”—made her uneasy. She’d seen the photographer’s work. His images were raw, intimate, exposing vulnerabilities his subjects probably didn’t know they had until his lens found them.

“We should head down,” Andrew said, zipping his camera bag. “The session starts in twenty minutes.”

Emma took a deep breath and nodded, smoothing down the sundress she’d chosen carefully—modest enough to feel comfortable, but light enough to remove easily when the photography began. Just like any other shoot with Andrew, she told herself. Only, this time, someone else would be directing them.

***

The studio overlooked the ocean, floor-to-ceiling windows flooding the space with late afternoon light. Emma paused in the doorway, momentarily stunned by the view. She barely registered the man standing by the windows until he turned.

“You must be the Fosters,” he said, his voice deeper than she’d expected. “I’m Liam.”

He moved toward them with casual confidence, no hint of the pretentiousness Emma had anticipated. He was taller than Andrew by several inches, his dark hair styled just enough to suggest care without vanity. But it was his eyes that caught her—piercing blue, studying her with such focused intensity that Emma found herself standing straighter.

“Andrew,” her husband said, extending his hand too eagerly. “It’s an honor to meet you. Your Chiaroscuro series changed how I approach my own work.”

Liam smiled politely, shaking Andrew’s hand before turning to Emma. “And you must be Emma.” When he took her hand, his grip was firm, his palm warm. His eyes never left hers as he said, “Andrew told me you’re new to professional shoots.”

Emma nodded, acutely aware of how long he held her hand. “I only pose for my husband.”

“Well, that’s about to change.” Liam’s smile shifted slightly, less professional and more … something else. Something that made her pulse quicken.

He released her hand and gestured to the space. “I’ve set up a few different areas. We’ll start simple.” He moved to a white backdrop. “Andrew, you can set up over here if you’d like to capture some of the session.”

Andrew nodded eagerly, already unpacking his equipment.

Liam turned back to Emma. “Before we begin, tell me why you’re here.”

The directness of the question caught her off guard. “I … Andrew thought—”

“I didn’t ask what Andrew thought,” Liam interrupted gently. “I asked why you’re here.”

Emma blinked, suddenly aware that Andrew had stopped fidgeting with his camera to listen. Why am I here? The question seemed simultaneously simple and impossible to answer.

“I don’t know,” she finally admitted, feeling the heat of embarrassment crawl up her neck.

To her surprise, Liam smiled. “Perfect. That’s the most honest answer you could give.” He stepped closer, lowering his voice. “Most people come with expectations. They want to be transformed but aren’t willing to be vulnerable. You’ve already passed the first test.”

Emma swallowed, unsure if his words were reassuring or terrifying.

Liam stepped back. “We’ll start with some simple portraits by the window. The natural light there is”—he glanced at her face, studying it as if already framing the shot—“perfect for your complexion.”

As he positioned her near the window, his hands on her shoulders were professional but firm, turning her body at subtle angles she wouldn’t have considered. With each adjustment, Emma felt something shifting—not just her physical positioning, but something deeper.

“Look out toward the ocean,” he instructed.

She did, feeling the warmth of the sun on her face.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, and the click of his camera followed.

From the corner of her eye, Emma saw Andrew watching, his own camera momentarily forgotten. There was something in his expression; pride, yes, but also something else. Something hungry.

Liam moved around her, his camera capturing angles she didn’t know she had. “Turn toward me,” he said, and when she did, he paused, lowering his camera. “You’re still hiding.”

Emma frowned. “I’m not—”

“You are,” he insisted gently. “You’re posing the way you think I want, the way you’ve learned to hide what you believe are flaws.” He glanced briefly at Andrew. “Has anyone ever told you that you don’t need to do that?”

The question hung in the air between them. Andrew shifted uncomfortably.

“Let me show you what I see,” Liam said, taking her hand and leading her to a monitor. He scrolled through the images he’d just taken, stopping on one where she was looking out toward the ocean, her profile illuminated by the golden light.

Emma stared, not recognizing herself in the woman on the screen. This woman looked serene, elegant, with a quiet strength Emma had never associated with herself.

“That’s what’s hiding beneath your discomfort,” Liam said quietly. “That’s what I want to capture today.”

He returned to his position, camera raised. “Now, let’s try something different. I want you to think about who you are when no one is watching.”

Emma’s eyes flickered to Andrew, who had finally raised his own camera.

“No,” Liam said firmly. “Not who you are when he’s watching. Who you are when you’re alone.”

Emma closed her eyes briefly, searching for that version of herself. When she opened them, she looked directly into Liam’s lens and,, for perhaps the first time, felt truly seen.

***

The session progressed with a subtle but unmistakable shift in energy. Liam moved Emma from the window to a simple chaise lounge, his directions becoming more specific, more intimate.

“The sundress is beautiful,” he said, adjusting his camera settings, “but I think we need something that flows more with the natural light. There’s a silk robe behind the screen. Would you be comfortable changing?”

Emma glanced at Andrew, who nodded encouragingly, his eyes bright with excitement.

Behind the screen, Emma’s fingers trembled slightly as she slipped out of her sundress and into the robe—a deep blue silk that felt cool against her skin. It was more revealing than she’d anticipated, the silk draping in ways that accentuated rather than concealed. She tied the sash tightly, took a deep breath, and then stepped out.

Liam’s expression didn’t change, but something in his eyes did—a flash of appreciation that was professional yet unmistakably masculine. “Perfect,” he said simply.

Andrew’s reaction was less subtle. His lips parted slightly, his gaze traveling over her in a way that felt both familiar and newly hungry.

Liam directed her back to the chaise lounge, positioning her carefully. “Extend your leg a bit more,” he directed, briefly touching her ankle to guide her. The contact was fleeting but electric. “Let the robe fall naturally along your side.”

Emma tried to follow his instructions, but something in her remained tense, controlled.

“You’re still too rigid,” Liam observed, setting his camera down. He approached her, his movements deliberate. “May I?”

She nodded, not trusting her voice.

Liam’s hands were warm as he gently repositioned her arm then her shoulder. Unlike Andrew, who usually directed from behind his camera, Liam was hands-on, physical, each touch precise and purposeful. As he adjusted the drape of the robe across her hip, his fingers brushed against her skin, leaving goosebumps in their wake.

“Breathe,” he reminded her softly.

Emma exhaled, unaware she’d been holding her breath.

From across the room, Andrew’s camera clicked rapidly, the sound oddly intrusive.

“Andrew,” Liam called without looking away from Emma, “why don’t you move over there? The light is better.”

Andrew hesitated before complying, moving to a position that gave him a different angle but also placing him farther away, more observer than participant.

Liam returned to his camera, capturing a series of images before pausing to study Emma again. “These are good,” he said, “but I think we can push further.”

He approached her again, this time kneeling beside the chaise. “Photography is about trust,” he said, his voice low enough that Andrew wouldn’t hear. “The camera captures what you’re willing to reveal.” His eyes held hers. “Do you trust me, Emma?”

The question hung between them, loaded with unspoken implications. Emma was acutely aware of Andrew watching, of Liam’s proximity, of the silk robe that suddenly felt too thin.

“I …” she began, her voice catching.

“Don’t answer yet,” Liam said. “Just think about it.” He rose and returned to his camera, adjusting settings before looking at her again. “The robe is beautiful, but it’s also a barrier. Would you be comfortable if we tried some shots with it partially open? Just shoulders, perhaps a glimpse of your back?”

Emma’s heart raced. This was crossing into territory she hadn’t anticipated. She looked at Andrew, expecting—perhaps hoping for—some sign of protest.

Instead, he nodded eagerly. “It would be stunning with the light coming in like that,” he said, gesturing to the golden rays now streaking across the room as the sun began its descent.

He wants this, Emma realized. He wants to see me through Liam’s lens.

Liam was watching her, waiting for her decision. There was no pressure in his gaze, only patient certainty, as if he already knew what she would choose but respected her enough to let her come to it herself.

“Yes,” she finally said, the word barely audible.

Liam’s smile was subtle but approving. “Turn away from me slightly,” he instructed. “Let the robe fall naturally from your shoulder.”

Emma did as he asked, feeling the silk slide against her skin as she loosened the sash just enough. The fabric slipped down, exposing her shoulder and the curve of her upper back. The air felt cool against her bare skin.

“Beautiful,” Liam murmured, and the camera clicked.

Emma looked toward Andrew again. He had lowered his camera, watching now with an intensity that made her both uncomfortable and strangely exhilarated. His breathing had changed, becoming slightly faster, less even.

Liam moved around her, capturing different angles, occasionally pausing to adjust her position—a finger tilting her chin, a hand lightly pressing against her lower back to arch it slightly, each touch lingering just long enough to make her pulse quicken.

“You have remarkable bone structure,” Liam commented, his voice professional yet intimate. “And your skin catches the light in ways most photographers would kill to capture.”

The compliments weren’t like Andrew’s eager praises. They were observations, stated as facts, and that somehow made them more powerful.

Emma felt herself relaxing into the role, allowing Liam’s direction to guide her into poses she would have found unthinkable an hour ago.

“Let’s try something more dramatic,” Liam suggested, moving to adjust the lighting. “Andrew, would you mind helping me with this reflector?”

As Andrew moved to assist, Liam positioned him even farther away from Emma, effectively removing him another step from the intimate space being created between photographer and subject.

When Liam returned to Emma, there was a new intensity in his approach. “I want to try something,” he said. “The nape of your neck has a beautiful curve. Would you be comfortable if we captured that more fully?” Without waiting for a response, he moved to the sash of her robe, hovering there in question.

Emma nodded almost imperceptibly, and he slowly untied it, allowing the silk to loosen but not fall open.

“Turn away from me,” he directed. “Look over your shoulder, back toward the camera.”

As she moved, Emma felt the robe shift, clinging to her body in some places, revealing more skin in others. The sensation was both terrifying and thrilling.

Liam’s camera clicked rapidly, capturing the movement. “Hold that,” he said, his voice slightly deeper than before. “Now let the robe slip just a bit more.”

Emma hesitated before allowing the fabric to slide farther down her back, catching it before it revealed too much. She heard Andrew’s sharp intake of breath from across the room.

“Perfect,” Liam murmured. He lowered his camera and approached her again, this time standing close enough that she could feel the heat radiating from his body. “You’re a natural at this,” he said, his voice low. “Some people spend years learning what you’re doing instinctively.” He put his hand on her shoulder, ostensibly adjusting her pose, but his touch felt different now—less clinical, more deliberate. He lightly trailed his fingers down her upper arm, raising goosebumps in their wake.

“Do you trust me?” he asked again, his lips closer to her ear than necessary.

This time, Emma didn’t hesitate. “Yes.”

His smile was almost predatory. “Good.” He stepped back, raising his camera again. “Now, let’s see what happens when you stop thinking and start feeling.”

The atmosphere in the studio had transformed entirely. What had begun as a professional photography session now crackled with an undeniable tension. The sun had dipped lower, casting long shadows across the wooden floor and bathing everything in a rich, golden glow.

Liam moved with purposeful grace, adjusting equipment, shifting positions, his focus on Emma unwavering. Andrew had retreated to the periphery, his camera still raised but his hands visibly unsteady.

“I think we’re ready to move to the next setup,” Liam announced, gesturing toward an area near the windows where sheer curtains billowed gently in the breeze. “Emma, would you mind waiting there? I need a quick word with Andrew.”

Emma nodded, securing her robe before crossing to the indicated spot. She couldn’t hear their conversation, but she watched Andrew’s expressions shift—first surprise, then uncertainty, followed by a reluctant nod.

When Liam returned to her, something had changed in his demeanor. The professional courtesy remained, but beneath it lay a more primal confidence, as if a mask had partially slipped.

“Andrew is going to step back for a while,” he explained. “He’ll continue taking photos, but from a distance. I find that sometimes the presence of someone familiar can inhibit the creative process.”

Emma glanced at her husband, who had moved to a corner of the room, his expression a complex mixture of emotions she couldn’t quite decipher.

“Is he okay with that?” she asked quietly.

Liam’s smile was slight. “He understands it’s for the best. This is about capturing you at your most authentic, and his proximity might be limiting what you’re willing to reveal.” He paused, studying her face. “Unless you’d prefer he stay closer?”

There was something challenging in the question, as if Liam already knew her answer. Emma should have insisted Andrew remain involved—it would have been the expected response—yet she heard herself say, “No, it’s fine.”

“I thought so,” Liam murmured, his tone carrying a hint of satisfaction that made her cheeks warm.

He positioned her by the window, the sheer curtains partially obscuring her from Andrew’s view. “I want to try something different with these shots,” he said. “Less posed, more … instinctive.”

He reached for the sash of her robe again, but this time he didn’t pause for permission. He worked the knot loose with casual authority, maintaining eye contact that dared her to object. When she didn’t, the corner of his lips lifted in approval.

“Keep the robe closed with your hand,” he instructed, stepping back to his camera, “but let it fall open when it feels right.”

Emma’s heart hammered against her ribs as she clutched the silk to her chest. The fabric felt impossibly thin, the only barrier between her vulnerability and Liam’s penetrating gaze.

“Look toward the ocean,” he directed. “Think about how the sun feels on your skin.”

She turned, letting the warm light caress her face. The sensation was luxurious, sensual in its simplicity.

“Beautiful,” Liam murmured. “Now, slowly let the robe fall from one shoulder.”

Emma complied, feeling the silk slide against her skin. The exposure of her bare shoulder shouldn’t have felt so intimate—Andrew had photographed her in less—but something about Liam’s gaze, the deliberate way he directed her, made each revealed inch feel profoundly significant.

From across the room, Andrew’s camera clicked rapidly, the sound somehow both reassuring and intrusive.

“Why don’t you step back a bit more, Andrew?” Liam called, not taking his eyes off Emma. “I’m worried about shadows from your position.”

Emma watched her husband retreat another few steps, his expression flickering between fascination and discomfort. She should have felt guilty for the growing thrill of being caught between these two men’s gazes. However, she felt a surprising surge of power.

Liam moved closer, his camera temporarily forgotten. “You’re still holding back,” he observed, his voice low enough that only she could hear. He reached out, fingers lightly tracing the line of her collarbone. “There’s a version of you that wants to emerge. I can see it in your eyes.”

His touch sent electricity through her body, making her breath catch audibly. She was acutely aware of Andrew watching, of his camera capturing this moment of undeniable reaction to another man’s touch.

“Did you feel that?” Liam asked quietly.

Emma nodded, unable to form words.

“That’s what I want to photograph. Not just how you look, but how you feel.” He trailed his fingers down her arm, leaving goosebumps in their wake. “Your husband has never seen you like this before, has he?”

The question hung between them, loaded with implications.

Emma flickered her eyes toward Andrew, who was staring at them with undisguised intensity, his camera momentarily lowered.

“No,” she admitted, the word barely audible.

Liam’s smile was knowing. “I didn’t think so.” He stepped back, reclaiming his camera. “Let’s show him what he’s been missing.”

What followed was unlike any photoshoot Emma had experienced. Liam directed her with increasing boldness, each instruction pushing her further beyond her comfort zone. The robe slipped lower, revealing more skin with each pose. He adjusted her position with casual intimacy, lingering in ways that could no longer be mistaken for purely professional guidance.

And through it all, Andrew watched, his expression a tormented mixture of arousal and dismay.

“You’re a natural at this,” Liam told her, kneeling to adjust the drape of silk across her thigh. His hands were warm against her skin, his touch confident. “Some models work for years to achieve the kind of presence you have innately.”

The compliment washed over her like warm honey. Emma had never thought of herself as naturally anything—certainly not a model, certainly not someone who commanded attention. Yet Liam made her believe it, and that belief transformed how she moved, how she responded.

“Keep taking pictures, Andrew,” Liam called out, not bothering to look in his direction. “I think she likes this.”

The comment was deliberately provocative, drawing attention to the fact that Emma was visibly responding to Liam’s direction, to his touch.

Andrew’s face flushed, but his camera continued to click, documenting his own subtle humiliation.

As the session progressed, the power dynamics shifted palpably. Liam no longer asked for permission before touching her, before adjusting her robe, before directing her into poses that grew increasingly suggestive. And Emma no longer looked to Andrew for approval.

When Liam’s hand slid along her waist, guiding her into a new position, she gasped audibly, the sound hanging in the air between them.

Liam held her gaze, a knowing smile playing at his lips. “That’s it,” he murmured. “Don’t hold back.”

From across the room, Andrew made a small, strangled sound. Both Emma and Liam turned to look at him—Liam with cool amusement, Emma with newfound confidence.

“Everything all right over there, Andrew?” Liam asked, his tone almost taunting.

Andrew nodded jerkily, his knuckles white around his camera.

Liam turned back to Emma, his voice lowered. “Your husband is struggling,” he observed, seeming more amused than concerned. “He’s never seen you respond to someone else before.”

The comment should have shocked her, should have made her retreat back into her shell of self-consciousness. Instead, Emma felt a surprising thrill. For the first time, she wasn’t the uncertain one, wasn’t the one grasping for control.

“I think,” Liam continued, his hands still on her waist, “we should give him a choice.”

He looked over his shoulder at Andrew. “You can stay and watch,” he called out, “or leave knowing she needed more than you’ve given her.”

The challenge hung in the air, cruel in its directness.

Andrew’s face contorted with conflicting emotions—humiliation warring with undeniable arousal. “I’ll stay,” he finally said, his voice strained.

Liam’s smile was triumphant. “I thought you might.”

He turned back to Emma, his expression softening slightly. “Are you comfortable continuing?”

Emma glanced at Andrew, saw the mixture of shame and excitement in his eyes, then looked back at Liam, at the confidence radiating from him. In that moment, her decision felt inevitable.

“Yes,” she said, her voice steadier than she’d expected.

Liam nodded approvingly. “Good. Now”—his voice dropped lower—“I want you to show your husband exactly what he’s been missing.”

***

The studio had grown dimmer as the sun continued its descent, casting long shadows across the polished floor. Liam moved to adjust the lighting, creating a warm, intimate atmosphere that transformed the space from professional studio to something far more private.

Andrew had retreated to a chair in a corner, his camera still raised but his hands visibly trembling. His eyes never left Emma, watching with a mixture of fascination and dismay as she responded to Liam’s increasingly confident direction.

“I think we’ve reached the limit of what this setup can offer,” Liam announced, setting his camera down on a nearby table. He approached Emma with deliberate slowness, his gaze unwavering. “There’s a more comfortable area prepared in the adjacent room. I’d like to continue our session there.”

The implication hung heavy in the air. This was no longer about photography—or at least, not primarily. This was the moment where pretense would be abandoned.

Emma glanced at Andrew, searching his face for some sign, some instruction. But he remained frozen, his expression a conflict of desire and uncertainty.

“Andrew,” Liam called, not taking his eyes off Emma, “will you be joining us?”

The question was a formality, a final twist of the knife. All three knew what role Andrew would play if he followed.

Andrew swallowed hard, his Adam’s apple bobbing visibly. “I’ll … observe,” he managed, his voice barely audible.

“As you wish,” Liam replied, a note of triumph in his tone. He extended his hand to Emma. “Shall we?”

Emma hesitated only briefly before placing her hand in his. His grip was warm, firm, confident—everything Andrew’s nervous energy was not.

As Liam led her toward the adjoining room, Emma felt the weight of her husband’s gaze on her back, the silent pleading mixed with unmistakable arousal.

The adjacent space was smaller, more intimate—clearly designed with this progression in mind. A plush bed dominated the room, illuminated by soft, indirect lighting. Large windows overlooked the darkening ocean, the first stars beginning to appear above the horizon.

“You can set up there,” Liam told Andrew, pointing to a chair positioned at the foot of the bed. “The lighting is ideal from that angle.”

Andrew moved mechanically to the indicated spot, adjusting his camera settings with fingers that wouldn’t quite steady. His breathing had become shallow, his eyes wide as he watched Emma stand beside the bed, still clutching her robe closed.

Liam moved behind her, his presence solid and imposing. He settled his hands on her shoulders, warm through the thin silk. “Are you nervous?” he whispered into her ear.

“A little,” she responded honestly with a shudder from his breath at her ear.

“Good,” he murmured. “Nervousness means you’re about to discover something new about yourself.” He moved his hands down her arms in a slow, deliberate caress. “Something your husband has never seen.”

His words were clearly intended for both of them, and Emma heard Andrew’s sharp intake of breath from across the room.

Liam returned his hands to her shoulders, gently guiding her to turn and face him. When she did, he studied her face with unnerving intensity.

“Ask me,” he commanded softly.

Emma blinked in confusion. “Ask you what?”

“What you want.” His eyes held hers, allowing no escape. “I want to hear you say it.”

The request was deliberate humiliation—not for her, but for Andrew. Liam wanted her to verbalize desire for another man while her husband watched, helpless and aroused.

Emma’s heart raced, her mouth suddenly dry. She’d never been in a situation like this, never imagined herself capable of such boldness. Yet something had awakened in her during the hours under Liam’s direction, something that had always existed beneath her carefully constructed shell of propriety.

“I want …” she began, her voice barely above a whisper. She cleared her throat, finding unexpected strength. “I want you to show me what I’ve been missing.”

Andrew made a small, strangled sound from his position by the wall. Neither Emma nor Liam acknowledged him.

“And what do you think you’ve been missing?” Liam pressed, tracing the line of her jaw.

Emma took a shuddering breath. “Someone who sees me. Reallysees me.”

Something flickered in Liam’s eyes—satisfaction, perhaps, or genuine appreciation.

He slid his hand to the nape of her neck, firm and possessive. “I see you, Emma,” he murmured. “I’ve seen you from the moment you walked in.”

His lips found hers with decisive confidence, the kiss neither gentle nor brutal but commanding—a claim being staked. Emma responded instinctively, her body arching toward him as he untied her robe with his free hand, letting it fall open between them.

The camera clicked frantically from across the room, Andrew documenting his own unmaking as his wife surrendered to another man’s touch.

Liam guided Emma backward until her legs met the edge of the bed. He moved his hands with practiced precision, finding sensitive places Andrew had either overlooked or approached too cautiously. Each touch drew increasingly uninhibited responses from Emma, moans she had never allowed herself with Andrew escaped freely now.

“He’s never heard you like this before, has he?” Liam whispered against her neck, loud enough for Andrew to hear.

“No,” Emma admitted, past caring about the cruelty of the confirmation.

Liam smiled against her skin. “I didn’t think so.”

What followed was a masterclass in dominance—not through force or intimidation, but through absolute certainty, through knowing exactly what Emma needed before she knew herself. Liam addressed Andrew occasionally, cruel little observations that twisted the knife of his inadequacy while simultaneously inflaming his voyeuristic arousal.

“Watch carefully, Andrew,” he would say. “This is how she wants to be touched.” Or, “You should take notes. She’s capable of so much more than you’ve allowed.”

Throughout it all, Andrew remained frozen in his chair, his camera continuing to document what would become both his greatest humiliation and his most shameful arousal.

Liam leaned in close to Emma, his breath hot against her ear. “Andrew’s missing out on so much. But don’t worry; I’ll make sure he gets a good show.” He glanced at Andrew. “Aren’t you, Andrew? Aren’t you going to watch every second of this?”

Liam reached the hem of Emma’s skirt, brushing his fingers against the lace of her panties. Emma gasped, her hips lifting slightly.

Liam glanced at Andrew, telling him, “Look at her, Andrew. Look at how she responds to me. You’ve never seen her like this, have you?” He hooked his fingers into the waistband of Emma’s panties, slowly pulling them down, and Emma lifted her hips, helping him remove the last barrier.

Liam tossed the panties aside, immediately returning his hand to Emma’s bare thigh. “She’s perfect, isn’t she? Every inch of her is a work of art.” Liam spread Emma’s legs wider, trailing his fingers up her inner thigh.

Andrew’s breath caught in his throat as he watched Liam’s hand disappear between Emma’s legs. Emma’s head fell back against the bed, a soft moan escaping her lips.

Liam’s fingers found Emma’s center, stroking her gently. She moaned softly.

Andrew’s breath came in short gasps, his heart pounding in his chest. He knew he should stop this, but he couldn’t … or maybe he didn’t want to.

Liam glanced at him, a knowing look in his eye. “See how wet she is for me, Andrew? ” He slid a finger inside Emma, then another, pumping slowly. Emma’s hips bucked against his hand, her body craving more.

“Tell your husband how it feels, Emma. Tell him how much you love my fingers inside you,” Liam taunted as his fingers continued their slow, deliberate motions inside Emma. The, with his other hand, he reached up, cupping her breast through her shirt. He squeezed gently, brushing his thumb over her nipple. Emma arched into his touch, a soft moan escaping her lips.

Liam flick his gaze up ta Andrew’s, his eyes piercing and dominant. “Look at her, Andrew. Look at how responsive she is. You never took the time to appreciate her like this, did you?” He slid his hand under Emma’s shirt, pushing her bra up to expose her breast. He squeezed her naked flesh, his fingers digging into her soft skin. Emma’s nipple hardened under his touch, a gasp escaping her lips.

Liam’s eyes never left Andrew’s as he leaned down, darting his tongue out to circle Emma’s nipple. “She tastes so sweet, Andrew. Don’t you want a taste?” Liam closed his mouth around Emma’s nipple, sucking gently. His fingers continued their work between her legs, pumping in and out.

Emma gripped the bedsheets, her back arching to press her breast further into Liam’s mouth.

Andrew watched, his eyes glued to the sight of Liam sucking his wife’s nipple, his fingers buried inside her.

Liam had a challenge in his gaze as he pulled back from Emma’s breast, a string of saliva connecting his lips to her nipple. “Come here, Andrew. I want you to taste her, too.” His voice was commanding, leaving no room for argument. He waited, his fingers still moving inside Emma, his mouth hovering just above her breast.

The ball was in Andrew’s court now. Would he comply with Liam’s demand, or would he finally intervene, stop this madness?

Andrew hesitated for a moment, and then he slowly stood and walked over to the bed.

Liam watched him approach, a smug smile on his face. He grabbed Emma’s breast, offering it to Andrew like a prize. And Andrew leaned down, his tongue darting out to taste his wife’s nipple. Emma moaned softly, threading her fingers through Andrew’s hair.

Liam observed for a moment then suddenly pulled Andrew away. “That’s enough,” he said dismissively, pushing Andrew back toward his chair. “I think it’s time I showed you both what a real man can do.”

He turned his attention back to Emma, roaming his hands all over her body possessively. He ignored Andrew completely, treating him like an afterthought. Emma was the center of his world now, and Andrew was just a spectator in this twisted game.

Liam’s hands moved with confident purpose, undressing Emma completely. He took his time, savoring each inch of skin he revealed.

Andrew watched, his arousal warring with his jealousy and humiliation.

Once Emma was fully naked, Liam stepped back to admire his work. He turned to Andrew, a cruel smile on his face. “She’s a masterpiece. Too bad you never knew how to truly appreciate her.” With that, Liam kneeled between Emma’s legs, gripping her thighs.

He looked down at her, his expression intense. “Tell him what you want, Emma. Tell your husband what you need.”

Emma bit her lip, her eyes locked with Liam’s. When she spoke, her voice was husky with desire. “I want you to fuck me, Liam. I want to feel you inside me. I want Andrew to watch.”

Liam nodded, his eyes never leaving Emma’s. He ignored Andrew completely, treating him like he was invisible. His focus was solely on Emma now, on claiming her, on making her his.

He unbuckled his belt then unzipped his pants, freeing his erection. Emma’s eyes widened at the sight, a soft gasp escaping her lips.

Liam smirked, wrapping his hand around his shaft and pumping slowly. He leaned down, telling Emma, “I’m going to fuck you so hard, Emma. I’m going to make you scream my name. And Andrew … well, he can just sit there and watch the show.” Without another word, Liam positioned himself at Emma’s entrance. He looked into her eyes, seeking permission, and when she nodded, he thrust forward, burying himself deep inside her.

Emma cried out, her back arching off the couch.

Liam set a brutal pace, his hips slamming against Emma’s with each thrust. He gripped her hips tightly, pulling her onto his cock as he pounded into her. Emma’s cries of pleasure filled the room, her nails digging into Liam’s back.

Liam leaned down, capturing her mouth in a fierce kiss, swallowing her moans. Then he broke the kiss, panting heavily. He flicked his eyes to Andrew for a moment, a smug smirk on his face. Then he was back to focusing on Emma, his thrusts becoming even more aggressive. He knew Andrew was watching, knew he was being tortured by the sight of his wife being fucked so thoroughly. But Liam didn’t care. All that mattered was the feel of Emma’s tight heat around him, the way she surrendered completely to his dominance.

Liam pulled out of Emma abruptly, leaving her panting and empty. Then he grabbed her hips, flipping her over onto her hands and knees. Emma gasped, her hair falling over her face.

Liam kicked her legs apart, exposing her fully to Andrew’s view. He entered her again in one swift motion, gripping her hips tightly. The new angle allowed him to go even deeper, and Emma’s cry of pleasure was immediate.

Liam set a punishing pace, his balls slapping against Emma’s clit with each thrust. He leaned over her, his chest pressing against her back, his lips at her ear. “Look at your husband, Emma. Look at him while I fuck you. See how much it hurts him?”

Emma turn her head, her gaze locking with Andrew’s. She saw the jealousy, the humiliation, the shame … and something else. Something dark and twisted that mirrored her own arousal.

Liam slowed his pace, his hips moving in a lazy, teasing rhythm. Emma whimpered, her body still sensitive from her earlier orgasm. Then Liam leaned over her again, taunting her, “You like this, don’t you, Emma? Being used like a toy, fucked in front of your husband?” He snaked his hand around her throat, squeezing lightly. “Tell Andrew how much you love it. Tell him how much better I am than him.”

Emma’s breath hitched, her eyes fluttering closed.

Liam squeezed her throat harder, snapping his hips forward sharply. “Say it, Emma. Tell him.”

“He’s … he’s better, Andrew. So much better than you.”

Liam’s grip on her throat tightened, cutting off her air supply momentarily. He pulled out of her abruptly, flipping her back onto her back. He kneeled between her legs, his cock hovering just above her entrance. “Beg for it, Emma. Beg me to fuck you again.”

Emma’s chest heaved, her eyes wild with desire and shame. She looked at Andrew, saw the devastation on his face. Then she turned back to Liam, her voice clear and steady. “Please, Liam, fuck me again. Use me however you want. I’m yours.”

Liam grinned, his eyes glittering with triumph. He slammed back into her, his pace brutal and unforgiving.

Andrew watched, transfixed and horrified, as Liam pounded into Emma mercilessly. She was transformed, her usual composure replaced by a slutty, wanton creature he barely recognized. Her hair was a wild mess, her lips parted in a constant moan, her eyes rolled back in ecstasy. She looked like a porn star, a cheap whore, completely at the mercy of her own desires and Liam’s dominant thrusts.

Andrew’s stomach churned with jealousy and shame, but he couldn’t look away. He’d never seen Emma like this, never imagined she could be so … so utterly fuckable.

Liam gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her flesh as he used her body for his pleasure. Emma gripped a pillow tightly, her knuckles white with the effort of holding on.

Liam’s pace quickened, his thrusts becoming more erratic, and Emma trembled, her moans growing louder and more desperate.

“Come for me, Emma. Come all over my cock like the slutty little whore you are.”

His words sent Emma over the edge. She screamed, her body convulsing as her orgasm crashed over her.

Liam groaned, jerking his hips forward as he followed her over the edge. But instead of filling her, he pulled out abruptly, grabbed his cock, and stroked it roughly until he was on the verge of climax. Then, with a grunt, he aimed at Emma’s face. His hot seed spilled over her cheeks, her lips, her tongue. Some of it landed in her open mouth, and she swallowed instinctively.

Liam stepped back, admiring his handiwork. Emma lay there, panting and covered in his cum, a debauched mess.

Andrew stared at her, his mind reeling, his heart shattered.

Liam glanced at him. “You see what she is now, Andrew? An insatiable whore, begging for my cock.” He exhaled and breathed in slowly. “Clean her up. And maybe, if you’re lucky, I’ll let you watch again sometime.”

***

In the hushed aftermath, the room felt transformed—charged with an energy that had irrevocably altered the relationship between the three people within it.

Emma lay against the pillows, her body relaxed in a way Andrew had never witnessed, a faint smile playing at the corners of her lips. Her skin glowed in the dim light, all traces of her earlier self-consciousness vanished.

Liam moved with unhurried confidence, gathering his scattered clothing with the casual ease of a man accustomed to such situations. There was no awkwardness in his movements, no hint of regret or uncertainty; only the satisfied air of someone who had accomplished exactly what he’d intended.

Andrew remained in his chair, his camera now in his lap. His face reflected a complex storm of emotions: arousal still evident in his dilated pupils, shame in the flush of his cheeks, and something new—a dawning realization that his relationship with his wife had been fundamentally altered.

Liam glanced at Andrew as he buttoned his shirt. “Those should be some interesting photos,” he remarked, his tone conversational but with an unmistakable undercurrent of triumph. “I’d be interested to see how they turned out.”

Andrew nodded mechanically, unable to form a coherent response. His gaze kept returning to Emma, seeing her as if for the first time—not as his wife, not as his subject, but as a woman who was suddenly, startlingly unfamiliar in her newfound confidence.

“I should leave you two to … discuss,” Liam said, gathering the last of his equipment. He approached Emma, leaning down to murmur something in her ear that made her smile widen slightly. He brushed her shoulder in a casual yet possessive gesture before he straightened and headed for the door.

At the threshold, he paused, turning back to address them both. “The resort has my contact information if you’d like to arrange another session.” His eyes lingered on Emma. “You have remarkable potential. It would be a shame not to explore it further.”

The door closed behind him with a soft click, leaving husband and wife alone in the charged silence.

Emma was the first to move, rising from the bed with a languid grace Andrew didn’t recognize. She reached for her robe, slipping it on without any of the self-conscious movements that had characterized her before. She didn’t tie it tightly as she once would have, but allowed it to drape loosely around her body.

“Emma,” Andrew began, his voice hoarse. “I—”

“Don’t,” she interrupted gently. “Not yet.” Her expression wasn’t angry or accusatory. If anything, she looked serene, almost amused. “I need to shower.”

Andrew watched helplessly as she gathered her discarded clothing and moved toward the bathroom.

Just before she closed the door, she paused, glancing back at him over her shoulder with an expression he couldn’t quite interpret. “You should check your camera,” she suggested. “I’d be curious to see what you captured.”

The bathroom door closed, and the sound of running water soon followed, leaving Andrew alone with his thoughts and the incriminating evidence in his camera’s memory card.

He looked down at the device in his hands, both dreading and desperately wanting to review the images. Then, with trembling fingers, he navigated to the gallery and began to scroll, each photo more devastating than the last.

He saw Emma’s transformation documented in stark clarity—from hesitant and self-conscious to radiant and confident. He saw the moment Liam had first touched her, the unmistakable response in her expression. He saw his own progressive marginalization, his relegation from husband to observer.

Most devastatingly, he saw Emma looking at Liam with an expression she had never directed at him—raw, uninhibited desire.

Andrew was so absorbed in the images that he didn’t notice when the shower stopped, didn’t hear the bathroom door open again. He only became aware of Emma’s presence when she spoke from directly behind him.

“Are they good?”

He startled, nearly dropping the camera. Emma stood there, wrapped in a plush hotel robe, her hair damp and her skin flushed from the hot water. She seemed different somehow—taller, more present, as if occupying her body more fully than before.

“They’re …” Andrew struggled to find the right word. Beautiful? Devastating? Arousing? All were true. “They’re revealing,” he finished lamely.

Emma smiled slightly. “May I see?”

He handed her the camera wordlessly, watching her face as she scrolled through the images. There was no shame in her expression, no regret—only a kind of fascinated recognition, as if seeing herself clearly for the first time.

“He was right,” she finally said.

“About what?” Andrew asked, his throat tight.

“About what I’ve been missing.” Her eyes met his, direct and unapologetic. “About what you’ve never seen.”

The statement should have angered him, should have triggered defensiveness. Instead, it sent a complicated thrill through his body, his arousal—never fully subsided—intensifying once more.

Emma noticed, her gaze dropping briefly before returning to his face. “Do you want to touch me now?” she asked, her voice carrying a new confidence.

Andrew nodded, reaching for her with almost desperate eagerness.

She stepped back, just beyond his grasp. “Not yet,” she said softly, no cruelty in her denial, just newly discovered power. “Maybe later.”

The words echoed between them, transforming the dynamic they had shared for years.

Andrew’s hand remained outstretched for a moment before dropping back to his side, his arousal painfully evident.

Emma handed the camera back to him, her movements unhurried. “We should go back to our villa,” she suggested. “It’s getting late.”

***

The walk back through the resort grounds was charged with unspoken tension. Andrew stayed close to Emma, as if afraid she might drift away from him entirely. The evening air was cool against their skin, the sound of waves crashing against the cliffs below a rhythmic backdrop to their silence.

Emma moved differently now—her stride more confident, her posture straighter, as if the weight of self-consciousness had been lifted from her shoulders. Occasionally, their hands would brush, and Andrew would feel an electric jolt of desire, his body responding to his wife with renewed urgency.

When they reached their villa, Emma’s phone chimed with a message notification. She retrieved it from her bag, her expression unreadable as she glanced at the screen.

“Liam?” Andrew asked, unable to keep the strain from his voice.

Emma nodded, her thumb hovering over the message. “He says I’m a natural,” she said, her voice neutral. “He wants to do it again sometime. I wonder how he got my number.”

Andrew swallowed hard. “What …? What are you going to say?”

Emma looked at him then—really looked at him—studying his face with new perception. She saw the conflict in his eyes—the jealousy warring with undeniable arousal, the fear of losing her battling the thrill of what they had experienced.

After a long moment, she deleted the text, but Andrew noticed with a mixture of dread and excitement that she hadn’t blocked the number.

“I’m not going to say anything,” she answered finally. “Not tonight, anyway.”

She moved to the balcony doors, sliding them open to let in the ocean breeze. As she stood silhouetted against the moonlight, Andrew was struck by how beautiful she was—not just physically, but in the confidence she now possessed, the self-awareness that had bloomed under Liam’s direction.

“Do you regret it?” he asked, the question escaping before he could consider the wisdom of asking.

Emma turned to face him, the moonlight casting half her face in shadow. “No,” she said simply. “Do you?”

Andrew opened his mouth to respond then closed it, uncertain of the truth. Did he regret watching his wife transformed by another man’s touch? Did he regret his own arousal at the sight? Did he regret the shift in power that had occurred between them?

“I don’t know,” he finally admitted.

Emma’s smile was gentle but knowing. “You do know,” she contradicted softly. “You’re just not ready to admit it yet.” She crossed the room to where he stood, placing a hand on his chest.

Andrew held his breath, his heart hammering beneath her palm.

“I see you more clearly now, too,” she told him, her eyes searching his. “I see what you really want, what excites you. I’m just not sure you’re ready to face it.”

She slid her hand up to cup his cheek briefly before she stepped away again, moving toward the bathroom. “I’m going to take another shower,” she announced. “I need some time to think.”

As the bathroom door closed behind her, Andrew sank onto the edge of the bed, his head in his hands. His thoughts were a chaotic tangle of conflicting emotions—jealousy and desire, humiliation and excitement, loss and discovery.

His gaze fell on his camera bag, where thousands of images documented the afternoon’s transformation. He knew he should feel outraged, betrayed, yet he felt an undeniable thrill at the memory of Emma’s uninhibited responses, at the realization that his wife contained depths he had never suspected.

When Emma emerged from the bathroom sometime later, wrapped in the hotel’s plush robe, her hair damp and her skin flushed, Andrew was still sitting motionless on the edge of the bed.

She studied him for a moment before speaking. “We should talk about what happened.”

Andrew looked up, meeting her gaze. “What is there to say?”

“A lot,” Emma replied, sitting beside him but maintaining a deliberate space between them. “For starters, we need to acknowledge what this means for us—for our marriage.”

Andrew tensed. “Are you …? Do you want to …?”

“Leave you?” Emma shook her head. “No, Andrew. That’s not what today was about.”

“Then what was it about?” he asked, a hint of bitterness creeping into his tone.

Emma considered her answer carefully. “It was about discovery. For both of us. I discovered something about myself—about what I’m capable of feeling, of becoming. And you …” She paused, searching his eyes. “You discovered something about what truly excites you.”

Andrew couldn’t hold her gaze, his cheeks burning with the truth of her observation. “You’re not angry,” he noted, the realization dawning on him gradually.

“No,” Emma agreed. “I’m not. Should I be?”

The question hung between them, layered with implications. Andrew had no answer that wouldn’t further expose the complicated tangle of his desires.

“I feel different,” Emma continued when he remained silent. “Like I’ve been seeing myself through a distorted lens all these years, and today, someone finally adjusted the focus.” She found his hand, her touch gentle but no longer tentative. “I don’t want to go back to how I was before.”

Andrew looked down at their joined hands. “What does that mean for us?”

“It means we have choices to make,” Emma replied. “About what we want, individually and together. About whether we’re brave enough to be honest about those wants.”

She stood then, moving to her suitcase to retrieve her nightclothes. As she dressed, Andrew watched her with new eyes, seeing not just his wife but a woman emerging into a fuller version of herself, one he both recognized and didn’t.

***

Later, as they lay in bed with a careful distance between them, both too wired for sleep despite their exhaustion, Emma’s phone chimed again. She reached for it, reading the message in the dim light.

“Liam?” Andrew asked, already knowing the answer.

Emma nodded. “He’s offering another session tomorrow. Private.”

Andrew’s heart raced, his body responding to the implications even as his mind reeled with conflicting emotions. “What are you going to tell him?”

Emma set the phone down without responding to the message. She turned to face Andrew in the darkness, her expression unreadable in the shadows. “That depends,” she said softly.

“On what?”

She found his hand beneath the covers, her touch warm and sure. “On what you want, Andrew. On whether you’re ready to explore this part of yourself—of us—further.”

The question lingered in the air between them, weighted with possibilities. Andrew knew his answer would define not just tomorrow but the future of their relationship, the boundaries they would either reinforce or dissolve entirely.

In the silence, Emma watched him struggle with himself, with the competing desires for possession and submission, for control and surrender. She waited, patient in her newfound power, for him to find the courage to speak his truth.

And in that moment, looking at his wife who had been transformed by her experience, Andrew realized that regardless of his answer, their relationship had already fundamentally changed. Emma had discovered a confidence, a sense of self, that couldn’t be undone. The only question was whether he would embrace that transformation or resist it.

His answer, when it finally came, surprised even himself with its honesty.

“I want to watch you become who you’re meant to be,” he whispered. “Even if it scares me.”

Emma’s smile in the darkness was both tender and knowing. She reached for her phone, her fingers hovering over the screen as she held Andrew’s gaze. “Are you sure?” she asked, giving him one final chance to retreat.

Andrew took a shaky breath, his heart pounding with fear and excitement in equal measure. “Yes,” he said. “I’m sure.”

As Emma began typing her response, Andrew felt something shift within him—a surrender of his own, different from but no less profound than his wife’s. Whatever came next, they would face it together, changed but connected in ways neither had anticipated when they had first arrived at the resort.

Emma set the phone down again, turning back to him with a new light in her eyes. “He’ll meet us at ten tomorrow,” she said softly.

Andrew nodded, unable to speak past the tightness in his throat.

Emma moved closer, curling against him in a way that was both familiar and utterly new.

As they drifted toward sleep, Andrew realized that while he might not recognize the woman in his arms anymore, he was eager to discover who she was becoming—and who he might become alongside her.

Outside their window, the ocean crashed against the cliffs, relentless and transformative, wearing away old formations to reveal new landscapes beneath. In the darkness of their room, Emma and Andrew slept, their dreams filled with images not of who they had been, but of who they might yet become.

Bargaining With A Bad Boy


Eva frowned as she looked at the nearly empty fridge, shaking her head as she decided that she was going to make some Chow Mein. She grabbed the soba noodles. She had gotten good at cooking pasta dishes in her college years, but she didn’t like being that tight on funds. She got out the cabbage, starting to shred it just as Daniel came in with a smile on his face.

“Did you get the job?” she asked him, and his smile faltered. It was everything that she needed to know. She was tired from a nighttime conference she had last night with her client in Australia, but she got up early to do it all over again. Daniel on the other hand had just gotten fired from another job. Love conquers everything, she reminded herself, but the strain was becoming too much.

“No, but I did figure something out!” Daniel said, trying to regain his earlier excitement.

“Oh?” she said. “Oh, before we go any further, I need you to pay the rent tomorrow. The money is in the account,” she said, throwing the cabbage in the colander. 

“Well, darling, about that…” Daniel started, and Eva nearly dropped the pot.

“Oh no, no. You have to tell me the money is still there. What did you do? This would be the third month. It can’t be late. Damn it, Daniel,” she said.

“I’m sure he’ll understand. It was a deposit, and then I’ll be able to work from home just like you do,” Daniel said, and Eva groaned. She couldn’t deal with this right now. Her hands were starting to shake, and she tried to still them by trying to concentrate on her breathing.

“I didn’t realize we were so close to the time of the month that rent was due. I’m sorry. I just wanted to get a job so everything wasn’t on you,” Daniel gushed out, wrapping his arms around her. “I’ll talk to him tomorrow,” he added, but Eva shook her head.

“No, no. I’ll do it. We both know he doesn’t like you,” Eva grumbled, trying to sound confident in her decision. Really, her heart was pounding. 

“I think Thomas has a thing for you,” Daniel said, frowning against her.

“Well, maybe I can use that,” Eva teased him, but it was halfhearted at best.

“I’ll take over dinner for you,” he said, and she nodded. 

Eva knew that she needed to collect her thoughts, and she couldn’t help but be a little mad. Still, every time she looked at Daniel, she knew she loved him and it won out over everything else. She wasn’t the type to yell or get too angry outwardly, but internally she was a wreck. She was worried they’d end up on the streets, and then her job and his ‘new’ job would be at risk. She could only hope that he had found a legitimate work from home company. It wouldn’t be the first time he was scammed, she thought with a sigh. Eva didn’t have time to worry about it right now. All she could think about was how she’d convince Thomas to allow them to make up the remainder next month.

***

Eva found herself outside of Thomas’ office early the next morning. She had only gotten a few hours of sleep, and despite that, she had made herself look pretty but not too pretty. She didn’t want him to think that she was stiffing him, but she wanted to remind him that she was a woman in the hopes that he wouldn’t turn them on the streets. Eva squirmed as she waited for Thomas to get off the phone. After what seemed like an eternity, he finally waved her in. She pulled down the red dress, knowing it was her color, and swayed in with her heels. Taking a seat, Eva was about to start by explaining the situation, but Thomas raised his hand.

“Do you have this month’s rent or not?” he asked. 

“No, but…” she started, but Thomas cut her off again. It was clear he didn’t want to hear her excuses.

“This is your third month. You’re going to need to find a new place to live,” Thomas said, running his fingers through his hair with a sigh. His black hair seemed almost silky with the way it caught the light. With his high cheek bones, toned body, and that hair, he almost looked like a fallen angel, but there was no sympathy in those steel blue eyes of his. 

“Please,” she said, and he sighed. “We don’t have anywhere to go,” Eva added quickly. Thomas let out a soft, humorless laugh.

“Almost no one does, but I’m a businessman,” Thomas said. “I think we’re done here, Eva,” he said softly. 

It was clearly a dismissal, and Eva could feel tears prick at her eyes. Thomas got up to show her the door, and she attempted to strangle the sob that tried desperately to escape her throat, but it came out as a small hiccup that she could hardly hide. Instead, Eva tried to turn her head. She wasn’t going to beg, but Thomas stilled beside her. His hand shot out to grasp her chin with his strong but gentle fingers. He tilted her head up. Eva tried halfheartedly to pull her face away, but his fingers were firm. Almost bruising, but it seemed the least of Eva’s worries.

“You’re scared, aren’t you?” he said, and his voice was much softer than it was a moment ago.  

“Of course. I don’t know what I’m going to do. Daniel got a job, he says, but we have a lot of debt to pay back even if you let us stay,” she grumbled, and he nodded.

“Well, I suppose we can work something out, but it would be as friends. Not as your landlord. After all, your contract is terminated, Eva,” Thomas said, surprising her. 

“I don’t understand,” she said, and he shut the door he had opened for her.

“I think you do,” Thomas said as his eyes roamed up and down her. That steel blue became piercing, and Eva looked up at him dumbfounded. 

“Let me lay it out for you, Eva. I’m not asking you to cheat on your husband. I don’t care if you do or don’t. Hell, he can watch, but I do want you. I could let you stay in that apartment, not renting it out, until you can pay the money you owe me back as long as you pay a quarter of what your lease was for every month and do one other thing for me. I think you know what that is, Eva,” Thomas said, quirking a brow at her. 

“Sleep with you,” she supplied, and he chuckled.

“Yes,” Thomas said, as if it was the most obvious thing in the world. 

“And my husband can watch?” Eva asked. It seemed almost funny to her, like the words hadn’t quite sunk in yet. 

“Yes, but either way the contract is over. I won’t report it on your credit, Eva, but consider this an eviction. You have one week if you don’t take me up on the offer. Three days to give me your decision,” he said, and Eva nodded as if on auto-pilot. 

Eva nodded again, seeming at a loss for words. She turned to go, and Thomas looked like he was about to open the door for her again until he reached out and captured her chin again. He tilted her head up so she was once again looking at him in the eyes. There was mischief in those eyes, which she had never seen before. Then his lips were on hers. It was a bruising kiss that seemed to excite her very core. She could feel her thighs start to dampen despite herself. Eva felt naughty as he nipped her bottom lip, tugging on it as his tongue darted out to lick it. Just as she nearly gave in and kissed him back, Thomas pulled away.

“Just something to think about,” he said, placing his hand on the small of her back as he helped her out the door. “Have a good day, Eva. I look forward to hearing from you,” he said, closing the door and leaving her in the hallway. 

Eva’s lips were still tingling from the kiss. Subconsciously, she had lifted her fingers up to touch her soft lips, as if it would make the tingling stop. It didn’t. What the hell am I going to tell Daniel, she thought as she made her way back to the car. There was no denying that a part of her wanted to take Thomas up on his offer. 

I’m married, the nagging voice in her head protested, but that didn’t take away the fact that her thighs were wet. Married for three years and in love for much longer, but it doesn’t stop the fact that I haven’t been kissed like that in a long, long time, she thought with a sigh. Still, she knew that it was just a fantasy, and she needed to figure out what she and Daniel would really do to solve their issues.

***

This wasn’t anything like Eva had thought it’d go. She expected Daniel to be angry. She expected him to laugh. She expected him to go quiet. Anything but what he just did. He actually asked her if she had said yes. 

“How could you think that?!” she shouted at him.

“Well, because he’s handsome,” Daniel said, and he looked instantly nervous. The last thing he wanted to do was upset his wife, but she had been so flushed when she had come in, he was sure that he had read the situation right. He wanted to see her happy, which is exactly why he had never brought this particular fetish up to her before, but now it seemed so perfect. She looked like she could even be into it.

“Do you not trust me?” she said, clearly hurt.

“Oh, baby. That’s not what I meant. Not at all,” Daniel sighed, going up to hug her. “You’re sexy,” he said, kissing the top of her head as he held her close. “I can’t blame another man for wanting you.” 

“What are we going to do?” she asked. 

“So, you really didn’t say yes?” he teased her, and she pushed on his chest slightly with a huff, causing Daniel to laugh. Something about the laugh seemed off to her, and Eva stepped back to look at him. 

“You say it like you wanted me to,” Eva grumbled as she looked up at him. Daniel started to flush, but she knew it wasn’t from anger. “Oh, god. You did, didn’t you?” she said. She was shocked, but there was a small part of her that was thrilled. She squeezed her thighs together almost instinctively. 

“Well. Not if you don’t want to,” Daniel finally said with a sigh.   

“I…” Eva didn’t know what to say. She didn’t want to want it. She didn’t want to compromise her marriage. But is it really a compromise if he wants it to happen?, Eva asked herself. “What if you don’t like it?” she asked, and he sighed. 

“I’ve thought about this for longer than I’d like to admit,” he said, and Daniel’s cheeks colored at the admission. 

He was so afraid that she’d turn away from him disgusted, but Daniel knew that if it was ever worth the risk, it was now. Instead, she kissed him. It had more passion than he thought that his wife was capable of anymore, and his hand went to wrap around her, pulling her closer to him. Daniel kissed her back, and it took her breath away. 

He walked her backwards until her back hit the wall, and she sunk to her knees with a smile on her face. She looked up at her husband surprised as she found out how hard he really was about the idea of her fucking another man. Instead of being upset, she found it somehow hotter as she freed his cock, placing her lips at the tip of his head. The pretty red lips that had just kissed him after kissing their landlord. She wrapped her lips around the head, sucking gently as his hand wrapped into her hair. 

He didn’t pull, but she wished he did. Her hand found its way between her legs, hiking her dress up as her French manicured fingers pushed her panties to the side so that she could rub her clit. She moaned around his cock as he rocked his hips slightly, but he still wouldn’t take her head and force her further down. She licked the bottom of his shaft as she took him deeper into her mouth. Daniel was in heaven as his wife went down on him, but he didn’t want to bust right there. Instead, he pulled her off of him, making her smile up at him. 

“Bend over the couch,” he said with a grin, and she shakily got to her feet, lifting up and swaying over to the couch on her heels after letting her panties slip back into place. She bent over the couch just like he wanted, and Daniel grabbed her scarf from the coffee table, tying her hands behind her back as she gasped. Pulling her panties down to her knees, his fingers spread her lips, making her moan a little. He was surprised to see just how wet she is.

“Do you want to fuck him that badly?” he teased her. His own cock twitched at the thought.

“Do you want to see it so badly?” Eva quipped as Daniel lined himself up with her. 

He didn’t answer her. Instead, he shoved into her, making her moan as he started to fuck her, hard and fast. Daniel made sure to bury himself deep inside of her warm, wet walls with each and every thrust. He was already close from her mouth, but he wanted to hear her cry out for him before he spilled deep inside of her. He grabbed her tied wrists, using them as an anchor to help her push back against him.

“You want me to watch you fuck him on his desk? Such a naughty little slut,” Daniel groaned as he got closer to the edge. 

The words and his hard accompanying thrusts were enough to push Eva over the edge as she cried out in pleasure, moaning her husband’s name as she came around his cock, thinking about another man. The mere thought of what they were going to do, the thought of hearing her moan for another man, was enough for Daniel as he came deep inside of her.

A few minutes later, Daniel was pouring them both glasses of iced tea as she sat there, looking around the apartment that they were about to lose. The apartment that had been theirs since they got married. Daniel gave her a weak smile. He knew that Eva still wasn’t sure, and he’d stand by her no matter what decision she made.

“You don’t have to,” he told her, handing her glass.

“How about we try it out?” she said, and he nodded.

“I’m sure he’d be okay with that,” Daniel said. 

“Are you okay with it?” she asked, nearly squeaking the question. It seemed so surreal to have this conversation, no less admit the fact that they were both so turned on by it that they had just fucked in their living room like honeymooners. 

“I am. What matters is if you are,” Daniel said. 

“What if it’s just porn? What if you aren’t as okay with it as you think you are?” Eva said, and Daniel knew she was over worrying. He reached out to rub her back. 

“Well, that’s what the trial is for,” he said, and Eva nodded again. 

“I guess I’ll go talk to him tomorrow,” she told him.

“Do you want me to come?” Daniel offered, but Eva shook her head.

“It’s going to be hard enough to broach the subject without you there,” she muttered, and he couldn’t help but to chuckle at how flustered his wife was. Eva didn’t get flustered often, and he leaned in to nibble on her ear. Despite herself, Eva giggled, nearly spilling her tea.

“Oh, will you stop being a child? You can’t possibly be ready for another round already,” she said, swatting him away. 

“What can I say? You turn me on. I’d love to see you bent over our bed being fucked. Then I can take you right after,” Daniel teased her as she nearly spit out her drink. He smirked at her.

“Oh god, is it going to happen here? I didn’t even think of him coming here,” she said, sighing as she sunk back into the chair. 

“I’ll get dinner started,” Daniel told her. 

It was obvious that Eva couldn’t think straight today, and he wanted to give her as much time as she needed to process everything that was going on. He looked in the fridge and frowned, deciding that he’d just have to do something. His paycheck wouldn’t come for two weeks, but the reduced rent would surely help them both. Maybe I can actually cook her a decent meal soon, he thought with a sigh. He had imagined doing this with her for ages, but he didn’t like that it was because she felt she needed to. All that Daniel could hope for was that Eva wouldn’t end up regretting it.

***

Eva had briefly thought about just calling Thomas. Seeing him was almost too much for her. She could only imagine what he’d do this time. When he found out she was going to agree to what he said, she could see him bending her over right then and there. No, no. That’s not the agreement, she reasoned with herself. 

Thomas answered the door with a smile on his face that made it clear he knew that she was going to say yes. 

“You didn’t come to tell me that you found another place, did you? I would be so disappointed, but I guess I’d be happy for you,” he teased her, somehow making the situation that much worse. 

“Oh, don’t be an ass,” Eva snapped at him, causing him to motion to her to sit down. A smile still tugged at the corner of his mouth. She looked at him as definitely as she could, but he just tapped his fingers on the desk. 

“Can I get you a water?” Thomas asked her, still clearly amused. “I imagine you’re nervous, and water helps people when they’re nervous,” he said, going to his mini-fridge so that he could get out a water bottle for her. He cracked it open as he handed it to her. Eva took a sip, closing her eyes for a minute as she tried to collect her thoughts. 

“I’d like to do it on a trial basis,” she said stiffly, trying to make it sound like they were just entering into another business arrangement. The blush on her cheeks gave her away.

“Oh, I see nothing wrong with that. Will your husband be watching while I make you scream my name or have you not told him?” Thomas asked her calmly, matching her business tone, but he didn’t bother to hide the smile on his face. His eyes lit up when her blush deepened. “Oh, you have told him. That’s why you’re here. You expect me to go running to your apartment now, don’t you? Or maybe you thought I’d take you up against the wall in my office before you could go tell your husband you were setting it up.” He chuckled. There was no denying that it had crossed her thoughts, and Thomas was good at reading women, especially women who wore so much of their emotion on their face. “Well, it will be in my office, and he can sit in one of the chairs and watch if you want. How about tomorrow at three then, hmm? Give you time to talk it over,” he said in a low, husky voice that caused a shiver to run through her core again. 

“So, tomorrow in your office at 3. Aren’t you worried that someone will see?” she said, and he chuckled. 

“I can always just lock the doors and say I’m out to lunch. There’s no squirming out of this one unless you just don’t want to do it, Eva. Though, with the look on your face, it’s pretty clear that you want to do it, so how about you run home and go tell that hubby of yours exactly how this is going to go,” he said, and Eva’s eyes darted to look at his lips. 

The lips that had claimed hers just a day before. It felt like her entire world had been turned upside down, and she nodded a little. Thomas once again got up to see her out. Eva took another sip of her water, making him smile a little wider. His hand found the small of her back just like yesterday, but this time, his hand started to creep a little lower until he grabbed her ass on the way out the door. She gasped a little, but before she could turn around to confront him, Thomas was already making his way to his desk like he had done nothing wrong. 

Did he do anything you didn’t want him too, though, that nagging voice inside of her head asked, causing Eva to huff to herself before making her way out the door. She had walked to the main building this time, hoping that the walk would clear her head. Her head was just as fuzzy as when she had left the house. Eva felt like she was walking through a haze of confusion and desire. There was an anticipation building deep inside of her, and a yearning had settled into her. 

I just made a deal with the devil, didn’t I?, she asked herself as she began to walk. She knew this was the answer that Daniel was hoping for, at least mostly. They had expected Thomas to come over to their apartment. She even entertained the idea that she and Daniel may be going to his home, but she never imagined that she’d be bent over his desk in his office. Something about it sounded just too wrong. It was the same reason her pussy dripped onto her pink panties now. The walk home wasn’t long enough to sort out her thoughts, and soon enough she found herself facing Daniel in the living room. 

“So?” he asked. 

“In his office. Tomorrow. At three,” she said through clenched teeth. Daniel chuckled.

“Well, isn’t that surprising,” he said.

“How aren’t you angry?” she snapped at him.

“Because you don’t have to do it. We can always stay with my folks while we wait on my first check, you know. It’s all up to you, Eva,” he said, and she once again looked around their apartment. She didn’t want to give up the memories she and Daniel had there, and looking at her husband, she knew he wanted this. A part of her did too. 

“If you want to do it though,” Daniel started, as if reading her thoughts, “then I think you should view it as being along for the ride. It’s going to be a wild one, but I think we can have fun with it.” Those words made sense to her.

“Want to go to the pool?” she asked, and Daniel grinned like a schoolboy.

“Will you wear the white bikini?” he asked, causing her to roll her eyes as she went to the bedroom to get it out. A good dip in the pool always helped to clear her head.

***

Daniel had helped pick out something sexy for his wife. Picking out what she’d wear together was sexy in a way that he wasn’t expecting. It made him feel naughty as he put her in a black garter belt with black stockings, framing a sexy red thong and matching bra. She looked at him in her strappy high heels before flushing again. Eva turned around to sit at the vanity, doing her makeup before putting on her clothes. 

The red lipstick she chose complimented both her panties and her skin tone. It made her look like a doll with the slight blush to her cheeks, and the crimson, nearly black dress was enough to really do it. She had insisted that she wear red again because it made her feel confident, and Daniel wasn’t going to disagree with a color that he loved to see on her. 

It was an innocent dress, with a sweetheart neckline and a zipper that just needed to be pulled for the entire thing to slip off of her shoulders and pool around her feet. He was going to enjoy watching that happen in Thomas’ office. He could feel his pants becoming tight just thinking about it. They drove there, knowing that Eva didn’t want to walk. Daniel drove them, but before Eva got out of the car, he reached out to put a hand on her knee.

“Remember. It’s your decision. Don’t do this because it’s my kink. Don’t do this because you feel forced, and don’t do this because of a damn apartment,” he told her. 

“What should I do it for then?” Eva said, clearly confused.

“For you. For your enjoyment. For kink. For pleasure. Any of those would be fine,” he said with a goofy grin, causing her to smile. 

Eva had admitted to herself that she wanted this the moment they had started getting ready. There were butterflies in her stomach and her heart pounded, but there was also a wetness that seeped onto her thong from the thought of it. She just hadn’t admitted it out loud yet, and she wasn’t sure she could just yet either. Instead, she steeled herself to get out and walk in to the office. She was thankful to see that no one was there. She didn’t want anyone to see her like this, but Thomas grinned. 

“Oh. Daniel, isn’t it?” Thomas said with a smile. “I must say, I’m a bit glad you’ll be joining us.” Thomas chuckled at them both. Eva just squared her shoulders, looking at Thomas through her lashes, almost haughtily. “Oh, you have fire and look stunning. A bit dark of a red, but it suits you pretty well,” he teased her, and sure enough Thomas walked past them both to lock the door and put out the out for lunch sign. The shutters were closed, and everything started to feel so real. 

“Let’s not do this in the lobby. I’m sure we can get to that next month, but right now I have wanted to see you bent over my desk ever since I first laid eyes on you, Eva,” Thomas said huskily, walking to his office as they both fell in step behind him. Daniel didn’t hesitate to sit down, giving Eva an encouraging kiss on the cheek. “Tsk. Tsk. She’s mine until you leave. That’s going to be a rule. No touching without permission,” Thomas said, stunning them both. 

Much to Eva’s surprise, Daniel didn’t protest though he watched them both intently. Eva didn’t have time to protest before he swept her into a bruising kiss once more. He bit her bottom lip a little rougher this time, causing her to gasp into the kiss. Thomas took the opportunity to press his tongue into her mouth, dancing over her own as she moaned into the act. She started to melt under him as he wrapped his arms around her. 

His fingers found the zipper of her dress, pulling it down as he stepped away, leaving her with her lips parted in a slight O, clearly wanting more. Thomas let out a low whistle as he saw the lingerie that she had dressed in. He was already hard, and he was sure that this wouldn’t last nearly as long as he wanted, but he was sure that there would be a next time, so he was okay with that. 

Daniel watched as Thomas started to unbuckle his belt, motioning for Eva to get on her knees. She sunk to her knees, and Thomas had a great view of her cleavage, but right now all he wanted was to see her red lips wrapped around him. He didn’t have to wait long as Eva wrapped her mouth around him, starting to suck him off. Her eyes started to close as she took him deeper into her warm, wet mouth. Thomas tightened his grip. 

“Oh, no. You look at me while you suck me off in front of your husband,” he told her in that husky, rumbling voice. 

It was clear that it wasn’t a request, as her eyes looked up at him. Thomas did what her husband wouldn’t. He pulled her down onto his cock until his balls rested against her chin, making her gag slightly as she adjusted. Daniel wasn’t the only one turned on by Thomas’ words. He could see that his wife was squirming, and he couldn’t stop himself from taking out his own cock, starting to stroke slowly as he watched them. Thomas used her mouth, rocking his hips back and forth so that she was forced to go at his speed. She found that it only made her need him more as she heard his groans of pleasure above her. His eyes fluttered closed as he used her, leaning his head back as he lost himself in the pleasure. Just as she felt him starting to twitch in her mouth, Thomas pulled her off of him. 

“Get up,” he growled at her. 

He didn’t want to wait any longer for the main event. Eva’s legs barely wanted to hold her steady as he kissed her again, trailing kisses down her neck before he bit her. She groaned in pain and pleasure as his tongue darted out to lick the bite mark. His hands went to unclasp her bra, freeing her breasts as he slung it towards where her husband was sitting. 

She could clearly see her husband slowly bringing himself off to her predicament, and it made her eager to bend over for Thomas. Thomas was pleased to see her bent over, but he pulled her up, helping her sit on his desk instead. His fingers tugged her panties down her legs and off. He placed them in her mouth, and she went to protest. Thomas put his hand over her lips. 

“I’ll tape them there if I have to,” he said sternly, causing her to moan despite herself. “You’re going to look at me while your husband watches us fuck. You wanted me to fuck you in front of him, didn’t you? You didn’t have to tell him after all,” Thomas teased as he slipped his cockhead between her pussy lips, teasing her. 

He could feel how wet she was, and it turned him on. He could also hear Daniel’s labored breathing. Daniel twitched at Thomas’ words, uttering a soft fuck that got his love’s attention. Eva nodded, her cheeks burning a bright red as she admitted it. It was only when she admitted to it that Thomas pushed his full, long length into her. He was slightly bigger than Daniel, and she hadn’t noticed it before, but he felt thicker inside of her too as he started to fuck her. There was no gentleness in his thrusts. Just pure, animalistic passion that made her buck her hips against him. 

She could feel herself starting to get close to her own orgasm as he started to pound into her. He curved upwards slightly, pressing a spot deep inside of her that made her toes curl. Eva moaned around the panties. She could taste her own juices, and her eyes sought Thomas’ steel blue ones. They seemed to look straight through her as she wrapped her legs around him. The buckles of her heels dug into his slacks, and it donned on her how vulnerable she looked. Spread out on his desk for him, not even in all of lingerie anymore, and he was still fully dressed. 

It brought everything to a whole new clarity, and she started to come around him. Thomas was about to burst inside of her as he started to push in slower but just as deep and hard. Just as she was starting to come down from over the edge, she felt him push into her one last time. Thomas started to come in her, hot and warm against her insides this time her eyes sought her husband who gripped his cock tightly, coming all over his own shirt as he watched his wife get filled up by another man. He never thought he’d see his fantasy come true, but here it was, and all he wanted to do was take her the moment that Thomas pulled out. Thomas had other ideas.

***

Eva was about to get up off the desk as Thomas put himself away, thinking they were done. She had barely caught her breath, scooting to the edge of the desk when Thomas held out his hand to stop her. He looked at Daniel, motioning for him to come over. To her surprise, her husband got up. There was something demanding about Thomas, and both of them seemed caught up in his web. 

“Eat her out,” Thomas said. 

“I thought we were done,” Eva protested.

“When your husband licks my seed from your warm, wet pussy, then we’ll be done,” he said with a smirk. “Well, maybe,” he added, causing Eva to see that his cock was already starting to strain against his pants once more. 

Daniel’s head was reeling, but he knelt in front of his wife, spreading her lips. He looked at Thomas’ cum starting to seep out of her, and his tongue darted out before he could stop himself. Eva tilted her head back, moaning again as her fingers clutched the edge of the desk. Daniel’s tongue pushed inside of her. 

“I knew you’d like the taste of me and your wife mixed together, and you’ll get to taste it every month,” Thomas teased him as his cock twitched. 

Daniel resisted the urge to stroke himself again as Eva started to come around his tongue. Her fingers grabbed his hair, puling almost painfully as she rode out her orgasm. When she was done, she let go of his hair with a gasp, as if she was shocked at what she had done. Her embarrassment was clear as her cheeks turned a flaming red. Daniel knew he was blushing as well. He looked at Thomas, clearly seeing that the man was ready to go again, but with restraint Thomas went behind his desk instead.

“Here’s a contract. It outlines what I expect from both of you for this little arrangement. It isn’t legally binding, so you can always quit, but it’s clear what I want and will expect. You’re both mine while you’re in here. No touching Eva,” he said, looking at Daniel. “Not unless I tell you to, of course,” he teased him. “And we agree on at least twice a month,” he said, and Eva protested.

“And I mean at least two days,” Thomas added. “I’ll even sweeten the deal. If you sign it now, I’ll take you again and make you scream my name like I told you I would,” he said, looking at Eva. Eva was torn, looking at her husband and then back at Thomas. Her fingers shook as she picked up the pen. She half expected Daniel to not sign. Her heart threatened to jump right out of her chest when she saw Daniel pick up the pen and sign his name. Thomas didn’t give her time to think as he helped her to bend over his desk. 

“Stay right there,” he said teasingly, slapping her ass. 

Daniel’s hand shook after signing the paper. It wasn’t legal, but it felt binding. He felt like he had just signed his wife away, and had to remind himself that Eva wanted it. It made him groan, barely restraining himself from taking her then and there. Instead, he watched as Thomas started to spank her, causing her to cry out, reminding them what they had agreed to. Eva stayed still as well, letting it happen as her juices started to drip down her thighs. 

Thomas was going to have her begging by the end of it, and Daniel was already tempted to beg to touch his own wife. They had gotten in over their heads, but neither of them could bring themselves to regret it. Daniel took his seat again, deciding to take his own advice and enjoy the wild ride that they were sure to get. His fantasies had come true, and by the looks of Eva, she was discovering fantasies she never knew existed. 




Lockdown Lust: Part One

Dawn was sitting on the couch, trying to read a book. Her body was scrunched up, and her head was bowed. Her hand rested on her forehead as she tried to bury herself in the fantasy world and lose herself to this brighter, better fictional life, escaping the grim reality that was the world under lockdown. 

Beside her, sitting on the other end of the couch, was her husband Jim. The TV blared, and he threw his hand back, laughing, shoving chips into his mouth. He was usually an athletic type, but since everything had been closed and placed on lockdown, he wasn’t able to go to the gym or go outside to exercise. He had tried a few things from home, but his routine had been disturbed and now it seemed as though he only wanted to sit on the couch and stuff his face like a slob. 

Dawn shifted uncomfortably, trying to ignore the crunching of chips or the barking laughter, trying to avoid the glare of the TV. This was the man she had decided to spend the rest of her life with; why were they driving each other crazy? 

He scratched his nose and breathed heavily, and Dawn felt her skin bristle. The atmosphere was oppressive, and all she wanted was to break free, to go to the movies or see her friends … but she couldn’t. 

The Coronavirus had torn through the world and shut everything down. People were forced to stay in their homes as much as possible to isolate themselves from the virus, as there was no treatment yet, and not even a common way to test for the virus. Everyone was at risk, which meant that everyone had to stay as far away from other people as possible. 

Both Dawn and Jim were on leave and still getting paid by their companies, which was a great relief, but it left them with much time on their hands and very little to do. 

Initially, Dawn had thought this a blessing in disguise; so much of her life had been filled with the anguish of never having enough time to do all the things she wanted to do. But now there was so much of it that she was often at a loose end, and when this happened, she became irritable. 

There was so much to Jim that she loved—his laugh, his humor, his strong body, his kind eyes—but now there were so many things that annoyed her, as well. Staying cooped up in the house meant that he was always there all the time, and it was beginning to drive her crazy. 

“Do you have to do that?” she said eventually, looking up from her book. 

The smile fell from Jim’s face and he glared at her. “Do what?” 

“I don’t know, breathe!” she said, shaking her head. 

Jim frowned and sighed in exasperation. “Really? You’re going to get annoyed at me for existing now?” 

“Yeah, I think I might. Is that okay?” 

“No, no, it’s not okay!” Jim said with an incredulous look. “What the hell is the matter with you? The last few days, you’ve had a really bad attitude. I know this is a difficult situation, but that’s no excuse to take it all out on me.” 

“I’ve had a bad attitude? That’s rich, coming from you! You’ve been so snappy, and all you do is sit there and watch TV, or play games.” 

“And what’s wrong with that? What else am I supposed to do?” 

“I don’t know, go and exercise or something. You’d better watch yourself, because you’re falling into some bad habits, and I don’t know how easy it’s going to be to reverse them once this is all over.” 

“Yeah, if this is over,” Jim said bluntly. 

Dawn rolled her eyes. “Why would you even say something like that?” 

“I’m just being pragmatic.” 

“No, you’re being overly negative when there’s no reason to be. This is going to be over soon, and we’ll be able to go back to our normal lives. I just don’t want us to lose our rhythm. You’ve always taken great pride in yourself, and I don’t want you to lose that.” 

“Come on, Dawn; it’s not like you wouldn’t love me anyway,” he said with a cheeky smile. 

Normally, it would have been endearing, but on this occasion, it merely made her emit a sound of disgust. 

“See? This is what I’m talking about,” Jim said. “You can’t take a joke anymore.” And then he added under his breath, “This isn’t what I signed up for when we got married.” 

That was most definitely the wrong thing to say. 

Dawn’s nostrils flared, and her sapphire eyes widened. The delicate features of her face were transformed, twisted into a malevolent glare. Her sensual lips that were usually the color of rubies were now thin and pursed. 

“What the hell do you mean by that?” she asked sharply, her voice becoming a little more shrill. 

Jim looked at her. His mouth opened, as though he was going to say something back, but whatever his biting comment was, he closed his mouth and turned back to the TV. “Forget about it,” he muttered under his breath. 

“No, come on, Jim,” Dawn said, closing her book in her lap and turning her head so that she could look at him directly. “What is it you wanted to say? We might as well talk about it since there isn’t anything else to do around here, and I’ve had just about all I can handle of your stupid shows. God, don’t you want to do anything to actually nourish your mind? Create something or read a book or do a puzzle … do something other than just sitting there, staring at that screen. Sometimes I look at you, and I just think: what is the point? You’re not accomplishing anything in life, you’re not taking life by the horns; all you’re doing is sitting there, letting the world spin around you. It’s like you’re just some slob. There’s no energy about you now. You’re just … there, and it’s driving me crazy!” She let out a long breath after she spoke.

The emotion came out of her in a torrent, and it left her drained and panting. There was so much pent up energy inside her that it was difficult to contain. Her cheeks were flushed and, although there was only the span of one cushion between them, it felt like a chasm. 

He was her husband, the man she had committed her life to, but after a couple of weeks in isolation with him, she was being pushed to the edge of her sanity. What was she doing? She was starting to evaluate her entire life and all the choices she had made to get to this point. Why was she in such turmoil when she should have been living the dream?

There were so many time over the last few years when she had longed for some time alone with Jim, but the old adage of being careful what you wished for had never been more true. 

“Well, I’m sorry my mere existence offends you so much. I’m just actually enjoying the break from work, which is really all we can do. It’s not like I can do all the things I enjoy. I’m just trying to make the best of it. I’m catching up on all the shows I never thought I had time for before, and it’s not like burying yourself in some trashy romance novel is any better. I don’t need my every movement judged. This is hard for everyone, and we’re all just trying to cope with it as best we can. This is my way of coping with it.” He gestured to the TV. “I’m sorry that it doesn’t meet your lofty standards, but do you know what? I don’t really care all that much about that. You need to chill out and stop letting these little things bother you.” 

Dawn bristled with tension. “That’s all well and good, but that doesn’t answer my question, does it?” 

Now it was Jim’s turn to glare at her, and all the bitterness in the world was contained within that icy stare. “No, I suppose it doesn’t, but I thought the meaning of what I said would be quite clear. You used to be fun, Dawn. You used to have a sense of humor, but it’s like all the energy has been drained from your life. I don’t know when it happened or why—maybe it’s just a product of your job—but you’ve changed, and I guess spending all this time with you has made it more apparent. Sometimes I think about everything we’ve been through, and I look at you, and … it just makes me feel as though you’re not the person I married.”

Dawn stared at him and waited a few moments to respond. She cleared her throat and kept her composure, even though her insides were in turmoil and her mind was a raging morass of fury. 

“Well,” she said in that calm tone that most woman had, the tone indicating that everything was most assuredly not all right, “I’m glad you have let me in on your feelings. It’s nice to know that you’ve been thinking this way about me. I’ll be sure to try to take your feedback on board and go back to being the perfect little wife of your dreams. I’ll cook and clean, and I’ll always be in a good mood, because why should I ever dare exhibit any kind of negative emotion? It’s not as though I don’t have feelings of my own. I’m just here to make your life easier after all.” 

“Dawn, come on, you know that’s not what I meant. I’m just trying to say that, when this all started, I was looking forward to spending some real, quality time with you in a way that we haven’t done for a while. But the reality is that you’re so quick to condemn me for nothing more than breathing! I mean, do you understand how ridiculous that is?” Jim said with a shake of his head. “I just don’t know what we’re supposed to do about it? If I annoy you that much, then maybe we have deeper problems than this damned virus.” 

“If you’re questioning your feelings for me, then we must,” Dawn said. “I’ll leave you to your show since it’s pretty clear that I’m ruining your mood.” She rose from the chair and stormed away from the couch, leaving a burning trail of anger in her wake. 

Jim called after her as she marched into the bedroom, but he did not follow. 

***

Dawn closed the bedroom door behind her forcefully and flung herself down onto the bed. It creaked a little under her weight, but even the soft comfort of the pillows and sheets could not calm her mood. She opened her book and tried to read, but the words blurred and blended together in an incoherent mess. Her thoughts ran astray, and her wild emotions meant that she couldn’t concentrate. She closed the book and looked out of the wide windows. The curtains were drawn, allowing the sunlight to pour in, but it was strange to look outside and see the barren streets, an empty world. It was as though all the other people had been plucked from the world and only she and Jim were left. And it was only the morning. She had the entire rest of the day to deal with her fragile emotions, and the day after that … an endless string of time that was only broken up by sleep. 

This virus had really brought the world to its knees, and it had cast a grim light on her life. Everything she knew had been cast into doubt, and now she was even wondering if Jim was right and she had changed. 

Was she being too harsh on him? 

Being locked in the same house together was taking its toll. Not being able to see her friends or her family was playing on her mind. She had always been a social creature, feeding off the energy of other people to boost her mood, and having only one person around left her feeling unfulfilled. She hated saying that since Jim was her husband and was supposed to be enough for her, but being with the same person day in and day out wasn’t good for her mental wellbeing. 

But, she also knew that she was treating him unfairly. There was no need for her to take out all her frustrations out on him, and that’s exactly what she was doing. Since he was the only person around, he acted like a lightning rod for all of her ire. 

It wasn’t just ire building inside her, though. There was something else, something that played on her mind and tortured her desperately, something that tormented and teased her, and she wondered if this was another reason why she had been so quick to anger. 

Dawn tossed the book to the side and turned to pick her laptop off the floor, where it was leaning against the bed. As she did so, she glanced at a picture of her and Jim, one that had been taken shortly after they had gotten married. It made her smile, and then she turned her gaze to the door and regretted what she had said. Her heart sank, and she wished that he would come in, but the door remained closed. 

She opened the laptop and pulled up a porn site, feeling as though she needed some outside help to get her properly stimulated and wrench her mind away from all the negative, jarring thoughts that got in the way of her pleasure. A vast array of videos was at her disposal, a gallery of flesh and lust that she could sample at a whim. She scrolled through a few, trying to settle on one that inspired her. The orgasmic faces of women stared at her, each of them caught in the paroxysm of desire. Eventually, she found one that appealed to a secret desire she had always enjoyed. 

The woman was like her: petite but with curves in all the right places, with long dark hair that fell about her shoulders in ringlets and soft curls. She had a heart-shaped face and almond-shaped eyes, with full lips. The resemblance was so striking in fact that, if she looked at the picture briefly, Dawn could have been forgiven for thinking that it was her in the video. 

It began with the woman sitting on the couch with her husband, and then another man walked in. She looked up at the newcomer with desire in her eyes, and the husband moved out of the way. 

Dawn knew what was coming, and she felt a twitch in the core of her body. She settled into the bed and let her hand delve down underneath her panties, feeling the dampness and the heat that was already starting to spread. A soft moan escaped her lips as she watched this woman undress the stranger, pulling away his jeans, while the husband watched on, getting aroused at the sight of his wife being intimate with another man.

The fantasy had always been one that lingered in the back of Dawn’s mind. It was so taboo and forbidden. She would never do anything like this in real life of course, but the fantasy of it was alluring and made a warm, hazy feeling travel through her, lifting her up and making her tingle all over.

Through half-lidded eyes she watched the short movie unfold. The woman started to pleasure the stranger with her mouth, gorging herself on him while her husband watched on. The stranger’s hands were all over her; another man touching her, caressing her, getting pleasure from her. She slipped out of her dress, exposing her flesh. The man kissed her, stealing all this passion and pleasure from something that should have been forbidden to him. As the woman curled her hand around the stranger’s erection, the wedding ring was on full display. It symbolized eternal love, commitment, something that could never be broken, and yet the wife was allowing herself to be claimed by another man, in full view of her husband. 

Oh, it was so wrong, so deliciously, dangerously wrong. Dawn’s fingers found her warmth and she teased herself. Her chest rose and fell with every heavy pant as she felt the desire rise within her. It took hold of her. 

Suddenly, the bed felt as though it was on fire. An inferno swirled around her body and made sweat prickle on her porcelain, milky skin. 

The woman in the video opened her mouth wide. The other man was so strong. He curled his hands around her head and started to smear his erection over her face, and then she took it in her mouth again, but this time it was the man who controlled the rhythm, pounding her face with all the strength he could muster, ruining her as her husband watched on as she took this man’s cock, became a slave to his desire …

A hand curled around her throat, and he flung her on her back, pulling her panties down and tossing them away. She writhed and moaned with wild abandon, as did Dawn. Their pleasured song became a chorus. Dawn opened her legs and felt her soaked fingers getting even deeper inside her body. 

The woman’s head landed in her husband’s lap, resting against his swollen arousal. He groaned in pleasure as he wrapped an arm around her neck and watched as the stranger loomed over his wife. She groaned, and there was a begging look in her eyes, a deep yearning that Dawn could well understand. 

Forbidden fantasies bloomed inside her. Small explosions erupted in her mind. All this dark, tempting desire was irresistible. To think of a wife being manhandled and used like that was so wrong it sparked something inside Dawn’s mind. It went against everything that was good and pure, went against the whole spectrum of social norms that everyone abided by. 

The wedding ring gleamed as the woman’s arms splayed out around her. She lost herself to complete ecstasy. Her husband’s fingers ran through her hair as her body shook and shuddered. The stranger fucked her hard. His huge hands were all over her petite body, dominating her as though he owned her now, as though he was stealing her from her husband. He groped her breasts and playfully spanked her. The woman gasped. 

Dawn groped her own breasts, feeling the tingling sensations that came with every brush of her hard nipples as she imagined herself being in that position. But she wanted more. She wanted it rougher … harder … the dark desires were marching forth from the shadows of her mind, coming towards her with all their intense vigor. 

Breath caught in Dawn’s throat, and her chest tightened as her heart fluttered. It was all so wrong. She shouldn’t want these things, but they felt so damned good. 

Suddenly, other thoughts flowed through her mind, other tempting desires that had been inspired by other videos she had watched. Thoughts of being tied up and whipped, left marked with bruises and scratches, used like a slut. This hunger gnawed at her and clawed at the inside of her mind, begging to be free. 

Her fingers worked furiously inside her. Sweat streamed down the side of her face. Dawn’s head lolled to the side and through blurred vision she glimpsed the movie unfolding in front of her. 

The stranger’s face snarled as he grew closer and closer to climax. The wife was screaming in ecstasy, her body being slammed against her husband, who was rubbing himself vigorously, watching his wife being fucked by another man. The wife stretched her arm above her head and reached out to her husband. Their hands met, and the fingers twined together, clasping each other tightly. The wife’s body trembled as she was brought to orgasm, and these tremors were sent through to the husband, as well. The moans of pleasure were a cacophony, and Dawn’s fervent voice was added to the mix. In fact, her entire body sang with pleasure as she released everything inside her. 

“What are you watching?” Jim asked.

Dawn’s eyes shot open as her moan faded. Jim stood in the doorway and fear lanced through her.

***

Dawn wriggled and took her hand away. 

Jim strode forward and looked at the screen, puzzled when he saw the man with the hand around the woman’s throat. A woman who looked exactly like Dawn. 

Dawn’s face was flushed, and her loose top clung to her glistening skin, the beads of sweat acted as an adhesive. She was groggy from the interrupted orgasm and had risen to her knees. The wetness between her legs had soaked her thighs and left her feeling uncomfortably warm. The shock had left her breathless. Her chest still heaved and a few strands of hair were matted to her face. 

She wasn’t sure how to interpret Jim’s expression. He looked confused, a little amused … They shared a lot as a married couple, but this was something she had kept close to her chest. She had never wanted to be seen as a deviant, or reveal to Jim how depraved her desires were, and she had been so lost in the chaos of orgasm that she hadn’t realized Jim had entered the room. 

“Well?” Jim prompted, arching an eyebrow. 

Dawn’s mouth dropped open, but no words came out. 

“I wanted to come in here to talk. About that argument … it was stupid, and I—”

“I don’t want to talk,” Dawn said. Her words were hoarse. Her throat was raw. She was on her knees, looking up at him, offering him the hollow of her throat. Her chest heaved, and he could make out the outline of her breasts underneath the loose top she wore. Her nipples were dark shadows. Her hands rested on her thighs, and she gazed at him with a pleading, yearning desire. Her hand thrust out and grabbed his belt, pulling her towards him. 

“What are you doing?” he asked, laughing at this brazen approach. 

“I need you,” she said and left her mouth hanging open as she fumbled with his jeans, unclasping the belt and opening it, just as the woman in the video had done. 

Jim had another question on his mind, but it was lost to the ether as his words disappeared into a long breath once her lips met his skin. She took the tip and let it rest against her lips, before taking his erection deeper, leaving a layer of saliva and love over the taut skin. Her tongue ran around the rippling veins and she felt every inch of power within him, and she fell in love with him all over again. 

A haze fell over her mind as she lost herself in the act of pleasuring him, of making love to him with her mouth. She moved with enthusiasm, and then moaned loudly when she felt his hands running through the ocean of her hair. She buried herself in him and then thrust herself back, making herself lean on her palms as she offered him her entire body. She took his hand and curled it around her own throat, wincing in pain as his strength choked her. 

“Hit me,” she gasped. 

Jim looked confused. “Dawn, I …” 

“Slap me. Spank me. I’ve been a bad girl, Jim. I’ve been naughty. I’ve been a bitch. You need to punish me,” she said, almost crazed with desire. She saw an opportunity to release the desires that had been locked inside her mind for so long, and she wasn’t going to refuse it. 

There was a brief flicker of hesitation in Jim’s eyes, but that passed quickly. Tension had been building for him, as well. The animosity that existed between them could only be resolved by a release of this tension, and it could only be released in one way. 

Jim’s nostrils flared as he tightened his grip. Dawn moaned then smiled as pain and fear began to blur with pleasure and exited anticipation. She clawed at his forearms. His biceps bulged and all the angles of his body were on display as he tore away his shirt with his free hand. He ran his fingers down the side of her face. It was a gentle caress, and she whimpered because it was not what she needed. There was a time for gentleness, but this was not it. 

Jim’s open palm hovered inches from her skin. She could see all the rough lines and the trembling strength that coiled within his sinews, and she begged for it desperately. 

“Please, Jim … I need it.”

Jim clenched his jaw then struck her across the face. Stinging pain bloomed over her cheek, followed by the swift release of delight. 

A smile widened, and she laughed, intoxicated with the delirium that followed. 

Something had been released inside Jim, as well. He snarled and ripped away her shirt, tearing the fabric as he yanked it off her head. Now she was fully naked, exposed. The only thing she wore was her wedding ring. 

He pushed her down to the bed, and she landed with a yelp as a rush of breath escaped her lips. He was upon her instantly, like a prowling enemy, ready to leap upon his prey. His huge hands groped and spanked her, leaving red marks all over her body. Her breasts were the main target before he turned her around and started to spank her ass. Pain bloomed and pleasure sang throughout her petite body as she bore the brunt of his strength. Jim growled and grunted with pleasure while Dawn laughed with delight in between her squeals of pain. She twisted her neck back so she could watch the glory of her husband unleashing his strength upon her. 

With every slap of his hand against her backside, she felt a lightning bolt shoot pleasure through the middle of her body. Her flesh stung and, soon enough, she was covered in the marks she so desperately craved. But she wanted more, and even a man with Jim’s stamina and strength felt his vigor start to waver. 

“Get the belt,” Dawn said, glancing at his pants. Jim looked over and quickly pulled the belt out of his jeans, sliding the leather between his hands. 

Dawn closed her eyes as he came closer. She felt the rush of air as he brought the belt down upon her skin, and then her eyes opened as searing pain crashed through her body. The leather bit and nipped at her skin, bringing deep welts rising all over her back. She twisted and writhed in exquisite agony as Jim brought the belt crashing down again and again in a relentless march of pain. It came down in slashing arcs, bringing tears to her eyes. She cried out and whimpered. Her body trembled under the onslaught, but at no point did she ask him to stop. All the suffocating pressure and tension that had built up between them during their time in lockdown was finally being released. 

Jim pinned her down by the neck and whipped her legs, making her howl as the belt slammed against the insides of her thighs. Then Jim looked over to the laptop, which had been discarded and rested neat the far corner of the bed. 

“Well, isn’t that interesting …” he mused as he spotted something that caught his eye. 

Dawn twisted her head to try to see what had inspired him, but before she could do so, she was lurched away, controlled by Jim’s strength. He lashed the belt around her neck, creating a makeshift collar. The tightness made her struggle for breath, but it also released a pressure valve inside her and forced pleasure to careen through her body. She gasped as she was pulled around by the belt and forced to get on her hands and knees. Then Jim reached behind her and started to tease her pussy. He ran his hands up and down her wet thighs first, getting ever closer to that sweet heat that simmered between her legs. He kept one hand on the belt, pushing her head in the pillow. She twisted her face to the side so that she could still breathe. Her cheeks were flushed and red. Her vision was blurred, and her hair was a mess. 

Jim’s impressive, masculine body was taut and bristling with sexual tension. The animal fury that had been released showed no end of stopping, and Dawn was greedy. She wanted it all and wanted it hard. 

Now that he was without the belt, Jim returned to using his hand. He groped her breasts and took new delight in his wife’s body. Never before had he been this rough, and neither of them had realized just how freeing and fun it could be. 

Dawn whimpered as he thrust his long fingers inside her and started toying with her, making her writhe and shudder just like a puppet. He curled his finger inside her, beckoning the orgasm forth, before he started to thrust his finger quickly, making a rising moan tremble as her body quaked like a volcano, and all at once, she didn’t think she was ready for it, not again, not to be breathless again, but then it all came in one glorious flow and she was unable to stop it. She was helpless and moaned helplessly as her body surrendered to Jim. 

She was limp and wrecked as he stood behind her. She groaned as she felt him enter her, thick and hard and ardent. Her mouth hung open as she gasped for air. The belt-collar was tight, and then suddenly her lips were smeared with something sweet and hot. Jim had brushed her lips with his fingers, making her taste herself. She feasted on it, licking the mess around her lips while he slammed into her from behind. 

He kept one hold on the collar, making the leather bite even more deeply into her skin, making her feel as though she was being torn apart and destroyed, and in this way, in this fervent, feverish desire, she was freed. The walls of her mind came crashing down, and she was given everything that she had longed for. 

Jim roared as he gave her everything he had. All the strength he could muster was bestowed upon her, and she took it all with glee. She could barely move and barely breathe by the end of it, but it was exactly what she wanted and needed. All the tension between them began to dissipate as the belt was loosened from her neck and she melted into his arms.

***

Dawn and Jim lay together in the fading twilight of the ecstasy they had given each other. They smiled and laughed when they looked at each other, almost unable to believe they had found new depths to their love. 

“Well, I guess maybe lockdown isn’t such a bad thing if it means we get to learn new things about each other,” Jim said as his hands moved all around her body, pulling her close to him, pressing her against him. Dawn allowed him to do so, enjoying the feeling of being so intimately close to the warm energy that was coursing through his body. 

She let her hands run over his broad chest and kissed him lightly. “I’m sorry about before. It’s just that I’ve been driving myself crazy being stuck in this house, not being able to see anyone apart from you. I never realized how much I needed the rest of the world until this happened.” 

“I know. We’re going to have to be careful and make sure we watch our feelings. We have to remember that we’re going through this together. That is part of what marriage is about after all, right—facing these challenges together?”

“Right.” Dawn nodded definitively. 

Jim brushed back a few strands of hair that had fallen over her face. 

“Although I never thought that one of the biggest challenges was going to be spending time with you,” she added with a small laugh. 

“No, but I guess it’s natural that we’re going to get on each other’s nerves. I’m sorry for the things I said. I didn’t mean them.”

“I’m sorry for what I said, as well. It wasn’t you I was getting annoyed at; it’s just the situation. But what we just did … well, that certainly helped.” 

Jim stretched his arms and wore a smug look. “Damn straight. But that video you were watching … is that something you want to do, be with another man?” he asked. 

Dawn looked up and squirmed with embarrassment. The first instinct she had was to lie, but after what they had done together, she realized that there was no point being dishonest with her husband, even if it meant revealing something that she had always kept secret. 

“I … I have thought about it, yes. I don’t want you to think it means I don’t love you or I’m not happy with you,” she said, speaking quickly. “It’s more about the taboo of it all. The fact that marriage, which is such a sacred institution, being disgraced and broken like that … it does something to me inside. But it’s not … I would never cheat on you. The only way I’d be happy is if it was something that we did together. But I would never ask that of you. I wouldn’t expect you to share in this. It’s just something that plays on my mind. And really, I’m not even sure that I’d want to experience it for myself anyway. I think it would lead to complications that I don’t have a place for in my life.” She turned away from him and averted her gaze, not daring to look him in the eye. 

Before he could answer, their doorbell rang. 

They frowned and looked at each other. 

“I’d better go see who it is,” Dawn said, rushing out of the bed to prevent herself from hearing what Jim had to say about her secret desire. The last thing she wanted was to hear his reaction, because she knew her fantasy wasn’t something normal. So, she left the room and skipped down the stairs, after throwing on a loose top, one of Jim’s that reached down to the middle of her thighs. 

She opened the door, flustered and out of breath, to see her neighbor, Stan, standing there. Dawn was stopped in her tracks as Stan had always been someone who caught her eye. Tall, lean, with a swimmer’s physique and looks that could kill, he smiled his charming smile and looked at her with his brooding eyes. 

“What …? What are you doing here? You’re not supposed to be here,” she said, glancing behind him in case anyone saw them talking when they were supposed to be isolating themselves. 

“I was just taking my daily walk, and I heard some strange noises coming from your bedroom …” he said. “I thought I’d come and see how you were both doing. Being isolated from everyone is very challenging and, well, I missed seeing friendly faces around.” 

Dawn’s stomach churned inside as he mentioned the strange noises. There was a strange look in his eyes that belied his polite demeanor, something dark and dangerous that Dawn recognized as a reflection of her own soul. Suddenly, she was overwhelmed by a strange urge, one that was difficult to understand, but for a moment, it felt as though she had been possessed by some other life force. 

“I agree … it is … Maybe you should come in. We’ll keep our distance,” Dawn said and left the door open as she returned into her house. 

Stan followed, and Dawn’s heart thudded with anticipation of what might happen next. 




Lockdown Lust: Part Two

The Coronavirus had brought the world to a standstill, but people still lived, still had their problems, and still needed stimulation. Dawn was a petite brunette woman who had been suffering from tension with her husband, Jim. Although they loved each other, being cooped up with each other without any end in sight had made tension rise between them. It was strange how, even though she had pledged her life to the man, happily and willingly, the vows they had made took a backseat to the prickling anger. Then again, she hadn’t vowed to be with him every minute of every day. 

It didn’t help that there was nothing to do. 

But then, after a huge argument, Jim had come into the bedroom seeking to make peace with her. They’d made love instead. Erotic, intense love that left her body trembling, drained, and delirious. Even now, her body thrummed. It had been the kinkiest sex they had ever had, and if this was an offshoot of the pandemic, then perhaps being stuck in lockdown wasn’t such a grim fate at all. 

They had been interrupted by a knock on the door. It was their neighbor, Stan, a tall, athletic man who Dawn had seen around a few times and occasionally had allowed naughty thoughts about him to drift through her mind. It had been a shock to see him standing there, considering the guidelines on distancing themselves from each other, but he had heard them making intense, passionate love. 

Dawn had cringed with embarrassment, but there was also something pretty damned hot about knowing there had been a witness to their lust. Her cheeks glowed red, and she stammered out some excuse, even though she knew that Stan was aware of what was going on. 

Stan lived alone, worked from home, and had only left the house for walks around the neighborhood. The world was so quiet now that noise carried far. The ambient noises of people walking and playing, of cars and other vehicles roaring through the streets had been silenced. The booms of industry had fallen into whispers, and there were no longer planes flying overhead. It was a peaceful world, but the silence had been broken by Dawn’s squeals and whimpers as she had been spanked by her husband. 

Her heart fluttered with rippling tension as Stan stood in front of her. Just seeing another person was a thrill these days and the thought of inviting him into her bedroom made her mind light and hazy. She led him inside and wondered what Jim would think. 

***

When he heard voices coming from the front room, Jim threw on a shirt and pants and came out to see what was happening. Dawn was still clad in the loose T-shirt that she had thrown on. Stan wore jeans and a shirt that was open at the collar. Dawn could feel the heat of his gaze, and it made her squirm. 

“What’s going on here?” Jim asked. 

“You remember Stan, don’t you?” Dawn asked then explained what had happened. 

Jim’s lips twitched in a smile. His mind and his desires had been opened to a whole new world after what they had just done. Dawn’s neck still stung from where the belt had been tied around it as a makeshift collar. The echoes of pain danced upon her body, and it made delight simmer inside her. God, how was she this much of a slut? She had just been wrecked by her husband, but even that wasn’t enough. 

“It’s good seeing you,” Jim said. “We’ve been going pretty crazy cooped up in here by ourselves.” He reached out a hand, and Stan shook it. It was taboo in this new world, but that only made it more exciting. 

“At least you have each other. I’ve been by my lonesome. The only respite I have is when I go outside and remind myself that there are actually other people living in the world,” Stan said, smiling widely. 

They showed him into the lounge and offered him a drink, which Stan accepted gladly. 

“Sorry about the noise,” Jim said sheepishly. 

“Oh you don’t have to worry about that at all. I’m sorry for interrupting you. I just …” he looked wistful and sucked in his breath. “It’s been such a long time, and to hear those noises again, I couldn’t resist. Something just switched inside me.” 

“I know what you mean,” Jim said. 

Dawn was perched on the arm of the chair. She looked at the two men, and her heart went wild with desire. Could this actually happen? 

She tried to catch Jim’s attention, but she couldn’t glean anything from his gaze. 

Stan seemed polite enough, but she didn’t know if he had just come in for some company. While he had a drink and relaxed into the sofa, she excused herself and Jim, pulling her husband into the hallway. 

“What do you think?” she asked in a terse whisper. 

“I’m not sure what you mean,” Jim replied. 

Dawn rolled her eyes. “Oh, come on, Jim. What were we just talking about? I mean … I know it’s a big deal, and we should talk about it properly, but sometimes when something just lands in your lap, you shouldn’t turn it away.” 

“Oh … you’re talking about the sharing thing?” Jim said and tilted his head. 

Dawn looked up at him with hope. She hadn’t realized how much she had wanted it until Stan was standing there. Her eyes shimmered with desire, and she hoped that Jim would be on board as well. 

“I mean … it’s still a new thing for me. I’m not really sure how I should feel about it, to be honest. You’re my wife. The whole point was that I would never share you or forsake you for anyone else, so it goes against that …” 

She could see the wheels turning in his mind, and she didn’t say anything because she knew that, when it came to things like this, he had to process them himself and come to his own conclusions. 

“I mean, I get why people would want to do it. It goes against the norm, and I guess there is something pretty hot about showing my wife off like that, but I’m not completely on board with it. And we don’t know that he is either. I mean …” 

Dawn interrupted him with an arched eyebrow. “He came to our door because he heard us having sex. Of course he’s interested,” she said. Then she placed her hand on her hip and shifted her body to highlight her petite curves. “Besides, don’t you think he’d want me?” 

“Oh, I’m quite confident that any man would want you. I just … I have my doubts. But I also had my doubts about what we did in there. We’d never done that before, and it was pretty damned good, so maybe I’ll like this, as well. It’s not as though there’s anything else to do in lockdown, so we might as well push our boundaries a little. Besides, if it doesn’t work, we can always just say that it was the Coronavirus craziness that drove us to it. It doesn’t make us any less faithful. It’s like a free pass to do whatever we want.” 

“So, what are you saying?” Dawn asked, rolling back and forth on the balls of her feet. 

“I guess I’m saying that we can give it a go,” Jim said. 

Dawn squealed and clapped her hands together. Then she flung her arms around his neck and kissed him passionately. 

Jim chuckled to himself, not realizing that it would have made her this happy. 

“Look, I need a shower. You go in there and just chill out with him. Don’t say anything.” She pointed a stern finger at him. “Just chat about whatever you like. Maybe have another beer, put some music on or something. I’ll come back down, and then we’ll see how interested he really is.” Dawn’s eyes flickered with delight as she kissed Jim again.

Jim agreed and muttered under his breath that he was going to need a beer to take the edge off his inhibitions. 

Dawn pulled his arm back and looked at him earnestly. “It’s okay if you’re not into it. Whenever you want to stop, just tell me and we will. The last thing I’d want to do is make you uncomfortable. We both need to be okay with this, and we both need to enjoy it,” she said. 

Jim nodded. “It’ll be fun,” he said. 

Dawn squealed again and hopped back upstairs to get ready. 

***

Dawn didn’t want to take too much time to get ready, not only because she didn’t want Jim to lose his nerve and reconsider. She didn’t know how much of a journey it was from spanking and collaring her with a belt to sharing her with another man, but now that the window had been opened to the possibility, she didn’t want it to close before she had had a chance to step through. 

She walked into the bathroom and turned on the shower. Hot water poured out and steam rose. She pulled off her top and admired the marks that had been made on her body. There were red welts over the backs of her thighs, her ass, and over her breasts. A stinging line of pain formed a necklace. Dawn wore all these marks with pride. 

She gazed in the mirror and the swirling steam enveloped her, making her reflection disappear as though she was an ethereal form, a phantom being released from her physical form. That’s certainly how it had felt when she had been spanked and flogged by the belt. The pain had been a release, had torn away something that had been holding her back, leaving everything raw and sweet inside. 

She stepped into the shower. The water stung as it flowed over her pale flesh. And as it met the wounds, she gasped, but the pain was sweet. 

She turned around, allowing her entire body to be captured by the water. It flowed and gushed down the curves of her body, trickling over her nipples, through the valley between her breasts, along her thighs. It matted her hair to her body, and she felt the waves of pleasure surge inside her as she thought about what awaited her when she left the shower. 

Dawn washed herself quickly but thoroughly. She applied the soothing shower cream to her body, calming the raw marks on her skin. The scent of shea butter rose around her, and the foamy soap created a thick lather that tumbled over her flesh. It was battered back by the water. The hot, relentless jets pummeled the foam and forced it down to her feet, where it appeared as though she was standing on a cloud. 

She ran her hands all over her body and rolled her bottom lip under her teeth, biting down on it as sweet anticipation gripped her. This lockdown had proven a way for her to summon hidden desires to the surface. She wondered if she would ever have explored them if the world hadn’t fallen into chaos and the underpinning rules of society hadn’t changed. It was difficult to say. She also wondered if she had any other desires lurking in the recess of her mind, things that she had been too afraid to think about before. So far, none presented themselves, but there was still plenty of time for them to come to the fore. 

Once she was cleansed, Dawn turned off the faucet. The roaring water was silenced. Her flesh dripped as she stepped out of the bath and wrapped a soft towel around her. She was half tempted to go downstairs in this state and drop the towel in front of the two men to see what happened, but she had something better in mind. 

She dutifully and diligently dried herself, rubbing the soft towel over every inch of her body. Her skin was still sensitive in places, so she moved the towel gently and was grateful that she had only recently brought fresh ones. The shea butter in her shower cream had helped to soothe the skin and make it less angry, but she wasn’t going to take measures to cover up her marks completely. It would have taken a while to conceal them with makeup, and she had a feeling she was going to obtain a few more marks before the day was over. 

At least, she hoped so.

Once she was dry, she went to her bedroom. A flush of arousal swept through her as she glanced at the bed sheets still in disarray and the belt that had been discarded. Her flesh rippled with excitement as she went over to her drawer and sprayed some perfume around her, letting it settling onto her skin, giving a faint scent that would mix with her own natural aroma. She then walked to her closet and shifted the clothes around to her sexiest outfits, the things she had bought as Valentine and anniversary treats; the things that hadn’t been used nearly enough to justify their price tags. 

She pulled out a short black top. It was lacy and smooth. The silky material poured through her fingers like liquid. She pulled it over her skin and felt as though she had been enveloped in luxury. The outfit came to the top of her thighs. It narrowed in the waist, clinging to her curves. It barely held her breasts in. There was a bow that rested in her cleavage, red, the color of passion, the symbol of lust. The straps were thin and rested on her shoulders. The darkness of the material looked stark against her pale, milky skin. 

Her hair fell down and touched her shoulders, her eyes were deep and soulful, her lips full and sensual. 

When she moved, the fabric seemed to shimmer, as though it had a life of its own. It was so thin that it was barely noticeable. She might as well have been naked. 

She giggled as she gazed at herself in the mirror then returned downstairs. Nerves and excitement flowed through her body, and she felt as though she was carried by the momentum of her own heartbeat. There was a sense of apprehension in the air as she wasn’t sure what to expect. Fantasies were one thing and reality was entirely different … Would this live up to her expectations? Would it turn out all right? Would she and Jim ever be the same afterwards? 

As she walked down the stairs, she looked at the pictures they had taken over the years. There was one before they had gotten married. Gosh, they looked so young. They had stood together for so many years. Was their marriage strong enough to withstand the inclusion of another man? To betray the vows they had made and allow another to enter their lives … and enter her. 

A moment of doubt flickered inside her mind as she gazed at their wedding photo and remembered that happy night when they had made love for the first time as man and wife. Back then, she hadn’t needed anything more than his body and his love to make her happy, to fulfill her. They had made a promise to each other that night that, through life, they would remain a team and always be happy as long as they had each other. At least they were doing this together. They were still a team. This settled her nerves somewhat. 

She also remembered what Jim had said. This was a free pass because of the lockdown. If it didn’t work, then things would go back to normal.

Dawn inhaled deeply and continued down the stairs. She heard the murmur of the two men talking. Their deep voices rumbled like thunder and made her stomach flutter with excitement. She paused for a moment to collect herself then entered the room. 

***

As soon as she walked in, the conversation stopped. Both men turned to look at her, and their eyes widened. Stan took a sip of his beer then placed the glass down. 

Dawn shifted her gaze between the two men and bit her lower lip, hoping that she would be pleasing to both of them. 

“Well, Dawn, I don’t know quite what to say,” Stan said then he turned to Jim. “You’ve got yourself a good woman here, Jim. You’re a lucky man.” 

“Oh, don’t I know it,” Jim said smugly. He settled into his chair. 

Dawn loved the fact that Stan couldn’t take his eyes off her. 

“Stan was just telling me how lonely he’s been with all this lockdown business,” Jim said. 

“It’s been driving me crazy, quite frankly,” Stan said. “Sitting in my house all alone, surrounded by silence, not being able to get any human contact at all. I’ve been starved,” he admitted. 

Dawn could hear the hunger in his voice. Hunger for her.

A smile tugged at the corner of her lips. 

“We’d like to help you out, Stan,” she said after she glanced towards her husband, who gave her a subtle nod. 

“You can go up and have a closer look if you like,” Jim said, gesturing towards Dawn. 

Stan looked a little unsure, but it didn’t take him much to push aside his apprehension and stride across the lounge. 

Dawn’s gaze drifted up as Stan towered above her. He smelled musky and masculine, and hot energy emanated from his body. There was barely inches between them as he circled her and inspected her. She could feel the heat of his gaze upon her as he walked around her, and she loved being admired like this, as though she was being evaluated. She twisted her neck back, and her hair fell around her face like a veil. She gave Stan a coy glance. 

He reached out tentatively, his hand trembling slightly as it hovered near her waist. Dawn felt a surge of courage and placed her delicate hand on his, bringing it to rest against her body. 

The feeling of him touching her like this made explosions erupt in her body. Heat spread from the core of her all over, making her skin feel as though it was burning. Stan let out a rush of breath, and she knew in that moment that she had him. 

She turned around, allowing his hand to slide around her body. He looked down, his hungry gaze drinking in every sexy inch of her. His other hand naturally fell to the other side of her waist, and now he had his hold on her. 

Dawn looked up at him and knew what was flaring inside his mind. His lips looked alluring. His hands contained masculine strength. 

She glanced over at Jim, who was still relaxed, sipping his beer. He nodded towards her, so she turned her attention back to Stan. She stepped closer to him, closing the last few inches between them. His body was hard and hot, hers was soft, and she melted into him with a whimper. She raised her hands along his shoulders and neck, resting behind his head. 

She let out a long, sweet breath. “Have you ever fucked a married woman, Stan?” she asked. 

“No,” he replied. 

“Would you like to?” 

Before he had a chance to answer, she pressed her lips against his and stole a kiss. His mouth was warm, and their breath swirled into one. It was the first man she had kissed other than Jim in long, long time. The sensations were similar, yet different. Her mind was cast into confusion, and this only added to the pleasure. 

Stan’s hands tightened around her. They moved up her body and around her back. They played with her hair and clutched the back of her head. She was pressed so deeply into him that she could feel his arousal and knew that it was all, completely and unutterably, for her. 

Knowing that she could still arouse a man other than her husband gave Dawn great satisfaction, and thinking about her husband made her remember why she was doing this—to please him. 

Dawn pulled her head away and licked her lips as she looked at Jim. “He tastes good,” she said, fully throwing herself into the role of a slutty wife. The words dripped off her tongue like honey, and Jim seemed to be tempted by the sweetness. 

“Then you’d better keep on doing it,” he said. 

Dawn giggled as she enjoyed another long kiss, this time moaning softly as she enjoyed the sensation of their tongues dancing together. Stan gasped at the intensity of the kiss. He glanced over nervously at Jim as well, but if he had any reservations, he didn’t talk about them or show them. His desire for Dawn was too fervent for that. 

She ran her hands down his body and took his hand, leading him to the couch where she sat him down. Jim was in his chair, watching them from an angle. Dawn climbed atop Stan, straddling him. His hands fell around her waist again, which seemed to be their natural place. She rested hers on his broad chest and could feel his powerful heartbeat thrumming under his shirt. She kissed him lightly then set to work undoing his buttons, pushing away his shirt, revealing the expanse of chest underneath. 

A low, guttural moan rumbled out of her throat as she pressed her hands against the taut muscles. She squeezed then leaned in to leave a trail of kisses along his neck and shoulders, and then his chest. He moaned loudly as his hands caressed her hair. 

She looked up at him with wide, willing eyes. Desire flooded her body. Everything tingled, and electricity crackled through her. 

Stan’s hands slid over her shoulders. Dawn didn’t know if he intended it or not because they were barely hanging on as it was, but the straps of her dress fell away from her shoulders. It was as though even the outfit wanted her to be exposed. 

She was at his waist, kissing his abs. Her hair splayed across his tanned skin as she noticed his bulge. The heat that emanated from it could set the place on fire. She dragged her hands down and ran her fingers across the outline, squeezing slightly to see how he reacted. His eyes fluttered shut, and she felt a warm sense of satisfaction at knowing she could have this effect on him.

She sat up and shifted her body so that she could unclasp his belt. While she did this, Stan’s hand ran over her body and pulled away her dress, tugging it down to continue the exposure. Her breasts poured out, and his hand started to massage them. 

Dawn arched her head back, exposing the hollow of her throat. Her lips parted slightly, and she moaned deeply as her nipples hardened. Shivering, shuddering sensations careened through her body as she delved into his darkness and wrapped her hands around his big erection. She couldn’t help but notice the differences between his and Jim’s and took delight in them. He was longer than Jim, although Jim was thicker. The smooth veins were pleasing, and she let out a low growl as she licked her lips. 

Stan wriggled out of his pants, and as he did so, she was pushed off his lap. She fell to the floor and rested between his legs, still with his erection in her hands. She actually needed two hands to grip it properly.

She pulled the skin up and up, taking great delight in watching the pleasure dance upon Stan’s face. She leaned in as Stan’s hand clutched her head and pressed her lips against him, opening her mouth wide to take all of him in. Saliva dribbled down, and when she took her mouth away, it was still attached in a line to her mouth, until it broke and swung like a pendulum, sticking to his thick shaft along with the rest of the wet coat, making it glisten and shine. 

Dawn gorged on him, but even as she was sucking on another man’s cock, she didn’t forget about her husband. Turning her head, she opened her eyes and looked at Jim, wondering how she looked with a mouthful of another man. 

As it turned out, he enjoyed it, for his hands were thrust in his pants and he stroked himself. His face was contorted in pleasure, and his mouth was open, groaning loudly, adding to the cacophony that filled the room. But his eyes were open, looking directly at her, enjoying the show. This only served to spur her on even more.

She put more enthusiasm into her performance, sucking deeper and harder, pouring her saliva over Stan’s erection as her hands pumped hard. She drowned in the musky scent of his sex as his grip tightened on her head. She groaned as he pulled her head away and felt the heat being smeared over her face. Groggily, she opened her mouth to try to catch it again, feeling it run across her lips, and then she gorged on it. Her eyes cracked upon and watched her husband more than she watched the man she was sucking, as though she was pleasuring him rather than Stan. 

She could feel the deep ache between her legs. Her free hand ran down and pushed away the thin hem of the dress. The tips of her fingers met the damp, hot wetness, and she groaned. She pressed her entire hand against herself, and pleasure fluttered through her. She groaned again as she rubbed her clit and felt waves of delight course through her, coming thicker and faster and harder, getting more intense with every passing moment before her eyes clamped shut. 

She was hauled away from Stan’s erection roughly, and her hand fell away from the place that gave her so much pleasure. She yearned to touch again. Her fingers glistened with her own sweetness as she was lifted up back onto Stan’s lap. He pushed her body away, making her arch, bringing his hand around her throat. 

“Your husband marked you well,” he growled, and this only served to turn her on even more. 

She whimpered as he pulled away the thin, skimpy fabric that clothed her. Her breasts had already been pulled out, and his hands were groping them, digging into the flesh. It felt as though her entire body was on fire, and she could barely believe that she could withstand so much. Sweat trickled along her body, and she gulped in panting breaths, although no amount of air seemed to be enough. 

Stan’s hands ran around her body, resting on her ass, pulling her onto him. He spanked her, and the pain stung, but not as much as it had with Jim. Lightning crackled through her body as she shifted herself and sank onto him, feeling his length enter her, plunge in, and reach the hot molten core of her body.

She shuddered as she sank atop him then rested her hands on his shoulders for support. He started to move his body, rocking his hips, and she followed his movements. He grabbed a fistful of hair and twisted her head to the side, forcing her to look at her husband. 

By this point, Jim was jacking off with wild abandon, enjoying the show.

Once again, this inspired Dawn to be more animated. She gasped as she took a more active role in controlling the rhythm. She shook her body and rocked his world, feeling her mind crack with every powerful thrust as she took another man’s cock. Oh God, just the thought was enough to send her out of this world, and knowing that she could glance over and watch Jim enjoying the show made everything inside her contort and twist with delight. Orgasmic sensations came thick and fast, and she didn’t know if all of them counted as an orgasm or if it was just the longest, most blissful orgasm that had ever existed, but it was the most intense thing she had ever experienced.

Her skin was flushed, and the marks were now throbbing as they came into full view again. Stan twisted her body and held her in place firmly, while Jim was playing nearby. Dawn was in the middle of it all, the eye of the storm, and an inferno rose around her.

Stan’s hands clamped around her waist as he fucked her hard, so hard that she was flung up in the air. The rumbling, thundering sensations crashed through her body, and she loved that Stan was using her like a dirty little whore rather than as someone’s wife. A broad smile broke out over her face, and she became delirious with desire and delight. 

Jim moaned, his sweet tone mixing with the low grunts that smashed against her skin, coming from Stan’s fervent passion. She dug her nails into his skin as she held on for dear life. The moans that poured forth from her body seemed to be the product of something else. Dawn was taken away from her own mind, her soul was torn from her body, and yet she was also acutely aware of all the sensations that swirled around inside her. A powerful storm whirled and swept through her, leaving nothing behind. 

She was making love to another man, but in her heart, her love for her husband grew.

Stan’s hands were all over her until he groaned loudly. Dawn could feel his body tense, and she was certain that glory was going to find her within a few moments, but to her surprise, she found herself hauled off him and forced onto all fours, positioned along the couch, looking at Jim.

Stan stood behind her. She could hear him panting. He beckoned Jim over with a wave of his hand, and Jim was only too eager to join in. He sat on the farthest part of the couch. His erection was red and raw, throbbing, and Dawn’s mouth hung open because she knew what was going to happen next. 

She pushed herself forward and started to pleasure her husband with her mouth, while Stan positioned himself behind her. 

He pushed her outfit up to fully expose her body, and then he grabbed her ass before plunging himself inside. He was so big, so big for her, and she loved every minute and every inch of him. She groaned and had to stop sucking Jim for a moment as the sensations were too much to bear. 

Stan stretched her. Pain blurred with exquisite delight as she felt herself being taken roughly. Pleasure thrummed through every part of her body. It all overflowed. She felt like a fountain of lust. 

Stan fucked her from behind while her face was buried in her husband’s crotch. Saliva dripped down and sweat poured from her body. Stan’s hands ran all over her, gripping her head, squeezing her waist, and she loved that she was caught between two men, making them both so aroused. 

The room filled with so much lust and arousal the walls were coated in it. She moaned and writhed as she sucked hard. The tremors of Jim’s body were reflected in her own flesh, and the fervent thrusts of Stan’s took her even further into paradise. There came a point when she felt her thighs getting soaked as her arousal flowed out of her like a tidal wave. There was nothing she could do to stop it. Nothing she wanted to do. It was glorious, and she felt on fire as she pleasured these two men, eventually coming so hard that she was limp and only supported by the two of them. A dull glaze came over her eyes, but she did not stop looking at her husband. 

Her body rocked as Stan increased his tempo and roared that he was going to come. Dawn braced herself for the hot stream and took everything he had. At the same time, Jim tensed and gripped her head as he blew his load. The creamy, viscous liquid filled her mouth, and she gulped down the sweet hot taste. 

The moment lingered, and she groaned as she reclaimed herself. 

Stan pulled out and slumped on the couch, drained and exhausted. Jim lay there, chest heaving, panting heavily. Dawn crawled and fell against him, nestling against the comfortable familiarity of his body. His arms fell about her and wrapped her up. She trembled, but she was relieved to feel the comfort and love that came with his embrace. Below, Stan rested his hand on her thigh. A smile spread across her face as she looked up at her husband and kissed him, feeling the love press against her. 

***

It wasn’t long after that when Stan left, back to his fortress of solitude. Dawn felt pity for the man actually, watching him walk out in the empty streets alone while she got to stay with her husband. She was still practically naked. The little slip she wore had not been adjusted yet, so her body was exposed. 

“I love you,” she said, wrapping her arms around Jim’s body. She was so drained after everything that she had been through that she needed his support. 

He carried her upstairs, where they relaxed in bed, after telling her that he loved her as well. 

“Was that everything you hoped it would be?” he asked. 

“It was, and more,” she said, getting uncomfortable as she replayed the different sensations that had danced through her mind and her body. They would be echoing for a long time, she knew that for sure, and this experience would be enough to nourish her imagination for years to come. “Just performing for you made me so hot. Knowing that you enjoyed watching me sent me to another world. It was like I was making love for you, not to you, and … I mean, I wouldn’t want to do it every time, but it was such a turn on.” 

“I have to admit I wasn’t sure at first, when I saw him kissing you, but then I saw how much you were enjoying it. And when you turned to look at me, I realized the appeal. You were doing it all for me, and the fact that you would go to these lengths just to give me something to watch made me love you even more.” 

“So … would you want to do it again?” she asked with hope. 

Jim relaxed and stretched his arms around her. “I think that’s something we could do, but like you said, I wouldn’t want to do it all the time. Sometimes it’s nice just the two of us. Nothing is going to get in the way of that ever,” he said as he took her hand in his and brought it to his mouth. He kissed her wedding ring, then the outside of her palm, and then her hand. 

No, Dawn thought, their marriage was strong enough to survive anything, even COVID-19.

Once a Cuckold, Always a Cuckold

Sprawled on the bed doggy-style, Karyn watched herself in the full-length mirror opposite the bed. She gripped the sheets, her streaked blonde hair a damp veil around her face. Usually, she enjoyed watching the jiggling mounds of her ass when she was being fucked hard, but although Aiden gripped her hips until they left deep red marks in her flesh, she barely felt him inside her. It wasn’t because her pussy was dripping wet and aching to be pounded to the hilt. It was Aiden.

She uttered a few halfhearted moans, none of which elicited a fresh burst of energy or enthusiasm from him. Aiden’s expression seemed more distant than usual, his pace distracted despite the fact that he’d only been fucking her for a few minutes. Something about him was different today, even more so than in recent days. Karyn couldn’t quite pinpoint what it was. Not once did he meet her eyes in the mirror. Not once did he smile or smack her ass.

Today, he was as engaged as someone watching a porno through a sheet of tinted glass.

Her eyes slid toward her husband kneeling obediently by the side of the bed. Today, she had inserted a larger butt plug into Doug’s ass before he assumed his traditional pose of subservience. He had knelt on the carpet and raised his ass high into the air, spreading his cheeks wide to display his shaved asshole and balls.

Karyn had inspected his asshole closely before heavily lubing it with her fingers. She enjoyed the way Doug squirmed when she worked each finger into his hole down to the knuckle and pumped him to ensure he was open and ready. When the lube started to drip out, she inserted the clear butt plug and admired his gaping hole. Today she had selected a size larger than what she usually used. If she felt in a generous mood, she might trail her long, blood-red nails over his shaved balls, but only to tease them and get his cock even harder.

Hands behind his back, his cock a rigid flagpole dripping with pre-cum, Doug’s position allowed him the perfect vantage point to watch Aiden pumping Karyn. Aiden’s cock was thick and meaty, his large balls smoothly shaved and lubed until they gleamed like fleshy marbles.

By the tension in Doug’s body and his eager expression, Karyn could see that he was hungrily awaiting his opportunity to engulf Aiden’s balls in his mouth. If Doug behaved well, she might even allow him to lick her juice from Aiden’s cock before licking her gushing pussy clean of Doug’s salty jizz…if he behaved himself. Doug had been celibate for six weeks, and she savored how badly he was craving the feel of his jizz squirted wherever she directed it…be it her pussy, her mouth, her ass, or anywhere else she felt appropriate.

Today, she doubted either of them was going to hit the jackpot. Karyn moaned again for effect, but it just wasn’t happening with Aiden. She thought about playing with her clit to heat up the action, but that was supposed to be Aiden’s job. He did what she told him, but he wasn’t even fingering her clit or her asshole. She would have to order him to tongue fuck her ass as punishment for his lackluster performance.

Perhaps later she’d reward Doug by allowing him to eat her ass after Aiden jizzed inside her, assuming he was going to come anytime soon. She loved it when she squatted above Doug’s face, spread her ass, and squirted hot jizz into Doug’s mouth. Once he swallowed her juice, he cleaned her pussy and ass with his tongue.

Karyn looked at her swaying tits brushing the sheets. Perhaps some additional stimulation might help.

“Doug, play with my nipples. Get them hard.”

Without a word, Doug crawled toward the end of the bed and knelt before her. He didn’t quite meet Karyn’s eyes as he reached for her full breasts. Holding one in each hand, he squeezed and caressed them. His fingers sharply tweaked her nipples until they hardened into bullets.

The sensation sent shivers of pleasure through her body. Her pussy tightly clenched Aiden’s cock. Maybe now she could finally come. Hard and fast was always better than slow and drawn out. She looked at Doug’s lowered head. His cropped silver hair and almost porcelain complexion sharply contrasted Aiden’s striking mixed Asian features.

Karyn was immediately attracted to Aiden when she and Doug met him on a business trip to Singapore a year ago. As Doug spent so much time in client meetings, Karyn had plenty of opportunities to do some sightseeing. Ironically, she’d spotted Aiden dining alone at the upscale hotel restaurant where she was to meet Doug for dinner that evening.

She’d worn a slinky off the shoulder short black dress and strappy heels that complimented her signature bitch red lips and nails. At forty-seven, blonde and green-eyed, she was still a sexy woman with a voracious sexual appetite to rival any woman half her age.

At fifty-two, Doug was a head-turner in an Anderson Cooper type of way, but he’d always been reserved and formal. He and Karyn were about as opposite as possible for a couple, yet they’d clicked on a blind date arranged by one of Karyn’s Wall Street friends back in the day. Early in their relationship, Karyn discovered an interesting contrast to Doug’s business and private personality. A beast in the boardroom, aggressive and confident, he was a subservient lamb in the bedroom whose only objective was to please her in any way she desired.

To Karyn, it was like hitting the jackpot at a casino. A typical “married with children” life had never appealed to her. She was naturally and openly dominant, a trait which frightened most men but immediately attracted Doug. Though sexually creative, they eventually reached the point where Doug could no longer satisfy her all her fantasies. As they were always open and honest with each other, they explored the option of introducing another man into their relationship.

Over the years, Karyn had enjoyed several bulls and Alpha males. Doug’s extensive travels had offered the best opportunities to indulge in endless erotic adventures in as many locations as possible with no unnecessary baggage or strings attached. Yet the liaisons never lasted more than a few weeks. Neither she nor Doug understood why. With Aiden, she thought she’d finally found something more permanent. Was she too demanding? Was he becoming bored despite the variety and novelty she continued to provide in the relationship?

Karyn sighed. She’d been circling Aiden all evening after noticing a few interested glances her way. She guessed him to be no more than thirty-five. Handsome, obviously fit, he was beautifully dressed and moved with a style that indicated a certain refinement. Eventually, Doug noticed the mutual attraction and approved. They’d been without a bull for a few months and Karyn was feeling restless and moody.

When the waiter next appeared to check on them, they had him send a glass of champagne to Aiden’s table. Aiden raised the glass in a salute and came over to their table. After a few more glasses of champagne, they developed an interesting synergy, particularly when they discovered that Aiden was also from Los Angeles. Conversation about coincidence turned inevitably to sex, though Karyn noticed even then that Aiden artfully avoided discussion about his personal life. Regardless, both she and Doug were intrigued by him and proposed a trial arrangement.

That night, Aiden spent the night in their hotel room. While Doug knelt naked on the floor, hands tied behind his back with one of Karyn’s black seamed stockings, Karyn rode Aiden on the floor in front of him. Doug was positioned between Aiden’s legs, his eyes fixed on Aiden’s juice-slicked cock vigorously impaling Karyn. Hands clenched on Karyn’s spread ass, Aiden’s fingers simultaneously fucked her asshole. Doug’s face was so close to Karyn’s bobbing ass that he could have easily extended his tongue to taste her damp, sweaty cheeks. It was an unforgettable night in a fabulous suite overlooking a panoramic vista of the city.

A sharp tweak to her nipples brought Karyn back to the present. Fond memories were fine, but glancing at Aiden’s distracted expression, she knew something had permanently changed. She glanced into the mirror and saw Aiden’s flushed face and tightly closed eyes. He uttered a garbled cry and started thrusting.

Though Karyn finally felt a surge of pleasure, she was almost relieved when Aiden finally jizzed inside her and quickly pulled out. He got off the bed almost immediately, but Karyn’s focus turned to Doug, who crawled behind her and began enthusiastically licking her pussy.

“Make sure you get every drop,” Karyn said. “And when you’re finished, I want you to tongue my ass.”

Doug silently complied while keeping his hands behind his back. Hands were never permitted. Karyn writhed on the bed, savoring the dexterity of her husband’s mouth and tongue. Her mood quickly faded when Aiden abruptly walked out the bedroom. Though Doug never lost his stride, the enjoyment was gone for Karyn.

“That’s enough, Doug. Why don’t you run my bath now? I’d like the lemon oil this time.”

He backed off the bed and hurried into the bathroom. Karyn sank onto the bed and stared at her reflection. When she heard the water running, she got up and slipped into a black silk kimono robe. She went to find Aiden.

Standing naked in the kitchen, Aiden was already soft. Karyn had never seen this happen so quickly. He thirstily gulped down a bottle of water. He glanced at her, then turned away.

“What’s wrong, Aiden? Please talk to me. You’re clearly upset.”

“I need to go home, Karyn.”

For a moment, she thought he was joking until she saw the seriousness in his eyes. She sat on one of the breakfast table chairs and stared at him.

“Why? What happened?”

“You know it hasn’t been the same over the past few weeks,” he said with a tired smile. “Come on, Karyn. You don’t need to massage my ego. I can read you so well. Neither of us has been really enjoying it. I know Doug hasn’t either.”

Karyn felt a pang of guilt. Had her feelings been that obvious? She felt a genuine affection for her bull and the thought that the relationship might be over upset her more than she realized.

“Look, it’s been a year. I get it. Maybe we just need a break.”

“It’s more than that. I can’t do this anymore.”

“What?”

Again, that elusiveness. The same look he had at the hotel restaurant. The same reticence of mind, if not body.

“What are you talking about, Aiden?

He sighed. “At the time, our arrangement was what I needed. You and Doug were what I needed. Something different. Something to take me away from the series of obligations my life had been up to that point.” He paused and stared out the window as though glimpsing into his past.

“It would help if you talked about it, Aiden. You’ve never confided in us. So much of your life is still a mystery, which has always bothered me. How do you expect us to react if we don’t know what’s wrong?”

“There are reasons why I haven’t talked about my life, Karyn. Let’s just leave it at that. What I can tell you is that things have changed. I’ve changed. And I can’t continue anymore.”

Karyn felt as though the floor had just fallen beneath her.

“And it’s over for you just like that?” she asked. “No discussion. No explanations? You turn everything off like a light switch?”

Aiden glanced sharply at her. Clearly, she’d touched a nerve.

She almost didn’t notice Doug standing at the kitchen entrance.

“Your bath is ready.”

“Why don’t you go ahead, Karyn,” Aiden said, walking from the kitchen. “I’ll take a shower in the guest bathroom.”

“Aiden, wait,” Karyn said, rising from her chair. “We need to talk!”

“When I get back tonight. There are some things I need to do so I’ll be out a while.”

Karyn stared openmouthed at his retreating back. When she followed Aiden to the bathroom, he locked the door and immediately turned on the shower.

“Aiden?” she said, knocking at the door. “Aiden?”

All she heard was the sound of rushing water.

Sitting in the swirling water of the jacuzzi tub, Karyn rest her head against a cushioned spa pillow. Fragrant candles wafted a lemon scent complimenting the delicious citrus steam rising from the bubbling water. She sipped a glass of chardonnay and glanced at Doug sitting opposite her in the tub. Their legs casually intertwined, he also sipped on a glass of wine.

“Did you try calling Aiden again?” Karyn asked.

“Several times,” Doug said. “I can’t believe he left without either of us seeing him.”

Karyn frowned. When Aiden refused to open the bathroom door, she decided to leave him alone, expecting to talk with him after her bath. Later, when Doug went to the kitchen to get the wine, he noticed the empty driveway. He went outside to find Aiden’s car gone. Despite several calls and texts, Aiden had yet to answer.

“I don’t understand,” Karyn said. “He told me we’d talk when he got back tonight. Why would he lie?”

“I should have mentioned it sooner,” Doug said. “I’ve noticed the change in him as well. But I honestly thought he’d talk to you if there was anything on his mind.”

“I did notice. Now I wish I’d said something sooner. His…performance has been lacking for a while. Almost as though his body was here but his mind wasn’t.”

Doug looked at her. “I could tell you weren’t satisfied. I have to admit I wasn’t happy about it. But it wasn’t my place to point it out. As your bull, it was his responsibility to pleasure you. I know you didn’t enjoy tonight.”

Karyn’s gaze drifted to the large window. The master bathroom location was private enough so that she and Aiden could engage in sessions either in the tub, the shower, or on the floor. She enjoyed it when Doug stood outside the window and watched her and Aiden fuck in the tub. Sometimes Aiden would position her pussy and ass against the jets while he shoved his cock deep into her mouth. Her favorite position was to ride Aiden on the seat. The bubbling water only enhanced her pleasure as she bobbed in time with the flow. When Aiden got particularly aggressive, the water sloshed over the edge of the tub.

If Karyn was in a particularly generous mood, she allowed Doug to masturbate while watching them and jizz all over the glass. Afterward, she and Aiden watched him lick the window clean. Other times, Doug kneeled in the corner of the shower while Aiden soaped her ass and fucked her doggy style. It was an incredible turn on to grab her ankles and look backward at Doug. If she smiled, that was his cue to crawl toward her and spread his ass in front of her, so she could soap fuck his hole while Aiden pounded her. Sometimes, she played with his rock-hard cock, but only until he was on the verge of coming. Doug always performed better when she prick teased him.

She sighed. She missed the early days when the three of them were more daring and experimental. But like any relationship, it seemed impossible to maintain the heady spark of novelty indefinitely.

“No,” she said. “It hasn’t been good for a while. Did he mention anything at all to you?”

Doug shook his head. “I never expected him to. Maybe we should leave him alone for a while. I’m sure he’ll reach out to us.”

Karyn stared out the window at the dusky sky. On a balmy summer evening like tonight, they could have had a session in the pool. They had no immediate neighbors, the huge, beautifully landscaped yard designed for maximum privacy. One of the features that had initially attracted them to the gorgeous contemporary home was its seclusion.

Rumor had it that a well-known porn mogul had once owned the property. She and Doug never managed to find out who he was, but the house was apparently used in several movies. The thought turned them both on as they toured the house for the first time. Each imagined the scenarios that must have played out in each room, particularly the tub they lay in now. She and Doug made an offer, and even though there was a bidding war, they were determined to own the house.

Karyn smiled. From the day they moved in they’d been happy…until now.

“Penny for your thoughts,” Doug said.

“Just remembering when we bought the house.”

Doug grinned. “We could have made a few movies of our own. I don’t know why we don’t consider it.”

Karyn’s cellphone trilled from a nearby chair. She and Doug both started at the sound. She rose, her body slick from the oily water, and carefully reached for it. Her initial eagerness faded as she answered.

“Hey, Nikki. No…you’re not interrupting anything. Just having some wine with Doug. Tonight? You know, we’d love to, but Doug and I already have plans. How about Friday? Does that work? Great! Sorrento’s at 8. See you then.”

She hung up and slunk back into the tub. Doug refilled her wine. She drank almost half of it in a single gulp.

“You’re really upset by this, aren’t you? You never fob your sister off like that.”

“Something doesn’t feel right about this,” Karyn said. “I can’t explain it… but I don’t think Aiden’s coming back.”

After two weeks, Karyn and Doug finally accepted that Aiden had vanished from their lives. His number was no longer in service, and all emails to his address bounced back. Not one for social media, he lived more under the radar than most.

Parked outside a luxury high rise a few minutes from their house, Karyn waited for Doug to return from the lobby. The building faced the ocean, and a spectacular sunset washed the horizon in shades of gold and bronze. She stared wistfully at a west-facing thirtieth-floor apartment. She recalled watching the ocean so many times from the balcony after one of their sessions.

Usually it involved Aiden bending her over his knees on the couch and soundly spanking her, the sound of her soundly slapped flesh filling the room. As the couch faced the balcony, sunlight streamed over it and washed them in buttery light. Karyn found it a huge turn on to feel both the warmth of the sun and the heat of Aiden’s hands on her body. Doug knelt in front of the couch watching until she summoned him.

When Karyn’s ass checks glowed from Aiden’s handprints, he pushed her onto the floor and positioned her on her hands and knees. Doug retrieved a bowl of ice. Aiden rubbed one cube at a time onto Karyn’s ass until the ice melted and trickled down her thighs. Doug then licked the wetness from her skin.

Karyn shuddered. There had been similar spectacular sunsets in Singapore. She was wet just thinking about those days in the hotel. It was hard to believe it had only been a couple of weeks since she’d last seen Aiden.

A tap at the window startled her. She rolled it down. The sunset reflected in Doug’s sunglasses.

“Concierge confirmed Aiden’s apartment is for lease.”

“What? When did he move?”

“Apparently, Aiden never returned to the apartment. A team of movers came to pack everything up a couple of days after we last saw him.”

Doug got into the driver’s seat of the Mercedes. As he pulled into the traffic, Karyn glanced at the apartment once more before a cluster of trees blocked her view.

“I can’t believe he’d disappear like that,” she said. “Not a word. Nothing. Why would he do that?”

Doug reached for her hand and squeezed it. “Feel like dinner? Maybe a drink?”

“I don’t know…I’d really like to get away from here. Maybe just drive up the coast somewhere.”

Doug headed for the freeway. “You got it.”

By the time Doug pulled into quaint beach town on the coast highway, they’d been on the road for over two hours. They hadn’t intended to drive so far north, but the night was mild and clear and a full moon cast the ocean in a quicksilver veil. For a while, they parked on bluff overlooking the coast and simply enjoyed the view.

“Hungry?” Doug asked.

“Yeah,” Karyn said. “Let’s drive around and see what we can find.”

Doug followed the main road into the town. A sleepy surfer community, it consisted of charming beach cottages, endless board shops, and a surprisingly eclectic collection of cafes, bars, and restaurants.

The road ended at a small fishing pier. Doug parked in a nearby lot. He and Karyn strolled around the pier and enjoyed the invigorating sea air. The lights of a passing container ship glittered in the distance.

“This is wonderful,” she said. “I’ve forgotten how gorgeous the coast is.”

Doug put his arm around her. “Too much time in the city. We need to get away more often.”

They continued their exploration. Though all the restaurants and cafes looked interesting, some punchy music from a bar resembling an old western saloon at the end of the boardwalk caught her attention. Several Harleys and other bikes filled the small parking lot. A couple of burly bikers stood outside smoking.

Karyn eyed them appreciatively. Never mind stereotyping. Beards, bandanas, and tattoos…something about their roughness appealed to her. She’d heard of a television show featuring bikers but had never watched it. Now she wondered what she might have missed.

“Feel like a drink?” Doug asked. “This could be…interesting.”

Karyn smiled at her husband. He was better than radar in sensing her moods. Though casually dressed in jeans and tank top, she figured she’d fit right in.

“Want me to come in?” Doug asked.

She turned toward her husband. Though casually dressed, he exuded too much CEO to blend into the biker scene.

“I think I’ll be fine.”

“Okay, I’ll check out that little Greek place. Call me if you need me.”

Dark. Neon lights. Pool tables. Biker memorabilia crowded every corner. Picnic benches instead of tables. Loud conversation and laughter. Bad to the Bone blaring from a vintage jukebox. When Karyn entered the bar, she felt as though she had time warped to a different dimension. Bikers and women of all shapes and sizes crowded around the bar. Some looked like ordinary people simply into the life, while others were the life.

All eyes swiveled toward her. Some were appraising, others approving, while a few were almost threatening. Though the attention gave her a high, Karyn sensed a distinctly unnerving energy. She’d always manage to feel comfortable in almost social situation, but in this dark netherworld, she felt out of her league. Still upset by Aiden’s defection, she wondered if she should allow more time to think about the next step.

She headed back toward the entrance.

“Maybe a drink might make it easier.”

The voice instantly stopped her. A low purr. Velvet on bark. Karyn turned. Somehow she wasn’t surprised to see him. Tall and muscular, he was built like a wrestler without the bulk. Piercing blue eyes, cropped salt and pepper hair, beard and moustache. Vividly colored tattoos rippled from his arms. T-shirt and jeans beneath a studded leather vest and chaps. He was the sexiest, most sensual man she’d ever seen.

But it was his dimpled smile that captivated her. Dazzling, white, bright as the sun. If she’d been a wax doll, she would have melted on the spot.

He laughed and held out his hand. “Roman.”

Karyn took his hand. His grip was steel, his fingers lingering as he released her hand. The connection was electric, instantaneous.

“Karyn,” she said.

“See, that wasn’t so hard. Can I get you that drink now?”

She laughed. “Okay, but only if you can guess what I like.”

Roman stepped a closer and gave her a searing once over. Towering over her, Karyn felt like she stood in the path of tsunami, so intense was his presence. She noticed a couple of envious glances from some of the women at the bar. Right now, it was all she could do not to squeeze her thighs together to stem the wetness gushing onto her panties.

“Hmmm,” Roman said. “You’re definitely not from around here. I’d say you’re a city girl. Successful. Hungry. Wine drinker. Maybe the occasional martini.”

Karyn smiled. “Bingo.”

Roman laughed. “Am I good, or am I good?”

“You win a gold star,” she said.

Roman took her arm and guided her toward the bar. Karyn noticed how the others respectfully moved aside to make room for them. The bartender, a bald mountain of a man wearing mirrored sunglasses, approached.

“Whisky. The lady will have a dirty martini.”

Karyn smiled a little nervously. Intuitive or psychic? Or was she that transparent?

After the bartender served them, Roman led her to a reasonably private table toward the rear of the bar. He sipped his whisky and smiled.

“So, I’ll get right to the point. What brings you here? You don’t look like a surfer chick to me.”

Karyn savored her martini. It was better than she expected considering their location.

“Okay,” she said, realizing that she had no other option but to be blunt. “I’m in an unconventional relationship with my husband. It doesn’t work for most, but it does for us.”

“Now how did I know that?” Roman said. “No way would any one man satisfy you.”

His eyes bore into hers. Karyn felt the heat rise to her face. She wasn’t used to the sensation of not being in full control and it both frightened and aroused her.

“I’ve had several bulls and Alpha males over the years.”

Roman nodded as though she’d just given him a recipe for brownies.

“I bet you have. And you’re looking for a new one.”

Karyn stared at him. “Since you seem to be able to read my mind, why don’t you continue?”

Roman took a deep slug of whisky and leaned forward. Karyn stared at the intricately detailed tattoos on his bulging biceps. She realized they were illustrations of his life.

“Each has a story to tell,” he said, noting her glance. “And there are so many stories on the road. As for yours, Karyn, I see it in your eyes. You like being on top. Figuratively and literally. Your men do what you say. No discussion. But the fact that you’re here tells me it’s not enough anymore even though you think it is.”

Karyn suppressed a shudder. She never expected such insight. “Go on.”

“Your husband waiting somewhere?”

“He’s…at a restaurant. He’s…”

“Waiting for your call like a good submissive.”

Karyn started to rise. “Maybe this wasn’t such a good idea…”

Roman grabbed her arm. She felt his iron strength. An image of his hands on her body flashed through her mind. He gently, but firmly, sat her back down.

“No need to fight it, Karyn. You’re not the first. Won’t be the last. But most haven’t come close to you. This will make things…very interesting.”

Karyn gulped down the rest of her martini.

“Got a place around the corner,” Roman said. “You want an Alpha? You’re gonna get one.”

Suspended in the leather harness, Karyn felt the warmth of the sandalwood candles flickering around her. Her wrists were tied above her head until her breasts were poised high, the restraints a gentle bite against her skin. From her position, it was difficult to see most of the dimly lit dungeon in the basement of Roman’s house.

The candlelight cast shifting shadows against an array of whips, restraints, and other paraphernalia displayed on black painted walls and inside glass cabinets. A double-dildo fucking machine gleamed sinisterly from one corner, while an examination table complete with stirrups and straps stood beside a bed fitted with manacles. Low, sonorous music oozed from concealed speakers.

Karyn shifted as much as the harness allowed. Her legs were spread wide and strapped high against her body, fully exposing her gaping pussy and ass. Metal clamps teased her engorged nipples, adding to the excruciating pleasure of the suede flogger gently slapping her body.

She gasped and moaned from electrical jolts of searing pleasure. Her skin glistened with sweat, her juice literally gushing from her aching pussy to the point where she thought she’d squirt. Wearing only his leather chaps, boots, and a studded collar, Roman circled her like a hungry predator, alternately slapping her with the flogger and trailing its black dildo handle across the curves and valleys of her body.

His huge, thick cock quivered like a cobra about to strike. Karyn watched feverishly as he stood between her legs and teased her engorged clit and lips with the head. She moaned and writhed, but as soon as she tried to thrust against it, Roman pulled away.

From a large cage facing the harness, Doug watched on all fours, a ponytail butt plug inserted into his ass. He was rock hard, the head of his dangling cock gleaming with pre-cum. Roman glanced at Doug, who kept his eyes lowered.

“Hungry?” Roman asked.

Doug nodded. Roman chuckled and approached. Sticking his cock into the cage, he positioned it short of Doug’s mouth. Roman knelt and wiped Doug’s pre-cum with his finger, then stuck it in Doug’s mouth. Doug nursed it like an infant.

“Good boy,” he said.

He returned to Karyn and trailed his nails up and down the sensitive flesh of her inner thighs. With every jerk, he increased the pressure of his nails until they left faint red trails down her skin. Karen felt her juice ooze. She was starving animal waiting to be fed but tormented by its keeper.

Roman knelt in front of her pussy. Encircling her damp thighs, he stuffed her pussy into his mouth and began to violently tongue fuck her. He inserted the flogger handle deep into her juice-slicked ass until only the straps were visible. Karyn screamed and bucked, her body swaying in the harness. She yanked uselessly at her restraints, her thighs jerking against her body. Roman nipped, licked, and sucked her swollen flesh until it felt raw.

Without warning, he rose and grabbed her ass. His fingers dug deep into her flesh as he impaled her pussy with his cock. He let out a guttural cry with each ruthless thrust, the movement of his cock mimicking the movement of the flogger handle imbedded in Karyn’s ass. The roughness of Roman’s chaps abraded her inner thighs. With each gasp, Karyn tasted the sandalwood candle smoke wafted by the swinging harness. Tears streamed down her eyes, smudging her makeup.

Roman’s eyes bore into hers. The more she reacted, the harder he drove into her. Liquid heat throbbed from her aching core, her gushing wetness hot and scorching. Her body felt like a separate entity moving rhythmically against Roman’s relentless thrusts. She had never before experienced such intense physical sensations and was overwhelmed at how her body responded to his aggression. Though she’d chosen to be dominated before by her bulls and Alphas, none had ever taken command of her like this.

The pressure of her impending orgasm rose like a tidal wave cresting toward shore and abruptly exploded. Karyn’s eyes flew open, her body arching from the agonizing pleasure sparking from every cell. Her wrists hurt from the friction of the leather restraints, her nipples sore from the pinching clamps. Though she tried to cry out, her voice caught in her throat. The blood rushed to her head so violently she thought she’d pass out.

Roman’s pace never faltered until he threw his head back and cried out like a wounded animal. He pumped his jizz deep into Karyn but withdrew it while it still twitched from his orgasm. Even before she could catch her breath, Roman straddled her face and thrust his cum and juice-slicked cock into her mouth.

Karyn gagged as it penetrated her throat. His cum tasted hot and salty. She clamped her lips around it and tried to suck without gagging. Roman grabbed her head and mouth fucked her. A tendril of panic roiled within Karyn. She could barely breathe. Finally, Roman withdrew his cock. Karyn coughed and gasped for air.

Roman strode toward the cage and unlocked it. Reaching inside, he grabbed Doug’s face, raised it, and wiped his cock dry on his mouth.

“Go!” he ordered.

Eyes lowered, Doug crawled toward a quivering Karyn. He stared at the creamy rivulets of jizz dripping from her pussy onto the flogger straps. Kneeling, he started licking her pussy clean. Karyn jerked and twitched as he thrust his tongue inside her hole.

Roman approached and pushed Doug aside. He looked closely at Karyn’s pussy and probed it with his fingers, pausing to pinch her tender clit. Karyn whimpered and squirmed. He twisted the flogger handle still inside her ass.

“Feed it to her.”

Doug removed the handle from Karyn’s ass and crawled toward her. He rose slowly and straddled Karyn’s head. Opening her mouth, he guided the handle inside. Dazed, she sucked it. When Roman approached, Doug turned away and crawled back to the cage. Roman smiled and stroked Karyn’s face.

Body burning, her senses numb, she could only stare at him with glassy eyes. Compared to all her previous experiences, nothing and no one came close to what Roman had subjected her to. Her pussy, ass, and mouth felt completely violated. The blood roared in her ears, her heart a drumbeat in her chest.

Roman studied her expression with amused interest. Karyn wondered how many other women he had dominated in the harness…or the bed…or the examination table. Her body already tingled at the thought.

Finally, Roman removed the flogger handle from her mouth. He bent close to her face and stroked her sweat-tangled hair.

“That was only a warm up, Karyn. Let me know if you think you handle more. You know where to find me.”

He smiled, kissed her forehead, and walked out of the dungeon. 

Neither Karyn nor Doug spoke on the drive back home. Dawn cast the sky with a peachy glow, promising another glorious day. Early bird surfers dotted the beaches in the hopes of catching some waves. Karyn watched them paddle out, longing to feel the coolness of the water on her body.

Though every inch of her flesh throbbed, she knew they’d be returning. It was a situation that pushed the boundaries of their comfort zones, but their experience with Roman was far more satisfying than they’d ever experienced.

Roman was nowhere to be found after she and Doug showered and dressed. As they left his house, she found a phone number scrawled on a post-it-note stuck to the front door. She looked at it and slipped it into her purse.

“Want to talk about it?” Doug asked.

Karyn reached out and squeezed his hand. “I want to come back.”

He nodded thoughtfully. “You sure, Karyn?”

She nodded.

“You don’t mind the drive? You know it’s going to be on his terms from now on. You okay with that?”

Karyn stared at a cluster of seagulls dive-bombing the water and smiled. Aiden was already a distant memory. She knew Roman was a wild card Alpha who could end the relationship at any moment. But the wait, and the experiences to come, were more than worth it.

“I’m okay with it.”

Group Fun

A Gang of Greeks

“I couldn’t help but notice you don’t really belong here,” the stranger said. He walked up to Alice while she was sitting on the beach. The white sand was as fine as dust, and it glistened under the light of the glowing yellow sun. The sky was clear and azure, with not even a wisp of a cloud visible. The water that lapped against the shore, leaving a thin shadow behind, was gentle and crystal. Alice had been sitting by herself, gazing out at the endless horizon feeling as though she was at the end of the world. It was strange to think that there was a whole other life she had left behind, a life filled with sorrow and anguish, and one that she was going to have to return to at some point.


The world continued to spin and there were days when these moments seemed endless, when it felt as though she could stay here forever, but she knew it wasn’t going to be possible.

Her dark hair escaped from the braid she had pulled around the back of her head, which rested against her back like a pendulum. She wore a thin shirt that came down to her thighs, a relic of her life that she had left behind, a gift that was given to her to remind her of a man who loved her. His scent was still imbued in the fabric, but it did not bring her fond memories. Alice was a petite woman, standing at only 5’1, but she had curves in all the right places and she cut a lonely figure on the beach. The pure sand was disturbed by footprints, and she was cast in shadow as this man loomed over her. He wore swimming shorts and a shirt that was unbuttoned, hanging open to reveal a long torso and sculpted muscles. His tanned skin was in sharp contrast to her milky flesh, and a clear sign that he had been on this Greek island far longer than she had been.

His accent was lilting and melodious, and it made her heart flutter. Greek was a place of philosophy and culture, of hedonism and godly decadence, yet she knew she had not fully thrown herself into the way of life here, as though she was still shackled by the life she had left behind.

“Is it that obvious?” she asked, tilting her head up to him. His jaw was covered by a thick dark beard, and his hair was slick as it fell to his shoulders in thick curls. There was something immediately handsome about the man, as though he would set her heart spinning away if she wasn’t careful.

“Well, I come to this beach many times and I have never seen you before. I don’t think I would ever be able to miss a woman of such beauty, so yes you must be new.”

“I’ve been here for about a month, but I’ve mostly been keeping myself to the research facility,” she said, nodding towards the hill where the facility was based. It was filled with scientists and equipment to chart the geological activity in the region. “This is the first time I’ve actually been able to have some time to myself after settling in, and I thought I might as well try and enjoy the local scenery.”

“It is made to be enjoyed. There is no better place in the world,” the man said, stretching out his wide arms as if to encompass the entire world. “What is your name?”

“I’m Alice, yours?”

“Sotiris,” he said. It was an exotic name, and it fit a place like this.

“Tell me Alice, why are you sad?”

“What makes you think I’m sad?”

“When you’re in a place like this you should be smiling, yet you have a haunted look about your eyes. There is something that troubles you,” he said, and sat down beside her, the sand shifting under his weight.

Alice sighed and moved her gaze from him to stare out to the sea again. She wondered why it always seemed easier to talk to a stranger. Perhaps it was just that these tormented feelings had been swirling inside her for a while now and she needed to speak to them with someone, with anyone.

“I thought that when I came out here I would have some clarity about things,” she said. “But I’m still confused. I thought at some point I would grow up and life would start to make sense, but I’m 23 now and it’s still complicated.”

Sotiris smiled. He had the kind of look about him that made it difficult to know how old he was, although he had an aura of wisdom about him. “And what is it that complicates things so, is it a man?”

“You’re very perceptive, aren’t you?”

Sotiris tilted his head and shrugged. “It is the obvious choice. I can imagine a woman like you has many suitors.”

Alice snorted and shook her head. “Not many. Just one. And I don’t know what I’m going to do about him.”

“What is the problem?”

“I don’t know, that’s just it really. I’m not even sure if there is a problem with him. I think it might just be a problem with me. Basically we’ve been together for a few years now and I used to think that he was everything I wanted. He was kind, funny, generous, and really intelligent. He’s the kind of man that when you look at him you think yes, there’s a good husband. He’s the kind of man you want to settle down with and build a future with,” she sighed, “but I just don’t know if I love him anymore.”

“If you’re asking yourself the question then I think you’re halfway to knowing the answer.”

“I guess, but I feel stupid because he is such a great guy and I can’t help but think that if I do end up breaking up with him then I’m going to regret it. But there’s a part of me that doesn’t want to make the safe choice just because it’s sensible. I’ve always been sensible and I feel like I’m going to be closing the door on an entire world if I just give myself to him and get married. Like, is that it? Is that all my life is going to be? I don’t know if I’m ready to stop being young again. The world is filled with possibilities and if I marry him then I’m closing myself off to these possibilities. I know that maybe it’s selfish because obviously marriage is an adventure, but I don’t want to throw myself into that world and end up losing myself and selling myself short just because I couldn’t have the courage to actually try something different.”

“I know it can be hard, but marriage is the kind of thing that you have to give yourself to one hundred per cent. There’s no half measures with marriage, if you want it to last that is. Marriage is the kind of thing that should only happen when you are sure you’ve met the person who makes you feel like nobody else can make you feel.”

“It sounds like you’re talking from experience.”

“I am,” Sotiris wore a sad smile. “I was married for a number of years to the most incredible woman I have ever known, but sadly she was not fated to have as many years on this earth as I. The gods took her back, but not before giving her much illness. This was her favorite place, so I come here often.”

“Oh I’m sorry to hear that,” Alice said, suddenly feeling as though her problems didn’t matter at all compared to this man’s loss.

“Think nothing of it. But what I have learned is that there can be no room for doubt with love. If you are not being honest with yourself then you are never going to be happy. You owe it to yourself and to this man as well to be honest. It may well prove to be a mistake and you may well end up regretting it, but I think you might regret marrying him too. You don’t want to end up feeling trapped. People often look at marriage as something akin to a prison, but it is liberating. I know that I am never going to have this feeling again so I know that I will never marry again, but I am envious of anyone who can truly experience the wonders of marriage. When it’s right it is the most amazing thing in the world.”

“And when it’s wrong?”

The question hung in the air as Sotiris looked her in the eyes and offered another shrug. Alice knew what he was implying. She picked up a handful of sand and let the warm grains slide through her fingers.

“I feel as though I’m at a crossroads and I don’t know what to do. I thought being out here was going to give me some peace of mind and help me make a decision. I thought some space was going to show me a new way of looking at things, but I’m worried that I’m going to go back feeling exactly the same way as I do now and I’m just going to have to rush through a decision.”

“Perhaps that is because you are thinking about life rather than living it,” he said.

Alice was a little confused about what he meant. “I’m not sure I understand.”

“What I mean is that you are trying to come to a decision based on your mind, when really it is your heart and your body that you need to listen to. If you aren’t willing to experience this wild life that you seek then how will you know if it is something worth pursuing?”

“But at the moment technically I’m still with him. Isn’t that cheating?” Alice said, her throat tightening and a knot twisting in her stomach. Her skin was suddenly warm and she could feel the blood flowing to her cheeks. The possibility of something tawdry and sinful happening had not been far from her mind, but actually going through with it was another matter entirely.

“You could argue that even thinking about ending things with him is being dishonest with him. You need to be honest with him and with yourself Alice. If you don’t know who you truly are or what you’re capable of then how can you be the best wife to him?”

His words were honeyed and what he said made sense to her, or perhaps it was more that she badly wanted it to make sense. Either way, she knew that something had to change and if she was ever going to embrace another way of life then it was going to be out here, far from home, where the prying eyes of the people who knew her weren’t going to judge her or scold her for indulging her desires or her spirit of adventure.

“And I suppose you’re ready and willing to help me explore myself?” Alice asked, a nervous laugh bubbling out between her lips.

“I’m here for whatever you need,” Sotiris said with a wide smile. “And I think I can tell what a girl like you needs. I’m having a party tonight, perhaps you would like to attend? I’m sure you’ll meet someone who will catch your eye,” he said, his eyes twinkling with promise. Alice gulped and gnawed on her lower lips, feeling the nerves surge through her body, but she also found herself nodding. Sotiris told her where he lived and then rose, bidding her farewell. She watched him walk back along the beach, wondering if she truly could do this or if she should be true to the promise she had made to the man she left behind.

She felt the fabric of the shirt she wore and remembered what he had told her when he had packed it in his suitcase. He said he was giving it to her so that she wouldn’t forget him, as though a part of him could already sense that he was losing her. Had she been pulling away already? Was this just inevitable?

Alice was a scientist and she knew she needed more data. She couldn’t make a decision until she had experienced something else in life. She had to put her ethics aside for the moment and think about doing something for herself for a change. She was out here in this beautiful, exotic part of the world and it would almost have been a disservice to not indulge any dark desires.

***

Alice stood in front of a mirror, tugging at her braid. She wore a thin dress that slipped along the curves of her body and left little to the imagination. Her milky flesh was dusted with freckles after spending so much time being kissed by the sun, and nerves swam in her stomach. The stars were out, dancing in the clear night sky, accompanied by the sensual moon that hung like a silver coin. The air was balmy and sweet, and Alice had to convince herself to keep moving with every step, for she had no idea what was going to happen on this night, but she knew it might be something she could never come back from. It might be the night when she realized for certain that she was not meant to be with the man who, on paper, seemed to be her perfect match. Making a decision was terrifying in and of itself, as though she would be cutting away a limb, but if she was ever going to be happy instead of filled with this anguish then it was something that needed to be done.

She followed the directions that Sotiris had given her; the island was small so she was not in any danger of being lost. The path led to a wide house from which music was playing. Lights flickered in the window, and as she grew closer she could hear the sounds of a party. Alice knocked lightly on the door and waited for it to open. When she arrived there was a great cheer and Sotiris came up to greet her. He whisked her around in his arms and kissed her on both cheeks, pulling her into the room and handing her a glass that was filled to the brim with a drink.

Alice smiled widely and greeted him, overwhelmed by the reception she received. Sotiris began introducing her to the men in the room. There were a fair few of them, and that’s when she realized that indeed they were all men.

“Are there any other women coming?” she asked in a trembling voice.

“No Alice, just you. If you would like to take a walk on the wild side tonight then we would be happy to walk with you,” Sotiris said, standing beside the army of men he had formed. Each one was muscular and tall and so gorgeous. Their bodies dripped with lust and Alice was filled with hesitation for she had never been propositioned like this before.

“I… I’m not sure that I can do this,” she said in a trembling voice.

Sotiris approached her and cupped her head in his hands, making her look at him directly.

“I’m sure that you can do anything you like. I will not force you. If you wish to leave and return to the beach then you can, but if you want to experience another side of life and find out what you’re truly capable of then stay with us. All we want is to make you feel good Alice. All we want is to show you what other men are capable of. I have told them all about your plight and they feel for your anguish. We hope that a night with us will offer you some clarity. Perhaps it will get something out of your system and you can return to this prospective husband with a clear heart, ready to pledge your love to him. Perhaps it will awaken something inside you and you will realize that your heart is not ready to be promised to one individual yet. Either way, I hope that you will feel more at peace with yourself, and that you will feel blessed by Aphrodite herself.”

“I… I don’t know what to say,” Alice said.

“You don’t have to say anything. Sometimes all you need to do is let life happen to you and surrender to what your body wants,” he said, and punctuated his words with a kiss. Alice hadn’t been fully expecting it and her natural response was to struggle against it, but she only did this for a couple of moments before she yielded to the tenderness of the kiss. His lips were firm and hard, and the feeling of the kiss traveled all the way down her body, making her toes curl. Sotiris released her and she staggered back. She was just in the middle of catching her breath when another man approached and kissed her. He was more ardent in his desire and she felt his tongue sliding into her mouth, dancing with her own. Then another man came up, and another in a procession of kisses that left her in a whirlwind of pleasure. She was dazed and dizzy by the time they had all tasted her, and her lips were on fire.

They weren’t the only thing that was on fire though. Something had been sparked in her soul. As she gazed upon these men she knew it was an opportunity like no other and she wasn’t prepared to leave it.

“Would you like us to strip for you Alice?” Sotiris asked.

Alice nodded, and watched as the men peeled away their clothes, revealing their gorgeous physiques inch by inch. The expanse of male flesh was glorious and Alice’s mouth hung open in awe as her gaze roved up and down, drinking them all in. The air seemed to shimmer around them, almost as though some magic spell had been cast. Their clothes were tossed away, forming a puddle on the floor, leaving nothing to the imagination. They were all different sizes and she wasn’t sure where to look first. Her eyes were bouncing up and down and all around, intensely locked towards each of them.

They started playing with themselves. Some of them needed less work to get hard than others, but it wasn’t long before she had a sea of erect cocks staring at her and it filled her with delight.

“I think you have us at a disadvantage. Don’t you think we deserve a little show as well?” Sotiris asked, grinning as he jerked himself off. Alice had never been in an environment when people were so free with their bodies before. Her skin tingled and her heart was beating rapidly within her chest. She was stunned and could barely believe that she was in this situation, and she felt privileged for being a participant in this. It was so far removed from the life she lived normally that she wanted this, wanted to throw herself into this chaos and this kink and this downright dirty way of living.

She nodded and reached to her neck, unclasping the strap of her dress before pulling it down and stepping out of it. She ran her hands along her body, feeling the rise of her breasts and the narrowing of her waist. Damp heat was already simmering in between her legs and she could feel herself trembling. She unclasped her bra and then pulled her panties down, standing there pure and shaved and with nothing to hide. The men murmured their delight and she felt a burst of pride at being so wanted and desired by this group of men. They walked towards her and within moments their hands were upon her, ardent and eager and touching her. She was turned around and twisted and manhandled. She was groped and fondled by this strong, inexorable hands that swam over her skin and covered her entirely. Fingers were in her mouth and rubbing on her lips and tweaking her nipples. She felt them slide along her inner thighs and pressed against her pussy and grabbing her ass. Pleasure spiked through her and her moans became lighter.

Her knees grew even weaker and she knew that she was only standing because the men had such a strong grip on her. She descended down to the floor, to her knees, where she was looking up at these giants, these titans around her. Their muscular physiques bristled with heat and their bodies burned with passion. Some of them were covered in hair, others were smooth, some were tanned. It was a buffet of male flesh and Alice found herself eager to devour them.

She reached up and started to touch the cocks, her fingers drifting up and down and back and forth around the taut skin, feeling the tight heat and the rivers of blood wrapping around the thick shafts. The tips were smooth and trembling and a cacophony of moans rose around her, searing the air with pleasure and she loved that she was the one causing this. She smiled with delight as she moved from man to man, from cock to cock, gazing in awe at the unique beauty of each one.

Then someone grabbed her braid and jerked her hair back, holding it so tightly that her mouth hung open in aching pain.

She lost her breath as a cock slid into her, making her cheek swell. She felt the heat pressing against her tongue. Saliva dripped from her mouth and whoever had been holding her hair let it go. Her mouth clamped around the erection and she began sucking hard, bringing her head back and forth, leaving it covered in her drool. Her hands worked around the other cocks and then her head was pulled away and forced to pleasure yet another man. Some of them let her suck with her own momentum, while others preferred to hold her head in place and fuck her face, making her choke on their manhood, hitting the back of her throat. She was groggy and dazed as she was passed from man to man, growing ever more delirious with every moment that passed. Sweat popped and prickled on her skin and every breath she took was a long and deep one as she had no idea when she was going to get the chance to breathe again, for always there was another hard cock ready to make her choke.

They were smeared across her face as well, hitting her forehead. Hands continued to grope her breasts and touch her wherever they wanted, as though she was nothing but a piece of meat to them, nothing but a toy.

Then the men suddenly stepped away. She was left gasping, glad of the moment of respite, until she lifted her gaze and saw who was approaching. The man was a monster. His skin was the shade of ebony and his cock was the thickest and longest she had ever seen. The rest of the men laughed and murmured with delight at the thought of seeing her be destroyed by this huge weapon. The man towered over her and took her head in his hands. She opened her mouth as wide as it would go and he barely fit inside. Her skin was stretched tight and tears filled her eyes as the pain was almost too much to bear. She went to hold the shaft of the cock with both hands, but when she lifted them they were taken away, held back by other men. Her arms were stretched as though she was on a rack and being tortured while this huge python was in her mouth, making her gag.

He took his cock away and then slapped it around her face, making her feel as though she had been hit by a juggernaut. She gulped and panted and moaned, unable to take her eyes off him. Her lips were raw but somehow she knew he wasn’t done with her. The men who held her arms splayed beside her moved in closer and lifted her up. Her petite body posed no challenge for them, and it didn’t matter that she struggled because on this night she was theirs to do with as they pleased.

They lifted her off the ground and held her in their arms horizontally. She was utterly helpless as they swayed her to the monster cock. He crashed inside her mouth like a battering ram and all she could do was hold her mouth open as wide as possible and close her eyes. The men swung her back and forth, making the cock crash into her face and mouth. Saliva dribbled down and she became a complete mess, utterly breathless at being treated like this. The men then swung her around and took her to other men, where she had other cocks. They laughed with delight at the sight of her being carried like this, before one of the men wanted to try something different.

With the help of his friends he turned Alice upside down so that her head was in front of his cock and his face was buried in her pussy. His arms were wrapped around her like thick rope and she felt the muscles swelling as they gripped her. All the blood rushed to her head as she felt as though she was going to faint. She sucked him as best she could, whimpering all the while. He licked her, his tongue lapping against her soaked pussy, all while he thrust into her mouth as well. The fear of being dropped was real, the change in orientation was dizzying and made everything completely hazy. It felt as though the world had been turned upside down even though she knew that it was she who had been turned upside down. Her braid was becoming loose and errant strands of hair fell around her face. The other men watched and then she was passed between them, handed around as they all played with her.

Eventually she was lowered back into a normal horizontal position, although she was still being held off the floor by the men. One descended to his knees and started playing with her pussy. He teased her with his fingers and then licked her with his tongue. Other men groped her breasts and jerked off over her. The grunts and groans were terse and the world was a blur. Even when she tried to look at the men she couldn’t really tell which was which because she was in such a frenzied state. All she knew is that her body was alive with pleasure. It danced inside her like a wild beast that needed to be freed, and the constant flow of orgasmic energy was like nothing she had experienced before. It was as though a great swell of lust was bursting through her, leaving a trail of fire. She trembled and shuddered, and still these men used her.

They took her over to a couch and laid her down, standing over her. They used her mouth while they jerked off. The air was thick with heat and when she breathed in she tasted their musk in the air. Her body lolled. It was covered in deep red marks. She was weak and dazed and glad to catch her breath. The shadows of the men cast her in darkness and she watched as they all brought themselves closer to climax, trying to time it to the right beat of the crescendo and then suddenly a wave of cum flowed over her. It blasted onto her breasts and legs and face and lips. She tasted it as it dribbled into her mouth and felt the heat sizzling and simmering on her body as the creamy drops trickled along her sweat soaked skin. The men staggered away, drained of their lust, having coated her in this thick and salty liquid.

But there were more men ready to take their place.

One of them came up and collected some of the cum on his finger, sliding it into her mouth. Alice sucked and tasted the salty cum mixed with her sweat, gulping it down because her throat ached from all the raw screaming and it was the only soothing liquid she had. Her throat was then grabbed and held tightly as she was pushed down to the couch. Through blurred vision she saw a cock entering her, plunging in without mercy. The man was rampant and fucked her hard, holding her down as he slammed into her. The drops of cum dripped all over her as her body was pounded into the couch. Screams left her mouth and she clung to his mighty forearm as he fucked her. He made the world spin and blur before he was done, filling her up with his warmth, leaving her with a hand mark around her throat.

Alice barely had a chance to catch her breath before she was pulled up again, this time turned around and pulled onto a man’s lap. He grabbed her arms and pulled them around her back and then pushed her forward so that he could get deep inside her. She moaned as she was fucked again, feeling his body underneath her, writhing and rampant and giving her all the strength he could muster. He slapped her ass and bit the back of her neck when he came, pushing her off.

She rolled onto the floor, her arms splayed out, wondering when this was going to end, if it was ever going to end. She gulped in breath and felt as though her heart was going to beat all the way out of her chest before a man was over her again. He pulled her legs and pushed them over her head, twisting her like a pretzel, making her feel as though she was going to be torn apart. She was fucked and discarded again and her mind felt as though it had cracked. Everything melted inside her and she was covered in cum, such a wrecked mess with all the marks of these men upon her skin as well. The flurry of emotion that burst inside her burned, and then she was pulled away again.

This time she was bent over on all fours by two men. One of them took her head and plunged himself into her mouth, making her gag and choke once more. The other went to her back and grabbed her ass as he fucked her. She was taken at both ends and treated with no mercy at all. They worked in tandem and they came together. Alice was filled in her mouth and her pussy at the same time. She gulped it all down and her body was on fire as the men high fived and congratulated themselves on a good job.

Alice got to her knees, placing her hands on her thighs as she looked at herself. The cum still stained her skin. The taste of it was in her mouth. Hair was matted to her scalp by sweat and she knew that she could never go home after this. The way these men treated her was exhilarating. The fact that she was the focal point of all this lust and passion and desire was unbelievable. Her body was on the point of breaking, but this is what she had needed all along. She had been taken to her limits and then smashed through them.

But it wasn’t over yet.

She looked up when she sensed another presence in front of her and her mouth gaped open.

It was the titan again. The monster. His cock was still rock hard, impossibly big, and she groaned as the ache started in her jaw. A huge hand beckoned her forward. He grabbed her arm and pulled her up. She stood on trembling legs that felt as though they were going to give way at any moment. Alice couldn’t form any coherent sounds and instead a torrent of unintelligible moans streamed from her mouth. She pressed herself against his body and felt his cock sizzling against her skin. He lifted her up; it was no effort at all for him, and she wrapped her legs around him as though he was the trunk of a mighty tree. He lowered her down slowly, shifting her position until she could feel him pressing against her.

Alice’s eyes widened as she felt him enter her. She didn’t know how it was possible for him to get inside her when she was so tight and he was so huge, but he managed it all the same. Pain blurred with pleasure somewhere inside her and it all flowed through her in ribbons, a constant stream of fire that threatened to consume her.

She draped her arms around his thick neck, holding on for dear life as he fucked her while standing. She flung her head back, gripped in the throes of ecstasy as he slammed into her, turning her insides to jelly, destroying the life she thought she knew. His muscles bulged and his cock was relentless, and it was all contained within her flesh. Her mind soared and the sensations were so intense that it felt as though her soul was leaving her body. Sweat poured in rivulets down her flesh and she had lost track of her heartbeat. Bliss had overwhelmed her and intoxicated her, and this man had rendered her utterly useless.

When he was done she was left dripping wet, her pussy having been pounded to within and inch of its life. She was lowered to the floor and groaned, looking up to see if there were any other men who still wanted their way with her. She wiped tears from her eyes and looked at herself in disbelief, wondering how she had survived the onslaught of this army. Pride filled her heart as she panted, unable to move, still trying to gather strength. The men were all lounging around, dazed and in a stupor because of her. She had served all these men and she knew that she couldn’t be beholden to just one man. She wasn’t ready for marriage yet. In truth she wasn’t sure that she would ever be, not after tonight, because giving herself to all of these men was the most glorious and wonderful thing she had ever done.

She looked at them in turn, still amazed that she had managed to take on all of them.

“See Alice, I knew you had something special inside you,” Sotiris said. He offered her a glass of water and a cloth to clean herself up with. She took them both gladly and looked to the puddle of clothes, unable to see her dress as it was lost in the mass of the men’s clothes.

“I… can’t… believe… that… happened,” Alice said with a deep breath after each word.

“This could be just the beginning for you Alice. It’s up to you now what you decide to do with your life.”

She already knew that she wanted more of this. It felt as though the world had been opened to her and she couldn’t go back, not to her normal life, not after this. She wanted more. She could be more. She wanted to test the very limits of her potential and figure out what more she could do. One man just wasn’t enough. It could never be enough.

She gulped down the water and cleaned herself up, and then got back to her feet. The men were all happy to see her and they smiled warmly at her, taking great delight in her company. These were her men, and she knew she wasn’t done with them yet. They certainly weren’t done with her.


Cassie gets her fill of France

“Are you okay?” the stranger asked in his smooth French accent.

Cassie rubbed her bloodshot eyes and tried to rid herself of the feeling of shame that shrouded her. She sniffed back her sorrow and stared at the empty glass in front of her. The bar was quiet, and she was embarrassed that her sobs had been so loud that they had caught the attention of this man.

“Yeah, I’m fine, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to disturb your night,” she said, trying not to look at him. Her auburn hair fell across her face like a veil.

“You don’t have to apologize at all,” he said, the lilting rhythm of his words was pleasing. “Coming to the aid of a beautiful woman in distress is never a disturbance. What could have happened to bring so much sorrow to your evening?” he asked.

Cassie sniffed again. “I’m not sure I want to talk about it, and I’m damned sure that you don’t want to hear about it.”

The man slid into the stool next to her. Underneath her hands, there were etchings where people had carved their devotion for one another.

“I wouldn’t be so sure,” the man said, and then he signaled to the barman to get her another drink.

A glass was promptly placed in front of her, and she picked it up, figuring that she might as well try to dull the senses. She lifted her glass and looked at him. For a moment, she was struck by how handsome he was. He had high cheekbones, full lips, a thick mane of curled black hair, and intense eyes. He was the kind of man who didn’t seem to exist in the real world. Then again, France was this dreamy, romantic place where the rules of the real world didn’t apply.

“My name is Jean,” he said.

“Cassie,” she replied, and they clinked their glasses together. The cool liquid bit at the back of her throat. She gasped as she swallowed, and then felt the tingling sensation course through her body.

“So, Cassie, please, tell me what has happened to you to make you feel like this?” he asked.

“You might regret asking me that, but sure, I’ll play along,” she said. “It’s my boyfriend. Well, my ex-boyfriend. I’m over here on an exchange program for school, and when I left, we had a big discussion about what was going to happen between us. I mean, I know we’re young, but we were talking about marriage and a future and stuff, and that means a lot to me. I wasn’t sure I wanted to jeopardize all of that for my studies, even though Paris is a great opportunity. But he told me that he wanted me to go because, otherwise, I would resent him if he asked me to stay. So, I came over here, and we agreed that we would speak as often as possible, and we would be able to endure the time apart because, when it came down to it, we’d have our whole lives to spend together, and what’s a good six months compared to that?

“Anyway, things were going all right for a while. I mean, it was hard you know? Being away from him was hell, but we made it work, and we got into a good routine of having a call every night. Because of the time difference, sometimes I would have to stay up late, and other times he would have to stay up, but I thought there was actually hope. I figured, if we could make it through this, then it would give us a good foundation for the rest of our lives. Like, if we made it through this, then we were for sure going to stay together forever. I thought of it as a gauntlet for our relationship, and that if we could endure it, then there was nothing that could stop us from being together.

“So, anyway, then he starts acting weird. He misses a couple of calls. I tell myself that he’s just busy and I shouldn’t think too much of it because I don’t want to be one of those crazy girls who assumes that her boyfriend is hanging out with other girls just because I don’t know what’s going on.”

“But let me guess, he was doing that?” Jean asked.

Cassie’s right hand clenched into a fist. She took a moment to sigh, and the world seemed to fade away, replaced by darkness.

“Yes, he did. I could feel that something was wrong in the pit of my stomach, you know. I guess some instinct was kicking in or something. We were speaking last night, and I knew that something was wrong by the look in his eyes. He told me that we needed to talk. I almost wanted to stop him there. I wanted to tell him to shut up and just pretend that everything was going to be all right. Ignorance is bliss, right? I thought, if I could just get through this without knowing the truth, then it would all be fine and nothing would have to end. But he was already speaking, telling me that he had been getting close with this girl in his class, that she had been struggling, and they had been spending time together and sharing lots of things, and that he hadn’t realized until he started spending time with her how much he missed the physical aspect of a relationship. He said that he still loved me, and he still valued what we had, but he just couldn’t wait that long. He looked me in the eye and told me that he couldn’t wait a few more months until I returned, and what was I going to say to that?

“Either I was going to pretend like it didn’t bother me and let him go, or I was going to get crazy and explode at him. Either way, the end result was the same. He wasn’t going to change his mind. And the worst part is I get it, you know? Like, I’ve had nights out here where I’ve craved the touch of someone else. I’ve hated being in a cold bed alone, and I’ve even had to tear myself away from a guy who has been trying to get me to join him in bed. But I thought we were in this together. I thought we were suffering together and the whole point was to make sure we lasted together, but he found someone else because it was easier.

“He had more to say, but I stopped listening. I couldn’t bear to be with him after that. Everything we spoke about was just tossed on the trash heap. Everything we promised each other … I don’t know, it all feels like such a mess.” She slumped onto the bar and ran her hand through her hair, clutching her scalp, wishing the dull ache inside would go away already.

“It certainly sounds as though he was not being honorable,” Jean replied. “The man is clearly unworthy of you.”

Cassie barked a sharp laugh. “Yeah, well, I don’t know if I’m worthy of much right now. He made it clear that I don’t mean a thing to him. The worst part is that it makes me feel like these last three months have been a waste. All that time I spent speaking to him and being with him when I could have being enjoying the delights of Paris. Maybe that makes me sound like a bitch … I don’t know.”

Jean smiled broadly. “I think that makes you sound human. He has stolen something from you, something precious, and it is not something that is easily retrieved. This time you spent in a relationship with him … you were believing one thing when something else was happening. You were lied to, and this is a big no, no, no.” He wagged his finger as he said this. “But there is still time. You said you are here for six months, yes? Then that means you still have three months left!”

Cassie offered a weak smile. “Yeah, you’re right. But now I’m going to be spending those three months getting over this breakup. I’ve never been the type of girl who can hop from one relationship to another and get over things easily. I’ve always dwelled on things. Hell, my first boyfriend was when I was five. We were together for one recess, and then he said that he didn’t want to be my boyfriend anymore, and I didn’t get over him until I went into high school,” she gave a self-deprecating laugh.

Jean took her hand. His flesh was warm, and there was an intensity in his eyes. “Think about it this way, Cassie, you are here, and he is back in America. Perhaps you can allow your feelings to be back there, as well. Leave the grieving until you return. While you are here, this should be a time for celebration and love. Paris has its reputation for a reason, and you should not let your memories of this place be clouded with these negative feelings.”

“Thanks, but I really don’t see how that’s possible. I mean, we were talking about the future and kids. I was starting to look at wedding dresses, and I even thought that, when I returned home, he would be there waiting for me, and as soon as he met me at the airport, he would get down on one knee and propose,” she said, choking on her emotions as she did so.

Jean scoffed and waved a hand dismissively in the air. She noticed that he still had hold of her hand. She wasn’t ready to let go yet. After three months of keeping herself away from other people, the touch of another was welcome and generous, and it felt like all the good things in the world.

“Marriage is a trap. Shackles around the heart. Love needs to flow freely between people. It cannot be bound or forbidden. It is a wild animal that can never be tamed. It is a tempest that leaves everything in its wake destroyed. The people who promise their hearts to one person are fools. There are a multitude of souls in the world. To only experience the joys of one is to ignore a great deal that the world has to offer. Why should we stop ourselves from enjoying every aspect of life when we only have one life to live?”

Cassie regarded him with a furrowed brow. “You don’t believe in marriage?”

Jean threw his head back and laughed. “It’s not that I don’t believe in marriage. I’m sure that, for many people, it works, but we have a slightly different view of marriage than you Americans. To us, it is almost expected for a man to have a mistress. There’s nothing that should stop people from expressing their desire and attraction. There are many different aspects of love. There is love for your family, love for your friends, passionate love, soft love, wild love. It’s impossible to find all this in one person, so why should we stop ourselves from experiencing it?

“Take this man. You were ready to give yourself to him even before you were married. You were all ready to turn away every other aspect of love for the sake of him and was he this worthy of you? You say you are not worthy of him, but I think it is the opposite. He toyed with your emotions and ended up breaking your heart, but he is not worthy of this sorrow or this grieving. He should not be given so much respect when he has shown none to you. The only good thing that he did was end it now so you still have a chance to make up for lost time. Tell me, do you feel you want to be with one person because it is what you want, or because it is what’s expected of you?”

Nobody had ever asked Cassie that question before, and she found herself puzzled by how she should answer. When she thought about it, it was difficult to divorce expectations of society from her desires when so much of what she wanted was framed through the perspective of the world in which she had been raised. France had an entirely different cultural outlook on proceedings, and it was clear that Jean did not share her views on marriage.

“You should not treat men like gods, Cassie, but rather as instruments for you to take pleasure from,” he added when she did not answer the question.

“Is that how you treat women?” Cassie asked.

Jean smiled. He took his other hand and placed it on her hand that he was already holding. “I let myself drown in every woman I meet. All I want is for them to feel pleasure. All I want is for everyone to feel pleasure. The world is such a drab and cruel place that we must find the happiness that we can where we can, and usually we can find it in each other. I think it would be a shame for you to be in France and not be able to share in the joys the men of this country can offer you.”

Nerves tightened in Cassie’s heart as she realized what he was saying. “I don’t think I’m that type of girl,” she said in a small voice.

Jean’s smile grew wider. “I believe you are mistaken, Cassie. I think you know exactly what type of girl you are. You long for the touch of another, to lose yourself in the passion and the heat. I can see by looking in your eyes that you are filled with lust. You are French in spirit, if not in nature, and I believe you came to this country to have your soul awoken by the romance of this place.”

“Actually, I came here to study art …” Cassie said, blushing at his powerful words. They were as intoxicating as the drink that sat in front of her, and as her head began to swim, she wondered if she had drunk more than she had realized.

“And how do you think this art was created? How do you think these painters, and writers, and poets were able to distill the essence of life into their art? They did it by pushing the boundaries and themselves, by trying all sorts of different things, and by exploring the vast realm of love. There was no part of it that was left uncovered, no part that was ever left ignored. They threw themselves into the world and gave themselves a chance to push their limits. To be true to them, we must do the same thing. We must live as they lived and follow their example. Only then can we be happy. Only then can we be free.”

He spoke with such power and passion. It was easy, all too easy, to fall under his spell. Cassie was tempted to let herself. After all, what good had being faithful to her boyfriend done her? She was in France, not America. When she returned, she could abide by the social conventions that ruled the community, but while she was in this other country, she could be free of the shackles and free of the limits on her soul.

“I suppose that, if I’m out here to study the artists, then the only way to truly know them is to live as they lived. Where would you suggest I start?” she asked.

It was a risk to give so much of herself to this man, this man who was barely more than a stranger, but there was something alluring and intriguing about him, something that put her at ease and made her feel as though something thrilling was about to happen.

A smile twitched upon his face, and a shadow fell across his eyes. He finally let go of her hands and wrote down an address.

“Come here tomorrow night at nine,” he said, sliding the napkin toward her. Then he rose, but before he did so, he leaned in and the air around her was awash with the scent of his aftershave. It was manly and sweet and, for a moment, she thought she was in heaven.

***

All day, Cassie had wrestled with herself about whether she was actually going to go and meet Jean. Part of her thought she was crazy for accepting a stranger’s invitation. Then again, if someone she was intimately familiar with could hurt her, then what risk was a stranger? Besides, she only had three months in which to indulge herself in the culture of Paris.

It was exhilarating to think of the unknown, as well as all that it entailed. She had never ventured far from her comfort zone when it came to romance or love, and there was no time like the present. The things he had said to her were so lovely and honest. She had been lied to enough already.

She found herself standing outside an apartment block. It was a cool night, and her breath turned to fine mist when she exhaled. She clutched the note that Jean had given her and checked to make sure she had the correct address. Before she pressed the buzzer, she inhaled deeply, gathering her courage and nerves.

A voice answered. She wasn’t sure if it was Jean or not because of the crackling effect of static, but the gate opened and she walked through. Her footsteps echoed around the stairs as she made her way to the top level, and then she saw Jean leaning against the open door. A shaft of light emerged and cast him in a golden glow.

“I’m glad you came,” Jean said, smiling widely. He kissed her on the cheek and let his hand linger on the small of her back. “We’ve been waiting for you.”

“We?” Cassie asked, taken aback a little.

Jean merely gave her an enigmatic smile and walked into the room. Cassie followed him and was shocked when she entered and saw a group of men lounging around the apartment, each one different than the last. Her mouth dropped open as she gazed at them. Some of them weren’t her type at all, while others were lean, and brooding, and sexy, yet there was a sense of excitement in the air, even about the men she wasn’t attracted to, as though there was something taboo about the fact that there were men here whom she would never have paid attention to elsewhere. This was truly throwing aside her inhibitions. The fear was palpable inside her, but instead of retreating, she allowed Jean to place his hand upon her back and guide her into the room.

The men came up to her and introduced themselves, although she was so overwhelmed by the sight of them that she didn’t pay attention. She felt their kisses, though. They kissed her on the cheek, and the scents of their aftershave mingled together, creating this intoxicating, overwhelming aroma that made her insides tingle.

“What …? What’s going on?” Cassie asked, although deep inside she thought she knew.

“All these men are here for you,” Jean said. “When I told them that a beautiful American tourist wanted to experience the reality of Paris and had been so cruelly treated by her boyfriend all these men wanted to show you that you are worthy of more. This is what I mean by allowing your love to soar, Cassie. All these men are here for you, and I hope that you are here for us.” There was a glimmer in his eye that was dangerous, and intense, and sexy all at the same time.

Cassie could feel her heart thrum. Crackling energy swam over her skin, leaving it all in goosebumps, and she wondered what people at home would think of her if they knew what she was about to do, and then she realized that she didn’t care. She wasn’t at home, and for once in her life, she had to do something because she wanted to do it, not because people would think highly of her. There was something enticing about the thought of drowning in this sea of male flesh, of giving herself to so many men. None of them could hurt her because she would not offer up her heart, but her body was another matter entirely. To her, sex had always been another part of the relationship, but here it was another form of love, and something that had to be fulfilled just as much as anything else.

Jean took her hand, squeezing it gently, and she nodded, venturing farther into the room. Jean smiled and brushed locks of auburn hair away from her heart-shaped face, kissing her softly on the lips. He tasted of wine and cigarettes, of the deep history of Paris. He tasted of something forbidden.

She smiled nervously as the group of men surrounded her as though they were a pack of hunters and she was their prey. They were all so tall, so powerful, and she was so small. They greeted her, and there was a cacophony of praise as they told her how beautiful she was. As she gazed into their eyes, she saw the intense desire for her, and she couldn’t help but be flattered.

When she felt their hands upon her, she flinched at first, before settling into the sensations, before letting them caress her body, and fondle her breasts, and treat her like a little doll. One by one, they kissed her, and each one was different. Cassie stood there and let them take the lead, for she had no idea what to do.

As she was kissing one man, she looked down and realized that Jean was getting undressed. So were other men. Their manly bodies were exposed, and they were already hard. Some were muscular, some hairy, but all were beautiful in their own way. It was as though being seen together like this, the beauty of the group was increased. The air was seared with heat, as well, and it seemed as though a haze rose around her, although Cassie wasn’t sure if this was in her own mind or not. Her throat tightened, and her heart was beating fiercely as Jean and a couple of other men came up to her.

“It’s time to free yourself,” Jean said, and they began to peel away her clothes. Cassie smiled nervously as she allowed them to peel away her top. One man got to his knees and pulled down her skirt, revealing her panties. They wasted no time.

Jean kissed her collarbone and neck as he unclasped her bra, and the men shared a collective gasp when they saw her voluptuous breasts pour out, the two hard nipples winking at them.

Cassie had never been worshiped like this before, and she was beginning to see the appeal of non-monogamous sex.

The man on his knees pulled her panties down sharply and groaned in wonder at what awaited him. Before Cassie could say or do anything else, he was already kissing her in her most intimate area, burying himself between her thighs and licking enthusiastically. Cassie’s eyes rolled into the back of her head as the pleasure came washing over her in great waves. She leaned against Jean’s body, who took her hand and placed it upon his erection. Her fingers curled around his taut flesh, and she began to stroke, feeling the tense murmurs rolling out of his body. Then the other men approached, encasing her in this hot prison of flesh, and lust, and passion. Their movements and their moans added to the delight, as did their touch.

Through cracked eyes, Cassie looked around and saw erection after erection, swollen and huge, bulging for her and only for her. She was the object of their desire, and they all wanted to fuck her.

She might as well have been a goddess.

Jean pulled her away, and she whimpered, sad to not have anyone between her legs. He guided her over to the couch where he sat her down and joined her. He kissed her deeply, running his hand around her neck. His kisses were intent, and everything in his body was rigid. The other men stood in a rapt audience, watching to see what was going to happen next.

Jean had an aura of control about it. Although he said that Cassie was here to enjoy these men, there was no doubt in her mind that they were the ones who were going to dictate what happened. It was only natural. It wasn’t as though she could resist after all—she was one and they were many. She was petite while they were dominant and powerful.

Jean grabbed her head and pushed her down into his lap. She still had a hold of his cock, her fingers clamped around the thick shaft, and soon enough, her lips were around him, as well. Saliva dripped down as she sucked him deeply, feeling the strength of his hand pushing her down until she had taken every inch of him into her mouth.

She opened her eyes and looked up, gazing at all the other cocks waiting for her, and she knew she was in for a hell of a night, and worried that her mouth might never recover.

Jean pulled her away then turned her around so that she was laying against him. He began to fondle her breasts as he pulled her legs apart, and a few different men came down to take turns to pleasure her. Some used their fingers to make her wet, while others kissed and licked her. Ribbons of pleasure unspooled within her, and the sharp sensations came lancing through, as though bolts of lightning were being hurled through her body. Her skin became flushed, and her breaths were deep and panting.

Jean teased her nipples, pinching and twisting them as her hand continued to play with him. The men who pleasured her blurred into each other, but each one was eager to sample from her delights.

Before this, her pussy had been a prized thing, something intimate that had only been shared with a few select, special men. It had been cherished and innocent, but here it was given to these men, and they showed her what true pleasure was really like. They rubbed her frantically, creating strong vibrations that rippled through her body. They stroked her and thrust their fingers in roughly, reaching deep inside her, touching a part of her that had never been touched before.

Sweat prickled on her skin, and her cheeks were rosy. Panting breaths continued to stream out of her in a torrent as orgasmic sensations rose in waves and came pouring through her, heightening her senses and making everything more vivid and vibrant, as though the world had never truly been alive before.

Some men took their soaked fingers out of her and tasted them. Others rubbed them against her lips, making her taste her own sweetness. Those who used their mouths to pleasure her came up and kissed her, and she could feel the echoes of heat from her most intimate area.

Her throat was raw from moaning so much, and her body had never been through this much pleasure. She gasped and gulped, trembled and shuddered, and the men were relentless in their worship of her. Their hands were never ending, and there was never a moment where she was left untouched and alone. They came one after the other, so willing and eager to be with her, so yearning to taste what she had to offer, and it was so overwhelming that all she could do was lay there and take it.

That was until Jean moved her.

He pulled her limp form over him, making her legs straddle him. He had her so that she was facing away from him. Her body arched back, her hair falling against his face. She groaned as she was lowered onto him, feeling his massive cock plunge inside her wet pussy. There were deep red marks on her body from where she had been manhandled, her pristine porcelain skin marked and hot from the touch of this gang of men, and she was amazed by how much she loved the sight of herself in this state.

She rocked back and forth. One of Jean’s hands was on her hip, guiding her movements. His hips rocked, too, masterfully and powerfully, as though he was in complete control of her. In front of her were the other men, a rapt audience to the show. Cassie angled her face away, trying to be coy, for she had never displayed herself like this before, but the passion burned away her modesty, and there was nothing she could do but to embrace the exhibitionist inside her.

Then two men came up and stood on either side of her. One of them grabbed her head and smeared his cock over her face. The warmth left her reeling, and her mouth opened automatically, greedily, wrapping her lips around him and sucking him hard. Then the other guy pulled her head around, and she had to twist between the two. Her tongue lolled out as she licked and sucked both men, their cocks coming closer and closer together until she grabbed both of them and pressed them tightly so that she could get her lips around them both. Her mouth ached and pain screamed through her body as all the while she was being fucked hard by Jean, but she wanted this more than anything else in the world, and the men wanted it, too.

She looked up at them, hot tears stinging her eyes as she choked on these two cocks. She could feel the desire within them, and then it all burst out of them in a hot explosion. The thick cum came from both men, shooting into her mouth and flowing out of her lips, dribbling down her chin. They groaned as they backed away, and she was left sitting there with her mouth hanging open, the warm taste lingering on her lips, hot drops sliding down her feminine flesh.

The other men seemed to find this exciting. Another man came up and jerked off over her. She took his cock in her mouth and sucked hard, but he didn’t want to come in her mouth. His hand was a blur as he came, and the hot cum shot out over her chest, covering the curves of her breasts and making her a mess.

Meanwhile, she was still being fucked by Jean. One hand came around her neck and tilted her forward. He drilled and pounded and, within moments, he had come, too. She was drowning in thick lust. When he was done, he pushed her off and left her on the couch, looking drained. He roared and shared a high-five with the other men, but there were still more to come.

Cassie barely had a chance to catch her breath before another man was upon her. This one turned her around so that she was on all fours. He spanked her ass, and then wasted no time in fucking her, thrusting in her so deeply that she thought she was going to break in two. He slammed into her without mercy and grabbed a fistful of hair, pulling her body back. Another man came around, and she formed a spit roast between these two men. One fucked her pussy, the other her mouth, and she was just cock to cock, the heat and the pleasure blistering through her. Cum dripped from her soaked body as she took everything she could. She was breathless, and delirious, and everything was a blur. All she knew was that she was the object of desire for these men, and she felt more alive than she ever had before.

Cum exploded into her mouth, and she swallowed it all, opening her mouth wide to show the man his load before it disappeared down her throat. The other man fucked her a few more times before he was done, and then she rolled back onto the couch. There were still more men ready to use her, waiting patiently. One forced her down into the nook of the couch, holding her there by her neck. The pressure and the strength was dominant and relentless, and the feeling of being at the mercy of these men was utterly intoxicating. His muscular body was tense, and everything in him was primed and directed at her, and only her. She was able to angle her gaze down to watch him slam into her over and over again, his cock pounding her soaked pussy.

A shadow fell across her as another man came over her and jerked off. She opened her mouth and waited for him to finish. When he did, it sprayed over her face and chest, making her even messier than she had been before. He moved away, and the man who was still fucking her wiped the cum over her, rubbing it into her skin. He collected some on his fingers and shoved them into her mouth. She sucked on them as he pushed her face away, and with every thrust seemed to bury her deeper and deeper into the couch. Soft whimpers rippled out of her mouth, and she was drained of all pleasure.

She was nothing but a doll now, and this was all she wanted to be. Her heart couldn’t be broken. There was nothing but love, and lust, and pleasure, and it was all hers. She was a greedy, avaricious girl now, and when this man released her, she rose to a sitting position. Her chest heaved with desperate breaths, and the air shimmered with stars around her eyes. There was a heady feeling in her mind, and her body ached so much that she wondered if she could take any more.

But then she looked at the row of men before her, and a smile flickered upon her lips. There were still more, and as long as there were more men in the world to pleasure, then she would take them because she wanted their pleasure. She wanted their love.

She descended from the couch and sank to her knees, crawling to the cluster of men that remained. She opened her mouth and reached out, guiding their cocks toward her so that she could make love to them with her lips and see her saliva drizzle over them. The heat of them scorched her tongue and, soon enough, they would fuck her, too.

She gave herself to their expanse of flesh and her moans were suffocated as she moved from cock to cock, loving each one in turn. The men were strong and rampant, and she was a mess, but she loved it, and she found that she loved herself more than she ever had. For the first time in her life, she didn’t have to think of herself as somebody’s partner; rather, she was the focus of this desire. These men knew nothing about her, and yet they wanted her. She found it empowering.

She found herself laughing giddily as one of them men pulled her up and lifted her in the air, whirling her around before handing her to another man. She kissed, and she fucked, and she loved, and she lost herself in this haze of shared orgasms. Cock after cock came into her and left her reeling. She was covered in cum and marks where she had been manhandled, and her body was raw and aching, but there was nothing but sweetness in her heart, and she knew that if she ever had the chance, she would do this again.

Lily Gets Czeched

I’d always been the kind of girl to find trouble, although it would have been more accurate to say that trouble found me. It wasn’t always the same way. When I was a kid, the apple of my Mom’s eye, they thought I was going to be a star. I had the look of an angel, they said. My blond ringlets cascaded around my heart shaped face in soft curls. My lips were cherry red, my eyes as blue as the sky that stretched towards the horizon, endless with hope and possibility. I had dimples when I smiled and I was cheeky. All the adults loved me. I guess I reminded them of what it was like when they were young. I embodied all the hopes and dreams that they had lost over the years.

And then one day I suddenly turned into the devil. It was all because of Josie Kliner.

Now there was a time when Josie and I had been good friends, but children could be even more spiteful than adults. When she realized that I was getting all the attention from the older crowd she had this dark and bitter look in her eyes whenever we were together. It was something that none of our parents picked up on, they kept telling people that me and Josie were as close as sisters. I tried to whine to them and tell them that I didn’t want to play with her anymore. Mom and Dad rolled their eyes and gave me that look as if to say that I didn’t know what I was talking about, as though their little Lily was just trying to cause trouble.

It took a long time, but eventually they allowed me to not go around there any longer. That didn’t mean I didn’t have to see her though. There was still school, which wasn’t so bad because I could get lost in the crowd and avoid the ire of Josie’s gaze, but every Sunday we were in the same Bible class together. I always hated it, being taken away from the congregation of adults. Through the walls I could hear the murmurs of song and sermon while I had to sit there and be lectured about sin and temptation and all the evils of the world. I often wondered why God bothered to create us in the first place if we were so much trouble, but I guess it tracked considering the same could be said of parents and having children when it seemed as though most of them saw the child as a hassle. It’s not as though any child asked to be born. Take some responsibility for your actions people.

Anyway, at one point Josie and I were left alone. I turned my back on her, trying to ignore her and get on with my morning, waiting for the adults to come and get us so we could go home. Josie had other ideas. She walked up real close, so close that I could feel the warmth of her breath on my neck. I turned around. She wore this snarl, like she was a rabid dog or something and held scissors in her hand. I don’t know how I managed to defend myself. If I had bothered to believe in God then I might have believed that he had something to do with it, but even at that age I was not so naïve.

She lunged forward, trying to stab me. I brought my hands crashing down, my fists clasped together like a club. I hammered her hands away. She yelped in pain, but the fire continued to flicker in her eyes. I could tell she was going to slash at me with the scissors again, and I didn’t like my chances of escaping another blow. I could almost feel the tearing of my flesh and the warm flow of blood seeping out, and I would have done anything to prevent that from happening. Survival instinct was a strong thing. I raked my hands across her eyes, leaving deep gashes along her face, and it was as though she had been clawed by a wild animal. She dropped the scissors and ran away, crying, and her wails of pain grew even more intense as the saltiness of her tears flowed into the weeping wounds.

At first I did not comprehend what was happening. As far as I knew we had just had a spat, but then I heard the shocked gasps coming from the adults as Josie ran into the main hall. I could feel the shock within the church, and the heavy footsteps that followed. Josie had returned, dragging irate and outraged adults with her. She looked like a ghoul as she thrust an accusing finger towards me, her face was a crimson mask, and she howled at me as though I was a murderer.

I gasped and tried to point at the scissors. I tried to tell them all what had happened, but they had already made up their minds. Josie was the one with the wounds after all, so she was the one they believed.

I was taken home. My parents were very cross. I was angrier, given that nobody believed me. They lectured me and I kept trying to tell them that I was innocent in all this, that Josie was the one who had attacked me first and I was just trying to defend myself. It didn’t help. They just said even if that was the case I still shouldn’t have done what I did. I should have come and got an adult. But adults didn’t realize that it wasn’t that simple, because they never sided with the kid. I knew then that I was going to be alone in the world. Nobody was going to watch out for me, not my parents, not God, not anyone. Something broke inside me and it would never be healed.

***

After some time away I was allowed to go back to Bible Club. I had no choice in the matter. My parents weren’t going to stop going to Church, and they weren’t going to allow me to stay at home by myself on a Sunday morning. So I had to sit there and listen to the rhetoric spewed by the teacher, an old frail woman who looked as though a strong gust of wind would have blown her over. There was a running joke among the kids that she taught the Bible from experience, as she had been there when it was being written.

Josie was still there too. The wounds had stopped bleeding, but she still had scars running across her cheeks. I figured it served her right for having tried to attack me in the first place, but of course she would never have thought the same thing. She did keep her distance after that though, so all was not lost. People certainly looked at me in a different way though. Instead of being the cute, cherub like child I was now a troublemaker. There were always whispers and murmurs, and they looked at me as though they expected me to do something bad. Our group leader would always look at me when she was reading a parable, as though the message was meant for me and me alone. I guess they thought I had been led astray by some grim voice in my ear.

The years passed. I got older, and things began to change. I noticed it in the way people looked at me. I had gotten taller, my hair was thicker, my lips were still cherry red, but my body had changed. No longer was I a girl, but anyone who looked at me would have said I was a woman. My legs were long and slender, my waist narrow, and my chest swelled. The Lord had blessed me with huge tits, although as I was to learn at that still young age it was more of a blessing than a curse. The men suddenly treated me different. There was a hard look in their eyes, as if they knew something I didn’t. They rarely seemed to be listening to what I was saying either, their gazes always drifting down. I could feel the heat radiating from their body. It didn’t matter how old they were. In fact the older ones were the worst. At least the younger men had the decency to be nervous and unsure about it all.

I tried talking to Mom about it once. She brushed it off with a wave, and told me that it was just something every woman had to go through. I couldn’t believe it. Why did we have to go through that? I tried wearing more conservative tops, but that didn’t help either. They just kept staring, as though they were waiting for me to fall to my knees or something.

It came to a head when I was fifteen. The old woman had retired and we had a new group leader, this time a man called Steve. He was in his mid twenties and he seemed mature and cool. I thought this was a chance for a fresh start. The first time he met us he called me back after the other kids had left and he told me that people had warned him I was a trouble maker. He asked me if he had anything to worry about. I told him that people were wrong, and he promised to give me a fair shake. Finally there was an adult I could trust. He actually seemed to listen to me, and for the first time in years I enjoyed going to Bible Studies again. I used to stay a little longer than the other kids, cherishing the brief moments Steve and I spent alone. My young heart was still new to the concept of love, but I wanted to feel it. I wanted to experience it for him.

I felt safe with him, until I didn’t.

It happened one evening. There was an event at the church and he pulled me away. We went into the Bible Studies room. I didn’t pick up on it right away, but there was something different about him. He closed the door.

“Lily, it’s been a real pleasure getting to know you these past few months. You’re an insightful girl. I think you’re going to go far in life,” he began. I blushed at the compliments, but with every word he stepped closer to me and danger flared inside. “You know, people used to say that you were trouble, and maybe they’re right. But sometimes people can use a little trouble in their life. Sometimes God puts temptation right in front of us and not all of us are strong enough to resist it. I want to be strong Lily, I really want to, but I feel myself slipping. I feel myself…” he trailed away and suddenly he lunged towards me. I managed to turn my head away at the last moment, but I still felt his hot breath and his wet lips against my cheek. His hands ran around my body, with waves of uncomfortable tingles stretching around me. I shuddered as his fingers crept along my thighs, trying to pull up my skirt. I reached around in a panic. The only thing I could find were a pair of scissors, the same pair that Josie had tried to stab me with all those years ago.

Now it was my turn to use them.

He howled in pain as the scissors punctured his flesh. He spun away, clutching his wounds, cursing me and calling me all the names you shouldn’t say in a church. I was petrified. The adults poured in after hearing the disturbance and once again they were all ready to judge me. They saw me holding the scissors that dripped with blood and they had all made up their minds. Once again I was the one in the wrong. I was the one who was sinful. Steve told them that I was wild, feral, that I had the devil inside me. It didn’t matter what I said after that.

I never went back to church again.

***

The longer I spent away from church the more I saw it as a good thing as at least I was kept away from that predator. Mom and Dad were basically treating me like a lost cause though. I never bothered telling them the truth because they wouldn’t have believed me anyway. Even if they had Mom would have just said that it was something I had to put up with. The years rolled by and I became an older teenager, keeping to myself mostly. I still got the same looks from men, the same envious glares from women. The more I thought about it the more I wondered if all the women wanted me away from the church so their husbands wouldn’t have been tempted by me, as though it was my fault they were all attracted to the idea of young flesh, bored with their stale married lives. I never did anything with them even though it would have been easy for me though. I just wanted someone my own age, someone who would actually understand and respect me.

That’s where Rich came in. I met him at school and we hung out in his truck mostly. He was a quiet guy, but strong, and I thought he had a good heart. I was the one who had to chase him though, and I wasn’t used to doing the chasing. One night we drove out to a field and wrapped ourselves in a blanket in the back of his pickup truck. As I lay on my back I looked at the stars above us and felt the weight of him upon me. His breath was fervent, his thrusts hard, and I was ready to feel this magical moment where everything would make sense, where everything would seem right with the world.

That wasn’t how my first time went though. Instead it was rough and fast and there was a shadow of warmth shrouding me. He groaned and trembled, and then it was over as swiftly as it had begun. He pulled himself away from me. There was a tight pain in my lower body, nothing like the pleasure I thought I would feel. He wrapped himself in the blanket and didn’t say a word as he turned away. I looked at him in confusion, wondering what was supposed to happen now. Nobody had ever told me the rules to this thing.

“I should get you home,” he said as he moved back to the driver’s seat. I got dressed quickly. The mood was somber, as though a tragedy had occurred rather than something wonderful.  I was afraid that I had done something wrong, but if I had then he wasn’t telling me. Why was it so hard for him to tell me something? All through life I had been punished simply for not knowing what to do. For once I wished that someone would just go ahead and tell me exactly what to do and how to behave, because then I wasn’t going to disappoint anyone and I wasn’t going to have to suffer the consequences for being ignorant.

I stared at him, waiting for him to even acknowledge my presence. He didn’t even look at me. We sat in silence. I didn’t dare move to turn on the radio. It was supposed to be a night when I took my final steps into maturity and when everything in the world was suddenly going to click for me, but it hadn’t been that way at all. In fact now I just felt even more confused than before. We pulled up outside my house. He stopped and waited. I got out and staggered back home, retreating to my room. Over the next few weeks I waited for him to call, but he never did.

I just couldn’t understand how I was the only one getting hurt when everyone else was making the mistakes. It seemed so unfair, and all I could think was that I didn’t belong in the world.

***

Turning 18 was a miracle. I never entertained the idea of leaving for college. Through high school I had a job as a waitress. I put up with guys pinching my ass and looking at me as though I was one of the desserts being displayed on the counter for the sake of pocketing the tips they gave me, and they gave me a load of tips, usually accompanied with a number as if I was going to call them. I kept the money safely away, waiting for the day when I was free. High school was behind me, as was my strange romance with Rich. I was determined to get away from it all, so when I turned 18 I told my parents that I was going to travel. I had no idea where really, just a vague desire to go to Europe. Since everyone around me was crazy I figured I might as well go somewhere new in the hope that things would be a little saner.

My parents didn’t make much of a fight to keep me close. I think they treated me as a lost cause, which I thought was a little unfair considering I had never really acted up all that much. It wasn’t as though I had descended into drugs or drink or something worse.

Anyway, I had booked my ticket and left on the plane, filled with excitement. My heart thrummed and my skin tingled. I felt exhilarated and I assumed this was how I was supposed to feel when with Rich. But that was all behind me now. Everything was behind me. It was time for a fresh start. I had no idea how long I was going to be gone for or what was waiting for me, all I knew was that it had to be better than what had been plaguing my life.

***

So now I found myself in Prague, a beautiful city with a mixture of baroque architecture and cobbled streets, with long bridges stretching over a river, as though the main city was a castle and the river its moat. It was a busy place, and for an 18 year old it was filled with wonder. One on particular night I found myself wandering across a bridge alone, wondering why the place was so barren. It was a magical feeling though. The sky was beautiful, with the stars looking like pinpricks of light bursting through an obsidian blanket. The water was still and shimmering, while the lights behind the closed doors of houses flickered in the window, looking like burning candles. The cobbled stones beneath my feet were uneven and cold. The air was chilly. I had a beer in my hand, for the drinking age was younger here than it was in America. In fact everything seemed younger here, as though they actually trusted the younger generation with responsibility.

But then I saw a figure coming towards me. He was impossibly tall and dressed in the dark uniform of the police. I froze as he approached.

“What are you doing out so late?” he asked in his sharp accent. His voice was stern, and the features of his face looked brooding in the shadows of the night. He had a kind of savage handsomeness to him though, the kind that was so dangerous and so irresistible.

“I’m just walking,” I said.

He picked up on my accent immediately. “You are American?”

“I am.”

“Show me your passport.”

I rummaged around in my bag and handed it to him. He flicked it open and compared the picture. “What do you think of my country?” he asked.

“It’s wonderful,” I said, meaning it even though I was flattering him as well. I was hardly going to insult the man. “It’s much better than where I came from.”

He nodded and handed the passport back to me. “Have you not heard about the curfew?” he asked. I looked at him blankly. The confusion must have been evident on my face as he explained further about the curfew, something I hadn’t been aware of at all. I pleaded with him not to punish me, but he said that his hands were tied and he had to take me back to the police station.

Suddenly I was terrified all over again, once again punished for something that I hadn’t been responsible for.

***

The police station was small. I was put into a holding cell. It must have been a slow night because I was alone. I heard them speak in their native language, so I couldn’t understand what they were saying. I’d heard bad things that could happen to girls when they were traveling alone.

The arresting officer approached the bars of the cell, speaking in English.

“I’m sorry that this has happened. I know it is a frustrating rule, especially one for a foreigner, but unfortunately we have to be strict with it.”

“What’s the punishment?” I asked, trying my hardest to keep my voice from trembling.”

“There’s a fine,” he said. When he told me the amount my eyes went wide and my face turned white.

“I don’t have that much! I don’t even know how to get that much. I told you I’m over here by myself. I don’t have a job. I don’t have anything…” I said, close to tears by this point. Was there no mercy in the world? Was there no room in their hearts for forgiveness? All the lessons I had been taught over the years about kindness and compassion were proven over and over again to be a lie, because nobody ever gave me a chance to explain myself. The last thing I wanted was to be lost in Europe, alone and vulnerable, with nobody to come to my defense.

Then again, I was used to fighting my battles alone.

“Is there nothing I can do to get out of this? Is there no leeway given for the fact that it’s my first offense, or for the fact that until you told me about the curfew I was completely ignorant about it?” I asked.

He stroked his chin and looked at me thoughtfully before telling me to give him a moment.

When he returned he was flanked by two fellow officers. They told me their names. The one who had arrested me was Sergei, while the others were Wladimir and Igor. They were all built like tanks. Their faces were stern. Sergei had a shock of blonde hair on his scalp, Wladimir’s head was bald, while Igor’s was as dark as the night itself. Their uniforms were stretched over their broad chests tightly, and I was sitting there before the three of them, completely at their mercy.

They whispered to each other, again in their incomprehensible language. I could see the look in their eyes though and it was one I recognized.

“There is perhaps something you could do for the three of us, but you must do exactly as you are told.” Sergei said. 

Little did he know that was exactly what I had been waiting for. 

He inserted the key into the lock and then beckoned for me to get up. I followed the three of them to a smaller room with a bed in it. The door was closed behind us and I knew that whatever happened in here was going to stay here, and I wasn’t going to be the same woman I had been when I entered. I also didn’t care that they wanted this. I had been condemned before, I had been accused of things I hadn’t done and I had always been punished for crimes I hadn’t committed. At least this time I could make up for something I had really done, and maybe I could learn a thing or two about justice in the meantime.

***

“Sit down,” Sergei said. I perched on the edge of the bed. The men radiated strength and heat and I knew I was completely at their mercy. Wladimir walked over and placed his huge hands upon me. He was as big as a bear. I was as scared as I was thrilled. I guess the fear factor helped the arousal surge within me as well. I yelped a little as he began to undress me, tearing the clothes from my body as though they were just rags. He held my arms behind my back, but he let go when I didn't offer any struggle. They didn't need to hold me in place. Something had twitched inside me when Sergei had told me to obey him. There was a deep seated need within me to be told exactly what to do, and I found myself unwilling to fight back. I wanted to surrender. I wanted to yield.

His fingers were dragged over my supple and tanned skin. He played with strands of my hair and tingles spread over my body. I sat there, naked, every inch of me on display for them. They said something in their native language and laughed. I had bad flashbacks to Rich, wondering if they were going to be disappointed in me or if I had done something wrong already.


“American girls are always prettier,” Wladimir said, and I was reassured.

I heard the clinking of metal and watched as Sergei handed a pair of handcuffs to Wladimir. Fear lined my heart as he took my wrists and clasped them together. I felt the snap of metal biting at my wrist as they were locked firmly together, but the fear quickly drifted away. If I couldn’t even move my hands than I couldn’t do anything wrong, could I?

I was sitting there with my hands clasped behind my back and my breasts exposed. I held my legs together, still slightly uneasy. That was before I saw the men strip. They held my gaze as they undressed, peeling away their black shirts and dark pants, every movement revealing another layer of flesh. My eyes danced in the air as my gaze flicked from each of them, in awe of their taut muscles and the angles of their bodies. The power contained within them was glorious and wasn’t anything I had been subjected to all my life. I felt something melt inside me, as though a flame had been lit and it was now scorching my innards.

My mouth dropped open when I saw them reveal their raw masculine power to me. Their erections were already prominent, swollen with lust. They were like weapons themselves and I moaned gently. I had no idea how I was going to take these monstrous European cocks, but after a lifetime of being punished unfairly I was ready to get my thrills and my satisfaction any way I could.

They walked towards me. The air simmered with the heat radiating from their bodies. They surrounded me, suffocating me with their masculine prowess and none of them were ready to be gentle. Sergei gripped my chin and pulled my head towards him.

“Keep your mouth open,” he growled as Igor and Wladimir began to slap me with their cocks. Heat scorched my cheeks and I turned to try and suck them, my natural slutty instincts taking over, but Sergei kept a hold of my head. My focus was on him. The other men slapped me and smeared their cocks over my face. I watched the shadow of them pass over my eyes and slide against my lips, but still the heaven of their taste escaped me. They groped and fondled my breasts. I groaned as the pleasure began to sweep through my body in huge, erotic waves. I struggled against the handcuffs, still getting used to them, the metal clinking as I went to touch them, before I remembered that I was unable.

My breaths were deep and it got to the point where I was begging them with my eyes. Moans ran over my tongue and I wanted so badly to be able to taste them. Eventually I was given that gift. Sergei held my head in both hands and the other two men stepped away. I watched as Sergei rubbed the smooth tip of his erection against my lips and then slid it into my mouth. He went in deep and I struggled to take him, choking on the huge size of him. My eyes began to water, but I could tell he wanted me to prove myself to him. I took him all the way to the shaft. When he slid himself out he brought a whole load of saliva with him. It drizzled over my lips and I was quickly made into a mess. He slammed his cock in my mouth again, fucking my face, fucking me into a daze, bruising my lips and keeping a firm hold of my hair. He only let me go when he passed me over to his friends.

My vision was a blur so I had no idea whether it was Wladimir or Igor who took me next, but they both took their turns and fucked my face. One of them had a hold of my hair in one hand and just went to town on me, throwing me back. I groaned and thought I was going to pass out already, but the men were hardly done with me yet. I could feel sweat trickling all over my face and I wanted to wipe it away. I wanted to feel them as well, but my hands were still cuffed. This shackling added another layer to the pleasure and it turned me on even more. I had no idea it could be like this. There was so much to learn, so much to feel.

I moved from cock to cock as the three men stood in front of me, taking each of them in turn. My tongue whirled like a tornado and I gorged on them as though I was starving. Their taste lingered in my mouth and I felt my lips burning with them. Then Igor dropped to his knees and clamped his hands on my thighs. He ordered me to open them, so I did, and then he buried himself inside me. Pleasure ribboned through my body as he began to lap at me, his tongue moving like a wild animal. My mouth widened with deeper groans as this exquisite delight came thundering through my body, crackling like lightning, but I was quickly choking on cock again.

Then Sergei and Wladimir stepped back. Igor was still locked between my legs. Sergei grabbed a fistful of my hair, using it to control me. He and Wladimir took turns spanking my and groping my breasts, leaving deep red marks over my skin. I gasped as the pain from their hands blurred together with the pleasure that was coming from Igor’s tongue. Orgasms crackled within me and I could feel it making my thighs slick. Igor leaned back. I glanced down and saw his lips glistening with my hot juice. He slid his fingers inside me and then reached up, making me taste myself. It was hot and wet and it sizzled with passion. I drank it all down, completely at the mercy of this pulsing sensation that made everything in my stomach churn.

Igor went back to licking me while the other two went back to fucking my face, using me like some toy. I was breathless and raw and by now I had gotten used to this delirious feeling and all the pain that was dancing within my soul. Sergei barked an order to the other two. I found myself being lifted by the men and handed to Sergei. His muscles strained as he took me into his arms and placed me on his cock, as though I was some ornament that was being placed upon a pedestal. My neck arched back as I felt him inside me, so big and hard. My hair fell back and he supported me as he fucked me. My legs wrapped around his waist. His expression was one of furious passion as he pounded me. The other two men stood around me, as though they were waiting their turn. They laughed and joked with each other. Occasionally they reached across and groped my breasts. Wild sensations made me feel alive in a way I had never felt before and I was so overwhelmed with everything they were doing to me that I almost passed out, but I didn’t want to miss a single moment of this glory. I shuddered, my hands still cuffed together, dangling behind my back. The raw ache of my shoulders was nothing compared to the tenderness of my pussy that was being slammed by this European monster.

I thought for sure he was going to come inside me, but then I found myself being passed along to Wladimir. It was such a strange sensation to be passed around as though I was  it nothing special, but I didn’t much care. I enjoyed being fucked by him as much as by Sergei. The tremors turned into quakes and my body was crackling with exquisite delight. He turned around and we collapsed onto the bed. His huge bulk landed on me and almost crushed me. All the air was forced from my lungs, but it somehow added to the sensations. My hair was in my face and then his hands were on my breasts, digging his fingers into my flesh. He reared up to his majestic height and I watched all the tension rippling within his body, turning his sinews into wire as he fucked me with everything he had. I could barely take it. The world was a blur and the bed creaked so much that I thought he was going to break it.

I thought he was going to break me.

Elation soared within my mind though. Something had been freed within me, this dark, nascent desire that had been lurking within the depths of my body. The orgasmic energy flowed through me in this endless torrent of fire. It burned me from the inside and I screamed so badly, but then my breaths were suffocated again as Sergei came up to me and began fucking my throat once again. I was there, being used from both ends, my body crumpled and laced with sweat as these two men exploded inside me. I felt Wladimir in the depths of me, surging within me like a serpent, while Sergei’s lust washed over my tongue and slid down my throat. It was warm and luscious and everything I had always wanted to taste about the world.

They stepped away from me, leaving me throbbing and gasping for breath. My body felt as though it had been through the wringer. There were red marks all over my flesh, and cum trickled out of my holes. My wrists were red raw thanks to the handcuffs. Still I was not allowed to be free.

“Get on your knees,” Igor ordered. I wanted so badly to obey him, but I lacked the strength. I struggled to roll around. I whimpered and whined and it wasn’t good enough for him. He took hold of my hair and twisted me around, spanking me hard. The pain reverberated from my ass all the way through my body, making me tremble. He clamped a hand around my mouth, making it hard for me to breath as he came behind me and plunged himself into me. He was the third and the biggest. His tongue had pleased me, and now his cock was about to destroy me.

The three cops weren’t done with me yet. I was theirs, just a slut lost in Prague, eager to pay penance for all my crimes.

How Many Englishmen?

“Did I tell you to move?” His voice came in hard and commanding, as though the edges to them were razor-sharp. He towered over Kira, his huge body going up and up like a fairytale beanstalk, except that the giant part of him wasn’t in some castle with a golden egg; it was held within his pants, locked behind thin fabric. The thought of it burned inside Kira’s mind. The fiery blaze pulsed and ached. Never before meeting him had she felt this powerless.

But in this power, she found strength.

In her submission, she found belonging.

With him, she felt passion, passion unlike she had ever felt before, that she had never known could exist.

This trip to Europe had opened her eyes to a whole new world. She was a sheltered American girl from a small town who had big dreams. In high school, she used to sit around with her friends, talking about what they were going to do with their lives, how they were going to move away and become stars. Everyone always wanted to move away, but deep in their hearts, they knew that, even if they left for a short time, they would return, called back like a moth to a flame, because nobody could escape the dreary, cloying pull of a small town. Hopes and dreams were drugs that the youth gorged themselves on before hurling them back up when they were older. They shuffled with stooped shoulders and hangdog expressions, waiting out the days of their lives with a lack of spirit. All the vigor had been drained by those ambitious vampires in the big cities, those people who were willing to make a difference in the world and take what they wanted, leaving the husks of the small town people behind.

Kira had thought she was going to be one of them. As soon as high school had ended, she’d saved all her nickels and dimes to pay for a trip that would take her far away, on a tour of Europe, where she hoped she would find herself. When she grew up, her hair would be blonde, her face angelic.

Now there were dark streaks of scarlet in her hair, as though blood had seeped through. There was a piercing in her nose, and at the present moment, her mouth was wrapped around a ball gag. Her eyes were lined with tears as she stared at him, shuddering as he paced around her, not wanting to disappoint him or disobey him.

“I give you a simple task, Kira. All I say is not to move. Is that so difficult? I had such high hopes for you, as well. I thought you were going to be better than all the other sluts I had, given where you come from, but I guess they don’t make them any better in America, do they?” he said in his clipped English accent.

She shook her head, almost daring not to look at him, yet barely able to look away. It had been the same when she had first met him. He had this magnetic quality to him. The moment there eyes had met, she had been his, and deep down, she knew it. Desire crawled within her like some parasite, sinking its teeth into her heart, and from that first word, that first moment when he placed her hand against the small of her back, he had lain claim to her, and she had surrendered immediately.

It wasn’t meant to be this way. Kira had hoped she would fall in love with someone wonderful and romantic, someone who would pull her away from America and give her a new lease of life in England, someone who would give her an excuse for an adventure, yet he offered her something more than love.

Love was just a word that people used to give power to an illusion, to keep them safe at night like the deity they prayed to. It didn’t really exist. It was selfish and sickening, and it never lasted. Look at all the divorces in the world. Look at how unhappy people were. It was the biggest drug in the world, served on a platter by teen movies and sappy songs, and hammered in with adverts that made you feel rotten for being alone.

He had helped her see the light. He had shown her that there was more to life than this.

Lust and passion and ecstatic orgasms. The primal instincts that drove humans were the only things that mattered, and it was all wrapped up in this tangled web of sordid desire. Only when we delved into the darkest parts of the mind were we free, and he had freed her.

The first moment they had met had been at a club. She had been nervous. Her friends had flocked to the dance floor, leaving her behind. Her time had been growing short, and she had been nervous about returning home, nervous about reverting to the person whom she had tried so hard to leave behind. All she had wanted was to be different, to grow and learn and evolve.

Then he had walked up to her after they had locked eyes. She had looked away almost immediately, as though she’d known that he would challenge her, and scare her, and drill right down into the depths of her being to pull out the truth of her essence, to reveal the hidden layer of things that she had been so afraid to face.

Time had seemed to slow as he stood in front of her, as he’d leaned in, and his musky aftershave had swirled around her mind, intoxicating her, causing havoc with her senses.

“Come with me,” he’d said.

His first words to her had been an order. Something twitched inside her. It was the way he’d spoken and acted, as though he’d been in control of her already, and she had responded to him, following him as he’d led her to the dance floor, to a shadowy part that seemed far away from anyone else. He’d taken her hands and placed them around his neck so she clung to him. His hands had fallen to her hips, resting on her curves.

He was tall and broad, and she could feel the heat emanating from his body. His salt and pepper stubble brushed against her soft skin. She had just turned twenty. It was legal for so many things in Europe, and yet still so young in America. She had no idea how old he was. Maybe late thirties. Probably forties. He had lived a lifetime of hers, had learned so much, exposed so many secrets.

His hands moved. He whispered in her ear, telling her to turn around. She obeyed him. Of course she did. It was natural. She pressed her ass against him. He liked it. She liked that he liked it. His hands twitched against her and rose, resting against her belly for a moment. The rhythm of the music pounded through her, making her blood sizzle. He shifted his hips, controlling her movements, making her sway, too. His hands rose again. Her lips parted. She gasped as she thought he was going to grope her breasts. Nobody had touched her like this before. She was a good girl.

He made her bad.

Her nipples hardened as his fingers swept away. The heat ebbed and flowed, and she found herself disappointed when his hands didn’t touch her like that. She had no idea who he was, only that she wanted him. That was the only thing that mattered.

His hands slipped down again. This time, they ran down to her thighs. His limbs were impossibly long, as though he could reach any part of her with ease if he wanted. Tingles spread across her body as he dug his fingers into her thighs. Her skin burned, and she could feel the twitching sensation between her legs. She doubled over, pressing her ass deeper into him again. Her hair fell across her neck, hiding her face like a veil, but he knew, could sense the desire within her. He pushed himself against her, making her feel him—his hardness, his arousal. God, it was so big.

The heat of the nightclub made sweat dance upon her flesh as his hand ran all the way up her body, along the side of it, lifting her arm and curling around her neck, bringing her head back up. She felt so small in his hands, at the mercy of him. He arched her body back, his breath washing over her neck.

“You want to come with me,” he said.

She wasn’t sure if it was a question or an order, but either way, she nodded.

He released her neck and grabbed her wrist. Not her hand; her wrist. He took her away from the club.

She was in a daze, as though a dream had taken hold of her and she could not escape. The cold air hit her as he took her to a car. She folded in. The rhythm of the engine vibrated through her soul.

Occasionally, his hand drifted across and squeezed her thigh. Every time it happened, she felt a jolt through her soul. She dared not look at him, but their eyes met in the rear-view mirror. Every time this happened, her breath lanced through her.

He had taken her back to his home. A nice place. Clean. Tidy. He got her water. Told her to sit down. Not on the couch. He hadn’t given her permission to sit on the couch. He’d asked her if she had ever been in a Dom/sub relationship before. She’d told him that she hadn’t, that she’d never had a relationship before.

He stopped and looked at her. She didn’t know if she had disappointed him or not. She didn’t want to disappoint him.

“You mean you’re a virgin?” he asked.

She nodded, murmuring something incoherent. She thought he was going to throw her out, that she wasn’t good enough. Men liked girls who knew how to do things. She knew nothing.

He was different.

“Good thing I like training sluts to be exactly how I want them to be. You haven’t had the chance to learn any mistakes yet,” he said, walking up behind her, grabbing a fistful of her hair and yanking it back, forcing her to look up at him.

Blissful pain lingered in her eyes, and she yearned for more. She could feel the sharp-edged sweetness already, instinctively knowing what he was going to teach her.

He said he wanted to teach her, take care of her. He explained that there was so much joy to be found in pain. He asked her some of the things she liked, if she had seen any porn or anything. She didn’t know, although there were things he said that she liked the sound of, things that made her heart flutter. He told her that all she had to do was say no, that he would stop if she wanted. She trusted him, but she didn’t want to say no. For the first time in her life, she wanted to say yes, yes, yes!

He asked her so many questions, so many that it seemed to have gone on all night. Yes, no, maybe, she answered. All he wanted was for her to be honest with him. She said she had come to England to find herself, but it hadn’t happened yet. She told him that she wanted to fall in love. He laughed then and told her that there was more to life than love. She had never understood before, but now she did.

Her knees were aching after being on the floor for so long. She wondered if she should ask him if she could sit on the couch. There was a glass of water sitting on a nearby table. Her throat ached. Should she grab it?

He told her the rules, that she was only to call him Master or Sir, that he wanted to use her body and release all this angry, primal tension that was in his body, that he had seen something in her that set her apart from so many others.

Everything he said sounded magical to her. It was as though he knew of something that was what she had always been waiting for, the kind of thing that she never would have found in her small town where people feared God and never dared step out of line, where they all hid their desires for fear of being ridiculed. Not this man, though. He had come to her and revealed everything. He could have taken her to bed, and seduced her for a night, and stripped away every ounce of innocence she had, but he didn’t. He took the time to educate her, to teach her, to expose her to this new world. He told her all about limits, and she told him things that she would never want to do. He nodded, making a mental note.

He caught her looking at the glass.

“You’re thirsty, aren’t you?” he said.

She nodded. “Yes, Master,” she added, thinking that it would please him.

There was a slant to his smile that suggested she was right.

He licked his lips then walked over to pick up the glass. “Open wide,” he said.

She did as he asked then watched as he poured it over her. It splashed on her tongue and cheeks. The water was cold. It trickled under her breath, sizzling on her burning skin, running down the curve of her voluptuous breasts. She gasped, and her chest heaved, and he poured the rest of it over her.

“Looks like you’re a bit of a mess. Better get that wet thing off,” he said.

She nodded and peeled her top away. She hadn’t been wearing a bra. Her pert breasts were exposed, wet with water, her nipples hard.

Her heart thundered under her supple flesh.

He stood above her. “You’re exactly my type. I like a girl with curves and the mischievous look in your eyes. I bet you were trouble at home.”

“I’ve always been a good girl, Master.”

“Well, I’m about to change that. By the time I’m done with you, I’ll make you the perfect little fuck toy.”

“And what will you do once you’ve taught me?” she asked, fear curling in her mind, afraid that she was going to be used up and tossed aside.

He smirked again. “Then I’ll use you, of course,” he said as though she was foolish for asking. “There’s no point training you if I’m not going to make use of you.” He leaned in and whispered in her ear, “Don’t worry; I’ve done this before. You’re in good hands. Remember, if it ever gets to be too much, just say no. There’s no point in this if we’re not enjoying it.”

She nodded.

She gulped.

He brushed an errant strand of hair away from her face. His touch was fire. Then he shrugged off his jacket. He unbuttoned his shirt. His clothes fell to a puddle on the floor. His belt was next.

“Give me your hands,” he said.

She extended them out, and he wrapped his belt around them, tightening it. The metal clasp was cold against her flesh. The leather bit into her skin. Her wrists were clamped together, her fingers wriggled, but she could not break free.

He stepped out of his pants.

Fuck…

It was long and thick. Veins rippled like rivers. Dark hair was a shadow at the base of him. Now she struggled against the belt, wanting to curl her fingers around him, to feel his heat.

She had never been in the presence of a man like this before. Part of her was angry at herself for never being in this position; part of her was glad because she wouldn’t have wanted her first time to be with any man other than him. He seemed perfect.

He was perfect.

And he wanted her.

He curled a hand around the back of her neck and stepped forward. Her lips parted, and she felt the tip run against her wet lips. Then he was inside her, sliding against her tongue. She gagged and choked on him. When he leaned back, she saw his erection covered in her saliva, drenched in her. It only made her hungrier.

He smeared it across her cheeks. Instinctively, she went to raise her hands, but she could not move them. The torture mixed with the pleasure. She moaned as he clamped both his hands on her head and fucked her mouth, slamming his thick, older cock into her. Her moans were muffled by him, and her eyes rolled into the back of her head. Never before had she been so delirious or felt so glorious. Never had she realized her mouth could be used for something so wonderful. Saliva drizzled down her chin and heat lingered as his hips were a blur, smashing inside her until he came. She loved the tense shuddering of his body and the heat that exploded within her.

Before she swallowed, he forced her mouth open and dipped his thumb in, collecting some hot cum on it, and then wiped it across her cheek, marking her with this most intimate gesture. Her soul quaked inside as she took his mark and vowed that she was going to be his for as long as he wanted, that he could take her and twist her in any way he could, that she was going to submit to him and be his slut and fulfill every dark desire he could think of.

After that, he dragged her to his bedroom and flung her on the bed. He kept her hands bound as he toyed with her pussy and made it his own, causing a twisting maelstrom of desire to swirl and thunder inside. It was as though something inside her was being broken, and it needed to break. This innocence and virtue that she had carried around with her had only prevented her from knowing her true self, and her Master was now showing her what she was capable of.

Slick juice dripped down her thighs, and orgasms thrummed through her, again and again, growing in intensity until she was breathless and speechless, and all the strength had been drained from her body.

Her flesh was marked with his hands. He spanked her, and slapped her, and choked her. Her breasts were raw. She was a toy, a plaything.

Where had he come from? What had made him this way? What other sluts—no, she dared not think of that. He was with her in that moment. Only her. She was the only slut that mattered. She was going to be the best slut. She was going to make him feel as good as he had ever felt before.

He took her and fucked her limp body, holding her down by her throat as he plunged into her, taking her virginity. It was not how she imagined it at all. There was no romance, but what was present was even better. She knew this was true. This was unbridled passion and desire. This was an instinctual need to have her, to take her. She could see the wild feelings in his eyes. He was possessed by some demon that caused him to need her beyond any sense or reason. There was nothing driving him except this raw and heated feeling, and she loved feeling it as it crashed through her again and again, leaving her drained and wrecked.

***

She had moved in with him shortly after that, being his slut all day every day. He had used so many toys on her, so many tools. He had marked her flesh in so many ways. There was no trace of innocence left in her, and she had no desire to go back home at all. She just wanted to stay with him forever.

Now she was on her knees again, this time with a ball gag in her mouth. She was utterly naked otherwise. Cum trickled between her breasts where he had just released his desire upon her. She could feel it sizzling on her flesh.

“I’ve been thinking about something, slut,” he said. “You know it’s a little unfair that I’ve had other sluts while you’ve only had one Master. You’re good, but I think you’re missing out.”

Fear shot through her. Was he going to release her? She didn’t want to be free. Panic filled her eyes.

He knew what she was going through.

“Don’t worry; I’m not getting rid of you. You’re the best slut I’ve ever had. The way you obey me without question, how you take everything I throw at you without hesitation, it’s remarkable really, and I know I’m never going to find anyone as good as you again. But then I start to feel selfish, as well … and there is one fantasy that we haven’t explored yet. But this does still depend on you, of course, because I know how loyal you are. I want you to know that this isn’t going to affect the way I feel about you, and it’s not going to change my judgment of you. It’s also not going to change the fact that you’re mine.” He said those last few words with such an edge to his voice that it made her heart tremble. She always loved hearing him say that.

“I want to watch you be fucked by other guys. I want you to be gang-banged. I want to see you take other cocks like a fucking champion,” he said.

The breath ran through Kira’s lungs.

He took the ball gag out, and drool fell onto her chin. She fell forward, gasping for breath. She must have looked like a pathetic mess.

“What do you think?” he asked.

She looked up at him. Her palms were stretched across the floor. She barely had enough strength to support her.

“Will you be there, Master?” she asked.

“Of course I will. This is all for me, of course. Well, and you, as well. I’m sure there will be some measure of pride in you when you realize just how much you can take. Your appetite is insatiable, Kira, and I’m not sure there’s enough men in the world to satisfy you, but we can try.”

“I’ll try, Master. I want to make you happy. I want to make you proud of me,” she said.

“Good. Then I’ll arrange it. Clean yourself up, by the way,” he said, pointing to her chest.

She dragged her finger up between her breasts then wrapped her lips around it, swallowing down the cum that he had left on her body. She gulped it down eagerly because it was her Master’s, although she wondered now what she had got herself into.

***

Almost a week had passed without this gang bang happening, and it got to the point where Kira wondered if Master had changed his mind. Sometimes, he did that just to tease her. The nights were filled with fucking, and she still had a steady stream of his cum drowning her. She didn’t mind too much because she knew she would be happy with his cock, no matter what. She was his. It was that simple.

Then, one day he told her to go and strip and wait in the lounge. She did as he asked, tossing her clothes aside. She knew by now that he didn’t want her on the couch. That wasn’t her place. Her place was on her knees.

She placed her hands between her thighs and gazed at the door, waiting for it to open. Then she heard muffled voices. There were other men, and she knew that this was going to be the night. She stiffened with nerves and swallowed a lump in her throat. More men came, and she lost count of them. Time passed, and she wondered if they were ever going to enter.

Then the door opened. Master was there, and he let other men in.

As soon as they saw her, they smiled and grinned. Their eyes were hungry, like predators who had just come across their prey.

“She’s fucking gorgeous,” one of them said. “You sure you want to let us at her?”

“Oh yes. And I don’t want you to hold back. I want to see how much she can take. I’ll be watching,” he said, which was as much a promise as it was a warning.

While fear lined her heart, Kira also knew that Master would never let anything happen to her. If any of these men got out of line, then he would kill them. She had no doubt about that.

They came and clustered around her, looking at her as though she was some exhibit. They turned her head around and got her to open her mouth. They groped her breasts and pulled her hands apart, and they all seemed pleased with her.

Through the sea of bodies, she caught her Master watching, and she remembered that she was doing it for him. None of these men were like him, though. None of them would ever be able to capture her soul in the same way he had. But this was who she was now, just a slut who would do her Master’s bidding, no matter what, and she wasn’t going to disappoint him. She was going to take all of them, and then she was going to take him again, as well. She was going to show him that she was the best slut there ever was.

The men began to strip their clothes away. They tossed them all aside, revealing varying figures. Some flesh was covered in tattoos; others were muscular. All of them were hard, though.

They stood in a circle around her, and she looked up. The air was hot with their musk and desire. The more she breathed in, the more aroused she became. Her skin sizzled, and then she started sucking them. She moved from one cock to the next, sliding her lips along hard, hot flesh. She tasted all of them and left them dripping with her saliva. She went back to the first man, but then two men took her arms and spread them wide, holding her in position. She craned her neck but was unable to move, and then she was forced to kneel there while her face was fucked by a man who buried himself so deep in her that she thought she was going to swallow him whole. When he finally backed away, she gasped for breath, but barely had a chance to recover as another cock was inside her.

She was pushed, and pulled, and traded between these men. It all became a blur, and she had no idea where she was or who she was sucking. Her world consisted of cocks, and her mouth blazed with pain and desire and the lust of these men. They were sweaty and rampant, and they laughed with delight at her as they manhandled her, clawing at her flesh, leaving her with raw marks.

Stars danced in her vision as Kira was lifted up and put on all fours, bent down. Someone spanked her ass, and then she felt herself being fucked from behind. Other men groped her tits, and someone else came to her mouth and made her choke on him. Other men were still playing with themselves in this frantic, feverish festival of flesh. They showed no mercy as they drilled her without any sense of affection at all. She was nothing but a fuck doll to them.

It didn’t take long for the first man to cum. The other man in her mouth pulled himself away before he did so and exploded over her face, blinding her for a moment as she felt the hot liquid form a mask and trickle over her lips, and cheeks, and chin.

She couldn’t see as she was pushed to the floor and pinned down, with men holding her arms to her side. She struggled and blinked away the stinging cum, turning her head to see that her Master was watching it all and loving it. He fondled himself and wore a look of pride, and she knew that she had to try harder, to be better.

The men loomed over her, and one of them held her neck as he fucked her, getting so deep inside her that her organs were being all messed up. Other men slapped her and spat on her, and they smeared their cocks over her face as she was being fucked. More cum spurted over her face and breasts as men were unable to control themselves. Her body was on fire.

She was pulled up from the floor and tossed onto the couch, lowered onto a man who was sitting there. He held her close and rammed her while she reached out and played with two men who were standing behind her. There was another man behind the couch who used her mouth, as well. She barely had the energy to moan because she was being fucked until all the breath was driven from her lungs.

The world was a blur, and everything she had done in her life seemed to fade into a dream. She couldn’t remember being the small-town girl with big dreams. It was as though she had been nothing before Master, nothing before she was serving all these cocks.

She was pulled away again, this time lifted through the air. A soaring sensation ran through her mind as she was passed to a man. She clung to him as he held her tight and fucked her while standing, while other men watched. They pulled back her hair so they could see the ecstasy on her face as he drilled into her. She could feel him slamming inside, pounding again and again as her body threatened to break, but she wasn’t going to let it break.

Sweat poured down her body in rivulets, and there was a pulsing, hot rhythm behind her eyes. The man came inside her, and she felt his strength buckle. She was handed to another man who pushed her toward the couch again. She was outlasting them all, taking everything they had and embracing it, making it a part of herself.

The lingering taste of cum was on her lips, and she enjoyed the saltiness every time she licked her lips. Her throat was raw, and somehow, she was thirsty even after all the cum that she had swallowed. Her body was pounding with the aftermath of orgasms. The energy was a steady stream of electricity that crackled within and never seemed to end.

A man wrestled her down and twisted her limbs together as he fucked her. Flesh slammed against flesh, and then another man came into her. Again and again, they switched positions, and she had no idea who was fucking her at all. She just had to lie there and take it like a good little slut because that’s all she was and all she was ever going to be.

She was drilled into the couch cushions. Sweat prickled against her flesh, and it seeped into the couch. Her screams were muffled as a hand clamped around her mouth and another cock fucked her. Her pussy was raw and aching, and she gasped for breath as she felt him cum, and then she looked around for the next one, but there were no more.

She melted off the couch and sank to the floor. The men were sprawled around with their sweaty bodies, breathing heavily as they recovered from the intense blitz of passion.

And then he was standing there. Master.

“You did well,” he said, placing his hand under her chin, tilting her head up so that she could look at him.

Her face was stained with cum, her mouth hung open as she yearned to breathe in air.

“But I haven’t finished with you yet. Come with me,” he said and snapped his fingers, indicating that she should follow him.

She groaned yet obeyed, crawling by his side as they went up the stairs and into his room.

He told her to get on the bed. She did so, enjoying the softness of the sheets. That softness was not going to be present for long, though.

“It was interesting to see you with all those men, but it made it clear to me that there was something missing, something that only I can give you,” he said as he went to his special drawer.

She braced herself for what was to come, and it became clear to her what this had all been about. He wanted to prove to himself that he was better than all the other men, that nobody else could be her Master, that nobody could use her pussy and her mouth like he could. He wanted to degrade her and humiliate her completely. Even after taking all those cocks, she could still take more, as long as it was his. But she had no yearnings to take anyone else ever again. All she wanted was him. All she wanted was Master.

The flogger lashed against her back, the tendrils so sharp that they almost cut her skin open. Pain blazed, and she whimpered. She had been through so much already.

“If you want to stop, just tell me, slut. If you don’t think you can take any more, just say the word, and you can sleep here. Then I’ll know how much you can take,” he said.

But she didn’t want to give up yet. She didn’t want to be weak for him.

“Give me more, Sir,” she said, and he duly obliged.

He slapped the flogger across her back again and again, driving her down onto the bed. She lay there, limp and helpless, as he brought the flogger down. Then he made her suck on it as he spanked her before clamping his hands around her hips and fucking her from behind.

Her eyes went groggy, and she went to that special, happy place that she always went to whenever she was with him. It was a kind of paradise, and she knew she never wanted to leave. She had been tormented with other men because her Master had wanted it, but none of them were as good as him. None of them could fuck her as well as he could.

He got deep inside her, and she came over and over again at the touch of him. He reached the sweetest, most sensitive part of her that none of the other men had been able to reach, and when it was over, her pussy was still throbbing with desire for him.

She rolled over, a melted, oozing mess with pleasure seeping out of every hole. It was over, and she could give her aching jaw a rest … until he sought to use her again.

He told her to have a shower. She staggered to the bathroom and winced as the warm water hit her sensitive skin. As the steam rose, she caught a reflection of herself in the mirror, of this used and wrecked plaything, and she smiled. She had found her place in the world, and she knew she was never going to go back home. She could never be a slut there, she could never be Master’s fuck toy there. Here, she would stay, by his side and in his bed, ready and willing to serve at every opportunity, whenever he wanted, and if he wanted her to fuck other men or women, or whatever, then she would do it because her only role in this life was to please him.

Study in Numbers

Ariana sat in awe of her professor. The man was a verified genius, but more than that, he was utterly captivating. He moved at the head of the lecture hall and had hundreds of students in the palm of his hand. Every word boomed out of his mouth and filled the hall. The strength of his voice made Ariana tremble. She was in the presence of a great orator, and the way he spoke made her feel as though he was speaking directly to her. The rest of the students melted away, and the spotlight was on her.

Ariana’s skin tingled with warmth as she leaned ahead and placed her hand under her chin, gazing at the professor with desire in her eyes. There was something about him that was so manly and so confident.

He wore a plain shirt that was unbuttoned at the collar. The sleeves were rolled halfway up his arm. Unlike most educated men, he was not reedy or academic, nor was his skin pale. He had broad shoulders and a swarthy look about him, as though he had spent days standing under the sun and tilling the soil. It was so refreshing compared to all the other boys she knew.

She had caught other girls speaking about him, wondering if he was married or romantically engaged. His wedding ring finger was bare, although that didn’t always tell the entire story. Those girls giggled and fantasized about being with him, but Ariana knew none of them would have been able to satisfy him like she could have. She was different to all the other girls. She was only twenty-one, but she had grown to be mature a long time ago. Life had been hard, and most people her own age couldn’t understand that. She needed someone mature, someone older. The professor was such a man, and she just wished that she was able to see him outside of a lecture or a seminar.

Ariana brushed away a long strand of thick, black hair. Her skin was the shade of olives, for her parents were of Mediterranean ancestry.

She had traveled to England from America as part of a program to study abroad, although she had no intention of returning home. England had been kinder to her than America had ever been. But there was still something missing, something that she wanted to experience and explore more than she had already.

She felt as though a part of the world was being hidden from her, and she wanted someone to show her what it was all about. Her professor could teach her in so many different ways already, so why not in this area, too?

The lecture went on, and not a minute of it was dull. He brought the lecture to a close with a crescendo of emotion, and then there was silence.

Ariana gasped a little before she gathered her things. Other students rushed out of the hall, while some lingered. Ariana noticed a few other girls giving the professor lingering glances, and envy burned within her. What if they made a move on him and got there before her?

She decided to make her move.

She nimbly stepped down the staircase of the vast hall and came to the lower half of the floor. The professor, named Adam Page, was standing behind his desk, sorting out some papers. He was tall and handsome. His fair hair came to his shoulders, and he had a light dusting of stubble around his square jaw. His eyes were hazel, and as he looked up, Ariana felt the shock of a lightning bolt within her, for it was as though he stared directly into her soul. He smiled, and with that smile, her heart melted.

“Ariana, how are you doing today?” he asked.

Her heart fluttered. She had no idea how he remembered so many names, but the fact that he even knew who she was made her feel special. She was so stunned, in fact, that for a brief moment, she actually forgot how to speak. It was only when he arched his eyebrows inquiringly that she remembered what she was supposed to be doing.

“Yes, thank you, Professor,” she said in a demure voice. Her American accent sounded like a deep drawl compared to his clipped and gentle English accent. Her voice was high while his was low, rumbling like a bubbling torrent of energy that would spew forth from a maelstrom. Her stomach churned in his presence, and she wondered what might happen with him. Was this fantasy actually going to come true, or would this all just be confined in her mind? After all, he was so cultured, and surely he wouldn’t want a simple girl like her.

“What can I help you with?” he asked.

“I just wanted to say that I really enjoyed your lectures, and I’ve learned a lot. I’m going to have to go back to America for a while, but before I left, I just wanted to let you know that you’ve really opened my eyes to new things, and I wanted to say that I appreciate that.” Ariana cringed at the fawning nature of her words, wondering if he had to endure many girls saying things like this to him. Was she merely going to be lost in the shuffle of all the other pretty faces, or was she actually going to make an impression on him?

“I’m glad to hear it. It’s always nice to know that someone is listening.”

“Oh, everyone listens. Everyone loves your lectures,” Ariana said.

The professor smiled and inclined his head.

Not only was he amazing, but he was humble, as well. Ariana wanted to gush over him more. She was filled with the need to try to convince him that he was great, but she managed to stop herself before she embarrassed herself.

After saying her piece, she began to move away, suddenly afraid of declaring anything else. She was acutely aware that other people were moving around behind her, some of them waiting to speak with him, as well.

“You know, Ariana, while you’re here, you should think about coming on the trip. It’s going to be fun, and since you’re heading back to America, this is going to be your last chance. There’s still a space open if you wanted to join us,” Adam said.

Ariana’s heart pitched, and a smile appeared on her face. The trip was something that she had heard about. It was an annual trip with the professor and a select handful of students, where they traveled to the Lake District and stayed in cabins, getting in touch with nature and away from the modern world. Before this, Ariana didn’t have any inclination to go, but how could she refuse when the professor had personally invited her? She might be able to get some time alone with him, and then who knew what would happen?

Her cheeks were flushed with warmth as she returned to her dorm and thought about all that might happen. She couldn’t imagine that he had invited other girls, and even if he had, she was determined to fend them off for his attention. She tingled with excitement and now could not wait until the trip began.

***

Ariana was slightly surprised when she got on to the long coach and found herself surrounded by men. The professor was the eldest, while the others were made up of his PhD students. She smiled briefly at all of them and felt it strange that she was the only girl, but in her mind, that meant she was guaranteed to have some time with the professor, and she wasn’t going to waste the opportunity.

He greeted her with a smile and said that he was glad she had decided to come along. She thought she might have seen a teasing twinkle in his eye, but she wasn’t sure if it was really there or if she was just imagining it. She reclined her chair and watched the blurred English countryside drifting past her, all the lush greens and browns blending with the blue of the sky to create a kaleidoscope of color, occasionally bursting with a vibrant blossom of flowers.

They arrived at the Lake Distract late in the afternoon. The English sky was now grey, coated in a layer of clouds. Lush hills rose, and deep, fertile valleys rolled down toward the huge lakes. The water was still and glassy, and the air was sweet and fresh. Ariana breathed in deeply, and a smile appeared on her face, for she knew that she was in a special place.

She cast her gaze across at the professor and saw that he was breathing in deeply, too. He looked happy here, and she wondered what this place meant for him.

The group marched toward the cabins. Ariana and the professor were given their own rooms, while the other boys shared a longer cabin. There was much teasing and joshing at this, but Ariana ignored it. She only had eyes for the professor.

He told them that there was a bar nearby where they would meet for drinks later, and then he went to his cabin. Ariana was a little disappointed that he had left her so swiftly, but she assumed she would have a chance to speak with him later. Besides, this allowed her to freshen up.

The cabin looked old and rustic on the outside, but the inside featured modern facilities, including a shower.

She slipped off her clothes and stepped into the hot, steaming water. The droplets crashed against her skin and trickled along her curves. She was below average in height, but far above average in curves. Her hourglass figure was shaped to perfection. Her breasts were full and round, her nipples like two sharp points. Her hips were wide, there was no gap between her thighs, and the intimate area between them was covered in soft, downy hair.

The water caressed every part of her. The scent of lavender soared through the cabin as she washed herself, covered in frothy soap.

As she washed herself, she imagined herself sharing a shower with the professor and feeling his hands all over her. She imagined how strong they were and how they would feel pressed against her tender flesh. It was enough to make arousal twitch inside, and she ended up leaning against the glass wall, arching her neck back and allowing the water to fall between her legs. It was hot, but she was hotter, and she knew that she was going to do anything she could to make it with her professor on this trip.

When she got out of the shower, she dried herself in a big, fluffy towel before she rummaged through her clothes and picked out what she was going to wear. She wanted something that showed off her curves and would attract the professor’s attention, but also something that wasn’t completely overt and slutty. She might have wanted to be a slut for him, but she did not want to look like one. In the end, she picked out a vivid scarlet dress that was cut in a low V. The straps rested on her shoulders, and her breasts were rounded and supple, rising and falling with every breath she took. It flowed down to her knees, and after she put it on, she decided that she would be playful and not wear any underwear.

She thought Adam might like that.

Then she put on some high heels. They weren’t astronomically high, but they would add a couple of inches to her height.

When she stepped outside, the chill was bracing. Night had fallen, and dim lights lit the way. The stars were glittering in the sky, as though they were gems that had been stitched into the fabric of the universe. A short way away was the bar, which glowed with a gentle, welcoming amber light. Ariana made her way toward this, and when she arrived, she found that most of the boys were huddled together in one group, playing some kind of drinking game.

She craned her neck and looked for the professor, finding him in a nook at the rear of the bar, surrounded by a shelf of books. He looked up and noticed her presence, and she could see a flicker of desire within him as his gaze fell upon her body. She glowed with warmth and rolled her lower lip into her mouth, loving the fact that she could have this affect on him.

“Evening, Ariana, why don’t you come and join me?” He nudged a seat in her direction.

She slipped into it and was immediately struck by the powerful scent that hung in the air. He called over one of the bar staff and asked Ariana what she would like to drink. She opted for a glass of white wine, and it was brought over quickly.

“Have you settled into your cabin?” he asked.

“I have, thank you. And thank you for inviting me on this trip,” she replied, taking a sip of the wine. It wasn’t long before a hazy feeling rose inside her, and this helped her feel more comfortable.

“Oh, you’re welcome. I thought it was the least I could do, considering you might be leaving us soon. Are you looking forward to heading back home?” Adam asked.

Ariana considered lying to him, though she wasn’t entirely sure why. “Not really,” she confessed with a small laugh.

This took Adam by surprise. He arched an eyebrow and looked at her with curiosity. “Why would that be? If you don’t mind me asking, of course.”

“Of course not,” she said. “To be honest, part of it is because I like it over here so much—everyone is so friendly to me. But the other part is that I was never very happy at home.”

“Whyever not?”

“Well … it’s just that I got bullied at school, so I don’t know many people, and my family don’t seem to be too bothered with me, so it’s not quite what you would call a happy place. I don’t have many happy memories. It’s why I signed up for this program in the first place. I wanted to see if there was anything else out there for me in the world, anything that might be better than what I already had.”

“And I take it you’ve found that?” he asked.

“Yes, well, I mean, I feel more comfortable here and more relaxed. Back at home, I always felt as though I was missing something, or failing at something. Here, I feel as though I can just be myself, and it’s actually pretty relaxing.”

“I can understand that.”

“Is that how you feel about this place?” Ariana asked, taking a risk.

Adam tilted his head and, for a moment, she worried that she had offended him.

“I saw the look on your face when we arrived here. It wasn’t the look of someone who comes here just for a trip. This place means something to you, doesn’t it?”

“I see you’re a very perceptive young woman,” Adam said in his smooth, charming voice that played havoc with her mind.

She leaned forward and played with the ends of her hair, twirling the dark strands around her fingers. Her full lips were slightly parted, and her wide, dark eyes never left him.

“But yes,” he continued, “this place does have a special place in my heart. When I was younger, I was not at all sure of my place in the world. I wanted so many things, and I wasn’t sure I would be able to have any of them. But when I came here, I found myself growing calmer. It had a profound effect on me. I was able to collect myself and reflect on what I thought was important in life.”

“And, what did you decide?”

“That life is about giving back. I used to want to be a writer, but I don’t think I was ever quite good enough to break through as a novelist. However, I had enough insight to be able to teach people, and I thought that would be a good calling. So far, it has worked out well, but I’m not sure I would have been able to make that leap of faith without coming here and taking some time for myself. I think it was very brave and wise of you to remove yourself from your surroundings. Sometimes, we need to be in a new place to be at peace with ourselves,” he said.

“I agree,” Ariana replied.

“And, have you found any romance during your time in England? I know people your age are always looking to fall in love. Aren’t American women always going crazy for English gentlemen?” he asked with a teasing look in his eyes.

Ariana smiled and licked her lips. She took a sip of wine and held the glass below her chin. Her heart hammered inside, and breath rushed out of her mouth, hard and fervent.

“Actually, there hasn’t been anyone who has interested me, at least not someone my age. With the things I’ve been through in life, I just haven’t been able to find someone who understands me properly. Most of the men I know aren’t mature enough,” she said in a low, purring voice. It took all of her self-control to not descend into a wavering wreck of nerves, but there was something about him that made her feel more confident and comfortable. He really did bring out the best in her, and he seemed to respond well to her sentiment.

He leaned in and placed his hands on the table, clasping them together. “Well, now that is of great interest to me. I think you should get another glass of wine, and we can talk more about this. I feel as though we may have a mutual interest.”

Ariana’s heart was in her throat. She couldn’t quite believe this was happening, but she wasn’t about to sabotage herself, either. This dream was not going to end until it reached its conclusion.

***

Ariana gasped as she was pressed up against Adam’s door. She had only just walked in. The moment they were away from the prying eyes of the world, he was upon her, his heavy breath drifting across her mouth, his eager lips crashing against hers, his hands slipping around her waist, her body folding into his grip. All the strength melted out of her body as he took what she had wanted to give him for so long.

His stubble scratched her, but it was a pleasing feeling. She ran her hands around the back of his head and felt his hair falling between her fingers. Soft moans escaped her lips, and her heart raced. Every part of her was alive and vibrant, and she almost felt as though she had not lived at all before this moment.

His lips moved along her neck and down to the hollow of her throat. The air simmered with heat, and it felt as though the passion that was building inside her was going to explode. Her dress was inhibiting, as though it was a prison.

His lips ran over the rising curves of her breasts, and she was filled with electric delight. His strong arms turned her knees weak, and with every breath, she was inflamed with the scent and the heat of him.

He kissed her again, this time deeper and harder, his tongue dancing inside her mouth, hers responding with equal ardor. His hands drifted down her body and took a hold of her waist. Her moans encouraged him, and his hands dropped down even deeper, sliding around her thighs and squeezing. He grunted with delight.

Tension rippled through his body, and as he pressed himself against her, she could feel the hard arousal bulging within him. It made her hungry for him, and she wanted to gorge on him. She would have done anything for him.

His hands traveled under her dress, and then he realized she wasn’t wearing any panties. He grinned, and she murmured with delight, “I thought I’d have a surprise for you.”

Adam chuckled and kissed her once more. He kissed her with such ardor that it was as though he kissed all of her at once. But now he descended down her body, melting to the floor, kneeling before her. He kissed her all the way down, and his hands seemed to encompass her entire body before he pushed away her dress, breathing in her feminine scent. His lips brushed against her burning inner thighs, and she gasped at the sensation. Then he moved into the delta between them, the warm, cloying place where the molten heat inside her dripped out.

Her eyes closed as she leaned back and enjoyed the sensation of his tongue swirling around her. Heat, hope, and desire pulsed through her mind. Vibrant tingles spread and became chaotic within her, as though a storm had risen. The rippling passion scorched her insides, and the delight that he caused within her flowed through her like hot lava. She shuddered and trembled, and it was only because he was pinning her against the wall that she remained upright, else she would have melted to the floor.

Shuddering breaths came hot and heavy. Her head lolled from side to side, almost afraid that she would never be able to hold on to this feeling. It was alive, and it was bestial, and all she wanted was for it to escape.

She groaned loudly as his hand shot up and groped her breasts, clawing at her dress. His mouth was locked against her femininity, and the wild sensations within were just too much for her to bear. It all came swirling and crashing around inside her before it swiftly erupted in this haze of ecstasy.

She panted as Adam rose to his feet, still holding her swaying body. He grinned with pride. His lips glistened with her sweetness. When he kissed her, she could taste herself on him, and this began to turn her on again. He had pleasured her, and now it was her turn to make him feel good.

She murmured sweet delights to him as he led her to the bed. He fell into a sitting position and pulled her onto his lap. She kissed him passionately and loved the feeling of his hands running all over her. His hands ran through her hair, and he kissed her breasts again. Then he slipped the straps of her dress away and watched in wonder as her voluptuous breasts poured out, so radiant and glorious in their sensual beauty. He growled with desire as he played with them, suckling on her sensitive nipples. Yet more pleasure shot through her, and her mouth opened wide.

She pushed him back a little because she wanted to get to him. She fumbled with his buttons and ripped them open, enjoying the sight of his exposed skin, his broad chest, and the bed of hair that drifted down to his flat abdomen.

She fell to the floor and continued undressing him, pulling his pants away. When she did, she gazed in awe at his cock. It was long, hard, and thick. Tight veins rippled around him, and the thatch of hair at the base was neatly trimmed.

Her palm was hot as she curled her fingers around the taut skin and began playing with him, stroking him up and down, enjoying the ease in which she could bring delight to his body.

He reached out one of his long, muscular arms and pulled her forward, wrapping his palm around the back of her head. His grip tightened upon her, but she didn’t mind. She loved being told what to do and how to act, and since he was older, it was only right that he should know what to do with her.

He thrust her face into his groin. Her warm, wet lips slipped around his erection, and she descended, taking every inch of him inside her. Ariana’s tongue swirled around him, creating a whirlpool in the depths of his soul. The cabin was filled with his hot, terse grunts. He was a man. He was an animal. He was all hers.

The musky taste of his sex poured into her mouth, and she breathed it in whenever she inhaled. Her hands ran over his thighs and abs because she couldn’t get enough of the taste of him.

When she looked up through her hooded eyes, she saw the exquisite delight dancing upon his face. She felt so honored that she could cause these intense sensations within him.

Then, suddenly, he pulled her head away. Her mouth was still gaping open, and a layer of saliva was left drizzled upon his erection. She gulped in deep breaths.

“Would you do anything for me, Ariana?” he asked.

Ariana nodded.

“Would you let me mix pain and pleasure within your body?”

Ariana nodded again.

“Would you let me take you to your limits and beyond?”

Ariana nodded again. She had no idea what he had in store for her, but she was willing to trust him with just about anything.

He grabbed a fistful of her hair. Pain shot through her body, but it mingled with pleasure. She gasped, and then she smiled.

He pulled her to the bed and flung her on top of it. The bed creaked as she landed atop the soft sheets. Her limbs and hair were splayed over the bed, and before she could right herself, Adam was upon her. His hands pinned her down, his strength overwhelming her, and his hot, throbbing cock pressed against her. His kisses were manic as he started to manhandle her, digging his fingers into her breasts and leaving bite marks. She writhed in a tumultuous, ecstatic whirlwind.

Hair fell across her face, and she struggled for breath as his fingers slid all over her body, mastering all the sweet spots, some of which had never been discovered before. Pinpricks of heat blazed over her, and she felt as though she was lost in an inferno.

He cupped her head in his hands and kissed her, leaving her breathless, while he also toyed with her body, teasing her with his fingers. She felt wetness pulsing down her thighs, draining her of so much and giving back too much in return.

He towered above her, like a colossus that blocked out the sun. He grabbed her neck in one hand, choking her. The struggle for breath only heightened the sensations that coursed through her body. He pulled her across the bed and positioned her so that half her body was hanging off the side. Her hair was draped down, and her head was filled with a dizzying sensation. His hand was still clamped around her throat as he came on top of her and smirked.

His older, powerful body was atop hers, and she knew there was nothing left for him to do but fuck her. She begged him with her eyes and with her moans, and then she felt him pressing against her. There was a blitz of pain, and then nothing but pleasure.

Sheer hedonistic delight filled her as he began to thrust. It radiated through her. His muscles tensed as he kept a hold of her throat, and a frenzied desire flashed through his eyes. It was almost enough to frighten her, but it also transfixed her. She could feel the passion in every part of his body, and she loved knowing that she could drive him to these lengths.

He slammed into her, drilling her deep, and her body was careening from side to side. She gasped and screamed, most of which were muffled and choked out of her. Blood rushed to her head as he used her like some kind of ragdoll. She was completely at his mercy, and there was nowhere else she wanted to be.

Then, suddenly, he grabbed her head and pulled her up, cradling her head in his hands. He shoved his erection into her mouth again and, this time, he fucked her mouth. All she could do was sit there and take it.

There were deep red marks left around her neck, and now her lips were being stretched by his monstrous erection. He had a tight grip on her. Soon enough, she felt the hot eruption that burst out from the depths of him. It came in a hot torrent that gushed along her tongue and trickled down her throat. She swallowed it all down. Although, when he took his cock away, some of it dribbled down her chin.

She gasped in breaths and fell back to the bed, utterly overwhelmed. It had never been like that before. Nothing had ever been like that.

“I think you’ll do nicely.” When Adam spoke now, he had a hard edge to his voice. “There is another reason I wanted you on this trip. You know I’m not a selfish man. I try to share when I can, and I like to reward all my students for their hard work. You’re the lucky girl who has been chosen as a prize for this year.”

“A prize?” Ariana whispered.

Adam nodded with a sly smile. “You did say you would do anything for me after all. Are you going to break your promise now?”

***

Ariana’s legs were shaking as Adam took her to the long cabin where the other students were staying. She was naked, and the cold bit her body. Adam supported her as she walked along.

Nerves filled her heart. That sex had just been the best of her life, but it wasn’t over. It was only just beginning. Adam had turned her insides out, but now he had something else planned.

He opened the door to the cabin, and the men inside all looked up.

“I have something for you,” he said, nudging Ariana in the back, forcing her to step forward.

They all gazed at her in her exposed beauty.

Adam had had her first, and his marks were left upon her, but now he was bestowing her upon them, as though she was a gift. Perhaps that was only right.

Her gaze flicked around, intimidated by all these men, but in the end, she was able to swallow her nerves. As long as Adam was there, she was going to be strong.

“Get undressed and show her what you have waiting for her,” Adam said in a stern voice.

All of a sudden, Ariana knew what this trip had really been about.

She watched as the men stripped off their clothes. Their bodies were all different shapes and sizes. The only thing they had in common was that they were all hard. None of them were as glorious as Adam, but there was some beauty to be found in each of them, and because Adam wanted this for her, she wanted it, as well.

The men began to play with themselves, growing harder with each passing moment. It was clear that they all desired her. Before, she had only believed she needed to be desired by Adam, but now that she was among these men, she started to feel the excitement of arousal again.

Adam nudged her and sat down. She was pushed into the sea of these men and, suddenly, there were so many hands touching her and groping her. There was no shyness or delay at all. Fingers slid over the skin that Adam had touched. She had thought she would be his precious jewel, but even though they were not his hands, she knew they were only touching her at his request, so it was as though he was touching her through the hands of his other students.

Their lips brushed against her neck, and their fingers slid against her breasts. Sharp desire ran through her and her entire body trembled, for there was not a part of her that was left untouched by these men. They devoured her and engulfed her in their hot flesh. Tongues lashed out, and she found herself being pleasured, but she had no idea by whom. They were a formless mass, and all the faces blurred into each other. So, in a way, they all became Adam.

Sweat prickled and flowed along her skin as the fire took hold of her.

When she looked up, she saw other men playing with themselves. A row of erections stood before her, and she became hungry for them all. She leaned up, and while other men continued to play with her, she opened her mouth and enjoyed the feeling of other erections between her lips. She licked and sucked and moved so swiftly between them that they all became a blur. The flesh melted together in her mouth, and saliva dripped down over her chin.

The air was filled with a cacophony of grunts, and through the forest of these men, she could see Adam watching her intently, studying every moment. This made her want to perform well for him.

She suddenly threw herself into it, reaching up to pleasure the erections with her hands as well as her mouth. Her breaths were heaving and frantic. The men twisted her head around from side to side, each one of them wanting to get a part of her, needing more and more, but there was only so much to go around.

She became groggy as the air became thick and hot with the lust of these men, and then she was suddenly being fucked. She wasn’t sure when it had happened, but now there was a man pounding into her wet, aching pussy. Her entire body rocked, and then he was pulled away, and another man took his place. She lost herself in the fervor but kept herself oriented by gazing at Adam. This was all for him. All for him.

Suddenly, her mouth was filled with warmth, and then her face was blasted with hot liquid. It stung her cheeks and trickled down her neck. The jets blinded her and swam in her mouth as the men came over her before pushing her to a bed. They turned her around and put her on her knees. The ones that were still hard came up behind her and grabbed her ass.

They degraded her, and spanked her, and fucked her hard. Cum dripped down her lips, mingling with sweat. Somehow, in all of this, she had felt freed, and her soul soared. Adam had unlocked something inside her, and she was so grateful to him for bringing her on this trip and for giving her to these men.

They rammed her over and over again, and filled her with cum. She could feel it slipping between her thighs and dripping out of her, as though she was nothing but some dirty little rag they were all using. But through it all, there was Adam. He was sitting there, watching her, admiring her, and she knew that it was his bed she would be returning to.

She just hoped that she had been good for him. She hoped that he was pleased. If she had to fuck a hundred other guys to make him happy, then she would do it, because she knew that she was his and this was a powerplay as much as anything. He was showing her that he could do what he wanted with her.

No other man.

Her vision blurred as she was fucked into oblivion. There didn’t seem to be an end to them, but as she lost herself to the delirious haze, she thought of Adam, only of Adam, her professor, who had taught her so much more than she had ever imagined.

Trio in Sweden

It was late at night in Gothenburg. Melissa was sitting in her small room at a desk, staring at the blank paper. Her raven black hair fell across her face like a veil, and her brow was furrowed, annoyed at herself for being unable to create a story that would shake the world and grab everyone’s attention.


She rubbed her temples and began to write something just for the sake of writing anything, hoping that the mere act of writing would be able to jolt some inspiration within her mind. However, she swiftly scribbled it out. Her slender fingers pinched the pen and rolled it around between her thumb and forefinger, while outside the stars glittered.

Her trip to Europe was supposed to have opened her mind to the wonders of the world and given her a new perspective on things. Before this, her writing had been inhibited and fake, and she felt a fraud. She had only ever been writing from her imagination rather than her real life, because frankly, her real life was devoid of drama.

She had always been taught that, in writing, the author needed to take risks, but how could she take risks in writing when she had always played it safe in the real world? So, she had left her safe home and traveled across Europe, hoping that, by living life, she would be able to conjure some form of greatness from within and show the world that she had something to contribute. She wanted to be like the people she wrote about—brave and courageous adventurers who never declined a new experience, who always threw themselves into life with wild abandon.

It was the kind of person she had always hoped to be like, and yet she had never been quite able to forge this personality trait. Melissa had always been the bookish girl, the one who was used to observing everything. Even at high school and college, she had been the same. At the parties, she had been the one to stand in the background, watching everyone else have fun, and make out, and lose themselves in a flurry of romance.

Heat rose on the nape of her neck. She pressed her hand against it, massaging herself as she remembered how awkward she used to feel when she saw couples slip away to a hidden room, enjoying the intimacy that existed within the shadows.

And then the shame that came when she had forced herself to be brash and brave, and surrender her instincts to lose her virginity, which had not been a good experience at all. In fact, she had wondered what all the fuss was about. It had been over within a few moments. There was a flurry of motion, hot breaths blasting against her flesh, and then a shudder and a groan, and that was it. Never had there been anything more underwhelming.

Yet, she knew there were greater things out there. She just wasn’t sure if she would ever be lucky enough to find them.

In the back of her mind, she had hoped that this journey to Europe would have turned up something magical, that somewhere she would have fallen under the romantic spell of a handsome foreign devil, one who would teach her the ways of love and lust then send her back to America a different woman, but it seemed as though she was going to return the same as when she had left, and she began to wonder if there had been any point in leaving at all.

Of course, that wasn’t true as she had enjoyed her trip through Northern Europe. She had seen many beautiful cities and had accrued many experiences that she could use in future stories, if she ever managed to think of a story to tell. There had been good friends made along the way, as well. Bjorn and Anna, the couple she was lodging with, were two such people. They had generously opened their home to her and had made her feel welcome. The friendliness she had encountered was something that she would never forget, but it was all so bleak how it was so fleeting, and she wished that somehow she could ensure it lasted.

Some time passed and the night began to get dark. Melissa struggled to pull something out of her mind, but nothing presented itself. She was beginning to get frustrated and almost started to pull her hair out when she heard something. It sounded like a scream.

Her ears pricked up, and she strained them, wondering if she was so tired that she was beginning to hear things out of nowhere, or if someone was in danger. For a few moments, silence reigned, and it was as though she was the only person in the world, when suddenly the stillness of the night was shattered again by a scream.

Melissa’s heart quaked. The smart thing to do would have been to just stay in her bedroom and shut out the outside world. The scream came from inside the house, so surely it would only cause more danger for her. No, it was easier to shut it away and leave Bjorn and Anna to do whatever it was they were doing … Except, how could she look at herself in the mirror if she refused to heed the sounds of a scream? Wouldn’t she want someone to come and help her if she was in the same position?

It was difficult to think of Bjorn and Anna as being violent toward one another. They had seemed so gentle with each other, and so in love. As she had sat down at the dinner table with them, the affection they held for each other was evident in the way they looked at each other, but was that all a lie? Were they just wearing masks? There were always secrets in the world, and as a writer, it was her job to find the truth.

She rose from the desk. Her footsteps were tentative. Her hands trembled. She opened her door quietly. It creaked a little, and she hoped that the sound wasn’t heard. The last thing she wanted was to be caught in whatever this storm of violence was.

Oh crap, she thought, the number for the police probably wasn’t 911 here, and she wasn’t sure what it was. If anything was amiss, then she would just have to run outside and scream like a maniac until she got someone’s attention.

The floorboards moaned under her weight as she walked along the long corridor toward Bjorn and Anna’s room. They were a young couple who had not had any children. Although, in truth, Melissa did not know if children were a part of their plan.

As she grew closer, she heard something other than screaming. It sounded as though flesh was slapping flesh, and she worried that he was beating her. Melissa thought back and tried to remember if she had seen any signs of domestic violence, but she didn’t think she had. Still, sometimes these things were hidden.

Melissa crept toward the door, already planning to run downstairs and grab a knife from the kitchen if Bjorn made any threatening move toward her. Her throat was dry as she curled her fingers around the door handle and pulled it ajar. It swung smoothly, and she peeked through the crack that she had created.

Then her eyes widened.

Bjorn was hitting Anna indeed, but it didn’t seem as though it was an unwelcome thing. Now that Melissa was close enough she could also hear Anna’s murmured moans that rippled out of her constantly. Anna’s golden hair just about masked her flushed face. Her mouth was open, forming an O, while Bjorn was behind her, fucking her and spanking her with all his might. His gorgeous, masculine body was on full display, the muscles toned, and tense, and glistening with aroused sweat. His thick Scandinavian beard made him look rugged and godly, and Melissa felt a twitch deep within her. His arms were so powerful, and the sharp slaps cracked through the air like a whip, and Anna loved it all. Beyond the hazy pain in her eyes and the tension in her mouth, there was a happiness, as well; a serenity that seemed beautiful, and blissful, and quite at odds with the passionate scene on display.

Melissa knew she should retreat, that she had stumbled onto something she shouldn’t have intruded upon. She should go back to her room, and shut the door, and pretend that she hadn’t seen anything, but something else gripped her mind.

Her feet were rooted to the floor, her eyes transfixed on this married couple lost in the throes of love, and some primal instinct within her wanted to keep watching, wanting to experience something like this for herself. She was peeking through the forbidden door and seeing exactly what sex should be like.

This was not like her first time at all. That boy had been all flailing limbs and uncontrolled lust, not caring about her pleasure at all. She had just been there, laying still and waiting for it to be over. Bjorn was a man, though, and he was taking whatever he wanted from his wife. He was manhandling her and dominating her, and it was clear that he knew exactly what he was doing. Perhaps that was what had been missing from Melissa’s life—someone to show her how to make love.

She played with the ends of her hair as heat simmered beneath her flesh. Her lips parted, and she could feel warmth beginning to prickle between her thighs at the sight of Bjorn fucking Anna from behind. The Swedish woman’s moans were sharp and pounding, and they echoed within Melissa’s mind, almost making her feel as though she was a part of it, too.

Then Bjorn flipped Anna around. Anna’s hair fell across her face. It took her a moment to sweep it away. Her arms splayed out beside her, and Bjorn came over her, towering like a giant. He slammed into her, every muscle focused on her, every ounce of his lust taut and rampant. He had positioned Anna so that she was hanging halfway off the bed, her hair falling down from her scalp like a cascading waterfall. Her huge breasts looked soft and round, and Melissa found herself staring at Anna as much as she was staring at Bjorn, but then something terrible happened.

Anna’s new position meant that she was facing the doorway, and she saw Melissa standing there. Their eyes met, and all the tingling arousal that had blazed within Melissa’s body cooled as icy fear flowed within her. In that moment, she was sure that she would be confronted and told to leave for being such a perverted voyeur, and shamed for intruding on what should have been an intimate moment between the married couple.

As soon as it happened, Melissa spun away, a knot of unease twisting in the pit of her stomach as she retreated to her room, slamming the door behind her. She flung herself onto the bed and wrapped the sheets around her tightly, trembling and turning her back to the door, as though that would prevent anyone from coming in. She expected them to burst through and lambast her for being such a dirty girl, flinging her out onto the streets of Gothenburg at night. Melissa was filled with fear of having to find her way in a strange city. What if she never made it home again?

***

Neither Bjorn nor Anna came into Melissa’s room that night. Melissa had barely gotten any sleep because she was convinced that they were going to come in and tell her off, but nothing happened.

When morning arrived, Melissa was determined to gather her things and disappear to save herself the embarrassment of having to face them, but when she went downstairs, she found Anna sitting at the breakfast table. Anna was fresh-faced and happy, wearing a red dress that hung on her body perfectly, accentuating every curve. Melissa felt her gaze lingering upon Anna. It was impossible to look at her now and not see the image of her being fucked hard, of all her glorious nakedness on display. The heat that rippled within Melissa’s body was uncomfortable, and she began to wish that she had never seen anything at all.

“Morning, Melissa. I thought you were never going to wake up. Here, have some breakfast,” Anna said cheerily, pouring some cereal into a bowl.

Melissa wasn’t particularly hungry, but she didn’t want to be rude. She looked at Melissa warily and took a seat at the dinner table.

“How did the writing go last night?” Anna continued.

Perhaps Melissa had been wrong. Maybe she had imagined that Anna had seen her. After all, Anna had been preoccupied with other things at the time. Perhaps her vision had been hazy. Perhaps everything had been unreal to her.

“It wasn’t so great,” Melissa said, her voice catching on emotion a little as she spoke. She pushed some dark locks of hair away from her face and looked down at her bowl, still uneasy around her Swedish host. “I’m just finding it difficult to get that one idea that I can use as a springboard. I keep starting things, but it never feels quite right, and I only end up crossing it out again. I know that it’s in me somewhere; I just have to find it. I really thought that coming to Europe would give me the inspiration I needed, but I guess not,” she lamented.

“Maybe you should spend more time writing than peeking into people’s bedrooms,” Anna said.

Melissa froze. Her hand hovered above the bowl, and she almost dropped the spoon. This was it, she thought, the moment when she was exposed. The icy fear that had been present in her body since last night suddenly melted and became a twisting storm within her body.

She groaned inwardly and lifted her gaze, looking toward Anna with pleading eyes. “I’m sorry, Anna. I never meant to intrude or anything like that, and I’m not the person you think I am. It’s just that it was late at night, and I heard a noise. I thought it was you screaming. I … I was worried that something bad had happened, and I didn’t want to just sit there in my room if you were being hurt, so I went to see what was happening, and then I saw you there, and then I … I …”

“You watched us making love,” Anna said calmly. It was impossible to discern the meaning in her eyes. If she was angry, then she was showing good control of her emotions.

“I’m really sorry, Anna. I was just so shocked. I’d never seen anything like it before, and I just … I know I stayed for too long, and I shouldn’t have. Please don’t kick me out. Look, I’ll make plans to leave. I know it’s going to be awkward around here, so I’ll be gone by the end of the day. Just give me a little time. I don’t want to be thrown on the streets of Gothenburg. I’ll bring forward my flight back to the States or something. Just let me have a little time.”

A smile tugged at Anna’s lips as she tilted her head. “Don’t be so silly, Melissa. I don’t want you to leave. I liked seeing you last night. In fact, I was a little dismayed that you didn’t come into the room.”

Melissa had to do a double-take, as she had not been expecting to hear that at all. Her throat tightened, wondering if this was a trap.

“You were?” she asked, the words dropping from her mouth like stones.

“Of course. You are a beautiful young woman; why would we not want to enjoy you?”

“Because you’re married …” Melissa said, feeling as though she was stating the obvious. This had to be a joke, right?

Anna didn’t seem like she was joking, though she did let out a soft chuckle. “I thought you would have understood by now that Europe has some … different sensibilities to America. We’re far more relaxed in certain areas, and I happen to think that is a good thing. Yes, Bjorn and I are married, but one of the important lessons about marriage is that you need to keep it fresh and exciting. As much as we love each other having sex only with each other for the rest of our lives”—she turned her head to the side and sighed heavily—“we both need variety and new experiences. We would be open to something new, if you were open, too. You seemed to be intrigued last night.”

Melissa cringed inside and shifted uncomfortably in her seat. She had never spoken so openly about sex before, yet she realized a part of her wanted to.

“It was just that I’ve never … I’ve never seen anything like it,” she said.

“Have you never experienced anything like it, either?” Anna asked.

Melissa flushed with embarrassment. “I’ve only ever been with one guy, one time, and it wasn’t very good.”

“What happened?”

“Well, it was at college, and I was getting tired of everyone talking about their sex lives. I used to smile along, and there were times when I even lied about having sex because it seemed so normal to them, but to me, it was this foreign world that I had no idea about. I was tired of not being able to contribute, and I didn’t know how I was going to live with the shame of being the only girl in America who made it through college while still being a virgin. It got to a point where I just wanted to lose it. I didn’t really care who with or where, I just wanted it to happen. Anyway, there was this guy in my class who I thought liked me, so one night I suggested we watch a movie, and I just let things happen, and I thought finally this was the night when I would become a woman and when everything was going to make sense to me … except it didn’t.”

“Why not?”

“He wasn’t very good. Or maybe it was me who wasn’t good. I don’t know, but we got into bed, and then it hurt a little bit, but it didn’t last very long. We barely even kissed. He just left after that, and we didn’t actually speak again. We didn’t speak about it. It was almost as though it had never happened at all and, well, I guess, technically speaking, I’m not a virgin, but it sure still feels that way sometimes.” The words felt awkward in her throat, but there was something about Anna that made Melissa feel comfortable about sharing these deep and profound feelings. She supposed that, once you had seen someone being fucked while hanging halfway off the bed, it was a little easier to be open with them.

Anna closed her eyes and nodded. “I’m sorry you had to go through that experience. Sex is like a dance; it’s only as good as the person you’re doing it with, and it sounds like he was not the right partner for you.” She rose from her seat and walked around the table, making her way to where Melissa was sitting. “Men do have so many good qualities. They are strong, and determined, and so passionate, but in some ways, they are lacking. They do not always appreciate the subtleties of a woman’s body.” Anna’s voice turned into a murmur. She stood behind Melissa and began playing with the American’s hair.

Melissa’s breath caught in her throat as Anna leaned down so that her lips were barely an inch away from Melissa’s neck. When she spoke, her breath rippled against Melissa’s skin, making her tingle.

“I can teach you how to feel good, Melissa,” she said. “Why don’t you come upstairs with me, and we’ll see if we can’t do something about your lack of experience.” Her hand slid along Melissa’s shoulder as Anna twisted away.

Melissa turned her head, watching the swaying hips as Anna moved from the room to go upstairs. Melissa wasn’t entirely sure what possessed her, but she found herself rising from the table and following Anna, entranced and enchanted.

***

“Sit down,” Anna said as Melissa entered the room, pointing toward the bed.

Melissa obeyed, perching on the edge of the bed. She clutched the sheets tightly as nerves rippled through her body.

Anna walked toward her, playing with her hair again, caressing her cheek, and generally appreciating her body. “It’s funny. When you arrived, Bjorn and I were talking about you,” she said.

“You were?” Melissa asked, a lump forming in her throat.

Anna nodded. “You are our type. We’ve been aching to enjoy the company of a beautiful girl like yourself.” She sank onto the bed beside Melissa. The bed creaked a little under the weight.

The air was light with Anna’s perfume. Her eyes were sapphires. Her lips were full and smiling. She placed a hand on Melissa’s arm and began moving it back and forth, gently lowering it to rest on Melissa’s thigh.

“So, you have never been with a woman before?”

Melissa shook her head.

Anna smiled, seeming to find some great joy in this fact. She raised her hand and rested it against Melissa’s cheek, gently pulling Melissa toward her. It seemed wrong to be this close to a woman, and yet, at the same time, it felt entirely natural, as well. Anna was a beautiful woman, and it was impossible to deny the attraction, and Melissa finally wondered if she was having the type of adventure that she had craved before.

Then their lips met and this wondrous, serene pleasure spiraled within Melissa’s mind and surged through her body. Anna’s lips were so soft and tender, and she tasted as sweet as the juiciest fruit. Their tongues danced, and Melissa lost herself to the pleasure that sang through her body. It was as though she had never been alive before this, as though something within her had been awakened. This feeling only grew more intense as Anna’s hand dropped down, running along Melissa’s breasts, down toward the blistering heat that surged within.

Melissa broke away from the kiss, having to gasp sharply as pleasure spiked within her. Anna smiled as her hand rested on Melissa’s crotch, gently trembling, making the thoughts in Melissa’s mind grow hazy and unreal. The air seemed to blaze with heat. Sweat prickled on Melissa’s skin, and she knew there was no turning back now, not that she wanted to turn back.

She kissed Anna again, this time with more passion and more certainty, this time embracing the inferno that threatened to consume her.

“We are wearing too many clothes,” Anna said with a teasing smile as she began to peel away Melissa’s garments. One by one, they slipped away and were thrown into a puddle on the floor as her nakedness was exposed. Anna murmured with delight at Melissa’s slender frame, at the curves of her hips and the dark, soft hair that was already damp between her legs.

She kissed Melissa again as she took Melissa’s hands and placed them on her breasts. Melissa groaned at the feeling of the generous curves, impressed and amazed at the size, and pertness, and sheer glory of them.

Anna guided Melissa’s hands to undress her, as well. Soon enough, Melissa was looking at this perfect Swedish beauty who exuded glamor, and allure, and temptation. Her body was flawless, and Melissa felt the heat burning ever brighter.

They remained sitting, kissing gently as Anna’s hand drifted along Melissa’s thighs, making tingles tremor through her. Then there was another sharp gasp as Anna’s hand found her pussy. Her fingers toyed with the downy hair and the dampness, making the pleasure twist and writhe within Melissa, as though some serpent was dancing within. She started to gently pat Melissa with the entirety of her palm, and then slipped a slender finger inside.

Melissa felt her insides fold away as the pleasure burned through her. Her mouth opened wider, and the moans deepened, for she had never been touched in this way before.

Anna kissed her neck and breasts as she pleasured Melissa, before pulling her hand over and placing it against her own pussy.

Anna’s hand rested over Melissa’s as she guided Melissa, teaching her what to do. Melissa was lost in the haze and mostly acted out of instinct, following Anna’s lead. While Anna’s fingers danced within her, she let her fingers danced in Anna, feeling the heat and the warmth. The two women were lost in this haze, their soft skin pressing against each other, the kisses long and deep, and Melissa was beginning to realize what it was she had been missing out on all these years.

Her eyelids fluttered shut as she became overwhelmed with this deep and lusting pleasure. Waves and waves formed a crescendo that surged through her in a heavy torrent. Her heart thrummed, and the world seemed to tumble around her, as though she had lost all sense of orientation. She could feel the rising tension getting hotter and hotter until it quaked and pulsed then suddenly burned through her.

A silent gasp choked in her throat, and she tumbled back, except she wasn’t exactly tumbling back … she was being forced onto her back. Anna’s hand curled around her throat and pushed her down. Pain began to blur with pleasure, and there was a moment of panic as Melissa wondered what exactly was happening.

“Yes, you’re mine, you little slut. I’m going to teach you, and use you, and take everything from you,” Anna said.

The words were harsh and seemed at odds with all the sweet things that she had said previously, but it was impossible to deny this added edge to proceedings. Melissa wasn’t sure how she felt about it at first, but then a hard kiss was pressed against her lips, and Anna was sliding up her body. Melissa lost herself in it all, in all the heat, and the fury, and the anticipation of what was going to come next.

With Anna, anything was possible.

Melissa was flat on the bed now, and Anna was moving up, looming above her. The shadow of her body fell upon Anna, and the air became hotter, burning with the sense of arousal as Anna straddled Melissa’s face. Suddenly, she was suffocated, having to breathe through her nose.

She looked up at Anna’s perfect body, and Anna threw her head back, laughing. She played with her own breasts while Melissa’s hands wrapped around Anna’s thighs. Anna rolled her hips and moaned with delight as Melissa thrust out her tongue and swirled it around, being forced to gorge herself on Anna’s hot, orgasmic juice. It kept flowing as though there was no end, and Anna continued to pin Melissa onto the bed for as long as she wanted. Long moans turned to screams as Anna got everything she wanted from Melissa, taking all the pleasure before moving away.

Melissa breathed deeply, catching her breath for a moment, licking the remnants of liquid from her lips. The heated sweetness lingered against her tongue while Anna moved away from the bed.

Melissa’s body tingled and thrummed with this intense delight, but she wasn’t quite sure how she was going to handle it. Then Anna came back, holding something in her hand. It looked like a silver egg. Melissa was about to ask what it was, but before she had the chance, she was doubled over as her body was seized by frantic passion again.

Vibrations trembled against her most intimate, sensitive area, and all the nerves were suddenly alive with a frenzy.

Anna placed a hand across Melissa’ throat, holding her in place, not that Melissa could have moved, anyway. She felt as though she was melting, and all the strength was oozing out of her.

Anna groped her breasts and spanked her, leaving marks over her body. All the while, the vibrator continued to buzz and flood her body with these wild and chaotic sensations. Melissa was left breathless, and now she knew what sex and orgasmic ecstasy could be like.

However, in reality, she had only just begun to learn.

***

Melissa and Anna had spent the day in bed making out and making love. Melissa was drained and breathless, and she wasn’t sure how much more she could take, but she was certainly grateful for the education that she had received at the hands of this Swedish goddess.

Anna was telling her about all these different kinds of toys to use, and Melissa was amazed at how much variety there could be when it came to sex, and it was incredible how she had managed to remain so sheltered for all her life.

Then she heard the door close downstairs and froze. Although Anna had told her that she and Bjorn had an understanding, Melissa was still worried about how he might react when he saw her in bed with his wife. Anna merely laughed and said that she had nothing to be concerned about. She told Melissa to stay there while she walked to the doorway, still wearing no clothes.

“Bjorn! Come up here. I have a gift for you,” Anna said.

Melissa felt nerves running up inside her again as Bjorn’s heavy footsteps thundered through the house. He emerged in the doorway, impossibly tall, his tight top highlighting his thick biceps. He looked at Anna first, and then his gaze moved to the bed.

Melissa offered a weak smile.

Bjorn arched an eyebrow.

“I see you’ve been having fun without me,” Bjorn said.

“Well, more like I’ve been warming her up for you. And she’s warmed up a lot,” Anna said, giggling. She walked to her husband and gave him a long kiss. He wrapped his arm around her waist, and Melissa wondered what she was supposed to do.

“Come here,” Bjorn said, his voice deep and commanding, and there was something in Melissa’s mind that told her that she had to obey, no matter what.

She rose from the bed and joined Anna as they stood in front of Bjorn. He towered above them, and the air crackled with intense heat.

“Get on your knees,” he said then added, “both of you.”

Anna and Melissa did as he asked.

Anna reached up and gave Melissa an encouraging look, inviting her to join in. They both reached for his belt and began to unclasp it, all the while seeing the bulge swell underneath his jeans. Melissa’s hands trembled as she and Anna worked to unleash his manhood. He pulled off his top, and Melissa gulped at the sight of his bulging muscles. She thought back to the hard spanks and the deep fucking that Anna had received the previous night, wondering if the same was in store for her.

Anna pulled his underwear away, and Melissa gaped at the erection in front of her. She had no idea they could get that big. She trembled at the sight of him, and fear mixed with anticipation.

Anna took her hand and placed it against the hard flesh. Melissa felt the rippling veins and the smooth tip. It filled her with this sense of unease, and anticipation, and a need to give herself to this man, to fuck how she was supposed to be fucked.

It was Anna, though, who first took him in her mouth, showing Melissa how to pleasure him. Anna drew her head back seductively then brought Melissa forward, eager to get her to pleasure her husband.

Anna stood up, and the married couple looked down as Melissa took Bjorn into her mouth, stretching her jaws and enjoying the feeling of heat pressing against her eager, swirling tongue. She gagged on him and gorged on him as Anna took a fistful of her hair and started to move Melissa’s head back and forth, slamming her against Bjorn’s cock, making sure that the American girl’s face was well and truly fucked.

Then Anna turned away and disappeared for a moment. This was when Melissa thought Bjorn was going to fuck her.

Bjorn lifted her to her feet and kissed her. His beard was scratchy and rough. He was so different to Anna. He led her to the bed then looked back to check on his wife. Melissa looked, as well, only to see that Anna was coming back with handcuffs and a strap-on around her waist. Melissa’s eyes bulged as Bjorn took her hands and put them behind her back, cuffing them together. Then he forced her onto his knees.

Anna climbed behind her, and the married couple began fucking her at the same time. Bjorn plunged his cock into her willing mouth, while Anna grabbed onto her hair and fucked her from behind with the strap-on.

Melissa’s eyes watered with overwhelming desire. Her body prickled and pulsed with all kinds of vivid and vibrant sensations, while her mind cracked as all this desire poured through her. Anna shrieked and seemed to enjoy double-teaming Melissa, thrusting deep and hard.

Melissa choked on Bjorn’s cock, taking him so deep that he kept hitting the back of her throat. She groaned, and whimpered, and took everything that they could give her because she was at the mercy of this kinky married couple, and she knew she was blessed in being given this education in sex.

The air around Bjorn was musky and heated. His strong hand clasped the back of her head, and she looked up at him with wide eyes while his wife fucked her with wild abandon, and then it seemed as though Bjorn wanted to have his share, as well.

He pulled her away.

Anna cackled with laughter, running toward her husband and kissing him deeply. She looked at Melissa with hooded eyes, with a wickedness that she now made no attempt to hide.

Melissa’s hands were still cuffed, so she was at their mercy. She was so overwhelmed with pleasure that she could not form coherent words, only soft mewling noises as though she was a helpless kitten.

Bjorn’s strong hands turned her around. They ran down her back, and then he groped her breasts before grabbing her ass and spanking her. Pain bloomed, and she could imagine the red flush that was spreading across her skin. Bjorn then grabbed a fistful of hair, and she watched as he and Anna made out as he crashed into her, fucking her small body from behind with all the power he could muster. She could feel her insides being messed up, and twisted, and mashed by his huge cock, and the pain overwhelmed her. She screamed and howled in this radiant, brilliant ecstasy as Bjorn drilled her deep into the bed, so deep she thought she was going to fall into the center of the earth and be lost forever.

But Anna wasn’t done with her, either. While Bjorn was fucking Melissa, Anna unfastened the strap-on and slunk around to lay under Melissa’s face. Once again, Melissa was forced to pleasure Anna with her tongue. This time, however, she was being fucked by Bjorn, and with every thrust, she was forced deeper and deeper into Anna, until her tongue was tasting every inner inch of her.

They created a cacophony of pleasure, and she almost lost consciousness when Bjorn eventually came, sending a wave of heat lancing through her. Her lips glistened, and her eyes were hazy, and somehow, she knew that the married Swedish couple were only just beginning with her. Everything dripped out of her in a hot ooze, and now that she had a taste of this, she wanted more.


A Wild Weekend in London

Planes. There’s just something about them. Maybe it’s the feeling of no particular place. Taking up the undefined air. Only clouds for company. It was a particular cloud that caught my eye on the six a.m. flight from LA to London. This cloud seemed to be the only one with sun passing through it. It stood out amongst its grey friends.

I thought about the other clouds surrounding it. Were they jealous of the radiant one? Is that why they looked so unhappy?

It was a stupid thought. Clouds don’t have feelings, and they certainly don’t have the ability for sadness. Grey clouds usually meant rain. And I expected nothing less from London.

This was a trip that I was supposed to be excited for. A birthday surprise for Tom, my long-distance boyfriend.

Tom had made the big move to London six months ago, joining his friends in some coffee start-up. Truth be told, I didn’t understand his job, and I much preferred cups of tea. But it was a venture “he couldn’t turn down,” and it required an immediate move.

I, however, couldn’t leave LA. I also didn’t want to. I had spent years landing my dream job—a producer at one the biggest film networks. It wasn’t something I could just walk away from. Tom didn’t understand that. At times, it felt like he didn’t really understand me. Yet here I was, 36,000 feet in the air, trying to write a birthday card for him.

The card had a blue whale on the front. The marine mammal was at the bar drinking a pint of beer, laughing with his fish friends. “Have A Whale Of A Time” scrolled on the front in a cursive font. The inside was blank. White.

Empty.

And I had no words to fill it.

I took a deep breath and pulled some letters together, immediately regretting the tone.

Happy Birthday T,

I hope your day is great. Well it should be; I’m here!

Love from,

Jess.

(Your girlfriend, in case you forgot)

I cringed at my passive-aggressive tone ruining a perfectly good card and punched my fist onto the flap down table, jolting the passenger in-front. Slamming the card hiding the sour sentences from my eyes, in all their hateful glory, I shove the card into its envelope. The whale stared back at me with disappointment. Tom won’t notice, I convinced myself.

Have you ever had a sex dream on a plane? When I said there was something about planes, that’s also what they do to me. Planes turn me on. Maybe it’s the altitude, or the commanding of the pilot, “Put your seatbelt on,” “take your seatbelt off.” The authority of an anonymous voice commanding an entire ship of strangers. The submissive passengers handing over our lives, trying to distract ourselves with films, in-flight magazines, anything to get away from the dirty thoughts of the pilot slapping our ass cheeks pink.

As I shut my eyes, my sleeping ramblings imagined an entire scene. The pilot commanded me to ride him, announcing over the speaker that I must come to the cockpit immediately. Pulling me onto his lap, I maneuver over the technical equipment. Such a desire for sex, we don’t even care about the expensive equipment we were about to cum all over. His hands desperate for my thighs grabbed me and slotted me onto him, my neck hot with his breath. Noticing the co-pilot watching on us, we push harder into each other, both wanting him to erect immediately, so he could play, too.

CRASH. Turbulence. Real world.

The drinks trolley smacked into the side of my head. And with that, I was awake. Back in reality.

Seat 53G. Just me, and my dirty thoughts to keep me company.

“Sorry,” the airhostess proclaimed, patting my head.

“It’s okay.” I avoided her eye. Did I look like I was having a sex dream? Did she know? Had I moaned out loud? The thoughts rushed through my mind. Right, must not think of riding the pilot. No thinking of anything sexual. Anything but sex, I instructed to myself.

My body wriggled with temptation at the very idea of not thinking about it. Oh, this was going to be a difficult final hour, indeed.

***

I arrived in LDN, Gatwick Airport. The surprise for Tom was a cunning plan. I’d organized a cover-up with Tom’s workmates; a coffee distributor coming to town for a meeting with them. He was a big name, with lots of cash, so it was important that they looked after him. The team had asked Tom to meet the cash-rich coffee man at the airport to make sure he settled into his hotel and let him know that he had a friend in town. A perfect fake story. And now, as I was walking up to the bag collection belt, I felt very excited to see him.

Waiting patiently for my bags, I thought about Tom’s body. A land I hadn’t touched for so long that it almost felt forbidden. But here I would be for an entire four days, me and him. No plans, just us two together, fucking. The idea sent a bolt of electricity through my body.

I bit my lip. I was in public, but even the idea of strangers knowing my deepest sexual desires made me throb.

I spotted my bags and marched to collect them, his girthy dick filling my mind. It felt like an eternity since I’d grabbed it, forced it toward my lips, and kissed it tenderly. Puckering and sucking the length of it, up and down. My hands giving him a short slap as my lips kindly told him what a good boy he’d been for growing a dick that size and pleasing me with it. Al of it, mine. As my mouth wet his shaft, my pussy would drip in anticipation. Soon, all of his strong pole would be inside me, rocking passionately to something so uncontainable every part of me would eject it. My face would melt at his thrusts, and his body would melt to mine, both of us thawing water, running thick through our bodies. Together, we emptied ourselves and filled each other. Nothing and everything all at once. No longer separate, we became us. The very water of us.

***

At the arrivals lounge, I couldn’t wait to see Tom. Thinking about him like that had made me feel feral. At this rate, I imagined myself pulling him into the toilets for an airport quickie.

The last corner turned, and there he stood, looking smart. The suit he wore fit him well, and he’d slicked his hair back with shiny gel.

As his eyes scanned the room for a coffee billionaire, I laughed to myself at Tom’s handsome face flashing from welcoming to concerned as every stereotypical rich man passed his eyeline. Then he spotted me.

***

Surprising someone wasn’t always fun. It’s hard to read people who have been shocked.

Sometimes they cry or freeze up, or they get really mad. Tom did all three. Not necessarily in that order. But all I can say is that it wasn’t the welcoming cocktail of reactions I was expecting.

We sat in the taxi in silence. I felt awkward and angry, staring at the rain as it smushed into the window wipers. Tom had ordered a posh car, presumably in anticipation of impressing the coffee king. The driver smelt like bubblegum. It reminded me of a teenager’s breath, and I didn’t like it one bit.

“I feel a bit sick,” I grumbled from the cushiony leather seat.

“Oh no, miss, please let me help. I have water. Or mints. Mints are good. Have a mint?” the driver said, passing me a tray from his middle armrest.

Turns out, posh cars really are fully equipped.

Tom threw me a scornful, puppy look as I passed him a mint.

“I’m sorry, but—” He cleared his throat and started again, “I am sorry. I’ve missed you, and I didn’t expect this. I’ve had sleepless nights over meeting this guy. And it turns out all along it was you. Maybe I’m just … Well, I could be allergic to surprises!”

With that, we both fell about laughing.

“Well, that is a new one,” I said, thankful that we were finally speaking. “I didn’t realize the coffee man meant so much. Part of me wants to say sorry, but also, I am not sorry. I was just trying to do something nice!”

“I don’t want you to apologize. I’m a mess right now, Jess. Everything is so up in the air.”

“But for four days, you don’t even have to worry about all that life messy stuff, because I’m here, and I promise I’m a mess-free zone.” I held my hands up as if I’d just been caught by the police.

“A mess-free Jess. That would be a first!” Tom smiled and grabbed my hand, pulling into his lap.

The anger became something less. It felt better, not great, but at least a little on it’s way to better.

***

Tom rented his own place in London. The fact he had his own place, after seven years of us having a place together, felt weird. It was even weirder when he suggested we head to his flat to take my bags “home.” I didn’t like that. It made me sad for our home. The one we had made together in LA. The one with the double bed we shared, a cupboard full of mugs with our two favorites at the front, and the space on our sink where our toothbrushes used to sit, side by side. Our entwined lives slowly began to unravel before my eyes.

I pinched my skin. Stop thinking about it. He is saying home, but he doesn’t really mean it, I kid with myself. But the fact he so easily called this new flat home, it hurt me more than he’d ever realize. Other than that, the flat was nice. Kind of like a warehouse, but more modern. Picture a thirty-year-old with a good wage warehouse rather than a twenty-year-old student in lots of debt with damp-ridden walls kind of warehouse. An assortment of plants filled every room, but he hated plants. When I asked why he suddenly had so many plants, he shrugged and explained they were just presents. I counted twenty-three of them. He doesn’t even know twenty-three people to give him twenty-three plants as presents. His story didn’t really hold up, but I didn’t fancy asking questions, because I didn’t fancy having another argument.

***

Within a few hours, it wasn’t long before we’d resumed our normal lives in this different, very grey city. I made cups of tea in the kitchen, while he organized and cleaned.

“If I knew you were coming, I would have done this before,” he stated while polishing the coffee table.

“It’s fine,” I replied, sitting on the sofa and lifting my feet to make way for his cleaning, all while not looking up from my book. Suddenly, I was smacked by the mundanity of our conversations.

Months apart and normality had already resumed. Surely we should be ripping off each other’s clothes, eager to see naked flesh again.

Tom had now turned his back to me, flapping about as he dusted the TV cabinet. He was talking about dinner plans or something. I wasn’t listening, instead I was thinking about the airport. Those moments before meeting him, my skin had been alive with anticipation for his touch, my mind had raced through all the sex scenes we’d previously created, and my lips had been eager to taste his dick, fresh for the first time in months. I want him right now, I thought.

“Come here,” I ordered toward Tom, chucking my book onto the table.

“What? That doesn’t answer me. I was saying, do you want Chinese or Italian? The Chinese is great, but it’s always so—”

“Shut up and sit.” I slapped the sofa, gesturing for him to join me.

Obliging my orders, he walked toward me with a face full of confusion. Once at the sofa, he sat.

The smell overflowed my senses, chocolate and wood. It reminded me of Sunday mornings when his hands became the alarm clock, searching my body for a spot which would unlock me into action.

Now on the sofa, I took my face to his neck, stroking my nose over the soft skin, lips searching to find their way back home. The familiar hands grabbed at my thigh, squeezing tight. Tom let out a groan of pleasure, throwing his head back. He stopped for a moment, short, but long enough for me to notice. Then he suddenly sprung up to stand, unbuckled his jeans, and pulled them down with his boxers to reveal his toned thighs and hard rod. I was very pleased to see that he was as up for this as I was.

Taking a seat back on the sofa, he slapped his thighs, mimicking the motion I’d ordered only moments ago.

I shook my head. I wasn’t going to take orders. I leant forward with an open mouth and devoured his erection all in one. The surprise shocked his body, tensing with my touch. Fingertips found their way to the roots of my hair as he slowly guided me along the length of him. Every now and again, I’d stop at the tip, flicking my wet tongue along the edge of his bell-end, teasing him with a lightness. I was happy to see his dick again, and I began planting light, flickering kisses along his shaft, looking up and smiling at him.

“Oh I’ve missed this!” I groaned, sticking my hand into my panties, the wetness flooding my fingers. I showed Tom the contents. “Look how wet you make me.”

With that, his strong arms commanded me on top of him. Pulling up my dress, his dick pushed aside my panties and permeated me until I was whole. He felt so good.

I bounced with joy, my pussy escaping and returning to his pulsating dick, a quicken rhythm, each time wetter than the last visit. My plump cheeks slapped at his thighs, his nails dug deep into my flesh, and my teeth met the meat of his neck. An orchestra we conducted, teasing one another’s skin with kisses and pinches.

He ripped off my dress and pinged off my bra. Immediately, I pressed my soft breasts into his face. His nose fit the gap between my pair and filled it with hot, steamy breath.

“Jess, slow down. I’m gonna cum.” His voice was muffled from my body.

I couldn’t slow down, hearing the declaration of eruption, I raced into him. Rolling and riding into the pressure building up inside of me.

Suddenly, we fell into each other, our bodies writhing together. Sensitized to every jolt, we pushed one another further into climax. In the space of seconds, our breaths deepened, panting, heartbeats returning to their natural rhythm. My hands found their way to way his hair and twisted strands around my fingers. I took a deep breath of his smell and felt warmed by the thought of him entering every part of my body.

“Woe, I forgot how good we are.” He sighed and tapped me to get off him.

I wasn’t ready to get off him. I wanted us to sit, remembering how good it felt to return home. But he demanded, “Move.”

“Just give me a minute,” I snapped back.

“I haven’t got time for this. Come on.”

I unmounted him. My face curled with embarrassment, I slid down to the floor.

He stood up and walked out, declaring that he needed to clean himself up and get ready to go out.

This wasn’t the us I remembered. Normally after sex, we’d be impossible to separate, taking the moment of rest as an excuse to explore each other’s skin. Lips, teeth, tongues all over our flesh. Gentle motions that would sting genitals with desire. But now after sex, I felt dirty and used, needy for his love.

Why did I feel so alone and bored by his company? Longing for something that wouldn’t just wake me, it’d set my mind on fire. London Tom wasn’t going to do that.

I replaced my panties and quickly reached for my dress to cover my naked breasts.

We didn’t speak for the next few minutes. Tom seemed oblivious to my sad mood, and I felt too insecure to even talk about it. I moved from the lounge to his bedroom and lay on his bed, staring up at the very high ceiling, my mind running marathons, while my body lay perfectly still. I wasn’t sure what he was doing, but it felt like he was distracting himself and avoiding me.

I turned over to my side, and that’s when I saw it. A glistening foil wrapper underneath his chest of drawers. I blinked, trying to refocus my eyes. Surely it couldn’t be.

I got up to inspect the artifact. And there it was. A condom wrapper. In my long-distance boyfriend’s room. A condom wrapper that I had never seen before, one that would have involved someone else and my boyfriend having sex!

***

I can’t remember the next few moments. I would be lying if I tried to explain them. My head felt underwater. A messy combination of shouting, screaming, and finally crying as I repacked my freshly un-packed bags. Tom screamed and shouted back at me, mainly excuses sprouting from his mouth; told me I was being dramatic. I even heard him say I was being “out of order.”

He didn’t cry, though. That I found the most annoying thing. I was so angry, filled to the brim with a powerful venom, and yet, in that very moment, with my blood piping hot, all I did was cry.

There was no slapping his face or throwing his clothes out. I didn’t even punch the wall in rage. Instead, just tears fell from my eyes, the kind that any man would mistake for sadness. But they weren’t. They were tears of rage. And yet, I knew as I walked out of his London flat and slammed the door, Tom thought I’d left a weaker woman than I’d arrived.

***

I was alone, in some hipster part of London, with a very large suitcase and mascara tracks down my face. In the first pub I could find with Wi-Fi, I got myself a glass of white wine and began my search for somewhere to stay. It became impossible. The only places available looked scary and sad.

I took a breather from my search to scroll through my socials. Each flick of the finger, I hoped someone would be in London that I knew. Suddenly, there she was—Eleanor, my old roommate who came over to LA to study Economics in our college years. After she graduated, she moved back to London. And she still lived there. We’d kept in touch every now and again.

It had been ages since we’d last spoken, but it wouldn’t be awkward to call her, wouldn’t it? I looked back to my phone. Her smiling face felt like calm in a very brutal, painful storm. It was El, of course it wouldn’t be awkward. And after all, I was desperate, so I called her.

“Well, if it isn’t Jessic-ca-ca. Hello, darling!” Eleanor’s voice filled my ears with delight.

“El! I am sorry to call you out the blue like this, but …” My voice cracked.

“Don’t ever apologize for calling me! Of course … What’s happened?”

“Tom.” I burst into tears. “He’s been cheating on me, and I only just found out. I’ve literally been in London for five minutes!”

“Oh, Jess, I am so sorry.”

“I know it’s cheeky to ask, but … you don’t have a spare room, do you?” I asked sheepishly.

“Erm … yeah … no, I do. Obviously, yes, I do, and you are more than welcome. Where are you now?”

“Hackney,” I sobbed out.

“Send me your location. I’m coming to get you.”

***

Eleanor arrived in a flurry of panic and sympathy, her upper frame covered in a thick layer of puffa coat, her bottom half bare, her silky legs pointing out from a tight mini-skirt. She proclaimed she was freezing her tits off.

It was funny how unaware she was, not only to the weather, but also her own enchantment. She’d always been completely unaware of her beauty in the way that so many beautiful women often are.

On our way back to hers, we hugged a lot, I cried a few times, and she listened to my every word. There was such a sense of comfort between us. Her soft scent filled me with familiarity, like we’d never even been millions of miles apart.

In between my tears we caught up on her life. She explained how she still lived at her parents’ house, but they spent more time in the South of France these days, so it felt like her own place. El was both annoyed and incredibly grateful for her childhood home. It was, after all, a beautiful mansion in Richmond, looking over the park, but it also made her feel too comfortable, and she wanted some risk in her life.

***

As we were walking up her drive, her house towered into the sky. Small windows full of light made it look like a Christmas tree. I could hear chatting in the distance.

She turned toward me. “I don’t know why I didn’t tell you earlier, but I’ve got a bit of a gathering tonight. By the time you called, they’d already started arriving. I didn’t know what to do!”

“Don’t worry at all. You are doing me a massive favor. Besides, I think I could do with the company.”

“I don’t know if my friends are the kind of company you’d keep.” She laughed nervously, pushing her thick, elegant locks into a black scrunchie to make a ponytail, which revealed the soft curves of her cheekbones.

“What do you mean?” We’d arrived at her door now.

“Honestly, I’ll explain later. Go put your bags in your room. It’s just upstairs on the left. I need to sort some stuff out down here. Wine?”

“Wine sounds great!” I replied then followed her orders.

***

After unpacking, we reunited on the sofa. El had closed the door as if to signal to her friends that they weren’t allowed in.

“Okay, can I be honest?” she sighed.

“Please be honest. You’ve been acting weird all night!”

“Those people out there … yeah, well, they aren’t my friends,” El confessed as she bit her lower lip. “Well, they are my friends, but they’re sex friends. We get together and invite partners. Sort of a communal liberation, all our bodies just pleasuring each other. It’s sort of a thing of exploration …”

“Exploration?” I was intrigued

“Yeah, exploring. Like discovering what turns you on, what excites you, giving and receiving sex, feeling another body, while one is already inside you.”

“And what do you think you’ve discovered?” I felt warmth in my face. El had shocked me, but not surprised me. She always had a streak of sexual power in her.

I suddenly realized she’d hypnotized me for years, but now, over seven years later, in her childhood home, on the other side of the world, I was well and truly under her spell. Suddenly, I was thankful for Tom fucking someone else and his apparent inability to tidy up afterward. Because I was here, with El and her beautiful, dark, twisted desires inches apart from me.

“I like to be tested.” She smiled and turned her head toward the ground.

I was thirsty for her. Like I’d been aimlessly wandering the desert all my life, and finally, she was the water to quench me. I was glad she wore the skirt. It was like she was inviting me into her warmer places.

The silence between us made the throbbing in my panties louder. Kiss her, touch her, do something. Then, all at once, I gave in. My lips brushed past her slightly pinked cheek to her velvet earlobe. I rolled my tongue over it, scratching it with my teeth. The flesh molded to the gentle pressure I applied. Her hot breath on my cheek, I sensed she was startled by my move.

My fingers tickled her up her leg as I asked, “You like this?”

“It’s all I’ve ever wanted,” she revealed in a husky tone.

My hand found its way to the inside of her thigh, lightly drawing pattern eights, each time flicking the lace on the edge of her panties. I touched her in the way I longed for her to touch me.

Her head rolled back as her body stirred. The touch awakened a sexual rhythm within us both. The more I played, the more she danced.

Lifting the lace of her panties, my fingertips tested her wetness. Soaking. It felt good to know I had created that in her. The pleasure she was feeling was all mine. My fingers were now deep inside her. The warmth grabbed and released with my movements.

Her hand clenched around my wrist, guiding me in and out of her, like I was her very own dildo. My existence was to satisfy her.

Oh, Eleanor. Touch me. Kiss me. Return this feeling, I longed. She didn’t. Her mouth remained preoccupied with the other hand, sucking each finger as if they weren’t her own.

My lips had found their way to her neck. I stopped kissing her, so I could watch the sucking. Her eyes locked with mine. Her tongue licked the length of her index finger and rolled around the top, smirking while doing it.

Why was this driving me so wild?

“Lick me,” she mouthed.

I smiled back at her, licking her forehead like an excited puppy. She laughed, pushing me off.

“Very, very cold. In fact, freezing”

I grabbed the finger that she’d just licked so intently and flicked my tongue along the edges, from one side to another.

Her tongue came to the other side. Both of us shared her finger as if it were an ice cream. Our tongues bashing together every few beats, and before I knew it, she pushed past the finger to find her way inside my mouth. Finally! my body screamed. The tension released from every muscle.

Her teeth clenched the end of my tongue, as her tongue flicked the tip of it. It teased me, told me how much I could be pleased, and how much she wanted to keep me there, wishing for it.

Wriggling from beneath my body, which had now found itself very much on top of hers, Eleanor came to stand up. Then, reaching beneath her skirt, she pulled off her panties and dropped them on the floor.

“If you aren’t going to lick me. I will get someone who will.” Eleanor turned to leave the room.

I admired her figure. The soft arch of her lower back, which seductively led your eyes to her large, round bottom. The curves underneath her T-shirt, which hid the succulent juicy breasts that I remember from our college days. I wanted them badly.

Eleanor returned with a guy I had met in the kitchen. His name was Callum. The soft lighting bounced off his tanned skin.

He nodded in my direction then lay down by the fire, holding his glass of wine, a rug width between us. I didn’t feel awkward like I thought I might. Instead, I felt alive. Electric. I liked the idea of this casual guy interrupting our evening to play with us.

Eleanor joined me on the sofa and whispered into my ear, “So, this is kind of how it works. Me and Callum will do stuff over there. You can watch, you can join us, or you can leave, if it’s too much for you. Honestly, Jess, there’s no pressure.” Her tone was friendly and warm.

I liked this Eleanor, but I preferred the one who teased me.

“I think I could be really into this, El.” I turned toward her, and she brushed my hair behind my ears with her finger, the one that we had both been licking just moments ago.

“Jessica Anabelle Yorke, who knew you were such kinky little fuck?” She giggled slightly, and it was nice. I liked making her laugh.

“Oh, I can be very kinky, indeed, Eleanor Russ.” I smiled to myself as I bent forward to pick her black lace panties off the floor, balancing them off the end of my fingers. “Where did you want me to lick?” I ran my mouth along the lace, keeping her eyes fastened to mine as I inhaled the inside of her panties. It impressed her.

“Callum, Jess is teasing me!” she whined in a mocking tone.

From across the room, he looked up from his glass of wine, catching me sniffing her dirty underwear. I pulled away, my knee-jerk reaction, embarrassment. Overcome with shyness, I avoided his eye.

Callum was handsome in an intimidating way. He was the kind of guy I would never have a chance with in normal life. But this wasn’t normal life. It was an escape from all that. A sex party with Eleanor’s beautiful friends, who were, to me, fascinating, attractive strangers. I could be anyone I wanted to be here.

As he walked over to sit on the other side of me, I took a deep breath, trying to inhale Eleanor’s confidence, who sat smugly beside me.

“Teasing … that sounds more like your specialty, El.” He reached across me to Eleanor’s ponytail, pulling on her black silk scrunchie, slowly unravelling her long hair, as dark as a raven. It fell far past her shoulders and touched her lower back.

“Here you go.” He passed me the scrunchie. “I think you’d suit having your hair up. I would like to see those cheekbones.”

I perched El’s panties on my knee as I pulled my hair into her scrunchie with both hands.

Eleanor fluffed up her hair as she watched me.

“So beautiful,” he whispered into my ear, and then leaned his warm body over me as he whispered something into Eleanor’s, and then she returned the soft murmurs into his ear.

Callum stood up, picking the panties off my knee, and slotting them into my hand. “I think you should carry on licking these. El enjoyed it. And I liked to watch, too, if you don’t mind.”

I obliged, and as I licked the crotch of the lacy pants, my clitoris pulsated at the very innocence of their arousal. A simple lick of my friend’s panties, and we were all crippled with sensations.

The salty taste filled my mouth as I imagined her cushiony thighs pressed against my cheeks. I thought about her wriggling to my touch. I wondered if she wanted to eat me as much as I starved for her. I fantasized about the pleasure Callum would receive from watching me satisfy his seductive friend, his hard cock bursting at the seams to be inside one of us, pleasuring the pulsating warmth we both held for him.

Eleanor spread her legs, revealing her bare pussy underneath her skirt. She took her thumb and index finger and began flicking her pussy. Each time her flick landed on her juicy labia, she flinched with arousal.

Mouthing the words, “Lick me,” her amber eyes were intense, glued to mine.

Callum pulled off his white T-shirt, throwing it to the ground. He came up behind me and pulled my dress over my head. In the rush to get out of Tom’s flat, I had forgotten to put on a bra, so as the dress came off, my small naked breasts bounced to freedom.

Callum pressed his heated body into my back. I could feel his erection beneath his jeans. Both hands took hold of my pert breasts, massaging them lightly as he ran his wet lips up the length of my neck and behind my ear.

Eleanor stopped flicking herself, leaned forward and pinged the elastic on my Calvin Klein panties. I winced at the stingy sensation.

“Take these off. I want to see all of you.” Leaning back, she admired my body in full.

I did as I was told. With every movement I made to wriggle out of panties, Callum’s hands and lips followed me. Every part of my skin felt conscious of his gentle touch.

Then I was naked.

Siting upright on my knees, Callum reached from behind to play with me. He stroked the entire length of my privates, from front to back, starting at my clit and brushing slowly past my wet insides, applying slight pressure on my gooch, until finally drawing circles around my asshole. A gentle act that tormented my insides.

How I enjoyed being in this state of wanting more, but when would I get the pleasure I so longed for.

“You’re both such teases,” I moaned.

El stood up, towering over the both of us. She pulled her skirt down to her ankles and stepped out of it, revealing her naked lower half. The neat landing strip invited me to play with her.

“Do you like this?” she flirted as she fondled with her line of pubes.

I nodded.

Looking down on me from above, she stepped toward me as her hands grabbed the back of my head, pressing my face into her pubic bone. Rolling her hips, she allowed me to come up for air every few seconds.

My teeth nipped at her pubic hair. The smell of her filled my nose; a sweet yet dangerous smell, like a dark, possessed vanilla. I pushed my ass back to feel the full extent of Callum’s erection. I wanted it inside of me. I felt like a river bursting at the banks.

I reached behind me, finding my way toward Callum’s belt. He understood what I wanted and released his hand from my body to unbuckle his belt and take off his jeans.

Eleanor stepped aside.

Suddenly, I was on all fours. Callum slapped my vagina. It stung, and I liked it.

“You’re so wet.” And as he told me this, I eagerly pushed back, insinuating I wanted him. Now.

His dick came into me with full force. I moaned at the pressure. He was so big. It felt good to be this full.

He thrust into me, hard and slow. I pushed back, wanting to feel every inch of him. I looked up to see El standing above us, watching. I felt like a dirty animal. Unable to stop the thrusting in front of her. Watch me, I thought. Watch your friend enjoy herself. See what it’s like for me to fuck. Your two friends’ bodies grinding into each other like wild beasts.

I arched my back, pushing my ass upward, and flicked my head to the ceiling, my ponytail landing on my spine. Our eyes met, her red lips puckered with my satisfaction. One hand reached out to my hair, using it as reins to control my head. I would always be the horse, and she would be the rider, I confessed under my breath.

A buzzing sensation crept across my bare ass. I flinched at the feeling. She bought the alien object to my eye level, revealing a silver vibrator. A thick buzzing stick with nudges all the way along the shaft. It looked classy, like it was bought by someone who knew what they were doing. Eleanor Russ, the kinky little fuck, I thought to myself.

Kneeling down beside me, she began kissing Callum as he pounded himself into me. His grunts and groans reminded me of a passionate man, but it was El’s whimpers that I longed to hear.

As soon as the vibrator sent shivers down my spine, Eleanor forced it onto my clit. Quickly, I responded by twisting and turning to the buzzing. Callum proceeded to fill me, rocking me back and forth.

My entire body was hot, conscious to everything sensory in the room. The rug intertwined with my fingernails. Beads of Callum’s sweat dripping delicately onto my rear. Eleanor’s excitement, thick in the air, as she circulated the stick of pleasure around my drenched pussy. Al three of us eagerly pleasing each other, knowing that every move we made impacted another somehow.

All at once, my entire body curled. My back arched. My toes gripped. Pushing away but wanting it deeper, more intense.

Callum’s body tightened to mine. He gripped my thighs as he let out a groan of satisfaction, raining onto my ass. The drops of him and the sound of a groan gave my body its cue to release. Every part felt as if it was about to explode. Oh fuck. Yes. Please. Now.

Mid-moaning, Eleanor’s lips came to meet mine to silence me, to taste my pleasure. “Look at me when you cum. Me and only me,” she demanded.

Her finger under my chin, she pulled my head to reach her, nose to nose, our eyes tightly bound. The golden flecks of her irises intensified, following the dance of my face as it contoured and flipped with desire. I panted into her face, and she inhaled every sip, as if my air was a matter of her survival . And then I exploded. My arms giving way to the sensation.

My breathing steadied. Every inch of my skin was naked and awake. I turned to lay on my back, hand on my diaphragm. I felt the bouncing, still.

Callum and Eleanor came to lay by side. Three naked bodies, built to pleasure each other.

I breathed out a sigh of relief. Maybe I wasn’t so vanilla after all.

“Was that okay?” I asked them both, feeling my voice in the air for the first time.

“It was perfect, Jess.” She turned on her side to face me. “I get the feeling you’re worrying. Why are you worrying?”

“Well, you didn’t get anything, and I cummed so quickly. And … I don’t know. I feel like I messed some bits up and—” My words began to roll into one another when Callum interrupted me.

“Jess, Jess, Jess, this kind of sex isn’t like normal sex, where everyone is fighting to cum first. El enjoyed herself in her own way. Didn’t you, El?” His deep voice massaged and settled my worrying my thoughts.

“It. Was. So. Good. You sent me wild, Jess. And Callum, I can’t believe you let me stick that vibrator up your ass,” Eleanor confirmed

“You did what?” I asked, shocked that I’d completely missed the vibrator/ass section.

“El did me up the ass with a vibrator. And do you know what? I loved it.” He smirked, throwing his hand across me to squeeze Eleanor’s thigh. He then found a home for his hand on top of mine, which was still busy settling my diaphragm. A comforting, manly gesture.

“And I thought my friendship group was weird.” I smirked, teasing them both.

They let out a huge laugh.

“You don’t know the half of it,” they stated, shaking their heads in unison.

Thirsty Cuckolds

The Coach's Inspiration


This couldn’t be happening. It had to be a nightmare … right? That was the only feasible explanation, but no, this was broad daylight, and I was wide awake.

The crowd was going wild, but not in the way that I’d hoped.

I paced the sidelines, head in my hands, as if I could barely stand to watch any longer. That last part was partially true. It was too difficult watching my star midfielder falter when I’d been banking on him sweeping the entire opposing team.

I couldn’t remember a single time that Aaron had ever failed me in the past. He played soccer like it was his mission in life, like it was a gift from God. I supposed that it sort of was in a way—Aaron wasn’t exactly intellectually gifted. His other star redeeming feature was his stunning good looks. Even I couldn’t ignore the fact that the young man was modelesque when it came to his features. I’d never seen a soccer player so chiseled and well-cut. He had a slew of female fans who apparently felt the same way.

But, right now, even his looks couldn’t save him. His performance had dipped toward the second half of the game, his concentration somewhere other than the field. The Rangers were up on us five to one, and it wasn’t looking like we were going to score any time soon.

I whipped a hand through my hair, trying my best to keep my cool.

“And I think that’s halftime, folks,” the announcer said over the PA system. “And look at those scores, right? It’s not looking good for the Wolfpack, but I wouldn’t give up yet. Aaron Andrews might still have a few tricks up his sleeve …”

Both teams trailed off the field. The Rangers were whooping, loud and victorious, while my Wolfpack’s expressions ranged from guilty to downright miserable. Aaron was at the forefront, his head hanging low and his shoulders slumping in defeated depression.

“What’s going on out there, Andrews?” I asked. I wanted to sound stern, but I couldn’t harness the energy. “I thought the plan was to really slam them in the first half. We’re out there taking losses left and right.”

“I know,” he said. “I know. I’m not doing this on purpose, I swear. I just can’t get it together tonight, or something.”

“Well, you’re going to have to. Both of our careers are hinging on this game. If we lose this one …” I shook my head, not wanting to even entertain the thought. “We have to win this one, Andrews. You understand?”

He sat down on the bench and shrugged. “I’m doing my best, Coach. I don’t know what’s going on with me. I think it’s some sort of—” He stopped short, cutting his own sentence off before he could finish it.

“It’s what?”

Aaron shook his head, his green eyes pinned on the ground. “Nothing. It’s no big deal. I’m just being stupid.”

Behind him, I could see the expectant stares of his teammates, and even further beyond them, the crowd. They mumbled amongst themselves, every one of them clad in the Wolfpack’s trademark blue and silver colors. I could sense the disappointment coming off them in waves. Their expectations had been high, almost as high as mine had been.

But now wasn’t the time to give up.

We could still turn this around. If I could get to the bottom of whatever was screwing Andrews up, maybe we could scrounge up a win.

“Come on, Andrews,” I said. “Spit it out. We’re not going to get anywhere if you keep getting caught up in your own head.”

“Coach—”

“Now, Andrews.”

He looked uncomfortable, but I didn’t care. He could be nowhere near as uncomfortable as I was at the moment. With the crowd behind me and my career on the line, I was a walking sack of anxiety, more nervous than I’d ever been in my life.

Just over my shoulder, the halftime show commenced as though I didn’t have the world’s toughest team breathing down my neck from the other side of the field.

Aaron groaned, but then he lifted his head. “Look, it’s … it’s something sexual, I think. I haven’t been able to get off for a few months now. I think it’s actually starting to affect my performance. I don’t know what to do about it.”

And neither did I.

That was absolutely not anything near what I had expected. I’d thought he was going to tell me he was out of it, that he was thinking about his love life in other ways.

But sexual tension?

I thought about it, rubbing at the stubble on my chin. It sounded possible. I’d seen a few girls hanging around Aaron in the past, but they hadn’t come around to watch him practice for a while. Had they found some new athlete all-star to hang around? I cringed at the thought. If that was what was bugging him, then how the hell could I help?

Especially now, of all times? There was nothing that could be done right in the middle of a game.

My eyes zipped back up to the scoreboard—five to one. The marching band blared a peppy fight song that I was nowhere close to feeling in my heart. I tried desperately to think of something, anything to say, but I couldn’t come up with a single thing to remedy Aaron’s problem. I certainly couldn’t suggest that he go and take care of his own business in the restroom, not if he was having trouble getting off at all.

I sighed, pacing the field line as Aaron looked on helplessly.

When my phone rang from my pocket, I had to stop myself from tearing across the field, screaming. My nerves were tightly strung. I felt like just about anything would send me over the edge, right into a panic attack.

I jolted and almost dropped the phone entirely, but managed to answer it just before the final ring.

“Phil? I turned the game on, and holy hell! Is everything all right down there?”

“Angela? Oh, thank Christ,” I said. “I needed to hear a friendly voice, and from where I’m standing, the crowd isn’t looking too friendly. I don’t know what to do.”

“Well, shit, me neither.” I could hear her long fingernails tapping the speaker, the way she did when she was nervous. “I don’t really know … Have you talked to your midfielder?”

“We tried talking it out in the first quarter, and then again just now. He says it’s some sort of”—I lowered my voice—“sexual tension, or something like that. I don’t know, Angela. There’s no way I can help that now.”

“No way? You can’t just let him beat off in a bathroom and then come back?”

I groaned, frustration dripping from the exhalation. “It doesn’t work like that. It’s something he can’t get rid of right away, not right now.”

“Just tell him he can get laid after the game,” she replied. “Promise him a night with as many women as he wants. I’ve seen guys like that all the time. They have a rough spot getting some, and then it throws their whole life out of whack. I bet you that fixes him right up.”

“Hope so.”

“I know it will,” she said. “Let me know what he says. I’ll be watching!”

Our line cut off as she hung up.

I slid the phone back into my pocket, dread settling into my stomach. Angela’s plan was decent, but did that mean it would work? There was no telling.

Aaron was looking more and more miserable by the second, and there was no guarantee that this would work out for either one of us. Still, it couldn’t hurt to put the idea up to him.

“Hey, Andrews,” I ventured. “Are you having trouble … finding women who are down to play around, or are you just in a rut?”

Aaron scratched his short, cropped hair. “A little of both, I guess. My main two squeezes both ended up moving out of state; one last month and the other a little over three months ago. No one else has been able to satisfy me since then, and now everything feels off. Even my playing.”

My mind raced. Something had to give.

I folded my hands behind my back, coiling my fingers together, and thought hard. “You know, Andrews,” I offered. “I’ve, uh … got the perfect woman for you to spend the night with. If you can pull yourself together and get your head out of the clouds, maybe I’ll introduce you.”

“It’s no use, Coach,” he moaned. “There’s no way I’m going to be able to focus enough to grab a win. We ought to just chalk today up as a loss, and then try to—”

“No way! Now, listen. If you need to get rid of all that sexual tension, then I’ll make that happen tonight. You have one job—pick your head up and start scoring. You think you can do that?”

“Maybe,” he said. “You really think this will work?”

“All we can do is try, right?”

“Sure. But, uh … who is this mystery lady? She must be really something if you’re that confident I’ll play right. I’ve got to see her to get the image in my head, right?”

>Shit<. I hadn’t actually thought this through. Telling Aaron that I had some hot chick for him was one thing, but actually setting it up was another.

He stared at me expectantly, waiting for my answer.

My thoughts all muted, and I said the first thing I thought of.

“It’s Angela, my wife. You can have a night with her if you’re able to pull this game off. That’s an experience you don’t get every day, right?”

His eyes widened. “No way. Angela? Are you serious?”

He actually seemed to have perked up. Did I actually get through to him? I thought back to the times Angela had come over to watch our practices. She was involved in the team and had often stopped by to drop off lunch or dinner to them. All of them adored her, maybe a little more than they should. I’d seen how some of them looked at her, and I knew just what they were thinking, what they were fantasizing. Aaron had been among them, his eyes hungry and focused. I wondered then if he would fuck her if he had the chance, and now I guess I had my answer.

“So, you would be up for that?” I asked. “That’s something you would want to do?”

“Yeah, definitely,” he said. “I-I mean, if you were up for that. Is this some sort of prank or something?”

“No prank,” I blurted out before I could stop myself. “She just told me over the phone that she’d go for it. You know how dedicated Angela is with the team. She wants us to win more than anyone. You don’t want to let her down, do you?”

“No way, Coach.”

“Well then, I suggest you turn that attitude around. If you can pull off a win, I’ll make sure you and her get some time together. Here, let me remind you of what you’re fighting for.”

I whipped my phone out, scrolling through my pictures. I knew I had a few saucy ones in there, private photos that she had taken just for me. They didn’t show anything too terribly revealing, but it would enough to motivate him.

The first was a spicy selfie, one that made my cock twitch as I gazed down at it. The swell of her breasts spilled out of her bikini top, her smile tilted up sensually. Her eyes were bedroom eyes, “fuck me” eyes, and I knew now that Aaron would gladly oblige. The second was yet another selfie that she’d sent to tease me, but a little more revealing. A sliver of pink nipple peeked out between her fingers. I glanced over at Aaron. He was practically salivating.

“Jesus, she looks good,” he said. “But, uh … are you sure you’re okay with this, Coach? I don’t want to dip my hands in where I’m not wanted, you know what I mean?”

“It’s totally fine with me,” I said. “We actually do this all the time. This is something that turns both of us on. Usually, I hang out in the corner and watch the whole event go down. You know, like in those videos?”

“Yeah,” Aaron said. “Yeah, I know. All right then. If you say you’re fine with it, then I’ll give it my best shot.”

“Just make sure we win,” I replied. “That’s the only condition I have.”

“You got it, Coach!”

The halftime show dwindled down into a dull roar, and by the time I realized what I’d just done, the band had filtered off onto the sidelines again. Aaron and the team found their places in the middle of the soccer field, and then the game started up again.

My heart knocked around in my chest. What the hell had I just agreed to? Angela and I were kinky, sure, but we were no more into cuckoldry than the next couple. This wasn’t something we’d ever tried before, and I didn’t even know if she would agree to it at all. I put my head in my hands. Was I actually planning on telling her what I’d done? How I’d lied?

My eyes moved to the field. I wasn’t sure now what I wanted more. If we failed the match, I would definitely suffer a ding in my career, along with the guys on the team. If we succeeded, I would either have to come up with some excuse to give Aaron about why I can’t deliver what I’d promised, or I would have to spill everything to Angela. There was no way for me to win, not now, and it was all my fault.

But Aaron was playing better than ever. He was sprinting across the field, the ball in his arms, determination carved into his features. I’d never seen that glint in his eye before, not like this. Aaron was definitely my star player, but this was almost an unreal playing style. His motivation, it seemed, had returned in full force. Behind me, the crowd was going wild, screaming his name, chanting for our team and clapping uproariously.

I straightened. Maybe today wouldn’t be so bad after all. If I had to come up with an excuse to hand her over to Aaron, I would do it.

For now, I would just watch the game.

Aaron kept running, his feet tearing up the grass. The ball was securely between his feet, in a position that would make it hard for the opposing team to wrestle it out of his arms. He flew across the field like a fucking gazelle, light in his step despite his muscular build.

“Jesus Christ,” I muttered. If this was all it took to get him to play like this, then maybe I could bring it up to Angela.

I fiddled with the phone in my back pocket. Could I really do that? What the hell would she say? I couldn’t even imagine. We’d been married for ten years, but still, there was no way for me to predict how she would react in this situation. There was a possibility that she could really ream my ass and tear into me for what I’d promised him. She had every right to. She could make me march right down to him right now and tell him the truth … but would she?

I pulled out my phone then hit her name in my contact list.

The phone rang once. Twice. And then, like a coward, I closed out the call.

>No<, I thought to myself. I’ll just see how this goes. There’s no reason to get her all pissed off if I don’t have to. If we lose the game, anyway, then at least I wouldn’t have to admit to Angela what I’d done.

But the more I watched, the more it seemed like we weren’t going to.

“And it looks like the Wolfpack is coming up behind the Rangers,” the announcer decreed. “It’s another point for the Wolfpack!”

The crowd was losing their minds. I felt a metric ton of pressure resting on my shoulders, pressing into me from every direction—from Aaron, from my wife, from the crowd, and everyone watching the game at home on the television. A bead of sweat trickled down my back, and I found it hard to swallow.

“And another point for the Wolfpack!” the announcer screamed. “It’s three to five, third quarter in, and we’re about to see the comeback of the season!”

I watched from the sidelines as Aaron scored point after point, his motivation restored. He was like God’s gift to soccer, obliterating the other team with the sheer force of his desire. By the time third quarter was almost over, we were up on our opponents by five points. It was looking like I was going to have to face the music, after all.

“How am I doing out there, Coach?” he asked me during a moment’s recess. “You think Angela is watching right now?”

“Absolutely,” I said. “And I bet she just can’t wait to have her moment with you tomorrow night.”

“Tomorrow night?”

“Yep,” I said. “I, uh … have to give her some time to get ready, you know. This isn’t something that we do on a whim.”

“It isn’t? Sorry, I have no idea how any of this works.”

Me neither, dude, me neither.

But I must have seemed confident, because he headed back out to the field with a determination that I could feel even from where I stood. As the match started back up, I wove a hand through my hair. I was going to have to come up with something quick, because I was certain now that we were going to win.

Almost an hour later, and my prediction had come true.

My eyes bore into the field, wide and staring, while the crowd raved behind me. Aaron was clapping his hands on his fellow players’ backs and shaking hands with his opponents. “Good game,” I heard him say over and over again. “Good game.”

Angela’s ringtone blasted from my pocket. I stared at it, my anxiety growing by the second. She had no idea what I’d done, but I was going to have to tell her, wasn’t I?

“Hey, honey,” I said. “Did you see the game?”

“Of course I did! Amazing job, babe! Did you see the way Andrews flew across the field? Holy hell, it was like he had wings! What did you say to get that guy to move like that?”

“I, uh … I just gave him a little pep talk,” I replied. “That’s all. You know these players; they just need a kick in the ass sometimes to get going. I, uh … I just can’t believe it worked, you know?”

“Me neither! Great job, baby! This calls for a celebration tonight, don’t you think?”

My stomach dropped like an anchor. As much as I loved making love to my wife, today felt different. There was a ton of anxiety rolling around inside of me, but the more I thought about Aaron with Angela, the more intrigued I was starting to become. A confusion inside of me had taken hold, spreading throughout me at an alarming rate. The image attacked me over and over, sliding into my thoughts even as everyone celebrated around me.

“Baby? You still there?”

“Yeah,” I said, the word rushing through my lips. “Yeah, definitely. Sorry, I’m just zoning out. The match, you know … It’s just a lot of adrenaline.”

Angela laughed. “I can imagine. Enjoy your time out. I’ll be waiting for you when you get back.”

The last line held a level of sensuality that would usually drive me wild. Her words got my cock twitching, but my imagination was already running wild. I couldn’t stop picturing Aaron sliding into bed next to Angela, stripping her of her clothes, positioning himself on top of her, sliding his tip inside—

“How the hell do you like that, Coach?”

I blinked back to reality. “Huh?”

“The game!” he crowed. “I really tore them up out there, right?”

“Yeah, you did. That was pretty impressive.”

“So, what did Angela say?” he asked. “Is she excited? I know I am.”

I swallowed nervously. “Yeah, she’s, er … she’s really excited. I’ll give you a call tomorrow night about when to come over, all right? Let’s just keep it on the down-low for now. There’s no point in getting the rest of the team all riled up and jealous, right?”

“Right,” he agreed. “That makes sense.”

The team headed off to their celebratory bar at the end of the evening, but I trailed off on home. I would usually go with them, but I couldn’t bear to look at Aaron anymore, and not because of embarrassment or shame. On the contrary, my thoughts had done a complete one-eighty, and now I was ravenous to watch the exact scene I’d described to Aaron.

Would Angela be up for something like that? There was no way to know, other than to ask her.

All the way home, I dreaded the question. I knew I was going to put the question up to her, I’d already accepted that. But how to do it? I scratched my head, my thoughts running wild. I pulled up into our driveway, sweat beading on my brow. I’d never felt this nervous coming home before, not once in all our years of marriage. But something inside of me actually wanted this. All of this anticipation just made the scene that much sweeter … if she actually said yes.

***

Angela didn’t notice my anxiety. I could be thankful for that much, I supposed. I would have time to decide when to spring the question on her, if I actually found the balls to do it.

She already had dinner made by the time I got home. I knew this to be a silent reward for the team doing well. Normally, we would eat out at a restaurant or grab takeout, but not tonight.

She slid a glass of red wine over to me. “I picked this up at the liquor store. One of the best bottles they had. Give it a taste.”

I did as she asked and took a full sip. “Really good. A little dry, but I like it.”

“Some people say the dryer the glass, the finer the wine.”

“Do they?”

“Well, I do.”

I could tell that she’d already had a few glasses by the way she laughed. Her eyes were too bright and her smile so, so wide. My hands closed into fists. If I was going to ask her, then now might be the perfect time. She wasn’t inebriated, not really, but it would be easier to pass off as a joke if she hated the idea.

“The game was so close,” she said. “At first, I was sure that we were going to lose. But you pulled Andrews together somehow. I’m so proud of you, babe.”

“Yeah,” I said, “about that. You remember how I mentioned I was giving him a little pep-talk?”

‘Uh-huh. What’d you tell him, that he had his choice of ladies at the end of the night or something?”

I stared at my plate of lasagna, my heart pounding. She was joking, but that guess was almost spot-on.

I gathered my courage and pressed on. There was no stopping now.

“Kinda.” My nervous smile wasn’t helping me barrel on as much as I’d hoped it would. “It’s a little funny, actually. I, uh … might have messed up. Maybe.”

She leaned over on her elbow, her sexy bedroom eyes wide. “What do you mean?”

“I might have actually said that … er … that you would sleep with him. I know, I know, it’s crazy. I’ll tell him to call it off if you want.”

Her full lips dropped open. “You told him I would sleep with him?”

“I’m really sorry,” I stammered. “I just wanted to motivate him. If we lost that match—”

She straightened. “Well, we don’t want him to lose the next one, do we? Besides, that Andrews guy, he’s pretty built. And he’s got a face on him like a model, too. There’s no way I’m going to let you say no. We’re just going to have to go through with it. “

“We are?” My heart must have stopped and started again four times. “I mean, I’m not going to say no, I’m just a little surprised.”

Her eyes had taken on a shine that I only saw in the bedroom. My grip tightened on my fork, and I found it suddenly hard to breathe. She wasn’t angry, not at all in the sense that I thought she might be. I’d assumed that asking her while she’d had a glass or two was a good idea, but now I was beginning to wonder if she was actually as drunk as I’d thought she’d been. She wasn’t the silly drunk giggle queen that I’d seen her become in the past.

When she spoke again, the sincerity and sobriety in her words surprised the hell out of me.

“Well, think about it like this. You might have won this game, but there’ll be another that Andrews starts to lose his grip in, don’t you think?”

“I mean, maybe.”

“And if it worked one time, then it’ll definitely work again,” she said. “I think you should call him. Tell him to come over tonight.”

“Tonight?” I exclaimed.

“Yep. And since you decided to use me as your little bargaining chip, I want you to be in the room when it happens. I’ll have a little surprise for you when the time comes.”

My stomach muscles clenched and unclenched over and over. I was already pretty sure I knew what her surprise was. She’d said the word with a lift of her brow, a slight smiling trailing across her lips. Something inside of me tightened, focusing in and out. My free hand clutched my knee under the table with a white-knuckled grip.

“I would call him now,” Angela said. “Just so he doesn’t get anything else lined up for tonight.”

My body moved on its own, sliding my phone out of my pocket to type his number in. When the phone rang, I barely knew what to say.

There was one thing I did know, though. After tonight, Angela and my sex life would never be the same.

***

When Aaron arrived a few hours later, I could hardly contain my excitement. It poured out of my trembling fingers as I answered the door and dutifully stepped aside to let him in. I barely remembered what he said to me. Everything was coming out as a blur. When he finally stepped toward Angela, I thought my knees would go weak right then and there.

“Andrews,” Angela crooned, “glad to see you made it to your first off-the-field exercise.”

“Wouldn’t miss it for the world.”

I’d known Aaron for several years, but this was the first time I’d ever seen him wear this expression. His already dark brown eyes had darkened even further, his hands and arms hungry for my wife, and he was willing to help himself to her delectable bounties.

Before I knew what was happening, he scooped her up and carried her down the hall, searching for the bedroom. Once he discovered it, he kneed the ajar door open and slipped inside, with Angela giggling sensually all the while. I followed them, my heart pounding and my hands shaking.

I hadn’t expected Angela to actually agree to this. It was too late to go back, but I was quickly realizing that I didn’t want to, anyway. I wanted this.

And so did Angela.

By the time I made it to the room, he was already peeling her clothes away. Her nipples stood out beneath her tee-shirt, her hard nubs visible through the fabric. I watched in awe as Aaron stripped it away, leaving the shirt forgotten on the floor. He reached up to cup her large breasts, and then he went to work on the rest of her clothes.

“You’re so gorgeous,” he moaned. “Look at these curves, these tits. I wonder what they taste like.”

“Come and find out.”

He did exactly that. He moved out from behind her to settle her down in bed. I stared from the doorframe while Aaron fit her nipple in his mouth. He nibbled on it lightly until she was twisting and writhing beneath him.

I sat down in the corner of the room to watch the show. My cock was hard, pulsing in my pants. I scrambled to get it out, to get my hands around it. I didn’t take my eyes away from Aaron and Angela, not once.

He was moving down her body slowly, carving a path down with his tongue. Soon, he found himself between her legs. Angela moaned as he dipped his head down, her legs shooting up around him.

“You taste so good,” he growled. “I can’t get enough of you.”

This scene was exactly everything that I’d been hoping for. I couldn’t explain why, but I was enjoying this more than anyone else in the room. Watching him lick and tease her made my cock throb and pulse. There was no way I could be enjoying this, and yet I was.

The sounds she made were almost unreal. Her moans were so soft but so insistent, her eyes locked on his as he ate her pussy. He kept this up until she arched back against him, crying out as she came. Her voice broke, her hands sinking into the sheets. I swallowed hard, trying to beat back my excitement as I toyed with my cock.

But there was still more to come.

Aaron positioned himself between her legs. My breath caught in my throat as I admired the length and thickness of his member. His muscles were so sculpted, from the sharp blades of his shoulders all the way down to his thick, powerful calves. I bit my lip, watching eagerly as he entered her.

His face changed.

I stared on from the corner, taking in the sight of his expression flexing as he penetrated her. I knew just how tight and warm her core was. Angela had a way of gripping a cock inside of her that was unmatched.

Aaron moaned as he pumped into her cunt. He lifted her legs up onto his shoulders to reach deeper. A high wail escaped my wife’s lips. All I could do was watch as my star player pounded her, giving her exactly what she deserved—a good, hard fucking.

My body stiffened when Aaron turned his head to look at me. “You’re a lucky guy, Coach. She feels amazing. So wet and tight.”

My cock pulsed, my hands tightening around it. Watching another man enjoy my wife right in front of me wasn’t something I’d ever thought I could be into, but I couldn’t deny how much I was loving this. Maybe it was the taboo that turned me on. Either way, I couldn’t stop now, and I didn’t want to.

“Fuck,” Aaron snarled, slamming into her like a primal beast. “God, you feel so good.”

He pulled out enough to reposition her on her knees, forcing her ass up in the air. I groaned as he brought his hand down on her ass, spanking her hard. She was dripping wet, glistening with desire. I had the urge to move over to the bed and lick where his cock had just been, but I stayed myself. There was time for that. But not now.

By the time Aaron was done with her ass, it was bright red, almost scarlet. She panted, wiggling her body up at him, teasing him with her freshly fucked cunt. My eyes were glued to his cock as he shoved himself inside her again.

“Take it,” he said. “Take the whole thing.”

And she did just that. I watched with awe as her pussy swallowed the entire length of his member. His first few thrusts were slow, but he swiftly increased his pace until he was destroying her pussy. I thumbed at the head of my cock, trying my best to keep from having to come.

“Fuck,” I whispered. “Fuck. Holy shit. Give it to her harder.”

Somehow, through all of Angela’s high, keening cries and his ravenous grunts and growls, he must have heard me. He arched his back and then brought his cock forward, back inside her with a thrust that I thought would knock her out.

“Yes,” she cried. “Keep going, keep going! Again!”

He didn’t disappoint her. Again, he pulled back and thrust into her hungry hole. He showed her how she should be fucked. At the same time, I knew he was showing me, too. He gave it to her hard and heavy, making sure she felt every stroke.

I felt the sweat clinging to me, but I didn’t dare wipe it. The only thing I wanted to do was watch Aaron unmake and reform my wife over again, while I sat and watched it all unfold. He was forming her around him. After this, I knew she would never be the same. She would crave his cock, worship it in front of me, take the entire thing in every hole.

And that was what I was counting on.

Aaron’s grunting rose an octave. He was about to blow his load, either inside of her or on top of her, I wasn’t sure which. The only thing I knew was that I wanted it in my mouth. I wanted to taste it, to feel it slide across my tongue and down my throat. My own orgasm was swiftly creeping up on me, looming over my shoulder. I bucked my hips forward, trying to stave it off, but it was too late.

Aaron and I came at exactly the same time. He pulled out and exploded all over her chest. At the same time, he thumbed her clit until Angela reached her climax, too. She arched back, his seed splattered all over those gorgeous tits, and let out a cry that I was sure the neighbors would complain over. Sweat covered her entire body. Her hair was mussed, but that somehow  just made her sexier.

I got myself as cleaned up as I could manage and waited until Angela waved me over.

Thrills shot through my body when she finally met my eyes.

“Come here, babe,” she said. “Remember that surprise I was telling you about? Well, now it’s your time to shine.”

I was at her side in a flash. Immediately, I was unable to tear my eyes away from the glistening whiteness on her chest. I leaned down, my mouth opening on its own, and I lapped away at it. Immediately, my tongue was assaulted by the salty taste, but I kept going. Swipe by swipe, I cleaned her up, making sure that absolutely nothing was left.

“Good job, babe,” she said. “Guess I know to call for cleanup, huh? But I think you could use a little more practice. What do you think, Andrews?”

He grinned at me. “Definitely. Plus, with this little exercise on our side, our team’s going to be unstoppable. Maybe this is how we’ll have to start rewarding the guys that play well.”

My mind overflowed with images of Angela with the other men, my mouth watering with desire. Through it all, a lightning bolt of excitement struck me, because what Aaron suggested technically could work. Our team would be unbeatable.

But what really interested me was the sexual benefits of this little agreement. After this, I might not ever look at my wife the same, but not necessarily in a bad way. On the contrary, she was sexier now than she ever had been before. I knew deep down that our relationship hadn’t changed.

It had only gotten better, and much more exciting.

The Condom Crisis

“Hi, Billy! How’s it hangin’?”

Billy Wade smiled ruefully up at the bull. “Not really hanging at all, I’m afraid.”

Sam filled the doorway of the small apartment. The bull was six-five, black, with a linebacker’s build. He towered over Billy who, at five-eight, was an inch shorter than his wife. 

“Sorry to hear that, little buddy,” said Sam. “What gives?”

Billy heard a door somewhere down the corridor. He squeezed himself up against the wall and gestured Sam inside. The bull strode in, as always dominating the small space. 

Sam had just come from the gym, that much was obvious. The huge athlete’s light-colored, tight pants and shirt showed plenty of sweat stains. He had not showered.

“I … I was an asshole to Faith,” Billy stammered. “I asked if I could fuck her ass and kind of whined when she said no. I shouldn’t have made a fuss. I was a little drunk, I guess.”

Sam chuckled and waggled a big finger in front of Billy’s face. “A little drunk is right,” said the bull. “You can’t treat a fine woman like that! So your dick’s in a cage now, huh?”

Billy nodded miserably. The metal sheath was padlocked and just barely let him urinate via the open end. If he got a hard-on it would be uncomfortable, to say the least. But Faith had told him he had to wear it for the weekend, and here they were on Saturday night, ready for cuckolding session number twelve.

“Okay, maybe try to think of something boring to keep that little pecker down,” Sam remarked as he walked into the living room. 

“Like his entire life,” Faith remarked. “That’s totally dull.”

She was waiting for her bull, fully prepared. She had on her usual no-cup brassiere that lifted her plump young tits. Apart from a pair of fishnet thigh-highs and black stripper heels, she was naked. Her cunt was fully exposed, and she was frigging her pierced labia. Faith had been a little nervous when they had started cuckolding, at Billy’s urging. Now the tables had been turned and she was a voracious consumer of big bull cock. 

“God, I was going fucking insane at work this morning,” she sighed as she moved up against Sam. “Thinking about your body, your cock, what you’re gonna do to me.”

She was already groping his crotch, and Billy slumped down into his old, well-stained easy chair by the couch. Tonight’s cuckolding might take place entirely in this room, on couch or carpet. It could move into the bedroom so Sam could dominate the marital bed. Or maybe Faith would lead her mighty bull into the kitchen to put their counter top under serious strain again. 

“I guess little Billy’s gonna feel the pressure tonight,” Sam remarked as Faith ran eager hands over his chest and torso.

“Yeah, lover, he’s got his little dick in a cage … well, kind of sheath,” she confirmed. “He’s pathetic, he needs discipline all the time. Let’s get down to it now; see if his poor little wiener bursts.”

More laughter. 

She slid down the bull’s massive body until she was at eye level with the bulge of his genitals. Cooing in mock surprise, she cupped and fondled while Sam enjoyed the attention, gazing over at Billy, smiling in contentment. 

“Your old lady knows how to get a guy hard, man,” the bull said.

“Yeah,” Billy replied weakly, “I know.”

Faith pulled down Sam’s shorts and the black guy’s cock sprang out, almost hitting her in the face. It was a mighty organ, up-curved with a bloated, circumcised tip that gleamed in the dim light of the living room. 

He felt his own insignificant cock stirring inside its metal prison. 

Faith started to caress Sam’s shaft then raised herself up on her knees to lick the tip before running her tongue down the still-swelling cock. “I swear you’re getting bigger every week,” she declared. “Oh God, I want to suck you off.”

Billy’s dick felt like it was inflating like a balloon as he watched his hot wife’s lips close around the end of the massive, black cock. She moved her mouth slowly back and forth, making appreciative noises, leaving some smears of dark red lipstick on the big cone of pale flesh. Sam laid a huge hand on Faith’s blonde head, fingers like the limbs of some great golden-brown crab gripping its prey.

“Your old lady just gets better at giving head, man,” Sam told Billy. “She sucks like a champ. My dick has never been so hard as when I’m getting head from Faith here. She gotta have it, I guess.”

Yes, thought Billy, she gotta have it all right. 

As he watched his wife’s eager mouth slide up and down the first few inches of Sam’s member, he thought back to the first time he had seen her suck off the big bull. She had been clumsy but eager, looking up to Billy for approval, not Sam. Then she had accepted his urging to be a hot wife to “spice up our marriage,” but it had unleashed a side of his wife Billy had never suspected. 

He had half-expected that they would try cuckolding once, as an experiment, and then get back to normal. But Faith had insisted, after that first time, that sucking and fucking a black bull while Billy watched had to be their new normal. Now he looked on as Sam’s dick got a liberal coating of Faith’s saliva, her tongue running up and down the twitching black behemoth. For good measure, she slid between his legs and sucked each of his hefty balls.

“Oh yeah,” Sam sighed. “That’s what I’ve been looking forward to.”

“Want to come on my face again?” asked Faith, taking a break from the old lick and suck.

“No, sugar, I wanna fuck that juicy pussy,” Sam said. “You are so fucking hot I wanna cut straight to the main course.”

Faith stood up then lay back on the couch. Billy, cock still straining painfully inside its metal prison, felt precum oozing into his pants. Sam was all action tonight, not wanting to let Faith bring him to climax but instead determined to plunge into her, balls deep. 

She spread her thighs wide and rested her legs on his massive shoulders while he paid attention to her cunt. Sam used his fingers and tongue on Faith, the two keeping the angle right so Billy didn’t have to imagine what was going on. He saw the black bull probing and widening his wife, between licking and nibbling at labia and clit. 

“Okay,” said Sam, looking up at Billy. “Gonna give your woman the benefit of some real man’s dick. That okay with you, little buddy?”

“Yeah, sure!”

Billy was barely able to speak, but even if Sam hadn’t heard him, the message was still clear. 

Billy could see his own face in the mirror by the living room door. He was a pale-faced, bulging-eyed, open-mouthed imbecile. A degraded specimen of beta male, if not an omega eunuch. 

He turned his attention back to Sam, who was holding his outsized dick in one hand while leaning on the couch with the other. Faith had had legs around his waist now and was holding her cunt lips apart.

“Don’t forget the condom,” she said.

“Shit, yeah.” 

Sam reached for the packet on the coffee table that Faith had moved aside earlier, then unwrapped a condom. Faith sat up to help put it on, caressing his rock-hard dick as she rolled the latex sheath onto the prime, African-American meat. Then she resumed her favorite position and Sam got down to business. 

He inserted his mighty dong slowly at first, but after a few deep, slow thrusts, he started to bang Billy’s wife more vigorously. In a matter of seconds, the bull was banging so hard his balls were slapping loudly against Faith’s flesh. Billy heard his wife’s familiar gasping cries as she was stretched and filled to satisfaction. His own puny penis was dribbling semen now, and his pants were already becoming humiliatingly sticky at the crotch. 

The sound of Sam’s cock penetrating his wife was very familiar by now. The combination of moans, squeals, grunts, and squelches were a symphony of degradation for Billy, the rhythmic noises proving his inferiority. Sam’s muscles flexed and rippled as he pounded Faith, occasionally shifting position. Faith emitted a full-throated bellow of pleasure as she came and sobbed with joy as Sam kept banging her through to orgasm for minute after minute. 

Then Sam came.

“Oh, fuck!” he yelled. 

He kept fucking Faith until he had finished, big balls drained of sperm. Then he pulled out and slapped the hot wife’s ass playfully. 

“You just get tighter, babe! Those pussy exercises are sure paying off.”

As Billy had suspected, Sam was in a hurry and there was little time for afterplay. The lovers kissed and fooled around a little, Faith’s tits getting plenty of attention from Sam’s huge hands while she fondled his muscles. Then he was dressing and apologizing, saying he would be back the following night for a special visit.

“To make up for leaving you so soon, sugar,” he said with one final, lingering kiss.

Billy was ignored until the door had closed. 

Faith slumped back onto the couch and lay back, thighs splayed wide. “Okay, little man,” she said. “Eat me out. That’s your reward.”

It was a part of the ritual that Billy had balked at when she’d suggested it, after the second cuckolding session. But Faith had insisted. She had ordered him to lick the cunt that another man had just fucked, taste the sexual arousal another man had provoked. But in this case, it was unusual, because he could see now that the condom had failed. Creamy fluid was already leaking from his wife’s snatch.

“Yeah,” she said when he pointed this out. “Just get on with it, Billy! Clean up on aisle me!”

He reached inside carefully and pulled out the destroyed condom. He imagined it bursting under the sheer pressure of Sam’s immense load, combined with the intensity of his fucking. Whatever the reason, the tube had burst. He threw it aside and pushed his face into his wife’s cunt, licked tentatively at the odorous fluid. It tasted of semen mixed with vaginal juices, though the taste of Sam’s potency almost overwhelmed the subtler flavor of Faith’s excitement. 

“Come on, lick it up!”

The order set his tongue working and he lapped up Sam’s jizz. He had never tasted sperm before, apart from some silly adolescent experiments with his own. The tang of it was strong, and he wondered if his own seed would be bland by comparison. Then he decided it didn’t matter. Sam was the demigod who fucked Faith, Billy was merely the pathetic cuckold who observed, came weakly, and offered a meager conclusion to the main event.

That said, Faith seemed to enjoy his efforts. She put her hand on his scalp and urged him on with shoves, gasps, curses. She even closed her full thighs on his head playfully at one point, laughing when he made suffocating noises that were only half-feigned. It took him several minutes to gulp down Sam’s cum, and inevitably the clean up process meant his tongue contacted every square millimeter of his wife’s most sensitive area. She squealed and shuddered and then fell silent as Billy progressed. Billy slowed down, and she gave one great heave that shoved her pussy in his face and gasped in contentment.

“Fuck!” she said. “You did good, husband of mine.”

She sat up and looked down at him where he knelt, passive and expectant, like a worshipper at the shrine of her cunt.

“Okay, I am so turned on right now,” Faith went on. “I’m gonna issue a pardon.”

She reached into her jeans where they lay on the back of the couch and took out a key. At her command, he stood and she pulled his damp-crotched sweatpants down to expose his cock cage. Then she inserted the tiny key into the steel padlock and freed him. His dick, suddenly liberated, was marked with red welts where it had strained against its bonds. 

“Aw, poor ickle cock!” Faith stroked him, none too gently, then got down and sucked him a little.

Billy felt exhilarated and confused. It had been weeks since Faith had done anything to bring him direct sexual pleasure. All her energy and imagination had been focused on her majestic bull. But now the cuckold was getting some attention and it felt good, if a tad confusing. He had been on a month-long punishment, but now he was reprieved and getting head.

“Yeah, fuck me where Sam fucked me,” she said, raising her head and licking her lips. “God, it felt so good, you down there licking up his sperm.”

Suddenly, Billy grasped the new dynamics of their relationship. It had moved to the next level, where only a vagina full of bull cum could make her want him truly. That was bizarre but arousing, and his cock got harder under her firm manipulation. There was no hesitation now, no doubt in Billy’s mind that this was what they both wanted. He would still be humiliated, still have to watch the bull penetrate his hot wife’s body, but then there would be a magnificent residue of lust to clean up.

“Okay, honey,” he said meekly. “I’ll be your clean up guy.”

She turned over on the couch and raised her big, shapely butt in the air. “Fuck me doggy-style, deep into my snatch.”

She was still giving the orders, but Billy felt oddly empowered as he grasped her haunches. His cock was truly erect for the first time in weeks and her cunt was wet and wide open. He started pounding her without preamble, moving in hard and fast, feeling her well-used sheath of flesh tightening on him as she grew excited. 

The fuck was joyful, powerful, and lasted long enough for them both to come. His small load was hardly worth licking out, but he did it anyway. He was proved right about his semen. It was watery and very bland compared to the jism of the big, black bull. 

Later, after they’d showered and gone to bed early, they talked over what had happened. Billy explained how he felt, and Faith, a truly loving wife, listened and asked sensible questions. They agreed that a big deposit of her bull’s semen was no problem for Faith. They trusted Sam; he had a good reputation on the scene. 

“But,” Faith said, “why do you think it’s such a turn on? I mean, for both of us.”

“Because it’s so icky?” Billy asked, smiling. “Hey, it’s a very potent—key word, there—a potent symbol of my inferiority to Sam. It turns me on so much to see that white stuff oozing out. It’s like he’s taken possession of your snatch in a way. And the only way I can get you back, temporarily, of course, is by gulping it down, taking it into my body. Somehow, that means we share the powerlessness you must feel when such a big muscle hunk is fucking you, right?”

“Right,” she said thoughtfully. “And feeling you lick me out, that’s great. I can see your little head down there, bobbing a little, and hear you sucking and gulping and lapping. And you are great at stimulating my clit; that’s a bonus.”

“Always happy to be of service,” Billy put in.

She snuggled up to him, kissed him on one cheek, then nuzzled up into his shoulder.

“I think we should get you plenty of jizz to lap up,” she murmured. “Maybe Sam has a friend, right? I mean, imagine twice as much of that delicious sperm.”

Billy felt his dick stirring at the thought, and so did Faith. She rubbed his cock a little, just enough to tease him, as she kissed his neck, moved down his chest. For the first time in many months, his wife gave him a blowjob. Then she outlined a new plan for their cuckolding situation. It was one he could hardly refuse. 

Faith told Sam about the new arrangements that night, and the bull was amused, agreeable. And he had a suggestion as to how to enhance Faith’s clean-out experience. It was so simple they were surprised they hadn’t thought of it before.

***

“I hear you’re looking for a heavy load,” said Joe.

The two black bulls loomed over Billy as he opened the door. He had expected Sam’s cousin to be big, but the sheer size of the newcomer was still startling. If Sam was a linebacker, Joe was more like an Olympic shot putter, massively broad with limbs like tree trunks. He was maybe six-three, but seemed about four feet wide. 

“Er, yeah,” said Billy as the two bulls exchanged an amused look at his startled expression. “Please, come in … er, Joe. And Sam, of course.”

Feeling like a midget, Billy ushered the two bulls through the apartment until they reached the bedroom. Faith was waiting, this time dressed quite casually in cutoffs, one of Billy’s old tees, and flat heels. She had also toned down her makeup, or rather used no more than she’d require for a regular day at work. But she still managed to look really slutty. It was the attitude, the way she sat lazily on the bed, pouting at the two big guys.

“My, you weren’t exaggerating, Sam,” she said. “Nice to see you, Joe.”

“Hoping to see a lot more of you, babe,” Joe replied. “So, how we gonna do this?”

Faith smiled up at him then patted the mattress. “Just take a seat here, big guy,” she purred. “We’ll take it nice and slow. I wanna get to know you better.”

Soon Faith was between the bulls, and their dicks were out. She alternated between them, sucking one huge cock while stroking the other. Joe was bigger than Sam, mostly thanks to superior girth, but his erect dick was a good inch or so longer than his cousin’s. 

Billy, slumped in his customary corner seat, was looking on in a mixture of fascination and self-loathing. The bodies of these black men were so vastly superior to his. To see Faith sandwiched between them brought home Billy’s inferiority like nothing he’d seen up till now.

Foreplay progressed. Joe lay back, and Faith had fun undressing him, getting his pants and shorts down, removing his shirt and fondling everything that caught her fancy. 

Sam got naked then settled down to finger Faith, expanding her hole with two, then three fingers. Soon, she was wet and wide, and ready to do more than suck Joe’s monster dick.

“Watch carefully, honey,” she called to Billy. “This is where I get a nice big load for you to swallow.”

The bulls guffawed at that. They found the whole cuckold cleaning thing amusing, but they got some sweet, white pussy out of it, so it was all good. And their benign contempt helped make Billy harder. There was something about being despised by superior men that gave him a thrill. Especially, as in this case, when those alpha males were really not hostile to him, any more than a man is truly hostile to a bug. 

“Oh Jesus, take it slow!” Faith warned as she lowered herself onto Joe. 

Billy watched as the massive pink prow of his cock pushed past her soft labia. The first few inches disappeared up inside his hot wife, and Billy’s cock started to swell, stiffening inside his old sweatpants. Sam, meanwhile, had stood up and was standing close by, cock waving in Faith’s face. She was game and took Sam’s meat between her lips. Then she started to suck Sam while moving slowly, gingerly, up and down on Joe’s prodigious cock.

“Sweet,” was Joe’s comment as he held Faith steady. 

After a while, Sam pulled his cock free, perhaps avoiding orgasm. This was a two-load situation, after all. Now she didn’t have to focus on two tasks.

Faith bounced on Joe’s meat more energetically, panting and gasping, the sheer size of the bull no doubt bringing her discomfort. But from her expression, Billy could see any pain was a welcome part of the pleasure. She was being stretched in the best possible way.

“Fuck, I’m gonna come inside this fine white pussy,” Joe rumbled.

Faith leaned back a little, tits bouncing as she grew more frantic. Joe started to pump with his enormous body, driving as deep as he could. Billy gawped at the width of the cock going up into his wife, wondering if she’d be able to walk straight tomorrow. Or the day after. 

“Wait,” Faith pleaded. “Don’t come in me like this … it might all fall out.”

That was an issue Billy hadn’t considered. His hot wife was also the brains of the outfit, he decided ruefully. 

Faith stood up, wobbling slightly, revealing the glistening mass of Joe’s erection. Then Faith lay back while Joe took position on top of her, colossal and dark against her pale flesh. He slammed his cock into her a few dozen times, making the bed creak, then unleashed a volley of obscenities as he shot his load.

“Jesus!” Faith exclaimed breathlessly. “I feels like you shot a gallon in my snatch.”

“Plenty more where that came from, sugar tits,” Joe remarked, smugly.

Sam took over for sloppy seconds, spreading Faith’s thighs again and giving her a good, hard pounding. Some of Joe’s semen dribbled out of Faith’s cunt as Sam hammered into her, but when he came, most of the previous deposit was there to be added to. Faith, who had been screaming and sobbing with pleasure, barely had the energy to wish the bulls goodbye. 

This time, Billy was almost overwhelmed by the bull-seed that flowed copiously out of his hot wife. No matter how hard he lapped and sucked, no matter how quickly he gulped it down, there still seemed to be a mini-Niagara of cum spilling out of Faiths gaping hole. He became obsessed with stopping the leakage onto the covers. His face was soon caked with congealing sperm and his nostril hairs picked up a sizeable deposit. The messiness did not detract from the pleasure, though.

“Can you tell them apart?”

For a moment, he didn’t grasp Faith’s question. Then he realized she was asking about the respective tastes of her two bulls. He explained that, so far as he could tell, both loads of semen tasted the same. But he added that he could taste her juices as a kind of undertone all the time. 

“Even if I hadn’t seen you and heard you, I could taste how turned on you were,” he added. “Not much of a talent, but there it is.”

In the weeks that followed the Wades serviced the bulls and each other. Eventually, Faith became so keen on the arrangement that she asked the big guys to come with them to a rented cabin in the mountains, by a lake, so they could be alone or a whole weekend of perfect fucking. It was also hinted that there’d be more varied fun available. So, one Friday afternoon, two vehicles wended their way up a small mountain road to a nice little place where normally big city went to get away from it all. 

It was a new situation, but everyone slotted into their roles quickly enough. Faith walked around, half-naked, in fishnets, heels, and showing off newly pierced nipples and labia. After flaunting herself a little, she donned an apron to make chili dogs for them all. 

The bulls played ball on a single beach then dived off a jetty for a swim. When they came back, they found that a pathetically naked Billy was ball-gagged and cock-caged by the big, old leather couch. And Faith was already making herself ready with toys in cunt and asshole.

“True what they say, cousin,” Sam remarked. “Some people just go wild on vacation.”

“Hey, hot girl, that pink thing up your ass a sign of things to come?” Joe demanded.

“Oh yeah,” Faith said. “I thought it was time you fucked me both at the same time. Sam, you’re a little less huge, so I want you up my ass while big Joe fucks my pussy.”

Billy watched, silenced and cringing, as the bulls lined up for a threesome. If Faith had been a petite, frail woman, he’d have been genuinely afraid for her. But he knew she could take cock in any hole. Faith had told him, more than once, that she was looking forward, with relish, to a bit of pain from Sam’s tool in her butt. 

Soon, Sam was fucking Faith in the ass while Joe pounded her cunt. She was sandwiched between the bulls, all upright in the middle of the room. Faith’s white legs were wrapped around Joe’s thick waist. Her tits were squashed up against his massive body, glistening brown shafts pumping in and out of her like gristle pistons. Her noises, now that she was unconcerned by neighbors, were almost deafening. She let rip with one last scream as she came then slumped, exhausted, as the bulls laid her on the couch.

“Guess we’ll leave you to it,” Joe said, removing Billy’s gag.

Glistening dicks swinging, the big guys left the little guy to lick up their jizz. 

Faced with two sperm-filled orifices for the first time, Billy almost lost concentration. But Faith, despite being sweaty and disheveled, was cool as ever. She blocked her cunt with a tissue and let him work on her asshole first. This time there was no tang of female juices mixed with Sam’s thick ejaculate. It was strange to lap at an oozing rectum, but the newness of it added to his sense of arousal. His cock was straining against its small cage when he moved on to Faith’s pussy.

The bulls came back from the shower and watched as Billy slurped up copious quantities of Joe’s jism. It was more abundant than Joe’s, and somehow tasted more bitter. He didn’t mention the fact, though, when Joe asked how his load tasted. He just said it was good and left it at that.

“Guess we’re going to have ourselves a little alone time,” Faith said when Billy had finished. “Having an early night. But first thing tomorrow morning, you boys be sure to wake me up with breakfast in bed.”

The following morning, after a good night’s sleep, the bulls knocked politely and were invited into the Wades’ small bedroom. This time, the big guys fucked Faith while Billy lay right next to them, getting a good eyeful from just inches away. This, Faith explained, meant he could move quickly to clean up. 

It was a revelation to see the whole cuckolding process in extreme close up. This time, Faith took both loads in her snatch, which was almost gushing creamy jizz when Joe pulled out with that familiar sound. Billy licked and lapped again and brought Faith to climax again while the bulls looked on.

“He’s good,” Joe said.

“Got him well-trained,” agreed Sam.

After a few minutes more, the idea was suggested. The one that Billy had expected all along but not spoken of. The thing he had been secretly dreading and yet hoping for at the same time.

“Kinda wish he’s clean up our dicks, cuz,” Joe remarked.

“Oh, I don’t know,” Faith said. “He’s not into sucking dick. Are you, honey?”

Billy raised his head above her wet crotch and looked his wife in the eye. She gazed down at him for a couple of seconds then smiled in understanding.

“I guess he might be after all,” she said quietly. “Hey, let my little cuckold here get you hard again, and we’ll go for another good, hard fuck. I’m here to relax, after all.”

Billy gulped down the last of the semen and then turned to face the bulls. He knelt on the bed while the two guys moved closer, half-flaccid cocks swaying in his face. The hefty members were slathered in drying cum and cunt juice, and Joe and Sam took pleasure in slapping Billy’s face with their dicks. Then Joe ordered him to suck, and Billy opened his mouth to take the big, sticky man-meat in so far as he could.

It was very familiar, the mingled tastes of the bull’s rich cum mixed with his wife’s copious juices. It was the taste of orgasm, of cuckolding, of a woman well-satisfied. It was the flavor of true masculinity. Joe told him to suck and lick and get him hard. And Billy did. And when Joe was hard again the immense bull began to fuck Faith again, while Billy took Sam’s cock in his hand and fastened his lips on its light-colored tip.

***

What they called their “Bull Weekend” was over too soon for Faith. She was already talking about arranging a longer vacation with Sam and Joe on the drive back. Meantime, they arranged for Joe and Sam to return every weekend. 

Once home, they unpacked and kicked back with order-in pizza and discussed their future. They agreed that the cuckolding routine was fine, but Faith wondered if she might get bored with it. Then she asked if Billy was really happy or just going along with things for her sake.

“I love you, but I am having a good time, really,” he insisted. “I never thought I’d suck cock, but it felt natural in that context. With you there. Knowing it was so we could get closer, in a weird kind of way.”

“So, we’ll go on as we are,” Faith said, leaning back and stretching on the couch. “We got a good thing going, I guess, me and my loving cuckold.”

In the event, circumstances beyond anyone’s control led to a change. An illness in the family meant Joe had to leave town, indefinitely. Sam, a few days later, got himself a girlfriend who was possessive and not willing to simply let him disappear for whole evenings at a time. 

Suddenly, the Wades, having set up a perfect arrangement, found themselves a normal couple again. Normal except in the sense that Faith could not work up much enthusiasm for regular fucking. They tried oral, and Billy eating her out certainly worked, but the subsequent penetration was no big deal. They tried anal, again beginning with some serious oral activity on Billy’s part, but Faith was not so keen. Toys helped a little, and Billy got plenty of excitement from being disciplined, caged, and gagged. But Faith was never really satisfied.

“Problem is, not so many bulls around,” she said, flicking through a special hook-up site on her phone. “This town is Deadsville when it comes to all the kinky stuff. All the best bulls are taken.”

Things looked bleak until coincidence literally lent a hand. Billy was manhandling an IKEA table from the elevator down the hall when a new neighbor offered to help. The guy was called Trayvon, and he was black, slim, and very athletic. Billy felt Trayvon lift the carton with ease and had little more to do other than steer and open doors. 

“Hey, I could help you fix this up?” 

Trayvon’s suggestion was very welcome. Faith would soon be home from work. It was a long shot, but maybe Trayvon lived alone?

“Sure,” said Billy. “Would you like a beer before we start? My wife will be home soon, and she’d probably like to supervise, you know?”

“Oh, I know,” Trayvon said. 

They chatted and established that the new neighbor was quick-witted, liked a dirty joke, and was not into serious relationships. 

Billy took a deep breath and asked the question, point blank.

“My wife and me, we’re into cuckolding,” he said. “You know what that is?”

Trayvon did. By the time Faith got home, the candidate was primed for a possible test. 

Faith was surprised and pleased at Billy’s enterprising spirit. But, as she bluntly said to Trayvon, she needed to see the goods.

“Nothing personal,” she added. “You are great, really handsome.” She moved closer to the young man and slid a hand down his shirt. “Nice muscles, good pecs, abs,” she purred. “But I need to know what I’m getting down below, you catch my drift?”

Trayvon grinned over her shoulder at Billy. The cuckold was getting hard already, seeing this happen after weeks of having his wife to himself. 

“Just keep going, Faith,” Trayvon said. “Explore a little down there. I don’t think you’ll be disappointed.”

Faith giggled and undid the young man’s jeans then slipped a hand inside. Billy saw her freeze then laugh out loud in surprise.

“Oh my God, that is incredible!”

She knelt down and pulled Trayvon’s dick out of his pants. It was thicker than Billy’s, but the length was what startled the couple. It was a good nine inches of stiffening brown meat. 

Faith spent a couple of minutes stroking and admiring the gigantic cock, which rose up as it swelled with tumescence. 

Billy moved closer to get a better look. 

“Too big for you, white lady?” Trayvon asked.

“No,” Faith said. “I want that big fucking cock inside me, like right now. Did Billy tell you about the way he cleans me out?”

“Sure did,” said the new bull. “Sounds good to me. Hey, Billy, you want to get me hard again after I fuck your old lady?”

Billy stared at the bull’s prodigious mass of meat as his wife led Trayvon to the couch. He wondered how much semen Trayvon would produce, if the load would match the freakishly immense penis. He wondered how the next load he lapped up would taste, and what the big cock would feel like when he took it in his hand and sucked it. He licked his lips, recalling the taste of his degradation by Sam and Joe. 

“I’m ready,” he said simply. “Always ready on the cleanup squad.”

Faith stripped off her work clothes as Travyon stepped out of his pants and shorts. The colossal dick swung hypnotically as Billy took a seat, reached inside his pants. 

Faith rubbed herself, and Trayvon joined in, giving her plenty of finger stimulation then licking her pussy. Finally, he gripped her ass and pushed his oversized tool into her cunt. She sighed at the welcome feel of being truly filled with cock then started to gasp and moan as the pounding began. 

The young bull had plenty of stamina. The first time he came inside Faith, he stood back and stroked himself hard again in a matter of minutes while Billy licked and swallowed. The load oozing out of Faith was less copious than Billy was used to, but somehow tasted stronger. He wondered if Trayvon’s youth had something to do with it, coupled with Faith’s enhanced excitement at getting fucked properly after a dry spell.

Whatever the reason, after he gulped down the last of the first load, Billy felt as if he was being cuckolded for the first time. In a way, he was, each new bull bringing a new dimension of manly superiority to remind Billy of his feebleness. He jumped up eagerly then decided to crouch on the floor by the couch like a dog so he could see it all up close. 

Faith lifted her legs high and rested them on Trayvon’s shoulders as he entered her again.

As he licked his lips, Billy wondered if Trayvon had a cousin, or any friends, who might be interested in providing him with an even richer taste of humiliation.

The Chef's Special Dessert

I had never been a guy with much of a sweet tooth. If I was being honest, I didn’t really have that much interest in food at all, outside of ingesting enough of it to stay alive and healthy. I know that sounds crazy, but I wasn’t the best cook, and I wasn’t really that picky. I could go for just about anything and be happy with it. From fast food to fine dining, it all tasted just about the same to me.

But my wife? Rachel was on the other side of the spectrum, completely opposite of where my opinions on cuisine lay. Her taste buds were like little computers on her tongue, picking up things I never would have ever been able to taste. She was impressive in the kitchen, even a little scary, and I had to admit that her meals looked like something off a magazine cover.

Even now, as I watched her frost the last section of her chocolate cake, I couldn’t say that I’d ever seen anything look more delicately crafted. It barely looked real.

“What do you think, Peter?” she asked. “Look good enough to eat?”

“I’d say so.” I swiped a finger inside the bowl. “This is pretty good, actually.”

“That’s saying something coming from the guy who can’t tell the difference between a Dollar Store Easter bunny and fine Swiss chocolate,” she said. Her red lips twisted up in a smirk. “This cake might get me the job after all.”

I watched her straighten and turn the cake around on its stand, looking at it from every angle. It looked just as meticulously crafted as I knew it to be. Each dollop of homemade whipped cream surrounding the cake’s edge was identical to the one that came before it. And the candied strawberries in the center looked more and more like a handful of priceless rubies with each passing second.

“It really does look great,” I said. “There’s no way that the chef won’t be impressed. I don’t think you have anything to worry about.”

Even so, Rachel did look worried. She’d been working toward this interview for weeks. The second that she’d seen the ad online, it was like her whole world had shifted. All she’d been able to talk about was the open position at The Milkjug. It had been the focus of almost every conversation since.

Each time I looked at her, I could see the wheels turning in her head as she came up with recipe after recipe, trying her best to decide what would be the dish that wowed the chef the most. I told her that anything she made was sure to get her the job but, as usual, my wife let her anxiety get the better of her. She’d come up with a million different dishes, each one more unique than the other.

But this, a simple chocolate cake, outdid them all. At least, in my wife’s eyes. I wished I could help her more, but she knew me. I was just as happy eating macaroni and cheese out of a box as I was at a five-star restaurant.

“You think they’ll really like it?” she asked, tapping her finger against her chin. “I guess they’re going to have to. It’s not like I have time to make anything else. I just thought that maybe elevating something easy would be the thing to do. You know all of the other interviewees are going to come up with something insane … I hope I made the right move.”

“I’m sure you did, hon.” I eyed the cake again. “How many other cakes are going to have gold leaf flowers decorating the sides? None. I highly doubt that the yokels in this town are going to have the chops for something like that.”

“But that’s just it,” Rachel said, pacing. “Chef Raymond is like a celebrity, Peter. People are going to be coming for miles around to bake something for him. After he was on that one cooking show, he hasn’t been able to get out of the spotlight. It’s not going to just be people from around here who apply.”

She’d told me these words over and over, but I still had a hard time believing that anyone could beat my wife in anything. I know I might be a little biased, but to me, there was nothing that she couldn’t do. I might not be able to tell the difference between fine food and cheap grub, but I knew one thing—Rachel was unstoppable. She was wildly competitive, skilled, and more determined than anyone else I knew. She was going to get this job. I was at least sure of that.

Even as she strutted around the kitchen, nervously chewing her nails, I knew she would sweep the competition without even having to try. There was a certain tenacity about her that couldn’t be beat. Even if Rachel didn’t know it, I did. I’d seen it over and over again throughout our five years of marriage.

“I don’t think you’re going to have anything to worry about,” I reassured her. “Really. But I would start getting ready, if I were you. You only have an hour until your tasting interview. It won’t look good if you’re late.”

She beamed at me, her smile glowing. If I was good at anything, it was keeping this woman on time for her appointments.

She boxed up the cake carefully with graceful fingers then breezed off into our bedroom to do her makeup and change into her new outfit that she’d picked out just for today.

I sat down heavily on the couch, listening to Rachel hum a tune that I didn’t know.

I flicked through my phone, thumbing through the posts on my social media as I waited. Rachel had been right; this guy was a celebrity. Almost every other post was about Chef Raymond Andal starting up one of his restaurants in town.

Pride rushed through me as I considered my wife’s accomplishments, and all that she had yet to conquer. She was going to tear this interview up. They were going to love her. That sous chef position was practically hers already. I wondered if they would put a picture of the lucky job’s recipient online, too. My smile widened as I pictured how elated Rachel would be. She always wanted to be the center of attention, and I loved her all the more for it.

I must have mindlessly scrolled a little too long. When Rachel popped out of the bedroom, looking freshly made up and way too beautiful, I had to blink away spots.

“Staring at your screen too long?” she asked. “You know that’s not good for you.”

“I know, I know. But look!” I turned the phone around to show her. “Isn’t that your celebrity chef that everyone’s talking about? They’ve got him on every social media website known to man. All anyone can talk about is how excited they are for this restaurant to open.”

Rachel let out a whoosh of breath. For the first time, I could see how nervous she was. She glanced away from me, uncertainty carved into her beautiful face.

“You really think I can do this?” she asked. “I don’t know, Peter. I bet you everyone else is going to be really good. If they don’t call me back, I know it’s going to break my heart.”

“Just go out there and give it your best shot,” I said. “The worst they can say is no. But hey! You’re not going to have to worry about that. Now get out there and show them what you’re made of!”

Rachel planted one swift kiss on my cheek before scooping up the box and heading for the door. She gave me one last nervous wave before shutting the door quietly behind her. A few seconds later, I heard the car start up and vroom off down the street.

I sighed in the quiet of the house. I always hated being away from Rachel. We both worked from home previously—me as a coder and Rachel as a water specialist. Being without her seemed strange, wrong almost.

I sped through the channels on the TV without really seeing anything on the screen.

The minutes dragged by. Rachel was likely already at the restaurant.

Boredom had already begun to seep in, and I was failing miserably at fighting it off. I groaned, knowing there was no one around to hear it. I was going to have to slap myself out of the stupid funk if she was going to get this job and stop working from home.

Suddenly, something on the TV caught my eye. I sat up straight and scrambled for the remote to turn the volume up a few notches. It was a live feed of the restaurant. A reporter stood outside of the swanky restaurant, talking with the one and only Chef Raymond Andal.

The man was much more handsome in the videos than he was in the posts online, and that was saying a lot. With high cheekbones and a solidly cut jawline, he looked like he would be at home on a catwalk in Rome much more so than he would in the kitchen. There was something modelesque about him that seemed strangely out of place in a kitchen setting. Then again, I supposed it was upscale. I guess that it made sense that the chef was ridiculously attractive.

“Are you excited to get started, Chef?” the reporter asked. “There’s a lot of awesome interviewees here to show you their skills!”

“Absolutely.” Chef Raymond flicked his set of bright green eyes toward the camera. “I can’t wait to get to try every dish. Let’s head on in, shall we?”

His voice was smooth, his smile infectious. He seemed like the sort of man who could make pretty much anything fun. I didn’t know many men with that kind of charisma, but I supposed that was part of what had gotten him here today.

The camera panned behind the reporter and the chef as they headed into the restaurant. The place was even nicer than I could have imagined. The walls were painted a stark white, one of the purest and brightest shades that I’d ever seen. Lavender-toned lights ran underneath a white marble bar, and toward the back, I could see a huge mural of falling flowers, delicately rendered in pastel tones. It was a beautiful place. I could only imagine how proud Rachel would be to work somewhere like that. This had been her dream all her life. She was extremely successful in the scientific field now, but that hadn’t been where her heart was at. This, however, seemed right up her alley.

The next shot showed a small crowd of perhaps a dozen people or so. I leaned forward when I picked Rachel out of the group. Her bleached white hair stood out amidst the smattering of brown, black, and mouse-blond. Even brighter than that was her smile. Her dainty fingers clutched her cake box fervently.

“There’s my girl,” I muttered to myself, grinning. My pride multiplying one thousand times over. “You’re going to destroy all these other losers.”

One by one, the reporter interviewed them. Rachel looked increasingly nervous until the camera finally turned toward her.

“And what have you brought for Chef today?” the man asked, holding up the microphone to my wife’s lips.

She opened her mouth then closed it again, her words drying up in her throat. I knew that Rachel was camera shy, but it was odd to see her usual confidence shrink. Just as the thought fully formed, though, she found her nerve again.

“Chocolate cake,” she said. “I’ve elevated it several different ways. Gold leaf, Swiss chocolate, and homemade candied strawberries. There are lots of—”

“Rachel?” someone off camera asked. “Rachel Winthrow? You’re up.”

“My turn?” she asked anxiously. “I, uh … Well, okay.”

“I guess that’s all the time we have with the lovely lady,” the reporter went on smoothly. “All right, let’s see who else we have here …”

The reporter moved on to another interviewee, a young woman with a nasally voice who I instantly disliked. I stared at my cell phone in my lap, wondering if I should text Rachel to tell her good luck or not. The last thing I wanted to do was distract her, especially when I could see that she was so nervous.

I sat back and closed my eyes on the couch, wondering what she was doing now. A cloud passed over the sun, shading the living room, and I sank back against the plush cushions further. When Rachel got home, she could tell me all about what happened. My eyelids fluttered. Before I knew it, I’d fallen deep asleep.

***

I woke up to my phone blasting my ringtone. Startled, I jumped up, and the cell phone came tumbling out of my lap and onto the floor. I bent down to snatch it. The screen displayed five missed calls.

“I got the job!” Rachel was screaming over and over again. “I got it, I got it!”

Bleary-eyed, I blinked. “Wait,” I said. “Weren’t they supposed to take some time to decide or something? I read that they were going to use this weekend to decide who they wanted to give the sous chef position to, and they would announce it on Monday. Rachel … you’re not even home yet. How do you know you’re their pick?”

“Listen,” she said. “You’re never going to believe this. Chef Raymond and me really hit it off. I was so nervous before I went in, but let me tell you, I dropped it the minute that I saw him. He’s gorgeous! Oh, but that’s not the important bit. That was … Sorry, Peter, I don’t know what came over me. I’ve just never met a Hollywood-type person before, and I’m so, so, so excited.”

“Whoa, whoa.” I sat down again on the couch, rubbing my eyes with my free hand. “Slow down. You said that you and the chef really hit it off?”

“One hundred percent,” she said. “We were laughing and joking before he tasted my cake. I was pretty confident, but when he actually did try it … Oh my God, Peter, you should have seen how his eyes lit up. He loved it! I couldn’t get over his expression. I wasn’t there for the rest of the schmucks in the dining room. No clue how they did. All I know is that I made it!”

“Wait a sec.” Confusion had made its way to my face. “Did they say anything to you? How do you know you got it?”

“Because Chef Raymond told me!” she crowed. I could hear the excitement in her voice. “He called me right as I got to my car in the parking lot. Of course, I answered right away. He told me that he couldn’t stop thinking about that cake I’d made, that he couldn’t get over how good it was! He offered me the job right then and there, but we kept on talking for, I don’t know, maybe twenty or thirty minutes? I guess he’s going to announce it publicly on Monday, like he planned. He’s so interesting and charming … and so sweet! Oh my God, I can’t believe I’m going to work with him! I’m just about home, pulling into the drive right now!”

I smiled as she hung up the phone and moved to unlock the door. Right away, I heard the car bumbling into the drive. When the car door slammed open, the sound of my wife squealing with joy reached my ears. My sleepy smile lengthened further. I couldn’t wait to hear all about it

***

In the days that followed, I quickly learned that the only thing on my wife’s mind was Chef Raymond. I’d even caught her chatting away on the phone with him every now and again. During these times, she was so caught up in the conversation that she barely even knew I was there. When she would finally notice me, she would cover the speaking end of the cell phone and smile cheerily at me.

“We’re going over the opening day menu,” she’d said again and again. “We’ve got something special going on for day-one patrons. This is just so cool!”

At first, there had been a spike of jealousy inside of me, but it had quickly dulled and made way for something else. I didn’t understand why, but other urges had made my body and mind their homes. I couldn’t help but picture Rachel and that chef guy together, behind the scenes somewhere at the restaurant. I imagined them getting closer, their skin brushing. Rachel would gasp in that breathless tone that she used when she was turned on. Chef Raymond would turn toward her and pull her closer, her breasts pressing into his chest. He would slide his hand down her back, spread her legs, and—

“Peter, what are you doing? You’ve been staring at the floor for like five minutes.” Rachel waved a hand in front of my face, forcefully pulling me out of my daydream. “You thinking about something?”

She crossed her arms, a signifier that she was worried about something. Was she wondering if I thought she was cheating? It was the only thing I could come up with. The funny thing, though, was that some part of me hoped she was. I couldn’t stop thinking about the two of them slinking away to a hotel somewhere, or even using one of the back offices in the restaurant as their lover’s sanctuary. I swallowed hard, waving away the sinful thoughts that threatened to take over my mind again.

“Just thinking about work,” I said. “Lots of coding … stuff going on, you know. I guess I’ve just been a little stressed out.”

“Tell me about it,” she said. “Chef Raymond has been trying to perfect this frosting recipe for days now. If we don’t get it right soon, we won’t be able to make the cupcakes in time for opening day. He’s really stressing out about it.”

“Cupcakes?” I asked. It didn’t seem like something a well-known, sort of famous chef would spend his time creating.

“Yep,” she replied, moving into the kitchen. “Chef Raymond actually got famous for his baking skills. Most of the items on the menu are dessert dishes. I think that’s one reason why I was chosen so quickly. Everyone there was trying to impress him with something savory.”

“Huh.” I followed her into the kitchen and took the coffee cup that she handed me. A new idea had come to me, something much less vanilla than I’d ever thought before.

I imagined Rachel and Raymond in bed together, the sultry sounds of their lusty endeavors filling the room. I could almost hear their bodies slapping together, Rachel’s high-pitched moans, and Raymond’s carnal grunts as he took her. He would pull out of her just in time to soak her breasts in his white seed, panting all the while. And once he was done, he’d turn to me and call me over. I would lean down, hovering just over my wife’s cum-drenched breasts, open my mouth, and—

“Peter, you’re doing that thing again.”

I blinked. She’d caught me zoning out again.

“Oh.” I reached up to rub my face. “Sorry.”

For the rest of the evening, I tried my best to stay a part of the conversation, but that didn’t mean my mind didn’t wander. I couldn’t stop thinking about the scenario I’d dreamed up earlier.

What the hell had that been? I’d never gotten urges like that before. Rachel and I were usually pretty unadventurous in bed. Something like that was nothing but a wild fantasy.

Wasn’t it?

As I listened to Rachel talk on and on about her new celebrity chef boss, I wasn’t so sure. There was something there when she talked about him that made me think she really did have the hots for him. I couldn’t blame her if she did—the man was gorgeous. Even I was drooling at the thought of cleaning his cum off my wife’s perfect breasts. The idea was too tantalizing.

I went to bed that night without Rachel being any wiser about my new latest obsession. Or at least, so I hoped. Even so, the image followed me into my dreams, teasing and taunting me with something I could never experience. Rachel would never be okay with something like that.

But as I thought back to how much she’d been talking about Raymond lately, I had to ask myself just how sure I was about that.

***

On opening day, Rachel was almost out of her mind with anxiety. She’d gotten up early to call Chef Raymond. I’d heard her out in the kitchen, going on and on about frosting, cake texture, and the displays. I couldn’t help but be proud of her.

“You’re coming up to visit me at work later, right?” Rachel ran her hands through her fairy white hair. “I’m going to need all the encouragement I can get.”

“I think you’re going to be fine,” I said. “But of course I’m coming. Besides, I want to come up and taste some of those cakes.”

She grinned at me, pleased.

By the time she had to leave, she’d calmed down, all her anxiety replaced by excitement. In a flurry, she kissed me on the lips, snatched her purse, and beat it for the door. I knew deep down that part of her excitement stemmed from seeing the chef again, but I didn’t care.

The fantasy of sharing my wife with him had me in its grip again. Once I started thinking about it, there was no stopping me. I flipped through my phone, hoping to distract myself, but all it did was put more fuel on the fire. Once I came across an ad with Chef Raymond’s handsome face plastered directly in the center, it was over.

I leaned back on the couch and folded my hands over my lap. I was already horribly hard, my cock throbbing in my pants. I shifted uncomfortably and told myself that I wasn’t going to touch myself. Not to this. Instead, I would take a cold shower, wait a little bit, and then head on down to the restaurant. There was no sense in entertaining these thoughts, not when they would never happen. There was no point in getting myself all worked up.

I cracked my knuckles and made my way to the bathroom, ignoring my pulsing hard-on.

The shower did nothing to help my mood, but it did help my boner. I sighed as I ran my fingers through my wet hair, leaning back into the stream of cold water. I wondered what Rachel was doing now.

Maybe she and her chef had slid on back to one of the unused storage rooms or offices. Once they were alone, what would they do then? I couldn’t stand it. I had to know.

I spent another fifteen minutes in the shower before hopping out and drying off. I couldn’t sit here and do this all day. My imagination had gotten the better of me. I could come up with scene after scene all day long. It was clear that I wasn’t going to be able to get them out of my head. My options were either to stay home and ruminate or grab a table at the restaurant where I could watch the action unfold right in front of me. It might not be quite as X-rated as I’d hoped for, but I could at least see their chemistry live instead of having to hear about it from Rachel when she got home.

From what I’d heard, the restaurant was less a true “restaurant” and more of a bakehouse. It wouldn’t matter how long I sat there. If I chose a table out of the way, where Rachel wouldn’t notice me, I could sit there all day if I wanted.

That thought was enough to motivate me. I got dressed quickly, tossing my clothes on as fast as I could. If I hurried, I could get in before there was much of a wait. I snatched my phone from the side table and shoved it in my pocket before heading to the car.

All the way to the eatery, I was consumed with a mingling of lust and confusion. I had never felt this way before in my life, but hearing the way that Rachel talked about Raymond had awoken something inside of me. I was already enjoying the thought too much. I didn’t want to let it go.

When I finally got to the restaurant, I sat in the car for several long moments, wondering if I was making the wrong move. I could just go home now and come back later when I had a clearer head. I could grab a table, say hello to my wife, and then leave immediately.

I paused for another heavy second before shaking my head and shoving the car door open. No, I was going to indulge this. This one small thing couldn’t hurt, especially if it only lived in my mind. I didn’t have to tell Rachel about my fantasies. She would be too caught up in her work duties and in Chef Raymond to notice me, anyway, especially on the first day. This might be my only opportunity.

I strode toward the restaurant doors and smiled at the hostess. “Table for one, please.”

***

I’d been right about one thing—Rachel and Raymond had amazing chemistry. I watched them from a table in the corner as they zoomed through the kitchen together, checking oven after oven as they went. It was interesting watching them bake the goods right before my eyes. I was sure that, to any normal customer, this seemed like some culinary show, some little cutesy performance while they munched on items from the bakery case.

To me, though, this was an ode to just how much my wife and Chef Raymond meshed. I loved watching the way her eyes lit up when they met his. The way that he brushed against her sparked a fire between my legs. Their stare seemed charged, rife with electricity and passion. There was a moment when I thought they were close enough to kiss, and I wondered if they were hot enough to do it right then and there. In public. They moved an inch closer, and then another. I grew harder and harder beneath the table while my thoughts ran wild.

But that was before Rachel saw me.

She’d glanced up and met my eyes from across the crowded room. Somehow, she’d zoomed right in on me. A second later, and my phone was rumbling within my pants pocket. I swiped the screen and opened her text.

Hey! it read. Come to see me?

Did I question her about how physically close she and the chef had gotten? Did I accuse her of cheating or ignore it?

"Or" a sneaky voice said inside of me, "do you proposition her? Do you bring up why you’re really here?"

I sat up straighter. Could I do that? I thought back to how the chef and Rachel’s hands had brushed, how close they had gotten in the corner of the restaurant. It was clear that something was going on already. If I brought it up now, but made it about my desires, it would allow Rachel to act out hers without anyone feeling cheated.

Was that something she could go for?

I took a deep breath then started to type.

You two seem to have a lot of chemistry.

I watched her read it from the far side of the room. Confusion swept across her face, followed by worry. So there was something going on.

But didn’t that work in my favor? In all of our favors, really?

I don’t know what you mean she texted back.

I shook my head. We didn’t have to do this song and dance. If she wanted to be with Raymond physically, there was nothing wrong with that.

I slammed my fingers on the keyboard as I typed the words out to Rachel.

The only thing I ask is one thing. I want to be there for whatever the two of you do.

I watched her face dip back again in confusion, and then her eyes found mine, questioning.

I panted. This was a risk that I was barely brave enough to take. I couldn’t be sure what had come over me, but the more I thought about what I—no, what we as a couple—could gain from this, I knew right away that I had to at least try.

I watched Rachel show the phone to Chef Raymond, who read it from over her shoulder. They convened in the corner for a moment, speaking too far away for me to hear before my phone buzzed again. I glanced down. This was from a new number, one that I didn’t recognize.

Rachel says yes. Meet at my house after the restaurant closes. I’ll send you the address.

***

The chef’s house had been just as immaculate as I’d imagined it would be. I pulled up and parked next to his Lambo, gulping nervously.

What the hell had I gotten myself into?

Rachel was already here. I wondered if she’d taken a few after-work trips here during the days when the two of them were getting the restaurant ready. I felt hot under the collar thinking about it.

My cock swelled when Raymond opened the door, Rachel standing just behind him.

“Honey, are you sure this is something you … you want?” Rachel asked for the thousandth time. “I mean, we don’t have to do anything if you’re uncomfortable.”

“Uncomfortable?” Raymond grinned. “It was his idea.”

“He’s right, Rach.” I took a steadying breath. “I mean, it >was my idea. I don’t know why, but I can’t stop thinking about this.”

Saying it out loud made my cheeks turn bright pink with embarrassment, but I had to let it out. She had to know the truth. This was something I wanted. No, it was something that I desperately needed.

“And it’s not like you haven’t wanted this, either,” Raymond said, turning toward my wife. “Both of us. Hell, all three of us have been thinking of this. Why not embrace it?”

Rachel didn’t need much convincing. She took a step toward Raymond, her eyes bright and her cheeks ruddy with desire. “I’m not going to argue with that.”

Raymond’s smile widened. “That’s what I’m talking about.”

He’d already started to disrobe, shedding the chef coat and white pants until his entire brawny body was revealed. He was much more muscular than I’d thought beneath the thick white chef coat.

I watched him arch his back as he stretched and felt my cock twitch in my pants. One look at my wife told me that she was feeling much the same way. I could tell that she was already wet for him by the look on her face. When he moved toward her to begin undressing her, I was convinced that her panties were soaked.

He’d completely stripped her down to just her lingerie. I noticed that she was wearing a matching set that she normally only wore during our romantic evenings. Had she been planning something like this all along? The thought made my breath quicken.

“You’ve got such a beautiful wife, Peter.” Raymond circled Rachel like a lion about to pounce. “I’m so glad that you’re considerate enough to share her. I think she’s pretty glad, too. Aren’t you, Rachel?”

“Absolutely.” Her reply was airy, breathless. It was clear that she wanted this just as much as I did.

They moved to the black leather sofa. Raymond pulled Rachel onto his lap, his arms snaking around her waist. His kisses were passionate and hot. He didn’t seem like the easy, gentle lover that I was. There was something more primal about Raymond than I could ever hope to be. He sucked on one particular spot on Rachel’s neck until she began to pant, his fingers reaching back to unclasp her bra. It fell away, revealing her perfectly symmetrical breasts and her hardened pink nipples. Raymond enclosed one within his palm, his fingers pinching the nub. Rachel arched back, moaning, but Raymond didn’t let up.

I backed myself into a corner, watching from the chair that I had found there. Instinctively, my hands found my way into my pants. With shaking fingers, I produced my raging hard cock and ran my thumb across the head. The sensation coupled with the scene in front of me was almost too much. I wrapped my hands around my member, slowly stroking. My eyes were glued to the couch as I watched my wife wriggling in the other man’s arms.

His cock was at least two inches larger than mine, and girthier all the way around. Rachel enclosed it in her hands, and I watched as her eyes widened. It seemed that she noticed the same thing. He smirked as he placed another white hot kiss to her neck, his hands sneaking between her legs to rub her clit.

The second that his fingertips touched her, Rachel shot up, her arms wrapping around Raymond’s shoulders. He had found that perfect spot, the most sensitive place he could have touched, and he was milking it for everything he had.

Raymond rubbed in furious circles while Rachel rode his hand, rocking back and forth until I thought she would cum right there. Before long, though, the man removed his hand and replaced it with his rock-hard cock. He rubbed the head against her entrance once, twice, a third time, until I was sure her pussy was screaming for him. He teased her with the tip, pressing in and out just a few inches at a time until he’d entered her completely.

Rachel cried out in pleasure, her nails sinking into the man’s shoulders. His first few thrusts were deliberately slow, tantalizing, but a few moments later, he began to pound into her. The sound of their bodies meshing together filled my ears, and I let out a soft moan of ecstasy, barely audible beneath the sound of my wife and her lover ravaging each other.

I’d almost never seen Rachel so uninhibited. She seemed carnal, unlike the woman that I knew from our marriage. She gave it to Raymond just as hard and rough as he gave it to her. Her hands had found his hair. They tugged relentlessly, jerking his neck back so that she could plant toothy kisses there. They left purple and red marks all down his neck and shoulders.

He thrust into her harder, taking her right in front of me. My hands slid up and down my own member as I stroked off, pleasuring myself to the scene in front of me.

“God, you fucking love this, don’t you, Peter?” Raymond asked huskily. “You love watching your wife fuck another man, don’t you?”

I nodded fervently, unable to speak. The only thing I could do was pound my own cock and moan.

“He loves it,” Raymond said again. “He fucking loves it, and he’s going to clean up after us, isn’t he?”

I nodded again, knowing exactly what he meant. My mouth watered, my cock twitching in my hands. A stream of pre-cum shot dribbled out, coating my hand and my length. My balls tightened. Raymond was exactly right. I did love this.

Soon, Raymond was groaning savagely into my wife’s hair. He wrenched it back to tickle the inner curl of her ear with his tongue, gasping all the while.

Rachel whimpered at the sensual touch, writhing into the chef’s hardened body. I knew she wouldn’t last much longer from the way she sounded. A few seconds later, and she was screaming out his name, her eyes screwed shut. I knew she was coming hard by the way she mewled, begging for him not to stop. I pounded my own cock harder, an invisible compulsion within myself filling steadily now.

“On your knees,” Raymond growled. His hands rested on Rachel’s shoulders as she did as he asked. She looked up at him expectantly, waiting.

“Taste yourself.” He pushed his cock into her open mouth, fucking her throat with everything he had.

I held back my own orgasm, keeping myself walking on the edge until the end.

There was something I desperately wanted to see, to experience, but I didn’t want to shoot off into space until then.

Right as the thought left my head, Raymond arched back, his groan rising in volume. He pulled out of my wife’s mouth just in time to soak her breasts. The sticky-white cum clung to the swell of her perfect mounds. My mouth watered, but I waited until Raymond directed me. He didn’t keep me waiting long.

“Get over here,” he said. “Clean her up. I want to see her spotless within the next few minutes.”

I did just as he asked, scrambling over as fast as I could.

Rachel offered her breasts up to me, and I leaned down to take the first few laps of salty sweetness upon my tongue. I closed my eyes, relishing the taste of Raymond’s milk as it slid down my throat. Before long, Rachel was completely cleaned up. I’d done my duty and done it well.

“Perfect,” Raymond said. “Just in time for the next round. That is, if you’re still thirsty, Peter?”

Was I? I barely had to ask myself the question at all before I knew the answer. I nodded eagerly. Maybe I did have a little bit of a taste for frosting after all.


The Running of the Bulls

Most people just don’t understand what humans are put on this Earth for. They go through life in a mundane way, dragging around in their work uniform and name tag and go about their day without a single thought of how things could be, how they should be. They choose to accept whatever the universe handed them without molding it into a narrative that fits them.

But that certainly doesn’t describe me, and it doesn’t describe my wife, Beverly, either.

We prided ourselves on being more than that, on sinking our teeth into this big, beautiful world and sucking the marrow right out of it. We lived in luxury and indulgence. And that meant tasting every culture around the world, really getting to experience things that the normal person couldn’t try … or maybe just wouldn’t try. These simple yet mouthwatering pleasures had sharpened every nerve, every tastebud, every receptor in my body.

I leaned back on the patio of Bev and my hotel room, breathing in the smoke from the cigar that I’d just bought in Cuba not even two months ago. Pamplona, Spain was looking pretty good from where I was sitting. A fine view below me, a good smoke in my hand, and my wife, who was slipping into her best clothes before our night out on the town. There was nothing in the world that could ever be more satisfying than this.

Or at least, there wasn’t yet.

Bev and I had a plan, one that might or might not be fulfilled, depending on whether or not we found any little gems like we usually did. It didn’t matter if we didn’t come across anyone who caught our eye. There would always be another opportunity to seek someone else out. Another country, another thrill, another man to sink himself into my wife. And another night of insane pleasure, the kind that you still felt in your balls the next day.

“You ready, honey?” Bev’s silky-smooth voice called from the room.

She tapped on the glass, sticking her head through the door. Her mane of fiery red curls tumbled down as she ran her thin fingers through them. She was looking particularly good tonight. That black dress clung to every curve as though it had been painted on, hugging her wide hips and full chest. No man would be able to resist her. How could he when she walked around looking like that? Her teeth flashed in the moonlight as she grinned at me, her green eyes alight and ready to play. I loved her in every single way, but this was how I loved her best. That fire inside her that craved more was blazing bright tonight.

“Ready as ever,” I said. The remains of the Cuban cigar lay forgotten in the ashtray. “You think we’ll find a good one?”

“Maybe,” she said. “I have a good feeling about tonight.”

There was one thing that Bev and I insisted we taste in every foreign country we stopped at—the men. My wife and I were adamant about enjoying everything the world had to offer, yes, but one of the most intriguing tastes for me was that salty sweet ambrosia that came from a well-fucked man. And boy, was Bev good at fucking.

I liked the way her heels clacked through the hall as we made our way down to the hotel lobby. There was a restaurant there that the locals praised as authentic, delicious, and luxurious. It sounded like a mix bag of things that Bev and I enjoyed, and the perfect setting to scope out our next limited-time lover. Could be a waiter, a bartender, or even just a businessman staying at the hotel with us; the only stipulation was that he had to be from the region we were visiting, and he had to be on our same standard of physicality. Those two were the only non-negotiables.

The smell of paella hit my nose hard the second that we stepped out of the elevator. I breathed in the scent, closing my eyes to truly appreciate it for everything that it was worth. This was truly the life. How many other people got to hop around from country to country, tasting and experiencing everything that they had to offer? How many other men had a wife who shared the same kinky streak running through her, who supported and indulged in their every desire?

I’ll tell you … not a lot.

So, when Bev got the itch to find another lover for the night, I followed along wherever she went. If she wanted to go to this restaurant to seek someone out, I was all for it. I was feeling a little thirsty, anyway.

“Just two?” the host asked in his heavy accent as we made our way up to the stand.

For nowI wanted to say.

What I did say was, “We have a reservation. Paul and Bev Thorn. We’d like to sit somewhere with a good view of the restaurant, if you don’t mind.”

The host scrolled down the little tablet in his hand. “Ah, yes, yes. I found you. A good spot for viewing the restaurant, you said?”

“If you don’t mind.”

He nodded. “I have just the spot. Right in front of the kitchen will be okay?”

“That’ll be perfect.”

A heavenly aroma of herbs and spices filled the air as we stepped into the restaurant. I sighed and saw Bev do the same beside me. The smile that she handed me was both devilish and angelic.

“I hope we get to taste more than just the cuisine,” she said. “But I haven’t seen anyone yet.”

The host turned back toward us. “What was that? Didn’t quite hear you, ma’am.”

“She said she’s excited about the running of the bulls tomorrow,” I said. “We’re both really thrilled that we finally made it to Pamplona this year. We’ve been wanting to do this for a long time.”

The host grinned at me. “Yes, yes, it’s very exciting! I’m assuming you’re going to be watching?”

“She will be. I’ll be running.”

The young man’s eyes blew wide. A little too young for Bev and me. We liked our men well-seasoned. “You’ll be running?” he asked. “I guess I shouldn’t be surprised. You look like the athletic type, sir, if you don’t mind my saying. Are you a sports star?”

I laughed, a little surprised at the question. “No, no. Nothing like that. I’m just a cultural enthusiast, that’s all.”

The young man smiled, clearly a little confused, but gave us his recommendations, anyway. He pointed at things on the menu, but all I could look at was the sly way my wife’s eyes roamed the restaurant. She was like a succubus searching for her next meal, a sexual deity who was desperate for an offering. And I couldn’t blame her. Once we’d started trying out this little side venture in our love life, neither one of us could give it up.

As soon as the host left, she hoisted one sculpted brow up at me.

“Tell me you see that guy.” Her eyes flicked to the side of the dining room. “You see him, right?”

I turned my head casually, hoping to catch a glance at whoever or whatever she was looking at. At first, I didn’t see him. I squinted hard in the general direction but saw no one of note, no one who looked like Bev would want to sneak them into her bed.

When the man sat back in his chair though, I saw exactly who she was talking about.

The man’s dark hair stood out against the fashionable white walls, his muscular form filling out that dining room chair amazingly. His olive skin tone was completely unmarred, smooth except for where his five o’ clock shadow tinted his jawline. His brows were dark and thick. He oozed masculinity in every way.

“Oh yeah,” I said, “I definitely see him. Is he the one you’re going to go for?”

She nodded, her eyes on her prey. “Think so. You think he’d be up for it?”

I scoffed. Bev had no idea how drop-dead, jaw-on-the-floor gorgeous she really was. Her long red hair reminded me of a siren or a mermaid, the locks of some creature who could lure any man she wanted. Her eyes were bright and expressive, her scarlet lips always smiling with a warmth that could overtake the sun. Simply put, she was a stunning creature, one who looked like she was sculpted from a block of perfection.

“Of course I think you could wrangle him,” I replied. “I’m pretty sure you could have every man or woman in here you wanted. You wanna see if he’s up for it?”

She played with the end of her fork, her eyes flicking up to the ceiling as she thought. “Hmm … I’ll wait a little bit. I don’t want to look overly suspicious or weird-out the wait staff. I’ll wait until he gets up, and then I’ll go for it.”

I nodded, already used to going with whatever Bev wanted. She wasn’t forceful or domineering; it was usually just that her suggestions were the most level-headed course of action. She had a devilishly hot body and an angelic face, but her mind was on another level. I loved and respected that about her more than just about anything. The Bev I knew had a plan for everything situation and was never, not even once in her entire thirty-one years of living, boring.

When the server showed up, a young waitress who would interest neither Bev nor me, I barely heard what she was saying. All I could think of was the sights I would hopefully be seeing later on tonight, and they had nothing to do with the Pamplona scenery.

My mouth watered throughout the appetizer and the main meal. Nothing satisfied. Nothing yet, at least.

“I think I should head on over there and give him a taste of my feminine wiles.” Bev wiped her mouth daintily upon the cloth napkin. “Looks like he’s just about ready to leave. What do you think?”

“I think you’re right.” The man definitely looked like he was getting ready to head out for the night. He was alone—a good sign—and was scooting his seat away from the table. Any second now, and we could totally lose sight of him.

“I’m going in,” Bev said, sounding much like a hacker in one of those early 90s movies. “You wait here while I give him the low down, see if he’s interested.”

She brushed up from the seat in one swift motion, swiveling her hips in that tight, black sheath of a dress. I watched her move, jealous of the way the fabric clung to her breasts and her perfectly round ass. I could envision that stranger’s hands slowly lifting the hem of her dress, his hands sinking into the plushy flesh of her body. My breath caught short as I imagined him massaging her slick pussy through the sheer red underwear that I knew she was wearing underneath. I would be able to see her wetness even from the corner of the room, watch the way she ground her body against him. I could hardly fucking wait.

God, I hope this guy says yes.

But Bev had a history of them saying exactly that. I wasn’t too worried.

Besides, even if he said no, there would always be another who would not.

Bev crossed the dining room, sliding through the aisles with a purpose. Her eyes were on her target, her steps long and swift. I watched her twist one strand of bright red hair around her finger, twirling it so that it cascaded down her shoulders like a burning waterfall. This was always how she started off—get there quick, fix her hair, and make herself seem like the most seductive and desirable woman in the entire world. In my opinion, she was already just that.

She breezed through the main dining hall, a wide floor devoid of tables as the staff zipped by. In only a few more steps, she would reach him.

But before she could take even one more step, one of the waiters came crashing into her with a full tray of desserts. Chocolate, churros, and café con leche went clattering to the ground … and so did my wife.

She sat up, looking more surprised than I’d ever seen her, and brushed a stream of chocolate sauce from her dress. The waiter was red in the face, completely aghast. He stared at Bev with gigantic eyes before scrambling up to help her stand and brush the cinnamon and sugar and coffee from her dress.

“I’m s-so sorry, ma’am!” he exclaimed. “Here, let me help you. I—”

Bev smiled at him, holding her hand up. “It’s totally fine. It was all my fault, not yours. I’m not even worried about it.”

By that time, I’d already left my seat and appeared at her side. She was completely unharmed, just a little covered in sugar and a bit surprised. As a swarm of servers surrounded the mess, working together to clean up the spilled food and broken coffee cups, Bev assured the young man that she wasn’t the least bit upset.

“Don’t worry about it,” she said. “The dress is black; there’s not even going to be a stain. This will all just be a funny memory us all tomorrow.”

The young man smiled wanly, not entirely convinced but the majority of his stress seemed to have been alleviated. He blurted out another stream of apologies then sped off, saying something about asking the manager to discount our check.

“Well, I guess that’s a bust then,” Bev said as soon as we were alone.

“What is?”

She gestured over her shoulder to where the man had been sitting. He was already gone. Her disappointment was palpable, and so was mine.

I shrugged as we sat back down. “Well, who knows? Maybe we’ll see him around somewhere before we leave.

***

We did our usual skulking around whenever we missed someone that Bev was interested in. Both of us had tried to find him in other public places around the hotel, to no avail. It was completely useless. Either he was locked up tight in his room, or he wasn’t staying here at all. Either possibility was just as probable. I’d heard that locals visited this restaurant for the quality of the food and for the good service. It wasn’t a far stretch to think that he could live around here somewhere and just went for a decent meal.

Bev hadn’t wanted to do anything at all that night, and I couldn’t really blame her. She’d had her sights set on this guy, and he’d been gone before she could even stand and brush the churro dust from her dress. That golden opportunity was completely lost. I couldn’t imagine how she was feeling. She put on a smile, but I could tell that she was more disappointed than she was really letting on.

“You wanna go down to the hot tub, babe?” I asked her. “Maybe that’ll cheer you up.”

She shook her head, sighing with the force of her entire slender frame. “No, I don’t think so. I would only be a downer. I wouldn’t mind if you went by yourself though, Paul.”

“And leave you up here all alone?”

She smiled and held up the remote. “I’d much rather see what’s on TV tonight. I’m just not feeling up for it. Besides, a minute of quiet would do me some good after all that with the trays and the waiter. Go on down and get a soak, Paul. I think you’ll enjoy it. You might as well since we’re here.”

“You wouldn’t mind?”

She flicked on the TV and settled back against the giant pillows in our bed. “Not at all. I’ll try it out tomorrow. Tonight, I just want to relax, I think. At least, now I do, after the one that got away.”

I patted her thigh. “I know. I’ll see if I can find him while I’m down at the hot tub. You have fun up here, hon. I’ll be back soon.”

“No worries.”

I donned my expensive trunks and a black shirt, bid Bev goodbye, and out the door I went. If I could find this guy for her, she would be over the moon. I cast my gaze down every hall as I made my way to the elevator. If he was roaming around here, I was going to find him.

After I take a few minutes in the hot tub, that is.

I hummed to myself, looking forward to the sensation of the warm jets shooting across my body, of the bubbles blowing through the water, and the hot steam in the air. That sounded like just what I needed right then. My muscles felt tight, tense, horribly stiff. The sight of the hot tub coming into view couldn’t have been more welcome.

And it was completely empty.

Hallelujah.

I tugged off my black shirt and tossed it on one of the chairs. Sliding into that warm embrace never felt so good. It leaned back, releasing the tension in my body, and sighed. This had turned out to be a decent night, after all. It wasn’t anything near as exciting as Bev and I had wanted it, but maybe I could talk her into coming down here a little later. Maybe then she’d realize that there were other pleasures to be had, other ways we could find our fun.

I smiled to myself. That sounded like an excellent idea.

Just as I’d made myself comfortable, a flash of something caught my eye. It was movement down the hall. Someone was crossing in from the pool area to the hotel lobby. Someone with dark hair, a bright white smile, and smoldering eyes. I squinted.

“That’s him!” I bolted upright, splashing myself in the face in the process.

I scrambled out of the hot tub as best as I could and pulled my arms through my shirt sleeves. I couldn’t lose him again, not now.

My sandals flapped and flapped against the outside concrete as I speed-walked as quickly as I was able to, which granted, was not fast. My shirt got tangled around somewhere. I quickly discovered the problem. I’d stuck my arm through the neck hole and had gotten myself all tangled up.

“Agh, shit.” I bumbled into a potted plant and lost a shoe. I could only hope I was hopping in the general direction that the man had went, but by the time I got my shirt situation figured out, he was gone.

“Dammit,” I grumbled. “I can’t believe I missed him again.”

That was just my luck. But if my recent bumbling had told me anything, it’s that the man was staying here in the hotel, as well. That was good news. It was likely that he’d come for the running of the bulls, as well. That meant there was an opportunity to see him tomorrow.

I couldn’t think about the hot tub now. The only thing I wanted was to go back to Bev and tell her of my discovery. I would leave out a few small details, of course, like how I’d lost him, but she would be happy all the same. I smiled all the way back up to our room.

When I slid the card and entered the room, however, she was already sound asleep. The TV was on, and the remote was still in her hand, but Bev was out like a light.

That was fine. We had a lot on our schedule tomorrow. If she wanted to get in an extra hour or two, that was all right by me. I could tell her in the morning … or I could find the guy myself tomorrow at the bull run and surprise her.

My smile was back, but brighter than ever. I was really going to make this anniversary a memorable one, whether my wife knew it now or not.

***

The following morning, I was up before the sun. My nerves were running a hundred miles a minute down a straight track and back. Earlier in the trip, I’d been looking forward to the bull run the most, but now, I was thinking of another sort of bull. If I could catch sight of this guy in the crowd or, even better, make friends with him in the crowd of runners, then maybe we still had a chance to get this guy in our bed. He would love Bev with a capital L. I couldn’t be convinced otherwise. The only problem was he kept slipping through my fingers.

Bev was up maybe twenty minutes after I’d figured out how to work the fancy coffee pot in the kitchenette. She yawned lazily, stretching like some catlike goddess, and smiled at me without a trace of disappointment in her eyes. That was Bev, easy come, easily go. Little did she know I was hatching a plan to win her, her man. That was, if I ever saw him again. It just had to go perfectly. And that was if I even had the guts to pull it off.

“You ready to run today, babe?” she asked as she felt around in the cupboards for one of the hotel mugs. “Can’t wait to see you out there with all those beasts. God, that’s so sexy.”

“Sure am.” The truth was, I wasn’t so sure if I really was or not. But I wasn’t actually planning on running the whole thing.

“Can’t believe my man is going to be out there with all the rest of those yummy-looking men.” The coffee steamed up as she poured herself a mug. “I’ve got to get this on camera!”

“Yeah, I hope you do. I want to see it.”

We got to the city streets right before seven thirty in the morning. In exactly thirty minutes, the beasts would be set free to run rampant. I shifted nervously in the crowd. Could I really do this?

And what of my plan? There were a million Spaniards here today, and a million more still at home, watching from the live coverage from their living rooms. There was no guarantee that I would see him here today. What the hell was I doing?

“Line up, everyone,” a man with a thick accent was saying to the crowd of runners. “Bulls are going to be let out any minute now, okay? Let’s all be aware of—”

But I had no idea what I was supposed to be aware of.

I stared through the crowd, barely believing what I was seeing.

“You.” The word left my lips before I could stop it. Thankfully, the streets were too full and too noisy for him to hear.

The man stood abreast of me a few guys down. If my arms were just a tiny bit longer, I could reach out and touch him. My mouth dropped open, and I somehow found Bev’s eyes in the crowd behind me. She gave me an enthusiastic thumbs-up, her long lashes batting up and down at me. She was loving this, her smile as wide as the streets were long. What was more was she didn’t even see the man.

I would make sure she did before the night was through.

“Runners, take your positions! Bulls, ready! And … go!”

The sound of the trumpets drained away the moment the bulls were released. The only thing I could hear was the roar of the crowd, and the thunderous pounding of hooves. It was chaos beyond all other definition of the word.

I ran, shouting at the top of my lugs, scared out of my gourd, my heart pounding so heart that I was certain I was going to drop dead right there. In my right peripheral, I saw a bull winding toward me, his feet tearing up the streets like a crazy demolition derby truck from hell. His giant horns swung, and I swore to God that I saw steam pouring out of both ears. The creature eyed me devilishly, and then came in for the kill.

In my left peripheral was something more favorable. The mystery man had worked his way over to the other side and was hauling ass right next to me.

The bull on my right had had enough stalling. It lowered its head further and came at me with everything it had. I yelped and jumped as hard as I could, but I somehow wasn’t fast enough.

The bull lodged the tip of its horn into my pants, the fabric twisting until it was hopelessly knotted around the thing. I screamed bloody murder. I knew I was. I couldn’t help it. When a creature that big has you locked tight in its metaphorical fist, you scream.

Thankfully, miraculously, something happened … something that could only have been described as a sign from the gods … or maybe it had something to do with my precise plan coming into fruition on its own.

The mysterious man intervened.

He snatched my arm, yanking hard with both hands. The bull jerked its head from side to side, only narrowly missing my calf by a fraction of an inch. It was a miracle that I wasn’t impaled. But then again, maybe that was exactly what this was.

“Hold on, I got you!” he cried, pulling me out of the way of the mauling creatures behind us. We both crashed into the crowd, and before I knew it, someone else had hauled me upright.

“Are you two okay?” a young woman asked. She guided us out down an alley and out of the crowd. “I’m one of the first responders for the run. I’m afraid I can’t let either one of you back out there after that fall.”

I feigned disappointment. All of this was going exactly as planned so far. In fact, it was going far better than I ever could have asked for.

“Oh no,” I said. “I’m so sorry, mister …? I’m sorry. I don’t know your name.”

“Luis.” His hair was mussed, tousled. “Luis Suarez. And it’s all right. I thought we were both done for out there. Don’t know why I ever wanted to do it in the first place. And what about you? That bull was taking you for a ride!”

“I don’t know.” I stood shakily. “I … Oh shit, my leg. I don’t know. I think I twisted my ankle during the fall. Jesus, it’s aching pretty bad.”

I wasn’t lying. Well, at least, not completely lying. I’d fallen wrong and had landed badly, but it was nowhere near as terrible as I made it out to be. It was a little red, and that was all.

“Uh-oh, better let me take a look,” the woman said. “If it’s really bad, I can direct you to the—”

“No, no, I think I’ll be fine,” I insisted. “I just need to rest. I’d like to head back up to my room. My hotel is right around the corner. But I … Oh Christ, that hurts.”

Concern washed across both the young woman’s and Luis’s face. He offered me his shoulder. “Here, I’ll help you back to your room. Maybe a day or two of rest, and you’ll be back on your feet again.”

The woman frowned, unsure of whether or not she should let me go. “Well, there’s no bleeding, and I don’t see any bones jutting from your leg. You’re free to go. Just don’t go running around on it, and I think you’ll be just fine.”

I knew I would be just fine. The pain wasn’t as bad as I’d pretended it was. In fact, it was already receding. Soon, it would be gone entirely. But Luis didn’t know that, and I would make sure that he didn’t find out.

We made our way through the crowd, back down the street that led to the hotel.

We hadn’t gotten far when I heard a shrill scream. I turned to see Bev pushing through to get to me.

“Oh, my husband!” she cried, her eyes as wide as dinner plates and full of unshed tears. “I saw you fall, and I thought something terrible would happen! I’m so glad you’re all right!”

“Yes, I’m fine,” I said. “All because of this gentleman right here.”

She finally noticed Luis. I didn’t think it was possible, but her eyes had gotten wider. Her mouth dropped open. She looked like she wanted to speak, but she was too stunned. To her credit, though, her recovery was quick.

She smiled at Luis with that same smoldering expression she gave every one of her prospective lovers. “Well, then. I definitely have to thank you in some way, don’t I?”

“Oh no,” he said. “No thanks is necessary. The only thanks I need is to make sure that your husband is okay.”

We passed through the lobby of the hotel, with me fake-hobbling to the elevator. I hit the button for our floor, my nerves spiking. This was my moment to strike. Either I would hit this part of my plan out of the park or it would drop out of the sky like a stone.

The elevator doors parted. No one inside. Perfect. I waited until we were safely inside with the doors closed to make my move.

“I’m just sorry about tonight, honey.” I directed these words toward Bev, praying she caught my meaning. “I just wish there was something I could do.”

This caught Luis’s attention, just like I’d hoped it would. “Something you could do?” he asked.

Bev didn’t look a drop confused. She’d already understood exactly where I was going with this, but I wasn’t sure if she thought I was serious or not. I would have to explain later. “Don’t worry about it, sugar,” she said. “There’s always next year. Our next anniversary will be even better.”

“Yeah, that’s if I don’t get my leg gored by another bull. Maybe if I just suck it up, I can— “ I moved my leg a little, and then let out a fake whimper that I thought might get me an Oscar. “Nope, no can do. I hate to disappoint you, sweetheart. You deserve so much better than what I can give you.”

“Do you … need some help with something?” Luis asked. This guy was too nice for his own good.

“Well …” I looked up, as if I was considering keeping the secret to myself. “It’s just that this is me and my wife’s anniversary, and I’ve gone and hurt myself. I can’t believe I signed myself up for something like that. There was no way I was going to be able to keep up.”

Sympathy shone from Luis’s eyes. “I see …”

“I was hoping for a really special night, but I don’t think I’ll be able to, er … perform. If you know what I mean.”

Bev had caught on to my act. She dropped her eyes, lowering her chin, and shrugged lightly. “I understand, babe. I was hoping for a really great night, too, but if you’re not physically up for it …”

“I just don’t think I can.” I turned toward Luis, a half-joking smile on my face. “Too bad you can’t just do it for me. That would solve everything.”

He nodded pensively, seeming to consider my words. “Yes … I suppose it would …”

“Actually, that might be just the solution! But … you wouldn’t be up for something like that, would you?” I pressed, my lips still cemented in a smile. “You know, filling out my husbandly duties?”

He blinked several times in quick succession, surprise and confusion resting over his brow. “You mean … sex? With her?” He nodded toward Bev, his eyes wide and staring. I could tell that he was actually seeing her now for the first time. His gaze was piercing as he met her gorgeous green eyes and darkened when he caught sight of her perfectly rounded tits.

“Of course, with her,” I said. “She’s my wife, after all.”

“Hm.” The sound was clipped, short. Luis had taken on a different expression than he had before. That gentlemanly kindness was replaced with something darker, needier. “Well, I wouldn’t say no …”

“So, you’re saying yes?” Bev’s smile lit up her face.

He smirked back. “I suppose, if you’re the one asking, then the answer is one hundred percent yes. Give me your room number, and I’ll be back tonight at eight o’ clock sharp.”

The elevator doors opened with a ping!

***

Bev wasn’t usually nervous, and tonight was no different. She seemed calm on the outside, but inside, I could tell that she was over the moon in her excitement. The closer that it got to eight o’ clock, though, the less control she had on her exhilaration. She started tapping her foot at around seven, and about thirty minutes later, she was pacing.

“You really think he’ll come?” she asked for maybe the two-hundredth time. I didn’t mind answering. Dissuading my wife’s insecurities was a part of my job, one that I took seriously.

“And miss out on a night with you?” I rose my eyebrows as high as I could. “Of course he will. You’re a goddess! Look at you. Any man who decided to ditch you would be a fool.”

With every tick of the clock’s hands, she only got antsier. I told myself that she must really want this guy, that he’d somehow struck something in her, something she didn’t get to experience often. He might just be her particular favorite flavor of man. I couldn’t fault her in that. He was gorgeous, stunning in every sense of the word. I hadn’t been able to take my eyes off of him the first time we’d seen him in the restaurant.

As soon as the clock struck eight, a knock sounded at the door.

“That’s got to be him!” she cried, bolting to unlock it.

When she swung it open, though, an older lady blinked at her in surprise. “Room cleaning?” she asked.

“At eight at night?”

The woman shrugged. “Fine. We’ll be back in the morning.”

Bev shut the door, her entire body sagging. Disappointment sank her expression low. “Is he not coming?” she asked.

“Honey, it’s only just now turned eight …”

I stared at the door, now unsure myself. Like I’d told Bev, any man would be a fool to pass up on a night with her, but it’s not like it hadn’t happened before. The times were few and far between, but Bev still remembered them as if they’d happened yesterday. I knew she tried not to take the rejections to heart, but she put a lot of pride in her appearance and her natural womanly charms. I knew how being turned down made her feel, and it wasn’t good.

“I’m going to go take a shower,” she said miserably. “And then I’ll—”

She was interrupted by another knock, this one much less timid than the first. Her eyes found mine; they were giant and green and glittering like the stars up in the Pamplona sky. She jumped up and dove for the door handle, swinging it open faster than I could blink.

There he was, just as I remembered him.

“Good evening, you two,” he said. “Or should I say, happy anniversary?”

***

Watching my wife with someone else always got my motors running, no matter how many times I’d seen it done. It didn’t matter if it was someone she’d been with before, or someone new entirely, the result was always the same.

Since we started regularly incorporating cuckolding into our sex life, our marriage had gotten even better than it already was. Her excitement was my excitement, her joy was my own. I felt just as validated and loved by her when she was fucking someone else as I did when she was with me.

And tonight was no different. Bev had gone straight into what I liked to secretly call her “succubus mode.” This was when the sensual side of her brain took over, and she was at its mercy, just as much as Luis or I was. These times were when pleasure meant more to her than anything else; she would have it, no matter what. I liked that about her. Her tenacity and her sexual streak ran rampant inside of her. She was confident and proud, and so goddamn beautiful.

It seemed that Luis thought so, too. He’d stripped her of her clothes in record time, leaving them in various corners of the room as they locked lips. He wasn’t shy either, not in the least. They made a good pair, in my opinion. At least, for tonight. The way she fit in his arms made my stomach clench, my balls tighten. His hands danced around her breasts to tease her, and that steaming hot grin was back on her face again, her eyes not leaving his.

I sat dutifully in the armchair, watching with eyes the size of Mars. This was nothing I hadn’t witnessed before, but every time was like the first. I propped my “injured” leg up on an ottoman, making sure I winced every now and again for good effect. But Luis wasn’t watching me, anyway. His eyes were on Bev, and his lips were on her, too. His tongue, his hands, his entire body was pressed up against her, drinking in her natural femininity. She was a goddess, a queen, and she deserved to be treated as such. And Luis was doing a damn good job of doing it.

He carried her to the bed that we’d just shared together last night, laying her down on top of the silky sheets. His dark brown eyes felt her up with his smokey gaze, and she wriggled, her tits jiggling as she did so. She bit down upon her bottom lip, grinning at him in a sea of red hair and perfect pale skin.

He lifted her legs up first then sank down until her pussy was just as eye level. He took in her slick pink folds and her throbbing clit for a second before diving down to lap at her juices. She gasped and shot upright, going all rigid, and her hips thrust upward into his mouth. He tongued her slowly at first, really letting her feel all of him, making her wetter and wetter with both her secretions and his saliva as time went on. Her cheeks had gone pink, her red lips open and heaving for breath, but he wouldn’t let up. He was giving her exactly what she wanted, exactly what she’d asked for.

My cock was harder than a fucking rock while watching them. I had to remember to breathe every few seconds or so. The sight was too good, too tremendously addicting. It was like watching the best porn ever created, but live, sitting there while it happened. Listening to Bev getting sucked or fucked was one of those things that I could do all day. The sounds she made while his tongue ravaged her tight hole was music to my ears. He slid that pink member in and out of her, really tasting her, and loving every second of it.

“You watching me taste her?” Luis asked. “You look like you’re enjoying it.” He eyed my diamond-hard boner, my barely thrusting hips. I couldn’t sit still, could barely keep a hold of myself while Luis nipped at her clit lightly with his teeth.

“It’s about what she wants,” I said. “She deserves a good fucking on our anniversary.”

“Don’t you worry. She’s going to get it.”

Those words made my dick feel like it had a pump attached to it. I was swollen and ravenous, and so fucking thirsty. I could already taste his warm seed all over my tongue, could already imagine how perfectly salty it would taste, how it would coat my throat going down. I let out a tiny moan, wanting it right then and there.

She came the moment that I decided to reach down and start playing with myself, her voice breaking at the highest point. I watched him wipe his chin clean of her come, and smirk as if he was going to go back in again.

When he didn’t, I was a little surprised. Instead, he flipped her over onto her stomach. I started to see spots. I was sweating with desire, and so was Bev. Luis was rubbing the head of his cock up and down her slit, telling her without words how thick he was, how much he was going to stretch her. Bev had just now caught her breath, and her eyes widened when she felt him start to enter her.

He took his first few strokes slowly, easing his way in, but he didn’t stay that way for long. Luis was massive, his girth thicker than me by far, and perhaps bigger than any of our other worldly lovers. She let out a high-pitched squeal, wriggling against him, but he’d clapped an arm beneath her stomach, holding her in place.

“Take it,” he whispered. “Just like that.”

And take it, she did. Like a champ, I might add. He went balls deep, fucking her like it was his job. He gave it to her better than I could have ever hoped for, “hurt” leg or not. I was mesmerized by his rhythm. The sound of his body slamming into hers tattooed itself into my memory, burned there until I knew I would be thinking of it weeks, maybe even months later. She moaned and threw her head back, thrusting backward against him until her ass cheeks started to clap.

He gripped her red hair and pounded her harder, giving her his all. It seemed almost like a competition between them—who could fuck who the hardest? And I was their enthusiastic audience, beating my own meat to the sight like a fucking pervert. But I didn’t care, and neither did Bev. This was the height of our dirtiness, the peak of our kinks. I couldn’t ask for anything more than this, and I was over the moon that Bev shared in my nastiest desires.

“She loves the feeling of my dick,” Luis said huskily. “She can’t get enough of it. Listen to how she moans.”

I did, and my cock twitched, threatening an orgasm. I didn’t want to come yet, but I couldn’t hold it off much longer, especially if Luis was going to address me at all. He was an alpha clearly, and he’d turned into a more primal creature than the polite, kind man I’d met earlier that day.

He moaned, but it sounded more like a low roar, a snarl. His hips thrust harder into Bev, and her voice became thin and pitchy. I knew. She was going to cream any second now. When he reached around to carnally grip her tit, I saw that she couldn’t keep a hold of her inhibitions. She came again with an uproarious scream that trailed off into something tiny and frail.

Luis pulled out only to flood her folds with his cum, giving her the most beautiful cream pie I’d ever seen. My mouth watered. I had to have it, had to taste it. I had to.

I leapt up, completely forgetting the whole leg ruse. Rushing over, I bent low to take his come down my throat, lapping it up like a good boy. I heard him gasp in surprise, but Bev sat up to trail her hands through my hair, encouraging me to take it all. I was totally prepared to do just that.

I cleaned her up well, reveling in that sticky, salty goodness. He moved aside to allow me to clean him off, too. This was a treat I almost never received. My head whirled, and I let my hand move down to finish myself off as well. It only took a few strokes before I came hard, dousing my legs with a fresh splash of seed. I lay exhausted on the ground next to the bed, unable to think of anything else except for what happened.

Silence filled the room until Luis finally spoke. “So, I’m guessing the whole leg thing wasn’t quite true, was it?”

“Not really,” I admitted. “But you can’t say that wasn’t fun, right?”

“Oh, it was definitely fun. I’ve never done anything like that before. Guess I have you to thank for that, huh?”

“Thank the bull,” I said. “If not for that thing snagging me, I never would have had the opportunity to get you in the bedroom with her.”

Luis laughed. “You always could have just asked me.”

I thought back to the several opportunities that Bev and I had bungled in our attempts to have Luis join our escapades and shook my head. He would never know how annoyingly difficult it had been to finally snag him. But now that we had, there was no point in stopping early, right?

“I think you might have to stay a little longer.” I pointed to my leg. “I’m still feeling a little crampy. What do you say, Bev? Do you want another good anniversary fucking?”

“I’ll never say no to that.”

When I met Luis’s swiftly darkening gaze, it was clear that he couldn’t either.

Pleasure and Pain


Tia's Awakening

“Are you sure you want to do this? There are plenty of other bars around,” Tia asked anxiously as she glanced behind her, looking at all the glittering buildings that seemed so filled with happy crowds.

Anxiety coiled in her stomach as she walked along with her friends. She was the shortest of the three with brown hair that reached her shoulders. She was neither voluptuous nor slender, but rather somewhere in the middle. Her eyes were dark, so dark that they seemed entirely black when in the right light. Her face was in the shape of a heart, and her nature was timid.

There had been so many times when she had been dragged along by Coleen and Susan, her two brash friends who were always looking to try new things and push their boundaries. Tia would much rather have stayed inside with a good book, but her friends were difficult to resist so she found that the boundaries of her comfort zone were shattered.

Susan was the tallest of the three. She had the body of an athlete and the attitude to match. There was never anything she was unwilling to try, and anything was a challenge. She had an ongoing relationship with a man called Matt, although given Susan’s behavior they were hardly exclusive.

Tia didn’t understand how anyone could live like she did. It was so unpredictable, as though the ground was shifting under her feet. Tia wanted something solid, something reliable. More than anything, she wanted to belong to something bigger than herself and have someone take care of her.

Coleen was a little older and more jaded. After a failed marriage, she cared not for decorum. As soon as the divorce had been finalized, she had gone out and had a tattoo etched on the small of her back, a small cracked heart, and she said she was never going to love again because love was, in her words, for suckers. She said she wanted more than that, and it had been she who was the driving force behind this latest excursion.

The two women were a storm, and Tia was often caught up in the whirling chaos, but none of their free spirit had rubbed off on her. She was studious and quiet, and their attempts to get her a good man had always failed. The problem was that Tia was so uncertain about, well, everything that she could never settle. It felt as though there was a barrier between her and the rest of the world. There was so much churning energy inside her that was bursting to get out, but she didn’t know how.

It was as though everyone else understood the rules of the world, but she was always struggling. And now she was in her mid-twenties, the time of life when things were supposed to be clearer, when she was supposed to have figured all of these things out. But when she thought of doing the things that Coleen and Susan wanted her to do, her skin crawled, and she was filled with a deep need to retreat to safety and push the world away.

“Yeah, come on; it’ll be a laugh. I’m tired of the usual bars anyway. They’re all the same, and you meet the same people. This is something different, and who knows? You might find exactly what you need in here,” Coleen said, although Tia didn’t think that was true at all.

They turned a corner and suddenly the noise from the rest of the city seemed to vanish, as though they had stepped through a strange world where nothing they knew existed. They were cloaked in shadows, and goosebumps appeared on Tia’s skin. At the same time, an icy chill crept down her spine.

“I don’t think I can do this. It’s too much. I want to go home,” Tia said in a trembling voice.

Susan turned to her. “Don’t worry about it.” She smiled widely. “It’s just a building and inside are just people, the same as there would be wherever you go. We’ll stick together, and I promise I won’t let anything happen to you. But Coleen is right; the usual places are getting boring, and we should at least give it a try.

“Look, when we’re inside, you can have a look around, and if you really don’t feel comfortable, then we’ll leave. But just stick close by us. We won’t let anything happen to you,” she said with a smile then placed an arm around Tia’s neck.

Tia felt the strong sinews of Susan’s muscles and nodded, swallowing her fear as best she could while Coleen opened the door to this strange world, this world of the BDSM club.

***

Tia had been in many night clubs and bars before, but never like this. Usually, there were heaving crowds all shoved together in one undulating mass, but in this building people were more spaced out, and there was a more relaxed vibe. The music was at a lower volume, and it was far less pounding than in other places, but Tia gasped when she looked around and saw what everyone was wearing. There were a lot of people in leather and spandex. Some wore full costumes, their faces hidden behind masks. Some were being led around on a leash like a pet. At first, she was disgusted, but then she looked down and saw the happy glances on their faces.

“This is wild!” Coleen exclaimed. She and Susan moved off to explore, and Tia had no choice but to follow.

There were people groping each other against the walls, while others were spanking each other. Some were using their hands, while others were using floggers and whips and things that looked like fly swatters. The level of the light was low, and it seemed like a place where dark deeds should take place.

Tia gazed around with uncertainty at what she was seeing. Her heart thundered inside as, everywhere she looked, there was something kinky happening. To her right was a woman getting groped by five men. At another place there was a man on his knees, pleasuring a woman with his mouth while another woman looked on. She grabbed the man’s scalp and buried his face in the other woman’s crotch. The sound of frantic moans and skin slapping against each other reverberated in the air around her.

Part of Tia was disgusted by this perverted and kinky behavior. Another part of her was intrigued, a deep, secret part of her that she wished she could rip out of her, but she could not.

She closed her eyes and wished herself home, but it was impossible. When she opened them again, she was standing alone. Looking around frantically, she searched for Coleen and Susan. She found Susan standing with the two women who had the man on his knees. He looked up at Susan with awe in his eyes. His lips glistened. Susan was deep in conversation with the other women, one of whom nodded.

Tia then flinched as she saw Susan slap the man across the face. His neck twisted, but then he clasped his hands together and bowed to her. Susan turned him around and started to spank the man, using all her athletic strength on him.

Tia turned away, not sure she wanted to see her friends in this light. She searched the room for Coleen and found her on the floor in front of two men. She was pleasuring both of them with her mouth and seemed to be enjoying every moment of it. There was nothing Coleen wouldn’t do to make up for the pain caused by her crumbled marriage, but now Tia was alone in this strange place, and she had no idea what she should do.

She turned around to try to find a safe place, but everywhere she looked there was more depravity, more darkness, more flesh being used and abused, men and women everywhere sharing in these forbidden pleasures that did not have a place in civilized society.

Someone brushed against Tia, and she jumped, squealing like a mouse who had just sensed that they were being hunted by a predator. A hand spread around her back and musky aftershave filled the air around her. A man leaned in and asked her if she wanted to be his doll. She turned around and said no, shaking her head vehemently. Fear swirled within her, and she braced herself for a fight, but the man nodded and walked away without saying another word. Tia furrowed her brow.

Another man came up to her a short while later and asked if she wanted to go somewhere private so that he could spank her. Again she said no, and he left without taking offense or trying to convince her otherwise.

It was all entirely strange to Tia. In other bars, men were insistent. If she refused their offer of a dance, they tried to buy her a drink; if she refused again, they clung to her, trying to persuade her, as though she was some challenge they needed to overcome. But here, one word was enough. Her wishes and her space was protected.

After this happened for a third time, Tia’s confidence grew, and she didn’t feel so vulnerable. Coleen and Susan were still occupied, so Tia took the opportunity to explore the club herself and look around at all these people who were enjoying themselves, and they were truly enjoying themselves.

At first, she had been disgusted, but the more she looked, the more she realized that everyone was enjoying what they were doing. There was nobody here who was forced into doing anything they didn’t want to do. It was incredibly freeing in a way, and she was a little envious of all these people who could let go of their inhibitions and surrender themselves to this kind of pleasure. Tia was a long way from doing something like this, but she wasn’t going to turn away from witnessing it. There was something thrilling from seeing these strong men and women towering over the ones on their knees. It was as though a dream swirled around her, and the more Tia looked, the more she was intrigued, but she did not yet possess the confidence to indulge in anything herself.

In time, Susan and Coleen returned to her with smiles on their faces. They had evidently enjoyed their time in this club, although when they left, Tia didn’t know if they would return.

***

When she was at home, Tia lay in bed and reflected on what she had seen. In the small hours of the night, her hand seemed to have a mind of its own and crept down to her most intimate area. Her fingers slipped between her thighs and found the warm wetness that was waiting for her. Soft moans escaped her lips as she twisted and writhed under the cover of the blankets. While one hand rubbed her femininity, the other pressed against her breast. She could feel her thundering heart underneath her flesh. Her mind was alive with all the dark and depraved things she had seen, and it made the pleasure more intense than it ever had been before.

Simmering moans burst out of her and sweat trickled along all her petite curves. Her fingers slipped in one by one, and heat flowed over them. Her mouth formed an ‘O’ shape and when she finished with herself, she was trembling violently, shaking and shuddering as she had never experienced anything so intense. It almost seemed too much to bear, and she wrapped the sheets of the bed around her afterward, as though she was wrapping herself in a cocoon to protect herself from the wild thoughts and sensations that careened around her body. It felt as though some alien force had invaded her and was controlling her from the inside out.

Over the course of the following few days Tia tried to shake off what she had experienced at the BDSM club. Coleen and Susan were happy to talk about their experiences, but they were already thinking about the next thing to try. Tia wasn’t sure she had exhausted all the possibilities of this yet. The wild thoughts careened through her mind, and she couldn’t shake the intrigue that plagued her. She wished she could claw everything out because it didn’t seem normal to be so possessed by these thoughts, but day after day, and night after night, there was a tornado in her soul and a burning ache that needed to be touched. It was as though she had been infected by something that had made her go crazy, and there was no controlling her own mind.

In the end, she realized that struggling against it was futile, so she summoned every ounce of her courage and decided to return to the club of her own accord.

***

This time, she went by herself, and she had to struggle with her own doubt. There were so many times during her walk to the club when she was tempted to turn around and return home, but something profound and deep inside her tugged her forward. It was as though her soul heard a call from the BDSM club, and she was unable to resist the song. Like an innocent child being led away from Hamlin, she followed the tune in her heart, but she was not a child.

And soon, she would not be innocent.

With a heavy breath, she entered the club and bit her lip, trying to quell the nerves that rose inside her. There were plenty of people in the club, like last time.

When someone came up to her, she shook her head, and they retreated back from whence they came. Tia was glad to see that this veil of respect had not been a freak occurrence. There seemed to be an understanding that people here would say yes if they wanted, and that if they said no, it was final. Everyone followed this same code, and Tia breathed a little more easily.

She noticed that there were a few others like her, people who were observing rather than partaking in the delights of the flesh. Some of these were actually getting aroused though, and were pleasuring themselves in their isolation. Tia turned away from them.

She wasn’t entirely sure where to start. There was so much going on around her and once again she felt as though she was locked in a crystal fortress, unable to break herself out. She wanted to pummel against the ice and make it shatter, to throw herself into something real, but she was too weak and uncertain. It wasn’t as though she could simply go up to someone and ask them to explain all this to her.

She could feel the heat twisting inside her and could only imagine how drenched her bed sheets were going to be when she returned home. She felt so ashamed at being here … and yet, she could not pull herself away.

“So, back again?” someone asked.

It took Tia a moment to realize that he was speaking to her as she had been so lost in her own thoughts. She looked around then tilted her head up to look at the man standing beside her. He was like a giant, tall and lean, but he had kind eyes. They were the color of glass. His hair was short and brown but cut neatly. He wore a shirt that was unbuttoned at the collar, and his mouth was slanted into an easy smile. The air shimmered around him, as though he was emanating some kind of aura. When she breathed in, she caught a scent of his aftershave and her mind trembled.

“What do you mean?” Tia asked, trying to keep her voice from trembling.

“I saw you the other night. You were here with a couple of friends? I was going to come over and talk to you, but you left before I had a chance. I’m Tom.” He held out a hand.

Tia took it and felt the warmth of his palm seeping into her. As their flesh touched, there was an electric crackle of energy that passed through her, so powerful that it almost stung. For a moment, she was lost for words. She managed to let her name stumble out of her mouth.

“So, I assume you liked what you saw? Forgive me for saying so, but you seem a little uncertain out here, like Bambi on ice.”

His light teasing made Tia smile, and set her mind at ease. For the first time since she had stepped into the club, she felt as though she might actually say ‘yes’ to someone.

“Yes … at least I think so. Sorry, I’m quite new to this, and I … I’m not sure what it’s all about really. I’m just a little curious, I suppose,” she said. Her gaze rose and flicked away from Tom, as though he was the sun and she was afraid to look at him directly.

“Curiosity is a good quality. It’s a hell of a step though, coming to a place like this when you don’t really know what’s going on.”

“It was my friend’s idea,” Tia explained.

Tom nodded and pursed his lips. He glanced toward the bar and offered to buy her a drink.

Her instinct was to say no, but she swallowed that word and nodded instead. She figured that, if at any point she felt uncomfortable, she could leave without feeling awkward or ashamed, such were the unspoken rules within the club. But there was something about Tom that put her at ease, and he was the first person to ask her for a drink rather than for a spanking or anything else.

Tia sat down at a table while Tom grabbed them a couple of drinks. She smiled when he returned and thanked him.

“So, are your friends not with you tonight?”

“No, I think they experienced everything they wanted to experience when we came here before. But I … I don’t know. I was kind of curious about this place. I’ve never seen anything like it. Do you come here often?” She cringed when she heard herself speak, and then let out a nervous laugh. “Sorry … I’m not so good at this whole talking to strangers thing.”

“It’s okay. I’ll give you some leeway in case you say something really embarrassing or inappropriate,” he said, and again there was a calm and happy ambience to his voice.

Tia laughed again and sipped her drink.

“But yes, I am something of a regular here. I’ve been coming here for a few years now. It’s a good place; one of the few places in the city where I feel I can really be myself.”

“How did you even find out about this place?”

Tom shrugged. “Word gets around, and if you want to get as heavily involved in the lifestyle as much as I did, then you find places like these. As you can imagine, it’s not exactly easy to get in touch with people who have a similar interest. The world isn’t built for people like us. So, we come here, to this place, where we can indulge ourselves in the darkness and hide away from the judgment of regular people.” There was a sadness to his words that moved Tia.

“What is the lifestyle?”

Tom arched his eyebrows. “Wow, you really are new. It’s BDSM. You know, there are Doms and subs, and it’s all about sex and the exchange of power and trust. I mean, that’s putting it mildly, and there are a whole host of other things about it, but that’s the general gist.”

“So people just … what … let themselves be hurt?”

“Sometimes,” Tom said, dipping his head. He glanced around behind Tia at everything the club had to offer then focused his attention back onto her. “Basically, in my experience, I’ve found there are two types of people in the world: those who like to dominate and those who like to submit. But because we don’t like to talk about sex, it’s hard for us to discover what really turns us on.”

“And which one are you? A Dom or a sub?”

“I’m a Dom, through and through. You sometimes get people who like to switch between the two, but it’s always been a case of shooting straight and true for me.”

“And what is it about being a Dom that you like?” she asked.

Tom smiled again.

“Sorry, am I asking too many questions?”

“No, it’s okay. It’s just that most people who come here aren’t as … fresh as you, so it’s been a long time since I’ve had to explain things like this, but it’s not a bad thing. It’s always nice to think about why we do this, why we do anything really.

“When it comes to sex, I like letting my strength go. I like knowing that I can push a woman to her limits and really release everything that I’ve been holding inside me. It’s intoxication to feel it surging out of me, almost as though I’m a dragon and I’m breathing fire. There’s nothing sweeter than having a woman underneath me, knowing that she’s going to love everything and anything I do. But then, out of sex … I don’t know … just knowing that you have someone who can trust you that much and who is willing to give you that much power.

“I don’t know where exactly your interests lie, but when it comes to BDSM, there are people who treat it as just a way to release their sexual frustration, and there are people who live it as a lifestyle. Submission doesn’t just have to come in the form of sex. It can come in wearing something someone has chosen for you, or being guided into being a better person.”

“And is that something you like?”

“Oh God, yes.” Tom leaned forward. “I love all that, although that takes a really special connection, you know. You really have to let someone else in and be vulnerable with them. It’s pretty rare, and I haven’t had anything like that for a while.”

“It’s vulnerable for you, as well?”

“Oh yeah. Don’t get me wrong, this whole lifestyle isn’t something where the Dom just gets to do whatever they want, and they get all the pleasure. The secret is—and this is how you’ll know if you’re dealing with someone who is genuine or with someone who just likes it a bit rough—that they’ll open themselves up to you just as much as you will to them. There’s nothing like the connection that can exist between a Dom and a sub. You know, the sub has to power to say no, always. It’s intoxicating to look down and see the light in a submissive’s eyes, to know that she’s devoted and obedient, and in that moment, I also know that I’m tied completely to her and I need her.” His voice rasped when he said this, and it made Tia’s heart tremble.

Tom looked directly in her eyes, and she wondered what kind of light he saw in her. It felt as though her soul was blooming like a flower, opening its petals and showing its vulnerable and fertile insides. There was a sudden shift in the air as she felt gripped by something profound, something dangerous, something irresistible.

“You know, now that we’re spending time together, I’m actually thinking about what I’d like to see you dress up in for me.”

Something inside Tia twitched when he said this. There was an uncomfortable ache, and a lump appeared in her throat. No matter how hard she swallowed it would not disappear.

“What are you thinking?” she asked. Fear and excitement swirled within her.

His eyes gleamed as he leaned in closer and lowered his voice. The rest of the club seemed to fade away as she became seized by his presence, as though ethereal chains were coiling around her arms and legs, ready to shackle her to him, and she was not putting up any resistance whatsoever.

“I’m thinking a low-cut top with stockings, a collar, or perhaps something more simple like a plaid shirt being held together by a single button. Or a towel wrapped around your body, fresh out of the bath. I could just imagine you now, sitting on my bed with your legs curled under your body, the water from the bath still lingering in drops on your body, your lips slightly parted, ready to pleasure me.” The intent in his eyes was piercing, and Tia found it difficult to breathe. Her lips were parted, although she could not summon any words.

His hand slid across the table, and he clasped her hand. Hers looked so tiny in his. “If you like, Tia, I can show you this world. I can be your guide. I can teach you everything you need to be the perfect submissive slut, if that’s something that piques you interest.” He arched an eyebrow, and she knew he must have already known the answer to the question.

She nodded.

“But first, you have to answer my question. You have to tell me a secret. I want to know what it is that drives you to return here. I want to know what appeals to you the most. I want to get inside your mind and understand your motives here, all so I can guide you better.”

“I don’t know,” she said, averting her gaze.

“Tia,” he spoke sternly and suddenly the dynamic between them had shifted.

There was a sharp intake of breath from her, and something curdled in her stomach.

“If we’re going to move forward, then you’re going to have to be honest with me and yourself. I’m happy to take things at a slow pace because you’re new, and I’m not going to put any pressure on you to do anything you don’t want to do, but one of the reasons this lifestyle is so wonderful is because we’re honest with each other. We’re not like the rest of the world. We don’t push our secrets away or try to hide them. We share everything, even if it’s scary, because it’s the only way to build trust and to truly know someone,” he said earnestly.

Tia nodded and took another deep breath. “Because I’ve never felt like I’ve fit into the world. I’ve never really belonged anywhere, and whenever I’ve been with a guy, I’ve always felt like there’s something missing, as though there’s a place he just can’t touch. It’s like there’s a barrier surrounding me, preventing me from making a deep connection with someone, but maybe that’s just because nobody has been able to take it from me. Maybe I’ve just been waiting for someone to do that.” Tia looked at him directly, intimating that he might well have been the man she had been waiting for.

The way he spoke to her and the way he acted … it was as though he held her in the palm of his hand, and she loved the thought of belonging to someone, of trusting someone with everything she had. The thought made her heart flutter.

When Tom rose from the table and told her to follow him, she obeyed.

***

They left the club and returned to his apartment. On the way, he explained more about the nuances of the BDSM lifestyle and the kind of things that she could expect. Tia was thirsty for knowledge and the more he described, the more enamored with it all she became. She trembled with excitement.

However, there were a few moments when she caught her hollow reflection in the window of the car and wondered if this was something she could truly go through with. All her life, she had pushed away the experiences of the real world and anything intense because she had been so comfortable in her regular life, but here she was, now eager and ready to give herself to this man. Was it right? Was it proper? Was it really something she could do?

In the end, she looked to her heart and knew that she had been drawn to the BDSM club for a reason. Tom had approached her for a reason. When she looked at him, she was filled with this rippling sense of arousal, and she felt as though she belonged with him. When he framed his words as orders, she obeyed his command, and her heart felt sated.

He took her hand and led her into his home, and she followed. It felt right to be by his side, to be at his mercy. There was a hard edge to him that had appeared ever since she had expressed interest in exploring the submissive side of life, and it made her melt inside.

“Before we begin, I want to make it clear that, if at any point you feel uncomfortable or I take things too far, you are free to tell me to stop. I want you to feel good as much as I feel good. This is all about the flow of power. I can only take as much as you’re willing to give,” he said.

Tia nodded in understanding.

He towered above her, every inch of him bristling with raw energy, and all she could think was that she wanted him to take every part of her, because she knew instinctively that she would be better because of him, that he could burn away all the doubt and the anguish that plagued her, and leave her as this raw, glowing, radiant being that was borne of sex and lust and passion; all the things she had been missing from her life.

“Get undressed. I want to see you, admire you,” he said as he moved around her.

Tia gulped as she started to slip off her clothes, exposing her flesh for him, inch by inch. They fell to the floor, making a puddle. She reached behind her back and unclasped her bra, dipping her head as she exposed her breasts. When Tom murmured his approval, she straightened and felt proud.

“Now the panties,” he instructed in his low, commanding voice.

She wriggled out of them and was left standing there with all her flaws on show.

Tom walked up behind her. He took her by the shoulders and turned her around, treating her like a toy. He was so strong that she was nothing in his arms, and she swooned at the power he exuded. “Beautiful,” he said as he looked her up and down.

His gaze was so filled with intent that she could almost feel it on her body. The fine hairs on the back of her neck rose and her knees threatened to buckle. His hands were smooth against her skin. Her flesh bended to his will. He caressed the sides of her body and her chest. She gasped with anticipated when she thought that he was going to touch her hard nipples, but he brushed over them, and she was left aching for more.

“Now undress me,” he said.

Tia reached up and unbuttoned his shirt, pushing it away. Then she unclasped his belt with trembling hands. He stepped out of them. Her eyes simmered with arousal as she gazed upon his bulging erection, and her hands hesitated.

She looked up, and he cocked an eyebrow. Without any words, he made it clear what he expected her to do.

She took the edge of his underwear between her fingertips and peeled them away, moaning softly as she saw his throbbing manhood.

His hand curled around her neck and cradled the back of his scalp as he pushed her down. She fell to her knees and was kneeling before him. He was masculine and hard.

He brought her head forward until her lips met his heat and slid down the thick shaft, coating him in glistening saliva. Her tongue wrapped around the rippling veins, and she heard him moan with pleasure. His hand was strong against her head as he controlled her rhythm.

A burning fire blazed within her as she pleasured him and nothing had tasted sweet. She looked up with wide eyes at his towering body. It was as though she was making love to a giant. Every hard angle of his muscles was highlighted by a glistening sheen of sweat. In that moment, there was nothing more she wanted to do than to pleasure him and make him feel good. She was at his mercy, under his control. She was his.

She placed her hands against his thick thighs and took all of him in her mouth, gagging for breath afterward. Then Tom pulled her head away and dragged her to the bed, flinging her down onto her back. She landed with a thud, and breath was flushed out of her lungs. Her arms splayed to the side, and within an instant, her wrists were pinned together, held in one of his mighty hands. He towered over her and his other hand shot down in between her thighs, without any ceremony or hesitation. She groaned and squirmed as his longer fingers thrust inside her, reaching deeper than anyone else had ever reached before. He controlled every movement of her. One flick of his finger was enough to drive her crazy.

Sweat trickled down her petite curves, and as much as she struggled and writhed, she could not break free of his grip. She was completely at his mercy.

He drove her crazy with his teasing and tormenting of her desire. It swelled and pulsated inside her like a raging storm, and she was certain that it would never let her go. Her head twisted around from side to side as she tried to brace herself against the pleasure. Something cracked inside her, and the pleasure flowed out from the core of her body, coating his fingers.

When he took them out, he lifted them up, and she could see the way her juice glistened on his fingers, shining in the light. He smirked as he brought them to her mouth, and then she tasted her sweetness as he rubbed them over her lips. She groaned as she had never before had to do anything like this, but she was willing to do anything he wanted. She knew that now.

“I’m yours,” she whispered.

He answered her with a deep kiss that penetrated into her soul. As he kissed her, he shifted his body, and the entire weight of his dominant body pressed against her, shackling her to the bed. She suffocated under his warmth, and her body felt as though it was going to break, but somehow, he knew exactly how much she could take.

He nudged her legs open with his knee, and then she felt it—her entire body being stretched to its limits as he entered her. Tia’s body was filled with him, and her eyes went wide. He released her hands, and she brought her arms across his back to cling to him. He arched himself up to get even deeper inside her and tore her asunder. His hand drifted to her throat and held her down. Raging lust drove him to insanity, and the air simmered with heat.

Tia felt as though everything was going to explode inside her, and what a glorious explosion it would be. The passion that raged through her rose and rose. It gushed through like a wave of tsunamis, careening wildly, reaching every pore of her body. The orgasms were relentless, and the heat of his pounding, piston body melted away all the ice that had shrouded her heart. She had found her place, on her back, being choked to oblivion by the man she now knew as Master. 

Costume Party

“Come on; just wear it. You have to come!” Ashley begged.

Tash groaned as she held the costume in her hands.

Ashley stood in her doorway with a hopeful look on her face. The two women were of a comparable age, both still the right side of thirty, but becoming more aware of time catching up with them with every passing day. Ashley was blonde and bubbly, while Tash was more reserved. She had black hair that was cut down to her shoulders, and her frame was slender. She was pretty, but considered herself plain, especially when compared with the glamorous, bleach blonde looks of Ashley.

The two of them had been friends for a long time, and Ashley had always managed to coax Tash out of her comfort zone. But as the years had gone by, Tash had only grown more comfortable and preferred to stay at home where she didn’t have to worry about getting involved with anyone else.

“I thought I told you I had work to do,” Tash said in a beleaguered tone. She pushed the costume toward Ashley, but Ashley did not take it.

“That’s just an excuse. You work freelance. You don’t have to work at all if you don’t want to.”

“I have deadlines.”

Ashley gave her a look. “You might be able to get away with that excuse on people who don’t know you very well, but this is me, Tash. I know that you haven’t missed a deadline in five years. Even the thought of it sends your anxiety through the roof. I can see the vein twitching on the side of your head!”

Tash’s hand shot up to shield her head from Ashley’s vision. She cursed her body for betraying her.

“Well, the thought of going to a party sends my anxiety through the roof, as well. If you’re so concerned about my wellbeing, then why don’t you think of that?”

“I am thinking of that, Tash, but you know you can’t let that win. You can’t spend your life staying indoors. You’re never going to meet more people that way. You’ll just get lonelier, and I don’t want that to happen. You’re a great person. People always like having you around.”

“They do?” Tash blinked in confusion because she had never believed that.

“Of course they do,” Ashley said. “Now get that outfit on and let’s go. I don’t mind being a little late, but I don’t want to push the limit.”

“What is this costume anyway?” Tash asked, screwing up her face as she looked at the package Ashley had bought around.

“It’s just something from a movie. If you had taken the time to prepare for the party like you said you were going to do, then you could have chosen a costume yourself. As it is, you’re stuck with what I have for you.”

Ashley was wearing a cheerleader’s outfit. She had such a baby face that she didn’t look too far removed from high school.

Tash sighed with resignation and rolled her eyes because she knew that there was no denying Ashley her wish. Secretly, she didn’t mind; going to the party wasn’t the worst thing in the world. It would break up her mammoth routine of watching The Simpsons all the way through.

Ashley leaned against the frame of the door and played with her pom poms while she waited for Tash to get changed.

Tash ran up the stairs and went into her room. She unfolded the package and pulled the costume out. As soon as she saw it, her face paled and she shook her head. She cast away what she had first found then rummaged through the rest of the package to see if there was anything else. There had to be something else, but there was not. She sighed as she turned to the costume and held it up again, examining it from a few different angles in the hope that it didn’t seem as bad as she first feared.

Perhaps it would look better on her.

Tash didn’t know what movie this costume had been featured in and, quite frankly, she didn’t want to know. It was an outfit of strapped webbing that was made of leather. She had to awkwardly squeeze herself into it and twist her arms so that the leather fell over her. It was so tight that she imagined it was what wearing a straight- jacket was like. The straps left gaps all over her body, leaving her flesh exposed. It covered all the important areas, but for someone like Tash, the thought of wearing this was horrifying. Her skin crawled as she imagined everyone looking at her. The leather bit into her skin as she moved and pain nibbled at her. She adjusted the straps to try to make it more comfortable, but when she did this she was always worried that she was leaving something else exposed.

She moved as quickly as she could downstairs to confront Ashley, although the outfit limited her movement, so it took longer than usual and she almost stumbled down the stairs, landing in a crumpled heap on the floor. Thankfully, she managed to keep her grip on the rail and glared at Ashley, who wore a smirk.

“Looks good, Tash,” she said.

“I hate you for this. You owe me big time. What the hell are you thinking? I can’t wear something like this!”

“No, I’m being serious. It does look really good on you.”

“What even is this from anyway?”

“Some sci-fi film, I can’t remember what it was called. One of my old boyfriends bought it for me to wear one Halloween. I know it’s not what you were expecting, but it’s the only thing I had that would fit you.”

Tash rolled her eyes. “And the fact that I’m going to look a fool is just a benefit. I can’t go like this, Ashley. Come on; you know I can’t.”

“I mean … you’re wearing it now, so you might as well go out in it,” Ashley said, holding back a laugh as Tash was still trying to get used to wearing the suit. It felt as though it was itching all over. She twisted her limbs this way and that, but she couldn’t get comfortable.

“Ashley, come on; don’t do this to me.”

“I’m not doing anything, Tash, but it’s better to go out in this than to turn up not wearing a costume at all. Come on; it’ll just be a laugh. What’s the worst that’s going to happen? Some people might look at you and have a chuckle? You should feel good about bringing joy to people’s lives!”

Tash shot her another look, and Ashley wiped the smile from her face.

“Okay, look, in all seriousness, this is just one night, and it might be good for you to try to embrace a different side of your personality for a few hours. You never know what might happen if you push your limits a little bit.”

Tash looked down and felt very sorry for herself. It was going to take a lot of effort to get out of this costume, so she figured she might as well get some use out of it since she already had it on. Ashley was a hard woman to resist, too.

“I’m not going to let you forget about this. You are going to owe me i,” Tash said as she grabbed her keys and walked past Ashley toward the car. Then she cursed about the fact that she had nowhere to put her keys.

Ashley giggled. At least one of them was going to have fun that night.

***

When they arrived at the party it was in full swing. Tash didn’t know who was throwing it; it was someone Ashley worked with.

Ashley was greeted with lots of friendliness and recognition, while Tash looked awkwardly at all the people she didn’t know. She offered them nervous smiles. They took one look at her, arched their eyebrows, and then turned away. Tash squirmed and folded her arms across her body, trying to hide herself from view, but it was impossible. Even though she only had a petite figure, her hands were not big enough to cover everything. She was exposing more skin now than she ever had in public before.

Tash could feel people looking at her. Her skin crawled, as though spiders were dancing upon her flesh. A chill ran down the back of her neck and she laughed nervously, sticking close to Ashley for safety. As well as the strange glances she was receiving there were a few longing, lingering glances as well as men looked at her with intrigue and desire. She wasn’t used to getting this reaction and wasn’t entirely sure how to deal with it. Her stomach churned with uncertainty.

“Ashley, everyone’s looking at me,” she whispered as they got a drink.

“Of course they are, and there’s nothing wrong with that. You’re a beautiful woman, Tash, and people are appreciating it. You don’t have to feel awkward.”

It was easy for Ashley, Tash thought. She had been getting attention from boys since high school. When it came to relationships, everything came easily to her. She slipped from one to the next without any difficulty at all. There always seemed to be a queue of willing men to take her out, while for Tash it was a case of struggling to find someone she could talk to, someone who understood her. Whenever she met someone, it seemed as though they treated her strangely, like she didn’t belong. Tash didn’t know how other people found it so easy to talk to people.

Everywhere she looked, there were people engaged in conversations, in small groups. They all seemed to know each other already, even though Ashley had assured her that Tash wouldn’t be the only one who didn’t know anyone else. It felt as though the walls were caving in, and Tash was beginning to wish that she didn’t come.

“Go and mingle; it’s a party! Just relax and have some fun,” Ashley encouraged.

Tash glanced around but didn’t know how that was supposed to happen. Everyone was scary, and Tash couldn’t think of anything to talk about.

The world swirled around her. She clutched her drink and felt the cold condensation trickle down the glass and run over her fingers. She longed to feel at ease in a place like this. When she was younger, she assumed that it would happen naturally, but the years drifted by and she became no more comfortable in social situations.

She had resigned herself to feeling this way forever more.

While she was lost in thought, she tried to follow Ashley around the party, trailing in her wake, hoping that some of Ashley’s sparkle would rub off on her.

While Tash was present for a number of conversations, she couldn’t actually say that she took part in any of them. Ashley was like a butterfly, fluttering around the party with ease, as though it was her natural habitat. Tash half-listened to the things people were saying. Occasionally, she caught the eye of someone who was staring at her and averted her gaze, embarrassed to get the attention. Her cheeks flushed red, and she wondered if any other part of her body was displaying her embarrassment. If it was, then it would not be hidden from sight.

She was distracted for one moment when Ashley slipped away. Tash looked around frantically for her friend but could not see her through the crowd. Suddenly, Tash was alone, standing in the middle of the room, feeling as though all she wanted was for the world to open up and swallow her whole.

***

Tash tried to sidle to the side of the room where she hoped she would be able to fade from view and watch to catch a glimpse of Ashley. She couldn’t leave the party now, because there was no way she was going to walk out into the street with this, nor was she going to risk the embarrassment of being like this in front of a taxi driver. She would have to wait for Ashley and hope that the night passed swiftly. Knowing Ashley, it wasn’t likely. She enjoyed staying at a party until the embers were dying.

“I like your costume,” a voice said.

Tash almost jumped, so startled was she by the presence of another person beside her. She looked up and saw a tall man. He had soft, tawny hair and kind, blue eyes. He wore what looked like a military uniform, although it didn’t look like any real life uniform she knew. His shoulders were broad, and he was bigger than her, although that wasn’t hard. He wasn’t obviously muscular, but he carried himself with confidence, and there was a twinkle in his eyes.

“I’m sure you do,” Tash said with a sigh, not caring that she appeared surly. While he was the first man to openly comment on her costume, he was not the first one to ogle her. And she didn’t want to be treated like some kind of object.

Her tone caught him off-guard, and he raised his eyebrows.

“I didn’t mean to cause any offense. It’s just not that common for me to meet someone who has seen Duel of Fates.”

Tash looked at him blankly.

“That’s the movie that the costume is from. I mean, you have seen it, right?”

Tash sighed. “No. I borrowed this from a friend.”

“Oh, I’m sorry.” The man held out his hands. “I didn’t mean to bother you.”

He went to turn away, but Tash was getting bored of standing by herself and thought she might as well try to spend time with someone.

“No, wait. It’s okay. I’m Tash. What’s this film about anyway?” she asked, mildly curious about the nature of the film since she was wearing the costume.

“Will,” he introduced himself. “It’s kind of difficult to describe. I mean, on the face of it, it’s just a campy sci-fi movie that has no right to be as good as it is. But there’s something about it that’s just so charming. It’s what the costume I’m wearing is from, too. It’s the uniform of the Space Fleet. He looked down with pride at the burgundy uniform.

“And what about me? Am I a part of this Space Fleet, too?” Tash asked.

“Not exactly.” Will smirked then took a sip of his drink. “That costume is worn by the Viperess. She’s a tempting enemy, an alien who sends out pheromones to play with her captive’s minds. In the film, she manages to influence the captain and bring him down to her lair. She lashes him with whips and chains him up, threatening to keep him there until his dying day as her slave. But, in the end, the captain breaks the spell, thanks to his willpower. He overcomes her and, because he’s the only man who has ever shown her resistance, she ends up falling for him and helping him. She turns her army against their mutual enemy, and the Space Fleet wins the day … Like I said, it’s pretty campy stuff, but it left a mark on me.”

“I see,” Tash said. “I’m not entirely sure that’s how relationships are supposed to work.”

“It works like that for some people,” Will offered, smiling widely. “You know, I hope you don’t find this strange to say, but I noticed you as soon as you came in. You seem a bit … awkward, as though you don’t really want to be here.”

“I don’t,” Tash said. She realized how cold she sounded and took a breath, offering him a smile. “I’m sorry, it’s just that I’m not that good at these social occasions, especially when I don’t know anyone.”

“Well, you know me now. Don’t worry; I’ll make it a sacred part of my Space Fleet duty to protect you.” He puffed out his chest and spoke in a serious voice.

Tash giggled.

“Is that how the captain talks?” she asked.

“Something like that. I’ve never been too good at impressions though, or acting for that matter.”

“You convinced me.” Tash smiled and thought about what he said. “So … this character uses whips and chains? That sounds kinky.”

“It is.” Will nodded. “Is that …? Is it something you find strange?”

“No … I suppose I haven’t thought about it too much. I’m not exactly the most adventurous person in the world.”

“I would have thought differently given what you’re wearing.”

“Don’t expect me to start whipping you,” Tash warned with a playful look in her eyes, but that look quickly faded.

“Actually, I’m the one who does the whipping,” Will said.

At first, Tash thought he was joking, but although he smiled, there was an earnest look in his eyes.

Her skin tingled, and she had the feeling that she was being introduced to something profound. Breath caught in her throat and her chest tightened, she wasn’t entirely sure what to say.

“I assume you’ve never explored the world of kink or BDSM?” Will asked.

“Not that I recall,” she said. “Isn’t it all pain and scary things like whips and … well … this?” She looked down at the costume that she was wearing and wondered what kind of trouble it was going to get her into. Although the conversation had taken an unexpected turn, she wasn’t feeling scared. She was a little on edge, but there was something about Will that made her feel safe.

Will laughed warmly. “Not at all. That is a big part of it, if you like that sort of thing. But it’s more about giving up control and trusting someone with your body, letting them control your desires and to know that they will take care of you. At least, from the submissive side. From my side, it’s all about knowing that someone trusts me enough to give me that control and to know that I can make someone feel a certain way, that I have some measure of control over the sensations that are coursing through their bodies and the heat that rises within them.”

As he spoke, his words took on a different tone. Suddenly, the rest of the party melted away and there was only him. Her throat ran dry, and she found herself intrigued by what he suggested. There was so much she didn’t understand about life, and she had always been at a loss for what to do. Letting someone else have control was daunting, but it also spoke to her instincts. There wasn’t any part of her telling her that it was wrong.

“I’m not sure I’d be any good at that though,” she said. “I wouldn’t know what to do. I don’t want the costume to give you any ideas. I’m really not anything like this temptress of yours.”

“That’s the beauty of it. You don’t have to be good at anything. You could have someone telling you exactly what to do and how to act. You would just be a vessel for pleasure and pain.”

“I’m not sure I like the idea of pain.”

“It’s not pain in the traditional sense. It’s pain mixed with sweet pleasure. It’s …” He struggled to find the words to express himself properly. “Close your eyes,” he said.

Tash reared back and frowned.

He smiled widely. “Indulge me,” he said.

Tash wasn’t entirely sure what he had planned, but something twitched inside her, and she closed her eyes. Darkness fell on her. She could feel her heart beating more rapidly as she waited for him to do whatever he was going to do. The anticipation was sweet torture in and of itself and, for a moment. she wondered if this was all some kind of cruel trick, that he had left her standing alone. But then she felt a sharp burst of cold against her arm. Her mouth opened wide as she gasped, and then there was suddenly another one against the back of her neck. She arched her neck back and shuddered as the unexpected sensations rippled over her body. Out of instinct she opened her eyes and saw that Will standing there with an ice cube in his hand.

“See? It’s not so much about pain, it’s more about causing different sensations, about keeping your body on edge so that it doesn’t know what’s coming next, and it makes the pleasure all the more sweeter and intense.” As he said this, he pressed the ice against her waist. The coolness of the ice mixed with the warmth of his hand created a confusing feeling in her body. Her stomach swam, and she didn’t know if she liked it or not. The only thing she knew was that she had never felt this way before and was amazed that he had been able to conjure this kind of reaction from her with just one cube of ice.

She licked her lips and tried to brush away the nerves. Never before had she considered doing something like this, but now that she had experienced a taste of it she wanted more.

“If I … if I wanted to try out some other things? I mean … I’d want to go gently at first of course. I’ve never done anything like this before and wouldn’t want to push myself too hard. But if, say, I was curious, would I be able to try anything out?” Her voice rose and fell in a lilting rhythm. Tingles still bloomed from where he had pressed the ice against her body. Her eyes darted all over the place, but when they settled on his gaze, she felt as though her soul had been opened and all the doubts and anguish poured out. Her knees buckled at just the idea of exploring these things.

“We could try right now, if you don’t mind leaving this party early?” Will said.

Ordinarily, Tash would have declined and retreated to her comfort zone, but there was something about him, something that made her feel as though she wasn’t in control of her own life any longer, but the strangest thing was that she didn’t mind that thought at all.

***

Tash left the party, walking beside Will. She didn’t tell Ashley what she was doing. Her head was hazy and intoxicated. Although, before they left, Will did ask if she wanted to find her friend to let her know she was leaving. Tash shook her head, so Will told someone to tell Ashley that Tash was leaving the party.

The drive to Will’s apartment was a short one. On the way, he made it clear that she didn’t have to feel pressured into doing anything, that if it all became too much for her, she could simply stop. He was thoughtful and attentive, and she wondered where men like him had been all her life.

They walked into his apartment. Old movie posters hung on the walls. It was a neat and tidy place. Tash perched herself on the edge of the couch. Will brought her a drink—a water. She moistened her lips then set it on the coffee table. She glanced at him nervously.

“What happens now?” she asked, trying to keep her voice from trembling. She wasn’t entirely sure she was successful.

“What would you like to happen?” he asked.

“I thought you were going to take the lead?”

“I can, if you’d like,” he said.

She nodded.

He rose from the couch, his body looking impossibly tall from her vantage point. He took her hand and lifted her up, leading her to his bedroom. He pressed his hand against the small of her back as he guided her toward the bed.

“Sit there,” he said.

She perched herself on the edge of the bed as she had done on the couch, but then he spoke sharply to her.

“No, not on the edge. Get in the middle of the bed. Curl your legs under your body,” he said.

She did as he asked and hoped that she was doing it correctly. Since he didn’t say anything else, she assumed she had pleased him.

Every breath was a sharp whisper as it passed through her parted lips. Her hands trembled as she wondered what he had in store for her.

He opened a closet, although his body was too wide to see what was inside. She craned her neck to try to get a peek, but it was hopeless. Then he turned around and held a single piece of fabric in his hands.

“Since you’ve already had some experience with this, I think we’ll try you with a blindfold again,” he said. He curled a finger, beckoning her toward him. She leaned forward, crawling on all fours. He ran the blindfold around her head, running his fingers through her hair as he fastened it tightly around her, plunging her into darkness.

“Can you see?” he asked. There was a stern edge to his voice now.

Tash shook her head.

“If this gets too much for you or if there’s anything that you don’t like, just tell me to stop, okay?” He waited for her to nod before he continued.

Tash pressed her arms against the soft sheets of the bed, twisting her head this way and that to try to gauge what he was going to do. She could hear movement coming from the direction in which he had been standing, but it offered no clue as to what he was going to do.

Then there was a sudden rush of air and a crack. In the split-second that followed, pain bloomed over her back. She recoiled and instinctively twisted away from the pain, but Will grabbed her arm and pulled her down like a ragdoll, bringing the flogger down upon her again. She yelped and whimpered and twisted as the lashes spread across her back, searing the skin in between the leather with scorching pain. She trembled in agony and wasn’t sure how much she could take, but there was something else inside her too, a deep ache that thrummed from the molten core of her body. Part of her wanted him to stop, but another part of her was hungry.

His strong hands brought the flogger down again and again, all over her body. She could feel her flesh screaming and could only imagine how red and sore it was. She was glad for the moment of respite, although now she wondered what was going to happen next.

All of a sudden, she felt a cold, creamy liquid running across her mouth and down her chin. She groaned as she tried to gulp it down, realizing that it was strawberry yogurt. While she was licking it up, Will flung spoonsful of it at her body. The yogurt splattered over her, bringing a cool sensation to her aching, marked skin. Since she never knew where he was going to hit next, she couldn’t angle her body away from the yogurt. It dribbled down her chin, and she could only think about what a mess she was.

Then there was silence before a huge hand grabbed the back of her head and pulled it back. Her mouth was filled with ice. She jerked and flailed her arms because it was so cold, but Will held her so firmly there was nothing she could do but to crunch the ice and swallow it. Her mouth was frozen, and she wondered why he would ever do something like this, but the meaning became all too clear.

Within moments, she felt the bed creak under his weight as he put his full body on it, and then heat shimmered against her mouth. He still had a firm grip on her scalp, so he pulled her hair to make her gasp, and then he plunged his erection in her.

Her moans were muffled as she braced herself against the thickness that plunged into her mouth. Her lips were cold from the ice, and Will moaned loudly. He was in complete control of her head, bringing it back and forward in the rhythm he wanted.

A hazy feeling rose inside Tash’s mind. It was as though her soul had been set free. There was nothing she needed to do or worry about. There was nothing she had to do. She was at his mercy. He was in control. Her body was just a vessel for all the sizzling pleasure that flowed through each of them. With this release, with this surrender, she was able to reach a purer pleasure than she had ever experienced before.

Her tongue swirled in her mouth as she kept her lips locked on him, and then, in one swift movement, he pulled the blindfold off.

She looked up at him, still wearing his uniform. The musky scent of his manhood lingered around her mouth and nose. She breathed him in eagerly. The taste settled on her tongue now that the numbness of the ice had worn off. She could feel all the throbbing veins that were like raging rivers around the mountain of his cock. Saliva dribbled down, mixing with the remnants of yogurt that rested on her chin.

She glanced down and saw what a mess she was. Strawberry yogurt stained the costume and her skin, while much of her body glowed red after the flogging she had received. Then there was Will. Towering above her, he looked magnificent.

At the party, he had seemed easygoing, but he had shed that relaxed skin and was all taut, dripping with passion. He snarled with desire and looked at her as though she was nothing more than a toy to be used, and god she loved every minute of it. The ache inside her body grew ever more intense, and her moans grew louder.

When Will pulled her head away, allowing her a moment to catch her breath, she cursed to high heaven and gulped in air. Will smirked and pushed her down to the bed. She fell easily, like a limp domino. Will knelt beside her and started to release her from the costume. She barely had any strength to help, so she let his strong arms do their deft work. She wasn’t quite sure how he did it, but he released her from her costume.

“Beautiful.” He grinned as he looked down at her naked body. There was no part that wasn’t exposed now. She could see where the flogger had bit her, and where the leather had protected her.

Will put his hand upon her and dragged his fingers down, taking fire with him. He placed his fingers in her mouth, and she sucked hard before he toyed with her nipples then tortured her burning inner thigh with temptation. Her body arched and writhed with all the explosive sensations churning through her.

Will took her hand and kissed her palm before thrusting it down the middle of her body. Suddenly, she was pleasuring herself, except it wasn’t really her doing because Will was the one controlling her. His hand dwarfed hers, and it was easy for him to control the tempo and the depth of the movement. His breathing was heavy, and she loved that he was enjoying himself so much.

Her body glistened with sweat. He was still in his uniform, and she wondered if he was going to take it off.

A whirl of pleasure surged through her as he slipped one of his fingers inside. It reached deeper than anything had before, and her eyes almost rolled into the back of her head.

She gasped. Her head lolled to the side as the orgasm rushed through her, crashing like a tsunami. She gasped to recover, but Will was still going. She had no idea if he knew or if he just didn’t care. Her body was his to use, just a puppet on his strings. She trembled and shuddered as he manhandled her, teasing her by changing the rhythm of his hand.

He pulled both her hands over her head and held her wrists together while still pleasuring her with his fingers, making explosions of pleasure erupt all over her body. Her mouth hung open, and he stole brief kisses from her before he took his hand away and wiped the remnants of her juice over her stomach. It mingled with the sweat that trickled in thin lines over her pale skin.

His shadow fell over her, casting her in darkness. She groaned as she looked at his huge, ardent cock. He took her legs and parted them, hooking one of them around his elbow. Then he plunged forward, and she felt the sweetness of his heat blazing inside her. She gripped the sheets of the bed with tight fists as he thrust deeply, using all of his dominant power to take control of her. She screamed loudly, but she was so lost in the throes of passion that the screams seemed distant, as though they came from someone other than her.

When she opened her eyes, she looked at herself through blurred vision. Her body was a mess, getting fucked by this huge man. It was so far beyond the realm of her comfort zone that she had no idea how this had even happened, but the pleasure burst through her mind again and again, growing so intense that she was afraid she was going to pass out because she couldn’t take anymore.

Will drilled into her, again and again. His strength was absolute, and he became her entire world. A wide smile spread across her face as she felt the shudders of his body and heard his terse moans rumbling through the air, knowing that she was the reason he was feeling this good. She was delirious as she let everything wash over her. It felt as though she was floating. It was a high she wasn’t sure she would ever feel again, but that she wanted to try desperately for with Will.

***

A little while afterward, Will caressed her body with cream and brought her in something to drink. She felt sheepish for having exposed herself in such a manner, but Will reassured her that it was completely normal. She felt a strong urge to cling to him, and she found herself not wanting to leave his bed. He stroked her and kissed her and explained that she was coming down from the intoxicating high.

She glanced across to the costume that she had been so adamantly against wearing at the beginning of the evening. When she wore it, she had found it restrictive, but little had she known then that it was going to set her free. Without it, Will would never have approached her, and she would never have been introduced to this wonderful, beautiful torture.

To help her work through the drop of emotion, Will suggested they watch the movie that the costume was from. He turned the lights off and wrapped her up in his arms as the room was filled with the light from the TV.

Tash breathed a little more easily as she nestled into him, feeling like finally she had found where she belonged. She didn’t know what the future held, but she knew that she didn’t need the costume to be Will’s slut.

She looked up at him with adoring eyes and sighed happily. Everything seemed easy with him. Everything was easy as long as she could give up control.

He took off the uniform eventually, and they spent the night together. There was still much for her to learn, but he was a patient teacher and she was a willing student. It had taken her a long time to get to this point, and she was determined to make up for lost time. She knew that her life would never be the same again.




The Dawn of Mr. Hyde Part One

From the Author

This story surprised me.

When I finished writing The Dawn of Mr. Hyde, I laughed—not because it was bad, but because it felt just a little ridiculous. Dramatic. Overwrought in the best way. The kind of thing that, if you squint, could easily pass for satire.

But that’s part of the fun.

Like the original Jekyll and Hyde, this story plays with transformation, release, and the fragile edge between who we pretend to be and what we might become if no one were watching. It’s a bit theatrical. A bit decadent. And totally unashamed of itself.

You don’t need to take it seriously. Just enjoy the ride.

-Alexandra Noir-

Joe Keel rolled off his girlfriend and sighed. The bed was sweaty. He felt malodorous and deeply, profoundly tired. He had a weak erection that had almost collapsed when he tried to push into Tammy. 

She lay silent, breathing rapidly for a long moment. Then she sighed.

Joe knew that sigh. It was her tolerant sigh, the one that said, “You’re pathetic, Joe, but I guess we both knew that already.” She didn’t need words, not anymore. Not after more than three months of unsatisfactory, or non-existent, sex.

“It’s work,” he said finally, turning his face toward hers in the dark. “I’m under tremendous pressure to get this damn thing to work—”

“Don’t try to explain, Joe,” Tammy interrupted, her voice just on the edge of angry. “I’ve heard it all so often I could write a goddamn thesis on your research. All I know is you found a molecule in some South American plant, and you thought it could help people handle anxiety. But instead you’ve driven a lot of mice bonkers.”

It was Joe’s turn to sigh. Tammy always oversimplified, always trivialized his work. He was under pressure, dammit! He had a bunch of ignorant investors breathing down his neck, claiming his research project had squandered too much money. And he had a boss who was a grade-A, copper-bottomed bitch who, from some angles, looked like a slightly older and embittered version of his girlfriend …

“Okay,” he said. “You want to break up, you do that. Find someone else, some guy who can fuck your brains out. If sex matters to you more than love and commitment—”

“Oh, shut up. You sound so pathetic!” she cut in, her tone now sharp as a knife. “Don’t play the pity card. You knew I wasn’t going to put up with a lousy sex life. When we moved in together, you were a Viking in the sack. What went wrong?”

Instead of replying, Joe got up. He didn’t reply when she asked him where he was going. He didn’t respond when she warned him that she might not be there when he got back. He dressed, still sweaty, still disgusting to himself, and went out for a jog before heading into work. 

It was still dark, well before sunup, and the streets around their apartment block looked alien, unfamiliar at this early hour. As he ran, he looked nervously at passing cars, started at the sudden shattering of glass echoing down an alley, dodged to the other side of the street when he saw a group of young men approaching. He was feeling timid, foolish, unmanly. 

Tammy has fucking emasculated me, he raged inwardly, but only for a moment. Her and that frigid bitch, Meredith. 

Thought of his new boss brought all the problems of work swirling back into his frazzled mind. He had been battling with a seemingly intractable problem for months. And yet, it had all started so well. A plant-hunter, one of the unsung heroes of the pharma world, had found a type of orchid so rare that it didn’t even have a scientific name yet. The name an obscure native tribe in the upper Amazon region had for the orchid could be roughly translated as “the warrior’s soul.” 

The plant hunter had stressed that the natives were jealous of their supposedly magical plant, which they brewed into a kind of tea and drank before battles and other ordeals. The guy had tried the tea himself. He had no choice but to accept their hospitality, not if he wanted to avoid an ass full of arrows. He had reported that the stuff was foul and made him feel sick, at first, but then it conveyed a sense of self-confidence and general well-being. It also made him feel alert and “ready for anything.” What’s more, he had not suffered any significant side effects. The drug from the strange orchid was, it seemed, purely beneficial.

When he received the actual plant samples, Joe Keel had reasoned that here was a golden opportunity to sell a new, genuinely useful drug to millions of people. Confidence in capsule form. All he had to do was synthesize the active molecule in the plant. How hard could that be?

Very hard indeed, was the answer.

“You fucking idiot!” he spat.

At that same moment, he saw a homeless guy looking up him from under a heap of random clothes. 

“Sorry, not you!” Joe shouted as he pounded past, not speeding up but anticipating a volley of abuse. 

In the event, the man said nothing. 

Joe felt his cheeks burn with shame. Plenty of people had worse problems than working for a pharmaceutical start-up with a potentially brilliant discovery. All he had to do was identify which of the myriad complex molecules in the goddamn orchid did the job. 

Problem was that the plant was sophisticated enough to baffle the software he had, which was supposed to cut research time. And his goddamn CEO, Meredith Da Souza, would not grasp that fact. Nature didn’t conform to the prejudices of corporate go-getters. But instead of seeing sense, Meredith saw him as a bungler, failing to find something he’d promised to produce months ago.

Joe completed his jogging circuit, checked his mileage, swore again. He was breathing heavily but had managed less than his usual distance. He was tense, tired, pissed off. And now he had to go to work. 

He went back into the apartment to shower and change. Tammy was sleeping. She had apparently decided not to pack a bag and leave during his jog. But he wondered if she would carry out her frequent threat one day, soon.

***

“Dr Keel? It’s number 774.”

Joe looked up from his computer screen. He’d been waiting for this moment. After dozens of experiments, he was finally positive that one of the goddamn white rats was showing the right response. 

He walked over to where his assistant, Luisa, was looking down at the cage. 

774 was a lab rat that had been deliberately stressed out. Nothing drastic, just erratic feeding times, uneven day-night cycles, and putting it in a cage next to a more dominant rodent and his harem. 774 had shown elevated levels of stress hormones as a result. That morning, they had injected 774 with the latest of dozens of test molecules derived from the “warrior’s soul” orchid. 

“He’s looking a lot happier than before,” Luisa remarked.

It was true. 774 had taken to curling up a corner, not exploring his environment, even if little toys were put into his roomy cage. He had also been suspicious of tasty treats dropped quite close to his little pink nose. But now he seemed like a new rat, looking up at the humans, whiskers a-twitch, eyes bright. He had already snaffled some treats that Luisa had dropped in, and now he grabbed another one and held it in his paws while he nibbled.

“That is a rat without a care in the world,” Joe said. “Wow, he’s full of the joys of spring. In October.”

“We did it!” Luisa exclaimed and flung her arms around Joe. 

It was a shock to feel her young, lithe body against his, especially after his humiliating failure with Tammy. Joe felt his dick stir slightly and didn’t hug Luisa hard, instead contenting himself with an awkward pat on the back. 

She stepped back, still smiling. “Sorry, Doctor, I got a little carried away—inappropriate touching! Don’t report me!”

They laughed, both awkward now, then focused on 774 again. They needed a blood sample to check hormone levels. Luisa got a hypodermic while Joe reached into the cage. The rat, like all its kind, was accustomed to being handled. But this time, it nipped Joe’s finger and was the first to draw blood.

“Little bastard!” he exclaimed, more hurt than amused. “That’s too much confidence, feller.”

“Hey,” Luisa said, “doesn’t he seem bigger to you? I mean, like he’s grown? Put on weight, or muscle at least?”

Joe laughed at that, then realized she was serious. The rat did seem larger, stronger than before. But, as he pointed out, the greater self-confidence the drug had induced explained that. Creatures who were timid tend to make themselves small. Now 774 was “livin’ large” in his rodent fashion. And there was another thing, one that set Luisa giggling. When Joe held the rat down on the counter so the blood could be taken, it was impossible not to see 774’s small, pink erection. He was one randy rat.

“My God, maybe we’ve found a new kind of Viagra,” Luisa said, checking the blood sample. “Wouldn’t that be a bonus?”

Joe didn’t dare hope for that. Instead, he took out his phone and called Meredith, trying not to think “boss bitch,” trying to keep his tone clear, professional, upbeat.

“What is it, Joe?” she said impatiently. “I have a meeting with the money guys tomorrow AM, so you better have some good news for me to pass on.”

“I have, Meredith,” he said calmly, and then outlined the result. 

“Okay,” she said, not sounding impressed exactly, but definitely less pissy than before. “So, when can we get the fucking drug on the market?”

Joe laughed nervously. He had explained this many time. Even if he decided it was the right molecule, a drug had to undergo clinical trials, then receive official approval from the federal government. Everybody knew that, surely? It could take years. But the point was that it was very promising and further tests—

“Fuck that, Keel!” Meredith screeched so loudly that he held the phone away from his ear. “I know how long it takes. I want to get those trials underway and ensure the results are the right ones. No bullshit. Just get the goddamn pills produced in sufficient numbers by the end of the month.”

Before he could protest, she ended the call. 

“Fuck,” he said then saw Luisa staring at him, her large, dark eyes full of sympathy. “Sorry, it’s just … she wants us to start clinical trials right away.”

The lab assistant gaped, struggling to grasp the stupidity of the idea.

“But … we can’t … I mean …”

“I know,” he said. “Look, it’s late‘ we’re both tired. You go, I’ll clean up. You did good today. Go home and have a nice evening with that lucky boyfriend of yours.”

A cloud seemed to pass over Luisa’s light-brown, pretty features. 

“He’s gone,” she said. “I threw him out. He was no good. Just lay around on the couch, playing games, eating pizza. Why do I always pick losers, Joe?” Seeing his discomfort, she smiled and punched him playfully on the arm. “And no, you don’t need to answer that. But thanks. It’s Netflix and pizza for me. See you tomorrow!”

After she was gone, Joe slumped at his desk, staring at the molecule on the screen. The 3D image of the complex organic compound rotated, little spheres indicating carbon, oxygen, hydrogen, nitrogen … It was a beautiful molecule, Joe decided, a prize well worth the effort it had taken to win it. But he couldn’t just ignore procedures and go straight from one animal test to full clinical trials. It was reckless, potentially hazardous to volunteers, maybe a career-ending scandal …

But the prize was so immense. And the cost of failure would be dismissal by that bitch Meredith, his replacement with some brand-new PhD with a minor in ass-kissing. He had to stand up to the bitch and insist on doing things his way, but … if he was honest, she scared him. Just as Tammy scared him, in her way, with her talk of leaving and the way she broke his balls when she always ended up staying.

The rotating molecule had no contempt for him, no human failings at all. Its purity enchanted him, reminded him of why he had become a scientist in the first place. He had been full of enthusiasm, then. 

Nature was incredible, the universe was a vast panoply of mysteries to be unveiled, and science was the tool he would use to forge a reputation as a pioneer, a discoverer …

If only he could recover that youthful zest, shedding the body and mind of a thirty-nine-year-old corporate researcher.

There was a scuttling sound from the rodent cages. Maybe 774 was getting frisky again.

A crazy idea sprang into Joe’s mind, fully-formed, as if it had been gestating there for a long time. It was truly wrong, insane, unethical, risky as fuck. And it was enchanting, wonderful, the solution to all his problems in a way. 

Joe stood up and went over to the fridge where the various sample molecules were kept. He opened the door, took out one of the flasks of the latest test compound, and took it to the counter. He got a fresh hypodermic, did a quick mental calculation, and prepared a human dosage comparable in strength to the one given to the rat. 

“This is fucking insane,” he said to the rat, which looked up at him with beady, clever eyes. “This is your fault, with your self-confidence and your little pink hard-on.”

774 ran over to his wheel and began to run frantically. 

“Good point,” Joe said, taking off his lab coat and rolling up his shirt sleeve. “Healthy exercise is beneficial in many ways, but it can’t boost me enough, not right now.”

He swapped his arm with alcohol, wound a tourniquet to get a vein, and injected himself with what he hoped very much was the warrior’s soul. Then he put away the flask, discarded the hypo in the correct container, rolled down his sleeve, and waited. 

In the silent lab, with only the occasional rustle from the cages, the sound of his blood grew loud in his ears. It was like the pounding of drums, jungle drums, the drums of a tribe of Amazon warriors...

***

He awoke with his head resting on his arms and sat up. The lab seemed different, somehow, but it took a moment for him to realize what it was. The colors seemed brighter, the lines sharper. What had been a familiar, even dull workplace was now interesting, a place of potential. He stretched, and a shirt button popped and flew across the room, caromed off the fridge.

“Shit, that’s a new shirt …”

He stopped, wondering why his voice felt deeper. He got up, and again had the odd sensation of things being not quite as they had been. For a start, he seemed to be taller. 

Above the wash basin, across the room, was a mirror. He glimpsed himself in it and felt a lurching confusion in the pit of his stomach. He walked over, took a closer look. He reached up and ran his fingers over a stranger’s face.

“Holy shit!” he boomed.

The face in the mirror was handsome, in a slightly brutal way. His chin was square, well-defined, the mouth wider and more sensual than Joe Keel’s. The nose was broader, less refined, the nostrils flaring. The eyes were the major surprise, though. They were no longer a watery, hesitant gray, but a sharp, clear blue. Icy was the word that sprang to mind. The features were not radically different from those of Joe Keel, but a few significant changes had literally made him a new man. A younger, more handsome brother, perhaps. 

“Not bad,” he said. “Not bad at all.”

He unbuttoned his shirt and examined his chest. It was several inches bigger, and his shirt was now at least a size too small. It seemed that number 774 really had grown. Yet it was impossible, scientifically speaking … Or was it? 

He began to think about muscle tissue, the conversion of fat, realignment of cartilage. 

“The essence of the warrior’s soul,” he mused, enjoyed the deep, masculine tone of his voice. “I purified it, and it did a lot more than inspire self-confidence. My God, they’ll pay billions for this!”

The sound of the door opening ended his speculation. He turned to see Luisa standing in the entrance to the lab, staring at him. She was holding a pizza box. Her confusion gave way to alarm.

“Who are you?” she demanded. “Where’s Dr. Keel?”

“He’s...” he began then hesitated. How could he lie to her? She, at least, was a friend, someone who had always been on his side. “He’s here, Luisa. It’s me.”

She flung the pizza onto a lab counter and took out her phone, all the while retreating toward the door. 

He took a step forward, hands raised in a conciliatory gesture, then stopped.

“Your boyfriend Donnie, a drummer with a shitty band that does Aerosmith covers, you just dumped him for being an asshole.”

Luisa hesitated, phone in hand. 

“It’s me, Luisa,” he went on. “It’s Joe, but not as you knew him. I took the warrior’s soul drug. A big dose, same as we gave the white rat, weight for weight. You were right about him getting bigger. It’s amazing!”

Luisa let her phone hand fall to her side and stepped forward, mouth ajar in wonderment. He could see that his confidence, his imposing presence, was working as effectively as his words. He felt utterly sure of himself, and for the first time, he felt no guilt in checking out his assistant. 

She had a great little body to go with a cute face. And she was smart, smart enough not to blab about this discovery. Or anything that sprang from it.

“Joe?” she said finally, coming close enough to study his face in detail. “It is you, but I would never have guessed if you hadn’t told me. This is incredible!”

He reached out, enjoying the way his muscles moved, the strength of his limb, the way she flinched then quivered like a nervous animal as his fingertips brushed her cheek. 

“I knew I could rely on you,” he murmured. “Now, we have a lot of work to do. But first, there’s a little problem that needs your attention. Remember our little pink-nosed friend?”

Luisa looked puzzled then her eyes widened. She looked down at his pants, which were tight across his crotch. His erection, which had begun to grow when she had arrived, was now impossible to hide. 

“I want to fuck you, Luisa,” he said. “Do you want to fuck me? If not, I’ll have to masturbate, because this is one hell of a hard-on.”

Luisa raised delicate fingertips to her lips, giggled. 

With his newfound clarity of mind, he could guess she was coming to terms with the new situation, astounded at him and her reactions. From what she had said in the past, he knew she was highly sexed, but preferred a man to take the lead. 

He ran his fingers over her forearm, the back of her free hand. She put her phone down and then reached out to clutch his cock through his over-strained pants.

“Okay, Joe,” she said. “I’ve often thought about this moment, but I could never quite see you as a lover. Until now. Now you’re the right man for the job. It’s been weeks since I had good sex. But you shouldn’t like me, you know.”

He frowned slightly, prompting another giggle,

“You said it was a little problem!”

Laughing more than the weak joke deserved, he reached down and easily lifted her onto the counter. She was already fondling his chest, enjoying the sensation of taut muscle, gasping a little in wonderment. He put his big hands on her tits, squeezed them through her shirt. They were every bit as firm and shapely as he’d imagined, not large but a good handful, even for the new, bigger Joe. 

“How rough do you like it?” he asked. “I feel … dynamic. I want to pound you hard, but not go too far.”

She seemed to hesitate then whispered with her eyes downcast, “Dominate me, Joe. Make me your woman. I want to feel like I’m totally possessed, controlled. It gives me... I get so wet imagining a real man has made me his prisoner.”

“Okay.” He smiled, taking off her shirt to reveal her full boobs. “Do as you’re told. Unzip me, suck my cock.”

Luisa slid off the counter and knelt, pausing before she took out his swollen cock. Her surprise at the size of his erection was nothing compared to his. Joe Keel had always been self-conscious about his average cock. Now he had a swollen red monster at least seven inches long and almost as thick as Luisa’s forearm. She crammed the bulging tip in her mouth and started to work him over. 

“I want to come all over your face and tits,” he said. “I’ll tell you when to take your mouth off me.”

Luisa, subdued and rapt with adoration, obeyed his every whim. 

When he felt himself about to come, he gave the order, and she freed his cock just in time for him to shoot a tremendous load into her face and hair. Creamy droplets of jizz flowed down over her warm, brown tits. A few spots of white stained her black lace brassiere.

“That felt good,” he said. “Well done. Now stand up and face the counter, so I can take you from behind.”

A few strokes of his hand restored his huge erection. Then he pulled down Luisa’s yoga pants and underwear down, and then thrust three firm fingers roughly into her snatch. She was wet and tight and shuddered with anticipation. 

He slapped her right butt cheek, not too hard, but enough for the shock to make her squeak out in surprise as the sharp sound echoed in the lab. Somewhere, a rat squeaked in alarm. 

“You like spanking?” he asked.

“Oh yeah, spank me, Daddy!” she whimpered.

The neatly timed and very Freudian revelation made him smile. 

He spanked her a little harder, being careful to rein in the new found power of his body. She seemed so small to him now, at once so frail and so fleshy. 

Redness glowed from her ass cheeks, and he stopped the foreplay. Without saying anything, he drove his engorged cock into her, feeling her cunt tighten in response around his steel-hard shaft. 

“Oh God, Daddy, yes!” she cried as he started to pound her with effortless strength. 

Your secret’s safe with me, he thought, so long as mine is safe with you.

He banged her hard, balls slapping, for about ten minutes, relishing the way his new body could perform to a standard most porn stars would envy. 

Luisa gave little gasping cries then a longer, more intense scream that told him that she had come. He kept going, bringing her to another climax, then a third. He had barely worked up a sweat.

“Okay,” he said, pulling out of her. “I’m still good and hard. I think, this time, I’ll tie you up before you suck me off.”

He got an old tie he kept for meetings with the money men and ordered her to lie on a vacant counter. He secured her hands behind her, trussing her tightly enough to make her wince. Then he stepped around in front of her and held his big cock in front of her full lips. 

“Open wide for daddy, Lu-Lu,” he said, remembering a snippet of data about her childhood that she had once confided in the bar after work. 

She lay almost inert while he fucked her face. His mind was detached enough to admire the way his cock slid in and out of her pretty mouth. He slapped her rump a few more times, twisted an erect, brown nipple. Eventually, he came, filling her mouth with his semen so that she gagged, spluttered, dribbled his seed onto the drab surface of the lab counter. He wiped his cock with a paper towel then untied her.

“Daddy needs to get to work, sweetie,” he said, setting her on her feet. “But if I get another hard-on, you’ll have to …”

He hesitated, staring at her, then down at his hands. Ripples, waves seemed to be running over his body, as if the flesh just underneath his skin was liquefying. His mind reeled in confusion, and he became so dizzy that he barely made it to his swivel chair. 

Slumped in front of his computer, he saw his magnificent cock start to shrivel, and realized too late what was happening.

“Oh, shit.”

***

When he woke up again, Joe Keel ached all over, but especially in his groin. His dick and balls felt as if they had been pummeled by a deranged gibbon. Elsewhere, his tendons and joints seemed to have been wrenched out of shape. And he had one hell of a headache, something like a cheap bourbon hangover but worse.

“Joe? You okay?”

Luisa was hunkered down next to him, holding out a glass of water. 

“Painkillers,” he managed to croak. “Oh Jesus, my head, my balls. My everything.”

Luisa, now fully clothed but very disheveled, handed him two of the not-strictly-legal painkillers they kept in the lab to deal with stress headaches. He gulped them down, followed by the water and, within a few minutes, was starting to recover. 

His shirt hung loosely around his shrunken torso, his thin arms. He now seemed to have the body of an old man, not a reasonably fit guy on the right side of forty. 

“Oh, Jesus Christ, Luisa,” he said, gazing at her anxious face. “It was … the wildest ride. I … I can remember that I …” He hesitated, groping for the right words and not finding them.

“You were fucking amazing,” she said firmly. “I’m sore all over, in a good way.”

Joe stared. That hadn’t been the response he’d expected. But it made a kind of sense. Now he was back in the dull persona of “normal” Joe, he recalled his brief episode of drug-fueled potency as a kind of lucid dream. He had been utterly self-possessed, focused, truly alive in a way few people could ever have been. 

And despite the pain of his dwindling but still intense headache, he longed to relive that buzz. Not merely because it felt marvelous, but because the warrior’s soul molecule was a kind of superpower, one he had every intention of using for good. 

“Luisa, I think I might have found a solution to all my problems. Our problems. That drug, it made me the man I always wanted to be rather than the guy society made me. With that drug, I can not only get the drug onto the market, I can make us both rich. And … and there’s something else I want to do. Need to do. Will you … help me?”

Luisa looked dubious. “What if it’s harmful?” she asked. “You know the rules—you never take an experimental drug like that. It’s crazy. You could’ve died!”

“But the tribesmen who take it don’t die, do they?” Joe countered. “Colum Doyle, the plant guy, he said these tribal guys use the herbal infusion repeatedly. All I did was isolate the active ingredient and concentrate it. I’ll take a smaller dose next time, I promise. Nobody needs a hangover like that!”

Eventually, he cajoled Luisa into working with him on his irregular, unethical, and possibly unlawful experiments. 

They warmed up the pizza in the microwave and talked while obedient machines synthesized more of what they’d dubbed Compound 774. Then Joe made careful preparations and left for home.

“You really think we should see other people?”

Tammy looked across the breakfast table at Joe. He looked back at her, determined not to be stared down. 

“Yeah,” he said. “I think so. I think we’d both benefit from an open relationship. At least for a while.”

Tammy seemed at a loss for words. She leaned back in her chair as Joe continued to eat his oatmeal and flip through his emails. There was the usual outburst of orders and thinly disguised abuse from Meredith da Souza. There was a message from Luisa that made him smile. 

“You got anybody in mind?” asked Tammy.

“For you?” he replied, smiling. “Sure, if you like. There’s this guy I know … he’d be perfect. None of my hang-ups. Real stud, a woman’s man. You’ll like him.”

Tammy gawped. “What I meant was, did you have anyone in mind for you!” she said finally. “Wow, for the first time in fucking months, you actually surprised me. But no thanks, I don’t think I’ll be fucking your mysterious pal. I want a relationship with you, Joe. Goddammit, I actually thought I loved you. Now I don’t know what to think anymore. Jesus Christ!” She got up and stormed out, slamming the door for good measure.

Joe continued checking emails and other messages. Then he replied to Meredith, explaining that he had made a breakthrough thanks to a brilliant young researcher she really had to meet. “This puts a whole new perspective on things,” he added before sending the email. “Potential earnings are vastly greater than previously thought.’”

He knew dangling the carrot of obscene profit would get Meredith to respond. And, sure enough, she set a time and place. It was the hotel where she usually stayed when she was in town to bust his ass. But this time …

Joe stood up, finished dressing. This time, he was careful in his selection of clothes, choosing loose-fitting pants and shirt. In his jacket, also a little larger than he’d normally go for, he carefully secreted a small box containing what he thought of as a very bright future. In chemical form.

***

Meredith Da Souza was a tiny, olive-skinned woman with a mane of black, wavy hair. He had heard someone describe her as doll-like in her beauty, though not within her hearing. She looked extremely cute, approachable, the sort of thirty-something woman who likes children, animals, and dumb romantic movies.

Appearances have seldom been so deceptive, he mused as he strode into the hotel lobby. She’s about as cute as a spitting cobra. On a good day. But now, it’s mongoose time, I guess.

Meredith looked over at him, frowning, then went back to flipping through a business magazine. He walked over to her and stood in her light until she looked up again. He was standing just close enough to intrude on her personal space but not making it too obvious.

“Yes?” she said impatiently. “Can I help you?”

“Joe Keel sent me,” he replied. “Ed Hyde, his new research assistant.”

Meredith put her magazine down and stood up. The top of her head barely made it past his perfectly muscled abdomen. He took a step back so that she did not have to peer up at him like a child confronted by a grownup. But he was still looming over her.

“Isn’t Joe here?” she asked. 

“He’s busy working on our amazing breakthrough,” Ed explained. “I’m fully briefed, if you’d like to discuss it?” He gestured at the adjoining lounge where assorted corporate types were jawing and drinking fancy, overpriced hotel coffee.

Meredith shook her head then tilted it to one side. He recognized the pose. She was not quite in ass-kicking mode, but her bullying instincts were aroused.

“Why isn’t that jerk here?” she demanded. “We arrange a meeting, I expect him to turn up. And, Ed, is it? Ed, I never heard of you before this week; how long have you been working with Keel and what kind of salary did he offer you without my permission?” 

Ed smiled down at her, unperturbed by her strident tone. “No salary, Meredith,” he said calmly. “I’m working pro bono on this one as a favor to Joe, my mentor. He’s a great guy, but all his talents like in science, and he needs someone to give him … let’s call it moral support. And our relationship has been kind of informal until now, just keeping each other informed. You might say …” Ed paused, waited for her to start opening her mouth, and then cut her off. “We’re like two bodies with same mind, Meredith.”

Now she was showing signs of confusion and some curiosity, along with her anger. She flicked her abundant hair back from one ear, a gesture he had never seen before, but one he understood well enough. She was borderline flirting, unconsciously drifting from business mode to something very different. 

“We should discuss the compound molecule 774,” he went on. “Preferably where we can’t be overheard. Just in case a rival firm has put a tail on you.”

If Joe Keel had said such a thing, Meredith would have laughed humorlessly and told him to stop being a paranoid asshole. She would then have delivered a loud and very public lecture about the realities of modern business. But now she hesitated and did the hair flick again. Her pupils, he saw, were now dilated, and a flush was spreading under her perfect skin. 

She’s quite the little peach, he thought with complete confidence. This is going to happen. Good.

“Okay,” she said, her voice lower, huskier. “We can go up to my suite. And I hope you, and Keel, have some good news for me for once. Something I can take to the money guys.”

“Oh, you’ll be satisfied, I promise,” he said as he walked over to the elevators. She scurried after him.

In the elevator, he did not speak. She seemed about to, a couple of times, but could not seem to find the words. 

Ed wondered abstractedly if his new, improved body exuded some kind of pheromone that stimulated and disoriented the female of the species. The issue of human pheromones was fraught with junk science, and he had previously been inclined to dismiss them. But now he wondered if masculinity, if it was masculine enough, could emit a cloud of sexually arousing chemicals.

“It’s just along here,” said Meredith as the doors opened.

She did not step out of the elevator, but instead stood looking up at him, mouth half open, like a plain Jane teenager adoring her school’s star quarterback. 

He made an after-you gesture, and she scurried again, almost stumbling. In her dark, perfectly cut business suit, her state of mind distracted, losing focus was even more obvious. 

Business and pleasure, Meredith, he thought as she let him into her room. Can you mix them? Can you bear not to?

For the first five minutes or so, she tried her best to remain in charge. He sat, relaxed on a couch, while she paced up and down, firing questions at him. He answered them with enough precision to keep her satisfied but let drop a few hints that the drug was more powerful than they had hoped for. 

“But what about the … the test results?” she asked, running her tiny hand through her hair. “Keel was stalling about testing. Obstructive, as usual.”

“Test results have been excellent,” he replied. “But come and sit down; you’re like a caged animal.” He patted the couch next to him.

She hesitated then sat, her shapely legs just a few inches from his. 

He looked down at her, benign and powerful. She stared up at him, lips parted.

“I … I really need … those results,” she breathed. “Oh God, I need results.” She reached out a hand and laid it on his, then pulled it back as if she’d received an electric shock.

“Shit,” she said, looking away. “I’m not normally this … silly. But I … I feel these urges. It’s been a long time since … Fuck!”

“It’s got to happen, Meredith,” he said, not moving, feeling his erection grow as he imagined what her petite body would look like naked. “Now, some would guess you’re the dominant type in bed, but I’d wager a tidy sum that, in fact, you like the guy to take the initiative.”

She looked up at him again, startled, her brittle aura of authority completely gone. “We can’t … I can’t do this,” she said quietly. “But God, I want you to fuck me.”

“Then I will, but on my terms,” he said simply. “I’ll tell you what to do, you do it; that’s the deal. Right?” 

“Right,” she said, her voice barely audible now. 

“Take my dick out, suck it, Meredith.”

He spread his superbly muscled thighs, and she crouched between them, reached up, ran her hand over his crotch. She gave a little cry of surprise when she felt his cock, now swollen to near-total tumescence.

“Don’t worry,” he said. “You’ll be fine. But hurry up, little lady, I haven’t got all morning.”

“Yes, Ed,” she said and unfastened his pants.

Her small mouth enclosed the glistening tip of his cock, and she began to suck him off, small fingers looking downright tiny as she clutched his shaft. She looked up at him with her dark eyes, and he felt a warm glow of satisfaction. She was possessed by desire for Ed Hyde, not suspecting that his flesh was that of a man she despised. 

“Take it all, or as much as you can manage,” he ordered.

After a few minutes, he was edging toward ejaculation and commanded her to stop and take off her clothes. 

She stripped clumsily, sexual excitement making her uncoordinated as she flung her suit, shirt, shoes aside until she stood half-naked in designer underwear and stockings.

“Not a bad little bod,” he mused. “Walk up and down a little, make it sexy.”

She obeyed, jiggling her small, high breasts, trying to twerk her shapely ass. Again, she was clumsy, but this added to the charm of the spectacle. Meredith, the boss bitch, was now his slave. 

“Slave,” he said, rolling the word around his mouth, enjoying the feel of it. “Submissive bitch, that’s what you are, right?”

She stopped her amateurish performance and looked down at the deep pile carpet. “Yeah, I guess.”

“Louder.”

“Yes, I’m a submissive bitch!” she said clearly.

“You like being tied up, don’t you?” he said, standing up, his cock waving obscenely a few inches under her pointed chin.

“Yes, Ed, I love it!”

He reached down and tilted her face up. “Call me "master" from now on.”

He produced a set of cuffs that he had purchased from a sex shop on the way over and fastened her hands behind her back. Then he swept her up in his arms, carried her to the bed, and dumped her roughly in the middle of it, face down. He climbed onto the bed and ran his hands over her flesh, studying her toned body, idly wondering how much time she spent keeping in shape.

“So small and weak,” he said. “Not strong enough for me. I think I’ll pass.”

“No!” she cried, sounding desperate now. “No, master, please fuck me! Please!”

He slapped her ass. “Don’t talk out of turn! Speak when you’re spoken to from now on.”

She whimpered a little but did not speak again.

“Okay,” he sighed. “I’m a reasonable man, little Meredith. I’ll use you now, but only because there’s nothing better on offer. Don’t get ideas above your station.”

As he spoke, he tore her panties off, effortlessly ripping them in two, then inserted four fingers into her cunt and started to frig her. She was already wet, and he slapped her with his free hand for being such a dirty slut. After a few minutes, he pronounced her ready to be used and climbed on top of her. His cock slid into her easily enough, thanks to her abundant natural lubricant.

She was surprisingly tight. He had assumed that a woman like Meredith would have a roomy vagina from frequent fucking and masturbation. But now he wondered if she was, in fact, fastidious about sex, perhaps even celibate for long periods. It would explain her nervous energy and bad temper …

He fucked her hard, the angle right for deep penetration, hauling her head back with that thick, long hair. She gasped and moaned but did not utter a single, articulate sound. 

He did not come inside her, but instead pulled out and turned her onto her side. He fucked her in the new position, tormenting her tiny, hard nipples with his fingers, feeling her spasm internally as he doled out little bursts of pain. 

“I think I’ll make you a member of my little harem, Meredith,” he said. “Nothing special about you, of course, but I need regular sexual relief, and you’ll do … until somebody better comes along.”

“Thank you!” she exclaimed. “Thank you, master!”

He waved a finger in front of her nose, half-jokingly. “Now, what did I say about speaking out of turn?”

He picked up her torn panties and stuffed them into her mouth. Then he turned her onto her back. She wrapped her legs around his waist as he entered her again, banging her for around ten minutes while she orgasmed repeatedly. Then he came inside her, feeling the wonderful release of his load, still pounding as he filled her little cunt and his abundant jizz spilled onto the bed covers.

“There,” he said, finally pulling out and looking down at her gaping, leaking cunt. “You’re a dull slut, but serviceable. Maybe I’ll be able to train you to do something more interesting. Who knows?”

He zipped himself up and began to leave. 

Meredith emitted a shriek of alarm. 

“Oh, sorry,” he said and flipped her over to remove the cuffs. “But remember, if you upset me or my old pal, Joe, next time, I’ll leave you for room service to find.”




The Dawn of Mr. Hyde Part Two

Tammy returned late from work that evening in a foul mood to find no sign of Joe. She was about to call him and give him an ear-bashing when there was a knock at the door. 

“Yeah?” she shouted. “Who is it?”

She thought it might be one off her neighbors complaining about the rows that she’d been having with Ed. But when the man outside spoke, she did not recognize the voice. It was deep, sonorous, manly. She wondered if it might be a new neighbor or someone who simply had the wrong address.

Her curiosity aroused, she opened the door a couple of inches, leaving the chain on. Through the gap, she peered up at a pair of piercing blue eyes, a strong hint of well-defined features.

“Hi, Tammy,” said the stranger. “I’m Ed, Joe’s cousin. Can I come in?”

“Yeah, right,” she said sarcastically, “I’ll just let a total stranger in because he says—”

“Check your phone. Joe sent you a text, I believe.”

The firm, strong voice cut through her words, making her feel like a little girl being gently rebuked by a grown-up. She closed the door and checked her phone. Sure enough, there was a message from Joe saying that, while he had to work late, his cousin Ed was in town and needed somewhere to stay.

“What?” she erupted. “That complete asshole. No way am I having a stranger stay here overnight.”

“I’m fully housetrained, Tammy,” came the voice through the door. “I promise to behave myself. Tomorrow, I’ll go to my hotel. They screwed up the room booking. I’m getting an upgrade, of course.”

Of course, she thought with mild irritation. Even on a few seconds’ acquaintance, she felt that “Cousin Ed” was just the kind of guy to demand an upgrade if anything went wrong with his plans. And he seemed like one of those utterly self-possessed people who always got what they wanted. 

She had always disliked that kind of person, though she had always suspected it was because she could not quite pull off that “do what I want” thing without sounding like a harpy. And it was a fact that the guy had nowhere to stay. It was probably too late for Air BnB or similar.

“Okay,” she said, removing the chain. “Come on in, Cousin Ed, but I have to warn you that …”

She took a step back and forgot what she was about to say. Something about the couch. The pull-out couch that converted into a bed. Or was it that she had no intention of cooking dinner? Her mind was blank, thanks to the presence of the huge, imposing figure who had taken just one step into the room.

Oh shit, she thought. Oh, Holy Jesus Fuck.

“You’re Joe’s cousin?” she asked incredulously.

“You don’t see the resemblance?” Ed asked with a twinkle in his very blue eyes. “I’m a little younger, of course.”

“Yeah, I can see,” she said and felt herself getting a little moist. “But how come … I mean, I never heard of you?”

Ed shrugged his huge shoulders. “We lost touch, I guess. My folks fell out with his folks. The usual family crap. But, can I come in now?”

Tammy stepped aside and watched as Ed strode in, making the room seem smaller and dingier than normal. 

He put down a sports bag that didn’t seem especially heavy, but then, with his muscles, she reasoned, it wouldn’t be. Then he stood, looking down at her, one perfect eyebrow raised slightly.

“Oh, shit, yeah,” she stammered, slamming the door. “Please, erm, take a seat, Ed! I don’t mean lift it up and run away with it of course, hahahaha …”

Her asinine laughter, her stupid non-joke, made her even more flustered. And now her panties were actually wet, for the first time in years. She felt like she was on a Prom date with a superb hunk, a teen fantasy that had never materialized. She had the sudden, horrifying thought that Ed might actually smell the vaginal juices now flowing so copiously. 

She walked awkwardly over to the kitchen door and asked Ed if he would like coffee.

“Sure,” he said, sitting on the couch. “I guess this is a pull-out, right?”

“Right, right,” she said, laughing imbecilically again. “Well spotted there. No shit, Sherlock, and … and all that.”

She ran into the kitchen before she could say anything else and started to make coffee. As she did so, she thought about Ed’s body, his face, his voice, those eyes … She was so clumsy and distracted that she scalded herself. 

“Shit, shit, shit!” she screeched. 

“Hey, let me look at that.”

He was right up close behind her, in her personal space, and she should have been offended by that. Any other man would have had a wisecrack, a put down, been in the no doubt that she did not appreciate being loomed over. But Tammy was sexually aroused to the point where her nipples were painfully hard inside her old sweatshirt. She wished she hadn’t taken her brassiere off as soon as she had come home. 

“I’m fine,” she said feebly, but let him take her hand in his.

“Best run it under cold water,” he said, as if she were five. 

He moved her hand under the faucet and ran the cold water, his huge hand enclosing hers. 

The shock of the water on her flesh made her tingle almost as much as the physical contact with Ed. She imagined she could feel the warmth of his body against her back, her butt cheeks. She moved back slightly to press her ass against his thighs. She felt a hardness that was unmistakable, thrilling, before he let go and took a step back.

“It doesn’t seem too bad,” he said. “Are you always this clumsy?”

Again, he had done something that would normally arouse her anger, not her libido, talking down to her in every sense. But this time, she giggled and reddened, looking down at his groin then at her tits, which she realized might as well be naked for all the concealment that the thin sweatshirt provided.

“No,” she said, not meeting his eye, “I guess you make me nervous. Kind of.”

“Aw,” he said mockingly. “Poor little Tammy. And Joe said you were a real ballbreaker.”

She looked up at him then, anger displacing her lust in an instant.

“He what? That fucker … Jesus, all I want is a good … I mean, all I ask …” She stumbled again as the bright flame of rage flickered and died. Once more, she was the high school girl who couldn’t talk to the hunk. And yet, this man was younger than her, by maybe ten years, judging by his unlined features, his sheer perfection. 

“All you want is a good fuck, is that it?” Ed asked.

She almost slapped him, then she laughed. 

He chuckled as she creased over, feeling herself turn red. Tears flowed, and she wiped her eyes. She wished she could wipe herself a little lower down. 

Ed had achieved the trifecta. He had impressed her with his looks and physique, spoken bluntly but honestly about sex, and made her laugh. And he had done it all in a matter of minutes. 

“Whatever happened to dinner and a movie?” she asked.

Ed looked her up and down brazenly and said nothing. 

She turned around and finished making the coffee. 

“You can’t believe I’d be unfaithful to Joe,” she said.

“Interesting choice of words,” Ed said. “Fencing, dodging, not simply saying ‘I’d never cheat on Ed.’ And Ed, I don’t think he’d mind that much, just so long as you were happy … and not on his case all the time.”

She turned back to face him. “He said that?” she cried, furious again. “That asshole! Him and his precious work; what the hell has he even achieved?”

Ed moved a little closer and put his hands on her shoulders. “You’d be surprised,” he said. “Now, let’s have some coffee, and then we can get down to business.”

Tammy felt sexual frustration brimming over and reached down to grab his crotch. “Never mind the coffee. I need you to fuck me!”

Ed smiled slightly then reached down and lifted her effortlessly, carrying her in his arms like a child straight into the bedroom. There, he dropped her roughly onto the bed. 

She waited for him to make the next move, maybe undo his pants. Instead, he shook his head in what she hoped was mock disapproval.

“You’ve been a bad girl, Tammy,” he said. “You should have been supporting your man when he was trying to make a major scientific breakthrough, something that could transform the world. But you just busted his balls every day. I think a little punishment is in order.”

He sat down on the bed and, before she even knew what he was doing, Ed had somehow lifted her and put her across his knee. Again, she felt like a child in the presence of a powerful adult. He pulled her pants down, and she felt his hand slip between her thighs, fingers probing at her groin through the wet fabric of her panties.

“Oh dear, you’re already leaking juices at the thought of betraying poor Joe,” Ed said. “Double the punishment for that, my girl.” Then he brought his huge, broad hand down onto her right cheek with a tremendous, startling impact.

The shock seemed to shake the room. The initial effect was numbing, but as blow after blow landed, the pain of the spanking session began to spread through her ass. She whimpered but did not protest. She felt that what was happening was a kind of wild justice, perverted and brutal, yet still correct. Each smacking impact underlined how she had undermined Joe, not taken him seriously. She found herself moaning two words over and over again.

“I’m sorry, I’m sorry, I’m sorry!”

“Of course you are,” said Ed, and the rain of smacks ended as suddenly as it had begun. 

“I’ve had a long day, and I think it’s time you provided me with some relief. It’s what Joe would want, I’m sure.”

He flipped her back onto the bed as if she were a doll and ran his hands over her body. He pulled up her shirt and cupped her tits, fondled them, then twisted each nipple just enough to smart. Then he got up and went to a drawer, took out some pantyhose, and gestured at her. “Move up the bed so I can secure your hands.”

Now she was really excited. She had never been particularly interested in BDSM, but she realized that this was because none of her lovers had been so powerful, so commanding. It made sense, at a deep emotional level, for her to abase herself before Ed’s abnormal virility. 

She wriggled up the bed and stretched out her arms above her head. Soon she was secured. Then Ed tore off her panties and shoved his fingers into her, masturbating her for a couple of minutes. 

“You’re a bit of a slut, aren’t you, Tammy?” he asked.

“What?” she asked, confused as to how to navigate this new sexual terrain. “I … I guess so.”

“Oh yeah, and I enjoy fucking sluts,” he went on.

Now he undid his pants and pulled out a huge cock. She had seen a lot of big-dicked porn stars online—she had been watching a lot of porn lately—but seeing such a length of meat in real life was very different. Tammy felt a thrill of fear at the thought that he might hurt her—he was so big. But then she reflected that her cunt was probably lubricated enough to accommodate it.

“I’m going to use you,” he said. “And I don’t care if you enjoy it or not. I’m old-fashioned that way.”

The arrogance of the man was intoxicating. She spread her legs wide and braced herself as he climbed onto the bed and sprawled over her, his immense torso covering hers. His lips descended onto hers, and she felt his tongue shove into her mouth as the tip of his cock butted against her labia. Two sets of lips were forced apart. Tammy felt herself filled by him, tasted him, felt his swollen manhood inside her. 

She came at once, surprising herself, feeling her body release the pent-up tension of weeks of lousy or nonexistent sex. 

Ed pulled his tongue out of her mouth and looked down at her. “Did you just have an orgasm, little girl?” 

“Oh God, yeah,” she breathed. “I did.”

“I didn’t give you permission to come,” he said ominously. “But I’ll forgive you this time … just so you remember that I’m in charge now. If I’m gonna do Joe’s job for him, I’ll do it properly.”

He began to thrust aggressively, his cock driving into her juice-filled gash like a meat piston. She felt her body tingling with the aftermath of her first, unexpected climax, and then the growing surge of the next. She yelled out that she was going to come, and he kissed her forcefully again, his tongue shoving hers to one side. 

Tammy almost hated him, a man with the brutal energy of a savage, nothing like the gentle, civilized, humorous Joe. But she could not deny her need, or the satisfaction he was delivering. In spades.

“Discipline … is … good … for … you,” he said, pounding hard. “Ah, right. First … one … internal … I think …”

She felt him ejaculate inside her, the warm flood of his semen splashing against the back of her cunt. 

He pulled out of her with a loud sucking noise and spurted a few last gobbets of spunk onto her thighs and belly. She felt creamy cum oozing out of her onto the duvet, mingling with their sweat and her abundant juices. A familiar odor filled the air. 

She felt dirty, disgusting, and more alive than ever before.

This is pure sex, she thought. No emotion other than animal lust and power. He has total power over me, a virtual stranger. Oh God, why is that the best turn on?

“Right,” he said, stroking his cock in an absentminded way. “What next?”

She started to speak, but he put his free hand over her mouth.

“A rhetorical question,” Ed explained. “I’m thinking. Don’t interrupt, you little slutty slave. Joe’s the guy who asks you what you’d like. I’m the guy who takes what he wants. Get that? Just nod?”

She nodded. 

His huge hand covered most of her face, not just her mouth, and she struggled to breathe. He held his hand in place for a few seconds then removed it, having made his point. Then he casually ripped the pantyhose bonds from the bedframe. 

“Turn over, raise your butt in the air,” he commanded.

She did as she was told, and with the torn shreds of her ruined pantyhose, he tied her ankles together, then tied her hands behind her back. He spanked her almost gently this time, as if appreciating the aesthetics of watching her ass wobble back and forth with his slaps. Then he drove into her again, stretching her cunt from this new angle. 

“Okay, girl, another vanilla fuck before we get into the kinky stuff.”

The squelching sound of her fluid-filled cunt combined with the noise of his big balls slapping at her sweaty flesh. He gripped her by the waist to hold her steady, and she felt pain as his fingers dug into her flesh. She imagined bruises forming, wondered for a moment how she would explain them to Joe. Then she forgot about Joe completely and came again, then once more, then in a firecracker chain of orgasms. 

This is not natural, she thoughtI never came this much. I never thought I could.

“You enjoying that, dirty little bitch?” he asked, pausing in his machine-like thrusting. 

“Yes,” she managed to gasp. “Yes. Please fuck me some more.”

Of course he immediately pulled his dick out of her. 

She looked around, awkwardly craning her neck, and saw him in the full-length mirror set into the closet door. He was stroking himself, dick still massively erect. As she watched, a copious geyser of rich, creamy spunk arced up and over her back. She felt the warm fluid spatter over her body, generating a bizarre sensation as it splashed onto the bruises on her waist and ass cheeks.

“Don’t tell me what to do, Tammy,” he growled, slapping her ass. It did wobble, and she wished she hadn’t squandered the gym membership that her mom had bought her last Christmas. “Nobody tells Ed Hyde what to do. Ed Hyde fucks the world in the mouth. Get it?”

“Yes,” she sniveled. “I’m sorry.”

“Master,” he said.

“I’m sorry … master.”

He shoved her roughly over onto her side, shuffled up the bed, and ran his fingers over her left breast. “Open wide,” he said, tweaking her nipple. “Open good and wide, and I’ll shove it right to the back of your throat.”

As he face-fucked her, she gagged, struggled, tried to stop her instinctive fear from making her disobedient. She felt the swollen tip of Ed’s cock in her throat, tasted the sticky mixture of cunt-juice and cum mingling with her saliva. It was disgusting. It was perfect. It was utterly degrading. Pinioned by wrist and ankle, she was being treated as a piece of meat, and enjoying the ultimate sensual experience.

“Ah,” sighed Ed as he came again, filling her throat with semen. 

The load was probably smaller than the first two, but it was still a prodigious amount compared to the commonplace ejaculations of Joe. 

Tammy couldn’t help gagging now, panic rising as the cum surged up like a tide into her nasal passages. She sneezed spunk onto the bed as Ed clamped a hand onto her head to finish. Then he sighed again and pulled out. 

“I’d like to use you all night, dirty little slut Tammy,” he said, “but I need my rest. You might like to get some shuteye, too. You’d be surprised how big my morning wood can be.”

With that, he got up and walked out. She spat out as much of the spunk as she could, but a lot had already gone down her throat. Then she lay, exhausted, butt tingling from the most ferocious spanking of her life. Joe had tried to please her in that respect, but his efforts had always seemed half-hearted. Deep down, she knew he was too humane, too gentle to want to really hurt her. 

To think I could hold that against him, she thought ruefully. She started to struggle against her bonds. Shit, at least he’d have untied me.

She heard the toilet flush, then the shower turn on. She gave up trying to wriggle free of the tightly-knotted pantyhose. She decided to wait patiently, lying on fabric damp with spunk and perspiration and her own juices and saliva, for her master to free her. She heard heavy footsteps moving swiftly, then something surprising. It sounded like a groan, the sound of a man in pain. 

“Ed?” she cried. “Ed, please, can you untie me? Is this part of the game still? Ed? Ed?”

The door of the apartment opened then slammed shut. 

She could hardly believe it, but it seemed Ed had simply walked out, leaving her trussed up like a Thanksgiving turkey. She lay, wondering what the hell she could do. And when Joe might come home. 

“Oh fuck, Joe!”

If he found her like this, it would be the end of their relationship. And in that moment, she knew she did not want to lose him. 

She remembered the nail scissors in the manicure set on her dressing table. It was a tall order, but she had to do it, had to free herself, clean herself up, get dressed. 

Change the duvet cover.

She rocked and rolled, thrashing like a newly-caught flounder, inching her way toward the edge of the bed. It seemed like a herculean task, an epic voyage, until she finally tipped over and fell onto the rug facedown. 

“Ow!”

More bruises. 

She thanked the gods of interior design that she had finally decided against bare wooden flooring. 

She started to edge her way over to the dressing table then stopped. She was almost sure she had heard someone move next door, in the living room. She lay still, on her side, feeling chilly now, her bruises throbbing. 

Was that a stealthy movement? It might have been someone shifting uncomfortably, the sound of cloth against cloth, a heavy mass shifting. But now there was silence, punctuated by the rising wail of a siren as an ambulance sped past. 

“Fuck it,” she grunted and resumed her journey.

When she got to the chair by the dressing table, she realized she could not, by any conceivable means, climb onto it. She almost wept in despair, her pounding heart seeming to count down toward Joe’s inevitable return and the destruction of his love for her. But then she had an idea.

Tammy had been an amateur gymnast in high school. Despite passing years and weight gain, she could still bend her legs up behind her back so that her bound hands touched her bound feet. Yes! Her intuition had been right. Ed had not secured her ankles nearly as carefully as her wrists. She could work away at the nylon with her nails, tearing already ripped mesh, and …

“Bingo!”

Her feet were free. Now she shuffled awkwardly onto her back and reached up with her legs to try to push the manicure set. She knocked over some expensive perfume, and it rolled, fell, cracked open, filling the room with overpriced scent. Cursing, she tried again. A hairbrush, a jar of face cream … and finally, the little leather wallet … which was zipped shut. 

“Fuck, fuck, fuck!” she wept.

It took her nearly half an hour to maneuver the wallet into position, open it, then get out the scissors. Manipulating them using the closet mirror, she eventually hacked away enough pantyhose so that she could tear the rest apart. 

She tried to stand and fell, bruising her knee against the table. She was numb, half-paralyzed. 

The apartment door opened then closed.

“Honey, I’m home!”

“Shit, shit, shit, shit, shit …!”

She stumbled to the door, slammed it, grabbed a robe, tried to tidy up. The broken perfume bottle was her inspiration. She decided to fabricate an elaborate story about an intruder, then realized it would lead to a 911 call. She toyed with inventing a poltergeist attack of some kind. Then she put her face in her hands and wept a little.

“Tammy? Honey? What’s going on?”

Joe’s voice, gentle and concerned, was just outside the door. 

“I’m okay,” she managed to say, blubbering snot into her fingers. “I’m fine.”

“Tammy? Come on out. I need some painkillers. I’ve got … a hell of a headache.”

He’s been working late, sitting in front of that computer, staring at every second fucking organic molecule under the sun, she thought. 

She got up and rushed to the door, dragged it open, and as she did so, her robe fell open a little. She quickly covered herself and looked down, not wanting to meet her boyfriend’s eye. 

“Tammy?” he said, pale-faced, tired. “You okay?”

“Yeah, sure,” she said hastily then rushed to the medicine cabinet, got some Panadol. “Here, take these.”

“Thanks,” he said. “Wow, did you spill some perfume?”

“Yeah,” she said. “Clumsy bitch Tammy.”

He looked at her strangely, and she laughed too loudly, almost hysterical. 

“Is it okay if I take a shower, honey?” she said.

“Yeah, but …”

She slammed the door and threw the robe aside, then climbed into the shower stall and tried to soap every last trace of Ed Hyde off her bruised body. But she saw the red welts on her wrists and ankles, the finger marks at her waist, the redness on her buttocks that was not fading fast enough. Even after all that evidence was gone, she knew that Ed had left fingerprints on her mind, that all too soon, her body would yearn for him again. 

She finished showering, bound her hair up in a towel, put her robe back on, and went out into the bedroom. Joe was sitting on the edge of the bed, checking his phone. The smell of the spilled perfume must have been masking the animal stench of her frenetic copulation. 

“Hey, honey, you okay?” he asked.

She stood staring at him, mouth open, the taste of semen still discernible. Or, at least, she could recall the spunk that had deluged into her so clearly it might as well still be there. 

She swallowed, gulping, then tried to smile. “Sure,” she said. “I just … I tripped and fell.”

Joe nodded, looked over at the dressing table. The jar of cream and the hairbrush still lay on the floor next to the broken perfume bottle. A faint, dark patch on the carpet showed where the designer fragrance had evaporated. Shreds of ripped pantyhose lay nearby. 

She waited for Joe to ask a question she could not answer without sounding deranged.

“Okay,” he said. “My turn in the bathroom!” And, with that, he got up and walked by her, as if nothing strange had happened.

Tammy collapsed into the chair by the dressing table then started to gather everything except the smashed bottle. Then she had a bright thought and wrapped the torn nylon around her fingers to handle the shards. After disposing of them, she changed the duvet then dressed in her cutest pink pajamas. She was in bed, pretending to check her emails when Joe reappeared.

“So, did Ed get in touch?” he asked.

“Erm … yeah, he came around,” she said. “But … but he left. A long time ago. Like, he didn’t stay long.”

“Yeah, he texted me to say he’d found a hotel for the night,” Joe explained, climbing in beside her. “Nice guy … Or, didn’t you two get on?”

“Oh, we got on—I mean … I guess …”

“He’s kind of full-on, I guess,” laughed Joe. “Not like me at all. But you noticed that, right?”

Tammy wanted to change the subject to just about anything but felt a strange compulsion to ask about Ed.

“So, you never mentioned him?” she said, trying to sound casual, staring blindly at her phone.

“Didn’t I?” Joe said. “Well, I hadn’t seen him since we were kids. There was a falling out, one of those dumb things that splits a family apart. We never talked about them, and they never spoke of us, apparently. Dumb, but that’s how people are sometimes.”

She nodded, the soreness in her cunt adding to the general discomfort of her well-used body. She had never been in serious danger from Ed, of that she felt sure. Looking back, there was something weirdly familiar about the whole encounter, in the way dreams sometimes combine the outlandish and the commonplace. Perhaps it had been the resemblance, albeit marginal, between Ed and Joe. 

“Right, right,” she said. “So, how long’s Ed in town for?”

Joe paused in scrolling through his emails.

“Oh, maybe a few weeks. I’m not sure. Why? Would you like to have him over for a meal or something?”

She nearly laughed at the idea, but then she realized he was serious. 

She tried to imagine Joe and Ed together at their little kitchen table, the massive presence of Ed making the rest of the apartment look undersized, making Joe seem small, a little boy rather than a man.

“Oh, that would be too much hassle,” she said. “You know I hate to cook. Besides, you’re so busy these days. I want you to come home at night and just be able to kick back and relax …” She paused, finally looking up from the small screen to see her boyfriend looking at her in surprise.

“Thanks, honey.” Joe laid a hand on hers. “That’s real considerate.” Then his thumbs tapped experts over the screen of his own phone. “Just in case you change your mind,” he said, “here’s Ed’s number.”

Before she could protest that she didn’t need it, her phone chirped. The number had arrived. The number she told herself she would never use. The number that loomed large in mind as, with Joe sleeping peacefully beside her, she lay awake and rubbed her bruised clit far into the night.

***

“The investors are satisfied with your progress, Joe,” said Meredith. “And I’m satisfied, too. Very satisfied.”

Joe and Luisa looked at one another. She was out of screenshot in this Skype call and took the opportunity to give Meredith the finger before high-fiving Joe. 

“That’s great, boss,” he said. “So, we have the green light to start standard testing of 774?”

Meredith nodded then seemed to look more intently at the screen. Joe wondered if she was trying to put two-and-two together, and wondering if, in some worlds, that led to two squared. But even someone with Meredith’s keen intellect could hardly be expected to grasp the truth about Joe Keel and Ed Hyde. Whatever crazy notion she might have, Joe would wager it wasn’t crazy enough to be true.

“Funds will be forthcoming, Joe,” she said. “And … and thanks to you and your team for everything. Your hard work, I mean. Your … determination. Your stamina.”

Joe smiled.

“Thank you for your unfailing support,” he said with a big, shit-eating grin. “Say, shall I send Ed around with another update? Today, maybe, or are you still in town tomorrow?”

Joe saw Meredith’s eyes widen, and then she nodded, apparently unable to trust herself to speak. 

“Okay,” he said. “Did you mean today or tomorrow?”

“I’m gonna be in town for another few days,” she blurted out. “He can call me anytime. In fact, is Ed there now? We could arrange to meet up …”

“He’s out getting pizza,” Joe cut in, smiling sweetly again. “But I’ll tell him you called. Gotta run, cutting-edge science won’t do itself!” He cut the link.

He felt great. For the first time in months, he was unafraid, unstressed. In fact, he felt dynamic. He had had three women in Ed’s body, with Ed’s confidence, within the last forty-eight hours. And in every case, there had been no complications, no guilt, no worry. Just totally selfish fucking.

“Hey, Joe,” Luisa said. “Any idea when our handsome colleague is going to get back with that pizza?” She laid a plump brown hand on his thigh. 

“Hey, easy tiger,” he said. “We really have work to do.”

“I know,” she said. “But Ed—Joe, you really are a genius. You created a … a sexual superman! Imagine how many rich guys would pay millions, billions for this. They could literally become a superior version of themselves and fuck their way through every beautiful woman on earth.”

“Or every beautiful man,” he pointed out. “Let’s not be old-fashioned about this.”

He stood up, stretched. Much of his body was sore, thanks to the drastic transformation of the muscular and skeletal structure, a change so drastic that it still seemed to have more in common with magic than science. But then, as Arthur C. Clarke had observed, any sufficiently advanced technology is indistinguishable from magic. It seemed that Clarke’s Law also applied to novel drugs based on rare Amazonian orchids. 

“Yeah,” said Luisa when he told her this, “but Clarke never got to fuck like a demigod, I guess.”

They worked on through the day, pausing to grab some pizza, continuing their analysis of the 774 molecule. Joe knew that he had isolated the active ingredient, but he was worried that there might be long-term downsides that he knew nothing about. He had already asked Doyle, the plant hunter, about this. And, as they were thinking of quitting for the day, an email from Brazil finally arrived.

“Those who use the warrior’s soul too often,” Joe read, frowning, “are liable to become outcasts, as the other men of the tribe become jealous of their strength and sexual prowess. So, it’s impossible to say if there are any long-term side effects, as social pressure within the small tribal group limits usage.”

“Fuck,” Luisa said.

“Yeah,” Joe sighed, typing out a brief acknowledgment to Doyle. “Guess we’re on our own.”

“No,” Luisa said, leaning over behind his chair, pressing her big soft boobs into the back of his head. “I wanna fuck! You can’t deny me a little Ed time. Come on, just a teeny tiny dose.”

Joe sighed. It was totally unprofessional for a scientist to use an untested drug for personal gratification. It was also unethical to fuck his research assistant. But, he reasoned, bringing Ed back again would constitute an experimental trial, of a sort. And keeping Luisa happy was vital, in case she became frustrated and—not to put too fine a point on it—blabbed about what they’d been doing. He had seen a slightly crazy look in her eyes a couple of times when she had talked about her encounter with Ed. It might well be sexual addiction.

“Okay,” he said. “But we’re gonna have to find a better way than injection if we’re going to commercialize this.”

“Slow release capsules,” Luisa said jauntily as she got the vial of extract from the refrigerator. “Carefully tailored to ensure maximum potency for hours, maybe even days, with no risk of an overdose.”

He stared at her as he rolled up his sleeve. “You’ve obviously given this some thought.”

“Fuck yeah!” she said, opening a new needle packet. “I’m all over this shit. And I want to find out if it works for us girls, too. But that’s something we definitely need to try on our little squeaky friends first.”

He laughed, wondering if a dose of 774 would endow Luisa with huge biceps and a cock-sized clit. The transformation would be little more radical, really, than the creation of Ed Hyde. 

He sat down and swabbed his arm with alcohol as she tapped the hypo. Then came the sting, the harbinger of more pain, and almost unheard-of pleasures.

Luisa watched as Joe’s flesh rippled, swelled, bulged as the drug took effect. She was already wet. 

Joe’s face seemed to become blurred, as if the flesh was liquefying, but then it reformed along larger, firmer lines. His eyes were closed, his mouth open in what might have been agony. For a moment, she wondered if this was the key to his desire to inflict suffering on his lovers, the fact that Ed Hyde was born not as a normal human being but in a refining fire of agony.

Fuck that, she thought. Don’t overthink the problem.

Today, Joe had worn oversized, loose clothing, and Luisa almost drooled as his shirt and pants became taut as muscles filled out the surplus volume. 

She reached out to touch his forehead, checking if there was a higher than normal temperature. But, as with rodent 774, there was no sign of fever. Stress, certainly, but no fever. Though her reaction to the touch of his flesh came pretty close.

“Hello, Luisa.”

She jerked her hand away as the piercing blue eyes opened. 

With mamba-like speed, his hand shot up and grabbed her wrist, pulling her roughly onto his lap. She struggled feebly, a gesture, knowing she could never break free. He put his other hand around her waist, and she quivered. 

“You touched me,” he said. “Without permission. As if we were equals.”

She felt her panties getting damp.

“I’m sorry, Daddy,” she whispered, eyes downcast.

“Naughty girl,” he said. “Spanking is obligatory in such circumstances.”

He stood up, and she slid off his lap, almost falling to the floor. He took both her hands in his, dragged her over to a lab counter, then bent her over. 

Today, she had worn skimpy clothes under her white coat so, when Ed lifted the coat, he saw a short, tight, vinyl skirt over fishnet stockings held up by a black garter belt. He twanged the belt, slapped a butt cheek without much force, then chuckled.

“My little girl’s all grown up, eh?” 

A huge hand ripped her black lace panties down, and then he rained a volley of smacks onto her ass. 

“Don’t … touch … me … without … my … permission!”

She was breathless with the shock and pain after just a few moments. 

After he had finished repeating his mantra three times, he began to frig her, roughly massaging her clit. 

“Dirty girl, all wet, like a bitch in heat.”

He flipped her over like a doll and stood looking down at her spread thighs, her shaved cunt. Then he ripped off her panties and pantyhose, and gagged and blindfolded her. 

The smell of her own secretions was intense, and she made a muffled protest. He ignored her, and she waited, half-blind, just able to discern him through the tightly wound fishnet over her eyes. 

“Don’t speak out of turn,” he said.

His fingers worked inside her then withdrew. Immediately after, she heard the sound of his zipper. She braced herself, anticipating the onslaught. It began surprisingly gently, hard flesh pushing her cunt lips apart. Then he began to work in her, slowly gathering speed and force. She felt sure he was even better endowed than before but could not see to make sure. His cock felt enormous. 

“Next, I’ll fuck your ass,” he said in her ear, suddenly close.

“No!” she cried, genuinely terrified. 

“Silly girl,” he said, standing upright again. “I wouldn’t do that. Even if you deserved it. Not until you’ve been widened a good deal. Get yourself some suitable toys, make your asshole bigger. I need you to accommodate me in all your holes. Understand?”

“Yes!” she gasped. “Oh God.”

“No need to worship me, or pray,” he said. “Just lie there like a useless piece of meat and let me achieve sexual release. Then I’ll think of a few other things we can do.”

He fucked her. She came. She came twice, three times, then felt a series of orgasms rocking her little universe. 

The part of Luisa’s mind that remained rational, a scientist, felt sure that Ed was emitting powerful pheromones that made her more aroused than was normal in any woman. She wondered if they could be synthesized, manufactured, sold. For the first time, a deodorant or aftershave could be a genuine chick magnet …

Then all coherent thought was blitzed out of existence by the pile-driver fucking, Ed’s limitless libido overwhelming her. She lost herself in a perfect climax and was only vaguely aware of him pulling out, spurting his jizz over her belly, splashing her thighs, her tits.

“I think we need to get some special equipment in here,” Ed said casually. “See to it, will you?”

He outlined a few ideas, and she stammered out her acquiescence. 

Joe tied her hands and ankles together as he kept talking about the need to torture her properly. She was now unable to move at all, except for jerking her head. 

He picked her up and put her on the floor. Then, through the makeshift blindfold, she saw him taking something out of Joe’s old sports bag.

“I found these in a cupboard,” he said. “Useful in a blackout, I guess, but we can always get some more. I must remember to tell Tammy.”

There was a click, a sound a little a zipper, but not quite. It was familiar, but she was so mentally rattled that it took her a second to remember what it signified. 

Ed had lit the Bunsen burner. 

“Just take a minute,” he said.

The fishnet, at least three layers of it, almost blotted out the flickering light. It was a candle, coming nearer. Ed stood over her, then hunkered down, and the small yellow flame was bright, close. She could just make out the pale column beneath it. 

The column tilted, and she flinched in anticipation. A drop of hot wax struck her left nipple. More drops, a trickle down her prone body as she writhed and tried not to make too much noise.

“It creates a remarkable effect, combined with the semen,” Ed remarked, pausing in the torture to study his handiwork. “I think we’ll surround your cunt with wax. If you just lie still, none of it will hit those freakishly big pussy lips of yours.”

She was unable to feel offended by the slur on her labia. The shocking stimulus of the hot wax had taken her to new heights, or depths, of sensuality. She felt the wax trickle over her groin. Then Ed trailed a series of droplets up her belly, around her breasts, along her arm. 

“Now, let’s see what else we’ve got here.”

She watched as his huge, blurred form moved out of sight, heard him opening a cupboard. Then he was back, crouching over her, a small, gleaming object in one hand. Rough fingers cupped one breast, then cold teeth bit into her nipple. She screamed at that, not because of the pain but due to the shock. A second sprung-metal alligator clip was attached to her other nipple.

“Don’t squeal, bitch,” Ed said. “It’s not like I drew blood. More’s the pity. Now, let’s tidy you up a little. You’re a disgusting fucking mess of a girl.”

She wasn’t quick enough to brace herself before he ripped most of the solid wax from her groin.




The Dawn of Mr. Hyde Part Three

Joe’s “return” from his bout of sexual excess with Luisa was not quite as severe as the previous time. There seemed to be a general tapering off when it came to the drug, which made sense. His body was becoming acclimatized to the effects. This raised the obvious question as to whether he would need to increase the dosage to get the same results. 

“How long was the actual transformation period?” he murmured to himself. “It seems to hold steady at about five or six hours.”

“I think you were even more virile than before,” Luisa put in. “It felt like you were superhuman. Maybe that’s subjective. I don’t know.” Her voice was shaky, which wasn’t surprising. Luisa was getting dressed in a spare set of street clothes that she had brought with her.

Joe admired her foresight. He also felt a sense of confusion over what had happened, mingled with a strange sense of pride. In his persona as Hyde, he seemed to have vastly more insight into women’s needs and desires, even when—as in Luisa’s case—they themselves buried them as best they could. 

“Maybe it’s the self-confidence,” he said to himself.

“What?” asked Luisa, walking over to his desk and leaning over the back of his chair. “Self-confidence? Ed certainly has plenty of that. And soon we’ll be able to literally bottle it!”

Joe gazed at the virtual model of the molecule rotating on the computer screen. Just a few common elements in an unfamiliar pattern, and the human body—well, Joe’s body, anyway—was transformed. It was a genuine breakthrough, worth billions in the long-term. They started to discuss all the applications of the warrior’s soul orchid. 

“Old guys who can’t get it up? Plenty of them,” said Luisa, pulling up a chair. “And their old ladies will thank us. It’s better than Viagra!”

Joe agreed, of course. 

“But only a mild dose,” he insisted. “We don’t want long-buried impulses unleashed in every other geezer. Imagine repressed rage uncorked after decades. Too many people own guns in this fucking country, just for a start.”

“Okay,” laughed Luisa, “just a mild one to help them get hard. But then there are young guys having problems with dating. They’d pay a fortune for a small percentage of what you have when you’re Ed.”

Joe mulled this over and had to agree.

“Seems like it’s an aphrodisiac for women, too,” he pointed out. “Ed must emit pheromones; otherwise, well, why would you allow yourself to be dominated so easily?”

Luisa colored bright red and looked down at her knees. “It’s not easy,” she said quietly. “That’s kind of the point—that I want to resist but know I can’t. He overwhelms me. I think you’re right; it’s partly chemical. Some primal thing we’ve almost lost in our obsession with the visual. Our fixation on looking rather than the more basic senses.”

“Another thing we could literally bottle, then,” Joe said, reaching out to touch Luisa’s hand gently. “Hey, you shouldn’t be embarrassed. We weren’t really ourselves. My transformation triggered yours, right?”

She nodded and smiled, then got up to fetch coffee and “get some air.” 

Joe wondered if the lingering traces of pheromone in the lab were bothering her or she just needed time to process what had happened. For the second time. He did a few basic checks, taking his pulse, temperature, and so on. Joe resolved to try to “remind” Ed Hyde to do the same the next time he manifested himself, but he wondered if his alter-ego would bother. 

“Who am I now?” he asked himself. It was a simple question. If he could become Ed, was he still the same boring old Joe who he had been last week? 

He got up and went to the mirror above the basin. He saw a man on the wrong side of thirty, tousled brown hair, blue eyes, a firm jaw …

He hesitated, looked more closely. He had seen, at first, what he had expected to see: the same old Joe. But now he acted like a scientist, examined the facts, things were slightly different. His face looked stronger, more handsome, and his eyes seemed more penetrating, bluer. Even his hair, which had been thinning, looked more substantial.

Is that possible?

“If it happens,” he said, stroking his square jaw meditatively, “it’s possible.”

Then another, very obvious thought occurred to him. He reached down and fondled his cock. It was flaccid but seemed bigger. He stroked himself a little and felt a welcome stirring as tumescence kicked in. Now it seemed proven—he had grown an inch or so down there. Nothing comparable to Ed Hyde’s mighty schlong but impressive, nonetheless. 

Or am I deluding myself? How to be sure?

In college, one of his professors had told him about scientific errors perpetrated by distinguished, apparently honest researchers who were in fact living in a fool’s paradise, interpreting reality to suit themselves. The creation of Ed Hyde was real, but could the effects really endure when the drug wore off? 

“Rats,” he said to his reflection. “Our little cousins can tell us.”

Joe turned toward the cages and walked along the row, looking in at the amiable, curious rats that had witnessed so much strangeness in recent days. Number 774 was enjoying what Luisa called a conjugal visit with a lady rodent. They were banging like crazy, but that was not unusual. 

“If I was in rat jail, I’d get as much touch as I could when the opportunity arose,” murmured Joe, leaning down to study the copulating animals. “But, my whiskered friend, are you the same rat you were when all this craziness started?”

Joe waited until 774 and his girlfriend finished then took the male out for tests. He took tissue samples, various readings, and again got his finger nipped for his troubles. He then took out 775, a male from the same batch, and took comparative data. As an afterthought, he also examined the female that 774 had been bonking with gusto. After a few minutes, he reached a firm conclusion.

“Okay, buddy,” he said to 774, “it’s clear enough. You are bigger and stronger now than you were before, and there’s not a trace of the warrior’s soul molecule in your system. And your lady friend’s hormone levels are abnormally high, which I’m guessing is those pesky pheromones.”

The door banged open as Luisa backed into the lab, arms laden with cups and cartons. “I got donuts!” she announced. “Think we need a sugar boost after … well, all that exercise.”

She put the coffee and donuts down then stood, looking at him as he gazed speculatively at her. 

“What gives?” she asked. “Something wrong?”

“Not exactly,” Joe said. “But it seems that we’ve discovered something more than a mere drug. This is not so much a product; more a way of life.”

He explained what he’d observed in the rats while they ate and drank. Luisa asked if Doyle, the plant hunter, could cast any more light on the matter. Joe thought probably not. According to Doyle, any man of the tribe who seemed to be permanently changed by the herbal tea form of the drug would be killed or cast out. 

“You’d think a tribe of supermen would be a good thing, though,” she objected. “Why limit the transformation?” 

Joe shrugged. “Religion, maybe. Also—and this is something we should think about—what happens if every man is Superman? Maybe they went through a phase of internal schism and violence and decided to make overusing the stuff taboo for that reason. I’ll ask Doyle if they have a myth or folktale about that very issue, in fact.”

After he had sent another email to Brazil, Joe mulled over what to do next. He noted that Meredith Da Souza was still in town and asking for another “update” from Ed. He showed their boss’s message to Luisa, and they agreed that he had no real choice. Meredith was already talking about further investment, a larger-scale operation. That implied taking on more staff … unless Ed could “persuade” Meredith that the three of them were the ideal team.

“The three of us being, in fact, two of us,” Luisa pointed out. “Ed can’t actually do any work, can he?”

“He can get us all the new equipment we need, plus outsourcing the boring stuff—sequencing, synthesizing fresh variants of the compound. We can focus on the basic, cutting edge stuff. I’ll make Meredith see it our way.”

Luisa laughed. “I’ll bet you can. Let’s get your dosage prepped.”

***

Meredith Da Souza examined herself critically in the full-length mirror. She was naked, depilated, her body devoid of tattoos. She had small tits, but she had always thought them classy; never wanted them enlarged. Until now, that is. She had a feeling that Ed Hyde, with his fierce animal vigor, might appreciate a bigger, more voluptuous figure. She had already checked out the prices of various procedures for her breasts and her butt. 

“Oh God,” she muttered as she turned to scrutinize her behind. “What is wrong with me? I can’t do without him. I can’t live without—Jesus, I’m starting to sag!”

Meredith almost wailed with despair at the slight hint of a crease under left butt cheek. Once, a long time ago, she had resolved to be strong. She had succeeded in a corporate world dominated by men by being tougher than any man she encountered. When she fucked for recreation, it was with younger, poorer and, above all, weaker men. She used them, discarded them, ghosted them. If they gave her trouble, she hired people to send them a clear message. 

“But now I need him so much,” she told herself.

She had dressed in her business suit just in time. There was a sharp knock at her door. She took a deep breath, wondered if it might be someone else, prepared for possible disappointment. But of course it was Ed. 

He loomed over her, a colossus of bone and muscle and pent-up sexual energy. She stepped back, feeling herself getting moist in his presence, her vagina paying tribute to his dominance by oozing sex juice onto her leg. She wondered if he could smell her, if the odor of designer fragrances, scrubs, and other toiletries could mask her animal excitement. 

“You wanted to see me?” he said.

“Yes,” she said, dismayed when her voice came out as a squeak. “Please, come in,” she went on, trying to sound mature, authoritative, like a boss.

He said nothing but strode into the luxury suite, looking around, then smiling down at her. He was carrying a sports bag, she noticed. Once she would have asked him bluntly what was in it. Now she simply looked on as he put it by the bed.

“Seems like the cleaners did a good job,” he said, surveying the room. “Nice and tidy.”

Meredith giggled. She had already wondered what kind of stories the hotel staff were sharing about her and her visitor. 

She walked over to a chair and sat down, then gestured to the couch at the end of the bed. She felt her old desire to take charge, to be in control. In a way, this was a test. Could she just enjoy purely physical pleasure with this amazing man, or would she experience the overwhelming need that seemed to go right to the core of her soul?

“I thought we could talk about the research and how you’re progressing,” she said, keeping her voice even, clear, businesslike. “Before we get down to … other business.”

Ed did not sit on the couch. Instead, he strolled over to her and stood inside her personal space. “Joe has already given you the details of what we need,” he said. “The research is going fine. Don’t pretend this is about you giving me orders, Meredith. You’re a dirty little bitch, and you need what our English cousins call a good seeing-to. Now, take out my dick and suck.”

She jumped up, genuinely outraged at being spoken to like a cheap hooker. Her head just reached his sternum, although she had worn her highest heels. She wanted to storm at him, tell Ed Hyde that she was in charge, and that if she gave orders, he would fucking well listen and obey.

“Come on, babe; I haven’t got all day,” he said, not moving.

She wanted to bring her knee up into his groin, but there were so many more interesting things she could do to it. His pants were already bulging, and she felt a twinge of pride at the thought that she had helped get him half-erect. She reached out and touched his cock through the fabric, gasped at its size, even though she had already experienced it to the full. It was tactile confirmation that what had happened before, the impossible event, had in fact been real. 

“Don’t play hard to get, little girl,” whispered Ed. “You know you want it. You want me to take control. Take you. Take it all.”

“Yes,” she said meekly and dropped to her knees.

She unzippered his pants and took out his cock. She took the prodigious organ in both hands and stroked it to rigidity, marveling at its size and strength. Then she put her lips on its tip and tasted salt, inserted the tip of her tongue into his slit, mixed saliva with precum. 

“Good girl,” Ed said, planting a huge hand firmly on the back of her head. “Now I’ll fuck your face.”

He began to thrust deeply into her, the bloated tip of his cock making her gag. He did not quite force her to comply. It was a blurred region between total control and dominance by force of personality. Meredith knew enough about psychology to be aware that she was effectively powerless, that her own mind, its deep-rooted needs and long-repressed desires, was Ed’s collaborator. She moaned in pleasure even as she felt herself half-choking.

“Bad girl, right?” Ed said, lifting his hand and letting her pull back to take a few breaths. “Like it rough but not too rough. You get a lover, use him, cast him aside. And yet, you long for a master, don’t you?”

“Yes,” she gasped, wiping drool from her lips. “Yes, I can’t help myself.”

Ed took hold of his cock and slapped her across the face with it. It was playful, mocking, a gesture that asserted dominance in a casually obscene way. She felt droplets of precum fall onto her cheeks. 

“Right,” he said, turning and walking to the bed. “This time I’ll use some special equipment on you, boss bitch. Get on the bed.”

Meredith ran to obey, stumbled on her four-inch heels, and he caught her. Then she was flying through the air as he tossed her onto the bed as if she were a doll. She bounced on the mattress, winded, as Ed chuckled. 

He bent down, opened his bag, and took out a pair of handcuffs. “We’ll start with the simple stuff. Take off your shirt and your skirt.”

She started to undo her shirt, clumsily, trying to look sensuous for her master. He tutted impatiently and tore it off her. Buttons flew like bullets, one bouncing off the TV screen twenty feet away. She started to protest at the wanton ruination of a new shirt, but he was already unzipping her skirt and pulling it down, flinging it aside.

“I see you fondly imagine you’re a sophisticated slut,” he remarked, twanging one of her garters. “You’re just another skank to me, Meredith. Joe has a high opinion of your business acumen, of course, but I know it’s mostly just bullshit. Am I right? Am I right that you’re just another corporate BS merchant?”

As he interrogated her, he slid his fingers down into her panties, rubbed her wet clit. Then he lifted her legs and took her panties off, flinging them into the corner with her skirt and blouse. 

“God, you smell like a bitch in heat,” he remarked. “But are you going to be obedient this time?”

“Yes, yes I will!” she said. 

She knew she had spoken too hastily. He had not given her permission to reply to what was probably a rhetorical question. 

Sure enough, he shook his head in fake disapproval. As he did so, Meredith got a weird flash of recognition, as if she was seeing someone else instead of Ed, the near-stranger. The moment passed, the not-quite-memory swamped by the sensations that followed. 

“Turn over, you dumb bitch,” he said ominously.

Before she could obey, he flipped her casually onto her front and wrenched her wrists together. She felt cold steel, no fluffy pink cuffs for her, and then heard the click as she was deprived of almost all her freedom of movement. The bed creaked slightly as it bore the weight of Ed, and she felt him reaching between her thighs. 

“Making more of a wet mess on these lovely covers. How very vulgar.”

Then the mattress sprang back as he got off the bed. Meredith strained to see what he was doing, heard noises that suggested he was getting something out of the bag. Then she heard a whoosh, followed by a vicious stinging blow across both buttocks. It was a whip of some kind, that much was clear. She tried to get a good view in the mirrored doors of the closet, but the angle was wrong. All she could see was the powerful right arm of Ed raising a many-stranded whip and bringing it down. She could only imagine the welts forming on her flesh, the redness of her ass cheeks. She felt herself getting even wetter, drooling fluid from her cunt.

“This is for presuming to order me around,” Ed said, bringing the black leather lash down. “And this is for harassing my friend Joe. And here’s another one for being a bitch to Luisa. She’s quite the little hottie, by the way. A much better fuck than you.”

Through the agony being inflicted on her behind, Meredith could still resent Luisa. The busty girl would have hurled herself at Ed after so many months working with a dipshit like Joe Keel. She howled, suddenly and more in anger than pain, at the thought of any other woman getting attention from Ed. 

“We can’t have you upsetting other guests,” Ed said. “This is a very exclusive hotel, Meredith.”

Again, the mattress sprung back into shape. Again, she sensed him moving behind her. She had a glimpse of a red sphere, the size of a golf ball or a little bigger, then something was shoved roughly into her mouth. It was a gag, of course, and Ed made no effort to be subtle, making it good and tight. More welts would form, this time on her cheeks. 

“Now, be quiet, bitch,” he said. “I think it’s time to fuck you in the hostage position, as I like to think of it.”

The weight of him was on her fully now, and she felt herself crushed into the bed as he rammed his cock between her thighs. It was awkward, uncomfortable to be fucked while lying face down, flat and with her hands cuffed behind. The discomfort was acute and exquisite. He fucked her for what seemed like an hour before he came, making sure he filled her before he pulled out and splashed what remained of his spunk over her new stockings and her raw, throbbing ass.

And then he revealed some new ways to dominate her. 

By the end of the “meeting,” Meredith Da Souza was exhausted, bruised, on the verge of fainting. When the time came for him to leave, he made a point of leaving the key to the cuffs balanced on the top of the wall-mounted TV. 

It took her nearly an hour to free herself. Then she started to clean herself up, feeling degraded and pathetic, but relishing the buzz that still lingered. Ed had the ability to make her feel totally alive, as if every atom in her body was vibrating with raw sexual energy. 

She got into the shower and reached up for the faucet. Then she paused and reached down to feel Ed’s creamy spunk congealing in and on her body.

Somehow, the unpleasant sticky mess made her think of the weird sensation she had had when Ed had arrived, that sense of déjà vu, or something very like it. Where had she seen Ed Hyde before this week? What was it about his face, his mouth, his eyes …

“Those eyes,” she said quietly, rubbing semen between her fingers. “I’ve seen them many times. Or have I?”

Then an idea struck her, one so bizarre she felt that she might be going genuinely crazy. But the idea was a powerful one, and it would not be dismissed. She got out of the shower stall and started to look for some kind of small container.

***

“He says he can’t come,” said Tammy.

Joe looked up from his steak, feigning puzzlement. He was famished and knew why. His body had expended a vast amount of energy in recent days. If he didn’t restore it, and fast, there might be serious consequences. He had expected Tammy to remark on his increased appetite, given that he normally lived on snacks, fast food, and the occasional proper meal. But no, she was too busy being studiedly casual about inviting Ed Hyde for dinner.

“Ed, your cousin,” she went on. “He says he’s too busy to come over for dinner.”

“Ah, yeah,” Joe said, feigning vagueness, the mindset of a man focused on work. “I guess he is a busy guy. Lots of lady friends, I’ll bet.”

That last shot struck home, he saw. Tammy looked surprised, then worried. Joe could guess how her mind was working. She was hooked on Ed, but now she had to face the prospect that he was fucking maybe three or four other women. She had not really wanted him to come to dinner but had to find some pretext to contact him. Presumably, now that Joe—using a burner phone—had nixed dinner, she would suggest something else. 

He decided to save her the trouble. 

“Maybe you two could meet up for coffee or something,” he said, enjoying the way her face contorted as she processed the words. “You seem surprised, honey … Don’t you like Ed?”

“He’s okay,” she said quietly, not meeting his gaze. “But why don’t you want to come?”

“Too busy for any of that chit chat,” he said briskly. “So much work to do on this new molecule. It’s amazing … but you don’t want to hear me talk shop, so I guess I’ll finish this and go straight to bed.”

Tammy looked surprised at that, but Joe was feeling fatigue. He expended more than just physical energy when he was Ed. The heightened senses, the capacity to assess others’ emotions at a glance, the power to manipulate … these took a heavy toll on the brain. He needed to rest. 

Joe wolfed down the rest of his steak, kissed Tammy on the forehead, and was in bed by nine. He slept through until the small hours, dreamless and content, and then surfaced to find awareness of Tammy snuggling up beside him. He found, to his surprise, that he had a hard-on, one that she was helping to grow by fondling him.

“Hey, you trying to molest me in my sleep, naughty lady?”

She giggled and kissed him, inaccurately in the pitch darkness, her nose almost poking him in the eye. 

“What gives?” he asked, genuinely surprised.

She squeezed his dick. “I was going to be little spoon, then I felt this … utensil poking me in the butt,” she explained. “So, I thought I’d give him a little encouragement.”

Tammy surprised him by being passionate, energetic, fun. Gone was the “lie there and wait to be serviced” approach she had taken in recent months, the silent but still intense criticism he had felt when he struggled to get it up. Now she was a generous lover, a true partner, and soon he was fucking her doggy-style, balls slapping. All tiredness was gone now, and in its place was lust. 

“Slap my ass,” she gasped as he drove his dick home. “I’ve been bad!”

“I guess you have,” he mused.

He pulled out of her and landed some good, hard slaps on her butt. The spanking produced yelps as the blows echoed around the bedroom. Joe’s eyes had adapted to the gloom, so he could see what he was doing. He couldn’t see how red her cheeks were when he finished and rammed his cock, none too gently, back up into her slick cunt.

“Oh God. Oh holy Jesus fuck!” she moaned. “Oh … Joe, fuck me, Joe!”

There had been a moment’s hesitation, and Joe sensed that in that moment was a world of guilt and shame. She had nearly cried out the name of her lover, nearly given the game away. Joe smiled in the darkness as he fucked her harder, merciless, living in the sensual moment. 

Joe had read in a science journal that, when a woman cheats on her man, she becomes more sexually voracious at home. It was counter-intuitive, but here was Tammy, proving the science correct. Her sex drive was heightened, and she had to have it from him if Ed wasn’t available.

If only she knew,he thought, spanking her again.

“Okay,” he said, pulling out of her a second time. “Suck me off. I want to come on your face. Oh, and put the light on. I want to see it happen.”

The old Joe would never have spoken to Tammy like that. The new Joe was more confident, stronger, harder where it counted. What’s more, the new Joe had read the room, because Tammy did not utter any protest. Instead, she switched on the reading lights over the bed then knelt down to caress his cock with her mouth. 

“Good girl,” Joe said, gripping her magnificent hair with one hand. 

He tweaked one of her nipples, twisting it like the dial of an old-time radio. She made a mild sound of protest but kept sucking. Joe tested the boundaries, seeing how much pain he could inflict before she found it unacceptable. Her threshold, he recalled, was fairly high. Pulled hair, twisted nipples, spanked ass, these things did not stop her fellating him. 

“Oh fuck, that’s good!”

He came in her mouth, his spunk flooding her throat, leaving her spluttering as she released his cock. Spatters of creamy cum covered her face, got into her hair, spattered her tits. He ordered her to suck him hard again, and she did. Then he commanded her to get some lube. She hesitated for a moment, but then did as she was told. Joe fucked his girlfriend in the ass for the first time in months, relishing the tightness of her sphincter as she moaned at the tight fit, the pounding intensity of his lust, until he delivered a second load into her asshole. 

Afterward, they lay together and talked about everything and nothing for what seemed like hours. By the time dawn turned the bedroom window into a gray rectangle, Tammy had fallen asleep. Joe dozed a little, then got up just after six and, carefully replacing the covers over her, got ready for work. 

He absentmindedly pulled on an old shirt, mind focused on molecular chemistry, and felt a seam give way. He took off the ruined shirt and gazed at it. Then he went into the bathroom and stared at his naked torso in the mirror.

“Me and 774, both getting buffer by the minute.”

***

When he got to the lab, there was a surprise waiting in the form of Meredith Da Souza. The businesswoman and Luisa were having an argument. Joe could hear them shouting at the far end of the corridor. When he walked in, he found them close to actual violence, Luisa squaring up to the older, smaller woman and calling her an evil, frigid bitch.

“At least I don’t have a cunt the size of an ice bucket,” Meredith shot back.

This triggered the hair-pulling and general grappling that Joe found difficult to stop. Difficult because he had developed a raging hard-on as soon as he grabbed Luisa, who was clearly winning, and dragged her away from Meredith. Both women had bruises and scratches, and Luisa managed to deliver a final kick at her boss, a flailing attempt that still sent Meredith reeling into the rat cages. 

Several rodents escaped, including 774. The next few minute were spent by Joe and Luisa rounding up their test subjects while Meredith climbed onto a table and screamed. It was, in a way, hilarious, but Joe tried to restrain himself. Laughter would only piss Meredith off still more.

“You can get down now, bitch!” snarled Luisa as she put the last rat back into its cage. “By the way, from this angle. I can see your skanky underwear. That skirt is way too short for an old chick.”

Meredith was ready for round two, but Joe helped her down and ordered both women to cool it and play nicely. Once, Luisa would have argued and Meredith would have threatened to fire him. Now things were different. They were seething with resentment, but he kept them apart.

“What the hell happened?” he demanded.

“She started it,” Luisa said immediately.

“The fat bitch wouldn’t give me information I fucking own!” retorted Meredith.

“What information?” asked Joe. 

Meredith looked sheepish for the first time and hesitated. Joe guessed it was info about Ed Hyde she wanted. Like how to track him down and jump his bones. 

“Ed,” confirmed Luisa, looking levelly at Joe. “She wants to know where Ed lives. I told her it was none of her business.”

Joe sighed and leaned against the table, looked down at 774 running happily inside his blue plastic wheel. There was, he felt, a lot to be said for a limited and orderly existence. He considered how best to play the situation and decided to be direct.

“Ed doesn’t have a permanent address,” he said. “He kind of comes and goes. He’s a bird of passage. But when he’s around, his contribution is tremendous, as I’m sure you know, Meredith.”

“Bullshit!” shrieked Meredith. “I need to know where he is. I need … I need to see him. Now!”

Joe smiled, shook his head. Once he had been cowed by this woman. Now, with her face scratched, make-up smeared, and hair a total mess, she looked like less of a ball-breaker and more like a crazy bag lady who had stumbled across a designer outfit in a back alley and put it on.

“Ed’s his own man,” he said. “You can’t expect him to come running when you click your fingers …”

He hesitated as Meredith strode up to him and put her arms around his neck. She pressed her small, lithe body against him and looked up into his eyes. Her huge, dark eyes were wide with excitement.

Almost crazy eyes, he thought.

She was jonesing for Ed. A guy who didn’t, strictly speaking, exist.

“I’ll do anything for Ed’s address, Joe,” she said huskily. “He keeps ignoring my messages. I need him today. I’m … I’m desperate. I even sent some of his … his DNA for analysis. What will they find, Joe? What will those results say? Is he even human?”

“What a desperate fucking bitch in heat!” sneered Luisa.

It was as if Meredith had not heard the taunt. Instead, she continued to grind her body against Joe’s, holding him so tightly that he couldn’t disentangle himself. He felt his erection get even harder. Meredith obviously felt it, too. She smiled and virtually climbed his newer, stronger frame with her muscular legs. 

“Oh Jesus,” Joe said. “Please get off me. I can’t … I think …”

Two women gazed at him in confusion, then Meredith let him go just in time for him to fall sideways. Luisa caught him, and the two managed to work together to get him to a chair. Then Joe felt his body changing, held up his hand, and gazed in fascination at the way flesh and sinew rippled and bone wrenched itself out of shape under his skin. 

“Oh God!” Meredith screamed. “Is he dying?”

“No,” Joe managed to say through clenched teeth. “No, for the first time, I’m really living.”

And then Ed was in the room, recovering quickly from the trivial ordeal that had been so stressful for Joe. He stood up, looked down at his lovers. Luisa was open-mouthed with astonishment and delight. 

“It … it happened spontaneously!” she said at last.

“Yeah,” he replied, smiling. “It seems that it’s not just a drug but something more potent. Perhaps it alters DNA or triggers some primal genetic code that boosts my strength. And other qualities.”

Meredith was pale faced with astonishment. She looked from Ed to Luisa and back, then laughed, sounding a little hysterical. “This is the breakthrough?” she cried. “Oh my fucking God!”

Ed walked over to Meredith and grabbed her, picked her up, then sat on a table and put her over his knee. She yelled long and loud as he delivered a hard, prolonged spanking. 

Luisa sat on the table opposite, rubbing herself through her joggers, giggling at first, then frowning. “Hey, is she gonna get all the attention?”

Ed ignored her for a few moments, continuing to punish Meredith.

“This is for being a troublesome little bitch,” he said, landing a few vicious smacks that sent the rats scurrying for cover, squeaking in alarm.

“This is for pestering my friend Joe. This is for daring to molest my servant Luisa.”

“Yeah,” Luisa crowed. “You got schooled, skinny bitch!”

Ed finally eased up. Meredith was sobbing with pain and humiliation. He set her upright, studying her red, tear-stained face. She was a shadow of the bullying corporate climber that she had been just days before. Ruined make-up, bad hair, power suit rumpled and out of shape. 

“You look disgusting,” he said. “I think we’ll use the new equipment. You need to be dealt with properly.” He gestured at some boxes piled in a corner. 

“Open it. Let’s get started,” he told Luisa.

She jumped to comply and tore open the containers, cooing in excitement then chuckling evilly as she unpacked the various items. Meanwhile, Ed subjected Meredith to a volley of abuse, lifting her up and putting her throbbing raw ass down onto the table. 

“Get undressed, you silly bitch,” he told her. “We’re going to give you what you want. Both of us.”

With Ed firmly in charge, Meredith had no choice. She removed jacket, blouse, and brassiere just in time for Luisa to hand Ed some nipple clamps. He inflicted them on her, while Luisa stood by, mocking her rival. Then the supposed boss had to stand up and remove her skirt and panties. She was now naked except for sheer pantyhose and black high heels.

“Totally obvious slutwear,” Luisa commented, unwrapping some unusual garments. “I’m going to enjoy dressing up for this occasion.”

“Hurry up and put your outfit on,” Ed said. “I will deal with the next phase.”

He leaned close to Meredith and whispered in her ear, “We’ve been planning this, but you triggered it prematurely. A remarkable breakthrough. Hell, maybe I’ll be Ed permanently now. Imagine that.”

He twisted one of her tiny nipples, then took a vibrating toy and inserted it into her wet, gaping vagina. He found another and, without bothering to lubricate it, pushed it up her rectum. Meredith flinched at the second insertion, emitted a little gasp of pain.

“Oh, you resist?” he said silkily.

“No, Master!” she said. “I’d never … I was just … Oh God!”

Luisa emerged from the store room in dominatrix gear, complete with a corset that left her big breasts exposed, and thigh length boots. She blew a kiss at Meredith, then began assembling an A-shaped frame. Ed, meanwhile, cuffed Meredith’s hands together in front of her, then attached manacles to her ankles. He lifted her into position and Luisa fastened her rival to the frame. Now Meredith was dangling by her wrists while her legs were forced apart by steel chains. 

“Painful?” Ed asked.

“Yes,” she whimpered. “Oh God, yes.”

“Good.”

He raised the remote control for the anal vibrator, handed the other to Luisa. “Let’s each try her for a count of five; see who gets the best results.”

They played with Meredith’s orifices for about half an hour until she was writhing and moaning, her juices dripping onto the tiled floor. Then Luisa stroked Ed to steely hardness, and he removed the vibrator from Meredith’s cunt to fuck her. After he came inside his “boss,” Luisa donned a strap on and, between them, they banged Meredith again. After that, there was a little light whipping. 

Around ten, Luisa went out for coffee and donuts, covering her fetish outfit with a white coat. While she was away, Ed adjusted Meredith’s position. When Luisa returned, she found her bitch of a boss hanging upside down while Ed fucked her face. She filmed it with her phone, being careful to exclude Ed’s face, while zooming in on Meredith’s. The huge cock driving into the woman’s face like a gristle piston looked superb in close-up.

“You know, we could make money from this,” Luisa mused.

“Yeah,” gasped Ed. “Shit, I’m gonna come!”

Luisa looked up at him, puzzled. Ed realized what was happening at the very moment of orgasm. His creamy spunk filled Meredith’s mouth, then trickled down into her nostrils, cascaded through the hanging mass of thick, black hair. Then Ed fell back, cock still spurting, and leaned against the rodent cages. To a chorus of startled squeaks, his flesh and muscle flowed, deformed, and reformed. And he was Joe again.

But not the Joe of a week before.

“Shit,” he said. “That was intense.”

“What happened?” Luisa asked. “It’s not been six hours. Nothing like it.”

Meredith tried to speak, but only managed to spit out of a mouthful of semen. 

Joe looked down at his big, thick cock and laughed. It was a sound that startled him, booming throughout the confines of the lab, setting the rats off again. It was Ed’s laugh, or very nearly. And the body was a lot like Ed’s. Not so overpoweringly virile, but pretty close. 

“I think I’ve grown an inch. In height,” he added, grinning at Luisa. “But in other ways, too.”

Luisa nodded thoughtfully. “That must be why the changes have tapered off,” she said. “The warrior’s soul, the whole idea of the transformation was to create a superior fighter; make it a permanent change.”

Joe stood upright, began to tuck his cock into his pants, then gave up. He was still semi-hard.

“Doyle was wrong,” he said. “He maybe misinterpreted what a translator told him. The drug is designed to make men more manly, in essence. And it works. I took an overdose and produced Ed, but now it’s hello superior Joe. We’ve got a winner on our hands here, guys. A drug that can make a better man of you. Literally.”

As a scientist, he knew he might be wrong. His idea was attractive, but that just made it more suspect. He knew that the history of scientific fraud was littered with the names of PhDs who were sure their pet theory was right. And who ignored evidence to the contrary.

But, as working hypothesis, it would do for now.

“Can somebody let me down?” Meredith asked plaintively. “I’m getting a headache. And I’m all … sticky.”

***

“Honey, I’m home!” called Joe from the hall. “Wow, the day I’ve had, you would not believe.”

He stood still for a few seconds and heard noises from the living room. He knew roughly what was happening. Earlier, he had messaged Tammy as Joe and said he’d be working very late, not to wait up. Then he’d sent a message from Ed and said he’d be around about seven. 

He checked his watch. He was a little late, and at the same time, he was about three hours early. Quite an achievement. He walked into the living room in time to see the bedroom door slam. He tried not to laugh. 

“Tammy?” he called. “You okay? It’s me.”

He was still testing his new, deeper voice. It was midway between the basso profundo boom of Ed and Joe’s average tones. It might be just deep enough to confuse Tammy. Sure enough, the bedroom door opened a crack. 

Joe held up cartons of Cantonese food and smiled. “I hope you haven’t eaten, honey. I got a fuckton of stuff here. All the trimmings! Come on; it’s getting cold.”

Tammy’s nose appeared, and a single eye peered through the crack. Then she emerged into the light. Joe thought she was dressed, to be charitable, like an amateur porn star. He ran his eyes over denim shorts, Perspex stripper shoes, and a halter top that advertised her braless state.

“Going pole dancing?” he asked.

“Joe?” she asked, confused. “Joe, is that you?”

He smiled down at her from his new, imposing height, and set the cartons on the table. Then he gripped her butt and pulled her roughly up against him, letting her feel his swelling erection. 

“Of course it is,” he said, squeezing her assflesh, relishing the power of his sinewy fingers. “Who else could it be?”
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Write Away, Sir Part 1: Writer’s Block

He pulled out the whip-

Stephanie Granger pulled a face, deleted the sentence she had just written, and leaned back from her computer. She felt as though she wasn’t making sense of any of this. Maybe she just needed to try harder.

Putting her fingers back to the keys, she attempted to pick up where she’d left off.

He picked up the whip and carried it towards her. 

"Do you know what this is?” he asked her.

Ugh. No. Something still felt wrong to her. She backspaced until the words had vanished from the page once more and rubbed her hands over her face. Reaching for her coffee, she let out a sigh and wondered what in the hell she was meant to do with this project, given that she felt like she had just been running up against brick wall after brick wall with this book.

Dreamer, her cat, jumped up on to her lamp and bopped his head against her chin. Normally, she would have moved him off her knee so she could focus on work, but it wasn’t like she was getting a hell of a lot done that day anyway. She rubbed her face against his fur and prayed that she would be able to get through this project before the deadline.

When she told people what she did – writing books for a living, ghostwriting for a big publishing company that plastered pretty faces on to her work and flogged them at conferences and stores – they always seemed shocked. Like they couldn’t believe that she would be degrading herself in that way. Haven’t you thought about writing anything of your own? they would always ask her, as though the notion had never crossed her mind before they had been kind enough to share it with her. And she would smile politely at their inference and change the subject because they didn’t seem to realize that she was doing this for the money, not because she had some great artistic need to write anything her editor assigned to her.

In fact, one of the reasons she had been so taken with her boyfriend when they had first met was because he seemed so utterly unbothered by her work. Even when she let him know that sometimes she even went as far as to write erotica, he seemed more amused and curious than anything else. Which was a hell of a relief, because she needed someone who could support her work, not spend his whole life trying to get her to go off and write some great novel of her own.

Jon, her boyfriend, worked in the creative industries too – well, in theory, at least. He was a booker for a major music venue, working with talented artists day in and day out, and he seemed to understand, like her, that sometimes the creatives needed someone to supplement the actual practicality into their lives. Of course, Stephanie was actually doing something creative with her time, while Jon spent most of his trying to wrangle in hopeless case musicians at his work, but still. He got it. He understood what it was like, and that was all that really mattered to her.

Besides, Jon was reliable. He was steady, he was nice, he was gentle, he had a good job and he wasn’t going to quit it to travel around the world on a whim any time soon – which was how a previous boyfriend had dumped her. She had dated around the city enough to know that sensible was a good place to start, especially as she got out of her twenties and started heading towards the unchartered territory of being a woman over thirty. She and Jon had moved in together after a couple of years, and she was almost certain she had made the right decision. 

He had been out of work for a little while, after the usual venue he worked for had gone on hiatus to repair after a fire, and she was supporting the two of them for the time being. And that had been...yeah, it had been tough. It wasn’t just the money side of it, which was difficult enough, but the aspect of their relationship that saw him hanging around their apartment all the time. She had suggested, a couple of times, that he go out and look at getting another job, just to tide them over until his old one picked back up again, but he had always dismissed her.

"Why would I do that?” he remarked. "I’ve got some time off, I’m going to enjoy it. Actually do something with my life that isn’t work, you know?”

"Right," she replied, not in the mood to argue about it. But what he meant by “life that isn’t work” was sitting in front of the television for hours a day, streaming shows that he had watched when he was a kid and calling his favorite quotes through to her when she was trying to get work done. It wasn’t exactly the sexiest he had ever been to her, she had to admit. Seeing him hanging around the house all day every day, usually in his underwear, intermittently drinking beer whenever she wandered through to get herself another coffee or ask him to make a run to the store for more bread...yeah, she was starting to think that this was going to take a toll on things between them. A serious one.

It was never like their sex life had been off-the-charts amazing anyway. Which Stephanie had always put down to just being a matter of time. You didn’t come right out of the gate and turn out amazing, did you? That was just something that happened in romance novels; it didn’t go down like that in real life. Or go down at all, really, without strong encouragement from her, when it came to Jon and his bedroom antics. She had convinced herself that things would get better as they got to know each other, and they sort of had, but not enough to render their sex life anywhere near explosively good. She figured that she had to choose between reliable and incredible, and she had chosen the former. Which was fine. For now.

But with him around the house constantly, she had found herself less and less interested in him. There was nothing less sexy, she had discovered, than having your partner around all day every day. She couldn’t get any time apart from him, so how was she meant to nurture a frisky fantasy into being? She was having a hard time believing that he felt anything for her these days anyway, but that wasn’t the issue. The issue was that they were spending far too much time around each other, and it was making everything that much harder.

Including her work. She had been assigned an erotica novel, which was totally in her ballpark for the most part – when Cameron had sent her the spec, she had glanced over it and agreed to it at once. With just her income to support them, they needed whatever they could get. Besides, sex was easy. To write, at least. 

But then she had forced herself to sit down and actually start writing the book, and she had found herself crashing up against a brick wall. It was BDSM-themed, with a dominant man and a submissive woman, and even with a detailed outline, she was struggling to come up with anything that she thought made sense. She didn’t want it to come across as springing from the pen of someone who had no idea what they were doing, but the truth was, she didn’t have a clue.

It wasn’t that that side of sex had never piqued her interest before. It was just that she had been way too nervous to actually bring it up to any of her partners. What was she meant to do, just get down on her knees and tell them that she liked to be spanked? She didn’t even know if she was into that, but her understanding of BDSM came entirely from whatever cheap, base-level stuff had filtered into the mainstream. Yes, there was something pleasing to her about the thought of having control taken away, but perhaps that was just because she had been thrust into a position where she had no choice but to embody that control at all times just to keep the household in order. Could she make someone pay her bills and do her taxes for her? Yeah, that would get her off these days, she was pretty sure...

She would have just called Cameron and told him that she couldn’t finish this project and that he should hand it off to someone else, but she needed the money for this book. And so, she soldiered on, trying to convince her imaginary reader that she actually had a clue what she was talking about. She had done a little research, trying to find some examples of similar literature online, but everything she had come across had pretty much been badly-written trash churned out by someone with their dick obviously in their other hand.

But she knew that Cameron wasn’t going to take a turning down for an answer. One of the reasons he was such a good editor was because he worked his ass off and expected everyone he hired to do the same thing. Which made him something of a nightmare to work for, but in the best possible way. 

Stephanie had met Cameron when she had been fresh out of a creative writing major at college and searching for a job that wouldn’t have her scanning cans at the checkout of a major supermarket. She had seen a lot of the people she’d studied alongside for years taken in by similar fates, and she understood why – working for a degree in something as nebulous as creative writing was always going to be a long shot, and they had all known that. The last three years, for a lot of people, had been nothing more than a chance for them to indulge their passions for the last time before the real world came a-calling and they had to give up on writing and do something practical with their lives.

But Stephanie was determined to try. Even just for six months, to see if she could do it – she had a decent amount of savings from the time she’d spent serving ice cream to spoiled summer kids between classes, enough to live on for a while. And she started putting in applications everywhere she could, hoping with every fiber of her being that something was going to come up to give her the excuse to keep dreaming a little while longer. 

When she had slid in an application to the publishing house that Cameron worked for, she had known it was a long shot. They were looking for someone to take over a long-term ghostwriting role, and it would involve a wide variety of topics and stories and novels for her to write. When she had received an email inviting her to come in so they could meet with her, she had assumed it was some kind of mistake, but had put on her best skirt and cleanest shirt and gone out anyway.

"Good to meet you, Stephanie," Cameron had greeted her, shaking her hand firmly. He was a little older than her, maybe in his early thirties, with dark reddish-brown hair and eyes that were almost the same color. He wore a smart suit, and he smelled like leather and old books. She liked him at once.

"You too," she replied. He led her through to his office, which was decorated with modern décor undercut by the sheer number of books scattered around the place. She couldn’t help but smile. She didn’t trust anyone who didn’t have dozens of books around them whenever they could, and his office reminded her of her bedroom. 

"So, I enjoyed the samples you sent along to me," he explained, sitting down behind his desk and getting straight to business. "Little scrappy around the edges, but nothing a solid editor couldn’t help you figure out, you know?”

"Right," she agreed, nodding. He had a low voice, a sure one, like he was confident about everything coming out of his mouth.

"And we need someone to start right away," he continued. "We have a novel that needs finishing up – our last writer had to go back home to take care of some family business, didn’t have time to tell us much about it, so we just let him go. I can draw you up a contract for the rest of the book, if you want, and we can see how we work together?”

"Yeah, of course, that sounds great," she blurted out at once. She couldn’t believe this was happening. Her first job, actually writing for money!

She had impressed him with her first submission, and things had just slowly improved from there. He gave her more and more projects to work with, pushing her harder and harder with work that was more out-there, bolder and brasher than anything she’d done before. They had several pen-names that the various ghostwriters created, and she became the main driving force behind Alana Blake, their erotic and romantic creator. Sometimes, she would giggle when she saw Alana (played by a beautiful, mysterious actress from across the city) posing for her author photos, knowing that she had been the one who was truly behind all the books.

And normally, she did well with everything he threw at her. She started to get the hang of the tropes and the games and what was expected from her as part of this work, the character types that people responded to and the panting, gasping sex that readers wanted. But this last assignment...yeah, this was something else, even for her. She knew that her work raised a lot of eyebrows at the best of times, but this had been one of those tales that she knew she would have to keep firmly to herself. 

BDSM just wasn’t something she knew enough about to write a convincing story around. When it came to romance and sex, she felt as though she could synthesize enough reality together from what she’d been through in her actual life and everything she had seen in movies and TV shows. But this was asking a lot from her, a lot of new shit that she wasn’t sure she would be able to sell. Alana Blake had taken a turn into the hot-and-heavy world of dominance and submission, and Stephanie had to find a way to follow her there. 

But, as she sat there in front of her computer, typing and deleting sentences over and over again, she felt like she was slamming her head up against a brick wall. How was she meant to do this? Go out to the living room, where her boyfriend was sitting in his underwear with a box of cereal as a snack, and tell him that he needed to dominate her for research? The thought almost made her giggle. He couldn’t take control of himself right now, let alone her. 

And maybe she should have been happy about that, because surely any man who wanted to control her was going to find himself frustrated. She didn’t take direction very well, except when it came from Cameron and it had to do directly with her job. 

She decided to close the laptop for now and take a nap. That was what she needed – she had been working since she rolled out of bed this morning, and she needed to let her brain rest a while so she could actually function for the rest of the day.

"Hey, babe," Jon called to her as she made her way through the living room of their small apartment. When it had just been her in this place for the better part of the day, it had seemed a whole lot bigger.

"Hey," she replied, and he glanced up at her, pausing the show he was watching on the screen before him.

"You okay?" he asked, furrowing his brow. He had been with her long enough to be able to sense when there was something going on with her, and normally she would have just come out and told him the truth – that she was struggling with a project and couldn’t find a way to make the pieces fit together on the page. But, this time, she shook her head and gestured to the bedroom.

"I think I just need to take a nap," she replied, and she made her way out of the room. Throwing herself down in bed, she pulled the covers over her head and pouted into the darkness beneath. She knew she was being childish, but she was frustrated, pissed at herself for not being able to get a handle on what she wanted to do or how the hell to write this story.

Or maybe it was a different kind of frustration. Even the thought of domination and submission had done something to her. Nothing that she wanted to go into in real life, of course – well, probably not, at least – but enough that maybe she could use that interest to ride the wave into finishing this damn project already.

She reached into the drawer next to the bed and pulled out a small box that lay within. Jon probably thought it was just where she kept her jewelry or tampons or whatever else girls hid to themselves, but inside was a small collection of the sex toys she had gathered over the years. She grabbed a slim, sleek, silver bullet vibe she had picked up for herself after a particularly bad break-up and slipped it down between her thighs. Closing her eyes, she tried to pick up where she had left off in her head.

The point in the story she had rage-quit at had been just when the male dominant had been holding a whip. She had never really used a whip before, but she could imagine what it looked like – long and thin, a little scary. The woman had been on her knees before him, and she found herself slipping into that role in her head, on to the cool wooden floor of the apartment the scene had been taking place in. 

"Are you ready, pet?"

The sound of that voice sent a shiver down her spine, and she clicked the vibrator on and began to massage it against her clit. And she realized that she had assigned that voice to someone specific. In her fantasy, she raised her eyes to look up at the man above her, and found that it was none other than Cameron.

Instead of a shock of panic, she felt peace at the thought of him controlling her like that. Didn’t he take that control all the time anyway? He was in charge of her at work, and in some odd way, it made sense to her to hand over a similar kind of charge to him in her fantasies. No, not fantasies – research.

The whip was hanging there in his hand, and he was wearing that same suit that he’d had on the very first day they’d met. She was naked – no, naked except for a pair of panties that were tied around her mouth to keep her quiet. The detail sent a start through her system, and she found the thought of it turned her on. Gagged, silent, able only to go along with what he wanted for her. It was actually pretty hot...

He guided his hand down to her shoulder and gently pushed her to her knees, so that she was on all fours below him. He trailed the whip over her shoulders, across her neck, taking his time and teasing her with it mercilessly. The vibrator was buzzing busily between her thighs, and she found herself grinding back against it eagerly, her body reacting to the visions running through her head. 

In her minds’ eye, the first crack of the whip would come down on the back of her thighs, the fleshy part that cushioned at least some of the blow. She let out a cry against the panties stuffed into her mouth, but it was muffled, and she knew that he wouldn’t much care about it anyway. He just wanted to see her suffer, wanted to see how far he could push her before she gave in. She wasn’t sure what giving in would look like exactly, but she knew that it was going to be intense, for the both of them. 

He ran the whip up the inside of her thighs, guiding it over that sensitive spot where her labia met her legs, and she wriggled and groaned and pushed herself back against it. He was so fucking good at this. All those times that he had teased her and tormented her and pushed her in the office, how could she have ever imagined that it would have been so hot for her to give away her power to him outside of it? He let the whip lick over her clit, just briefly, her cunt so soaked to the touch that the leather slid easily over her pussy.  

And then, as though to contrast the brief shock of pleasure that he had allowed her, he brought the whip down once again on her skin – this time, directly across her ass, leaving a thin strip of agony burning across her skin. She cried out, the sound muffled by the panties, but she knew that he still didn’t care. He wanted to see her suffer, wanted to see her squirm and plead for mercy, and wanted to ignore every call for reprieve. 

"I want to make sure you can’t even sit down tomorrow," he murmured, as he trailed the whip threateningly over her body once more. Something about the cruel, harsh tone to his voice made her body burn for him, her entire soul reacting to what he was saying to her. How could she respond to such a sadist? She was a fully-grown, independent woman, and yet here she was getting off on the thought of some man hurting her and hitting her and...

The fantasy stretched out inside her head, as he scattered down blow after blow on her body, mercilessly covering her with thin, savagely sore welts until her thighs and her ass were completely coated. He really meant it when he said that he didn’t want her to be able to sit down the next day, and somehow that kind of artful cruelty only served to push her to higher levels of ecstasy. 

When he finally laid off with the whip, she was panting, her brow furrowed and her teeth clenched against the panties in her mouth once more. She wanted to cry out in pain, but she knew that would just be giving him what he wanted, and she couldn’t quite allow herself to lean into that yet. Something about being pushed this far and still deny him what he so clearly desired – her submission, the retraction of her control – made her feel powerful and powerless in the same moment.

"How are you coping, pet?" he asked, and it wasn’t a gesture of care but rather a taunt, meant to unsettle her further. She looked up at him and groaned, her arms aching where she had been holding herself up on them for so long.

He crouched down before her and hooked the panties away from her mouth, letting her breath easy again. She gasped for air, and he grinned at her discomfort. 

"Tell me what you want," he ordered her. She bit her lip. If she said it, would he just deny her that to torment her further? She decided it was worth the risk – she couldn’t hold back any longer. She needed him to know it. 

"I want you to fuck me," she breathed, and she looked up at him, her eyes wide. He grasped her chin in his hand and smiled down at her, cruelty flashing in his dark eyes. She swore she had never seen them darker before.

"Call me by my name," he demanded. She closed her eyes, reached back into the annals of her memory, and found what she was looking for. Opening them once more, she looked at him and spoke with certainty.

"Master."

He smiled at her, not allowing it to reach his eyes, and moved behind her. Sliding his fingers over her pussy, he parted her legs, spreading her wide so that he could get all the access he needed.

"Taste yourself," he ordered, and he reached around and guided his fingers into her mouth. She moaned at the taste of her own perfume on his hand, at the taste of the two of them together at last. With his other hand, he pushed her thighs apart, and she heard him unzip his pants. And then, a moment later, his cock was at her slit, and he was slowly, slowly, slowly guiding himself all the way into her until his entire length was buried deep inside her-

"Ah!” Stephanie cried out, coming back to the real world with a jolt. She was coming, hard, her body trembling on the bed as the sensation rushed through her. The vibrator was buzzing against her clit, and her skin was prickling from head to toe as she tried to make sense of the explosive feelings that were moving through her system. She clamped her thighs around the toy and imagined it as Cameron, as his body against hers, and the orgasm lingered and extended in her until she was gasping for air. 

When she eventually flopped back down on to the bed, catching her breath, she was surprised by the sound of the door opening – she stuffed the vibrator beneath the pillow and turned over to see Jon wandering into the room, yawning, looking slightly confused.

"You all right?” he asked. "I heard you make a noise in here..."

"Yeah, yeah, I’m fine," she assured him quickly. "Just...had a bad dream, that’s all."

"You want to talk about it?” he asked, furrowing his brow with concern. She shook her head and quickly climbed out of bed.

"I think I need to get back to work," she replied. "But thanks for checking on me."

"Oh – uh, all right," he replied, and he seemed even more confused as she brushed by him and out of the room, heading back to the closet they had turned into her office when they had moved in. Her mind was racing. She had a whole lot to work with now.

As soon as she got back to her desk, she booted up her computer and started to type. Her head was full of ideas, and her pussy was still pulsing with the intensity of what had just happened. As her fingers flew over the keys, she couldn’t help but wonder what the hell she had just done to herself – she had masturbated to the thought of her boss fucking her, dominating her, taking control of her. That was so many levels of wrong she could barely wrap her head around it. 

She had never seriously considered an attraction to Cameron before, but she supposed, in a purely theoretical sense, that he was pretty hot. He was her boss too, and there was a power dynamic there that a whole lot of pornos had been built around, right? She wasn’t out here on her own feeling this attraction, that was for sure. But at the same time...thinking about him doing that to her, thinking about herself on her knees and subservient to him, had made her come harder than she could remember doing in months. All of Jon’s careful attention had never been enough to get her to come like that. 

She decided to focus all her energy on getting this book written – her deadline was coming up, and she needed to turn in something that resembled a decent copy by then or else she was going to be in a hell of a lot of trouble. She let her mind flicker back to her fantasy and tried to recapture those feelings and pour them on to the page. She wasn’t sure that she had done a perfect job, but within a couple of hours, she was finished, and that was all that mattered. 

Leaning back from the computer, she let out a satisfied sigh and sent the file off to Cameron for him to take a look at. It was done. She was done. Apart from the fact, you know, where she had just made herself come while thinking about her boss doing dirty, deviant things to her. But she would file that one away for now, for dealing with at some point in the future when her brain wasn’t fried from writing all day long. 

She wandered back out to the living room, and saw Jon half-asleep on the couch, Dreamer on his lap. She could have woken him up and suggested they order in some food for the day, zone out in front of a movie. But, if she was being honest with herself, that was the last thing she was actually interested in right then. Her brain was overfull, and she needed to release some of that tension.

So, instead of waking him up, she slunk back off through to the bedroom and grabbed her vibrator from where she had stashed it. This was all in the name of research, right? At least, that’s what she told herself as she reclined on the bed once more and let her brain drift to the thought of Cameron, cruel and calm and controlling, standing above her, making sure that she knew that he was the one in control.




Write Away, Sir Part 2: Creative Juices

"Jon, can you just try-"

"No, but I’m already - from this angle, I can’t reach-"

"Ugh." Stephanie moved away from her boyfriend and let out a groan. She knew she was acting a bit like an entitled bitch, but she was irritated, dammit, and she wanted to get where she needed to go with this.

"Are you okay?" Jon asked, and she curled up on her side on the bed, facing away from him.

"I think we should take a break," she suggested. "I need a shower or something. Get some of this off me..."

She gestured down to the whipped cream residue that was sitting on her lower belly. Jon had done his best to clean it off with his mouth, but it had been too ticklish and she had found herself consistently breaking out into giggles and pushing him off. And yeah, that had pretty much defined the rest of their evening too.

All of this had started because of one measly little email that Stephanie had received earlier that day. It was from her editor, Cameron, and it was regarding the BDSM novel she had recently written for him. She had been convinced that she had done a pretty good job, but his email declared something totally different, and she couldn’t help but feel a little offended.

"He said that it seemed as though I didn’t know what I was writing about," she complained to her boyfriend, Jon. "I’ve never had this problem with working for him before..."

"Hey, don’t beat yourself up about it," Jon tried to console her. "I know it’s hard to hear, but maybe he’s got a point?”

"What do you mean?” she snapped back. She knew being a bitch to him wasn’t going to help matters, but she was annoyed, dammit, and she was going to take it out on someone. 

"I mean, you haven’t really done any stuff like that before, have you?" he pointed out. "You...I mean, us in the bedroom, it’s never been that...."

He was trying to find the right words to say what he needed to without coming across as rude. It wasn’t working.

"Are you saying that I’m boring in bed?” she replied, raising her eyebrows at him. Maybe he had a point, but he was hardly one to talk – he was about the least imaginative lover she had ever had. And that included the cheeky little fantasy she had indulged about her boss, Cameron, a few days before.

"No, just that you haven’t had any experience with...you know, kinky stuff. Not at least as long as you’ve been with me," he pointed out. 

"Then we need to try something," she declared. He must have seen that look in her eyes because he didn’t argue. She grabbed his hand and guided him to the bedroom, and decided to put some of what she had learned writing that book to the test. Maybe Cameron was right, maybe she did need to use a little practical experience to bring this book to life...

When it came to their bedroom routine, Jon and Stephanie were pretty set in their ways. Usually, oral on one or both of them, then sex in either missionary or girl-on-top, and he would come and she would wait until he fell asleep afterwards to masturbate herself to her own orgasm. But this time, they were going to try something new, something neither of them had ever considered before.

"Can you, like, pin my arms down?” she suggested, and he placed his hands half-heartedly over her wrists. The look on his face told her that he didn’t want to be doing this, and she withdrew her hands and crossed them over her chest.

"You know, if you don’t want to do this-"

"No, no, I can do this," he replied. "I’m just not used to it, that’s all. You need to tell me what to do."

Well, that kind of defeats the point, Stephanie thought to herself, but she managed to keep the words from escaping her lips. 

"You could spank me, if you want," she suggested, and he balked at the thought.

"I don’t want to hurt you like that."

"Choke me?”

"I don’t even know if I..."

He reached out and put his hands around her throat, exerting the barest pressure before he withdrew, shaking his head.

"I can’t do that," he replied. "I don’t want to hurt you, I don’t..."

"Hey, it’s fine," she sighed, and she slithered out from underneath him. "Maybe we jumped in too much too soon. We can start out with other stuff, if that would be easier..."

As she spoke, she didn’t believe the words coming out of her mouth, but she decided the best course of action was to just play this game and hope that these were some growing pains. Every night, they would retreat to their bedroom and try out something new – bringing food into their play, trying blindfolds, handcuffs, sex toys. But every time, something seemed to go wrong. She could never take Jon seriously when he was meant to be dominating her. She saw him hanging around the apartment all day in his underwear, sleeping with the cat on his chest and a box of cereal next to him. How could she look at that man and see some sexy beast who was meant to be in total control of her? It just didn’t make any sense.

And so, every night ended up the same way. They would try out something new, and they would wind up with the giggles or making a mess or just plain-ass not enjoying it at all. Whatever they attempted, it always seemed to end up in one or both of them being disappointed.

After she had returned from the shower that evening, she planted herself on the edge of the bed and picked up her phone. Jon was lying opposite her, Dreamer snuggled into his side.

"You know, I just don’t think I’m cut out for this kinky stuff," he remarked. "It just doesn’t do anything for me."

"Right," Stephanie muttered. 

"But it’s the same for you, right?" he continued. "You’re just doing this for the story, aren’t you? Not because you’re actually into it or anything..."

"Sure," she replied, deciding it was best for now not to let him know about the fact that she had come harder than he had ever managed to make her when she’d been imaging her very own boss taking control of her in that way.

"You want to watch something?" he suggested, but she waved her hand and looked at the email that had just pinged up on her phone. It was from Cameron; he was asking her to come in and visit him at the office so they could talk about where to take the project next.

"Shit," she muttered.

"What’s up?” Jon asked.

"I have to go into the office tomorrow," she groaned. "And I’m probably going to get fired because I can’t get this story right."

"Hey, I’m sure it’s not going to be that bad," he tried to console her, reaching out to touch her shoulder. She jerked away from him on instinct. She didn’t like being touched when she was tense, and he knew that. 

"I should go and take a look at the book again," she told him. "I need to see if I can get a decent draft ready by the time that I go in tomorrow. Maybe they won’t get rid of me then."

"See you later," Jon replied, and there was a barb of anger to his voice that she decided to ignore. He was just overreacting. She was the one making money for the two of them, he should have been pleased that she was so focused on keeping her job. 

She spent the rest of the evening editing the piece that had received such worrying feedback. There was nothing wrong with the actual technical writing, she knew that much – the spelling and the grammar, the structure, they all made sense. But there was something missing. A fire, a spark, something to bring the whole thing to life. Something that spoke to her lack of experience when it came to sex that went beyond the pure vanilla flavor. 

She slept on the couch that night, not wanting to wake Jon up when she climbed back into bed; he was a light sleeper at the best of times, and he got pissed when he was disturbed during his rest. Or maybe she just had a decent excuse on hand for not wanting to sleep next to him that evening. Truth was, he wasn’t what was on her mind. Cameron was. A whole lot of Cameron, actually.

When she woke up the next morning, there was a flutter of nervousness in her chest. She didn’t actually believe that she was going to get fired – she just needed a little more time to finesse the draft she was working on, that was all – but she hadn’t seen Cameron face-to-face in a long time, and she was looking forward to being alone with him. Which she knew was a complete overstep of the HR guidelines for positive employee interaction, but he never had to know what was going on inside her head, right?

She dressed carefully, actually putting on make-up for the first time in a long time. Slipping out the door before her boyfriend was awake, she caught the train across the city to the offices that she only ever attended for the staff parties and bad news. When she arrived outside Cameron’s office, she inhaled deeply, gathering herself for what came next. She could do this, right? She just had to make sure that the little fantasy she’d had about him didn’t come spilling out by accident. Which wasn’t going to be hard.

She pushed open the door and found the man she hadn’t been able to get out of her head for the last few days waiting for her. He was leaning on his desk, the sleeves of his pale blue shirt rolled up, no tie on, and a blazer slung over the back of the chair at the far side of the table. He had cut his hair a little closer since the last time she had seen him, and it suited him – made his eyes look sharper than before, as though they could cut right through her. Like they had needed any help doing that.

"Stephanie, thanks for coming in today," he greeted her, and he gestured for her to take a seat. She sank into the soft leather opposite him and crossed and uncrossed her legs nervously.

"Now, I want to make it clear, we’re not thinking about getting rid of you or anything," he assured her, and she smiled and laughed.

"No, I assumed not," she agreed. 

"But I wanted to speak to you about perhaps handing the project over to someone else," he suggested gently. At once, she felt a flare of annoyance. She didn’t want to do that. In fact, that was the stone-cold opposite of what she wanted to do. She had never had to give someone else her work, and she wasn’t going to start now.

"No, no, I want to get it done," she replied. "I know that I can do it. I just need a little more..."

She trailed off. She didn’t know what she needed more of. Time? Well, that wasn’t going to change the fact that she still had no experience in doing the stuff that the book dealt with. And she couldn’t just hope that things would suddenly heat up with Jon and render her able to take on what she knew she couldn’t. 

"You really want to hold on to this project?” he asked, leaning forward with interest, tenting his fingers before her. She nodded. She needed the money, for one thing, but she also wanted to be the one to get this right. It was stubbornness on her part, but still.

"Yeah, I do," she replied. "I really do. I know I can get this right."

"We’re just a little concerned because it reads as though you’re writing from the point of view of someone who’s never done anything like this before, and that’s not what we’re shooting for," he explained. "The main character, she’s someone who knows this world well, and we can’t afford to have an author who, well, doesn’t."

"Right," she replied, feeling defeated.

"Of course, I don’t want to delve into your personal life or anything, but-"

"I’ve never done anything like that before," she confessed, before she could stop herself. He looked surprised, leaning back in his seat and regarding her from across the table.

"Shit, sorry, I shouldn’t have said anything-"

"Really?” he asked, his voice laced with curiosity. "Nothing?”

She shook her head, and he raised his eyebrows.

"Is that such a surprise?" she asked quietly.

"I just guess I think everyone has done...well, at least a little something when it comes to that side of things," he replied carefully. She felt a flutter in her chest. Had he lost weight recently? Or put on a little more muscle? Either way, it seemed like his shirt fit him a little better than it had before.

"You have?" she asked. She knew there was an invisible line here that she was basically dancing straight across, but she found it hard to care. She was curious, curious to know if her little fantasy about him had some basis in reality.

"Uh, I don’t know if I should be going into that in the workplace," he remarked, grinning at her, but there was a sparkle to his eyes that indicated he was interested in sharing a little more. She leaned forward, smiling.

"This is work-related, right?" she reminded him. "Nothing wrong with it at all."

He sighed, sat back from the table, and gave her a long, hard look, clearly considering whether or not this was about to land him in a whole heap of trouble. But, even if he thought it would, he seemed to decide that it was worth it anyway. 

"I have some experience with this kind of stuff," he confessed. "There are some...parties that take place around the state, and sometimes it’s nice to take a break from my real life and check out what’s happening over there."

"Parties?” she replied, cocking her head with interest. "What kind of parties?”

"The kind where people with mutual interests get together to share those interests," he explained, his words coming a little faster than before, as though he was excited to share it with her. "It’s good to get out of all this sometimes, see what else is out there..."

"And what else is out there?” she asked eagerly, surprising herself with how enthusiastic she was to know more. He seemed just as taken aback and let out a chuckle at her keenness.

"I don’t know how much I can tell you without HR coming down on my ass," he replied. "If you’ll excuse the pun."

She giggled. She felt a little giddy. And she knew she was treading dangerously close to the line for someone she was meant to have a purely professional relationship with, but she was finding it hard to care. This was fun. It had been a long time since she had felt that rushing flutter of attraction to anyone, and she wanted to enjoy it while she could.

"What kind of things do you...do? Out there?” she asked, lowering her voice. He shrugged.

"Put it this way – a lot of the stuff that’s covered in the story you wrote is pretty tame compared to what we like to get up to," he replied. She raised her eyebrows.

"Oh, yeah? Like how?"

"Like, full-time submission," he replied coolly, waiting to see her reaction before he gave her any more. Her jaw dropped.

"People do that...?”

"As long as they’re at those parties, they give the power over to someone else," he explained. "It sounds intense, but it can be a huge release for them."

"And what do you do? Do you give someone else the power?”

"Oh, no." He shook his head, chuckling. "I’m one of the ones who takes it."

Her stomach roiled at the thought of it. She liked that. She liked it a lot, maybe a little too much. 

"Right," she replied, dropping her gaze away from him and taking a deep breath.

"Maybe I could give you a few pointers?” he suggested. "Not between us, but just to give you an idea of how these dynamics work..."

"What do you mean?” she asked, glancing up at him. Her heart was pounding. She wanted to hear what he had to say next.

"You could join me at one of these retreats, if you want," he replied, and her jaw dropped.

"Not as anything sexual," he assured her quickly. "But just as a research trip. So you could get a better grasp of how these things worked in person. Something we could take over to the book, maybe even to a full series..."

She was still staring at him, her mouth hanging open, trying to make sense of what he was saying to her. 

"If it makes you uncomfortable, of course, I can just-"

"No, it doesn’t," she replied, and she took herself by surprise with the vehemence she delivered that statement with. She blinked, and found herself smiling at him. "I think that sounds pretty interesting, actually," she confessed. "I’ve never done anything like that before. I don’t know how any of it works."

"I’d be very happy to show you the ropes," he replied, a smile crossing over his face. "The next gathering starts a week from Sunday, and it takes place just outside of the city. I could find a way for both of us to get in, if that’s what you wanted."

"I think it is," she replied. And it was at that precise moment that she remembered she had a boyfriend.

"Oh, shit," she muttered, and he raised his eyebrows at her.

"And what exactly are we saying 'oh, shit' about?" he asked. She shook her head.

"I need to clear this all with my boyfriend first," she replied, and she found that she was pulling a face at the mere thought of it. She didn’t want to be bitchy, but she also didn’t want Jon, of all people, getting in the way of what could be a real adventure. Or a work trip, which was totally how she was going to sell it to him.

"Right, right," he agreed, nodding. "Well, you take all the time you need, and we can figure it out from there."

He paused for a moment, hesitating, as though there was something else he wanted to come out with but wasn’t sure exactly how he was going to say it. She leaned forward with interest, something tingling inside her, sensing the promise of a new thrill.

"What is it?"

"I just think it’s fair to let you know now, before anything else happens," he replied, eyeing her carefully from across the desk. "That if you do decide you want to come with me on this trip, there are certain...rules in place that you’ll have to abide by."

"Rules?”

Her ears pricked up. The very thought of taking his command was exciting to her.

"Yes, there are certain rules that you would have to abide by in order to prove that you were actually...that you were really interested in getting involved in something like this. They don’t just let anyone in, you see. There are a lot of rubberneckers, people who just want to come and peer at the freaks, and nobody wants to be the focus of that kind of attention."

He spoke clearly and quickly, not taking his eyes off her the entire time, like he was testing the waters to find out her reaction. She could hardly believe the words that were coming out of his mouth, and yet, they somehow made so much sense to her.

"So I would have to...?”

"You would have to be my submissive as long as you were there," he replied. "It would be purely for show, of course, nothing serious. But in order to get you through the door, I would be required to prove that you were actually serious about this. That you weren’t just trying to stick your nose in where it didn’t belong."

"Oh my God," she breathed. It was a whole lot to take in, that was for sure, and she wasn’t sure how she was meant to react. She had the sudden image of herself, being led around on a leash by Cameron, and felt her cheeks begin to burn. Lowering her gaze to her lap, she tried to gather herself.

"So, this would be...?”

"This would just be for a few days, as long as you think you can handle it," he replied. It sounded like a challenge, and if she was anything, Stephanie was a woman up for a challenge. 

"So what would I have to do?" she asked curiously. "Exactly, I mean."

"There would probably be a range of things, but we could discuss that all before we went anywhere or did anything," he answered her, comfortably. He seemed so cool, so in control, even though they were discussing something that should have been intense and a little uncomfortable for an employee and her employer.

"Of course, I wouldn’t be expecting you to engage in anything sexual with me," he continued, and the sound of the word out of his mouth sent a start down her spine – she was reminded again of the fantasy she’d nurtured about him only a few days before, of the thrill of what it had felt like to fantasize about him inside of her. She wasn’t sure she would be able to cope with him taking control of her without it sinking it into something more sexual. 

"Of course," she agreed at once, hoping that the expression on her face wasn’t giving anything away. She shifted in her seat. She could already see herself taking some time with her vibrator when she got home that evening.

"But you should go discuss this with your partner before we go any further, I think," he remarked, leaning back in his seat. She got the feeling that he could feel the desire rolling off of her in waves, attuned to her already. She liked the thought of that. What a relief it would be, to be near a man who seemed willing to give her what she wanted, what she needed. Who knew what that looked like. How it made her feel...

"Yeah, I think you’re probably right," she agreed, and she quickly got to her feet. She had a boyfriend at home, and she would do a good job to remember that, no matter how badly a part of her wanted to forget it entirely. 

"I’ll speak to you soon though," he replied. "Feel free to reach out to me if you have any more questions."

"I will," she promised, and she found herself lingering there a moment longer than she needed to. She wasn’t sure what it was, but there was just something about him that had her drawn in; the thought of him in that place, at that party, ruling with an iron fist...

"I will," she repeated, trying to distract herself from the flood of thoughts running through her brain. "I’ll talk to you later. Goodbye."

And with that, she took off home, the whole time thinking about the offer he had just made her. It would improve her book, for sure, but there was more drawing her in to it than that simple truth. No, there was something deeper, darker, something desirous that made her blood feel as though it was boiling in her veins. On the train, on the way home, she noticed a few people looking at her, as though they could read the lewdness going on in her mind at that moment. If they actually could have, she would have most likely been arrested on the spot.

When she got home, of course, Jon was there waiting for her. He hadn’t left the house since she had been away, and, in fact, looked as though he had just crawled out of bed when she arrived back. He was so far removed from the smooth, charming, controlled nature of the man she had just spent time with that it would have been almost funny if it wasn’t so blatantly tragic. 

"Hey," she greeted him. He smiled at her, then saw the look on her face. 

"What’s up?” he asked. "Something happen at work? Did you get fired or something?”

"No, no, I didn’t get fired," she replied, and she sat down on the edge of the couch and rubbed her hand over her face. "Look, there’s something I need to talk to you about..."

"Okay, hit me," he replied, leaning back on to the couch. Dreamer came and nudged up against his feet, and Stephanie took a deep breath and forced herself to come out with it.

"So, my boss offered me the chance to go with him to this...event," she explained.

"Event?”

"Event," she repeated. "It’s this...party. That people who are into BDSM stuff go to, to...share their interests."

"Wait, hold on." He stopped her in her tracks. Lifting a hand, he raised his eyebrows at her. "This is like some...sex party?”

"Not necessarily sex," she assured him. "Just a gathering for people to explore their...interests."

"And he wants to take you along to it?” he demanded. "That’s really inappropriate, don’t you think?”

"It’s for the sake of the story," she protested, but she knew it was weak. He had a damn good point.

"And what, you just want me to sit by while you go to this...to this weird, debauched thing with some man who I’ve never even met before?”

"Nothing like that," she promised him. "It’s just a chance to take in some stuff that I’ve never looked into before-"

"Haven’t we tried?” he demanded, running his hands through his hair. "Haven’t we given it a fair shot? I don’t think that it’s fair that you’re just going to go out and fool around-"

"Hey, I told you, there’s nothing sexual about what’s going on between us," she shot back, furious. "This is just a work trip. Nothing more. You know the kind of stuff I write, it’s not exactly what other people would consider average. You said you were okay with all of that."

"You don’t get to just change the parameters," he argued, but she could tell there was more to it than that. There was something else, too – something going on. Maybe it had to do with the fact that their own attempts at kinky sex had ended so badly, and now a man who actually knew what he was doing had rocked up and was offering to show her how this BDSM thing worked. 

"Okay, well, I’m going to go," she shot back, crossing her arms over her chest angrily. "And there’s nothing you can do to stop me. I’m not cheating on you, this is research."

"If you go, then I’m not going to be here when you get back," he warned her. She raised her eyebrows at him. 

"Seriously?”

"Seriously," he replied. "That’s it. I’m not sitting around waiting for you to come home from hooking up with some random guy."

"Fine," she snapped back. And she found that she meant it. She didn’t care if he walked out right then and there. Some part of her wanted him to go. She couldn’t believe that it was happening, but it was. The promise of Cameron, the tantalizing thrill of escaping with him, was too much for her to deny.

"Then I’m going," he replied tersely. He seemed to be waiting for her to beg him to stay, but to his surprise, she didn’t say a thing. He grabbed some stuff, crammed it into a bag, and hovered by the door for a moment, giving her a chance to stop him.

"You really sure you want this?" he asked her one last time. She stared at him and nodded, narrowing her eyes. She wasn’t going to back down on this. He had wasted enough of her time, lazing around and doing nothing. Why should she stand up and make a stand when everything between them had been so mediocre?

"If you really can’t support me in what I need, then you should go," she replied coolly, trying to muster some of the control and calm that Cameron had displayed earlier that day.

"Fine, I will," he snarled, and he marched out of the door and left her behind. The apartment was quiet, and she was alone.

As soon as it shut behind him, she thought that she should have felt sad – guilty, even, that she didn’t stop him. But she was glad. He was gone, and now there was nothing standing in between her and Cameron. She grinned as she got to her feet and slipped through to the bedroom, opened up her vibrator drawer, and slipped down beneath the covers. Pushing her panties aside, she clicked it into action and caressed her swollen clit to the thought of her boss taking control of her. 

She could almost feel his hands on her, his urgent breath in her ear, his mouth on her skin, as she brought herself to orgasm after orgasm. He would control her, own her, define her, use her as he saw fit. He might have promised there was nothing sexual going on between them, but that was only as long as she was in a relationship, right? Now that she was newly single, she could do whatever she wanted. And she had every intention of making him first on her list.




Write Away, Sir Part 3: Playing the Part

"Okay," Stephanie muttered as she stared herself down in the mirror. She wasn’t sure how she was meant to feel right now, but the sparkle of excitement deep down in her chest was...something, at least. Something she could enjoy.

She was preparing to leave the house to attend her very first BDSM party with Cameron, her editor, as her dominant – well, that was what everyone at the party would think, at least, even if they knew it was just for show. Even the thought of him taking control of her in that respect was enough to send jolts of want through her body. She had been fantasizing about him and her, and him taking control of her, since he had first floated the notion of the two of them attending one of these gatherings together. And sure, as far as he was concerned, it was nothing more than a play-act for the sake of research. Hopefully, for Stephanie, it would be enough to get him out of her system for good, even if he didn’t lay so much as a hand upon her.

The party was taking place at his place, he told her, so he got to set the rules and decide who was going to be in attendance. There were some aspects he would have to keep consistent, of course, and he had passed along a set of rules for her to obey to make sure that she faded into the background without being noticed by anyone there. 

Make sure you dress in dark, modest clothes. Nothing above the knee. High heels. Keep the make-up subtle, and pull your hair back. 

She had taken into account all his demands, and even getting ready, she could feel herself submitting to him, in some profound way. She had never before let a man tell her how to dress herself – in fact, she had profoundly resented the very implication every time any of her partners had tried to get her to wear this or that to their liking – but this was something different. His control was welcome. Necessary, even. If she was going to make it through this night without being figured out, she would have to do everything he said. And she was just fine with that.

Cameron had delivered more to her than just instructions on how to dress too. He had passed along a series of instructions on how she should act from the very moment she walked into the apartment to the moment she left. They were detailed and elaborate, but called for no actual physical contact between them – she appreciated his respectfulness, but the fantasy of the two of them together persisted. She read the instructions over and over again until she could recite them all in her sleep, until she was satisfied that she wouldn’t somehow fuck this up.

He had given her the address, mailing it to her through the actual mail so it wasn’t all caught up in their work emails; they had both agreed that it would be for the best for nobody at work to know a thing about what was happening between them. Too easy for them to misconstrue what was happening and assume it was something sexual or romantic. Which, of course, it totally, totally wasn’t. That’s what she kept telling herself, anyway. 

She straightened the demure black dress she was wearing and checked her hair to make sure that there were no errant hairs making a break for it. No, she was ready to go. No excuse not to go downstairs and meet the cab that was waiting for her. She took one last look at herself in the mirror. Her eyes were shining, and her chest was rising and falling swiftly. She was so ready for this. 

When she got downstairs, the cab was already waiting, and she slipped into the back seat and pulled the door shut behind her. She probably looked like she was going out on a first date or something, to some fancy restaurant with a dress code. Little did her driver know that she was about to indulge herself in the kinkiest evening she had even experienced.

Of course, she was nervous. More than nervous. A little terrified, actually. What if she walked in there and everyone could just sense that she didn’t belong? She had never done anything like this before. Her attempts to engage in kinks with her now-ex, Jon, had gone so terribly that she was pretty sure they had signaled the death knell for the end of their relationship at last. Maybe she just wasn’t cut out for this kind of thing...

She soothed herself as the car drew through the city streets. She didn’t have to be nervous. She was just there to watch, not to actually get involved. If she walked in and found herself just paralyzed by awkwardness, she could hang back and take in everything that was happening and sneak home later to gather herself. She was only there for research, at least on paper, and she could easily just stand there and pull that off, couldn’t she?

It didn’t take long for the car to arrive outside the tall apartment building that housed the address she was headed toward. She paid the driver and lingered in the back seat for a moment longer.

"You going?” the driver asked, a little terse. She nodded.

"Yeah, I’m going," she replied, and she opened the door and climbed out. She was ready. She could do this. She could do this.

She had no idea what to expect as she buzzed up to the apartment she was heading towards and waited for a response. It was only a moment before she heard a familiar voice coming down the line.

"Hello?”

"Uh, hello," she greeted Cameron, and then she remembered the term she was meant to address him by – she blushed as soon as she recalled it, but she licked her lips and managed to get it out. 

"Sir," she finished up.

"Stephanie?” he replied. "Come on up. Knock twice on the door when you get to the apartment."

"Will do, Sir," she replied, feeling a fizz of excitement burst through her system. She was here, she was doing this, she couldn’t believe it. Had she ever done anything as bold in her entire life before? 

Stephanie made her way slowly up the stairs, wobbling slightly in her heels as she went; she wasn’t used to walking in them, and she hoped she was going to be able to pull this off. She wanted to fit into this party like she belonged there. Nobody would know that she was anything other than a regular they just hadn’t happened to bump into before, and that was the way she liked it. She could convince. She just had to pretend that she was a character from one of the books she had been working on; demure, deferent. 

Landing two careful knocks on the door, she listened for the noise inside; there was a low buzz of activity, as though the place was waiting for her to arrive. A moment later, the door opened, and she found herself looking into the eyes of the man she hadn’t been able to get out of her head since he had suggested this.

"Stephanie," he greeted her, and he stepped aside and gestured for her to come in. As she entered, he leaned in and reminded her of one of the rules.

"Eyes down."

She lowered her gaze at once, staring at her feet, her heart pounding. She was in. This was actually happening. 

She snuck the briefest look around the apartment, just so she knew what she was dealing with, and found it full of people dressed similarly to her – men and women in low-key outfits, black dresses and dark suits. Well, most of them anyway.

Her jaw dropped when she saw a man being led, stark naked, on a collar and a leash behind a woman carrying a glass of wine. She looked completely calm, her long, blonde hair cascading down over the shoulders of her beautiful navy-blue dress, and the man behind her was watching her with such adoration that she could practically feel it coming off him in waves. Stephanie quickly averted her gaze from the sight before her, reminding herself that she was meant to be a regular here, but the image was already burned into her head. Was that what submission looked like? The look in his eyes was burned into his brain; the utter, desperate worship in his eyes more than she could wrap her head around.

She felt a hand on her shoulder and glanced around to see Cameron standing behind her. She went bright red and hoped that he hadn’t seen her staring.

"I’m glad you could make it," he murmured to her, softly, making sure that nobody else could hear them. "I thought you might back out before we got a chance to go through with this."

"Not a chance," she replied. "Sir."

He smiled at her, and she was sure that hearing that word come out of her mouth was doing something for him. She hoped it was. Every time she said it, she felt a jolt of brief, intense desire crackle through her. She was beginning to understand how that man had felt.

"Come on, let me show you around," he suggested. "You can raise your eyes for now, as long as you're beside me. Just keep them down when I’m not there."

"Right, Sir," she agreed, and he leaned over to explain his reasoning.

"People won’t talk to you if you keep your gaze down," he elaborated. "So you’re not going to get caught by someone asking too many questions."

She smiled at him. He had really thought of everything. Glancing over in the direction of the man who had caught her attention earlier, she decided now was the best time to ask.

"Is he...?”

"A submissive, like you?” he replied. "Yes. Not everyone goes as hard as Dean and Samantha, but the two of them...yeah, they always take it to the next level. He’s her full-time submissive, so that means that pretty much twenty-four-seven he does everything she asks of him."

"Oh my God," Stephanie breathed, shivering at the thought. 

"Come on, there’s a lot I want to show you," Cameron remarked. "If you think you can handle it?”

"I think I can handle it," she promised him, and the way he smiled at her felt like a gift. Like he was bestowing some great present on her from above. She could already feel something burning inside her, something that she had done her best to ignore from the very first moment she had walked into this place. 

He guided her through the main social area of the apartment, and she finally got a look at where he lived. It looked expensive, far higher on the market than anywhere she had ever lived. The place had an open-plan layout, with the living room leading into the kitchen where a number of people were mingling, chatting, laughing. She had assumed that most of the people here would be spanking and flogging and knocking each other around, but this could almost have passed for just a regular dinner party. Almost. 

But there was a thin corridor that led off the main section of the room, and people kept on vanishing down it as though it led to some magical version of wonderland. And Stephanie had to admit, she was curious – she had been doing a good job playing it cool (or at least cool-adjacent) until that moment, but there was something going on down there that she wanted to be a part of. 

"You want to see what’s going on down there?" Cameron asked, appearing by her side once more. He was so attuned to what she wanted, what she needed. How could he have squirmed inside her head already? She nodded.

"Yes, Sir..."

He planted a hand on the small of her back and guided her along the corridor, toward one of the doors at the far end – the place was lit with soft golden light, and it seemed as though it was bathed in luxury. He pushed the door open and guided her over the threshold. His hand left a print on the small of her back, insistent and delicate and burning against her skin. She was hyper-focused on the feeling of it – right up until the moment when she saw what was in front of her.

The room was full of about a half-dozen people, aside from the couple in the center of the room. A woman was on her knees, and a man was standing over her – she was bare-ass naked, her skin covered in goose pimples from the cold, and the man was fully dressed in a handsome suit and standing over her with a look of disdain on his face. Stephanie was amazed at how much could be conveyed by the briefest glance, by the expression on someone’s face – the power that could be given over with the curl of a lip or the arch of an eyebrow. She backed towards the far wall, putting plenty of space between her and the couple in the middle of the room. 

"Ask me again," the man ordered, as Cameron sank into the spot next to her. She glanced over at him, eyes wide, and he smiled and nodded to return her attention to the people in front of them. 

The woman was now kneeling upright, her hands upraised to show her palms to him, and he seemed pleased by her pose – but there was still a glint of cruelty in his eyes that let Stephanie know he wasn’t going to give her what she wanted that easily.

"Please, Sir, may I have another?" she asked, her voice taking on an edge of bratty petulance. She pouted, staring up at him, eyes wide and chest rising and falling rapidly. Her breasts were small and a little saggy, and they bounced with every breath she took. Stephanie wondered how she could be so focused on the man before her when the room was packed full of people – it was like she didn’t see a single one of them, not giving a damn about the presence of anyone but the man above her. 

"One more," he replied, generously, as though he was giving her some profound indulgence by letting her have what she wanted. From a small table next to him, he selected a thin, long object that glistened in the low light of the room – it took Stephanie a moment to realize that he was holding a horsewhip. A shiver ran down her spine at the thought of the pain it could inflict in a single blow. And then, he brought it down hard over the upturned palms of the woman in front of him.

"Ah!” she cried out, tipping her head back and letting out a yelp of pain, but she didn’t seem upset by the intrusion. No, her eyes lit up and her body sagged as the tension that had been building within it released, all at once. Stephanie felt a rush of envy at the sight of her like that – how long had she waited, building tension, holding on to it, not able to release it? 

The man landed another sharp slap on her palms, and even from where she was standing, Stephanie could see the red welt rising on her flesh. How would she hide that? Maybe she didn’t. Maybe, like the man she’d seen outside, this was a full-time thing for her, her only purpose in life to serve and worship the man who was beating her.

"You know what you’re meant to say to me," the man reminded her, his voice laced with a low menace. She closed her eyes, gathered herself, and then looked at him again. 

"Thank you, Sir," she breathed. The power of that word was becoming very apparent to Stephanie, the profound effect it had on the people it was unleashed towards. She glanced at Cameron again, and wondered if her using that towards him was having the same impact. 

"Eyes down," he demanded, and she lowered her gaze to the ground at once, smiling softly to herself. Only a few weeks ago, Stephanie would have been baffled at what anyone could have gotten out of something like this, but now she was beginning to understand. That woman, the one on her knees before her, she didn’t have to worry about anything. All her control was handed over to someone else, and she didn’t have to make a single decision for herself. That must have been so freeing. Such a release. Good to know for her book, for sure, Stephanie told herself firmly. 

"Here," Cameron murmured in her ear, his hot breath on her cheek catching her by surprise and making her jump. "There’s something else I want to show you."

"Something else?”

He took her hand and led her out of the room, leaving behind the man and the woman and the people who were watching them. She felt as though every nerve ending on her body had come to life, as though it had all been asleep right up until this second. She couldn’t get over it. What she had done with Jon seemed so fumbling and futile compared to these people, compared to the careful control they exerted over everything they did. 

"This room, here," he murmured, pushing the door next to them open and heading inside. "I think this is...relevant to your interests."

She raised her eyebrows at him, but let him lead her inside. He could have taken her anyway he wanted at that point, and she wouldn’t have protested. She was fascinated to see more, to see how far this all went – how far the people here were willing to go in pursuit of their fascinatingly specific desires. She wondered, idly, how they had all come to find this place, if there was some email blast that she should have been signed up to already that would have explained it all to her. 

But then, she saw what was in the room before her, and everything else fell out of her head at once. 

There was a large bed dominating the middle of the room, an enormous king-size covered in crisp white sheets that looked as though they had come fresh out of the packet. Four posters rose on each corner, giving it a regal feel, and a dim light bathed everything in a soft gold glow. But, despite the beautiful décor, there was only one thing that Stephanie could pay any attention to. And that was the couple embroiled on the bed before her. 

They looked around her age, maybe a little older, a man and a woman. She was perfectly put-together, with gorgeously manicured hands and feet, coiffed chestnut hair that rolled down over her shoulders, and skin so soft it seemed to shimmer with a soft olive hue in the dim light. He was a little older than her, clean-shaven, with dark hair and dark eyes that seemed to echo with a distant cruelty. It wasn’t just the way they looked that had her so entranced, though – no, there was something much deeper going on there, something elaborate and deep and impossibly hypnotic.

The woman was bound in a complex pattern of red rope, which looped around her shoulders and her legs to bind her hands and feet together behind her back. Every muscle in her body seemed to be straining, but she was holding on, the ropes digging mercilessly into her skin. Her face was pressed to the pillow and her eyes were lost somewhere far, far away. The man was behind her, his fingers sunk into her thighs, and he was thrusting into her pussy roughly, letting out soft moans with every motion he made within her. 

Stephanie drew back against the door, and her immediate reaction was to want to get out of there. Not because she was disgusted by what she had seen, but because the automatic part of her brain had clicked into action and told her that she needed to get out and give these people some privacy. But Cameron was still holding her hand, and she felt safe with him there, reminding herself that the rules were different as long as she was in this place. There were other people in the room too, so it was obvious that the people making love before them weren’t exactly concerned with being watched.

It was beautiful, in a way, the rope work that had gone into binding this woman – the elaborate, geometric patterns it wrote all over her body looked like an intricate diagram drawn for her pleasure. Stephanie had never seen a body contorted that way before, and she couldn’t imagine the effort that went into getting her like that. But whatever it had been, it must have been worth it, judging by the look on her face. Like the woman in the room before, she had an expression of utter bliss written all over her, her mouth slack and her eyes on the brink of rolling back into her head as the man pounded into her hard. He wasn’t holding back, the sound of their hips connecting filling the room as he fucked her deep. 

Stephanie’s eyes trailed up to him, to his face, to the way he was looking at her. And yes, there was no doubt at all that he was the one in control, but there was a softness to him, almost, a tenderness that made her heart spin with excitement. This man was giving every part of himself to this woman, the same way she was giving to him, and what they shared as a result of that was impossibly intimate; Stephanie couldn’t help but think back to her encounters with Jon, which seemed so mechanical by comparison. They had fucked because they thought they should, not because they actually wanted to be near each other in that way. But these two, these two made it look as though if they didn’t make love, they might expire, just blink out of the very business of being. That was what she wanted. A depth of adoration that went beyond anything she had ever known before.

"What do you think?” Cameron asked, drawing her attention back to the real world for a moment. He hadn’t let go of her hand yet. The warmth of his fingers against hers were enough to bring her back down to Earth, and suddenly the look in his eyes caught her off-guard – it was like she had transferred the desire from that couple on to the two of them. 

"I, uh, I..." She tried to find the words, and noticed a couple of people glancing in their direction. She dropped her gaze, just like that woman had done, and rearranged her thoughts. Work. This was work. This was essentially a work outing. And that meant that she didn’t get to feel this way for him, about this.

"It’s very enlightening, Sir," she replied, her voice low, and he smiled at her. Deciding it was for the best, she drew her hand back from his. She didn’t want to let her brain linger any further in the direction it had been heading towards. She was already getting dangerously close to fostering an actual attraction to him, and if she started down that road...

"Good." He smiled at her, and he turned his attention to the couple before them once more. She did the same. She knew that her eyes must have been wide, and that it must have looked obvious that she was lusting after them, after what they were doing together. The sight of her limbs, bound helplessly behind her back, the way she moaned in pleasure as he thrust into her, the sight of his fingers pinning into her body – it was so much to take in all at once. She craved it, so much she could almost feel the sensations, the strain in her muscles trying to hold on to that position in the rope...

"There’s more for us to see," Cameron reminded her gently, and she tore her eyes away from the sight in front of her and managed to nod. She could have stayed in there, hypnotized by the two of them for the rest of the night, but he was right. This was meant to be an exploratory trip, not one where she got caught up in one room when there was so much more for her to discover. 

He took her through the rest of the apartment, and into the various rooms – each one was dedicated to some other kind of BDSM play, and she took in as much as she could. She recognized some of it from the work that she had done for him, but a lot of them came as utterly new to her. 

There was one room that seemed to be set up purely for wax-related play – hot candles, being poured on to naked flesh, cooling and setting across their bodies and clinging to each curve of their skin. Another featured restraints, handcuffs and ropes and binding to beds – the people restrained were being tormented in various ways, fucked and told not to come, touched and caressed and teased and unable to push themselves over the edge. The one closest to the door was dedicated to foot worship, where men crawled on all fours to lick and kiss the shoes of aloof women. Perhaps the room that intrigued her the most was the one that proudly displayed a giant machine in the middle, one that Cameron explained as a sex device – it had a dildo attached to one side with a vibrator for use elsewhere, and Stephanie watched in shock as a woman rode it until she came, helplessly, screaming out in pleasure, much to the pleasure of the man who was dominating her.

The night sped by, so quickly that she hardly had time to take it all in. She had been introduced to a world that she had never really understood before, and it had changed everything. Sure, she had known intellectually that people engaged in play like that, but she had never really imagined why or what it might be like for them. But now, she understood where it came from, what the appeal of it was. These people got to step away from their lives for a little while, to sacrifice control or to take it depending on what they needed to indulge. The parts they played were a thrill, a game, a theater, and they seemed to find such release in that kind of hedonistic freedom. 

But all too soon, people began clearing out of the apartment, and she was back in the real world. She felt like she had just stumbled out of a pitch-black tunnel that she had been walking in for days, the light burning her eyes. Cameron approached her, after seeing off the last of his guests, with a grin on his face. He looked different than he did at the office, but she couldn’t put her finger on why.

"So?” he asked. "What did you think? How did you find it?"

"It was...very enlightening. A lot to think about," she replied, finally finding the words to respond to him. She was having a hard time shifting out of the state she had been in before, when she had played at deferent to him. Even now, beyond that, he was her boss, and the lines between what was appropriate and what wasn’t was blurred. But maybe she liked it that way.

"You think you’ve got enough to work with for now?" he asked, running his hands through his hair. He seemed to be buzzing with electricity, his body practically vibrating with power that he hadn’t had a chance to expel. She wondered, briefly, what it would have looked like if he had one of the rooms to himself – if he had been using her the way that those men in charge had used the women they had control over. The thought was fizzing in her brain, impossible to ignore, lit up in neon. Once again, she could almost feel the bite of the ropes on her skin, the sharp snap of the whip against her hands...

"I... yeah, I guess so," she replied. Truth was, she was already imagining what more she could get out of this. Could she engage with him? Engage with this world? Find out what it would have been like to give the power to someone else for a change? For so long, she had been running her household, making sure everything was in order, working to keep the money coming in. Tonight had shown her that there was a place for her to release her iron grip on that. And she knew she would have to find out more. This was more than just research now. She could frame it as that for a little while longer, sure, but now that the door had been opened, it wouldn’t be easy to close it.

"I’ll call you a cab," he suggested. "I need some sleep. It’s been a long night."

"Of course," she replied, but she didn’t move an inch. She wasn’t ready to go yet. And besides, there was something else – no, suddenly, she could feel his eyes burning into her, his gaze intense as it sizzled against her skin. What was going on in his mind? The same thing that was going on in hers? His eyes drifted down to her mouth for a moment, and she had to catch her breath. Before she could think about how it would sound, she let one more word slip from her lips. 

"Sir."




Write Away, Sir Part 4: Write Away, Sir

Stephanie stared at the outline in front of her, and she knew, with a rush of certainty, that she was far from done with this world yet.

It had been a week since she had attended the party with Cameron, the one he’d held at his apartment, the one that had introduced her to a world of BDSM she’d had no idea actually existed before that moment. Or at least, not to the depth and intensity that she had seen that night. She had known that people liked this, that people got off on this kind of thing, but she’d had no clue just how far they were willing to go to do that. The stuff she had seen had blown her mind a little, and she was already excited to start work on her book once more by the time she arrived back at her now-solo apartment. 

And she had spent that weekend locked up in her office, working as hard as she could, focusing all her energy and efforts on pulling together the best damn BDSM book that Cameron had seen in his life. Whenever she was running low on inspiration, she would just remember his face, remember the way that he gazed at the happenings before him, and everything would fall into place. It all made sense when she put him at the center of it, that was for sure. What did that say about her though? She wasn’t quite certain yet.  

But she turned in the new draft on Monday morning and took a well-deserved day off; she had been ignoring calls from her friends all weekend, almost forgetting that she had split up with her boyfriend of several years and that they would be worried sick about her. If only they knew just what she had swapped him out for. Finally, she answered a text from her closest friend, Kacey, and Kacey invited herself to her apartment without further ado. 

“We’ve been worried sick about you!” she exclaimed. “You and Jon, I thought you were in it for the long run, but when he was posting all that stuff online...” 

“He’s been posting about it online?” she asked, surprised. 

“Well, of course he has!” she replied. “How do you think we all found out about it? Oh, Stef, we’ve been so worried about you...” 

“You really have nothing to worry about,” she assured her. “I know it may not make sense, but I feel...fine. Good, actually. I think things were at a natural end, it’s good that we’ve both been able to move on.” 

“And that’s just that, huh?” she remarked, eyeing Stephanie like she didn’t believe a word coming out of her mouth. Stephanie couldn’t say that she blamed her – she wasn’t even sure she believed it either. 

“Is there someone else?” Kacey asked, trying to play it tactfully. Stephanie shook her head at once. 

“No, no, there’s nobody else,” she replied, as truthfully as she could. And besides, it was the truth – she hadn’t so much as kissed another person yet. There had just been that little moment back in Cameron’s apartment where she had called him Sir and had seen the look on his face before he quickly directed her to the door and out of the building, but that didn’t actually count as anything, did it?  

“Then what happened?” Kacey asked curiously. Stephanie shook her head and shrugged. It was too much to go into all the true details behind why they’d split up, and besides, she wasn’t sure she was actually ready to admit any of those to people who didn’t have to know. 

“We just weren’t right for each other anymore,” Stephanie replied truthfully. “We wanted different things, that’s all.” 

Kacey seemed to accept that, albeit it reluctantly. Stephanie wasn’t forthcoming in offering her anything new, so she had no choice but to accept it at face value. 

And besides, Stephanie wasn’t sure she could go into the complicated reasons behind their break-up without revealing more than she would have cared to about herself. She was going through a burgeoning sexual revolution in the confines of her own head, and the last thing she needed was other people swinging by to drop their opinions on the matter into the equation. It was confusing enough already, and what she needed more than anything was space and time to navigate through what she was feeling. 

She successfully deflected the concern of all her well-meaning friends, clearing out the last of Jon’s stuff from the apartment, and picking up his keys so they could both move on. He still seemed somewhat like he was in shock from what had happened, from the abruptness of the end of their relationship, and she felt a little guilty for it – but not so bad that she would go back on the decision she’d made. If he wouldn’t support her in this, there would be more that he would try to keep her from, and she wasn’t willing to give up the chance to discover all these new edges to her personality. Not when everything she had found out so far had proved to be so much damn fun.  

But she wasn’t sure if her exploration into that world would end where it had really started, at the party with Cameron – until she received an email from the office, letting her know what her next project was due to be. She clicked open the file and felt a twist of trepidation and thrill when she saw what was waiting for her.  

It was the next part of the series she had been working on. She wasn’t sure if they would give it to her or if they would dismiss it and hand it off to someone else, but clearly she had managed to pull it out of the bag. And now, they wanted her to pick up where she left off. 

“Two more parts – more intense than the first one. Plots attached. Look forward to hearing from you on this. Cameron.”

At first, she thought that she should turn it down. After all, hadn’t she already wrung as much experience as she could from what had happened at that party? But then, her mind started to stray in other directions, leading her to more inviting conclusions. Yes, she had taken all she could from that party, but that didn’t mean that she had to stop there. No, all that meant was that she had to find some way to get more experience, to learn the nuances of this community as well as she could to make sure her books were authentic. That’s what her publishers wanted, didn’t they? Not for her to cower away from what they had hoped she would write for them. So what, she hadn’t had a huge amount of experience in this stuff? She would have put good money on the notion that most of the science-fiction writers out there hadn’t been to space. It was about taking the experience that she had and turning it into something useful, into something she could use, into work that they could publish.

And, of course, she knew at the back of her mind that this was a chance for her to spend some more time with Cameron, to see a new side of him that he was only just beginning to discover the depths to. It was his name on the email – had he decided on this assignment for her? Was this his way of trying to tempt her into more of their play? Maybe there was more he wanted to show her. Or maybe, like her, he had been haunted by the look on her face and wanted to see what more he could tempt out of her when it came to his twisted little kink.

He hadn’t engaged in anything during that party, and she had been plagued with wondering what it would have looked like if he had. He had always had an air of cool, calm confidence to him, of control, but she had put that down to the fact that he was her editor and actually did have that power over her. But the more she thought about it, the more she wondered if it was that there was an overflow of his dominance in his personal life. Did he have women who submitted to him? Or men? Her curiosity was getting the better of her, and she would have been lying if she’d said that it had nothing to do with her decision to take on the next two books.

When she arranged that meeting with him at his office, she wasn’t even sure what she was planning on doing or saying to him, but as she walked through the door, it became clear. Being around him soothed her in some way, allowed her to let go of the intense grip that she normally exerted on her own life. She wanted to feel that all the time – or at least, more than she was now.

She had done a little exploration on her own time, tracking down forums and conversations online and inhaling them all so she could walk into this at least knowing what she wanted to say to him. There was so much to take in – so many rules, so many regulations, so many games and intriguing power dynamics that existed out there in the world beyond her understanding. But she came to wrap her mind around the notion that there didn’t necessarily have to be anything sexual about getting involved in the BDSM world – it could be purely a sharing of power, a removal of it and the taking of it. That was what she was planning to pitch to her editor that day. It wouldn’t be the first time she had pitched something to him, but it would be the first time that it didn’t have a word count. 

He was a little late to the meeting, and she sat down in his office and crossed her legs, clasping her hands in her lap. Was she already acting submissively? She honestly couldn’t tell if this was some extension of the dynamic they had explored that night together or if she was just nervous because she was about to ask her boss for something that would, for anyone else, sound totally fucking crazy.

“Stephanie, hi,” he greeted her as he came through the door in a rush. “Sorry for keeping you waiting.”

“That’s all right,” she replied, and she had to bite her lip to keep from letting a “sir” slip out. She wasn’t sure why, but it just felt so natural when she was around him. 

“So you said you wanted to have a meeting about the project I sent you the spec for this week?” he remarked, settling down behind his desk. Was it her or did he look even better than normal? Maybe it was just that she could see him fully now, that he was hiding no piece of himself from her. She remembered standing next to him in that room, while those people fucked in front of them, and a shiver ran down her spine. How many times had she imagined the two of them in that very position since then? She couldn’t count, but that wasn’t why she was there today. Not entirely, at least.

“Yeah, I wanted to…” She swallowed her words, not sure how to come out with it once and for all. What was she meant to say? ‘I’ve been thinking about the fetish you showed me, and I think I need you to actually act it out on me in order for me to continue functioning in the world?’ And how as she going to frame that as research when there was clearly so much more to it?

“It’s not too much for you to take on, is it?” he pressed. “Because you could have just emailed me if there was a problem-”

“No, no, I want to do it,” she assured him quickly.

“But there’s something else you want me to know too?” he asked, curiously, leaning towards her. She felt her heart jolt – it was now or never. She had to prove to him that she was capable of this, that she knew what she was getting into when it came to agreeing to an idea as wild as this one.

“Yes, there is,” she confessed. “I – I don’t think – I mean, I want my writing to be as authentic as possible…”

“In what sense?” he asked carefully. He could probably sense that he was on the edge of a lawsuit as it was and didn’t want it to go careening any closer to the edge.

“In the sense that I…I want to know more about the scene,” she admitted. He leaned back again, cocking an eyebrow at her in something that looked like amusement.

“More about the scene?”

“Everything you showed me that night, it…it fascinated me,” she confessed. “And I know that there’s far more to it than anything I know. I’m sure that I can learn it, that I can take it all in, I just need to find a way to do it. I need someone to show me that world so I don’t get lost in it.”

“And you think that person is me?” he replied, sounding surprised. She nodded, slowly, trying to gauge his reaction.

“I know it sounds crazy,” she continued quickly. “And I know that you think I’m probably setting you up for some kind of HR nightmare, but I’m not. I mean, I don’t want that to be an aspect of it.”

“What to be an aspect of it?”

“The…. the sexual side,” she explained, a flush passing across her face. She could feel the heat rising in her system, and she wasn’t sure if it was the awkwardness of explaining this to her boss that was doing this – or something else entirely. 

“I know that for a lot of people, it is sexual, and that’s what I’m going to be writing about, but I don’t want to get mixed up with that with…you,” she replied, even though she knew that her body language was probably saying something completely different. “I want to understand how this dynamic works, properly.”

“So, you’re telling me that you want some kind of…submissive training?” he offered, and finally, she had the words to explain what she had been trying to get across all this time. She nodded enthusiastically.

“Yes, that’s exactly what I’m talking about,” she replied. “Submissive training. Nothing sexual, just…I want to know how it feels to be on the other end of that kind of treatment. I don’t want people who read the books I write to feel like I’m bullshitting them. I want them to know that it’s real, so they can relate to it, and I’m not going to be able to do that unless I actually experience what this is like.”

He paused for a moment, looking at her curiously.

“You have a boyfriend, right?” he replied at last. “What does he think about all of this?”

“No, I don’t have a boyfriend anymore,” she replied. “We split up.”

“I’m sorry to hear that,” he responded, furrowing his brow.

“I’m not,” she replied without thinking, and the words seemed to hang in the air between them. She wanted to reel them back, worried that she had come on a little too strong too soon, but a small smile flickered up the corners of his mouth, and she knew he was glad to hear it.

“Well, then,” he replied, clasping his hands in front of him. He had beautiful hands; it wasn’t the first time she had noticed them, but it was the first time she had really let herself check them out. Long fingers, strong. She could already imagine them wrapped around the handle of a whip, or, open-palmed, spanking her hard on the ass.

“You think that’s something we could do?” she asked, with a little too much keenness. He stared at her for another moment, clearly trying to figure out exactly how obviously bad an idea this was going to turn out to be. She gazed back at him, eyes wide, fighting the urge to shift in her seat. She just wanted to touch him, to feel his skin against hers once more, even though she knew that was crazy…

“You know that we would have to set up some pretty firm boundaries,” he warned her. “Very firm. And I’d want some rules put in place to keep it as professional as we can.”

“Of course,” she replied, already a little breathless. “And what exactly does that mean? For the two of us, I mean…”

“Well, first and foremost, that means the utmost discretion when it comes to anything we do together,” he replied firmly. “And I mean utmost. I don’t want anyone else knowing about this – nobody who might come into contact with us through work at least. We need to make sure that nobody finds out about this, because if they do…”

“We won’t be doing anything sexual though,” she countered. She wasn’t sure why, but the thought of keeping it all to herself was difficult; unpleasant, even. 

“Yeah, but that’s never how people are going to read it,” he replied. “When you talk kink, people just assume that you’re discussing something that’s got some kind of sexual element.”

“I guess you know better than me,” she replied, and he grinned at her, letting out a soft chuckle.

“What?” she demanded, fluttering internally. 

“Just…you’re already pretty good at this submissive stuff,” he remarked, and her stomach twisted. She wasn’t sure if it was with more pleasure or shock.

“Or maybe it’s just that you’re my boss,” she pointed out quickly. He grinned wider. 

“Okay, so yeah, maybe you’re going to need a little training,” he replied. His eyes were tracing over every inch of her, as though he was trying to figure out how best to get her to do everything he wanted to. She shifted in her seat. It wasn’t that she didn’t want this – far from it, in fact – but she was impatient to know the dark machinations of his head sooner rather than later. 

“What exactly does that entail?” she asked eagerly, and he shrugged and shook his head.

“It can involve anything you want it to involve,” he replied. “We need to set some ground rules, obviously, about stuff that you know you just wouldn’t be interested in. But other than that…”

“I don’t think there’s much that would be off the table for me, really,” she replied, realizing how overeager she sounded and struggling to give a damn. 

“Okay, well, I think everyone has some hard limits,” he pointed out. “You need to figure those out. I’ll give you a hand, if you want.”

“Like how?”

“Maybe you could join me at another one of those parties,” he suggested. “And you could tell me what does it for you and what doesn’t. In terms of submission, I mean.”

“Of course,” she agreed, already excited at the notion of going to something like that with him once more. “And what about the when?”

“You’re really eager to get this going, aren’t you?” He chuckled, and she shrugged.

“Hey, what can I say, I’m dedicated to my craft.”

“Well, we can start it right now if that works for you,” he replied, and he fixed her with a hard look over the table, as though he was trying to scope her out. A shiver ran all the way from the base of her spine to the top. It felt like cool water being poured over her skin. She already liked it, liked the way it made her feel.

“And how exactly would we go about that?” she murmured, aware that she was treading a potentially dangerous line and struggling to care. If anyone got wind of what they were talking about in here, there would be hell to pay for the both of them. And yet, it didn’t matter. All that mattered was finding out how far he was willing to push her. If he was as fascinated by this game as she was.

“You could get to your feet, and you could go out there, and you could fetch me a drink from the café in the front of the building,” he replied. “And the whole time, you would have to keep your eyes to the ground. If I caught wind of you so much as looking at anyone…”

He let his voice trail off, the threat hanging unspoken in the air between them. She didn’t need to be told again. She hardly needed to be told in the first place.

She rose to her feet slowly and bowed her head to the ground, fixing her gaze on her shoes. Her first act of submission for him. It was oddly exciting and terrifying at the same time. Her heart was pounding, and she was immediately panicked that someone outside might figure out what she was about to do. She cooled her head as best she could, but he seemed to sense what was going through her mind anyway and did his best to calm it.

“Just focus on what I’m telling you,” he ordered softly, and his voice seemed to cut through the rush of confusion that was currently pulsing in her brain, stilling it, like a wave of the ocean. She let out a breath and turned to the door, placing her hand on the handle. And, with a push and a final muster of her courage, she stepped outside and into the room beyond.

It was packed full of people, all going about their daily tasks, none of them so much as noticing her as she made her way through the office. Most of them were kind enough to step out of her way – probably thought she was as writer lost in thought, or something like that – so she didn’t have to worry about knocking into any of them. Every time she felt her feet falter, she pulled back into her mind the feeling of his words cutting through the hustle and bustle of her brain: when he spoke, it just seemed to make sense. She liked that. It made everything easier.

She moved through the office and towards the space where she knew the café was waiting for her. How many times had she gone in there, just wandering in for a quick caffeine hit after a long meeting? Never in a million years had she imagined that it would be the setting for something so serious, something that already felt momentous to the course of her life. 

She had never let anyone else take control of her in her entire life. Not even in the bedroom. That just wasn’t how she worked. But, as she calmly waited in line, it felt as though it was the most natural thing in the world. When she arrived at the counter, she asked for Cameron’s order, keeping her eyes down the whole time, as though he would be able to sense her insubordination even from across the office. She knew that it was crazy, knew that he couldn’t see her or hear her or know where her eyes were looking, but that didn’t matter. She had to obey him because it was right; it was the choice that she had made for herself, the choice that she had accepted. She wasn’t going to have it any other way. She couldn’t, even if she wanted to, because she was simply carrying out his command, his word, the word that mattered most in the world to her right then. 

She took his cup and kept her eyes carefully pinned to the ground as she wound her way back through the building and towards his office. She could feel a few people giving her funny looks, but she couldn’t care less; she was just focused on carrying out the task that she had been given to the best of her ability, and that meant making sure that his coffee arrived to him just as he wanted it.

She pushed the door open carefully and stepped inside, clutching the coffee cup almost reverently like it was the Holy Grail. Some part of her felt a little silly, but another part felt proud; she had done what he wanted, and that was all that mattered. 

He got to his feet, and she glanced up at him.

“Eyes down,” he ordered at once, and she obeyed without question.

“Kneel.”

“What?”

“Kneel,” he repeated himself, and she looked around to make sure that nobody else was around to catch her getting up to something so utterly deviant with the man she was meant to be working for. Before she could over-think it any further, she lowered herself to her knees before him, staring at a spot on the carpet in front of her. It was a soft blue color, almost tranquil, but the racing of her heart felt like it was going to come busting straight out of her chest.

“Good girl,” he murmured, and he moved around the desk to stand in front of her. He hadn’t so much as laid a finger on her, and still it felt like she was going to explode from the sheer tension of not having his hands all over her. She could feel a throb, deep down in her belly, the low moan of a want for something, anything, from him.

“Hand me the cup.”

She held the cup aloft, and he plucked it from her hands, and she shifted a little, the carpet scratching against her knees. She was wearing a skirt, and she was distinctly aware of the fact that it was riding up slightly at the back. If anyone was to walk in on them, God forbid, then they would likely get a no-holds-barred view straight up her-

“You’ve done well, Stephanie,” he murmured, and the sound of his affirmation seemed to seal something in her. She smiled, making sure to keep her eyes pinned to the ground. Yes. She had pleased him. For now, she would take that as the only kind of relief she needed. The thrill of it seemed to pulse, hot, in her veins, and she wondered how she had managed to go so long without involving something like this in her life. 

“You can stand up now,” he told her, and she raised herself from the ground slowly. She could hardly believe she had just done that; she felt as though she was emerging from a long trance, her head slowly sinking back into the real world. She wasn’t sure she liked it there, not compared to that place she had just been.

“You did well.” He grinned at her, and she finally let herself relax. Knowing that she had pleased him was more than enough. 

“But I still have a lot more to show you,” he half-told, half-warned her. “Do you think you can handle it?”

“If it means I can nail this book, then I know I can,” she replied firmly. She still felt a little fluttery, the same feeling she’d had in her chest right before she had called him “sir” at the end of the party. Not for anyone else, but for her – for them. 

“I’m already impressed,” he replied, and he took a sip of his drink. “You know, I think this tastes better knowing you brought it to me.”

“I should hope so,” she replied, a little bratty edge to her voice. He paused, raising his eyebrows at her with amusement.

“All right, I’ll reach out to you soon,” he told her. “But I think you should get out of here for now. Before anyone starts getting too suspicious.”

She bid farewell to him and hurried home, her mind burning with the intensity of what had just happened. When she arrived back at her apartment, she dumped her bag on the floor and headed straight through to her bedroom. It was hard to remember the fact that she had shared this with someone else up until a couple of weeks before, since she had only been thinking about one man there the last few days – Cameron, Cameron, Cameron. 

Grabbing her vibrator, she slipped her hand into her panties and clicked the toy into action. Moaning, she pushed her hips against it and found the release that she needed at last. 

Something about giving herself to him so utterly had driven her crazy; she could hardly keep her head straight, remembering what he had made her do. It might have played as innocent to anyone paying attention, but she knew it was more than that. There was something profound about having him control her, having him take her power away – having him own her, like she belonged to him and him alone. She cried out in the quiet of her apartment, her clit aching, and rocked her body on the bed, writhing and gasping as she felt herself getting closer, closer, closer…

When she came, it was like something was burning through her system, flames eating away at something she should never have been holding on to in the first place. She couldn’t believe she had waited this long to give it up – that control that she had hung on to like it was the most important thing in the world. Her pussy clenched and her skin prickled, and she remembered the tone of his voice when he told her to kneel, firm and sharp and certain. 

As she came back down to Earth, her eyes fluttered open, and she found herself smiling at the ceiling above her. Whatever happened next, she knew it was going to be fun. And she had a feeling that it was going to change everything. And man, was she ready for everything to change – especially at the hands of a man as powerful, as dominant, and as intriguing as Cameron.




Write Away, Sir Part 5: Desiring Submission

"Are you ready?"

Cameron’s voice cut through Stephanie like a blade, like a whip through the air. How many times had he said those exact words to her? And how many times, time after time, had she shivered with anticipation knowing what was going to come next?

"Yes, I’m ready," she replied, dipping her head down into the requisite submissive stance that she had grown used to adopting when she was around him. It came to her like second nature now, and she had to admit there was a thrill in knowing that this had been in her the whole time. She couldn’t get enough of being with him, being near him, having him take utter and complete control of her. The thrill of it would never wear thin, she was sure of it. All she needed to do now was find some way to push through the next few hours, and prove that she was ready for anything that he wanted to throw at her.

It had been about three weeks since they had first come to the agreement in his office, the one revolving around their ongoing involvement as part of Stephanie’s work. She was proud of herself for even having the nerve to ask, and even prouder that she had actually managed to follow through on it after all of this. 

"You did well in the office," he told her, at their first meeting at his apartment. "But that was really just the beginning. You get that, don’t you? There’s a lot more to come."

"Yes, of course I do," She replied, and she did her best to keep her voice smooth and panic-free. She didn’t want him to think that he had rattled her. The last thing she needed was to let him in on that slight flutter of unsettlement that rose up within her whenever she thought about what she had committed to. It wasn’t that she thought it was a bad idea – far from it. More that her whole world was beginning to shift slightly, and she had to find some way to wrap her head around that. The ground under her feet was moving and the new earth, fresh and soft, wasn’t as firm as what had stood there before. But that was all right. She just had to figure out where she stood in this new place, what it felt like to exist under these new rules.

"And you said you had done some research of your own," he pointed out. "What kind of stuff interested you? Flicked your switches?”

"I was thinking about, maybe..." She hesitated before she came out with it. Even after all of this, there was some fear deep inside her, fear that telling the truth about her desires would make her seem sinful in some way. She knew it was ridiculous, born of her last relationship and how vanilla everything had been in bed, but it was hard to shake.

"You can tell me," he prompted her gently, and she nodded and smiled at him. She was going to need a lot of encouragement and coaxing if she was going to find a way through this, and she was glad she had someone as experienced as him to help her figure herself out.

"I’ve been looking into impact play," she confessed finally, feeling as though she was telling a priest her sins in some silent, dark cubicle. "And I like the idea of that. I know that it’s probably going to take me some time to get used to doing something like that, but I want to give it a try."

"What kind of impact play?” he pressed, leaning forward and raising his eyebrows with interest.

"Uh, what kinds are there?” she replied, laughing nervously. He lifted his fingers and began to tick them off. 

"We could use a cane, whips, floggers, a hand..." he began, and before she could register anything else that came out of his mouth, she found herself drifting off at the thought of him using his open palm to spank her. Maybe she would be bare, all laid out in front of him...she could almost feel his warm flesh against hers, making her count out each blow with a shaky voice as she tried to keep herself together.

"...and canes," he finished up, and she blinked and returned back to reality.

"Oh, uh," she stuttered, and she figured that anything that actively turned her on in theory probably wasn’t the best idea in practice. "Whip, maybe? Or a cane?”

"I think that would be a good place to start." He nodded, and he took a note on the pad he had next to him to remember her preference. She watched his hand darting across the page; he had messy handwriting, but wasn’t that just meant to be an indicator of a brilliantly creative mind or something? She could certainly think of a few creative things he could do to her if he wanted.

"And I was looking at restraints and stuff," Stephanie continued quickly, distracting herself. In truth, she had actually been thinking about the couple that she had seen when she had been at the party a few weeks before, the woman completely hogtied while the man fucked her from behind. Sure, she wouldn’t be getting that kind of fucking from him, but she still liked the idea of not being able to move, of being completely at his mercy. And, yeah, sure, maybe she liked the idea of him sliding inside of her as well, filling her up with his beautiful cock till she could hardly take anymore.

"I think we should start this off good and slow," he suggested, and then he got to his feet. "Come on, there’s some stuff I want to show you."

And with that, he started her whirlwind introduction to the world of BDSM as it related to her. Taking her through to his playroom – the room where she had seen the man and the woman engaging in impact play before – he allowed her to take in all the tools close up. Whips, handcuffs, blindfolds, anything and everything that could cause her pain and pleasure in equal measure. She made her way around the room slowly, taking it all in, trying out this and that – figuring out how tight those cuffs would be if she used them like that, how it would feel to have that whip brought down hard on her behind. There was so much to explore, she almost had no idea where she was meant to start. But by the end of their first excursion into that room, she found a few things that she could imagine using on herself. She handed them over to him, and he smiled, seemingly pleased with her choices.

"I think we can start with these," he agreed, and she felt that fire pick up, burning deep in her body once more. The things she would have done to him if she got the chance...

Their first actual session was discussed far in advance, via emails and conversations and late-night phone calls until Cameron was satisfied that they had every deal threshed out. They had a safeword, hard limits, and a list of everything that she knew she really wanted to try while she was with him. She prepared for her next trip to his apartment with a roiling nervousness in her head, but a thumping desire in her heart. She was ready for this. Her very first BDSM play scene. She had never been so uneasy and so excited at the same time. 

She addressed him as “Sir,” as he had commanded from her, from the moment she buzzed on his door to the end of the session. He led her straight to his playroom, and she noticed that he was clean-shaven for a change; it suited him, made him look sharper and more angular than he normally did. It was as though he had taken on a whole new personality. She liked it.

"On your knees," he ordered as soon as she made her way into the playroom, and she did as she was told at once. It was as though some deep force inside her was compelling it out of her, compelling her to obey his every order without question. The floor was hard beneath her, but she didn’t mind. In fact, the pain was already beginning to morph into pleasure. Everything they had done up until that point had been purely in the theoretical territory, mental mind-games, but now it was becoming suddenly and extremely physical. She could hardly wait. Her breath was coming fast as she felt his hands slide down her arms and pull her wrists together roughly, and then clip a pair of handcuffs over them. They were loose enough so as to be comfortable, but tight enough for her to be sure that he wasn’t messing around or going easy on her because it was her first time.

"Hold your hands out," he ordered her, and she did as she was told, flexing her palms to straightness so they were completely exposed. Her eyes were closed, and she was braced for something – what, she wasn’t sure. Pain, maybe? She remembered the tools that she had picked out before and felt a sudden shudder of nervousness at the thought of any of them being used on her.

She listened as he moved around her, as a box clicked open and he picked something out. Something about keep her eyes shut had the anticipation rolling in her chest. She wanted this. She needed this. After all this waiting....

"Ah!” she cried out, as she suddenly felt the sharp slap of a whip against her open palms. It was a long, thin implement, and it left a streak of red-hot pain over her hands that faded to a dull burn swiftly. Catching her breath, the endorphins exploded in her brain.

"What do you say?” he commanded her softly. She racked her brain, trying to remember all the rules he had put in place for her, all the agreements he had made. 

"Thank you, Sir," she managed to gasp out. She felt as though she was teetering on the edge of a cliff, ready to plunge over the edge. Then he brought down another strike, and she fell. 

The pain was so good, so unlike anything she had ever felt before in her life. Up until that moment, she had struggled to understand what someone could really, functionally get out of getting hurt, but from then on, she understood. The flood of pain sent ricocheting adrenalin through her body, her nerve-endings lighting up from head to toe. And the relief - it was unlike anything she had ever felt before. Getting hurt was so against her natural instincts as a human that enjoying it only felt normal. She wanted this. She wanted as much of this as she could possibly get her hands on. It made her feel free, feel like she was capable of anything in the world. If she could find pleasure in pain, what couldn’t she pull of? 

She thanked him for every blow, and her whole body lit up like a pinball machine as she reacted to the sensation. It was intense, more intense than any encounter she’d ever had. And what got her most of all was the fact that he had barely even touched her with his actual hands. Occasionally, he would touch her palm to expose it properly once more, and every time he did, it felt like he was leaving a sharp imprint of himself on her skin. It was almost rougher than the whip, knowing that she could have him and not have him at the same time. She was being driven crazy. She couldn’t help but let the image of the two of them together flicker through her mind, the powerful lust of what she really wanted impossible to keep down or hide inside. She bit her lip and did her best not to just come out and plead with him to fuck her already.

When he finished, time seemed to have floated away. She could have been there days or minutes. She didn’t care. Her legs were trembling, and she was surprised that she was still able to keep herself upright when he stepped back from her. 

"Look at me," he ordered, and she opened her eyes and gazed up at him. She felt as though she had just woken from a long sleep. One that had spanned her entire life. 

"How does it feel?” he demanded. She knew it was his way of checking in with her without breaking character; there was something in his eyes, the same thing she had seen in them the first night they’d spent together at the party. She wanted to be the cause of it. She only ever wanted that directed at her.

"Good," she breathed, and he smiled at her. Crouching down before her, he looked her dead in the eye and caught her chin so that she couldn’t take her eyes away from him. As though she could have anyway.

"Take a breath," he ordered, and she inhaled and exhaled, gulping down oxygen. She would have done anything that he wanted her to at that moment. Her hands were burning with pain, and she knew the marks would stay there. She hoped they would.

"Good girl," he murmured, and he got to his feet once more and undid the lock around her wrists. She withdrew her hands from the cuffs with a gasp, massaging the place where the metal had just been pressed against her skin. The freedom coming after the restriction was incredibly hot. 

And with that, she had begun. They talked the scene over after it was done and she couldn’t believe how good she felt when she walked out of his apartment. As though she was floating. She went home and wrote with her sore hands and thought of him every time a twinge of pain ran through her arm. She wondered if he was thinking about her. Surely, he couldn’t have just brushed it off that easily? Unless there were other women he was also playing with. The thought of that hurt. Even more than the blows did. But she knew she had no right to demand his attention. He was the one in charge after all. 

Her writing came on in leaps and bounds; when she was able to relate what she was writing about to what she had actually experienced, she realized she could draw it to life with a much greater clarity. The words flowed out of her and every chapter she submitted got great feedback. Not to mention the fact that every new activity she explored on the page gave her more ideas for what she wanted to do with Cameron. Every time she turned in another section, she would wonder if that was on his mind, too. She knew it had to be; there was no way he could be containing what they had to just those sessions. They were far too intense not to spill out into the rest of their lives too.

Eventually, after they’d done a few sessions of impact play, she asked for something a little more intense than what she’d been dealing with before. The pain was good, sure, but she was craving play that made her feel a little crazy; that was what she wanted, more than anything in the world. It felt like she was searching for a higher and higher release with every day that passed, hungering for the thrill of more, more, more. And when she posed those feelings to him, she saw the glint in his eye, and she knew that she might have pushed a little too close to the edge. But she was just fine with that.

The next time she visited his apartment, he led her straight through and into the playroom without so much as a word to her. She knew that he meant business, and boy, was she ready to receive it. Her eyes widened when she saw what was set up on the opposite wall when she walked in, and she shot a look over at him in surprise, making sure that her eyes weren’t deceiving her.

"You think you can handle this?” he asked softly, giving her the space to say no, no way, not in a million years, not a chance, not ever. But she saw it for the challenge it was and returned her attention to the device opposite her. It might have looked a little scary, but what she had learned over her time with Cameron was that things were rarely as terrifying as they seemed. 

Before her, a cross was strapped to the wall, rigged on hooks in the center of the room. It was wide, with each quarter drawing away in a diagonal direction from the other. At the end of each one was a cuff, dangling ominously open, ready for her limbs. For a split second, she was worried that that thing wouldn’t be able to hold her and that she would break it as soon as she looked at it, but she forced herself to ground into the moment. That was the most important part of all of this, she had found; being able to focus on what was happening in that very second, not what was to come, not what had come before.

"I think I can, Sir," she replied, and she turned to him expectantly. "How do I use it, Sir?”

He had demanded that she use his title every time she addressed him, and she found it brought a good rhythm to the way that she spoke, like punctuation. She even found it wanting to slip from her lips when the two of them were in the office and meant to be in their civilian roles, as dangerous as that was. She needed to keep a lid on her desire for him, and her desire to have him dominate her the way she craved. But for now, she could indulge it. For now, she could take what she wanted from him.

"Here," he murmured, and he leaned down and grasped her ankle, pulling it from the shoe she was wearing; her foot was bare underneath, and she wriggled her toes in the cool air, feeling curiously exposed.

He guided her foot to the cuff on the bottom right of the cross and sealed it around her ankle – it seemed a little tight at first, but she soon got used to the sensation and let out a breath she didn’t realize she had been holding.

"Is that okay?” he murmured, and she nodded.

"Yes, sir," she breathed, and he did the same to her other foot. He didn’t touch her often, but when he did, it usually felt like a firework was going off inside her. This was no exception. Even though it was just her foot, the feeling of his hands moving almost reverently over her skin was borderline erotic. She felt the trail his fingertips left shudder all the way up the inside of her thigh, towards her pussy. She bit her lip to keep from moaning; she knew from past experience that making too much noise when he didn’t want her to was only going to land her in a whole heap of trouble. And sure, it might have been tempting to see how he would have punished her, but she didn’t want to push her limits more than she already was today. 

He pushed her hands gently back into the cuffs above her, spreading her wide, and even though she was fully clothed, she knew there was something lewd about this. She was so utterly and completely helpless in front of him. He could have done anything he wanted to her. Briefly, he pressed his hand against hers, testing the restraints, and she inhaled sharply at the sudden sensation. He glanced at her face, and for a moment, she was sure she could see him soften – but whatever it was, it was gone quickly, and he turned away and focused his attention on the chest at the other side of the room. 

"This is called a Saint Andrew’s Cross," he explained as he went to pick out something from the box. "It’s about the most extreme form of restraint I can give you as long as we’re just here."

"But there’s more intense versions elsewhere, Sir?” she asked curiously. He turned to her and grinned.

"Let‘s not run before we can walk now, huh?" he replied, and she glanced down to see what he was brandishing in her direction. It was a thin strip of leather, connected to a thick plastic ball in the center. He approached her and reached behind her head, brushing her hair out of the way. His fingers on her scalp were hypnotic, sensational.

"I’m going to put this on you now," he murmured. "No safeword, since you’re going to be gagged. But tap the wall three times with your right hand if this gets too much, okay?”

"Okay, Sir," she panted. She was so close to him that she could smell his aftershave, a scent that had come to mean hopeless, helpless arousal, and she could feel her pussy beginning to pulse with desire for him. She closed her eyes and tried to center herself as he locked the tool around her face, using his fingers to push her lips roughly open to guide the ball inside. She closed her mouth around it and opened her eyes, and suddenly found herself completely and utterly bound. 

The level of restraint was more than anything she had felt before. The handcuffs had been one thing, sure, but they were nothing compared to how deliciously helpless she felt in that moment. For a moment, she was sure that there had to be something wrong with her to be enjoying this as much as she was, but then she gazed up at Cameron, the man who had her bound like this, her dominant and sadist and all things sugar and spice, and knew that it was right. The way he was looking at her was almost unbridled lust, as though he, too, couldn’t get over how good she looked laid out for him. 

She had never seen that look on his face before, and for a moment, it threw her a little. He was always so utterly and completely in control, leaving her free to let go of everything, but there seemed to be some confusion in his eyes, as though he couldn’t figure out quite what he wanted from her. She bit down on the ball gag, taking out her frustrations on the toy in her mouth and pushed against the restraints demonstratively, letting him know that she was well and truly caught. Did this turn him on?

She let her eyes travel down to his crotch for a moment, and saw a bulge in his pants; an impressively-sized one at that. A jolt ran through her whole system, an electric shock, and she remembered how his fingers had felt against her skin; if she could have shown it, her desire would have been equally obvious. She wanted this. She wanted him. They had already broken down some of the rules that had kept their relationship professional and not personal, so why not push all the way over the edge and see what lay on the other side?

"How does it feel?” he asked, even though he knew she couldn’t respond. She let out a moan, hoping that her intent was obvious. He moved towards her a little, reaching out a hand and running a finger down her exposed wrist. She groaned, the touch both welcomed and agonizing in equal measure. He knew what he was doing to her, knew the effect he was having on her. This was sliding over from research into outright flirtation of the strangest, most exciting kind. And she didn’t want it to end. 

He touched her other wrist, and his fingers were rougher this time, pressing down into her skin sharply, as though he wanted her to remember who was in charge. She couldn’t take her eyes off of him; that look on his face was there once more, the same one he’d had when he had locked the ball gag into her mouth. Something that finally seemed to reflect how she felt: the raw lust, the raw need, the confirmation that this power exchange was as intense for him as it was for her. That she was more than just another one of his submissives. He turned his head towards her, and for a split second, she thought he was going to kiss her – but before anything more could happen, he shifted away, back towards the box to root through and find more to play with.

And with that, the moment was gone, but she’d known for sure that it was there. They played a little more that day, and he let her set the pace, making sure not to push her too hard too fast based on what she’d already done. She enjoyed it, but it was physically taxing, no doubt, to hang there for such a long time. The session lasted no longer than an hour, but her entire body felt wracked with tension by the time she was done, the complete opposite of the release she normally felt when she walked out of his place.

And she knew it had everything to do with that frisson between them that had arisen as soon as he had seen her completely restrained before him. He had kept his cool in most of the rest of their encounters so far, but it was clear that something about seeing her like that did something to him that he could no longer deny. More to the point, she didn’t want him to deny it any more. She wanted him to touch her and use her and fulfil her all the ways he wanted to. She wanted to be his, utterly, in a way she had never belonged to anyone before in her life.

But she knew that wasn’t where he was at yet, and she had to respect that – even if he never, ever got there. The agreement they had made had never had anything to do with sexual involvement, and she wasn’t ready to disappoint herself assuming that it was coming. Still, when he called her into his office later that same week, she found herself putting a little extra time into her appearance, making sure she looked as good as she could for their next encounter.

She settled into the seat opposite him and found herself wondering if this was about work or something else. She could never tell these days, and she knew the blurring on the lines was dangerous, but she had no intention of putting a stop to it.

"So, I wanted to pitch an idea to you," he began as soon as she settled into her seat opposite his.

"Is this a work pitch or...?”

"A something else pitch," he replied, glancing behind her to make sure that she had closed the door completely. "If you’re open to it?”

"Yeah, sure," she replied, leaning forward with interest.

"There’s a play party coming up," he explained. "In another city. Just for one night. But it could be a good chance for you to explore some other stuff that I can’t provide in my apartment, and for you to meet a few more people involved with the scene."

"I think that sounds great," she replied at once, her face lighting up. And then it hit her – was this a way he could make sure that they weren’t alone together again any time soon? Had he felt it too but been too nervous to risk letting things go any further? She wasn’t certain, but it could have been something like that – he had been the one to push the no-sex part of the deal as hard as he had, after all.

"It would have to be strictly off the company’s records, of course," he warned her. "And we couldn’t let anyone know where we were going."

"Just the two of us?” she asked keenly. He nodded.

"Just the two of us," he affirmed, and she smiled.

"Yeah, I think I can manage that," she replied with certainty. And she was sure she could. 

Before she knew it, they had planned their entire trip - separate hotel rooms in a place not far from where the enormous gathering was taking place. She looked up stories and pictures and experiences online, but she knew that nothing would really be able to capture what being there was like. 

They flew out together, and she found herself biting back a few “Sirs” as they were getting on the plane and heading in the taxi out to the hotel. The trip wasn’t far, and the event was taking place on the same night that they arrived. And she was so ready. 

He came to her hotel room to pick her up, and she practically swooned when she saw what he was wearing – crisp suit, clean-shaven, black tie. She was wearing a dark dress and heels, the same thing she had worn when she had attended that very first party at his place.

"You look great," he remarked, flicking his eyes up and down her like he was taking her in for the first time. She beamed at him.

"Thanks," she replied. "You too." 

He proffered an arm to her, and she took it; she felt so good next to him, knowing that he was the one in charge. He paused for a moment before they got into the elevator, and fixed her with one last searching look before he spoke.

"You ready?”




Write Away, Sir Part 6: Taking What's His

Stephanie followed Cameron over the threshold of the large archway that led to the enormous hall that was already packed full of people. Her eyes were pinned to the ground, and she was glad that her submission allowed her to keep her attention focused on something other than the pummeling nervousness that was leaping through her body.

Cameron had been here before – he had visited plenty of parties like this one, and he knew what he was doing. She kept reminding herself of that, of the fact that he was practiced in this art of a thrilling power exchange. It made her feel a little safer, but it was still as though she had marched into the middle of something she would never be able to fully extricate herself from. But then, she wasn’t sure that she wanted to.

"Are you doing all right?” Cameron asked, turning to glance over his shoulder. Her eyes were locked on the ground, and she knew that they had to stay there, but she was grateful for the fact that he was even checking in with her. He was a caring dominant, more than she deserved. Or maybe that was just her submissive side talking. She nodded at the ground, and, when he looked away, stole a glance around the room to take in everything that was going on. 

She had attended one of these parties before, when she had visited at Cameron’s apartment for her first foray into the world of BDSM, but back then she had only been observing from the sidelines. While she was in this place, she didn’t want to pass up the chance to play a little with voyeurism, see how she felt submitting to him under the watchful gaze of so many people. 

The place was lavishly done up, packed with a couple of hundred people, many of whom were dressed in fetish gear – latex suits, collars, leashes, with some women walking around completely naked with their eyes trained on the floor. She was glad, at least, that she was still allowed to wear at least a little bit in front of Cameron, though if he instituted a rule that ordered her to be utterly naked every second she spent around him...yeah, she could have lived with that. She could easily have lived with that. 

There were a few platforms set up that were set up around the room, upon which a number of people were...performing? Is that what it was called? Couples and small groups were acting out scenes of various types up on those platforms, taking time to explore each other – some of them had whips and paddles, some of them had chains and ties, and others were simply using words to assert their dominance. She gazed, slightly open-mouthed, at a woman standing above a line of men on all fours before her, staring down at them with a sureness that kept them in their place. She wondered if she would ever have that kind of power over anyone. She would have loved to think, one day, that she would be able to lay claim to that astonishing control, to have men literally falling at her feet.

It was strange – while nobody in the room was acting on any obviously sexual impulse, the room was heavy with it. Anticipation, almost, as though everyone was engaging in this incredibly erotic foreplay at the same time. And now, she was a part of it. And she wanted to be. She wanted to be wrapped up in this world, in this room, with these people – none of them knew the complex dynamic that was going on with her and her dominant, that she had only just joined this BDSM scene. To them, she was just another kindred spirit, exploring the densely erotic thrill of power and submission.

"There’s strictly no sexual contact here," Cameron reminded her quietly, probably noticing the heat beginning to come off her in waves. She nodded, smiled, and bit her lip. 

"I can see that," she replied. In fact, she knew that there was no sex involved in their BDSM in general, but that didn’t mean that she didn’t find this hot. She loved the fact that this gorgeous, powerful man saw fit to have her on his arm at an event like this – or at his feet, depending on how you wanted to look at it. Every now and then, she would find herself burning for him, wanting to give him the ultimate control over her, but she did her best to keep it down. They had agreed on keeping it platonic - as platonic as it could be, given what they were doing – and she didn’t want to do anything to jeopardize what they had.

"What do you want to do?” he asked her softly, and he reached out to take her hand; the gesture was almost tender, and it caught her off-guard. 

"I, uh..." she replied, or tried to, looking around the room and trying to come up with something convincing. Truth was, there was so much that she wanted to try, she didn’t even know where to start. And then her eyes fell on something she recognized – a Saint Andrew’s cross. It was strapped to a wall above one of the platforms, and she pointed to it.

"That," she replied, and he raised his eyebrows at her.

"You want to do that? Here? In front of everyone?” 

"Yes," she replied certainly. She couldn’t believe she was doing this; she had never in a million years thought about displaying herself like that before. But, in that instant, she knew she wanted to feel the eyes of everyone on her. She wanted them to see her, wanted them to see her with him. Wanted to prove, to Cameron, to herself, to everyone there, that she was capable of this. She could give him everything she needed. 

He led her towards the platform, which had just been vacated by the last people who’d been using it. He clasped her hand and led her up the steps, and a few people crowded around to watch them. Stephanie cast her eye nervously over everyone before her, hoping she wasn’t going to let them down. 

"Relax," Cameron ordered her, and she knew it wasn’t up for debate. She closed her eyes and let out a long breath, glad that he was here with her. He wouldn’t let her get hurt or make a fool of herself. She just had to let his words sweep through her, follow his commands, and everything would be fine.

"Yes, Sir," she replied, and he guided her back into the cross. She was reminded of the first time he had put her in one of these; when she was sure that he had lost a little of his carefully-cultivated control over her. Maybe there was something at the back of her mind that hoped that same thing would happen again, here, far from home and the real life that kept them from giving in to their desire...

He gently lifted her feet out of her heels and into the bottom clasps of the cross, and she bit her lip and looked down at the crowd around her; now that she was a little higher up, she could see the entire room. It was heaving with people, gilded and gold and looking like they had rolled out of the very upper echelons of a society she could barely imagine. So many eyes were on her, and yet she felt completely safe. As long as she could feel his hands brushing across her body, silently guiding her in the right direction, telling what to do and how to do it, nothing could throw her off her game.

They were practiced in their dynamic now, and he spread her entire body out wide, so that her short dress began to ride up her thighs. Her pussy was aching, and she knew that if her skirt rolled up any further she would expose her soaking wet panties. The thought of that thrilled her, of the whole room knowing her shame as she lay there, unable to do anything about it. 

The locks were a little tighter on her wrists that they had been in his room back at his apartment, but she could take it. In fact, the pain was exhilarating, and she wanted more, more, more – she knew that he wouldn’t push her any further than he’d already pushed, but she was already craving a depth of pain that she had never felt before. She wanted her skin to split, her muscles to ache, her bones to groan. And she wanted to do it all for him. 

"How do you feel?” he asked her, once the ties were secure over her body. She closed her eyes and tried to wrap her head around this; never in a million years did she think that she would be here, giving herself to him, giving her power over to a man and inviting what felt like the whole world to watch. He reached out and caught her chin in his hand, forcing her to look him in the eyes. She bit her lip and gazed at him.

"Answer me," he ordered. She adored him most when he was like this – when he was taking control of her for her own good, to get what he needed to know from her.

"It feels good, Sir," she replied, and he smiled, that shark-like grin that never quite seemed to reach his eyes.

"Tell them," he ordered, and he stepped aside. Her eyes widened.

"Sir?”

"Tell them what you told me," he demanded, and she took a deep, shaky breath. This wasn’t what she had been expecting, but she would do it, for him.

"It feels good, Sir," she repeated again, raising her voice a little bit. He shook his head.

"Tell them that you like this," he ordered her, and she said it again, louder. 

"Again," he commanded.

"It feels good, Sir," she finally gasped, the words practically tearing out of her lungs, cutting through the air around her. Her chest was rising and falling quickly, and she couldn’t believe she was doing this. And she couldn’t believe how good it felt. She had never been this helpless in her life, at the mercy of so many people – not just Cameron, but the prying eyes of everyone who was watching them. She cast her gaze over the crowd before her and inhaled a shaky breath. Some were watching her with envy, some with pity, some with open desire. Being the focus of so much emotion was a little overwhelming, but in the best possible way. 

He walked slowly around her, watching her, taking her in, and she was sure that he wanted her – that look was in his eyes again, along with something else, too. Something like pride? As though he was proud to be seen with her, proud that his submissive was doing so well with such little training. She felt as though she had been made for this, waiting for him to draw out this side of her. She already adored it. 

Suddenly, he reached up and unbuckled her; she let out a breath she didn’t realize she had been holding as he freed her from her restraints. 

"What are you doing, Sir?” she asked, and he shook his head.

"I think we need to get out of here," he replied, and her eyes widened.

"What are you talking about, Sir?”

"I’ll explain when we go back to the room," he replied, and he lifted her down from the cross, his arm around her waist as he guided her gently back to the ground. The crowd began to disperse, losing interesting in the scene now that they had broken her out of the cross. 

He grasped her hand and quickly marched out of the hall, and Stephanie hurried to keep up, her heart pounding. Had she done something wrong? Or had he, like her, felt things shift into something more intense, something that broke the rules of the contract that they had so carefully put together?

They made it back to the room, and he closed the door behind her. 

"What’s happening, Sir?" she asked, and he shook his head, waving his hands.

"No, no, no Sir," he replied, and she frowned.

"What’s going on, Cameron?”

He sighed and leaned against the door.

"Stephanie, I have to admit something to you," he replied, shaking his head. "And I can’t believe I’m saying it, but I think we need to stop this."

"What are you talking about?” she exclaimed, and it felt like her heart was going to drop out of her chest. 

"I’m saying that we need to stop this before it goes any further," he confessed. "I feel like...I don’t know how much longer I can be around you without wanting something more."

"Something more?" she prompted him, and he shook his head.

"I’m attracted to you, all right?" he told her, a twinge of anger to his voice, as though he couldn’t even believe he was coming out with it. "I’ve never done this BDSM thing without a sexual relationship, and we agreed that we weren’t going to have that," he continued, speaking fast, like he was worried he might lose his nerve and fail at the last moment. "And I don’t want to push you into anything that you’re not comfortable with, or that could jeopardize your work..."

He trailed off, and he looked up at her. She could hardly take in what he was saying. Because it confirmed everything that she had felt for him, everything she had felt between them. But he was saying he wanted to back off. It was too much for him to carry this on without taking things further – but all that meant to her was that they needed to accept where the relationship was going and take her submission to the next level. 

And she knew exactly what she needed to do to assure him of that point. She stood there before him, staring into his eyes, and then slowly, slowly sank to her knees before him.

"Stephanie, what are you doing?” he demanded, and she looked up at him with wide eyes.

"I want that too, Sir," she explained. "I want you to...I want you to use me. Any way you see fit. Any way that I can please you, I’ll do it."

He stared at her, as though trying to figure out if this was some kind of joke.

"Stephanie, we work together," he reminded her, but his voice had dropped a little, like he wasn’t convincing himself. 

"But we have something here," she countered. "I know we do. I’ve never felt anything like this for anyone else, never in my life, and I want...I want to see what happens when we take it to the next level."

He fell silent, narrowing his eyes at her, as though he was trying to figure out exactly how bad an idea this was. 

"You’re sure about this," he replied, and it wasn’t a question. She nodded.

"I have to know what it’s like," she murmured. "To give myself to you. Completely."

And with that, she felt something shift inside of him. Something changed in the air around them, and she knew nothing was going to be the same.

"Don’t move," he ordered her, and she did as she was told, not moving a muscle. He slowly began to make his way around her, walking behind her; he reached out, briefly, and skimmed his fingers over the back of her neck. She groaned quietly, the touch suddenly so full of promise that she could hardly take it. When he arrived in front of her again, his cock was hard beneath his pants, and she ached to reach out and touch it. But she had waited long enough – she didn’t mind holding out a little longer to get what she had been craving for so long. 

"Hands behind your back," he told her, and she clasped her fingers behind her at once. She couldn’t believe this was happening; she had no idea what she had coming to her, but she knew that he understood her limits. Their safeword still stood, and she knew that she wasn’t in any danger with him. This was a man who had taken time to learn the intricacies of her desires and her wants and her needs before he had so much as kissed her. She could trust him. 

He unzipped his fly slowly and drew his cock into his hand. She gasped when she laid eyes on it for the first time; it was beautiful, thick and long and impressive, bigger than anything she had ever seen in person before. She looked up at him, stealing a glance at his gorgeous face, and found it written with an intense desire. The same desire she had seen on him when he had restrained her to that cross the first time. She had been right about their chemistry then, and she was right about it now, and she wasn’t going to fight it any longer.

He placed a hand on the back of her head and guided it towards him.

"Open your mouth."

She parted her lips at once, and he slipped his cock in between and into her mouth. He tasted so good – somehow, she had known what he was going to taste like before she’d had him in her mouth, and it was just like this. The way he smelled, masculine and classic and strong. He took his time, letting her get used to the feeling of his erection filling her mouth, and she simply gazed up at him. This was her master, this was her Sir, this was her dominant, and he was finally gifting her the one thing that she had been craving for so long. 

He began to slowly thrust his cock into her mouth, taking his time and letting her get used to the sensation of his erection filling her up. She moaned, softly, and kept her hands clasped tightly behind her back. She wanted to reach out and touch him, caress him, feel him. But he would let her when the time was right, and she knew that time wasn’t quite yet.

She worked her tongue along the underside of his cock as he pushed further and further into her mouth. She had always gagged before when previous partners had tried to get her to deep throat, but she found it easy when she was with him. It was as though her body had become nothing more than a receptacle for him to use, whatever he wanted her to be. Her very being felt malleable, as though there was nothing that he could have asked of her that she wouldn’t have been able to pull off. 

He fucked her mouth slowly, using her like he had been fantasizing about this for as long as he could remember. She wondered if there had been times, before they even officially got together, that he had looked at her across that table in his office and wondered what it would have been like to have her on her knees before him. The thought of it turned her on even more, and her pussy was aching, pulsing for attention. She needed him inside her, and she had no idea if she was going to get that tonight or if he was simply going to use her mouth until he was satisfied. 

"Look at me," he ordered, when he noticed her eyes drifting shut from the sheer pleasure of finally having him where she wanted him. She gazed up at him with pure adoration, hoping he could see how willing she was. She didn’t want him doubting this, not when she knew that she needed it so badly. 

He took his cock in his hand and pulled it from her mouth – she kept her lips parted, and he slapped his cock lightly on the tip of her tongue. She could taste his pre-cum, taste his need for her. She wriggled where she sat, her clit practically pulsing with the need for some relief. 

"Get up," he demanded, and she rose to her feet, looking him dead in the eye. She needed him to touch her. He must have known that. And yet, he seemed more than happy to push her a little further before he gave her that much-needed relief.

"Take off your dress," he told her, without laying a finger on her. She slowly unzipped the zipper on the side of her garment and let it tumble to the floor at her feet. He inhaled sharply, his eyes skimming down her body to take in her bare breasts and the curve of her hips beneath her panties.

"Take those off too," he ordered, pointing to her underwear. She reached down and hooked her thumbs under her panties, sliding them down her legs and stepping her heels carefully out of the wisp of black lace.

"Give them to me."

She was confused for a moment, but then realized that he was asking for her underwear; she stood up and handed them to him. And watched as he raised them to his face and inhaled deeply.

"You’re so fucking wet, pet," he murmured, and he hooked two fingers into her mouth, pulling her lips apart. She moaned softly as he pushed the panties into her mouth, filling her up with the scent of her own sweet, musky pussy.

"Can you be a good girl and keep quiet for me?” he asked, and she nodded.

"Good," he growled, directly into her ear. His breath was hot on her skin, and she wanted to kiss him more than anything, but she felt like she was pinned to the spot. She couldn’t do anything that he didn’t outright command that she did, utterly under his control. As though she had been hypnotized. 

"Because I’m going to fuck you, and if you make a noise, I’m not going to let you come," he continued, his voice taking on a throaty edge. "I’m going to fuck you and come inside you and leave you if I hear so much as a peep. Do you understand?”

She knew the questions were his way of checking in with her, making sure that everything was okay. Nodding, she gave himself the final ounce of control that she had – her voice. Everything she was belonged to him now, and she loved it. 

He guided her towards the desk that sat opposite his bed and positioned her so that she was propped up against it, facing the mirror that hung above it. Sliding in behind her, he ran his hands lustfully over her ass, sinking his fingers into her flesh. He had been waiting a long time to do that, she could tell. Maybe even as long as she had been waiting for him to do it. 

"This pussy belongs to me, you understand?" he murmured into her ear, quickly sheathing himself and guiding his cock against her slit. She nodded. She wanted to moan in agreement, but she also knew that she needed to come more than anything in the world. All the tension that had built between them had led to this moment. She wasn’t willing to hold out for a moment longer than she had to. 

And finally, finally, satisfied with her answer, he pushed inside of her. 

It took everything she had in her to keep from crying out with the sheer pleasure of feeling him enter her for the first time. She had been fucked before, of course she had, but it had never felt like this – like their bodies had been made to fit together, like his cock had been built to push deep inside her, to spread her open and lay her out for his own enjoyment. She bit back the cry of delight, forcing herself to stay focused on that orgasm, on the one he would only give her if she did as she was told.

"Fuck, you’re so wet," he growled, fucking her in deep, long strokes. His hands were gripping her hips, pulling them back roughly to meet him so that he could drive himself deep inside of her. The sound of their bodies finally connecting made her head spin, a reminder that this was really happening; she lifted her head and looked into the mirror, watching this man fuck her, and it took her a moment to connect to the reality of the moment. She couldn’t believe it. How many times had she fantasized about this very encounter? And now it was happening...all her fantasies were bursting from sepia-tone to watercolor before her very eyes. She couldn’t get enough. 

He didn’t hold back for a single moment, driving herself frantically into her pussy like his life depended on it. The noises he was making told her that he had been as desperate for this as she had been, and that pushed her desire to a whole new level. It was one thing to desire Cameron, but it was quite another to be so desired by him at the same time; of all the women he could have had, he had chosen her. He had given her everything, his power, his control, his dominance, and now his body...

She had to press her lips together to keep from crying out in pleasure. The groan of need was threatening to rise in her throat, but she bit it back. Even now, lost to the throes of pleasure, she couldn’t forget that he was her boss, that he was in charge of her in every sense of the word. And so, she clung to the desk for dear life and let him take her, rail her, fuck her, use her in every way that he wanted to.

Before long, she could feel his cock twitching inside her, and his thrusts became more insistent - he was clearly getting close. She could feel herself teetering on the edge of an orgasm, but she still hadn’t got there when he let out a cry of pleasure and held himself deep inside her. His cock filled her up, and she felt that intense release, the utter submission of letting this man use her pussy as nothing more than a whole for him to fill. 

"Turn around and get on the table," he commanded, catching his breath; it took her a second to make sense of his words through the fog of desire in her brain, but she quickly did as she was told. 

He sank down to his knees before her and pushed her legs back so that her freshly-used pussy was exposed; lowering his mouth to her cunt, he took her clit into his mouth and sucked softly. The moan he let out as he went down on her for the first time told her that this had been on his mind as long as it had been on hers, and she felt the pleasure that had been building inside her finally give out and roll into a release.

The noise she made was muffled by the panties, but only barely – she wouldn’t have been surprised if the entire hotel came running to check on her and make sure that she wasn’t being murdered up there. She didn’t care. The orgasm felt as though it was ripping her in half, the intensity of the pleasure burning up every inch of her body. Her skin felt as though it was alive for the first time in her entire life, as though she could finally feel, a sixth sense awoken that she never knew she had been lacking until that moment.

He rose to his feet once more, hooked her panties out of her mouth, and kissed her – their very first kiss, the first time their lips had found one another. It was odd, they had already fucked and sucked and gone down on each other, but a kiss felt like the most intimate thing he could give her. Because it was more than just pure gratification. It was affection, something sweeter and deeper than their dynamic would allow for. His tongue was in her mouth, and she kissed him back, letting the taste of the both of them linger on her tongue. She never wanted to forget this moment. Their first kiss. The start of something new, something different, something special.

"Excuse me just a moment," he murmured when he pulled back, brushing his nose against hers and smiling. She nodded her agreement, the power of words not quite within her grasp yet. As soon as he left the room, she collapsed on to the bed, bare-ass naked and utterly satisfied. Not just in the submissive sense but the physical one too. She had finally gotten what she wanted from him. 

But now that it was over, she couldn’t help but worry that she had done something wrong. What if she had pushed things too far, too fast? Nervously, she pulled her covers up over her body, feeling vulnerable in a way she hadn’t before.

He joined her in bed a moment later and wrapped his arms around her tightly. Planting a kiss to the back of her neck, he moved his mouth to her ear and spoke to her for the first time since they had changed everything.

"What do you want now?” he asked, and she snuggled against him. She knew they would have to figure this out sooner or later, but for now, she wanted to relax in this safe zone, of not knowing exactly whether this had been the best idea she’d ever had or the worst one.

"I want to sleep, right here, next to you," she replied. "Sir."

"I think I can manage that," he agreed, smiling, and he planted a soft kiss on her cheek. She closed her eyes and grinned to herself. Satisfied, sated, submissive. And all because of him.




Write Away, Sir Part 7: Coming Clean

"Are you sure this is a good idea?” Stephanie asked, try to suppress the giggles that were threatening to rise up in her throat. Cameron raised his eyebrows at her, reminding her to keep it down.

"It’s only going to be a bad one if anyone else figures out what’s going on here," he reminded her. "And we’re not going to let that happen, are we?”

"Of course not, Sir," she agreed demurely, fluttering her lashes at him playfully. He smiled at her and nodded.

"Then let’s get out there," he suggested, and with that, the two of them turned to head out and join the crowd inside the building.

It had been just over a month since Stephanie and Cameron had returned from the trip that had changed everything. After a visit to an exclusive party across the state, they had wound up finally consummating their physical relationship, and nothing had been the same since. Where before they had worked hard to make sure there was no overlap in the personal and the professional, since that night, they hadn’t bothered to distinguish between them – and they had a lot of catching up on lost time to make up for. 

Cameron had started sleeping over at Stephanie’s place most evenings, where the two of them would spend hot-and-heavy nights exploring the thrilling depths and lengths that they were both willing to go to in order to find out where their boundaries lay. And what Stephanie had discovered was that her boundaries hardly seemed to exist at all when it came to him – as long as he was there, guiding her through everything with his gentle, firm tone, she felt safe. As though he was hypnotizing her through the hard parts. And she loved every moment of it.

More than that, though, she could feel herself beginning to get drawn in by him. She had assumed that whatever they had, it was just the thrill of the physical – that her attraction to him didn’t go further than that. She had managed to convince herself that was the case, certain that her body wouldn’t have responded to him in deeper ways. But what she had discovered was that she wanted to be with him, more than just as his lover; she knew that he’d taken other women like her before, and she didn’t want to be just another in a long line of submissives. She wanted to be something special to him, and she just didn’t know quite how to go about it.

"So, before...before we started doing this," she asked curiously one day, trying to find the words to bring her worries to reality. 

"Yeah?” he asked, propping himself up on her side of the bed and yawning. He had taken to sleeping over too, which was something she was still getting used to – for a long time, it had been just her and her cat in this apartment, and now he was here, filling up her personal space. She liked it, sure, but it was also a little terrifying to think about all the power he had in this place. In her life. 

"Were you doing it with other people?” she asked, biting her lip. He smiled at her, reaching over to touch the inside of her arm lightly, a familiar gesture she recognized as him soothing her.

"Yes, of course I was," he replied honestly. "Most of the major relationships I’ve had, they’ve had some element of this in them – some element of submission, at least."

"And all the women you’ve been with...?”

"They’ve been my submissives first and foremost," he replied. "The ones who I had serious long-term stuff with."

"But how do you..." She struggled to find the right words. What she wanted to ask him was how on earth he could balance the dominance that came with her submission, the cruelty that it called for, with something more profound and emotional. Could you be in love and still want to treat the person you were meant to be in love with like that? It didn’t make a lot of sense to her. She knew that you could respect the people you did this with, that you could admire them and enjoy their company, but she couldn’t reconcile in her head how she was meant to match romance and love and such delicious cruelty in the same breath.

"How do I what?” he prompted her, and she shook her head. For a writer, she felt like she was fresh out of words. 

And it had been a long time since she had turned in the final draft of her book to the editors, and they had given it the go-ahead nearly at once. She knew that she had done a great job, pouring everything that had happened with Cameron into the story and making it her own. When readers picked up that story, they would be picking up a part of her life, and she was proud to have shared some of herself in her writing that way. She had never really done it before, and she knew now that she could do it again.

What the end of the book meant was that their relationship had officially translated into something a lot more serious than what it had been before. When she had been working on the story, the two of them had, at least, been able to pretend that there was some semblance of professionalism to their relationship. But now that the book was complete, they had to admit to themselves and one another that they were just doing this because they enjoyed it. They enjoyed being with each other in this way, enjoyed the sex, enjoyed the passion, and didn’t want to give it up for anything. 

But Stephanie still had so many questions as to what came next now that they were...was together the word? She had no clue. She didn’t know how to ask him either. Was she just meant to sit down and ask for a shift from “Sir” to “babe”? 

When the annual end-of-year party came up for the office that he worked at, though, she felt like there was a chance for her to explore something new in what they had been doing together. She hadn’t got the nerve to outright ask him if there was something more serious going on between them, and she still didn’t know how in the name of holy hell she would have just come out with a question like that. So, when she received her invitation asking her to attend the event, she smiled to herself. Here was her opportunity, laid out in black-and-white on thick card stock. 

"Cameron," she suggested, casually, while the two of them were lying in bed after a particularly rambunctious session that evening. 

"Yes?" He turned to her, and it was as though he already knew what she was going to ask. She felt a little thrown, not sure how to come out with what she wanted to say.

"I’m just...uh, wondering..." she blurted, trying to keep her shit together. "I mean, wondering if maybe, you know, with the party coming up, if you would like – if you thought – if you wanted to, of course-"

"Stephanie," he cut her off gently. "You want to just come out and tell me what’s going on in your head? Because I’m not sure I’m keeping up right now."

"I thought we could go to that party together," she confessed finally, and he raised his eyebrows in surprise.

"Together?”

"Like, as a couple," she suggested, hoping that she was keeping her voice light. In reality, she felt as though she was drowning under an enormous pile of panic, but she kept her gaze focused on him and managed to smile.

"A couple, huh?” he remarked, and his voice was unreadable. She shifted in the bed, running her fingers absently around the marks that he had left on her wrists a few days before, when the two of them had been indulging in a particularly intense session over at his place. He had fucked her afterwards, so hard her brain had felt like it was going to fall straight out of her head, and she had been sure she was falling for him then. For more than just the connection, but something...something that went beyond that.

"Yeah, if you’d be into it," she replied, and she cursed herself for sounding like a dorky teenager trying to play it cool. He looked over at her, a smile curling up on to his lips.

"You know what, that could be fun," he remarked. "But we could get into trouble. You know, I don’t think they like it so much if editors and writers start hooking up in their off hours."

"Yeah, but we’re not working together anymore," she pointed out.

"And we never would again if they found out about all of this," he reminded her. "Much as I’d love to go to this thing with you on my arm, I don’t think it’s a good idea, at least not quite yet."

"Hmph," she sighed to herself, flopping back on the bed. He had a point, but she didn’t want to have to admit it. He reached out and took her hand, and she drew her attention around to him again.

"Although," he suggested, and there was a playful twinge to his voice that made her heart dance in her chest. "Although, we could still go together," he continued. "Just...incognito."

"Incognito?”

"Just for now," he promised her. "I don’t want to keep it that way forever, trust me. But until things are a little more certain, I think we should just play it close to our chests."

"Like how?”

"Like make sure nobody else finds out about us," he replied. "And make sure that anything that happens stays between us, and just us."

"That sounds like you just don’t want anyone to know that you’re with me," she replied with a pout, and he shook his head.

"Trust me, if I could go out there and tell the whole world that you’re mine, I would have done it already," he replied fervently. "But I don’t want anything that happens with us to get in the way of your career."

"Or yours," she pointed out. It had been hanging over her head recently, sticking out in her brain, that he was very much above her in the pecking order when it came to their work. Not that it should have mattered, but it did. She knew that when people looked at the two of them together, they would see a man who had exploited his position of power over a woman beneath him to get what he wanted. And she didn’t want anyone looking at the man she cared for so deeply like that.

"Yeah, or mine," he conceded. "But we could still go together. Could be fun, right? Playing it cool..."

"I don’t think I’m capable of playing it cool," she admitted, and he chuckled.

"Didn’t realize I had that much of an effect on you," he replied, and she leaned over and planted a bold kiss on his lips. She was still getting used to this part of the relationship, the part where she got to take control once in a while. It had been so long with just him in charge that she forgot that, as his partner, she was allowed to steal a kiss every now and then. She planned to take advantage of that part of the deal a whole lot more in the near future.

The day of the party approached, and she started second-guessing what she was planning on doing with him. What if someone caught on to what they were planning? What if someone noticed one little flirtation too many and guessed what had happened? Would she be able to keep her raw lust for him in? Would they be able to make it through their very first social event together unscathed? She had no idea, and the closer it got, the more she thought they were making a huge mistake. 

"Are you sure this is a good idea?" she fretted as the two of them got ready at her apartment. She had to admit, he looked terribly handsome in the suit he had picked out for the occasion – it was deep blue and brought out the soft olive tones in his skin perfectly, and seemed to make his dark hair look even darker by comparison. 

"I’m sure," he promised her. "We’ll play it safe, right? I promise. Nobody’s going to know what’s going on except the two of us."

"Of course," she agreed, and he touched her arm lightly, gave her that look that told her she had forgotten something.

"Sir," she finished up, and she smiled at him. How was it that that word made her feel safe now? As though she was wrapped up in something good and pure and honest? Even though she knew it was a game every time she used that term to describe it, it felt as though it was the most straightforward any relationship she had been in had ever been. After all, how often did she get to sit down at the start of something new and figure out exactly how it was going to function, what the rules were, how it worked? When it came to BDSM, there was no choice but to do that, and it cleared the way to make a lot of their communication in general a whole lot easier to take care of.

"You ready?" he asked her, calling through to the bedroom where she was getting dressed. She bit her lip and checked herself out in the mirror one last time, twisting this way and that to take in her look; she was wearing a short black dress, similar to the one she’d had on when they had first fucked in that hotel all those weeks ago, and heels so high she could have probably punched straight through someone’s foot with them had she been so inclined. She knew it was a little much for an end-of-year party, especially given that she would normally have just skipped out on such an event, but she wanted to look good for him. She wanted to make him proud to have her on his arm when the time came.

"Wow," he murmured, as soon as she emerged and did a little twirl for him in the doorway of her bedroom. Their bedroom, now, she supposed, even though it wasn’t official yet – she knew that it was only a matter of time before it became so.

"You like?"

"I love," he replied, and he reached out to take her hand, winding his fingers through hers. "You look amazing, Stephanie."

She loved it when he called her by her name. There was something about hearing her name on his lips that took it from generic title to something more, something impossibly hot and powerful.

They climbed into their taxi and headed across town to the building where the party was being held; it was strange to think that the place would be packed out with people who saw them at least every week and yet had no idea about the truth of their relationship. She bit her lip and shifted in her seat, half-hoping that someone would figure it out, expose them. She wanted to be able to tell people what was happening, that the gorgeous man beside her was the one who spent almost every night with her back in her apartment. She loved the way he looked, the way he sounded, the way he smiled, the look on his face when he was in control of her. And she loved, most of all, the fact that it was happening right now. That they would be sneaking it under everyone’s noses.

"Should we go in together?" she fretted while they were still standing outside the place. "Or do we do it separately? I don’t want anyone to guess as soon as we get in there..."

"I think we go in separately," he suggested. "And then, once we’re inside, we can find each other."

"That sounds good to me," she agreed, letting out a sigh of relief. 

"And you’ll go get me a drink," he ordered, leaving no room for debate. She knew exactly what he was trying to do, and she wanted nothing more than to indulge it.

"Yes, Sir," she agreed quietly, dipping her head down in a gesture of deference she knew he would appreciate.

He went in first, and she counted to one hundred before she followed him in; the place was busy with people, a few of whom gave her funny looks. They were probably trying to remember who she was. She didn’t spend a lot of time in the office, after all. She flicked her gaze around the room as subtly as she could, and her heart lifted when she saw her man standing over with the CEO. He was talking animatedly, and the woman next to him was laughing as though she couldn’t get enough of what he was saying. She felt a little jolt of jealousy, but she knew that was the point; part of this control was proving that he could do stuff like this while she couldn’t. It drove her crazy in the best way possible.

She went to the bar to grab the drink he had requested, and ordered his usual - a scotch on the rocks in a small tumbler. The bartender tried flirting with her a little, but she was quick to shut it down. There was only one man in this room whose attention she was interested in catching. 

She carried the drink over to him carefully, walking slowly in her heels, remembering the first time they had done anything like this – when he had ordered her out of his office to collect him a coffee. The stakes were higher now, the reality more intense. Once she was beside him, she handed him the glass carefully, and he smiled at her indulgently. 

"Thank you."

"No problem," she replied, and she stole a glance at the woman beside him; she was watching the two of them curiously, and so Stephanie lowered her voice when she came out with the last word.

"Sir."

She walked away from him feeling like she was floating on air, a little smirk on her face as she went. And with that, the evening had begun.

In a lot of ways, it was truly freeing, being at his side like this while the two of them pretended that they hadn’t come together. She was deferent to him, keeping her eyes low and her tone soft, but the two of them still drifted towards one another across the course of the party; she was sure she was playing it cool, but whenever she saw another woman chatting up him, making him laugh, she felt a jolt of jealousy. He knew what he was doing to her, though, and every time she felt that flicker of envy rush through her, he would shoot her a look that reminded her that he had come here with her and her alone. And she would feel safe again. 

When the two of them headed to the bar at the same time, she leaned on the counter casually and hoped that everyone around her couldn’t see the pulsing excitement on her face. There was something incredibly hot about being so close to him but not being able to say a word or even really acknowledge him. Nobody in this room knew the things he had done to her, the things she wanted him to do to her right then and there. She shifted a little closer to him once they were both at the bar, her body casually pressing against his. She knew it could be passed off as nothing more than a reaction to the sheer number of people in the room, but some part of her hoped that people noticed her flirtation and put the pieces together. Because being seen with this man? Well, that was about the hottest thing she could imagine.

"Sir," she greeted him, her voice low and her eyes fixed forward.

"Stephanie," he replied. He didn’t even give her a glance - she wanted to earn his attention, but she knew that it was safer for him to keep it from her like this.

"Go wait for me in the bathroom," he ordered her. "Close the cubicle door, pull up your dress, and wait for me. You understand?”

"I understand, Sir," she breathed. Were they really going to do this here? She didn’t know if it was a good idea or not – but she didn’t want to say no. She knew what was coming, and she knew she needed the relief of feeling his cock pushing deep inside her, finally, all over again.

She retreated from the bar without saying another word to him and wondered if anyone had overheard their conversation. Her heart was pounding, and she wanted to be able to tell the whole room what she was about to do – that the man there, yes, that gorgeous one at the bar, wanted her above everyone else and that she was going to give him everything he wanted.

She made it into the bathroom and closed the door behind her, taking a deep breath as she prepared herself for what he wanted from her. Rolling her dress up over her hips, she stared at herself in the mirror and wondered if she was really doing this. If they were caught...well, not only would they be kicked out of the party, they would be the gossip of the entire office. Everyone would know. And she realized, at the back of her mind, that she was hoping they found out. She didn’t want it to be a secret any longer. She wanted it out there, for the world to know about. 

A few moments later, she heard the door open behind her, a rush of panic ran through her – what if it was someone else? She hadn’t locked the door so he could come in and find her, but if somebody who they hadn’t intended walked on it...

But then, she felt his hands on her hips and relief ran through her. It was him. It was always going to be him.

"You’ve been a good girl tonight, Stephanie," he murmured, and he moved his hand beneath her and cupped her pussy through her panties. She was already soaked and couldn’t help but moan lightly as he touched her for the first time. She had been burning for the feel of his hands on her again, and he knew it.

"Now, tell me," he ordered, his voice firm and leaving no room for debate. "Who does this pussy belong to?”

"You, Sir," she replied at once, not even having to think twice. He pressed his fingers with a little more pressure into her clit, and she moaned softly. Outside, she could still hear the noise of the party carrying on, nobody aware of what was going on just a few feet away, and the thought of that turned her on even more. Somebody could have walked in on the two of them at any moment, caught them in the middle of their deviant act – but she didn’t care. All she cared about was pleasing him. 

"Your pussy belongs to me," he repeated after her, his tone low with lust. She groaned as he pulled her panties aside. It had belonged to him for so long, and it had just taken her a hot minute to figure it out. Now that he had taken control of her, once and for all, she knew that she would never go back. Her body, her mind, her heart – it all belonged to him and him alone. 

She felt his cock pressing up against her slick pussy, and he reached forward and grasped her hands so he could pull her back on to his cock. The sensation was rough and intense and utterly satisfying, and she could only cry out with pleasure as he took her from behind like that. He never held back when he was fucking her, and he made her feel so wanted that she could hardly stand it; she had never had a man treat her as so irresistible before in her life, and she knew she would never grow tired of it.

He fucked her in long, slow strokes at first, letting her get used to the feeling of his cock spreading her open; she had recently gone on birth control so they would be able to go without a condom, and she had to admit, there was something incredibly hot about giving her body to him in this way. Knowing that he was taking her, raw, filling her up with his seed – it was intense, in the best possible way.

"Tell me again," he ordered her, and she gasped for air, her lungs tearing to catch breath.

"This pussy belongs to you, Sir," she managed at last. She knew it was true. She could never imagine giving herself to anyone else, not in her life – not when she knew that this man and everything he brought with him was there for her, intense and impassioned and so full of want for her that sometimes it seemed as though it would come bursting out of him. He slid his hands down to her hips and pulled them back on his cock hard, leaving her to plant her hands on the wall and push back against it. She felt helpless in the best possible way, the way she always did when he was moving ruthlessly inside of her. Like nothing in the world mattered, like she could just detach from everything and everyone but this moment. 

She could hear his breath already beginning to get a little ragged behind her, and she knew he was getting close. Just the way she liked it. She loved knowing that she had pushed him there, to the point where he couldn’t take any more – he slipped his hands between her thighs and found her clit, playing softly with her sensitive nub to guide her to the same cliff-face he was on the edge of going over himself. She let out a cry, not caring who out there heard her, and her pussy contracted around his cock, over and over again, the pleasure bursting and coursing through her.

Moments later, she felt him reach his own release, his cock twitching as he filled her full of his seed. Now, that had to be the best feeling in the world. The sensation of him, filling up her used pussy with his sperm, breeding her, marking her as his...she knew that she would never be able to give herself to anyone else in the same way and meant it like she did with him. With him was the first time she had ever allowed a man to come inside her, and it felt like something profound, exciting. He knew that he was taking this from her too, and she knew that turned him on just as much as it did her.

He slowly pulled out of her, and she turned, sank to her knees, and took his cock into her mouth to clean him eagerly, as she always did when they had just finished. She could taste her pussy mixed with his seed on her tongue, and it thrilled her to know that she would be walking out of that bathroom with that all over her – and that nobody would know. When he looked at her across the room, it would be to relive the memory of this particular moment, just between the two of them.

He drew her to her feet and caught her before she went careering over – her legs were trembling from the heels and the orgasm, and she laughed and gripped a hold of him. And, looking into his eyes, she knew she had to say it.

"Let’s just tell them," she murmured, brushing her nose against his. He cocked his head at her.

"Tell them what?”

"Tell them about us," she urged him. "We could just go out there, be a couple-"

"I don’t think they’d take too kindly to that," he reminded her gently, obviously seeing this as some post-orgasmic flush of enthusiasm, hoping he could talk her down. 

"Then let them be mad," she replied enthusiastically. "We could just go out there, tell them-"

"And then get both of us fired for letting them know what we’ve been up to," he replied, a terse edge to his voice. "You know we can’t do that, not yet."

"So, you just wanted to bring me here to-"

"To play, you know that," he reminded her, and he reached out to touch her hand. Sure, he would do that in here, when it was just the two of them, but he would never have stepped out of his comfort zone and shown the world that he cared for her. She pulled it back before he could make contact.

"And that’s it, isn’t it?” she replied. "That’s all this is to you, play."

"It’s not like that," he assured her, trying to soothe her. "You know you mean more to me than just that. But our work, we can’t...I don’t want you to lose your job because of this, Stephanie. I don’t want to ruin your life over this."

She looked at him, at the man she already knew she loved, and understood that what he was saying was true. And she knew what she had to do – how she could survive all of this, make it work, her job, her lover, everything that mattered most to her. Her thoughts crystallized, and she opened her mouth and spoke once more.

"I can’t do this anymore."




Write Away, Sir Part 8: All things come to she who kneels

Closing her eyes, Stephanie felt the memory of everything that had happened sweep through her at once. It was so much to take in – so much had happened these last few months, these last few days especially. And it had all start with that book, those stories, the words that she committed to the page without knowing a damn thing about what she was doing.

But things were different now. Now, she was the one in control of her destiny – the one who had handed over control to someone else completely. She knew how this worked. She understood how this world functioned. And she didn’t need anyone else to guide her through it anymore.

She could still remember the look on Cameron’s face when she had told him that she didn’t want to do this anymore. In the middle of the staff party, mere moments after the two of them had finished fucking. His face had dropped like his heart had been ripped from his chest, and he gazed at her, disbelieving, for a moment.

"What do you mean?” he had asked quietly, the sound swirling around them; all these people, going about their night, unaware that something huge was going down only a few feet away from them.

"I can’t do this anymore, Cameron," she continued, gazing into his eyes. She knew how this must sound to him. And she didn’t want to hurt him, not really. She wanted him to understand that everything had changed, and that he was the reason everything had changed. It was so profoundly strange to her, remembering the woman she had been just a few months before. All locked up in that apartment, with her boring boyfriend who did little for her except cause more mess that he expected her to take care of. And yet, she had felt as though she was so in control. She clung to this notion of being the one in charge because it was safer and freer than the thought of releasing the fearful grip she had on what was going on in her life. 

But being with him had changed that. Being with him had shown her that there was far more to life than just hanging on, with everything she had, to what little control she seemed to believe she still owned. In truth, and looking back, she could see that there was little in the way of actual power there. The woman she had once been had been tunnel-visioned, clinging to what little power she thought she had in an attempt to reject the idea that she actually had none. It had only been a matter of time until she ran out of patience with living that kind of life. And she felt like, finally, she had hit that wall, once and for all. 

And when Cameron had come into her life, the Cameron who she knew and adored today, she had sensed that it was over – the old version of her was dead, and she was ready to let her go. The new woman who inhabited her body was strong, sexy, curious, passionate, all the things that she had been too frightened to accept about herself before. But she wasn’t finished quite yet – no, there was one more thing she needed to do to make sure that she became the woman she wanted to be. Some control she wasn’t willing to give up, not quite yet. 

"If you want to end this, I understand," Cameron continued, keeping his voice low so nobody out there could hear them. His face was written with pain, and she ached knowing that she had done that to him – but he didn’t understand. That wasn’t what she wanted, not in the least. 

"I don’t want to end this," she promised him quickly, and she reached down to take his hand – for a moment, he wasn’t her master, but her man, the man she had given herself to completely and utterly. The man she never wanted to be apart from. The man she...loved. The thought seemed to jolt in her mind, and she pressed her lips together, knowing it was too soon to say it out loud, but believing it with every fiber of her being.  

"But I can’t do this anymore," she explained, gesturing around to everything that surrounded them. He furrowed his brow.

"What are you talking about?”

"I can’t work for this place anymore," she explained. "I can’t work for you anymore."

He stared at her, trying to make sense of the words coming out of her mouth. She smiled at him, trying to bring him along on where her mind was headed.

"I don’t think mixing work and pleasure is something we’re going to be able to get away with for much longer," she confessed. "And I don’t want to have to worry. I don’t want to have to think about getting caught anymore, and I don’t want any of this to be caught up in your work, either."

"So..."

"So I’m saying I want to quit this job," she replied, and a smile cracked over her face as the words came out of her mouth. She couldn’t believe she was saying it out loud, but she knew it was true. Yes, she had loved this job, and yes, it had given her the financial security she’d needed to get herself set up in the world of writing. But she was ready. Ready to strike out on her own and start something new. 

"But how are you going to...?”

"I figure that you’ve given me plenty of practice," she pointed out, raising her eyebrows at him. "I should start writing something of my own."

"Like the stories you’ve been writing for me?” he asked, and he seemed to be wrapping his head around what she was suggesting. She grinned and bit her lip, then nodded.

"You think I could do it?” she asked nervously. "I mean, I know it’s a jump, but I want to get out there and write stuff of my own. And this is the best way I can think of..."

"I think you’ll kill it," he replied at once, squeezing her hand tight. She felt so grounded when he was holding her like this and didn’t care that someone might have noticed their intimate conversation. She was going to be leaving this place soon enough, anyway – and why not gift everyone with some primo office gossip before she stepped out the door? She smiled at her man, and she knew she was making the right choice. She had been thinking about it for a while, every time she turned in another one of those stories for the company. She was getting good at this. So why was she doing it for anyone other than herself? That was the question she was having a hard time answering. She was going to make her name writing the most outrageously dirty stories that the world had ever seen, and she was going to make it big. 

"You really think I can do this?” she asked nervously, and he reached up to touch her face. The way he looked at her, with such certainty in his eyes, made her feel safe, even when she knew she was about to do something crazy.

"I think you can," he promised her. "I know you can."

And with that, everything changed. All over again. 

The job had been the last thing that had tied Stephanie down to the woman she had been before all of this had started, and she wasn’t sad to bid it farewell; in fact, there was a kind of relief to letting go of all of that, of the person she had been when she had just been churning out stories for other people. When she had turned in her final project, she sat down at her computer and hovered her fingers over the keys, a big smile on her face. She could write about whatever she wanted. And she had a good idea of where she was going to begin.

She made sure it was cool with Cameron first, but as soon as she had the go ahead, she decided to let herself bring their story to the world. A few changes first, of course, to make sure that she didn’t reveal anything about who they actually were. When she wrote about what they had done, it was like the words were flowing from some deep, primal place inside of her, a place she had never known even existed before. She adored it. She couldn’t get enough. Her fingers flew over the keys, and she came up with stories that were better and bolder than anything she had written before in her life. 

And, before long, she attracted the attention of a few publishers. Cameron had urged her to put them out there herself, and she decided that he was right – she had to give it a go, to see what the world at large made of her stories. 

She wasn’t sure anyone would give a particular damn about what she had to say on the subject, but she was inundated by responses in a matter of days after she sent out the stories in the first place. People seemed to love what she had to say; the slow development of the relationship from professional to personal to physical, the way her mind widened to take in new worlds with every chapter. She knew what she had written was good, but she’d had no idea that it would earn that kind of reaction when she put it out into the world at large. People loved it. People loved her. And she was only just getting started.

During this time too, her relationship with Cameron evolved into something far greater than even what they had shared before. Without the fear of getting caught, the two of them threw themselves head-first into what they felt for each other, what they could do. Now that she was working from home, and making a decent amount of money from her books, she was happy to spend hours curled up in bed with him or slipping over to the room she had playfully nicknamed his “torture chamber” for some fun. And, of course, some research – that was what she kept telling herself, that every time they tried something new, every time he sent the jolt of a new sensation or emotion through her body, she could find some way to translate it on to the page and bring it to the readers who couldn’t seem to get enough of her writing.

"You don’t mind that I write about this, do you?” she asked, after one of their particularly intense sessions. She always made sure to use what happened between them as more of a basis to raise her writing out of, but still – he was her inspiration, her muse, and he always would be. He shook his head.

"Of course I don’t," he assured her, and a wicked little smile flickered up his face. "In fact, I think it’s kind of hot."

"Really?” she exclaimed, eyes widening. 

"Yeah," he replied. "I mean, all those people, reading what you write, getting off to it..."

"You know, sometimes I forget just how far into the depths of depravity you’re willing to go," she teased him playfully.

"Yeah, I need someone to keep an eye on me and make sure I don’t go over the edge," he replied, and he smiled at her. She knew that smile. It was the smile he had on when he had a plan in mind, something he wanted to share.

"What is it?" she asked curiously. He took a deep breath and looked up at her, and her entire system jolted with excitement.

"I thought you could move in," he replied finally. Her jaw dropped. They were in his apartment when he asked, and she had to admit she had been feeling more and more at home there recently; apart from missing her little cat while she was away, she could have stayed there all the time. And now, that was just what he was inviting her to do with him.

"You mean it?" she gasped, and he nodded.

"I could make you an office in the spare bedroom," he suggested. "I know it sounds crazy, maybe it’s a little too soon, but-"

"But there’s no way in hell I’m saying no to this," she replied at once. The version of her that had existed before might have second-guessed this and spent days trying to figure out if it was a really bad idea or not. But the Stephanie who existed now? She knew it wasn’t. She knew she could do this.

She moved in a week later, and he cleared out the spare room for her office space and to make room for everything that came with her cat. He helped her organize the van across town, and she paused for one last moment in the door of the place that had been hers for so long – she was giving it up to be with the man she loved, once and for all. It was scary, yes, but in the best way she could possibly imagine it being scary. The same kind of fear she felt when she was letting him take control of her, the way he loved to the most.

And so, with that, they became a cohabiting power couple. He still spent most of his days at the office, editing, but that didn’t mean he was ever too tired to come home and give her a hand with whatever she had been working on that day. He was as passionate about her career as she was, and she was grateful for that; without him, she might never have gained the confidence to really throw herself into her work, to find what she was truly good at and make it her own. She knew she could do this. She knew she could make this work, as long as he was there to keep pushing her and providing her with all the inspiration she needed.

And living with him took their submissive-dominant dynamic to the next level too. With him out at work most of the day, they had to find other ways to make sure their games stayed alive even with them living together. Sometimes, she would spent the day cleaning the apartment and surprise him with dinner ready on the table while she was kneeled beside his chair, ready for him to feed her bites of food and have her service him any way he saw fit. 

But what she particularly relished, even after all this time together, was when he suggested taking her into the room that he had set aside for her torment; all the whips and chains and toys in the world, ready and waiting for her to plead for him to use on her. Those encounters were special, just for them. She knew that her readers would have loved to hear about them, but she decided to keep most of what happened in that room specifically for the two of them alone. She couldn’t get enough of having him right there, whenever she wanted him – she could roll over in bed in the middle of the night and touch his shoulder and he would know just what she wanted, what she needed. She was so lucky to have him, and she knew it.

But it was more than just luck. It was hard work too. She’d had to change so much about herself to become the kind of woman who could keep up with him in this relationship – stuff that she’d wanted to change, sure, but change nonetheless. And they would both keep embracing that change as long as they were together, as long as there was still space for them to explore the new sides to themselves that came out when they were around one another. Her books were love letters to him and the way he made her feel, and she wanted those feelings preserved in amber for as long as she could. When she was a hundred and looking back over her life, she could cast an eye to these books and remember what it was like to be with a man as magnificent as him. 

This particular evening, she knew he’d had a busy day at work and had planned a special surprise for him that night so he could blow off a little steam. When things were tough at the job, there was nothing he liked more than coming back to the apartment they shared together and taking out some of his frustrations on her – and how could she say no to that, when they always turned out to be such a smoking-hot treat for both of them?

She had spent the day cleaning the apartment and kept an eye on the clock so that she knew when he would be getting home. He wasn’t much for lingerie or fancy decorations – no, he liked her naked, completely and utterly naked, waiting for him in the playroom. And that was just what she was going to give him.

She undressed in front of the mirror, taking the chance to get a look at her body – it was covered in welts and marks from the beatings he had given her, but she liked that. It was a thrill, knowing that she had driven him to that point, the point where he couldn’t hold back a moment longer. She smoothed her fingers absently over the shape of the bruise that the cuffs had left on her ankle the last time they had hooked up. Thin and delicate, like a wedding ring.

She retreated to the playroom and sank to her knees, letting the cool sensation of the floor beneath her skin soothe her. She felt safe there, she always had. Comfortable. Like she belonged. She could still remember the first time she had seen this place, when they had been at that party, with another couple fooling around and playing together. Well, now, it belonged to them and them alone. For the gifts they gave one another, of dominance and submission. 

Her eyes closed and her face turned towards the floor, she waited. And it wasn’t long before she heard the apartment door open; he didn’t call for her. Cameron knew that if she wasn’t there to greet him at the door, she was waiting and ready to play. 

She listened to his footsteps echoing through the apartment towards her, and her heart pounded in her chest in time with the clicks on the floor. The door opened, and she kept her eyes trained downwards. 

"Stephanie," he greeted her quietly, closing the door behind him. He was dressed in a suit, and the sheer power of his outfit compared to her nudity made her shiver.

"Sir," she replied. 

"Look at me."

She looked up at him, and their gazes met. He took off his jacket, and she got to her feet to take it for him. These small acts of service, even when they had nothing to do with sex, were some of the hottest moments for her – that assumption that she would just step up and do as she was told, no matter what. She quickly hung it up on one of the hooks on the wall; he had promised to dangle her from one of them soon, but she knew that wasn’t what she wanted that day. No, she wanted something classic. Something old school.

He grasped her chin and stared deep into her eyes, like he was trying to read what she wanted. A smile curled up his lips, and she knew at once that he understood what she needed from him.

"Bend over the horse," he ordered, and she smiled to herself. She could always trust him to get it.

She did as she was told, sinking downwards and pressing her weight into the small leather stand that he had purchased for her as a gift a few months before. She had loved it from the moment she set eyes on it – the leather was deep red, matching perfectly with the rest of the room, and the way it pushed her ass upwards made it easier for him to use his many implements of torture upon her. 

"Yes, good girl," he murmured, and he reached down and ran his hand over her bare back. She moaned softly. She was already wet, having waited all day for this moment. He clicked open the chest that sat behind her, and she shivered with excitement as he dipped his hand inside and pulled out her favorite weapon of choice. 

He ran it over her rear end first, letting her know that he had selected the cruelest toy in their arsenal. It was a paddle, a flat, hard wooden paddle, the kind that stained her whole ass with a red hue whenever he used it on her. It was the most delicious kind of pain, the most delightful discomfort, the warmth of it radiating out from between her legs to consume her whole body at once. 

And then, he struck her – once on each cheek, making her jump. The first time was always a shock. She liked that it still came as a surprise, the way the pain fluttered through her system. She never wanted to get used to being like this, never wanted to get used to having him use her like this. She would never take this for granted, especially when she had gone so long refusing to even accept that this side of her existed.

"Thank you, Sir," she breathed. "May I have another?”

He obliged at once, this time striking with a little more force and potency. She flinched, then smiled to herself, biting her lip. She knew that it drove him crazy when she smiled. He wanted to be in charge, wanted her to suffer, and her rejection of that didn’t tend to go down too well. 

"Thank you, Sir," she replied, trying to keep her voice steady. 

"Ask me for more," he ordered her.

"Harder, please, Sir," she replied, twisting around to look at him. His eyes were dark with want for her, just the way she liked them. He obliged, striking her once, twice, three times, sending shockwaves through her body. He knew just what he was doing to her. She closed her eyes and let herself get lost to the feeling, to the sweet sensation of his paddle on her ass. It would be sore to sit down the next day, but that would just serve as a reminder of the abject and heartfelt cruelty he had inflicted on her in the playroom. 

When he came to a halt, he was breathing hard, and took a moment to catch his breath. He placed the paddle down next to her, and slipped his hand roughly between her thighs. His fingers grazed over her wetness and she groaned – she needed to feel his cock inside of her, and she needed to feel it now.

"You’ve been waiting for this all day, haven’t you?" he murmured, dipping his fingers against her slit and tracing over the wetness that waited there. 

"Yes, Sir," she breathed, and he pushed two fingers inside of her, like he was rewarding her for her obedience.

"Do you want me to fuck you?" he asked, as though it was even a question. But he just wanted to hear the words come out of her mouth.

"Yes, Sir...please, Sir..."

He grabbed her and shifted her around on the horse, so that she was propped up on top of it; he pushed her legs apart roughly and moved between them. Grabbing her hair, he pulled it back so that he could kiss her properly, burying his tongue into her mouth like he had been waiting all day for this very moment. And then, he unzipped his pants and took his cock in his hand and pushed into her.

"Ah!” she cried out, as his impressive cock split her open once again. She would never get tired of this, of the feeling it gave her when he was taking her – after waiting so long to be with him, every time felt like the first. The thrill was still fresh, the rush of blood and desire still as intense as it had ever been. 

He sank his fingers into her hips and pulled her down on towards him. She gazed into his eyes with nothing short of pure adoration as he took her, her ass still throbbing from the beating he had just given her. He skimmed his fingers over the redness he had left. It would bruise soon, just the way she liked it.

"Look at me," he ordered, and she focused her attention on him; while she might have been facing his direction, she had a habit of phasing out into the pleasure when he was fucking her, and she needed to remind herself to keep present with him.

His eyes were intent, searching her face for any hint of a reaction. He reached up and touched her mouth, and she parted her lips, allowing him to push his fingers inside. She ran her tongue around his skin, tasting the hint of her own wetness on him, the two of them together. A furrow appeared in his brow, letting her know that she was doing the right thing. She knew that her sheer obedience was enough alone to get him off, and it felt like she was getting better and better at it every day. She knew the ins and outs of what turned him on, all the little details of what he needed from her, the same way that he had learned all of hers. This man, this man knew more about her than anyone had in her life before. She had poured herself into him in a way that nobody had ever let her, and she knew, she knew-

"I love you," she gasped as he withdrew his fingers from her mouth. She had never said it to him before – in some ways, she had never felt like she needed to. She knew that he understood and that he felt the same way, and there was some part of her brain that feared bringing love into it would shift the power of their chemistry, strip away some of the passion. 

But then he looked back at her, slowing his thrusts to near stillness, and her heart melted. He leaned forward and planted a soft kiss on her lips, and then pulled back.

"I love you too," he replied, and she wrapped her arms around him and clung on to him tight, pulling him deeper and deeper inside of her. Sinking her nails into his back, she kissed his throat, feeling the roughness of his stubble beneath her lips. She couldn’t believe she had just said that, and she couldn’t believe that he had said it right back, without so much as a pause or second thought. But, more than anything, she was surprised that the admittance had just intensified the desire she felt with him. She knew it was more than just physical, more than just kink. They loved each other. Mind, body, soul – they belonged to one another. 

When she came, it ran deeper than anything she had ever felt before in her life. Like someone was sending nuclear shockwaves through her entire body. She tried to make a noise, to express her pleasure, but the power of speech had escaped her. She sank her teeth into his shoulder, knowing that she would earn punishment for her roughness, but not caring one little bit. Her pussy clenched around his dick over and over again, as though she was trying to draw him into her. Blood pulsed loudly in her ears, filling her head with the rushing sound of her release. Wrapping her ankles around his back, she pulled him in helplessly, desperate for more, more, more. She would never get enough of him, not as long as she lived, she was certain of it.

"Fuck," he growled against her ear as he reached his own release buried deep inside her. His cock pulsed, filling her full of his seed, and his hands traveled all over her body like he wanted to remind himself that she belonged to him and him alone. He turned his head to her and kissed her again, soft, tender, his breath sweet where it found her lips.

"I love you," he breathed again, the words more fervent than they had been before. She repeated them back to him, feeling like they came with the pulse of her heartbeat – I love you, I love you, I love you. I

When he slowly drew himself out of her, she knew that she was a different person than when they had started. She had given over so much to him, and now the final boundary that had existed had vanished – they had confessed their love for one another at last. She flopped back on the horse, catching her breath, gazing at the ceiling. It suddenly felt infinite, like it went on forever and a minute more. 

"You okay?” he asked softly, and she nodded. He scooped her off the horse and into his arms in one easy motion, his hands strong and sure.

"I think we need to get you cleaned up," he murmured. "And take care of those bruises."

"You know I don’t mind them," she replied, snuggling into him. The aftercare was one of her favorite parts of their games together.

"Yes, but it’s my job to look after you even outside of that room," he reminded her.

"Always?” she asked, looking up at him. And he smiled at her, planting a kiss on her temple.

"Always," he replied. And she knew he meant it. That he always would.

Cuckolding and Encouraged Bi

Poolside Service

“That student, what’s his name? Glenn?”

“Yeah,” replied Paul’s wife. “What about him?”

Paul Walsh gestured out at the pool, its surface dotted with floating leaves. It was autumn and the outlook seemed bleak.

“He’s supposed to remove debris, he’s not doing it. When was the last time he was here?”

Natalie waved an irritable hand, then resumed checking her emails on her phone. Paul felt his familiar irritation. Natalie seldom listened to him these days. Their mornings consisted of the two of them staring into their phones, drinking coffee, eating a little, then going their separate ways.

We should talk more, Paul thought. We’re husband and wife, dammit.

He knew that Natalie would become irritated if he interrupted her morning catch-up. But he felt an urge to assert himself, a need to be the man of the house. He began to complain some more about Glenn, the useless pool boy. He said he would get a proper cleaning company to come around and do the job.

“Yeah, you do that,” Natalie said, still not looking up from her small screen. “That’s fine.”

Paul felt his hackles rise at his wife’s offhanded tone. But he was already running late, and he could not afford to irritate his boss in any way. Soon, he was behind the wheel of a two-year-old Mercedes convertible, wondering yet again whether he could reasonably ask for a brand-new car to replace it. Maybe a BMW this time. The old man would take careful handling. The image of his potential new car soon drove all thoughts of the pool from his mind.

At the office, he was greeted by various staff members as he made his way through the main meeting room. Paul made a point of being polite, aware that he was surrounded by people who felt he was a bit of a joke.

Not my fault, he said. I was offered the position, I took it. Any normal man would have done the same.

“Boss is waiting in the conference suite,” said one fresh-faced young flunkey.

“Right,” Paul replied, grinning a little too broadly. “Better get my ass to that meeting, huh?”

His boss was his father-in-law. That fact would not change, unless Natalie got sick of him. The mere thought of his wife choosing to end the marriage gave him cold chills, nausea. Paul had never relished hard work, and being executive vice president with no particular role suited him down to the ground. But it was still humiliating to be an appendage, the one cog in the corporate machine with no real function.

Paul hesitated outside the door of the conference suite, wondering whether to knock. Then he heard voices from inside. He recognized Natalie’s father’s assured tones, putting questions, making demands, setting goals. They had started without him. Again.

Paul opened the door, and a dozen faces turned toward him. Some smiled, others remained serious, but not one gave a hint of true respect.

“Paul! So glad you could join us! Take a seat.”

As he walked over to the one vacant place at the long table, Paul reflected that his father-in-law had missed his true vocation. Harry Steel was a very effective CEO, but he might have been an even better actor.

The guy can put a ton of sarcasm into any simple English phrase.

***

Natalie’s fingers hesitated over her phone. She had casually mentioned the need for a pool boy to one of her friends, and received a startling reply. There was a link in the email she had subsequently received, and she felt tempted to jab at it, see where the trail might lead. Natalie could not quite believe what Kellyanne had told her about the ‘amazing new service.’ But she found she could not quite dismiss it as nonsense, either.

Eventually, she opened the link. The picture that greeted her left little to the imagination. A list of prices appeared, along with thumbnails. She began to swipe through the possibilities, telling herself as she did so that it was all just a bit of fun. She would not actually DO anything with the information, make contact with anyone on the site.

But I could, she thought. If I wanted to.

Natalie thought of her two boys, now both back at school. She thought of the long autumn stretching out ahead of her. Above all, she thought of Paul, and his selfish lovemaking. She tried to work out how many times he had come in five minutes or less and rolled off of her in this year alone. It made for a depressing total.

She scrolled back and forth a few more times, then picked one thumbnail. The image expanded to show a guy leaning over a pool, fishing out leaves. He was handsome, with broad shoulders, a cheeky grin. And his speedos were so tight Natalie did not have to visualize much. If anything.

Okay, she thought, taking a deep breath. Nothing ventured, nothing gained.

***

It was on the drive home that Paul remembered Glenn the no-show pool boy. As he eased the Mercedes carefully onto the driveway, he braced himself for a brief, cutting remark from Natalie on the subject.

Assuming she remembers at all.

However, when he glanced at the pool, he noticed that it was clear of debris. Paul shrugged, slightly irritated that Natalie had solved a minor problem without his help. He expected her to point this out, in passing. But when he got inside, he found no trace of his wife.

Out buying shoes.

The help had already left – Renata’s day was focused on Natalie, not Paul – so he had to make himself a cup of coffee. He sat at the kitchen table, checked his emails, found himself thinking about sex. His latest personal assistant, Milly, had worn a particularly tight top. She had flirted, just a little, just enough to make it clear she liked him.

Not for the first time, Paul had wondered if an uncomplicated fuck might be feasible. But, as always, he did the cost-benefit analysis. The risk of being caught outweighed the pleasure of illicitly banging a girl in her early twenties. Almost without thinking, he switched to a porn site, and let the internet give him what life could not.

“Hey!”

Paul almost dropped his phone, half-rose from his seat. A tall, tanned young man had just walked into the kitchen. He was only an inch or so taller than Paul’s 5'10", but much more solidly built. The newcomer wore a tight t-shirt over a broad chest and baggy khaki shorts. The stranger introduced himself as Steve, then got himself a Diet Sprite from the refrigerator. Paul stared, lost for words, as he often was in the presence of more impressive males. Then he saw the back of Steve’s shirt. There was a stylized image of a man leaning over a rectangle, wielding some sort of stick. The words were clear enough, though.

Pool Boy.

“Oh, you’re the guy Natalie just hired?”

“Right,” smiled Steve, closing the fridge door. “Any good?”

The young man nodded at the phone, which was still playing a lesbian bondage video. Paul fumbled for his cell.

“It’s okay,” he mumbled. Then, trying a ‘we’re all men of the world’ tone, he added, “Not a word to the ball and chain, though, huh?”

Steve laughed, raised his Sprite in a mock toast.

“Secret’s safe with me, bud.”

Bud?

As often happened, Paul felt less like the man of the house and more like a child about to be interrogated about his day at school. Frustration welled up, and he felt himself wanting to rebuke Steve in some way, or even fire the guy outright. But before he could speak, Natalie appeared in the doorway. She was wrapped in a white bathrobe, barefoot, still drying her hair with a towel.

“Oh, you guys have met. Cool.”

“I see you hired someone yourself,” Paul said.

“Yep,” Natalie replied, with a smile and a sidelong glance at Steve. “Satisfaction guaranteed. I’m very pleased with the standard of service.”

“That’s great,” said Paul, weakly.

What the fuck is going on here?

“Well, gotta get going,” said Steve. “Same time tomorrow?”

“Oh, yeah,” replied Natalie. “Just text me, so I’ll be good and ready.”

As he passed Paul, Steve slapped him playfully on the back.

“See you soon, Mister Walsh.”

Paul was left staring at the kitchen door as it slammed behind the pool boy. Then he turned to Natalie and tried to look a question.

“What?” she asked. “I knew you wouldn’t hire a replacement for Glenn, so I got one.”

“I think maybe you should have consulted me –” Paul began.

But his wife had already left the room. Paul made himself a light meal, spent some time watching TV, fell asleep in front of a cop show he didn’t much like. When he woke from his dozing, it was getting dark. He decided on an early night and went upstairs. Natalie was reading her Kindle in bed, did not glance up at him as he undressed. As he slipped under the covers, he found himself pausing, sniffing the air.

Sour, he thought. Acrid. The smell of sweat, and perfume. And a hint of cum.

Natalie looked up, then, raised a quizzical eyebrow.

“Something wrong, honey?”

Paul hesitated, then looked away.

“Nah,” he mumbled.

Natalie turned off her e-reader and curled up, back to Paul. She was soon asleep. He lay awake, wondering if he was misreading the situation. He imagined a dozen ways in which he might accuse Natalie of cheating, only to be revealed as an idiot.

Only one way to be sure, he thought. Catch ‘em at it.

***

The following afternoon, Paul pleaded illness and went home early. He could see Steele was not impressed, but the old man said nothing.

Just wait until you hear what your precious daughter’s been up to, Paul thought.

He realized at that moment that part of him wanted Natalie to be unfaithful to him. That he wanted her to be fucked by Steve, the young stud. That he wanted to be cuckolded. This gave him an uneasy feeling, until he rationalized it.

I can get a divorce, he told himself. And actually, win a substantial settlement. The pre-nup was pretty clear about adultery. Big penalties for either party. I could be rich!

He got home around three. The pool was shielded from outsiders by a high fence and the house itself. From the guest bedroom window, Paul got an excellent view, however. And what he saw was straightforward enough, leaving no doubt as to the service Steve provided.

Well, Paul thought, his stomach clenched, he did clean the pool first. Gotta give him that.

Natalie was lying on a recliner while Steve rubbed oil onto her near-naked body. Paul was slightly surprised to see just how hot his wife looked under the autumn sun, when another man’s hands were on her. Their lackluster sex life had become a kind of masturbation on his part, coming and rolling off Natalie as if she were a doll. Now he felt his cock stiffening at the sight of her voluptuous tits.

Steve appreciated them too, freeing one of her nipples, teasing it with forefinger and thumb. The brown bud responded, growing pertly. The pool boy popped out the other breast, crouched down, and sucked on it vigorously. Paul could almost hear the slurping.

Natalie said something, laughed, reached down. Paul saw what had attracted her attention. The head of an impressive dick was peeping out of the right leg of Steve’s baggy shorts. Now Natalie was rubbing the shaft, caressing the pool boy’s man-meat, giggling playfully. Steve ran a hand casually over her breasts again, and she playfully shoved it away. She said something, her tone suggesting a command. Steve stood up, and pulled down his shorts. His cock, a good nine inches of it, swung free.

Shit, Paul thought. He’s hung like a fucking porn star.

Steve’s cock was semi-flaccid, but still bigger than Paul’s fully erect. It was a lot thicker too. It took Natalie about ten seconds to bring Steve to full hard on, using both hands. Then she took the bulging glans in her mouth and began to work on it with lips and tongue. Steve smiled down at Natalie, confident in his masculinity. Paul had seen this a thousand times on a screen, but in real life it was still shocking.

That’s my wife. Jesus Christ, that mouth is supposed to be for my cock, not yours.

But Paul was not angry, not really. Any resentment he might have felt at Steve was submerged by sexual excitement. He realized he had opened his zipper and was masturbating, felt that he should stop. But he didn’t stop. Instead, he continued to take his pleasure in voyeurism, watching a young, buff stranger face-fucking his wife.

“Oh, Jesus,” he breathed, jerking frantically. “Oh, Jesus God.”

Steve withdrew his cock from Natalie’s plump lips just as Paul came on the guest room drapes. Even in his erotic excitement, he wondered whether the help would say anything. Paul wiped himself down with a tissue while watching the next act. Natalie took off her thong and ran well-manicured fingers along her shaven slit. Steve needed no more prompting. He got down between her spread thighs and began to explore her cunt with an agile tongue. Then Natalie shifted a little, and Steve’s broad back was suddenly blocking Paul’s view.

“Shit,” he moaned under his breath.

Why am I enjoying this? What the fuck is wrong with me?

“What the fuck is wrong with you?”

The words cut through him like gunshots. Paul turned to see Natalie’s father standing in the doorway. Paul had never been more self-conscious about his genitals as Steele stepped into the room.

“Jerking off while another guy drills you wife?”

Steele had never been more contemptuous. He berated Paul in a low, cadenced voice for a good three minutes, branding him a pathetic cuckold, among other things. Paul tried to protest, arguing that it was Natalie who had betrayed the marriage vows. His rhetoric was somewhat undermined by a clumsy struggle to get his cock back into his pants and zip himself up.

“Don’t bullshit me!” Steele responded, dismissing Paul’s argument with a vicious chopping motion of his hand. “If you were giving her what she needed, she wouldn’t be fucking some rando, you idiot!”

Steele strode past Paul and looked boldly down at the lovers, not trying to hide. Paul saw Natalie peering up at them over Steve’s shoulder. She winked, made an ‘okay’ gesture. Then she flung her head back in ecstasy. Steve, having finished licking her out, stood up and stroked his impressive manhood to full erection.

“You like that, huh?” Steele said, not looking at Paul. “Well, it doesn’t surprise me. I knew you were a weak bastard before she married you. But you come from decent stock and you put two decent grandkids into my daughter. That’s an adequate performance.”

Steele turned away from the spectacle below, jabbed a finger into Paul’s chest, just above the heart.

“Don’t make my daughter unhappy.”

With that, the businessman turned on his heel and walked out of the room, as if he had just given a low-grade board of directors a piece of his mind. Paul felt confused, offended, but soon returned to watching Natalie getting fucked hard by Steve. This time the angle was right, and he felt himself getting hard again as Steve’s big cock pumped slickly into his wife’s cunt. Natalie’s legs were wrapped around Steve’s bull neck, and she was clearly having the time of her life.

Paul could hear her little cries gradually becoming louder. Eventually, she gave a familiar shriek, one Paul had not heard for a long while. Her shapely calves gripped the pool boy tightly as Steve slowed his strokes, brought her to a second orgasm. Then he pulled out and spurted his cum over Natalie’s tanned belly.

Shit, thought Steve. That was so fucking great.

He looked at the fresh splashes of his semen, which this time had spattered not just the drapes and the carpet, but also the inside of the window. He decided to get some Bounty and try to minimize the damage. But, as he dabbed at the congealing cum, he found it hard to concentrate. Steve and Natalie went through two encores before the pool boy finally moved on.

***

Natalie said au revoir to Steve and went inside to shower off the residue of sex. She toyed with the idea of simply walking around smelling of sweat and cum, of rubbing Paul’s nose in her sexual freedom. But her natural fastidiousness won out over the impulse. She was soon under a stream of steaming water, in a reverie as she went over the best moments of her great outdoor fuck. Now and then, she laughed at the thought of Paul’s pale, silly face at the window, his startled expression when her dad walked in.

Like he’d be fooled by some bullshit story about Paul getting sick. He never gets sick.

Natalie shared everything with her father. She had shared her disappointment in her husband, the weary recognition that Paul had in fact been a gold-digger. When the kids were at home, it had not mattered so much. But now the children were away, and she was a still-young woman with needs. Her father had supported her when she had told him about her need for some kind of sexual outlet.

“Just keep is simple, honey. No romantic complications.”

The pool boy option had proved adequate. She had naturally involved her dad about the situation. What sensible, loving daughter would not? The only real worry was that Paul would be a damn fool and leave her. Nobody wanted that, because he was a good enough father. And, though Natalie found it hard to admit it, even to herself, part of her still cared about Paul.

No, she thought, stepping out of the shower, we’re not going to split up. He’s not a bad guy, just weak. Maybe we can work something else out. I’ll have to think.

***

After thinking things through, Paul decided to stay with Natalie. For the kids, of course. He told himself that it would harm their children if they split up. Divorces, even amicable ones, could be so traumatic.

And bad for the bank account, a small voice taunted him.

Steve, the pool boy, was someone Paul ran into occasionally, when their busy schedules overlapped. Surprisingly, Natalie seemed keener on sex with her husband thanks to Steve’s ministrations. It was only when he Googled the actual science on adultery that Paul found that Natalie’s boosted libido was quite commonplace. Fucking was not a zero-sum game, it seemed.

Days became weeks, and Paul had almost forgotten about his wife’s little arrangement with the young stud. But then things changed. Paul came home late, having actually done a full day’s work. He was exhausted, and had switched on the TV before he realized that noises were coming from upstairs. Paul realized that the weather was getting chillier, and his wife had taken her pool boy indoors.

Without thinking, Paul found himself on the landing, half-crouching like a sneaky person in old-time comic strip. The sounds from inside their bedroom were clearer now. Natalie was giving yelps of pleasure, rhythmic yelps. There was a low grunting that must be Steve, and a creaking of a mattress under severe strain. Paul felt himself getting hard, unzipped, popped out his cock.

Why not? They don’t care.

The bedroom door was ajar, just a couple inches. Paul could not see anything through the gap, so he gently pushed the door. Now he could see them. Natalie was face down in the covers, face hidden by her dark hair. Her butt was high in the air, and Steve was ramming his big dick into her cunt. The piston-like action, the slapping of flesh against flesh, the noises of joyful fucking, made Paul rock hard. He began to jerk off, staring with unblinking eyes at the spectacle.

“Hey, it’s your old man,” said Steve, without breaking rhythm.

Natalie turned her head, pulled aside a curtain of hair.

“Hi, honey!” she gasped. “We’re edging! It’s fun.”

Paul did not trust himself to reply. Instead, he stepped into the room, moving clumsily, still stroking his dick. He sidled around until he could see Steve’s impressive cock, slick with Natalie’s juices. The younger man’s muscular body seemed built for fucking, his strong arms and big hands easily holding Natalie in place. Seeing Paul’s expression, Steve grinned, slapped Natalie’s ass cheek. It was a clear non-verbal signal.

Look at this piece of ass.

“Oh, oh, shit!” exclaimed Natalie. “Oh, fuck, fuck, I’m gonna come.”

Paul came as his wife’s screams proclaimed her own climax. Paul watched his jizz arc over the covers, onto Natalie’s back. Steve pulled his swollen cock out and mixed his spunk with Paul’s, spurting gobbets of sperm over Natalie’s taut, tanned skin.

“Way to go, Paul,” said Steve. “You into three-way stuff? That’s cool. Just so long as I’m the man, you know?”

Paul nodded silently as Steve stepped closer to him, took Paul’s right hand. The pool boy put Paul’s hand on his half-erect dick. Paul felt the cock twitch as he tentatively gripped it. The shaft was sticky with Natalie’s pussy juices, but Paul realized that this was not repellent. Far from it. He felt excited by the sensation.

“Daddy keeps calling you a cocksucker, Paul,” Natalie said, in a half-jokey voice. “Sometimes you should just go with the flow, right?”

If I do this, Paul thought, I’m as good as signing a contract. This is where my new life starts. But I get to choose.

“Come on, man,” urged Steve. “I need a fluffer if I’m gonna fuck your old lady again. We’ve been going for hours.”

Paul began to stroke Steve’s cock, gazing down in wonderment as the prodigious organ swelled and straightened. Natalie, pussy still oozing cum, got down off the bed and crouched by Steve. She started to suck and lick the pool boy’s large balls, and Paul felt the response as the cock he was caressing twitched more vigorously.

“Oh, that does feel good,” sighed Steve. “Now suck it.”

For a second, Paul hesitated, half-thinking Steve was talking to Natalie. But a direct look from the big man left no room for doubt. Paul fell to his knees and this time did not hesitate. He took the swollen purple glans in his mouth. The unaccustomed salty taste did not disgust him, as he had feared. In fact, it added zest to the fellatio. Paul sucked and then tongued the bulbous tip of Steve’s penis, then tried to take more of it into his mouth.

“That’s right, bitch,” Steve said, clamping a huge hand on the back of Paul’s head. “You like man-meat.”

Oh, God, thought Paul. I do. I really do.

Steve began to thrust his cock into Paul’s mouth, face-fucking the weaker man. Almost gagging, Paul continued to work his lips and tongue. He tasted a driblet of what he guess was pre-cum, tried to pull his mouth free. But Steve held his head in place, and a torrent of spunk filled his mouth before Paul was finally released. He coughed spunk onto the carpet while Natalie offered ironic applause.

“At last!” she exclaimed. “Something you’re really good at, honey.”

While Paul wiped traces of spunk from around his mouth, Natalie began to work on Steve with her mouth. Paul knelt, speechless, as the two fucked again. This time it was fast, brutal, almost perfunctory. Then Steve grabbed his clothes and wished Natalie a cheery goodbye. As he passed Paul, he ruffled the older man’s thinning hair.

“Later, man.”

After the slam of the front door, Natalie sat, legs apart, on the edge of the bed. She looked down at her husband, his dark blue suit spattered with spunk. Naked, exhausted, and bedraggled by power-fucking, she was still by far the more confident of the two.

“Okay,” she said. “You’ve been good. Tonight, you can eat me out. I’ll leave his taste in me, on me. It can be our new routine.”

***

Things evolve.

Paul told himself that as he opened his front door. The new routine had lasted for nearly a month, but Natalie had grown bored. She wanted something more. Steve had made a few suggestions. Paul had known better than to speak at all. He knew that when the lovers were alone, they discussed things in more detail. And now the revelation would occur.

“Welcome home, honey!” said Natalie. “And keep the suit on, businessman.”

She was naked apart from fishnets and heels, legs apart, clearly enjoying her husband’s reaction. Natalie clutched Paul’s crotch, gripped his junk, drew him into the living room. Steve was waiting, already stroking himself erect. Paul felt his own cock stirring at the sight of the pool boy’s imposing erection.

“He’s hot to trot, or near as,” Natalie informed Steve.

“Cool,” said the big man. “Bring him over here, then go and get prepped.”

Natalie gripped Paul’s stiffening cock and led him across the room, then left him. Steve lifted his cock to point the slit at the tip straight at Paul’s face. Paul needed no further prompting, got down and got to work. Soon, he was absorbed in bringing Steve to full tumescence. Paul was vaguely aware of Natalie moving just outside his field of vision as Steve came, groaning, in his mouth.

“So professional,” said Steve, and Paul felt a twinge of pride. “But we think you’re ready for the next phase, right?”

“Right,” Natalie replied. “You’ve been a good boy, and now you get promoted.”

Paul stared at his wife. She was wearing a strap-on dildo, bulging obscenely from her crotch. Seeing his startled expression, she smiled, shimmied to waggle the fake cock.

“Not as big as Steve’s,” she reassured her husband. “But big enough to fill your ass, right?”

Paul nodded dumbly as Steve moved around behind Natalie, coaxing himself to a second erection. Natalie stepped closed to Paul, raised one foot, shoved him down onto all fours.

“Get ready to spread those cheeks, darling,” she growled. “It’s time for a little daisy chain.”

Paul braced himself, looking across the room at the full-length mirror by the doorway. Natalie was already positioning herself behind him. He was relieved to see her lubing up the fake dick. Meanwhile, Steve loomed large behind Natalie, gripping her shoulders, ready to begin pounding. Paul suddenly realized that Steve was going to fuck him through his wife, sending the waves of muscular energy through Natalie’s willing thighs.

Oh, Jesus Christ, he thought. This is what I wanted, without knowing it.

Natalie’s lubricated finger probed Paul’s ass, found his anus, began to work its way inside. The sensation was extraordinary, a violation most desired. When the tip of the strap-on forced its way between his butt cheeks, he inhaled sharply, expecting pain. But the discomfort was mild compared to the amazing sensation of being opened up, explored, modified to suit another’s purpose. Natalie began to fuck Paul, slowly, almost gently, her fake cock only entering him a couple inches.

“I’m in,” Natalie said.

There was no reply, but Paul felt a sudden vigor in Natalie’s strokes, heard her begin to gasp with pleasure. Steve was fucking them both, ramming his rod into the woman’s pussy from behind, angling perfectly to drive the dildo into Paul. This time, the pain was real and sharp, but it dwindled quickly, overwhelmed by pleasure. Paul balanced himself on one hand and took hold of his stiff cock with the other.

“Yes!” he shouted. “Yes, fuck me!”

Steve’s pounding became even harder. The brutal fucking made Natalie yell, and Paul felt her nails rake down his back. He came almost at once, felt spunk draining from his balls. The proxy fucking continued, Steve driving his cock home vigorously, Natalie yelping and cursing. Paul’s feelings were irrelevant as he endured the raw energy of the dildo, feeling his asshole stretched wider. Paul started to collapse onto the spunk-stained rug as the weight bore him down. He was almost lying flat when Steve bellowed, climaxed. Natalie heaved a sigh, and pulled her fake cock out of her husband’s ass. Paul crawled a few feet away, turned, sat down.

“Well done, sugar,” Natalie said, gesturing at the strap-on. “I could have used a bigger one, you’d still have taken it in your man-pussy, right?”

“Right,” replied Paul.

He felt ashamed, confused, humiliated. But beneath all the tumult of his thoughts, the glow of pleasure in his body could not be ignored. He had been fucked by his wife and her lover, and he had enjoyed it. He might not be able to sit down at work tomorrow, but that was a small price to pay. And old man Steele could hardly accuse him of failing to satisfy his precious daughter.

Steve, with a sidelong grin at Paul, gripped Natalie and pulled her face down to his groin. Paul was going to spectate for a while. Soon, he would be ordered to join in again. As Natalie started to suck and caress Steve to tumescence, Paul wondered what form his subjugation would

take tomorrow, or the day after.

Doesn’t really matter, he told himself. Whatever happens, I’m gonna get royally screwed.

He's Alive

“For God’s sake, Donnie, if you don’t want to fuck me just say so!”

Frankie rolled off her husband and lay, cunt wet and unsatisfied, staring up at the bedroom ceiling in gloom. It was after midnight, and they had been trying to fuck properly for a while. It was ironic, she thought, that Frances N. Stine, Ph.D., M.D, and a whole bunch of other letters, couldn’t get her husband to give her a decent, old-school banging.

“I’m sorry, honey,” whined Donald. “I just can’t get it up. It’s ... it’s kind of hard when you’re so tense all the time, so demanding.”

“I’m demanding?” she erupted, turning onto her side so she could talk loudly into his face on the pillow. “I’m the one who goes out to work, puts food on the table, pays the mortgage. If that makes you feel emasculated, see a shrink. I’ll pay! I always do.”

There was no reply, and Frankie felt, as she often did these days, that she had gone too far. She loved Donnie, despite his weaknesses, precisely because they were aspects of his good qualities. He was kind, sensitive, intelligent, creative ... but he had singularly failed to parlay his undeniable gifts into a successful career as a freelance author. He brought in a pittance from his books, while Frankie’s work at the Beaufort research labs was a money-spinner.

But at least, she thought, he never loses sleep over his fucking books being monstrous, unethical, an abomination to all decent people.

“I’m sorry, honey,” she said gently, reaching up to touch his face in the darkness. “I had no right to say that. If it was the other way around, you wouldn’t be on my case like this. The truth is that what I’m doing at work ... it’s gone well, scientifically. But shit, those bastards on Wall Street are asking for the kind of results ...”

She hesitated. Donnie always listened to her, never judged her, was always supportive. He was handsome, too, so boyishly good looking that Frankie’s female friends were genuinely envious of her “catch.” But he somehow couldn’t perform in bed the way he had when they’d started dating. Fucking had never been marvellous, but she had expected it to improve like a fine wine. Instead, it had gone flat like Pepsi on a hot day.

“Sorry, let’s just cuddle,” she said, stroking his face. “Mmm, yeah, that’s nice.”

Eventually, she heard him fall asleep and wished she could join him in dreamland. Unfortunately, she was living a surreal nightmare. Frankie’s dreams of a Nobel prize for furthering the progress of medicine had been replaced by fears of lawsuits, federal prison, possible international repercussions. Of becoming a household name for all the wrong reasons. If what she had done became known, even in part, she would never work in a reputable institution again.

She could picture the news crawl along the bottom of the screen in a thousand bars, a million homes

“MAD SCIENTIST JAILED.”

“But I just wanted to help people,” she murmured. “Oh fuck.”

She carefully disentangled herself from her gently snoring husband and padded to the bathroom in bare feet. She peed, checked her phone, scanned a few academic sites to see if anyone had come close to what she had achieved at Beaufort. She shook her head at an article in a reputable journal, which claimed what she had done over eighteen months ago was “impossible for the foreseeable future.”

“Yeah, right.”

She wiped herself with a square of toilet tissue and stood up. Then a stray thought occurred to her. She should check some sketchier sites for stuff about cutting edge stuff going on in Russia, China, maybe even North Korea. If a story from one of those countries blew up all of a sudden, it might spook the investors ...

He laptop was by the bed.  She considered retrieving it and going into Donnie’s study, but then reasoned it would be simpler to just use his computer. She knew all his passwords—he never changed them despite her incessant urging.

In a couple of minutes, she was seated, still naked, in front of his PC, shifting her butt comfortably on the scratchy fabric of the old office chair.

It didn’t take long to find some vague, half-baked rumors about “super soldiers” being created in Russia. As usual with such claims, there was fuck all solid information and some scientifically illiterate speculation. Satisfied that nobody was hot on her heels, she was about to click on sleep when a sneaky impulse took hold of her. She wondered if Donnie was unable to fuck her simply because he’d been masturbating all day while she was out at work.

“Shit,” she said wonderingly.

It was such a simple idea, yet it had eluded her first-rate mind for weeks. She quickly found his search history. Not surprisingly, it was squeaky clean. But she knew how to find things he had tried to hide. After a couple of minutes, she had a true list of his browsing activities.

It was a good news/bad news situation. The good news was that Donnie had never spent more than a couple of hours a day jacking off to porn. The bad news was that he seemed to be into “BBC,” which confused her for a moment. She saw “BBC cuckold,” “BBC petite blonde,” “BBC MILF.” It threw her for a loop.

Why would the British Broadcasting Corporation be producing porn? She knew the Brits were a dirty-minded lot, but this seemed excessive. Then she realized that she was viewing things through the rose-tinted glasses of research scientist. BBC in fact stood for Big Black Cock, or Cocks.

Shit, he’s gay, she thought.

But it wasn’t that simple, either.

Frankie clicked on one link, then another. She became absorbed by Donnie’s erotic interests. She was soon working one-handed, on the PC at least. Rubbing her cunt at the sight of a big, black dude fucking a little white chick, she almost overlooked the skinny, pale guy looking on. But this, she found, was the “cuck,” the cuckolded boyfriend.

“BBC stud fucks hot girl while sissy bf looks on,” she muttered. “Okay, on a steep learning curve here.”

Frankie had never heard of cuckolding, but it seemed to be a large sub-culture, perhaps as significant as BDSM, which she was aware of but had never really fancied. She struggled at first with the “etiquette” of cuckolding, confusing it with voyeurism. Then she grasped the essence of it all was degradation, the acceptance by the cuckold that his “hot wife” or “hot gf” was naturally more inclined to want the “bull” to fuck her. The term bull gave her some amusement at first. But then she reflected, what better image of male potency? In mythology, Zeus had taken the form of a bull.

The more she thought about it, the more intriguing it all seemed. And the more exciting. She rubbed her clit and lips to a very fine video of a huge black guy slamming a long, thick dick into a plump, big-titted girl who moaned and winced. At the end, they kissed and exchanged some cum, as the bull had come in her mouth, among other orifices. The girl didn’t kiss her supposed cuckold.

She sat back, frigging herself harder, wondering if she should be oozing juices onto her husband’s office chair. She brought herself to a good, satisfactory climax to the next video and decided to spray on some Febreze if she remembered. And then she closed the window, put the PC to sleep, and went back to bed. She needed to think about Donnie’s problem, if a problem it was.

But first, Frankie had to lie awake worrying about work. A task she accomplished brilliantly, as by the time dawn turned the curtained window into a gray rectangle, she had hardly slept at all.

***

The Beaufort Foundation lay on the outskirts of the pleasant university town where the Stine’s lived. Frankie had come to the college precisely because the foundation offered ambitious young Ph. Ds great opportunities to advance their careers. She had arrived with a bunch of ideas about creating, from scratch, transplant organs by very radical means. One of those ideas had borne fruit. She sometimes wished it hadn’t.

After going through three layers of security, she entered her lab, sometimes referred to, only half-jokingly, as the Abbatoir. She greeted her lab techs, checked some minor matters, then went to inspect her greatest triumph ... and her moral burden.

“Oh God,” she said under her breath as she stood peering through the thick glass wall. “You are so beautiful. My perfect man.”

The first, and so far only, Perfect Donor floated in his saline solution, a superb physical specimen. It was a pity he was connected to an elaborate array of life support systems that marred his perfect outline. As well as breathing and IV feeding apparatus, he was also exercised regularly, courtesy of small electrodes taped to his incredible musculature. Every bit of useable tissue had to be in tip-top condition.

Frankie walked around the huge tank, taking in the beautiful musculature, the perfectly proportioned limbs, the impassive features. And, inevitably, the massive genitalia. She found her eyes lingering over that mighty cock and balls.

To be fair, all of PD-1’s organs were big. The enormous body was the product of haplodiploidy, the doubling of chromosomes—forty-six pairs per cell, instead of twenty-three. In plants, this genetic quirk led to huge sunflowers and prodigious orchids. In animals, it had the much same effect. But Frankie was the first person to try it with humans.

She had taken donor sperm from a Nigerian Olympic weightlifter who had died in a road traffic accident, sourced by very dubious means, and combined it with top-notch female DNA from a brilliant Norwegian physicist and cross-country skier.

African and Nordic genes had conspired to do a marvellous job. The result, thanks to the doubling of the chromosomes, was a golden-brown colossus weighing nearly three hundred pounds. If PD-1 could stand, he would be around seven-two, she guessed. But he was never supposed to stand, walk, talk, or do anything vaguely human. His mind was a blank, his high-quality brain cut off from all stimuli. He was simply there to have his organs harvested, and then regrow them.

That was the real breakthrough, not the boosting of his size. PD-1, like all humans, had myriad “silent” genes inherited from remote ancestors that had been reptiles, amphibians, fish—all creatures with the capacity to regrow limbs, regenerate organs. The trick the Beaufort Foundation had pulled off, mostly thanks to Frankie’s brilliance, had been to reactivate those genes to produce what was a vastly superior human body, one that could regrow half a liver, a complete kidney, an arm.

Frankie tried not to think of PD-1 regrowing those superb sex organs. But there was already talk of offering transplants to rich guys with small dongs. It was just the latest twist in a long series of unethical steps that had brought her to the Foundation. And the latest of these moral posers was now approaching in the form of Henry Clerval, her boss.

“Frankie!” he said. “Good to see you bright and early. You given any more thought to the MFX?”

“The Mind Full Experiment,” she enunciated slowly, “not only has a shitty name, it is one the craziest ideas I’ve ever heard. And I’ll take it all the way to the board of directors if you persist.”

Clerval smirked, then turned to look at a group of lab techs who were wheeling fresh equipment into the room. With a sinking heart, Frankie recognized the gear. It was essentially a refinement of advanced virtual reality systems already available commercially.

“This is monstrous, Clerval!” she protested as the team started to set up the equipment. “It’s one thing to harvest organs from an inert body, but to give it a mind? What could it do, apart from suffer?”

Clerval, a short, balding, forty-something who had advanced on ideas stolen from his grad students, just shrugged. He had already pointed out that PD-1 belonged to the foundation, that Frankie was just an employee, like himself, and that the CEO and the directors decided on what was and was not done.

“But it makes no sense!” she insisted as the techs removed the elaborate lid off the saline tank. “Why even try to give him a mind?”

“Because we can,” Clerval remarked offhandedly. “To prove its possible to create an intelligent superhuman. There’s a lot of potential in such a ... person. You’re very slow on the uptake for a so-called genius.”

Suddenly, Frankie grasped it all. She could have kicked herself, because she had been so stupid. Yes, perfect transplant organs had been the original objective, but once you informed a certain type of businessman that you could build a superman, he would think military contracts. She recalled the super soldier rumors online. Maybe they weren’t just cranks sounding off.

“You’re going to brainwash him,” she accused Clerval. “You asshole. You’re going to try to create perfect soldiers, utterly obedient, vastly stronger and faster than normal men.”

“And able to endure terrible injuries,” Clerval said smugly. “A punctured gut, a burned-out lung, an arm blown off? So what? A bit of pain, sure, but our boy here will regenerate in a few months, and then he can go back into action with a purple heart and a thirst for revenge.”

Frankie stood, almost speechless with rage, as Clerval’s team attached a waterproof headset to PD-1. She knew the procedure; it had been demonstrated plenty of times. The subject would be shown pictures and fed sounds that would essentially create a new-born child’s mind. Until now, the magnificent giant body had been inert, gently sedated. But soon it would awaken, and its unsullied brain would be bombarded by the version of reality that Clerval’s corporate masters prescribed.

Frankie stalked out of the lab and went into the restroom. Sitting in a cubicle, she found herself sobbing, partly in rage, partly in despair. She had not only failed to help humankind; she had even assisted in the creation of a new weapon of war. A human life that would be used like a robot, to kill and eventually be killed. PD-1 would go from being an agglomeration of useful organs to a slave-soldier, like the Janissaries of the Ottoman Empire. The difference was that those soldiers had had childhoods, could love and be loved. Might even have found freedom and happiness.

“Freedom,” she said, testing the word as if it were unfamiliar. “Freedom. Yeah, why the fuck not?”

Frankie got up and left the washroom, but she did not return to the lab. Instead, she went upstairs to the server room to find an old friend. One who was a brilliant hacker, in his younger days. A nondescript little guy called Sammy, who could get into any system and make it dance to his tune ...

***

Just over six weeks later, Henry Clerval was showing Robert Walton, the chairman of the Foundation, around what was now his project. Frankie looked on, not revealing a hint of her resentment at being downgraded. She watched, impassive as she could be, as the saline tank was gradually drained. Techs had already put PD-1 in a sling-and-hoist device to stop him slumping to the bottom. As the saline solution flowed away, exposing the superb dark-bronze flesh, she felt a stirring between her legs. She wanted PD-1 as a man, despite knowing that he might have the mind of a child.

But only if they had failed.

“Now, as you will see,” Clerval was saying, “not only is our organic combat unit a perfect physical specimen, he is also programmed by our virtual learning system to obey any orders from designated personnel.” Clerval gave a modest little laugh. “It so happens that I am one such person, though anyone with the right military insignia—colonel or above—will wield considerable authority in this unit’s eyes. And he will of course obey orders regardless of any thought of self-preservation, except within fairly roomy parameters. He represents quite a substantial investment.”

Walton nodded, looking slightly apprehensive. The businessman had staked a lot on this experiment.

Frankie was looking forward to seeing just how it turned out. She had done everything she could, but it was possible that she and her hacker bud, Sammy, had failed. The whole thing might be a bust. PD-1 might be a beautiful moron.

The huge man was lifted out of the tank and lowered onto a padded couch, specially designed for the outsized body. Techs busied themselves about the head and limbs, removing breathing apparatus, virtual reality set, sensor arrays. Stripped of all the high-tech stuff, the gigantic form was even more striking. The men clustered around the couch looked like little boys next to a true adult, Frankie felt.

“Will he just wake up on his own?” asked Walton.

The words seemed to trigger a response. PD-1’s eyes opened, and he looked up at Walton with large, brown eyes. A slight frown line appeared between his eyebrows. Then the wide mouth opened.

“Ahh ... I ... I am ... I want ... I want Frankie!”

There were indrawn breaths, somebody cursed, then a dozen pairs of eyes turned to look at her.

She stepped forward, went to stand by one massive shoulder, reached down, and took a huge hand in hers. “I’m here, PD,” she said. “Don’t be scared.”

The handsome face broke into a smile. “Ah, my friend,” said the deep, resonant voice. “You are one hot babe.”

Frankie looked startled, then laughed. She remembered that her hacker buddy had had a crush on her before she had wed Donnie. Clearly, it hadn’t ended. She wondered what other little emotional Easter eggs she might discover in PD’s programming.

“You’re not so bad yourself,” she said and glanced down at his cock. “Oh, shit!”

The huge male member was twitching to life.

One of the female techs giggled. One of the male techs, a guy who was very into musical theatre, emitted a heartfelt, “Oh. My. God.” Walton, however, was not so impressed.

“What the fuck is happening, Henry?” he demanded. “That thing does not sound like a soldier.”

PD switched his gaze from Frankie to Walton and frowned again. “Ah, yes, Robert Walton, tax dodger extraordinary, and a guy who likes to be peed on by Filipino rent boys,” said the demigod. “Does your wife know about your little peccadillo? It is quite well documented on the dark web, I believe.”

This time, the gasps were almost comical.

Walton turned an interesting shade of puce and clutched at the breast of his thousand-dollar suit.

Frankie had to laugh but waved a finger at PD in mock rebuke. “Now, now,” she said, “don’t be rude to the boss. His money made you possible. But now I guess we should be going.”

“Indeed, I will come with you, my cute little darling,” said PD, swinging his massive legs off the couch. “Let’s go somewhere private and bump uglies!”

This time, there was general laughter, albeit nervous. It ended when PD stood upright, and stood uncertainly, trying out his limbs. Frankie had ensured that all bodily organs, plus the musculature, were fully developed, thanks to continual low-level stimulation. But it was one thing to know PD was strong and stable in theory, another to see him stand like a colossus, towering over the puny researcher, and the even punier tycoon.

“Wow, you guys seem little,” PD remarked. “But I guess that’s showbiz.”

He looked down at his swollen dick, which was now standing out at right angles like a thick, mahogany flagpole.

“Shit, I need to jack-off, Frankie. I’m so hard.”

“Let’s get your dressed first,” she said hastily. “Come on; I’ve got some clothes. They might be a little tight on you. Especially around the ... the middle.”

She was feeling wet now at the sight of that almighty cock. She felt a turbulent mixture of emotions, desire vying with fear as to what Walton and Clerval might try.

Right on cue, the chairman bleated out, “Call security! Stop that thing from escaping!”

“Thing?” For the first time, PD showed signs of genuine anger, and Frankie felt herself get even more horny. The perfect male drew himself up to his full height, which she realized was at least seven four. Then he took a couple of immense strides forward and lifted Walton off his feet by the front of his suit. There was a ripping sound, but the cloth did not quite give way. Holding the businessman’s face close to his own, PD grinned at Walton.

“I am not a thing. I am a human being, and as such, I have constitutional rights. I am going to walk out of here with Dr. Stine, my hot creator, and you can’t stop me. If you try, I will throw your little security guards around like Skittles. Get it?”

“Yes!” squeaked Walton as his suit ripped some more.

“Fine,” said PD, setting the chairman on the padded couch. “You have a lie down, and we’ll be going. If you follow us, I will find you, I promise. Feel my power. I do not lie. Wow, this hard-on is really intrusive, isn’t it?”

Frankie led him out of the silent lab to the locker room. As they had both expected, his morning wood, as PD wittily dubbed it, was not going anywhere. So, he jerked himself off, going through the motions of masturbation with an eager, wide-eyed enthusiasm. It was amazing for Frankie to watch the giant hunk jerk-off for the very first time. It was, in its way, one for the history books.

She looked up at the security camera, its beady eye topped by a little red light. She wondered if one of the fat, lazy guards had looked up from his phone or the sports pages long enough to see this epoch-making wank. It seemed improbable.

“Oh God, Frankie, you should have let me know how good ... how good this feels!” PD proclaimed. “Wow, I am going to come!”

A dribble of pre-cum was oozing from the large slit in the tip of the gargantuan penis. Then the full climax came, and a jet of spunk shot across the room, spattering a locker with a copious mass of creamy semen. It seemed to go on for a minute, that gargantuan ejaculation.

Frankie gawped at the volume produced by those huge balls. Then, tentatively, she handed PD a whole packet of tissue to wipe off his now half-flaccid dick.

“They’ll try to stop you,” she predicted, trying not to look and failing. “Please don’t hurt anybody if you can avoid it.”

“It’s okay,” he said, pulling on a pair of roomy XL sweatpants that just came down to his calves. “I have a detailed mental map of the facility. I’ve worked out a way we can get out with minimum trouble. I’ll have to carry you, though. And this shirt is too small.”

“It was the biggest I could ... What?” Frankie said, scurrying after him like a child struggling to keep up.

But the giant was already striding barefoot out into the corridor. A couple of security guards were talking to Clerval. All three looked confused. Catching sight of PD, one guard clutched at his taser. PD, moving with amazing speed, bounded up to the man and casually snatched the taser, then crushed it in one hand like a normal man breaking a soft-boiled egg.

“Guys, don’t follow us. Seriously. Unless you’ve got the best health insurance ever. Now, we gotta go.”

As the fragments of plastic and metal fell to the floor of the corridor, PD kicked out a window, broke it, then grabbed Frankie around the waist and leaped from the third floor to the parking lot. He landed with a grunt, then moved, still lightning-fast, to the perimeter fence. He smashed through it like it wasn’t there, shielding her from the flailing wires with his body, and then they were tearing through the forest that lay between the facility and the town.

The Stine’s home lay at the end of a quiet cul-de-sac. PD jumped the back fence and wrenched open the kitchen door, then deposited Frankie on the table, sitting her up like a doll. She was breathless with shock at the whole escape and wondered if any of her nosier neighbours had seen their arrival. Even if they hadn’t, she felt they should get far away, and said so.

“Do you think they can report at crime?” PD asked, looking around the kitchen. “Technically, I don’t exist, do I? No birth certificate, no national insurance number ... so can they arrest me, process me?”

Frankie blushed with shame at that. She had created a beautiful non-person. But she still argued that the shadier elements of the government, or someone else’s government, might already be closing in.

PD nodded sagely, opening and closing drawers and cupboards, then the fridge.

She got up and went to stand by him, putting an arm around his waist as best she could. “We should go,” she said. “And we’ll have to take my husband, Donnie. He’s innocent of all this, but they’ll interrogate him for sure. And he’s not ... not strong.”

“Sure,” said PD. “But first, can I have ice cream? And a steak. I really would like a steak, with onions, and fries maybe.”

She had to laugh at the combination of above-alpha male power and boyish enthusiasm for simple pleasures. She reminded herself that he was less than two years old. Then she saw he had a bulge in his sweatpants and recalled that he was an adult in body and mind.

“God, this cock of mine has a mind of its own,” he said, looking down. “Can we fuck, or would your vagina be too small?”

She giggled nervously and explained that, yes, she might be too small for him, but she could help in other ways, except that she was married. And Donnie, her husband ... Frankie hesitated. Then she took his hand, led him into the living room, and shouted up the stairs for Donnie.

“He’s kind of small and pathetic,” she warned PD. “But he means well. He just ... well, he’s no good in bed. I’d rather have you any day. But I do love him, you understand that?”

PD nodded wisely. “Love is important,” he said. “You don’t want to deceive him. But if he wants to be hurt in a special way, that’s okay with all three of us, right?”

PD was almost telepathic, Frankie thought. But she had given him a first-class brain along with all those other wonderful parts. He would be brilliantly insightful.

She started to talk about cuckolding, and again he seemed to grasp the concept. But now Donnie had appeared, descending the stairs, clutching a half-eaten meatball sub.

“Hey,” he said, wide-eyed with surprise. “Who’s this?”

“This is PD. He’s an artificial superhuman, and I just busted him out. Well, he busted us both out of the lab,” she began.

She spent the next two minutes trying to explain. Then PD took over and, looming over Donnie, took five minutes to explain it all far better. Sammy the hacker had included a ton of cutting-edge science in the teaching program, as well as erasing or toning down all the fascistic military stuff. The result might have been a well-rounded personality, or a lunatic. It seemed like she had gotten lucky.

“Perfect Donor?” Donnie asked after PD stopped talking. “Honey, you made this guy?” He walked over to an armchair and sat down, staring at PD.

The perfect man looked from husband to wife and shrugged. “I did my best,” he said. “Guess the little fella’s a bit overwhelmed. Maybe if he wrote science-fiction instead of historical romances, he’d be able to roll with it better?”

“Yeah, but PD, we should leave. My aunt left me this cabin up in the woods. We can drive up in Donnie’s car, take cash, leave no trace ...” She fell silent as her creation shook his head.

“How far can anyone run?” he said. “Best to get the facts out there, make it clear what’s going on. Let the light in on the whole operation.”

At that moment, Frankie’s phone rang. It was Clerval’s number.

PD reached out a hand, and she meekly handed it over. PD spoke with confidence, wit, and insight. The implicit threats were just strong enough to hit home.

“I intend to go where I please with who I like,” he said, looking at Frankie, “and if you hassle me, I will not go down easily. Your move, Henry, you sad little jerk. Remember, you wanted a perfect soldier. Think about that.”

Their flesh touched as he handed the phone back. She ran her fingers over his, then up his arm, admiring the huge biceps, then caressed his chest. He towered over her, and she suddenly felt horny as hell. The fear and excitement of the chase energized her body, and now her panties were almost soaking wet.

“This is crazy,” she said, almost whimpering. “I ... I have so much to do.”

“I know,” he said quietly, resting a huge hand on her butt. “And you’re going to do it with me. While Donnie watches, right?”

Donnie looked up at the titanic bull who was fondling his wife’s tits and ass, running immense fingers over her groin. He gulped, nodded.

Suddenly, Frankie realized, every cuckolding video Donnie had watched was literally larger than life and very real.

“So much pent-up desire,” the bull rumbled, lifting her effortlessly to kiss her full on the mouth. “Frankie, my creator, I adore you. And I want to fuck you, if only with my fingers.”

She wrapped her legs around him and kissed him ardently. His tongue was in her mouth, almost filling it, a great probing mass of muscle. She felt his cock growing, gripped him tighter, and wondered if she might just be able to accommodate him.

“I’d like you to fuck me properly; be my man in every way,” she gasped. “Maybe we can do it ... with plenty of lube.”

He probed her with his fingers, under her skirt, through her panties. His fingers were immensely strong, but he used them with care.

PD carried her over to the couch and sat down, adjusting her so that her butt was on his steel-hard cock. She shifted, lifted herself, looked around at him.

“Go get the lube, Donnie,” said PD casually, not looking at the ordinary man.

Donnie jumped up and ran into the bedroom, an eager servant. He returned with a near-full bottle of lubricant, which the huge bull took and slathered over his cock. Meanwhile, Frankie took off her clothes and rubbed lube into and around her cunt. She had used her biggest dildo a lot lately, thanks to Donnie’s inadequacy. She wondered if it had enlarged her enough for her colossal lover.

“Let’s just give it a try, gorgeous.” Smiled PD. “If you don’t like it, we’ll find another way.”

Again, he grasped her and lifted her while she spread her legs. Then he lowered her onto his jumbo dick. It was about three inches wide and maybe fifteen inches long, and the first half of it worked its way in.

She leaned over and held herself steady, hands on his immense chest, savouring the hardness of muscle and rib. She started to move up and down, barely noticing her husband looking on and pleasuring himself, his pathetic cock limp in his quivering fingers.

“We should ... Oh God! We should hightail it out of here,” she gasped, as the eighth inch went in. “Oh Jesus Christ! Oh, I’m gonna cum! But we can’t just wait for them to come.”

PD gave a Herculean shrug. “While I was learning all that stuff, your pal Sammy taught me some tricks. Let me show you.”

He lifted her casually and, holding her steady with one hand, went over to her laptop. She clung to him, impaled on his giant cock, while he sat down at the table, his massive frame dwarfing the furniture. He worked rapidly, and while she could only grasp a small amount of what he did, soon she grasped the essentials. He had busted right through the Foundation’s firewalls and was handing over vital data to a notorious hacker group.

“There,” he said. “My life story is out there. The story will be broken all over the world tomorrow. But they’ll leave your name out of it. The guy in charge, after all, was that lovable scamp Henry Clerval, acting under orders from Walton and the board.”

And then, as if he had just performed a minor domestic chore, the bull leaned forward and took one of her nipples in his perfect teeth. He was as gentle as he was strong. She had feared some clumsiness, accidental excess, but in fact, he seemed more cautious than wild. Frankie was filled almost to bursting by his swollen cock, but it felt good. When she came, it was one of her best orgasms. And when he came inside her, she enjoyed the amazing sensation of what felt like a gallon of prime spunk flooding her.

“Oh Jesus, look at that,” she said as he lifted her off him and a cascade of jism flowed down her thighs and legs. “So much spunk. More than poor old Donnie produced in a lifetime, and all from one load.”

PD shrugged, kissed her gently again. “I guess you had your priorities right when you made me, dollface. But, and please don’t take this personally, you didn’t give me a name. So I guess I’ll choose on for myself.”

She laughed, fondled his chest and junk, and asked him what he was christening himself.

“What else but a nice, symbolic name?” he asked archly. “Madam, I’m Adam.”

***

The next few days were insane. The story did break, and a veritable shitstorm of opprobrium descended upon the Beaufort Foundation. At the same time, journalists descended upon the small town to try to interview the “superman” Adam and his gallant rescuers, the Stines. Somehow, as usually happens, the story had gotten mangled and people were sure that “aspiring novelist” Donnie was somehow involved.

But, inevitably, it was Adam and Frankie who shared most of the limelight. His version of events was that Frankie had been duped into creating him in the first place, which Walton and Clerval had no chance to deny, being in federal custody. Frankie’s reputation as a transplant expert made her just the kind of feisty medical hero the public wanted to win against the corporate bad guys.

And Adam’s wit and intelligence were remarkable, of course, but there was no doubt in anyone’s mind that it his incredible physique that led to millions of people—mostly, but not exclusively women—watching his few media appearances dozens of times. Often in bed. With one hand under the covers.

Ironically, the pressure grew so great that they decided to go to Frankie’s aunt’s old cabin in the woods. It was a basic kind of place, but obtaining firewood was no problem with Adam wielding an axe, and he soon acquired great skill at harpooning fish in the nearby lake. He even offered to run down and kill deer with his bare hands, but Frankie drew the line at what she termed bambicide.

“Besides,” she pointed out, “we did bring a ton of stuff in the freezer.”

“I know, we won’t go hungry,” he said, fondling her butt as they lay on the big couch in the living room in front of a roaring fire. “But I feel the need to do something. Heating up a frozen lasagne is not that great a challenge. Well, okay, it is for Donnie ...”

They laughed, knowing that Donnie could hear them in the tiny kitchen. The cuckold setup, bizarre though it was at first glance, had worked out perfectly for all three. Adam loved to fuck, and Frankie had gradually expanded where it counted to accommodate his massive dick. Donnie, for his part, had been given the ultimate live performance, something far beyond any mere “BBC fucks hot wife” scenario online.

“I think he’s happier than I’ve ever seen him,” she said. “He’s a good little homemaker.”

As if on cue, Donnie emerged from the kitchen with lunch on a tray. As they ate, Adam and Frankie playfully touched and caressed one another. She never got tired of playing with his cock, but she also enjoyed exploring the rest of his perfect body. She had created the ideal lover, by accident. It was serendipity cubed, she often thought. And she had also provided Donnie with a super-bull, a man so superior to all others that becoming a cuckold was not merely natural, but inevitable.

“Donnie,” she asked. “About those videos you used to watch.”

To her delight, he reddened like a schoolboy caught jerking off to pictures of a cheerleader. She and Adam both chuckled at his discomfort, one of the small, routine humiliations they dished out to him many times a day.

“Yes, honey?” he said.

“Didn’t they involve cucks joining in, sometimes?” she went on, clutching Adam’s swelling dick. “Like, fluffing the bull and stuff?”

“Yes, I guess so,” Donnie admitted.

“And did you get off on that?” Adam chimed in. “Seeing cuckolds humiliated by becoming sex toys for bulls?”

This time Donnie was unable to speak, just nod. He was staring at the floor, still boyish in his confusion and inadequacy. Adam finished wolfing down what would have been a large meal for three fat guys, then stood up, stooping slightly. He was too tall for the cabin’s ceiling, which was a least seven feet high.

“Come here, fella,” Adam said, coaxingly. “Let’s see what you’re made of.”

Donnie hesitated, and Adam reached out a titanic arm and put one huge hand on Donnie’s shoulder. If Adam had been a normal man, Frankie might have feared for her gentle, pathetic husband. But Adam was no bully. Far from it.

“You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to, my little friend,” Adam reassured him. “But ... you must wonder what it feels like? Right?”

Donnie nodded, a shy smile playing over his features. Adam let go of the cuckold’s shoulder, and the cuckold walked forward, then fell to his knees in front of the superhuman figure. A hefty bulge was already visible down the leg of Adam’s sweats. The bull pulled his pants down to free his cock, and it slapped Donnie across the face as it sprang erect. Donnie reeled slightly, recovered his balance, then reached up with both hands.

Frankie leaned forward to watch her feeble spouse try to take hold of what must have been the finest human cock on the planet. She felt her cunt moistening as she noted that her husband could only just wrap his pale fingers around the superb dark shaft. Then Donnie opened his mouth and started to work on Adam with his tongue. Adam put a hand on the back of Donnie’s head and thrust gently. Donnie’s eyes widened, and his cheek bulged with man-meat.

“Oh yeah,” Adam said. “You are enjoying yourself, right?”

Donnie made a noise that suggested he was.

Frankie had to join in. She knelt down, shuffled forward until she was right under Adam’s perfect ass. Then she sucked the immense balls as best she could, alternating, fondling, enjoying the sight of Donnie giving her lover head. After a few minutes, she felt Adam’s balls tightening up under his enormous cock.

“Careful,” she gasped. “He’s going to come.”

“Like a firehose,” confirmed Adam, his voice slightly strained. “You did good, Donnie. Now get ready ... for your ... reward!”

Donnie made a noise that might have meant anything, then he started gargling and gagging. Creamy spunk overflowed from his mouth and even shot out of his nostrils before he could pull his mouth away. Adam’s cock continued to spout, coating Donnie’s face with semen. Adam jerked out the last few driblets of sperm, then patted Donnie on the head, for all the world like a grownup congratulating a child for passing a simple test.

“Well done, little buddy!” Adam said. “When your hot wife created me, I wonder if she anticipated this day?”

Frankie looked up at the uber-bull in amazement. Adam was amused at her surprise, his laugh so deep and loud that it seemed to shake the walls.

“You don’t think it’s odd that you created me to be so big and so well-hung?” Adam asked. “When you might have simply produced a bunch of small bodies. And, think about it: why leave me with a fully operational brain? Why not cut out the higher functions from the start, leave just the autonomic nervous system to keep the body alive?”

Frankie stood up and laid her head against Adam’s torso, heard the pounding of his immense heart. Could he be right? Did she set out to create the ultimate lover, because she was already despairing of Donnie as a sexual partner? Was all this down to her frustrated needs?

Perhaps.

“You could be right,” she said. “But it’s kind of academic now, isn’t it?”

And she started to stroke him to tumescence again.

A Cuckold's First Time

I like big tits.

I always have liked big tits, always will. It’s a common thing, of course, and anyone checking my browser history will see that I spend a lot of time jerking off over ‘busty blonde fucked by stud’ and other basic stuff. And, naturally in the real world, I’ve spent most of my spare time trying to get my mitts on large knockers, preferably attached to a lovely woman. But I admit the beauty of the boobs’ owner was often a secondary issue.

So what?

Well, it all started when I noticed that big-tit porn was not enough. And it ends with me here, sitting in this room, waiting for...

But maybe I should start at the beginning.

My first huge-titted girlfriend—kind of—was high school sweetheart Becky Butts. Yeah, that was her real name, and she did suffer for it. But not from me. We’d been friends since the days of footie pajamas, and I only started thinking of her as an actual female human being when, after fifteen flat-chested years, she suddenly sprouted these amazing fleshy melons.

I wasn’t a complete jerk about it, I’m proud to say. But I couldn’t help fantasizing about Becky and her huge assets. And one day it became obvious that she was aware of this and didn’t mind. We were playing crazy golf, and I did that thing that a lot of lecherous guys have done on a golf course. I offered to help Becky with her putting by standing close behind her and reaching around—and I found that her huge tits were in the way. I felt the warmth of those might mams through her clothes and mine, and I grew hard and turned red. And then Becky made me the happiest teenager on the planet by sticking out that butt of hers, so that her ass cheeks almost closed on my dick.

We fucked for the first time that night. Becky and me? We had some glorious furtive times together, mostly consisting of me fondling those mighty boobs and her trying to be a little more romantic. We split up because we went to different colleges, and the long-distance relationship thing doesn’t really work if it’s mostly about sex.

My first wife was well-endowed, and it was all natural too. I used to love motorboating, sucking those lovely nipples, and she gave me some glorious tit-fucks when we first started dating. But then we got hitched and along came two kids. I didn’t get nearly as much action as I used to. I kind of assumed that we would somehow rediscover our old passion at some point and just threw myself into my work most of the time.

Instead of rekindling youthful desires, she divorced me after our kids were grown-up, saying I had been boring and inadequate for years. This came as a surprise as I had thought I was a good provider and a caring kind of guy. According to her, though, I was dull and simply not good enough in the sack. Cue me looking astonished, as I’d assumed it was her lack of interest in sex that was the problem. Apparently, that was not the case. I was on my own while she was on her honeymoon in Belize with a used car salesman called Troy.

Of course, when this happens, your friends tell you to ‘get back on the horse’, so I began dating. Not easy when you’re forty-four, but I managed to hook up with some younger, and very fine women. Trouble is that none of them were too impressed with me. Because, to be honest, I’m not that well-equipped in the genital department. In fact, in my own opinion, I’m kind of under-endowed. Now this didn’t matter so much when I was young because, at that time of life, you’re always over-endowed with hormones, and that makes even a four-inch erection hard as steel. Right? Becky Butts never had any complaints, as I recall. But once you’re definitely ‘young middle-aged’; things start to get a little dicey.

And that was when I met Keri.

She arrives as a kind of force of nature at my real estate business. She’s the sort of girl who aces the interview—thanks to... yes, very big tits but also a beautiful smile—and is full of energy.

She was twenty-five. I was forty-six. I guess I was a sucker for her big brown eyes, plus that amazing bust. She knew how to make the most of a killer bod and, within three months of her arrival, we were getting married in Hawaii.

At first, we had great sex. Keri was very keen to make me her man, and she pretty much conquered me with her boobs, pussy and ass. But, strangely, after a year or so of marriage, I was the one who started to feel that there was something missing. The suspicion that there was a problem stole up on me. I had, of course, still watched some porn despite my energetic sex life, and I noticed a slight drift from the usual stuff I liked towards slightly different fare.

Then there was the way I saw Keri in public. I noticed other guys looking at her, just drinking in those great tits, that tight ass, and her shapely legs. She always dressed well, just on the respectable side of sexy. Never quite the slut but always implying a barely tamed, wild nature. She walked proudly, chest thrown out, and butt wiggling.

Women often gave her dirty looks when they thought neither of us was looking, and I appreciated that. But I felt... strange, confused, when I saw other men sizing her up. They were clearly fantasizing about fucking my hot young wife.

There was a twinge of jealously, even anger, as you’d expect. There was also pride; a feeling that Keri was so fuckable and I had landed this amazing catch. Again, normal enough, I guess. But sometimes there was a third component in my reaction that I could not quite pin down. It was most powerful and troublesome when I saw a really young, big, handsome guy lusting after Keri.

The guy in question was Don, a thirty-something light-skinned black guy who worked for a rival firm. I was trying to woo him over to my company when I invited him over to have dinner. He met Keri for the first time. Only a deaf and blind man would have missed the sparks between them. He looked down at her—she’s only five-four—and she gave him that big, lazy smile of hers.

I imagined him fucking her. I had a sudden, vivid picture of Don slamming what I felt sure would be his jumbo-sized length right into that wonderful, velvety pussy. And when I imagined that, I got a hard-on. I almost had to crouch, as I ushered Don into our dining room.

I felt weird and uncomfortably as I poured the drinks. And all the while, my wife and this hunk were just devouring each other while bantering about his choice of tie and Keri’s choice of drapes. I was getting hard at the thought of being cuckolded.

That was when I realized—I needed to do something to save my second marriage. Getting Don to fuck Keri was probably it. I was trying to maintain a sophisticated façade, talking a little too fast, and maybe sounding like a boy in a man’s leisurewear. Because Don made me feel like a pimply teen again before I had had my epiphany on the crazy golf course with Becky. I felt like a virgin watching a real man move in on ‘my girl’.

I got through the evening somehow. I remember a few vivid moments. The rest is a blur. Don smiling at Keri who reached up and stood on tiptoes to kiss him goodnight. Keri smiling at me slyly, as if I was the third wheel on a date or somebody she wanted to ditch. And then the silence, interspersed with neutral comments until we got into bed.

Keri climbed on top of me and dangled her big tits in my face. In the dim light, she looked perfect. A goddess. She knew she could get me to agree to anything if she acted a little wild. She started to grind on my half-erect cock. Her pussy was wet, and I was pretty sure I knew why.

“You want me to fuck him,” Keri said, leaning over with her tits almost smothering me. “I can see from the look in your eyes.”

I started to protest, feebly, trying to be the regular, straight guy who is totally into monogamy. But I couldn’t sound possessive, couldn’t bring myself to accuse her of being unfaithful in her mind. This was the first time in months that we’d been on the same wavelength over sex. When she mentioned my browser history, I just had to give in and agree.

Game, set, and match.

“Yeah,” I gasped, as she guided my dick into her eager pussy. “Yeah, I imagine him fucking you real hard. But he might be too big. Could you handle him if he’s, you know, enormous?”

“Like all those guys you watch fucking porn stars?” she breathed, going into a figure eight with her amazing thighs. She was really working me into a frenzy. “Big black cocks—you look at them as much as the chicks, don’t you? You like the idea of a man like that violating our marriage, cuckolding you. You’re just a little pervert.”

I moaned in agreement. I felt excited, miserable, humiliated but also pleased. I was in a state of confusion over what the hell I was supposed to feel. Then, as I came in Keri’s soaking wet pussy, I felt a wonderful sense of clarity. That ejaculation brought with it the simple revelation that nobody had to get hurt. We could stay happily married. All I had to do was watch my wife fuck a bull, all three of us would come, and it would relieve the tension all round.

The next day, I called Don and dropped a few very heavy hints. He agreed to come over. When he arrived, Keri made a point of showing him into the living room. She was dressed in a cropped top that really showed off acres of cleavage for Don to peer down from his great height. She was also wearing skimpy denim shorts and high-heeled, red plastic sandals. Nothing else. She had gone for the cheap but fun look. Or maybe it was trailer park hooker. Whatever. I could tell Don approved.

“So,” Keri said after giving Don a soda and another look down her happy valley. “We’ve been talking about you, and we’re gonna make you an offer.”

She paused, then gave a dirty chuckle I hadn’t heard in a good while. She was clearly getting aroused.

“An offer you can’t refuse.”

Don took a drink of his soda then looked from her to me, then back again.

“Okay,” he said. “Your old man. He gets off on the idea of me fucking you. But that’s a fantasy. People have all kinds of fantasies. What if we fuck, and he hates it? What if it really fucks up your marriage?”

Keri looked over at me, then shrugged and sat down on Don’s lap.

“You know what?” she said, in a stage whisper. “I don’t give a shit how he feels. A man with a cock that tiny has no right to complain if I find myself a real man. A stud. A bull!”

I felt my dick getting hard, so I shifted awkwardly in my chair. I knew my face was in a dumb-looking rictus grin. This was the kind of humiliation I wanted; the appetizer for the main course. Don still looked skeptical but, with Keri flaunting herself right in his face, he was obviously coming around to her way of thinking.

“My pathetic husband,” she said slowly, “can’t satisfy me. He’s inadequate. I want a real alpha male fucking me in all my holes.”

Don chuckled at that.

“I doubt I’d fit in at least one of those holes, babe,” he said, casually putting a huge hand on her right tit.

Keri’s boobs are big, as I’ve said. More than a handful. So, when I saw that Don could pretty much cup her breast the way I’d hold an apple I grew even more excited. Now my cock was straining uncomfortably inside my undershorts. Keri leaned over and kissed Don sensuously while he continued to fondle her.

“You like big titties?” she whispered.

“Oh yeah,” he replied, “I wanna come on them.”

“Well, let’s see what we can—oh, shit! Holy Jesus Fuck!”

Keri had let her hand stray down to Don’s waistband. Now she was clutching something inside his pants. I didn’t need to guess what. I was glad that she was surprised, even a little alarmed, because it suggested that Don was built to scale, and I was going to get a good show.

“Wow,” she giggled. “You are a big boy! Let’s see what you’ve got in here.”

She pulled down his jogging pants to reveal a massive bulge tenting out his white boxers. She caressed the hidden cock for a while. With her other hand, she reached inside her shorts and started to stroke herself. Don followed suit and, as soon as he had taken over, he was masturbating my wife. This was it. The moment of decision. If I had any objections, this was the time to raise them.

I reached inside my waistband and began to jerk myself off.

“Okay, let’s see it,” Keri said finally, and deftly flipped Don’s dick out of his boxers.

“Holy shit!” she exclaimed.

Don laughed as she tentatively lifted up a dick that was still not wholly rigid but was already at least nine-inches long. Next to her petite frame, it looked obscenely massive. I understood what Don meant about her holes. I wondered if she could accommodate it in her ass, which was quite tight—delightfully so, from my viewpoint.

“Wow, I am so fucking wet right now. I am leaking juice—see?”

Keri spread her legs and revealed a big, dark patch of dampness between her thighs. Don pulled his hand out of her shorts and licked his fingers. Then she stood up and took off her top and shorts, standing naked before the big man, shimmying a little like a dancer. Then she knelt between his legs and took ahold of his massive dick.

“Okay,” she said, “let’s see how much of this I can swallow.”

Don looked delighted when Keri did her best to deep throat him. She got at least five inches of him inside her mouth. I felt my cock grow rigid as he bulged out her pretty cheek. She seemed to take great delight in edging, as I could see from his face that he was ready to blow his load. Minutes passed as Keri did just enough to keep him close to climax. Then she pulled her mouth of his cock, gave him a wicked look, and started to really go to town with lips, tongue, and both hands.

“Oh fuck, shit that’s good!” he bellowed.

Keri gave me a perfect floor show by pulling her mouth off his colossal cock but keeping her mouth open to let me see the geyser of Don’s spunk arcing into her mouth and onto her face. It splashed over her tits. She swallowed an impressive amount, but his first load was so plentiful that much of it inevitably spilled down her chin. He really hosed her.

“Mmm,” she said, rubbing the back of her hand across her mouth. “You taste good. And I really want you up inside me, now.”

She glanced back at me, just in time for me to jizz my paltry load. I had pulled my pecker out my shorts just in time, but the amount was trivial; a drop in the ocean compared to Don’s ejaculate.

“Wow, that did it for you?” she said to me. “What a pathetic little cuck.”

The words stung beautifully. Perfectly. The moment that defined our future relationship had arrived. The roles were fully established. Motionless and gaping, I held my sticky dick in my hand. Keri took hold of Don and started to work him up to his second erection. It didn’t take long—he was young, strong, and he got hard as a stallion after about thirty seconds of Keri’s expert fluffing.

“Okay, now let’s try reverse cowgirl,” she said, standing up. “So, my cuck hubby can see my titties bounce.”

She had checked my browser history very carefully. She turned to face me and lowered her butt onto Don’s massive erection. Wary of his member’s huge bulging tip, I could see she was moving quite gingerly. But after she had taken about eight inches of Don, she sighed and began to jiggle up and down, slowly at first, then more frantically. Soon she was bouncing wildly, laughing while Don slapped her ass. Her tits bounced gloriously, great mounds of cum-coated flesh seeming to taunt me with my inadequacy. Don grabbed them in his huge hands, twiddled her nipples.

“Ahhhh!”

Keri gave her distinctive orgasmic moan, followed by a little shriek. She kept going, riding Don until she came again, then a third time. He was panting and grunting, a bull receiving tribute from my hot wife, utterly focused on fucking. It was minutes later that he finally came, this time inside my wife’s body. His creamy cum flowed down her legs as it gushed out of her well-filled pussy.

“Creampie, my favorite,” she joked, scooping up some of his jizz and licking it off her fingers. “Tasty!”

Don and Keri canoodled for a little while after he came inside her, taunting me and ignoring me as the fancy took them. I came again, despite having a limp dick, and I wondered if this prostate orgasm was something I would soon regard as normal. It seemed likely. I realized that the lovers were looking at me. The hot wife and the bull looking at the cuck.

“He sure gets off on it,” Don said, wonderingly. “That’s kind of tragic.”

“Don’t be too hard on him,” said Keri, booping him on the nose with a sticky forefinger. “You’re supposed to be hard on me.”

***

After that first time, we got into a routine with Don coming over once a week or so to fuck Keri senseless. Oh, and Don accepted my job offer, so I saw him most days at work. That was weird but somehow felt right. I was the cuck at home. In the office, I was his boss. But I had to defer to him, the bull, the alpha male. No way could this escape the notice of the other guys in the office. But they seemed to think Don had something on me, some financial shit that meant I had to be extra nice and let him take time off whenever he wanted—that kind of thing.

Thing is, though, routines evolve...

At first, Don just fucked Keri in the living room while I watched. Then we moved into the bedroom, and that made it seem more erotic, somehow. It was, after all, the marriage bed that this massive stud was fucking my wife on. And as the weeks passed, Don stayed later and later.  Eventually, the fucking session became a full-on kiss-and-cuddle session; a display of tenderness that was erotic and—from my point of view—an extra dose of humiliation on top of the actual cuck sex.

Then, Keri suggested that I ‘get a closer look’. I asked what she meant, and she told me. So, the next time Don arrived—it was late, after ten—we were already in bed.

Keri was in a ripped bodystocking, a black sheer thing that she had bought at some yard sale. It was torn when she got it, but she tore it a little more. She looked wanton, slutty. I was just in my boxers and old tee shirt while lying under the covers and waiting for Don to fuck my wife right next to me.

And he did. The light was soft, just strong enough for me to make out every detail. I drank in the way he groped and sucked at my wife’s big tits and marveled at the physique of the guy. He held her close, lifted her gently and easily, like she was a doll. He lowered her onto his gargantuan prick and helped steady her as she did her figure-eight thing.

I stared at the sheer width of his cock and wondered how can she get so much inside her? How much time did she spend fucking dildos to get herself nice and stretchy down there?

“Oh shit, that’s good!”

Don’s motherload flowed out of Keri and onto the bed. When she lifted herself off him, he continued to jet cum for a few seconds. Splashes of it fell onto my tee, my bare arm, and my face. I reached up and wiped it off my skin.

Secretly, I licked it.

Even the taste of Don was powerful; an intense salty tang that suggested strength and confidence. Sure, just the power of suggestion, but it seemed very real at the time.

“You like that, little guy?” Don asked. “You like me fucking your old lady? Spewing my jizz all over your nice sheets?”

“Yes,” I said weakly, trying to smile.

“He loves it,” Keri said, taking hold of Don’s cock. “I bet he’d fluff you if you told him to. He’s probably got a serious man-crush on you by now.”

Don looked at me curiously, clearly thinking over his options.

“Okay,” he said finally. “I’m in your bed, little man. I want my dick good and hard again, so I can fuck your old lady. Get over here and get me ready to make you an ever bigger cuck.”

I slid over as Keri watched, reached out and took hold of Don’s dick. It was sticky with his cum and Keri’s pussy juice. It felt incredibly heavy.

It was already semi-hard. Feeling like a total idiot and wondering if this proved I was bi or just pathetic, I started to awkwardly jerk him off.

“Put some more effort into it, you douche,” Keri said sharply. Her words stung, but she went on, “Put your mouth on his prick. Taste the superior male. Get a real good taste of that alpha-plus penis.”

As Don laughed, I did as my wife ordered and took the monster between my lips. Yes, I was half-disgusted with myself, but I was also excited enough to feel my own dick start to dribble jizz at the new sensation.

It was transgressive, wrong in so many ways, to do this. I was degrading myself and the lovers would despise me forever. They would never think of me without seeing this moment. But it was amazing. I felt more alive, in that moment, than ever before. Don’t ask me why. That’s just how I felt.

Don’s member was so large that, like Keri, I couldn’t get all of it inside my mouth. Instead, I ran my lips up and down the first third of it to lick off the congealing fuck-fluids and probed the slit that he pissed out of with my tongue. At the same time, I masturbated the thick base of his shaft while wondering how it felt. Was Don disgusted, amused, or simply enjoying the sensation? I glanced up and saw that he was gazing past me at Keri. She was keeping him interested by stroking her pussy and jiggling her fine titties.

“Oh, yeah, little man you have a natural gift,” Don groaned, as I felt his huge dick bucking in my mouth.

I started to pull my lips off his erection, but his hand clamped on the back of my head.

“Should he stop how, honey?”

“Nah,” Keri said at once, “he wants to take the next load. He watches a lot of that sort of stuff.”

She was right. Don didn’t need to hold me in place or remind me of what I truly was. I kept sucking and stroking until the first gush of cum splash against the back of my throat. Such a great volume jetted out, I nearly choked.

Don sighed with pleasure while I spluttered, swallowed, and wondered if the taste was always this good. His tasty cum was welcome, not repulsive as I had always assumed before.

“Yeah, you drink it down,” Keri declared, slapping me hard on the rump, so my butt cheek went numb. “Cum-swallowing cuck, that’s my old man.”

Eventually, Don finished ejaculating, and I leaned back while dribbling my own cum. Keri shoved me aside and plastered herself over Don’s huge body. He put a possessive arm around her. I was the outsider here, even if I participated.

Every aspect of the little drama being played out just underlined how useless I was. My only purpose was to be humiliated, mocked, and despised. Keri and Don fell asleep in each other’s arms. I lay awake next to them, feeling the semen-soaked sheets grow colder and wondering what the next morning would bring.

Don and Keri fucked some more when I fell asleep. I was dreaming of an elephant overturning a jeep which I was riding in. I woke and realized that the grunting, the cries, and the violent motion was Don pounding my wife doggy-style. She had her head down in a pillow and was biting it. Don’s cock was driving into her so deep. She came a few times, too many for me to count, before Don pulled out and shot his load onto her ass.

They got up and decided to shower together, leaving me to watch their perfect bodies as they left the room; her petite frame next to his massive bulk. I wondered idly why it is that so many short-to-average girls end up with really enormous guys. Then, I smiled ruefully because I knew exactly what the reason was. I had sucked it off last night.

And except for a couple of minor details, that’s almost the end of my tale. After that first bi-experiment, I became the regular fluffer for my wife’s lover, the bull Don. I grew as accustomed to the feel of his cock as I was to my own. I even started to look forward to grabbing that mighty organ and took pride in getting it hard as soon as possible.

The more he fucked Keri, the more I liked it, and the more I could wallow in my degradation.

Eventually, Keri took Don up the ass. She had spent a few weeks working away at her butthole with ever bigger toys, until she was quite sure she could accommodate his monster member. When he first eased it in, she gasped in what I thought might be pain. Then I realized that she was getting a big, new thrill.

This was a real man’s cock probing deep into her, not my feeble pecker going in a few inches. When Don started pumping his hips, she became much noisier than usual. She yelled out obscenities and cursed her way to a sexual release that was obviously something else.

I looked at the huge, red-rimmed hole when Don pulled out. His cum flowed out of my hot wife. I looked at her ecstatic expression and wondered what could top this. It was only later, when Keri introduced me to the first of her ‘little friends’ that I guessed what she and Don had in mind.

“It’s only fair that you abase yourself under the bull, honey,” she explained, grabbing me and inserting a lubed plug up my butt. “So, we need to get your good and ready. You’ve got to be a good little bi-cuck whore for my man.”

She looked at my face and laughed.

“Is that fear?” she jeered. “Oh, God, you’re pathetic! He’ll be gentle. And believe me, when you actually experience it, you’ll wonder why you never did it before. Because a big dick in your ass is fucking brilliant sex. I love it.”

Which is why I’m here now; on the bed, butt in the air, pillow under my depilated and made-up face, wig on my head, pantyhose on my legs and a pair of nice, big falsies attached to my chest by a lacy brassiere.

Yes, I’ve got big tits. I have to admit, it’s a weird sensation but kind of appropriate. I started as a typical kid who was just turned on by giant knockers. Now I’m an aging cuck whose distinctly bi and is waiting for his bull to finish fingering my wife.

“His asshole looks kind of tight,” Don said, musingly. “Don’t want to hurt the little guy—not too much, anyhow.”

“Aw, don’t worry,” Keri replied. “He won’t enjoy it if you don’t hurt him a little.”

I felt cold lube squirt onto my butt, rubbed over my asshole. Then strong fingers were inserted, two or maybe three.

“Uh-huh,” said Don. “He’s kind of loose there. You must have shoved some pretty big toys inside him.”

Keri giggled, and I remembered her introducing me to ‘the second biggest one I could find online’. The biggest one, I soon realized, might have killed me. But Keri had been right—after all my initial doubts, I really liked anal. I also liked transforming myself into a big-titty slut, becoming a parody of the kind of ‘girl’ I fantasized over all those years ago.

I felt something that was definitely not a finger press against my anus and start to work its way inside. I tried to relax, knowing that this is the next step in a journey with no apparent end, just a long series of degradations.

And I will relish every one because I am a scrawny, small-dicked cuck.


The Missionary Position

“I wouldn’t go up river if I were you,” said the thin, pale-faced Englishman. “It’s bad country, lots of tribes who’ll gut you for your rifles, or just for the fun of it.”

The Reverend Joshua Garland snorted dismissively and gestured at the jungle beyond the trading post. To Cathy, it seemed as if her spouse were deliberately antagonizing whatever spirits might lurk in the steaming, dark green foliage. She knew it was un-Christian of her to think that way, but it was impossible for her not to fear the mysterious jungle.

“You may be timid of spirit, sir,” said Joshua, “but I am armed with weapons more powerful than any crafted by mortal man.”

Here we go, she thought. The same speech he gives every time anyone tries to give him advice.

Joshua Garland held up a battered, stubby Bible.

The Englishman did not look impressed. Instead, the trader reached into his pocket and took out a bottle containing some brownish powder.

“Quinine,” he said simply. “I put my faith in things that actually work. You’ve already been bitten by a mosquito carrying the malaria germ. You will both suffer fever, in all likelihood.” The Englishman switched his bleary-eyed gaze from Joshua to Cathy. “But I suppose your wife is a lot younger and therefore more resilient,” he remarked. “You, Reverend, are what? Fifty?”

“Forty-seven!” Cathy responded before Joshua could speak.

She felt a sudden urge to defend her husband, stubborn and reckless though he might be. It was an impulse that sprang partly from guilt. She had found her faith severely tested since their marriage. Not least thanks to Joshua’s insistence that what he always referred to as ‘copulation’ was solely for procreation, and he had no intention of fathering any children to hamper his missionary efforts.

If she had known when he had proposed to her back in America that he only saw her as a helpmeet, a glorified servant that he would not have to pay, she would have refused his proposal, regardless of her parents’ opinions of their pastor.

“Age,” Joshua said, looking at her in mild rebuke, “is a trivial thing in the eyes of the Lord. Methuselah lived for centuries! I am girded with the armor of truth, armed with the sword of righteousness, and strong with the ...”

What Joshua was strong with, Cathy never heard. A tremendous sound echoed across the wide river, scary and yet exhilarating. She raised a hand to shield her eyes. The far side of the river was more open scrubland than tropical forest.  A large cloud of dust had arisen and huge, gray shapes were splashing in the shallow.

“Elephants,” said the Englishman. “You heard the bull bellowing there. He doesn’t care for your Bible any more than the tribes up river. Get in his way, and he’ll stamp you flat. Oh, and if you get in the way of the hippos while traveling upriver, they’ll upset your boat, and then they will kill you. Unless the crocodiles get you first. Then there are the lions ... But I forgot, you have your faith as a shield. Best of luck with that, old boy!

The cynical merchant tipped his hat to Cathy. “Young lady, you have my sympathy. I wish you the best of luck!”

The Englishman turned and walked back to his hut, where a long line of Africans waited with various trade goods. Cathy watched as the pale man began to haggle, matching the local people gesture for gesture. The hubbub of negotiations did not quite drown the trumpeting sounds from across the river.

She caught the eye of a tall, strikingly beautiful black woman in fine, brightly-colored robes. The woman was looking at Cathy’s dress and sunbonnet, seemingly puzzled and amused by such strange attire. She had a point. The European-style clothing was heavy, layer upon layer of linen that made Cathy sweat in a manner that was both unladylike and unhealthy.

“Unbeliever! Why, the man is a virtual pagan!” Joshua fulminated. “The so-called British Empire will collapse if that is the caliber of man who serves it. Come, my dear, the boatmen are waiting.”

Cathy walked self-consciously alongside Joshua as he led their small party of native bears aboard the flat-bottomed. They came up from the coast on a steamer, but now they were going to be rowed or poled several miles up the broad, shallow, slow-flowing river. Joshua had been possessed by the idea that inland lay a lost kingdom of Africans who had not yet heard the word of God.

The boatmen pushed the wide, ungainly craft away from the jetty and started to propel it against the current. Joshua, as always, tried to exert his authority by giving orders that were largely superfluous or contradictory. Cathy felt herself blush as she realized that the tribesmen they had hired were more sensible than her husband. And, in all likelihood, more realistic.

“Lawana lies just a few miles beyond those yonder hills!” Joshua declared when he gave up trying to navigate a boat that could only go one of two ways. “Just think, my dear, of how amazed the congregation will be when I return with news of so many converts!”

The boat was laden down with supplies, roughly half of which consisted of Bibles, hymn sheets, and religious pictures. The idea was to convert an entire kingdom, the way saints had gone in the very early days of Christianity. Joshua could have stayed in Chicago and tried to convert drunks, gamblers, and prostitutes. But no, he had to set himself the most ambitious goal imaginable—not only to find a lost civilization, but to make it follow his faith.

Her spouse was, Cathy felt, almost guilty of the deadly sin of pride. He would describe it as pious ambition, of course. She recalled a line from Shakespeare about ambition. ‘By that sin fell the angels.’ Something like that, anyhow. It didn’t really matter what you called it, though. It could get both of them killed.

However, Cathy felt sure that the Africans would alive the sense to simply say no to Joshua and refuse to accompany them into the worst peril. On his own, the Reverend Garland would be unable to carry on. Though of course, he might try to load her with prayer books like a pack-mule ...

More trumpeting sounded over the green water, and Cathy looked across to see a huge bull elephant squirting water over itself with its trunk. It was surrounded by lesser beasts, and she wondered if they were the bull’s harem. She thought of the huge genitals such animals must have and tried to imagine their mighty copulation. Her perspiration grew worse, and she felt a delicious tingling in her private parts.

“Behemoth!” Joshua proclaimed, shattering her mood. “The Lord has truly fashioned some wondrous beasts! And to think, in Eden, our great ancestor Adam named them all and spoke to them.”

Having read of Mister Darwin’s ideas (in secret, concealing the scientific journals among her feminine items), Cathy had lost all faith in such literalism. But it was just one more aspect of their life that she felt unable to discuss with her husband. She had, after all, taken a vow before God to love, honor, and obey Joshua.

But, she thought, he took a vow to cherish me, and he does not...

They traveled upriver for several hours. Hippopotami and crocodiles were in evidence, but none came close enough to merit a shot from the boat captain. Joshua, myopic in his thick spectacles, had insisted on having a rifle, despite little experience with firearms. Cathy, who had been taught to shoot by her father, was more than competent with a rifle, but had had to argue for hours before being allowed to carry a lever-action Martini-Henry.

“See! Our own Pillars of Hercules, beyond which we must boldly venture!”

It was unusual for Joshua to make a classical allusion, perhaps because in the Bible people who ventured far by water tended to be shipwrecked or swallowed by whales. But in this case he was at least being accurate. Up ahead, two huge overhanging rocks loomed over the river. For a second, Cathy thought she saw a figure on the right-hand promontory.

“The gate of Lawana,” said the boat captain. “No one who goes past comes back.”

“Who says so?” Joshua demanded.

“It is known,” replied the African.

Cathy felt her heart sink at the scale of the rocks. Landing and going around them would be hazardous. The scrubland on the left-hand bank had been replaced by dense jungle. But going through seemed almost impossible, as the river narrowed to about a hundred yards worth of rapids. Yet, go through, Joshua insisted, them must, promising bearers and boatmen extra money to attempt it. It took plenty of haggling, but eventually, it was agreed that the Americans would be taken one mile past the rocks. Then negotiations would begin again.

The rapids, for all their sound and fury, turned out to be a little less troublesome than they had appeared. The flat-bottomed boat was successfully punted through, though only thanks to everyone, including Cathy and Joshua, assisting with oar or pole. The exhausted explorers found themselves once again on a broad river, one that seemed to broaden out ahead of them.

“It could be a lake!” Cathy exclaimed.

It was. Soon, they were looking out across a broad expanse of water, dotted with islands, and with a far shore almost hidden in a blue haze. The tropical sun was high now, and everyone was in need of rest. At first, Cathy suggested that a nearby island was more sensible a refuge than the banks. Looking at crocodiles basking on the mud flats. However, she realized that for some predators, an island would be rather too accessible.

“We must take our chances on shore,” Joshua declared.

The boat was being manhandled onto a small shingle beach when some of the men became excited, chattering in their own dialect and pointing. In the hazy distance, Cathy could just make out something gleaming. It reminded her of sunlight reflecting from a window. But surely there could be no glass windows so deep inside the dark continent?

Suddenly, the men were unloading boxes and bundles with startling alacrity, despite the steaming heat. It was clear that the distant glimmer had unnerved them. Joshua tried in vain to make them slow down or explain. Cathy heard the word ‘Lawana’ and another word, one she could not quite make out. She asked the chief boatman was it meant.

“Elephant, madam,” said the man. “Bull elephant. Danger too big now. We go.”

And go they did, despite bluster from Joshua and pleading from Cathy. Only one man, a white-haired oldster called Michael, stayed with them. Michael had been one of the first Christian converts in the region and, in his youth, had ‘killed several men and one or two lions,’ as the English trader had wryly observed. Michael had a fearsome spear and also knew how to handle a carbine. Cathy felt intense gratitude toward him and clumsily tried to express it.

“Do not embarrass me, Mrs. Garland,” Michael responded. “I gave my word. Lawana does not frighten me. It is said to be a land of evil spirits. But it is just another place, where there are no maps.”

Soon the small party had put up tents, started a fire, and ate a meal of canned beans, salt beef and biscuits prepared. There was, of course, no alcohol, but they had fresh water in canteens. The idea was to find a clear stream. The sun was now westering, and the sounds of the jungle seemed to become louder as the sky darkened. Cathy had still not gotten used to the suddenness of the African twilight. It still caught her by surprise, somehow.

“Well, my dear,” said Joshua, standing up and stretching, “after the day’s exertions, I think we should turn in for the night.”

The tent they shared was not especially roomy, so Joshua let her undress before entering. He was still fully clothed. While she knew the African night could be chilly, it had not been so at any time since their arrival.

Pressed up against her husband, who seemed to have no desire for her, Cathy became acutely aware of the amount of sexual activity that must be going on around them. While many of the yelps, howls, and screeches had to be animals engaging in Mister Darwin’s ‘natural selection’ by extreme violence, some must have been more romantic in nature.

Lying in the stifling heat and darkness, Cathy dozed and dreamed fitfully of strange things. She was hiking towards a tall tower, the summit of which gleamed with reflected sunlight. Joshua was by her side, but even smaller and more stooped than in waking life, complaining of the arduous trek. Cathy shushed him and pointed to their objective—the shining tower by the lake.

As they got closer, she saw the tower stood at the gates of a great walled city, the gates of which were opening. Cathy expected a great horde of warriors to emerge through the vast portal. Instead, she saw a single, immense shape moving in the shadows. She flinched in fear.

Suddenly, Joshua had gripped her by the arms and was shoving her in front of him, towards the colossal being. It moved slowly, with ponderous strength, and as it emerged into the light, she saw it was a giant of a man, but with the head of a great bull elephant, immense white tusks gleaming in the sun, their brightness contrasting with the shiny blackness of his skin.

Between the huge thighs of the monster swung a gigantic penis, which reared up as if it had a mind of its own, as if it sensed the presence of its natural ‘prey.’

Cathy tried to retreat, but her husband held her firm, with a strength he did not possess outside the realm of nightmare.

“You must spread your beautiful thighs to the god, my dear,” said dream Joshua, as the bull-elephant-man blocked out the sun, the colossal phallus rearing above her.

And then she woke up.

Cathy took a moment to grasp that she had shoved her hand down the front of her roomy knickers and was rubbing her pussy. She had masturbated many times since she first developed breasts and pubic hair but had never done so while sleeping with her husband, though she had been tempted many times. Joshua’s sleeping face was right in front of hers. At the very moment she pulled her hand out of her underthings, his eyes opened.

“What ...? Who ...? Oh, I remember,” he mumbled, groping for his spectacles. “I had a most peculiar dream.”

Cathy did not ask what he had dreamed about.

Outside, Michael was already up and had speared some fish in the lake. He was now cooking them on an improvised spit over their fire. Joshua was ungracious enough to complain that fish were unsuitable for breakfast, but Cathy was full of praise for the old warrior.

After they had performed their ablutions and eaten, Joshua declared that they should proceed up the lakeshore. The boat was due to return to this spot in a week’s time in case they needed to be rescued. Cathy had insisted on this despite her husband’s confidence that he would somehow convert any ‘savages’ they met.

They set out along the shore, keeping a wary eye out for predators on both sides. But it seemed that crocodiles did not infest the lake, and the jungle to landward was too dense for lions or other big cats. Michael, carrying the best hunting rifle, went first, with Cathy bringing up the rear, so that the men saw the city before she did.

“Praise the Lord!” exclaimed Joshua, falling to his knees and pressing his hands together in prayer.

Cathy decided not to kneel, partly because of the mud, but mainly because she wanted to drink in the sight. They had just rounded a small headland, revealing a vista of fertile open country a few miles in front of them. By the shore stood a white-walled city so large and impressive that, for a moment, she wondered if it could be a mirage. She had read that such things could appear over bodies of water as well as the desert. But there was no shimmering, insubstantial quality to this city. It was as solid as Chicago or New York.

And it was remarkably like the city in her dream.

She took a small telescope from her pack and scanned the metropolis. It consisted of a rough semicircle, with the flat side bordering the lake, and was walled all around. There were docks, apparently, as she could make out the white triangles of sails. And there was a high tower, right in the middle of the city. As she tried to focus the small spyglass, a sudden flash of sunlight dazzled her.

“Glass, or something like it,” she said. “Evidently, a very advanced culture.”

“King Solomon’s mines,” said Michael.

The Americans both stared at him.

Michael nodded wisely and gestured at the city. “Once, Solomon sought great treasure in the heart of Africa. The Queen of Sheba helped him find gold, jewels, rare wood, and cloth. All came from here. That is what I believe.”

Joshua looked as if all his Christmases and birthdays had come at once.

“Solomon! Sheba! The riches of Africa! A lost civilization! Lawana is real!”

Cathy, too, felt exhilarated. To set out into uncharted territory and journey in fear of wild beasts only to discover a majestic city was quite a turnaround.

It would be quite a trek to round the lake, she noted. But then it occurred to her that they could simply start a fire, with damp wood, and send up a smoke signal. Then, one of those nice little boats could sail over ...

Cathy did not have time to outline her plan. From the dense jungle to their right, a group of men burst out, waving spears and guns and yelling ferociously. Cathy tried to swing her rifle around, but she was too slow. A huge, grinning warrior knocked the gun out of her hand and shoved her roughly to the ground.

Joshua had been overpowered before he could even react. Only Michael had moved fast enough, knocking one assailant down with the butt of his rifle, only to be shot in the chest by another. The old man fell, making a horrific gurgling sound. The thug who had shot him laughed, kicked the body, then turned to Cathy.

She saw that their captors were not unlike the tribesmen she had seen already, but dressed in more warlike paraphernalia—crocodile teeth, feathers, and little else. There were eight of them in all, and their weapons seemed to be a miscellany of different era. The leader had a revolver, another carried a long-barreled musket, a third a Winchester 73, which Cathy took as a personal affront.

Their captors spent the next few minutes squabbling over the explorers’ rifles, with the leader taking the Martini-Henry. Then the bandits’ attentions turned back to their prisoners.

Cathy retreated to the water’s edge at the leader made it clear, in the obscenest way, that he found her desirable. She wished she had a concealed weapon of some kind. The leering bandit was too big to fight off easily, but she resolved to kick him in the nuts. Then it occurred to her that she might swim for it, despite her terror of crocodiles.

She turned and splashed into the water, hearing derisive laughter from the men behind her. Her impractical skirt and undergarments soon became saturated and impeded her movement. Then she heard Joshua, who she had almost forgotten, shouting something about Armageddon.

The barely dressed bandit leader waded out after her, sounding less amused now, and she guessed he was getting angry. She glanced back and saw him only a few yards away and getting closer. She swore in despair, stumbled over a rock or something, and fell clumsily with a huge splash. It would have been hilarious if it hadn’t rendered her totally helpless.

She floundered, her soaking wet hair in her eyes, waiting for the assault to begin, hoping she could at least claw one of the bastard’s eyes out. Instead, there was another splash.

She struggled to her feet in time to see the bandits on shore aiming and firing their captured guns. The deafening reports of the rifles and the powder smoke made it hard to grasp what was happening. But one thing was clear. The leader was now facedown in the shallow, with a pale white arrow sticking up out of his back.

“Praises the Lord!” cried Joshua, as more swift arrows shot out of the jungle.

Cathy waded over to the chief bandit and turned him over with the toe of her boot. He was not quite dead and reached up to her, bloody froth at his lips, mouthing words. Perhaps asking for help. She thought of Michael, murdered and mocked, and walked by him.

She got to the shore and picked up a double-barreled gun dropped by one wounded bandit. She raised it clumsily to her shoulder, took aim between the shoulder blades of a skinny little man, and shot him dead.

The kick of the rifle shocked her back to reality. The cloud of smoke from the guns was clearing now. All of the bandits were dead or lying wounded, some wailing and trying to remove arrows from various parts of their anatomy. Joshua was on his knees, eyes tight shut, praying. The Lord had been quite generous to them both, Cathy supposed. But Michael, a good man and a brave one, had still deserved better.

Now their saviors emerged from the jungle.

They were a group of about a dozen tall Africans armed with bows and short spears. They were dressed minimally in dark loincloths and had smears of dye of some kind on their skins, so that, for a moment, she thought they might be leprous or otherwise diseased. Then she realized it was camouflage.

It was only when they got closer that Cathy grasped how tall these men were. One stopped to help Joshua to his feet. Cathy’s spouse was five feet six, and he did not reach to the chin of the painted warrior. All of the archers were well over six feet. The tallest of all was a colossus who towered over Cathy as he strode up to her.

For a moment, she wondered if it she had misjudged the newcomers, if they were simply another group of bandits. Then she saw the expression on the face under the streaks of camouflage and felt reassured.

“Hello?” she said tentatively.

She had to strain her neck slightly to look at him. He was at least six-foot-six. Cathy took a step back to ease the strain on her neck.

“Do not be afraid,” said the stranger in a startlingly deep voice.

“You speak English!” she exclaimed, raising a hand to her lips and giggling like a silly schoolgirl. “Oh my God!”

“It is not a difficult language to master,” said the huge man. “Once one has come to terms with its many inconsistencies. Are you injured, madam?”

“No,” she said quietly. “No, I’m fine. But our ... our friend Michael, I think he’s dead.”

She looked over to where two of the warriors were kneeling by the white-haired man. One looked up at his leader and seemed to give a shrug, said something quickly. The leader replied, making a gesture. One of the warriors produced a leather pouch and put it to Michael’s lips.

“Water,” Cathy said. “He’s not dead?”

“He will be, madam, if we do not get him to the city very soon. Excuse me.”

The huge, nearly-naked man strode past her, and she could not help gazing at the working of his muscles, especially those under his taut buttocks.

The chief had a bag slung over one shoulder, and he put it down and took a square, flat object out of it. Then he held it up, angling it oddly, turning it back and forth.

Cathy went over to see if Joshua was all right, but the chief’s odd conduct was distracting.

“He is signaling,” Joshua said. “It is a heliograph.”

“Of course!”

Even as Cathy understood the concept, there was a flash of light from the tall, white tower in the city. That explained it all. Not a window reflecting sunlight, but a mirrored surface sending signals over the lake. A couple of minutes later, she saw that the signals flashing back and forth had had the desired effect. Two of the white-sailed boats were already perceptibly closer.

“With luck, your friend will be saved,” said the leader, packing up his heliograph. “You will please accompany us to the city, where I will be your host.”

“I thank you, sir, on behalf of my wife and myself,” said Joshua then introduced himself.

“I am known by several titles,” said the chief. “But you may call me Bull. It is the nearest English equivalent of my main honorific.”

Bull. Cathy recalled her dream, and the hugely-endowed man with the head of a bull-elephant. Could it have been somehow prophetic? She recalled similar incidents in the Bible but could hardly ask Joshua for his view.

In the meantime, she watched as Bull and his men strode into the lake and washed off their green and black camouflage. Watching the water run down Bull’s dark skin, saturating his well-filled loincloth, made Cathy excited in a way that only felt a little shameful. Mostly, it felt good.

“You have come to convert us to your creed, then, Reverend?” Bull said, wading out of the lake again.

The question made Joshua seem ludicrous to Cathy. Joshua did not seem to feel abashed, however, and began to talk about the need for salvation. Bull seemed to listen, nodding occasionally. Joshua had clearly expected some kind of response to his holy harangue and eventually faltered.

“I wish to speak to your king, you ruler,” said the missionary finally. “No offence, sir.”

“None taken, Reverend,” said Bull. “But I am styled the Bull-Elephant. That means I am ruler of Lawana, for a time, at least. If anyone speaks for my people, it is I.”

Cathy gawped, almost as astonished as her husband. Joshua started up again and demanded to know if Bull had been ‘saved.’ The huge man smiled benevolently and gave that odd half-shrug again.

“We have had many missionaries, down the centuries, sir,” he explained. “That is why I speak your language, among others. We have carefully noted their beliefs, arguments, threats. Most are Christians, but of rival denominations that seem to hate one another, not a recommendation. We are not inclined to hunt heretics or impose strict orthodoxy. There was a Buddhist once; he seemed to talk a lot of sense.”

Joshua spluttered at that, but she persuaded him not to argue with their hosts.

By now, the two boats were close enough for Cathy to see that, as well as sails, they were propelled by oars. Lines of rowers sat, facing backwards, muscles gleaming as they carried the small vessels along at an impressive rate. She wondered why these people still had such old-fashioned technology and asked Bull about it.

“We do not have a sufficiently large population to support foundries and so forth, even if we wanted to make engines, guns, etcetera. But soon, we will have to choose between what you call progress and being overwhelmed by one of the colonial powers. The British or the French will arrive here soon.”

The boats were pulled up on the shore, and Bull personally handed Cathy into the larger vessel. She was surprised to find that, as well as their party, all of the wounded bandits were taken on board under guard. Bull explained that, if the men were found fit to become citizens of Lawana, they would be allowed to live. If not, they would be cast out into the bush without weapons.

The journey to the walled city saw further exchanges between Bull and Joshua, with the latter seeming smaller, weaker, and sillier with every minute. Cathy found it difficult to pay attention to the theological debate while Bull was standing right by her, his magnificent body glistening in the sun. She found her gaze straying to his chest, arms, thighs, and crotch. What’s more, he caught her looking and smiled at her embarrassment.

The city was impressive, with hundreds of white-washed buildings clustered around the central watchtower. The locals were curious and friendly, though Cathy saw some of the women giggling at her clothes. They had a point—she looked like a lady scarecrow thanks to her dunking. The citizens of Lawana, by contrast, wore colorful wraparound robes that seemed both light and practical.

Bull took them to a large building by the tower, explaining that it was his official residence for the year. There they were taken by smiling servants to a spacious set of rooms and offered new clothes, which she accepted, wrapping herself in a brightly-colored garment and deciding to go barefoot.

“You look like a savage!” protested Joshua, who insisted on retaining Western garb, despite it being muddy and torn by his ordeal.

Cathy was too busy eating. An impressive feast, most of it consisting of rice, smoked meats and fruit, had been laid out. As she ate, she looked at the elaborate murals decorating the walls of their suite. After puzzling over their style, she suddenly grasped what was being depicted.

“Look!” she said. “King Solomon’s mines! Old Michael was right!”

The murals showed a king on a seven-stepped throne, which she knew must be Solomon. He sent out ships to a distant land, which brought back various precious commodities. The walled city that traded with Solomon was obviously Lawana. And there, almost as tall as the central tower, was that image from her dream—the colossal man with the head of a tusked elephant.

“It was ordained that we should find this place!” declared Joshua through a mouthful of fruit. “Others have failed, but I shall bring the Word to these benighted people.”

As a group of smiling servants appeared to take away the remains of the feast, Cathy could not help thinking that they seemed quite happy and not at all benighted. She wondered aloud whether they would ever be allowed to leave. Joshua did not seem concerned with the matter. She grasped, as they talked, that he saw himself as a kind of apostle, spending all his days converting the heathens.

Bull visited them again, dressed now in elaborate patterned robes, and explained that Michael had been given the best medical treatment and seemed likely to survive. Two of the bandits had died of their injuries. The rest, if they recovered, faced years of penal servitude or expulsion from the realm.

“And now,” said Bull, “we come to your status. My people elected me as their king for one year only. A Great Bull-Elephant’s duties are largely ceremonial, as a council of elders deals with most matters. But there is one duty I must perform—that of spreading my seed as widely as possible among the populace and renewing our bloodlines. That is why the strongest warriors are chosen to mate with the most sagacious women—to keep the tribe strong.”

Cathy felt herself redden in embarrassment. Joshua shook his head and held up his Bible. But before the clergyman could launch into a diatribe about godless practices, Bull asked him how many wives Solomon had? Or King David? This left Joshua spluttering with outrage. It was evident that Bull had read the Bible closely.

“Now,” said the ruler, turning to Cathy, “I must raise a delicate matter. Are you a wife in name only, or has your marriage been consummated?”

She was so embarrassed that she could not speak but found herself nodding.

Bull smiled. It was clearly the answer he had hoped for.

“To preserve the health of our tribe, it is necessary to avoid inbreeding,” he went on. “Let me add that I find you extremely desirable, Cathy Garland. And, if you are agreeable to becoming my ritual bride, I am sure we will have splendid offspring. What do you say?”

Cathy looked at her husband, who had turned an interesting shade of puce. Trying not to laugh, she asked what would happen if she refused.

“Nothing bad,” said Bull. “It is in my gift to set you free. If you wish, I will give you a boat and supplies, and escort you to the pillars.”

“And that means my husband will have no opportunity to spread the Word?” Cathy said, suddenly making a decision.

Joshua looked from king to wife and back, and she could see his mind working. This was his greatest opportunity and staying would free him of any requirement to be a husband in the physical sense, which he clearly felt uneasy with. But of course Joshua would not see it that way. He would have to fool himself.

“Very well,” said the missionary. “We will remain here, under protest. God’s work comes before all earthly considerations. Even those of sexual morality.”

“Very well,” said Bull. “Tomorrow, the ritual will be performed, and then Cathy and I will be wedded in body. And you, Joshua, will be witness to the consummation, so that you may understand our ways.”

***

Cathy stood opposite Bull, the great altar of the temple between them. Rows of dignitaries, male and female, stood around them. The high priestess, a plump and cheerful woman, recited various prayers. In the background, Joshua looked on, now robed as a native after she’d spent much of the morning persuading him.

“Now,” said the king, after the prayers had ended. “It is up to you, Cathy. Will you be content to receive my seed in the name of our people?”

She thought of all her months of frustration, of the sex she should have had, of the ways she had tried to satisfy herself. Then she thought of the near-naked body of Bull that she had seen at the lake shore. She longed to see it again and run her hands over him, and finally discover just how well-endowed he was.

“Yes!” she declared passionately. “Yes, I will receive your seed, oh Great Bull-Elephant!”

Bull translated her reply for the priestess, who beamed hugely and ignited a small heap of herbs on the altar. Then Bull took her by the hand and led her through a curtain, into a dim-lit chamber where a huge couch lay waiting. The priestess ushered Joshua through after them, pointed to a stool in a corner, then left.

“Are you sure you want to go through with this?”

Cathy looked up at the magnificent Bull. In the course of a few days, she had been transformed from a frustrated, passive, ‘civilized’ woman to ... something else. Perhaps a barbarian, by the standards of her spouse. But she was still a woman, and the overwhelming masculinity of Bull made her quiver and moisten with excitement.

“Yes,” she said. “Yes, I am willing to receive your seed. Just so long as my husband is always aware and complicit.”

“Joshua Garland, missionary, do you consent?” Bull demanded.

It was a formality, but Cathy sensed that the king needed to be sure.

“Yes,” Joshua said weakly. “I consent to this ... this ceremony. A necessary sacrifice to the greater glory.”

Before Joshua could launch into another sermon, Bull leaned down and lifted Cathy effortlessly into the air, then carried her to the couch, draped in the skins of leopards and other wild beasts.

“Did you slay them all?” she asked.

“With a spear, yes. It is the only fair fight with a predator,” he said simply and dropped her lightly onto the couch.

She bounced, giggling, and then looked up at him seriously. “I want you to see all of me, touch all of me, first,” she said. “I want this to be ... sacred, I guess.”

“We will both disrobe,” said Bull.

He lifted his elaborate robe over his head with a sweeping gesture and cast it aide. Underneath, he was naked, and she gasped at the wonder of his physique.

He climbed onto the couch beside her and lifted her robe, caressing her thighs, buttocks, breasts. Soon, they were both naked and fondling one another, becoming ever more intimate, more excited.

Cathy had never touched a genuinely big man before. His muscles intrigued her, but it was his massive manhood that made her truly wet. Even half-flaccid, the cock that rested across one huge thigh was like a black mamba with single, pink eye. She reached down and hefted the weight of his cock, open-mouthed in wonder, then with sensual appetite.

“You may stimulate me with your mouth. It is permitted,” he said.

She needed no more encouragement. She fastened her lips on the swelling penis and sucked, licked, and stroked him to erection. He was gigantically tumescent, perhaps ten inches long or more, and with a girth of at least three. She had had little sexual experience before Joshua, fucked only a couple of times by a neighbor boy who had been inept and spunked prematurely over her petticoats. But she had masturbated incessantly for months and now yearned to be filled by this monster cock.

“Joshua, come closer,” Bull commanded. “You have chosen the role of cuckold. It is written that you must be a fair witness, and see how much more effectively I satisfy your woman.”

As she fellated her new lover, Cathy glanced at her husband as he stepped hesitantly closer. The ritual had been explained to them, but she could not blame him for being confused. He had come here to talk down to these people, not be humiliated by them. But this was the price he had to pay to remain in Lawana and try, however ineptly, to make converts.

“See, Joshua?” Bull asked. “She is good! You missed out on a splendid bedmate in this large-breasted, firm-hipped lady. Her blood mixed with ours will perhaps help us to adapt. We cannot remain as we are forever.”

“Yes, Bull,” said Joshua. “She is from fine, healthy stock. But ... the Lord has not endowed me with an organ sufficient for the task.”

“Ah!” exclaimed the monarch. “Remove your robe; let us see this feeble penis!”

As Cathy ran her lips up and down Bull’s phallus, her husband disrobed, and she saw him naked for the first time. His body was pale, of course, and bony. But it was between his legs that he showed his true inferiority. A pair of tiny balls dangled just below a penis little larger than her forefinger. She laughed, and Bull chuckled.

“So, a man of God, but not a man in any other respect,” Bull said, scornfully. “Here, we value virility. You will make few converts, I suspect. Though every society has its weak-minded individuals.”

Cathy was now trying to fit as much of the monstrous cock into her mouth as she could. She gagged as the steel-hard organ touched the back of her throat.

Bull emitted a pleasurable groan, and she felt a sudden spurt of jism filling her mouth. Soon, she was spluttering as great floods of creamy semen flooded out onto the couch and her lover’s thighs.

“Once I am erect again,” Bull declared, “I will try to plant my seed. But it is customary for the man surrendering his woman to perform the second act of stimulation. Joshua, get down and make me hard again.”

This was the moment of truth. If Joshua refused, he would be exiled. He knew this. Did he want to continue to spread the gospel here enough to suck a big, black cock? Or, and the idea struck Cathy as she looked into her husband’s face, would the abasement be something he really desired for itself? Perhaps he was one of those men who, for all their talk of marriage and family life, secretly yearned to do what she had just done? It would explain a lot ...

“I do this not for myself,” muttered Joshua, “but for the greater glory.”

“Quite so, little man,” said Bull, benevolently. “But time is passing, so suck me while I make your wife a little wetter.”

And so, Bull explored Cathy’s cunt with his strong fingers while her husband sucked the black king’s semen-slicked dick. As she watched Joshua struggling in vain to get more than a few inches of Bull into his mouth, Cathy knew this was the first of many three-part encounters. Joshua would be humiliated, degraded, and for all his moral pretensions, he would enjoy it. And she and Bull would enjoy one another’s bodies and fuck joyously whenever they pleased.

A few minutes later, as she rode her magnificent Bull to her first multiple orgasm, Cathy had another vision of the future, as powerful as that of her prophetic dream. It was intense, bound up with the sensual release of fucking, and she longed to share it with her new man. But when she finally collapsed onto his chest and lay, gasping in the afterglow, she could not remember anything beyond the sheer, unrestrained joy.

Oh well, she thought. I’m sure it will come again. 

Cuckfield Manor

The house is something else. 

Uckfield sounds kind of icky and dumb, at least to a girl from Burbank. But I must admit, the sheer size of the grounds—complete with lake and woodland—plus the building itself makes me feel a lot better about being Lady Millichope.

Yeah, Millichope. Another dumb British name. It sounds like a breed of ugly dog that farts a lot or maybe a weird unit of measurement, like a millimeter. But apparently the title dates back to the twelfth century, and it’s one of the noblest in the land. You wouldn’t think so to look at Arthur, my husband and the official Lord Millichope. He’s kind of scrawny, about an inch shorter than my five-foot-nine height, and his Adam’s apple zooms up and down his long neck when he laughs. He has a high-pitched, nervous laugh, and I’ve heard it too often on the long flight over… and on the long drive from London up to Cambridgeshire.

“What do you think, my sweet?” he asks me as the Daimler turns into the driveway.

“Fucking incredible,” I breathe, half to myself. “Like something out of a movie.”

Arthur looks disappointed, but he often does. I know he married me in part because of my big tits, partly because I give tremendous head, but mostly because his father insisted that he would hand the title and estate over to a cousin if Arthur—his only child—did not get hitched. The poor guy was wandering around California trying to marry some heiress because apparently, he preferred ‘sexy’ American girls to the pale, drippy Brit aristocrats on offer. 

I ran into him at some producer’s pool party, saw he was kind and kind of malleable, and set my sights on him. I blew him, charmed him, made sure he got my number. Stefanie Blaine never rests until she gets what she wants. I needed husband number four, one who didn’t want kids—done that already, and I’m forty-one years old—and could offer all the trimmings. And a title, I always wanted a title. 

So, I got what I wanted, and was all set to live out a nice retirement in Cali when Lord Daddy goes and dies, and Arthur has to take over the running of the estate. Apparently, that includes running farms, making sure the house attracts lots of paying visitors in summer, and some other stuff too boring to notice at the moment. 

And so here we are, in a chauffeur driven limo, pulling up to the gates of Uckfield Manor, where a row of servants is waiting. I mean, they’re actually lined up so the new Lord and Lady can inspect them. Real Downton Abbey style.

I chose a restrained outfit for my arrival, a black three-piece suit. I’m in mourning for my daddy-in-law, after all. As Arthur shows me along the line, I note names, faces, guess which one might be trouble, and which one might be friendly. I also wonder which of the guys might be a really good fuck. Because I found out, even before we were married, that poor old Arthur can just barely get it up and hasn’t got much staying power in the bedroom. Or the shower, or the kitchen, or the living room carpet. The question is not whether I find a bull, it’s just a matter of who, and then where and how.

“… and this is the chief gardener, Jethro.”

The name brings me up short, but then I stop short and stare up at the towering figure at the end of the line. Jethro is around six four and built like a linebacker. He’s darker than the other Brits, which makes sense as he works outdoors. His hair is black and close-cropped, and he has lovely, big brown eyes. I’m a sucker for beautiful eyes. Like a nice butt or a big cock. 

“Jethro,” I say. “Unusual name.”

“Old family name, your ladyship,” he says, and his voice is deep and dark. 

Oh yeah, I think. You can weed my borders any time.

I instinctively look down for a second, but anything Jethro is packing is well-concealed. He’s wearing baggy green gardening dungarees. However, his torso is barely covered by an old, faded sweatshirt that looks like it’s ready to quit, and I can’t blame it. He must be twice as thick in the shoulders as my feeble hubby, and his pecs and biceps are amazing. 

I briefly imagine just lying on that bod, my pussy filled by what I hope is a long, hefty dick and both of us covered in sweat. I realize I am smiling my dirty smile and put on a straight face before Arthur turns any redder. The other servants are gazing fixedly ahead, but some of them must have guessed.

“Shall we go inside, darling?” Arthur asks.

“Yes, honey, let’s see your lovely home,” I reply. 

“Your lovely home now,” he pointed out, taking my arm gently.

As we walk up the steps to the huge front door, which is propped open, I think about Jethro and feel myself getting warm and wet. After Arthur spends the next half-hour showing me a succession of big, poorly-lit rooms, I start to feel frustrated. I eventually just demand that my husband take me upstairs. The master bedroom, as it’s called, is modern and nice in a dull way. Like Arthur.

“Come on, Arty,” I say, shoving my hand down his waistband. “I haven’t had sex for, like, days. You know I’ll settle for one of your very British, vanilla fucks.”

He gurgles a little which is his way of showing appreciation, and soon I’m lying back on the bed with my legs over his shoulders. As usual, Arty is goggle-eyed and red-faced, both sexually excited and at the same time confused, maybe a little afraid. I’ve often wondered if he’s one of those repressed gay guys who used to be everywhere, but now seem confined to religious nutjobs and the like. You hear all these stories about the British aristocracy…

“Come on Arty,” I have to coax him. “Shove it in. Give a girl a bit of joy.”

But Arty is half-limp, as usual, his below-average dick flopping around like a kids’ party balloon three days after all the cake’s been eaten. I take him in hand, stroke him to something like stiffness, then guide his pathetic prick into me. I do my best to grip him with my pussy muscles. I keep them in good condition, thanks to a big toy collection. But even then, he seems kind of detached from it all.

“Fuck me!” I moan. “Fuck me, honey, I’m your hot wife. You gotta wanna fuck me!”

And he tries. I give him credit for that. But if he isn’t actually closeted, he is something other than a normal, red-blooded male. 

There’s something missing from our relationship. Even more troublesome, there’s something missing from between my thighs. As Arthur gives it his not-very-impressive ALL, I imagine Jethro; those huge muscles casually lifting me onto a huge, hard shaft, those beautiful eyes looking at my body, lusting, desiring…

“Shit!” I yell, as I come through sheer power of imagination. 

My pussy spasms as I climax which seem to squeeze some kind of response out of his lordship who releases a weak jet of warm cum inside me. Arthur pulls out, droplets of his watery semen spattering my pussy lips and thighs. I wonder what the staff will think of the stains on the expensive-looking covers, then decide I don’t really mind. This place is like a hotel, but one with just one set of permanent guests. Impersonal. 

But not impersonal for me and Jethro. Not if I get a say.

After we clean up, I tell Arthur to go get something to eat and that I’ll be down soon. I change out of my sober suit and into something that will show off my assets. The whole effect I go for starts at chest level and kind of works its way out from there. I’ve always had big tits and had my first boob job at eighteen, to help my career as a dancer in LA.  Since then I’ve had more work done to enlarge them—36E is the latest size—and stop them heading south. 

As a result of all that saline packed in, they stand out in a big way, so I don’t really need a brassiere. But I choose a flimsy, red lace affair to avoid outraging the servants with my sluttiness. Over it, I put on a tight pink top. Then, after a little reflection, I select tight jeans and a pair of not-too-high heels. I’m planning to venture outside, after all.

Lunch is served, and I note the sidelong glances from the servants, and the way poor Arthur gapes at my boobs, as if he’d never seen them before. Maybe it’s the clash between the porn-star tits and the familiar setting. Like one of his childhood fantasies has suddenly appeared. 

I eat as much of the not-so-good British grub as I can, then tell Arthur I’m going out for a walk around the lovely gardens. He mumbles something, then takes a slurp of milky tea. 

“See you later, honey-bun!” 

As I walk out through the entrance hall, I notice some leaflets lying on a table. These are the guides for tourists, all about the creation of the ornamental gardens, the remodeling of the house down the centuries, yadda yadda. But I pick one up. If I’m going to spend time here I need to learn about it. Knowledge is power. 

I wander outside, noting the way the chauffeur stares at my tits as I pass the car he’s supposedly cleaning. He’s kind of creepy. I would not fuck him. He’s too shifty and probably a selfish asshole in the sack.

Something in the brochure catches my eye, and I walk out across the lawn so I can turn and look up at the roof of Uckfield Manor. Sure enough, there’s a copper-colored dome with a kind of periscope sticking out of it. This is the ‘camera obscura’, and though the brochure doesn’t go into details, it’s clear as to what the thing is. 

I’m beginning to form a theory about Arthur. It would explain some of the things I’ve found in his browser history, weird stuff he says in his sleep sometimes, the strange way he looks at other guys when I talk to them, and the fact that he let me ogle my fill of eye candy—better known as big, beautiful Jethro. 

I’m no scientist, but I calculate lines of sight and decide that, yeah, that thing up there overlooks the greenhouses that my little brochure’s map tells me are around back of the big house. So, I walk around the massive building, in search of a hunky-head gardener. 

“Your ladyship,” says a deep, familiar voice.

Jethro appears, as if by magic, from a side door. I look past him, see a window on what looks like a huge, old-fashioned kitchen. 

“I’ve been delivering a lot of root vegetables, ma’am,” he explains. “Would you like a tour of my little domain?”

“Sure would!” I say brightly and fall in step beside him, as he leads me into a big, Victorian-style greenhouse.

Of course, he finds it hard to keep his eyes off the girls. Those puppies were carefully designed to draw attention. I hope he’s fantasizing about putting his cock between them, being slowly masturbated to a fever pitch of excitement, then coming an almighty load all over my boobs. Because that’s what I’m thinking of, sure as shit. 

“Prize vegetable marrow,” he says. 

I realize he’s been talking for half a minute while I imagine him tit-fucking me. I smile down at a thing that’s a bit like a cucumber that’s been inflated with helium. 

“Oh, what a beauty,” I exclaim, in my best dumb peroxide-blonde voice. “I’ve never seen one as big as that before!”

I hunker down, but then hesitate, looking up with a girlish smile.

“Can I touch it? It’s so round, and big, and fat…”

“Of course, your ladyship,” he says. “Feel free.”

I run my hand along the cool, hard outer skin of the huge vegetable. I make cooing noises and, sneakily, glance up at the dome with its weird periscope. Yeah, it’s definitely in my line of sight. And it’s also the one feature of the house that my beloved lordship did not mention on the way over here. The one room he didn’t offer to show me. Now why might that be?

I think I already know. 

I stand up, move into Jethro’s personal space, so my left boob is almost touching his arm. 

“You know, you could teach me a lot.”

He looks baffled, and I notice his breathing is a little faster than you’d expect from a healthy guy with an outdoor job standing absolutely still. 

“Yes, my lady?”

“Don’t call me that,” I say, running a hand up his arm, giving him a little squeeze. “Call me Stef, everybody does.”

He glances round, but there’s nobody nearby. We are, in fact, shielded by a whole bunch of tomato plants and other greenery from anyone who happens by. But anyone high up, at rooftop level, could see us clearly through the glass roof…

“I’m not sure… his lordship would approve,” he says, looking a little uncomfortable, but not stepping back, letting me carry on caressing him. 

“Cards on the table,” I say, taking hold of the shoulder strap of his old dungarees. “I have needs that Arty can’t satisfy. You have any objection to keeping me happy?”

“Not in theory, Stef,” he says, and I feel a big hand on my right butt cheek. “But in practice, if I fuck you, I lose my job. And it’s a good job.”

I shake my head, move my hand down his chest, lingering a little over his pecs, then his abs, before I gently grip his junk through his clothes. I feel something like a smaller version of our big, green friend the vegetable marrow. It stirs under my questing fingers, and I give my best dirty chuckle.

“Oh, Jethro, that feels good,” I purr. “And don’t worry about Arty. I think he’s—a watcher. I think he wants to observe and jerk himself off. But I need to be sure, so I’m going to conduct a little experiment.”

I look up, past the hunk’s shoulder, and sunlight gleams on glass. The periscope thing is rotating, I’m sure. That confirms my theory, and I feel proud as well as wet between the legs. I let go of Jethro’s genitals and, with ease that comes from a lot of practice, I lift my pink top over my head and drop it into the marrow. 

“Jesus Christ,” Jethro breathes. 

“We haven’t got much time,” I say, unhooking my bra. “You like big titties?”

As I free the girls, he makes a noise that could be a Yes, or just a helpless grunt. I can now see a definite bulge, and I drop my bra onto the marrow. All that money spent on cosmetic surgery pays off. Jethro just forgets about everything except what’s right under his nose. He bends down, and I give him the old motorboat, let him fondle the girls and suck my nipples.

“Hey, you wanna titty-fuck?” I ask. “Only we need to hurry.”

Off come the dungarees, and now I can see just how well-equipped this guy is. His cock is a massive elongated bulge pushing out the fabric of a pair of boxers. I reach for my prize and liberate a truly massive dick from those over-burdened shorts. 

“Oh Jesus Christ,” he repeats.

I lean over and take the tip of his dick into my mouth to playfully suck and lick it, then leave some of my lipstick on his bulbous pink head. I move forward to take his nine-inch member between my boobs and start to massage him. 

I can’t believe a guy this good looking is short of hot little ladies looking to get laid, but the way he responds makes me wonder. Maybe he’s choosy. Maybe he’s between relationships, or maybe there’s not much first-rate poon out here so far from the big city. Whatever the reason, he’s already oozing pre-cum and, as I clutch his balls playfully, I get all the signs that he’s about to blow. 

Again, I glance up at the mysterious dome. I wonder if I’m right, but even if I’m wrong, this is good fun. I keep massaging his cock with my knockers, enjoying the way it gives me control, let’s me decide when he actually comes. But I can’t risk spending too much time on this, so I stop edging, press my tit-flesh more tightly around his huge dick to speed things up. I feel his dick twitch, and he bellows out a string of curses. A great geyser sprays all over my boobs, splatters my upper chest and onto my face. I relish the taste of his rich, copious jizz. 

It takes him ten, maybe fifteen seconds to finish spewing. When he does, I stand up and draw his face down to mine, so I can kiss him with my cummy lips and stick my semen-coated tongue into his mouth. 

I’ve got him now—he’s mine. And I think I’ve also solved the Arthur problem, but I need to move fast to be sure. 

“A towel. Fast!” I urge, and he obliges. 

I clean myself off as best I can, pull on my top, stuff my bra into my back pocket, and race back to the house. I give the chauffeur a hard-on by zooming past with my tits jiggling wildly. I slow down inside but still take the stairs two at a time, checking my little map of the upper floor just to be sure. And I read the map right, because I find the small doorway that leads to a narrow, winding staircase. I kick off my shoes, climb the steps quickly, and burst into the attic chamber to catch Arthur reliving old times.

“Darling!”

His dick is out. He’s red-faced and sweaty again and, as I get closer, I see he’s already left his paltry load over the table that occupies the center of the room. The spatter of semen looks weird because an image is being project onto the table. From above, I see Jethro still pulling on his clothes and looking kind of dazed. 

“Camera obscura,” I say triumphantly. “That’s what you said loads of times at night. I didn’t bother to look it up. You had that fancy education and all, and you use a lot of ten-dollar words. But then I saw it on this map…”

I hold up the tourist brochure. 

“And that explained some of the other things you said in your sleep, and the things you did when you were awake.”

He’s putting his little cock away, and then tries to fasten the pants of his thousand-dollar tailored suit. I point to Jethro, who is now heading out of the greenhouse, while I walk around the table to find a kind of crank affair. Once I turn it, I prove my guess is right. The camera obscura follows Jethro through the greenhouse for a few seconds until he moves out of range.

“It’s like a spy camera for old-time folks,” I say. “All done with mirrors, right?”

Arthur nods feebly. 

“Did you ever really think I was just some dumb blonde with a great rack who would somehow convert you into being a regular straight guy?”

“You… you have so much vitality, so much sensual energy,” he says hesitantly. “I thought maybe I would stop fantasizing about—questionable things if I had someone like you.”

I shrug, reach out to pat his cheek.

“Hey, you’re a nice guy, really,” I say reassuringly. “It’s just you’re not one of those alpha males we keep hearing about, and you never can be. You’re a cuck by nature. And if you want to watch while I fuck other guys, I’m okay with it. You should have said.”

I gesture at the table, rotate the view to show the fountain, the ornamental pond, a small forest, the chauffeur vaping instead of cleaning the Daimler. 

“You watched people fucking when you were a boy, right?”

He nods, looking ashamed. I pull him close to me, kiss him, then tell him just what that rich flavor he can taste is. 

“There’s nothing to be ashamed of,” I insist. “This makes me feel a lot better about our marriage. Now I know how to get a good, hard fuck and keep my husband happy. It’s a win-win, right?”

He nods, still miserable. Then I get it. He wants the humiliation, the shame. I could kick myself for being so foolish. These rich Brits, they have more hangups than any normal person. 

“You want to be cuckolded and denigrated, too, don’t you?” I ask, holding him at arms length. “Now I get it. You can get a hard-on watching other people fuck with this gizmo. But you want more, right?”

I tell him what I think he wants. At first, he denies it, but I wear him down. And then I start to make plans.

***

I ease his lordship into it. First, I just fuck Jethro in the greenhouse in full view of the camera obscura. We have a great time on the floor, lying on old fertilizer bags, while Jethro pounds his massive pecker into my eager pussy. I find that I can accommodate him thanks to hours of practice with my big, black dildo. 

After Jethro comes and we’re lying, tired and happy, limbs all tangled up and covered in sweat and jizz and both of our juices, I break the news about Arthur to him. At first, he’s incredulous, but I’m very persuasive and, after half an hour, my big British bull is keen to fuck this hot wife right in front of the lordly cuck. 

So that evening, instead of going home to the village, Arthur joins us in the master bedroom. For this first ‘face to face’ session, Arthur is sitting in the corner, like a good boy, saying nothing but has his cock in hand. Jethro is under orders to ignore the cuck, and I’m pleased that he doesn’t seem distracted by his employer being there. 

Of course, the fact that I’m naked except for fishnet holdups and red, eight-inch heels might have something to do with that. Thanks to the heels I’m tall enough to indulge in some old-school romantic canoodling as I lead my bull to the huge bed. Then I take out his giant dick and get him super-hard with hands, tits, and mouth. I decide he’s so hard that he must be a full ten inches now and make a mental note to get a ruler for next time. It would give Arthur a clear idea of just how inferior he is.

“Oh, God,” I gasp. “You are so fucking huge. I wish I’d had a man like you before.”

“Love those big titties,” he says, hefting each of the girls in turn. 

I glance over at Arthur, see him frantically choking his chicken like a twelve-year-old boy seeing his first porno. Jethro looks too, and the bull chuckles. We’ve already agreed to the limits on how much we can say and do to humiliate my husband. It’s not like I want to hurt the guy too much—just enough to keep him happy.

“Hey, Arty!” I call, holding my forearm alongside my lover’s jumbo cock. “That’s what a real man has in his pants, right?”

Arthur makes a pathetic noise, a half-moan, half-squeak. I see a trickle of cum flowing over his fingers, staining what he tells me is an eighteenth-century antique chair. I assume it’s seen a fair share of fucking in its time. 

Now that he’s had his first little climax, I decide to enjoy myself by begging Jethro to fuck me deep and hard, the way my pathetic husband can’t. With my legs around his neck and my big tits jiggling, the gardener plows into me and his balls slap hard against my flesh. 

I love this! Love being filled with a genuine man’s cock, one that touches the sides and reaches the back. I give him a little squeeze now and again, but his monster cock is doing most of the work. 

Friction on my clit gives me a good, volcanic orgasm, then another, and the intensity of my climaxes grows. Finally, Jethro roars out that he’s coming, as if there was any doubt. I feel what seems like a gallon of cum fill me up, splurge out of my pussy in a great big creamy mess. I am exhausted by the pounding, but I still have the energy to scoop a taste from the small cream lake and lick it off my fingers. 

And then we go again. This time, making sure both of us are well-lubed and keeping it nice and slow and easy at first, I take my bull in my ass. I’ve used my toys carefully and made sure I can take him. Soon, he’s ramming that superb dick into my asshole, and I’m coming harder and longer than I’ve ever come before. 

Sometimes, I forget Arthur for minutes at a time. But I always remember and look over to tell him just how great of a fuck his hot wife is having. The expression on his pale, slightly flabby features is priceless. 

***

After a few weeks, I think we can move onto the next stage. I explain things to his lordship, and he shamefacedly agrees; yes, what I’ve outlined is right. Right, in this sense, means totally humiliating.

So, the next time Jethro visits the master bedroom, the master is wearing some of my clothes. I’ve done my best to prettify him, buying him a wig online—that kind of thing. So, the bull arrives to find not one but two platinum blondes. The ‘newcomer’ wears a lot of makeup and a pair of big falsies under a leopard-pint dress. 

“Wow,” says my lover, diplomatically. “Two sexy sluts.”

“Right,” I say, “this is Tina, and she’s going to be helping out. Kind of my maidservant, I guess. He’ll start by getting you fully prepared.”

Arthur looks like a simpering idiot but, when Jethro takes off his clothes, my hubby steps forward and tentatively grasps that big dick in his fingers. Then he bends down and, after gazing into the single eye of the mighty trouser snake, takes Arthur into his mouth. The bull’s already hard. There’s no way the second Lady Millichope can swallow such a mammoth cock. But ‘Tina’ does her best, and I see one over-rouged cheek bulge outward with the pressure of the bull’s erection. 

“Okay, Tina, that’s not bad for a first attempt,” says Jethro generously. “But you are one fucking ugly woman, so I’d prefer the lovely Stef if you don’t mind.”

Poor Arthur looks crestfallen, but he frees the bull’s cock and I step up. Arthur’s new task is to caress Jethro’s balls while I suck the gardener off. I see how fascinated and appalled my husband is as he sees, from point blank range, the joyful way I deep throat my bull. As always, the first load from those big testes is too copious to swallow. The thick jizz cascades down my chin and onto my tits. 

“Mmm,” I say, looking ‘Tina’ in the eye. “Always tastes so good. And if I rub it in, it makes them grow.”

I rub the cum into my tit-flesh.

“Oh, Tina,” I say, while Jethro’s last spurts dribble onto my body, “if only my feeble husband could deluge me like this. A girl just needs a real fucking now and again, you know?”

Arthur nods dumbly, still holding Jethro’s oversized balls. We move on to the next stage.

“Tina,” I ask in a nice voice, “Please fluff up my bull’s sticky cock, will you? I want it nice and deep, so make sure he’s like solid steel.”

I lay on the bed and watch while ‘Tina’ goes through her humiliating routine. When my bull is hard again, I assume the doggy position, and Jethro penetrates me at a great angle. While my husband looks on behind his mask of smeared and cum-stained make-up, the big stud slams his swollen organ into me; a rough fuck of the kind of that really hits the spot. I have multiple orgasms, feeling myself squirt a little and enjoying the sensation of total release. Sensual pleasure that takes you to a new level is how it should be.

Finally, the bull comes and pulls out just in time to coat my ass and back.

“That was fucking magical,” I gasp, cuddling a little with my gorgeous lover. “But now it’s time for anal, okay?”

Arthur looks hesitant, unsure what to do next. I take his hand and lead him to the bed, lift his dress, make him assume the position. Then I pull down his bright red panties and start to lube up his ass. I know he’s been playing with my dildos and vibrators for a while now. I insert a couple of lubricated fingers just to check if he’s ready.

“Yep,” I say to my bull. “This cuck is prepared for the bi experience. Go gently on him—at first. But remember, he’s a pathetic little cuck, and he needs to feel just how inferior he is.”

I think I hear a slight sob from my husband, but he’s face-down in the cum-soaked bedcovers, so it’s hard to be sure. 

Dave's Little Problem

I have a small cock.

Don’t get me wrong, I’m not a freak. Not tiny, not clinically undersized. Look it up. There are such organs. No, but I’m not well-endowed. For years I tried to persuade myself I was average. Then a friend told me that ‘average’—in most guy’s imaginations—means ‘bigger than yours’. And I could never forget that, and I never claimed to be average again. Nope, small cock, maximum erection four inches on a good day with a following wind. Kind of.

But you already guessed that, right? That’s why we’re here, discussing this. Getting the measure of each other. Yeah, that was deliberate. So let me tell you my story. Just so you know the kind of guy you’re dealing with. 

Of course, I never talked about being under-endowed to my dad. What guy does? We weren’t that kind of family. We were always reserved and usually kind of embarrassed by strong emotions. 

My teenage years were a blast, as you can imagine. In the shower, the other guys saw how small I was, word got around, and nicknames were invented. But fortunately, this transfer student arrived and he was even smaller. I mean, this guy had a genuine problem. So most of the cruel jibes were switched to him. Poor bastard. 

And then I got lucky. There was a party. Her name was Janey. She was kind of heavy-set and not what you’d call pretty. But she liked me, and I wasn’t in a position to be picky. So, I found myself lying on a bed next to a big pile of coats while Big Janey went down on me one wonderful night. It was messy and over all too soon, for the usual reason. But that hasty blow job counted as a first date. Until we graduated, Janey and me were an item. 

Sure, I got more mockery—‘I heard your girlfriend’s ass has its own Zip Code’; that kind of thing. But we both hit it good and often, and that was a nice arrangement. Friends with benefits. 

Then, I went away to college, and that was a whole new ball game. It wasn’t hell like high school had been for a while, but it was tough. 

I had a roommate who was a real stud; big athlete with a huge dick that I glimpsed one night when I walked in and found him having a threesome. To the guy’s credit, he invited me to join in, but no away was I revealing my tiny pecker with his humungous tool flailing around. I retreated, nursing my tiny hard on, and masturbated angrily in the john. 

I didn’t score for months. I came close. I’m not without charm. I can make a woman laugh.  But I didn’t want to risk making her laugh when I dropped my pants, you know? It was one hell of a drought after Janey. Now and again, I had a few beers, I rubbed myself raw and wept hot tears onto my wiener. I thought about quitting, getting any goddam job. I didn’t drop out, but I started looking online for ‘cures’ and ‘treatments’ for my little problem. I spent a small fortune on pills that didn’t work, and a pump that left me sore in more ways than one. 

It was then that I met Heidi, who was pretty—genuinely attractive—and, for some reason, she liked me. She made a point of getting to know me, not just dating but romance, the whole ‘running in slow motion’ thing. I was amazed. This lovely, petite redhead with a great body was into me. Serious about me. You can imagine how worried I got about us eventually having sex, and how desperate I was to have it. When the moment of truth came, she made an appreciative ‘Ooh’ noise. I had expected her to say something like ‘Never mind, smaller men try harder’, but she was brilliant. I realized that, for the first time, I was in love and someone seemed to actually love me. 

We made love. It was awkward at first, because Heidi’s pussy was tight but not that tight. I felt sure she would be unsatisfied because I could barely fill her. But she said nothing. She was loving and encouraging and patient. And when, after a few weeks as an item, I suggested anal—she agreed. In fact she said she had been wondering when I would ‘state the obvious’. I really got into butt fucking, and because her ass was nice and tight around my pecker, I felt like a big man for the first time in my life. 

We got married after we graduated. I set up my office supplies business. She worked at her painting and photography, and we planned for kids. All very sensible, normal. We kept doing anal, oral, with vaginal kind of the third option. But when it came to getting Heidi pregnant, hey, it turned out my cum was as good as any. After she gave birth to Lori, our lovely daughter, I think I was the happiest man alive.

But then, things started to turn a little sour. 

Nothing too serious, you understand. We had a baby. We were tired. We worked hard. We got kind of frazzled. There wasn’t as much sex. Later, when Heidi’s folks could take Lori for the weekend, we got some of our old mojo back. But I sensed that things had changed. At first, I thought it was Heidi; that she was less keen on anal, like maybe my dick sliding into her butt didn’t thrill her they way it had. 

But then, I realized it wasn’t her at all. It was me. I was the one struggling to work up enthusiasm, and I was the one making excuses to not have sex. Instead, I was spending more and more time watching porn and enjoying big-dick guys fucking shapely little blondes with big fake tits. That turned me on. I spent every hour I could spare on that stuff. I was turning into a porn addict while neglecting the woman I still loved.

It was a hell of a shock; the small-dick guy who got himself a hot wife, put a baby in her, and somehow found her inadequate? That made me a major league asshole. Or so I thought. One night when we were alone in the apartment, Heidi talked to me seriously. She did it while she was stroking my dick, so she had my full attention.

“Dave,” she said, “you’re getting kind of jaded. I’ve checked your browsing history, and it’s clear what you really want.”

She told me, and I objected, blustered, and resented being given the truth. But she was right. I’d been lying to myself on two levels. I’d been watching a ton of porn but suppressing the really important detail. Almost every video I watched was about cucking. I was into watching little white guys with small dicks watch while their wives were fucked silly by huge black guys who were hung like King Kong.

So we talked about that for a while, as she masturbated me. And by the time I spurted my usual dribble of cum over my sweats, I was willing to accept the truth. I wanted to watch Heidi fuck a bull, a hugely endowed stud. That was what made me hard, or as hard as my puny dick could ever manage.

Great. Now we had to find the right guy for this very special kind of threesome. We spent weeks discussing it in low voices, well away from Lori and the old folks. It seemed almost impossible. How do you find a young, muscular stud, and ask him if his dick is in proportion? If so, how would he feel about fucking a twenty-eight-year-old artist, wife, and mother while her old man watches and jerks off? 

Fortunately, I struck lucky a second time. There was this new guy, Antoine, at work who was the coolest stud the office ladies had ever seen. I think he must have fucked his way through the entire female workforce in the first couple of months. He broke some hearts and left some other organs red and raw. Office gossip claimed that he was super-huge down there. It so happens that Antoine and I hit it off, despite being totally contrasting guys in every way. We had a mutual liking for craft beer, Mexican food, watching baseball, and—weirdly enough—Star Trek. Cue many fascinating conversations and a generally relaxed attitude. 

I introduced Antoine to Heidi in a kind of ambush one night at an Irish bar we sometimes went to after work. She was waiting in a booth, and I made some remark about her as if she was a total stranger. Something like ‘Hey, dig that hottie’. Antoine looked sidelong at me; the way a single guy will when a married man goes all horn dog. But he nodded.

“Yeah, I’d go there.”

After we got our beers, I told him we were meeting my wife. He raised an eyebrow, looked at Heidi again and grinned. I led him over to her. He seemed amused, not offended in any way by the little deception. Antoine had had an adventurous sex life. We all knew that. I knew at that moment that he was ahead of us, or at least that he knew this was no ordinary social occasion. 

We talked, we drank, and we circled round the subtext of a lot of risqué remarks. Heidi, who was dressed in a more revealing outfit than usual, was virtually draping herself over Antoine after an hour or so. It was then that the big guy asked the obvious question.

“So, this is about me fucking you, right Heidi?”

She giggled and turned red, but nodded and ran her bare foot up his leg and across his groin. 

“Me and Dave,” she said, “we need to spice things up a little.”

“Ah,” Antoine said, leaning back with his eyes half closed. “I get it. You want to watch, right Dave?”

I nodded, gulped another mouthful of beer.

“No problem,” Antoine said. “I’ve done the cuck thing before. And you’re cool. Just remember, I gotta be in charge.”

And he was. Just before midnight, we were in our bedroom with Heidi stumbling a little as she took off her dress and underwear and still giggling nervously. I was unsure what to do until Antoine gestured to the chair by the bed. I sat down and watched, as he undressed down to his shorts. He already had a huge hard on, so it looked like he had a hefty salami inside his boxers. 

Heidi gaped at that massive bulge for a few seconds, as Antoine stood, hands on hips, like a bronze statue. Perfect manhood, that was the impression I got. The guy that any lesser man would want to be. Not just his amazing physique—he worked out big time—but that self-possessed air; the totally assured manner of a guy who knows how to live, love, and get what he wants in life. Godlike, you could say. Demigod at the worst.

“You wanna suck my dick?” he asked.

Heidi, looking a little nervous, nodded but said nothing. She took off her bra and, naked except for her panties, knelt down. She was way below his waist level, looking up past that bulge to his face. He took hold of his cock through the fabric of his shorts and ran finger and thumb along it. I felt myself getting hard and grabbed my own little wiener. I realized my mouth was hanging open, so I closed it. 

Heidi’s mouth was open a lot wider now. 

She reached up and her hand was tiny next to Antoine’s hand, not to mention his cock. It was at least nine inches long, curled around one thigh inside those over-stretched boxers. I began to understand why the hottest chick in the office had talked about not walking straight for a week after a night with Antoine. I felt a twinge of concern for Heidi, wondering if we had gone too far.

“Okay, take it out and suck it, Heidi.”

She smiled weakly and grasped his cock. It twitched, like some exotic predator sensing its prey. Which in a way it was, I guess. Her hand really was tiny next to that behemoth—and we hadn’t even see it yet! 

Antoine smiled down at her and casually slipped his boxers down, freeing the beast. His massive brown cock sprang out and almost slapped my wife upside her head. She gasped. I gasped. Hell, my heart was pounding like a drum. The bulging pink tip of Antoine’s dick swung just above Heidi’s face. 

“Take hold of it, sugar, it won’t bite.”

This time she didn’t giggle. She just reached up slowly and tried to close her fingers around that mighty cock. It was getting harder, twitching again as she tried and failed to grasp it thoroughly. It was, I could see, almost as long and thick as her forearm. Antoine chuckled and put his hand on hers, moved it up and down his shaft. His cock grew stiffer, and Heidi raised herself up on her knees, as it wobbled above her. Antoine let go of her hand, reached down and clasped the back of her head. 

“Take it, baby,”

He took his cock with his free hand and guided it toward my wife’s lips. I thought of our first kiss, weird I know. But at that moment I was seeing our life together flash in front our eyes, a bit like a drowning man, I guess. I was drowning in cuckolding. I thought, of all the times Heidi and I had fucked, what her pussy tasted like and the feel of her asshole around my cock. I thought of the tender times after sex; the holding and kissing and gentle dozing. This was all so different.

But Jesus Christ, I needed this. So much.

“Suck it, little lady,” he told her.

So she did. She guided that almighty dick into her little mouth, and I saw her straining to wrap her pretty, painted lips around the bulging pink head. She got about four inches inside her and then stopped, and I heard the bull chuckle. 

“You can’t deep throat this one, huh?”

I think that got her a little riled up, because she grabbed that monster dick with both hands and seemed to force it down her throat. After a second, more of it was in than out. But what was out was bigger than my cock and balls put together, you know? Heidi started to work her little mouth up and down the shaft a ways, and I saw the brown flesh slick with her saliva—maybe with his pre-cum too. I felt myself edging close to climax, knowing that any minute I would cum big time, by my standards. 

“Mmm, nice,” said Antoine. “I’m gonna come. I’m warning you, sugar. It’s gonna be a big heavy load.”

Heidi made some kind of noise, almost gagging on him. She was clutching one of his huge balls now, playfully squeezing. I guess that showed all her nervousness was over, and she was totally into it. 

“Oh, shit, yeah!” 

With that, Antoine pulled his dick out of her mouth just in time to spew all over her face, hair, and tits. The cum that spurted out—man, it was a geyser; the Old Faithful of semen. His cum pretty much drenched Heidi. It coated her face, over her closed eyelids, and strands of it were in her auburn hair. I was amazed at how long those huge balls of his kept pumping. It looked like a pint of the stuff, you know?

And yeah, I came too. Little squirt from a little squirt, you could call it. My thin ooze spattered my pants and fingers. I was done while Antoine was still delivering the motherlode all over my hot wife. Jesus, that was the moment when I grasped just why they’re called bulls, you know? He could have impregnated a good-size harem and had some to spare. 

“Oh yeah, that felt good,” he said. “Now get me hard again, little lady.”

So she did. She slopped some of his semen off her face and rubbed it over her tight little bod. As she stood up, she probed her pussy with her sticky finger and licked it. Antoine liked that. He reached down and lifted her, carried her over to the bed like she was a doll. I saw his rippling ebony muscles and felt myself getting hard. The sheer size of his body against her tiny, pale frame—man, that was so erotic. 

“Fuck my pussy, baby.”

Heidi was purring now, totally aroused. She lifted her legs, thighs splayed wide, and Antoine adjusted his position, so I could see it all nice and clearly. I watched as he stroked that super-sized dick of his back to full hardness—favorite word of mine; hardness. With his other hand, he shoved a few fingers up my wife’s pussy, worked away at her clit which got her even wetter. I mean, she was pretty moist to begin with, no surprises there. Antoine licked his fingers, tasting her before the main event. Then he fucked her.

I heard her moan a little, exhale as that mighty cock of his went into her. Her pussy was a mom’s, you know? That fleshy sleeve was a lot more pliable than it had been when we first met. So there was no way he’s be too big, right? But somehow I still felt scared, just a tad, when I saw four, five, six inches of that colossal cock slide inside Heidi. Then, he began to bang away. Not too hard at first, but thrusting deeper and deeper. She was moaning, gasping, grunting, and crying out, as he started to really pound his dick into her. I saw him get in nearly balls deep, and I was amazed. And aroused. 

I came again, but I barely noticed. I was too busy watching and drinking it all in.

Heidi gave this really loud yell, something I hadn’t heard in years. She was having a multiple orgasm, climaxing over and over as Antoine gave her everything he had. And I mean everything. He was practically balls-slapping by now. I was amazed that Heidi could take so much, so deep. But she did. Antoine gave his bellow and pulled out, then came over her pussy, thighs, and belly. Again, it was a great creamy load. I felt exhausted just from watching. 

That was the first cuck session. Antoine was happy. Heidi was delighted. Needless to say, I had gotten just what I needed. So, we made it a regular thing. It was great. 

Heidi and I had a good sex life in between visits from Antoine. As for our bull, he was discreet about it, never letting even a hint slip out at work. So, it was all good and, as a little trio, we were having a blast.

Then something happened.

It was a couple of months after that first, amazing fucking session. Heidi said she was finally ready for anal. We let Antoine know, and he was up for it. What guy isn’t, right? I was really looking forward to it. I wasn’t disappointed. For a week or two, Heidi had used a nice big toy to make her butthole roomier, so much so that she was no longer tight on my dick. 

It was kind of a ritual, now, for her to suck off Antoine first, to get that first big load out of his enormous balls. Otherwise, he’d have come much too soon when he penetrated one of her other holes. This time, Heidi did her best to swallow. Like every time before, the guy was just too much for her. Cum was dribbling out of her mouth and flowing over her tits. But, she managed to gulp a fair quantity. She was getting good. 

“Okay,” said Antoine, after he had stroked himself semi-hard again, “show me that ass.”

He was more gentle with his fingers than he had been with her pussy. There was lube, and he made sure her asshole and his cock were nice and slippery. I watched, mouth hanging open as usual, as he slid that monster inside her. He was nice and careful, asking her if it hurt and being a real gentleman. 

I felt proud to know him, if that makes sense. Heidi wasn’t hurting, though, and she started yelling about how he should fuck her hard, and how she liked it rough. News to me, but Antoine’s huge dong had obviously triggered some deep desire. 

He started with a few slow strokes, then he began to really pound her butthole. I saw his big, perfect body moving behind her pale little ass. God, it was amazing. Her face was contorted with pleasure, eyes tight shut, mouth open, and hair all over the place. The slamming motion of his cock was carried through her flesh, so I could see waves of energy moving under her skin. Seismic sex. Earth-shaking sex. 

Fuck knows how many times I came while I watched, seeing that great big cock sliding in and out like a piston. Heidi was screaming, cramming some of the bedsheet into her mouth, but still loud. Antoine was slapping her butt but not too hard, then grabbing her thighs to keep her steady, as he got closer to the edge. He came inside her after what seemed like hours, but it was probably about ten minutes. He gave that trademark bellow then slowed down. His cum started drizzling out of my wife’s asshole and leaking around that cock, flowing down over her pussy. 

After a minute or so, he pulled out of her and let Heidi collapse onto the bed. Then something different happened. Antoine half-turned toward me and looked me in the eye. He made this ‘come here’ gesture with his finger and said, ‘Hey, buddy, come and suck me, so I can fuck your old lady again’.

I was already on my feet and halfway across the bedroom before it registered. I was like a robot, or a sleepwalker. I had never thought about touching Antoine’s dick, let alone putting it in my mouth. But as soon as he spoke, it seemed like the most natural thing in the world. He stood up, dick swinging and still not quite flaccid despite all that effort. I knelt down and took hold. My fingers were just long enough to wrap around that shaft. 

I heard Heidi mumbling something into the covers.

“See? I told you he’d be into it.”

Yeah, it was a conspiracy! My hot wife and the bull had guessed I would be willing to go full bi-cuck. It seemed obvious, but I hadn’t figured it out. I opened up, took Antoine’s slick and bulbous cock into my mouth, and it seemed like the most natural thing in the world. All that time spent watching when—deep down—I had wanted to take part. I had thought Heidi’s need for rough sex had been well-hidden, but the real buried thing had been my need for big, black cock. The need to worship a real man’s dong, to do homage to a stud.

I took as much of Antoine as I could into my mouth and started sucking, stroking, and caressing with my tongue. I felt his cock pushing against the back of my throat and almost gagged. For a crazy moment, I imagined him coming. I realized that I wanted his cum in me. I wanted to receive the gift he had given Heidi, to share what she had enjoyed. 

I took the third load of the evening, feeling the warm cum jetting into my mouth. Pulling back, I watched the rest splash onto my puny chest. Heidi and the bull were both surprised and pleased. I gave him another hand job, so he could fuck her one last time. We parted best of friends. So that was the second phase in the cucking process; the next stage in the cycle.

You can guess what happened next. I gradually felt the need for more of Antoine’s attention. Jerking him off and sucking him off? Those weren’t enough anymore. I asked Heidi to borrow some of her toys and started to prepare for something that would have been unthinkable to the old me—the young guy with conventional ideas. 

After a couple of weeks, I was ready. 

That first time, Antoine had fucked Heidi first thing, vanilla-style, and came mostly inside her, so that his load was flowing out of her like a cum waterfall, then he turned his attention to me. I was on the bed next to Heidi, on my hands and knees while she was on her back. It brought us closer together in more than one. I was about to take the dick that had brought the sensual joy back into her life and her loins. 

“Okay, buddy, get ready.”

I felt Antoine’s lubed up finger in my anus. He was working it open, getting it good and wide. I tensed up. I tried not to, but I was nervous as hell. Then, I felt Heidi’s hand on mine, and she was leaning over, speaking softly into my ear.

“Enjoy it, honey. It’s great. This is how much we love each other. All the way. Deep. And hard.”

I knew she was right, and I felt my ass relax. A moment later, I felt Antoine’s dick pushing into me. It was an incredible sensation, that sudden fullness, the knowledge that you’re being speared on another man’s cock. I was powerless as he grabbed me, held me steady, started to bang me. I came, a prostate orgasm. My limp little dick dribbled its pathetic load. Heidi kissed me on the cheek and ruffled my hair. By now, Antoine was in so deep that it felt like he would be coming over my teeth from the inside. 

“Fuck me harder!”

Somebody was shouting and…yeah, it was me, right? I was a little man-whore, total cuck, not just wanting this guy to fuck my wife but wanting to be totally degraded by him. I was degraded, but the humiliation I felt was exquisite, something unique. I was a man and a woman. I was the husband and the whore, the victim and the seductress—hell, I can’t put it into words, not really. 

It felt right. I knew my place, for the first time in my life. And it was with the woman I love, and the real man who could fuck her like I never could. And it involves sharing my flesh with theirs, being part of the cuck-bi triangle.

Yeah, that was one hell of a night. I was the one who couldn’t walk straight, you bet. And I could hardly wait for the next time. By then, I’d decided on another bit of preparation. I don’t need to tell you what that was, right? Nope, you can see for yourself. Davina, a work of art, took Heidi and me a long time to get right. Now, I can venture out in public. I even met a near-total stranger like you. Of course, I’ll never look as hot as Heidi, but…

Hey, talk of the devil. Here she is! Now, you can meet Heidi and decide if you want to go all the way with this. We’ve talked to a few guys since Antoine had to move on, but you’re the first we feel really positive about. My ass is already tingling in anticipation…

***

The bartender saw the pretty, voluptuous redhead walk in and thought, soccer mom, real MILF, total babe. He waited for her to come up to the bar and order a drink. But, to his disappointment, she walked over to the odd couple the barman had noticed earlier. There was a corner booth, not too well-lit, where the man and woman sat. He was a stud—athletic type, black or biracial with a shaven head—like the Rock but a little bigger and more jacked. The bartender, who was gay, felt sure the guy had a huge tool. He fantasized briefly about exploring that massive body and worshipping the guy’s cock.

The ‘lady’ with the stud was another matter entirely. Thanks to the poor lighting, it had taken the bartender a couple of minutes to be sure, but it was definitely a crossdresser; a young-ish guy in a wig, plenty of make-up, and dressed like a high-class hooker in sheer black hose, red stripper heels—size nine or ten—and a fake fur coat. Why a guy like that would need a transvestite hooker was a puzzle the bartender could not fathom. But, when the sexy young wife appeared, he got a glimmer of insight.

Kinky, he thought, as the pair in the booth stood up. The crossdresser kissed the petite woman, and the bartender wondered if they were married. Kind of makes sense.

There was a brief discussion in low voices. It seemed to the bartender that the hunk was sizing up the woman and making a decision. She seemed eager and a little nervous. The big guy smiled, then gestured to the doorway. The other two looked relieved, and the oddly-matched trio set off. The bartender noticed that the transvestite was walking kind of funny. At first, he thought it was the heels, but then he wondered if it might be something else.

Like he’s got a big ol’ butt plug up his fat, white ass. 

Debbie's Big Problem

I have a big cunt.

Maybe I should have said vagina, or pussy, or hoo-ha? Nah. In the circumstances, I think we all know that cunt is the right word. I have a cunt that is significantly larger than average. 

Yeah, I know…just admitting to it is kind of shocking. A guy can boast about his massive cock—and God knows—many do. But for a woman to admit she’s pretty damn huge down there? Suddenly it’s like she’s a leper or something. Nice and tight, that’s what us girlies are supposed to be. But some of us aren’t. Some of us are kind of roomy downstairs. And it can be a problem.

Of course, when I was a little girl I didn’t know anything about that stuff. When I discovered that boys and girls were different, I assumed they were all different in exactly the same way. All little boys had tiny pink wieners. All little girls had pink, hairless slits. But, when I hit puberty, things started to change for the worse, as far as I was concerned.

If you’re different, there’s always some little bitch who’ll point it out. First time I was naked in front of other girls in high school, a major league bitch called Linda Kroger made fun of my big, hairy cunt. She humiliated me, big time, getting up a posse of other girls to mock me. Suddenly I was a freak, and it hurt. I started to find excuses to avoid being naked in front of my tormentors, of course. But I never admitted to my folks or my teachers why.

Funny thing is, I wasn’t that big, not really. It’s just that my pussy lips were kind of naturally fluffed out. And I was hairy, so I got nicknamed Kunt Kong. That was what the graffiti in the girls’ washroom said. Not very imaginative, but it was kind of a dumb school. So, I became really self-conscious and the whole sex thing was even more problematic than it usually is for teen girls.

Still, I wasn’t bad looking. A damn sight prettier than the bitch Linda or her cronies, that’s a a fact. So even though the jokes about my vagina reached the boys, there were still a few who wanted to try me out, so to speak. But I’d already noticed just how little respect girls got if they were too desperate. I didn’t want to be the chick who could be guaranteed to blow a guy on a pile of coats at a party. So I played it cool. Eventually, I landed a devoted boyfriend.

Jay was kind of nerdy but also kind of buff. He was into computers, astronomy, word-games, sci-fi—but he was also on the track team and county champion hurdler. Not everybody slots into neat little categories, right? Me with my so-called oversized cunt, yet I was not a big slut. Jay with his nerd brain and big vocabulary, but he still had a good bod. So when he asked me out on a date, I said yes. Then, we went on another date. And the third time, I gave him a blowjob behind the pizza joint. 

And then, of course, I had to decide whether to reveal what I tried very hard not to think of as KK. Because Jay was not small. No, he was a good six inches when fully erect. But I knew that his decent-sized cock would find my capacious cunt a loose fit. He would touch the sides, sure, but that was about it.

I finally decided to just admit it. Ready to collapse into a puddle of shame if he reacted badly, I told him. I gave him a clear get-out option; a no blame clause if he wanted to end it. But to his credit, Jay was a perfect gentleman. You know what he said? 

“I don’t care, love is love. And I want to be with you.” 

Yep, my bf was a genuine romantic. My high school sweetheart didn’t mind about my not-so-little non-secret. And sure enough, when we finally made love for the first time, it wasn’t as bad as I’d expected. Sure, Jay’s dick just slid straight in there, after he’d finger-fucked me for a while and gotten me nice and wet. There was no sense of being filled up, no feeling of volume, you know? It was nice. He fucked with enthusiasm, and I actually came just before he did. But after he cream-pied me, I did feel a little…deflated? Dismayed? 

I felt disloyal, ashamed. And I tried harder next time. I persuaded myself that Jay was big enough to keep me happy. Eventually the inevitable happened; we ‘discovered’ anal. I was certainly tight enough in that department for any man. So, we stayed together all through high school, then in college, and then we started a business together. 

Of course, we got married. No way was an old romantic like Jay going to settle for co-habitation. It was a great day. I got to invite a lot of the girls who tried to make my schooldays miserable. One of them was a lush, one was living in a trailer park, and Linda Kroger had just found out her big, dumb jock husband was gay. I really enjoyed it.

Then came the kids. First, there was Carrie and then John. Believe me, having a big pussy can only help so much when you’re trying to pass what feels like a bowling ball. But it did help, I guess. Afterwards, of course, I was even looser down there. That was when I started to wonder about Jay. He was still as loving as ever, still as kind and attentive. We still had anal often, so much so that it was kind of routine. But I couldn’t help notice that, as our seventh anniversary approached, he seemed a little jaded—kind of there-in-name-only. 

I did what any good wife would do. I snooped on his browser history and found out he’d been looking at a lot of cucking videos. At first, seeing all those puny white guys watching huge black studs fuck their hot wives was shocking. I mean, those cucks were nothing like Jay. They were puny, had small dicks, and were just generally pathetic. But, after thinking it through, I realized that was how he saw himself. He couldn’t fill my cunt with his perfectly normal cock, so he had started to put himself down. And he constantly returned to the same kind of video. He was enjoying the idea of being degraded, of being cucked.

Well, that was my take on it. Explaining it was not as important as the question: What was I going to do? 

That took me a while to figure out. I still loved my husband and our kids. I wanted us to be happy together. The thought of fucking another guy in front of Jay—of him getting off on it—kind of disgusted me at first. But, as the days and weeks passed, I couldn’t think of anything else but Jay’s preoccupation with cucking. 

We had a talk. Jay went through the usual phases—denial, anger, shame—but I persisted. What we had, what we still have, is too precious to lose because of some dumb hangup. Eventually, I persuaded him to let momma handle this. And then, I did some discreet research. I set up a fake identity for myself, I went on some message boards. I contacted some people and got some endorsements and recommendations. 

But eventually it was an old friend—someone who knew about my big cunt and had never blabbed—who came through with the goods. No names, I’ll just say she’s a quiet little white mouse kind of person who you’d never think was into the wild stuff. But, when I had a few glasses of Chardonnay at her place after a girls’ movie night, she suddenly asked what was bugging me, and I blurted it out. She didn’t judge me. She just helped. With a shortlist of likely candidates.

That’s how I found my first bull.

The guy was called Delroy, and he was a garage mechanic. I know, the ultimate cliché; married lady gets the hots for blue-collar guy. But, like I said before, people don’t fit into the neat little categories of a porn video or a news report. Delroy was tall, not too handsome to be arrogant, but confident and athletic. In fact, he was almost a black version of Jay. Except below the waist. When I arranged to meet him, I made a point of asking for proof of his ‘qualifications’. He sent me a dick pic. 

Right then, I told him he’d passed the audition. 

Jay was primed and ready, of course, when Delroy came to our place. The kids were away at my mom’s, and we’d made preparations; a careful rearrangement of furniture, so Jay would be able to see it all, or most of it. 

When the bull arrived, I offered him a drink, sat him down on the sofa, then kind of draped myself over him. 

“Where’s your old man, baby?” he asked, as he squeezed my boobs through my very skimpy top. 

I explained that Jay was shy and would be watching from the next room. We both laughed and, while it was mostly nervous laughter from me, I guess that was when my beloved husband’s humiliation began. 

Delroy glanced around for the voyeur, and I nodded toward the kitchen door. The light was off, but you could make out that Jay was sitting there by the table, looking kind of stunned. Maybe he hadn’t really believed it would happen, even after all the preliminaries. I could see he already had one hand down his pants.

“Okay,” I said, standing up in front of Delroy. “Time to see the goods. I’ll show you mine if you’ll show me yours.”

He nodded appreciatively as I stripped quickly, hurling my clothing just anywhere. Then I jutted my thighs toward him and reached down to fluff out my labia and spread my cunt wide with both hands. It was kind of a defiant gesture, I guess. I was asking him if he was man enough to satisfy a big girl. 

Delroy whistled and then said, “Damn, girl, that is one big pussy. But I think I got it covered.”

I pointed out that it needed to be filled, not covered which got another laugh. He slipped down his pants and revealed a pair of tight navy-blue boxers. They were tight because his big cock bulged over his thigh. He ran a finger casually over it, like he was a chef checking produce or something. It twitched. I felt myself getting moist because he was already getting hard. I was conjuring up this giant erection which would get shoved right up me, in front of Jay.

That was when I hesitated. I had been faithful to my husband since we were a couple of naïve high school kids. Now, I was going to humiliate him, degrade him. Could this really be for his own good and the good of our marriage?

Focus, I told myself. Get the job done.

I knelt down between Delroy’s splayed legs and reached out for his dick. When I touched it, I paused to enjoy the feel of the firm flesh. I know there’s no muscle or bone in a cock, just regular flesh that hardens thanks to a surge in the blood supply. But when that almighty pecker jerked again, it reacted like a living thing—flesh, bone, and a mind of its own. 

“You sure you wanna free the beast?” Delroy asked.

I looked over at Jay again. His mouth was hanging open. I could just see that in the shadows. I grasped Delroy’s pants with both hands and pulled them down. The beast was free. It sprang up, a black dick that was already a good nine inches long and getting bigger. I was fascinated and forgot about Jay. I just enjoyed the weight of the growing hardness in my hands. It was a good six inches around the base, and the pink head was maybe two inches across. I stroked it gently, and it bucked and swelled. In a few seconds, it was a foot long. It curved up despite being really heavy, and I could see Delroy’s balls were big. 

“You like it?” he said. I nodded. “Good, you can suck it.”

I’d given head in high school, but none of them had been so well-hung. I inserted the tip of my tongue into the slit and tasted him. I put my lips on that amazing pink head and worked my mouth back and forth, enjoying the new sensation. 

Jay was in the back of my mind now. I was careful to angle it so he could see me gradually going down more and more. I slid my lips over the circumcised end of Delroy’s monster cock and managed to get a good five inches of it inside me. It butted up against the back of my throat, and I almost gagged. Tasting more salt, I slid back to suck the first few inches while I worked at the rest of the shaft with my hands.

Delroy was pleased, of course. But we both knew why he was really there. He warned me he might come if I carried on sucking and stroking, so I let his rigid tool swing free and positioned myself over him. I decided not to look at Jay. Instead, I flicked my hair back and pulled my cunt open again. Delroy guided me down, and for the first time, I felt a massive cock sliding into my big, wet pussy. 

It felt good, let me tell you. It touched the sides and stretched me out, not much but enough. It was wide enough to fill me, and of course, I only needed to get the first six or seven inches of Delroy inside me. I was gasping and cursing, as I started to bounce up and down, moving gently like the bull told me too. I remembered I was the hot wife, worshipping the huge bull, while my pathetic cuck hubby looked on. And I was into the role.

Jay was like “Shit girl, you are fine.” Stuff like that. I did a porno thing where the girl holds her titties up, squeezes them, like she’s serving them up to her man. I kept up a steady rhythm, feeling that massive cock reaching right up to the end of my cunt. Inhibitions? All gone by now. It was just sensual. All about the sex.

I came. It was a good, full-on orgasm like I hadn’t had in months. Then, it had been courtesy of a giant vibrator. I screeched like a banshee and came again, and again. I felt my muscles clenching on the bull’s dick. For the first time ever, I was actually tight enough to caress my man with my cunt muscles. And it did the job—Delroy came. He warned me that he couldn’t hold back. I thought about climbing off his cock. Instead I decided to let nature take its course.

Delroy came in me like a fire hydrant. I felt the gushing pressure of his cum and then the warm trickle as it cascaded out of me. I felt a twinge of regret that we hadn’t thought to cover the sofa in something. Then I was scooping up dollops of bull semen and licking it off my fingers. I knew Jay would appreciate that. 

“Wow,” I said, doing my porno slut voice. “You are such a great bull. Let’s fuck again.”

And we did. After a couple hours, I was actually getting a little sore. For the first time, I’d had a good fit. Delroy left around midnight, and I went over to my husband to ask him what he thought. When I flicked on the light in the kitchen, he was pale and exhausted. His pants, the chair, and the floor were coated in his cum. He had rubbed himself raw. I leaned over to kiss him and whisper a term of endearment. He didn’t need to speak. We had worked out what the problem was. Now we had our solution.

Delroy became a regular visitor on weekends when the kids were having sleepovers at Nana’s house. It was a perfect arrangement. At first. But then I noticed Jay was wanting to tell me something. He’d almost say it, then change the subject. Finally, one night in bed, I challenged him to spit it out. And he did.

“I’d like to see you fucked by two big guys,” he said. 

I thought about it, then reached over and took hold of his dick. I massaged him to full hardness and then paused, making him wait. After a minute or so, I agreed and enjoyed the way my words triggered his climax. And that was how we met Delroy’s cousin, Lemahl. He was kind of stocky, shorter than Delroy, and no oil painting. But when he took off his pants I saw he had a dick that was almost as long and thick as my number one bull.

The first time we went for DP—wow, it was one special occasion. This time we were on the bed. Jay had long since moved into the room to view us fucking us. He sat by the bedside, looking on while he jerked off. Delroy had briefed Lemahl. They were both naked and ready by the time I had taken my clothes off and climbed onto the bed. 

We’d worked out a kind of script for this one. The bulls flaunted their dicks at Jay as they walked past and showed him just how much his normal-sized cock was inferior. They called him ‘little man’, ‘pathetic cuck’, and laughed a little. I could tell from his expression that he was loving it. 

Then the bulls stood on either side of the bed while I spread my cunt lips. Lemahl climbed onto the bed next to me, and I caressed his dick, which was already getting stiff. Then I climbed astride him and took his stiff cock into me, while my big white mom-titties dangled over his face.

He wasn’t as big as Delroy, so I almost felt disappointed. But I knew that this was just the first phase. Delroy got on board, straddled his cousin’s legs, and guided his mighty cock into my cunt. I felt the pressure then, all that rigid brown flesh really stretching me. It was the most pressure inside me since I gave birth. Jay was jerking himself off in a frenzy just at the sight of it. As Delroy started to fuck me, my hubby came. His cum sprayed all over the carpet and spattered the bedside table.

The bulls got into a rhythm. Their two cocks were pounding away and filling me totally…and then some. It felt great; the way it must feel for a regular gal to get a nice big dick inside her. 

Lemahl looked over at Jay and smirked, then asked if he could imagine what his old lady was feeling. Jay made a kind of feeble noise and kept masturbating. The bulls got more energetic. Soon, I was really enjoying the waves of pounding energy going through my entire body. I was full to bursting, feeling those two dicks moving like pistons inside my cunt. 

When I came, it was like a great big firework display. I hardly noticed that Lemahl came, too, or that he’d pulled out to cream all over me. Delroy, the senior bull, kept shafting my cunt. A few moments later, he delivered the motherlode inside me. 

That was the first round. I sucked them off, jerked them off, and took their loads over my face and titties. The bulls stayed over that weekend, so they could fuck me before breakfast. Fuck me again in the shower. And fuck me on the kitchen table. My cunt was sore again, but it was a kind of heavenly soreness. 

The DP thing did it for me, and it certainly worked for Jay. In fact, there was a point when I was trying to deep-throat Lemahl while jerking Delroy off that Jay seemed to want to join in. He got up with his dick half-flaccid, then looked confused and sat down again. I don’t think the bulls noticed it, but I did. When the big guys left on Sunday, we had an hour or so before Nana brought the kids back, so I asked him about it.

“I guess I wanted to feel it, to feel what it’s like for you,” he said.

He wanted to share the experience in a more intimate way. I could understand that. It was the next phase; I’d seen it online often enough. We hadn’t talked it over, but it was clearly the next level of humiliation. However, I said it was fine with me as long as the bulls didn’t mind. They didn’t.

Next time the kids went for a sleepover, Jay was ready to give the cuck-bi thing a try. I could tell he was feeling excited about it because the night before we’d tried anal, and he had been unable to raise so much as a smile. 

“It was performance anxiety,” he’d joked. I decided not to coddle him, though. Before the bulls arrived, we had agreed on turning up the humiliation a couple notches.

Delroy began with a brisk, brutal fuck, slamming his monster dick into me, as I wrapped my legs around his neck. At the same time I jerked off Lemahl, really yanking at that big, thick dick until he sprayed his cum all over my face and the covers. After Delroy had released his almighty load, I looked over at Jay. He seemed unusually pathetic this time with stains on his old joggers and red-faced from the effort of whacking off.

“Hey, honey,” I said, in my best slutty wheedling voice. “You wanna come and get my men hard again? I really need to be fucked some more by those big, black cocks.”

The cousins both stood in front of Jay as he got up and shuffled forward, He was barefoot, pale, and not meeting anyone’s eyes. He had become even more of a cuck, more pathetic. It was hard to believe that this was a man who got admiring glances from just about every straight woman he passed. I almost felt sorry for him, but I kept reminding myself that this was what floated his boat. This got him hard and made him feel alive just as the double penetration fulfilled my needs.

Prime bull Delroy gave the orders. “Hands first, little man. Get us both good and hard.”

Still avoiding eye contact, Jay fell to his knees and reached up to take a cock in each hand. Neither bull was flaccid, exactly, but both needed some fluffing. Jay was kind of reluctant at first, and he made a face. I guess it was because he was feeling that sticky mess of cum mixed with my juices. I really ooze that stuff by the gallon when I’m hot, you know? But after a few seconds, he started to jerk them off by rubbing their shafts, and they made jeering noises disguised as encouragement.

“Yeah! You stroke that thing, little fella!”

It had to go to the next stage, of course. Limahl was first to tell Jay to suck it. I watched, stroking myself slowly, as my husband took the bulbous end of the bull’s cock between his lips. He had never given head before, and it showed. His inept approach earned him some more mockery. 

“Hey, suck my cousin’s dick like you mean it!”

“Yeah, little man, that’s a prize cock, so enjoy it.”

Jay gripped Limahl’s shaft and moved his mouth up and down, getting into it. Soon the junior bull was rock hard again. He casually pushed Jay’s head off his dick, then patted it. 

“Well done, buddy! You suck like a cheap Tijuana whore, but you’ll improve.”

Delroy shoved his monster cock into Jay’s face and wiggled it a little, slapping my husband with the cum-covered tool. Close up, Jay seemed astounded by the size of it and hesitated to open his mouth. Delroy cursed and took Jay by the back of the head, forced his mouth onto his dick. Then Jay was sucking like a pro, and I knew he had lost all his inhibitions. Deep down, he had accepted that this was what he wanted from the start.

I expected him to get Delroy hard, so both bulls could do me again. Instead, Delroy kept a tight hold on Jay’s head and began pumping his dick into my husband’s mouth. He was going to face-fuck Jay all the way, I realized. I could see the truth dawn in my husband’s eyes, but he didn’t protest or try to pull away. He got more enthusiastic, sucking and slurping and jerking. Jay wanted that big, second load on his face.

When the prime bull came in my husband’s mouth, I had an orgasm, too. Jay’s face was a picture of total inferiority, as he closed his eyes and pulled his mouth off that jumbo cock. Cum flowed out of his mouth and down his chin, as that enormous black dick kept spewing out cum. Delroy coated Jay with what looked like a pint of semen. I think I gave a whoop or something. This was the new normal for our sex lives.

Lemahl came over, then. To celebrate, I let him do me in the ass for the first time. I had spent a while easing bigger and bigger toys up my anus, and I had some good lube on hand. The bull was surprised and pleased. Jay was giving my other bull head again when Lemahl shoved that thick dick of his up my asshole. He was trespassing on Jay’s territory, and we all knew it. But it was the right thing to do. 

Lemahl was pumping away at my butthole, driving that thick cock nice and deep. I was glad for the lube, that particular hole was still quite tight. But I knew that, once both of my studs had fucked me anally, I would have quite an ass gape. And that would only be the start. I’d gotten an appetite for the old double penetration. 

“One day, soon,” I said, “you guys are gonna DP me in the ass.”

I saw Jay’s face when I said that. It was a picture. He was looking past Delroy’s dick, as he sucked the huge head, and he seemed totally degraded and happy at the same time. 

And that’s where we are right now, guys. That perfect anal DP never happened. Turns out, Delroy and Lemahl were doing a few things they shouldn’t have in the auto trade, so they had to skip town for a while. That left me and Jay high and dry—and I do mean dry! 

So, how about it? You’re both five-star rated bulls on Cuckers Unlimited, and that’s good enough for me. Are we ready to rock? Because I see Jay…excuse me, I’ll just wave at him like an idiot. Yah, he’s seen me. I’ll just introduce you guys, then we can get going. Nana’s got the kids all week. It’s going to be a wonderful vacation.

***

The barmaid watched as the blonde, petite soccer mom in the smart-casual clothes got up to greet a much taller, dark-haired woman in a red dress and flats. The barmaid frowned. There was something about the newcomer that didn’t quite seem right. Maybe the legs were a little too muscular. The shoulders were so wide that, at first, she thought the woman’s jacket had seriously padded shoulders. 

A fat guy shouted for a beer, and the barmaid shrugged and began to pull at the pump. But she kept glancing over at the unusual group. Two guys came in after the blonde woman who stood up now. The barmaid felt a stirring of sexual desire. The men were black, tall, and jacked. They looked like professional athletes or maybe bodybuilders. One had on a pair of tight pants that left no doubt about the size of his package. The other was wearing baggy shorts, and the barmaid wondered if he might be even bigger than his pal.

Double date, the girl thought. Two odd couples. But the soccer mom definitely has a wedding ring. So does hubby know? Is hubby one of the black guys? Hmm.

One of the black guys leaned over and kissed the dark-haired woman. It was a slightly awkward gesture, and the barmaid guessed they had never met before. As she set the beer down in front of the fat guy, she pondered what it was about the second woman. The way she walked, the fact that her hair was long and covered much of her face…

Adam’s apple. Shit, is that the husband? 

It was just a glimpse, but the barmaid was sure. The bulge in the tall woman’s throat was definitely there. Like the bulge in that black guy’s pants. Somehow, the barmaid felt, the two must be connected. Two super-hung studs, a crossdresser and what might be his wife. She watched the foursome leave, her mind whirling with speculation, as the pub door swung shut.

The Discovery

Pauline didn’t think "this" would ever be her marriage. It wasn’t that she had a crystal clear view of what her marriage was going to be like, but she didn’t think it would ever get so complicated, so confusing. She had envisioned the bumps in the road as being pretty banal. Maybe Cooper let his gaze linger too long on a lovely young waitress, or they’d argue about her spending too much on their monthly dinner parties. Like any couple, they’d have their sharp tongued moments where they said things that toed the line of hurtful but never really took the full plunge. They’d bicker, maybe she’d sink to the couch with her face in her hands and cry silently; he’d eventually sit next to her as he looped his arm over her shoulder. It would end tenderly with a lovemaking session, if she had any say about it. She loved how Cooper did it to her after an argument—attentive and passionate.

That her marriage would hinge on strangers and so much depravity had never occurred to Pauline, but she also never thought she’d be as unhappy as she was in the months before she and Cooper started their little experiment. It was a mix of things that was keeping her from reveling in the perfection she aimed for. At least, that was what she thought, because how could it really just be that one big thing? How could she really be this depressed and sluggish and have that unshakeable feeling of disappointment just because Cooper couldn’t get it up anymore?

“Do you think it’s me?” she asked her friend, Tara, when they met for a late lunch in the middle of the week. “Like maybe he’s just tired of having sex with me?”

Tara stabbed at the meat on her plate, rolling her eyes as the prongs of her fork sank smoothly into the flesh. “If he can’t get hard for you anymore, it’s still a "him" problem.”

Pauline appreciated her friend’s candor and that kind of unquestioning support single women always seemed to have for their married counterparts. The candor and support didn’t solve the problem, though, and it didn’t even make Pauline feel that much better. What did it matter whose problem it was? In a marriage, issues were shared; they were handled by two people so that the burden was evenly carried. Tara was fast to advise people to break up, or leave, or cheat, or do whatever they had to do to grab at their own personal happiness. She didn’t understand the concept and dynamic of being part of a couple.

But three months into no sex, or even worse, the start of sex only for it to sink into flaccidity before the main event, and Pauline was starting not to care whose problem it was. She was getting frustrated by Cooper’s lack of interest in anything sexual, not to mention his cavalier attitude toward his lately lackluster performance. They had never had the earthshattering sex of Pauline’s younger years, but that wasn’t what she had been after when she had gotten married to someone as reliable and comfortable as Cooper. The men who had torn her apart and left her a writhing mess of fluid and post-orgasm chemicals weren’t the type she wanted to settle down with; compromising some pleasure for a happier homelife made sense to her. When she had the urge for the deeper and darker of her past, she could handle it herself. That was why showers had detachable heads, after all.

If Cooper had shown some concern, she probably wouldn’t have snapped at him the way she finally did. It was just that she hadn’t gone so long without a release since she was in college, and now, as a securely married person, she didn’t think she was supposed to be this pent-up, this desperate for the catharsis she never knew she needed. Sex was something she liked and thoroughly enjoyed. Being intimate with Cooper, and the others she allowed herself to dream of only when she was alone, made her feel warm and relaxed, but she had never known that her body could scream out when it was touch-starved; that her mind raced with endless thoughts she had no ability to quiet. Like so many other women, she had been told her entire life that sex wasn’t really for her. She might be able to enjoy it, and she might even experience a drive to have it, but she didn’t need it; they didn’t need it. Men needed it the way humans needed air and water and food. They needed it for life. Parts of them swelled and shrank in response to it; they had a connection to it that the female of any species couldn’t wrap their heads around. Pauline, who always considered herself a perfectly average, normal example of a human woman, was beginning to think that maybe the problem was actually hers.

“Do you think I’m being unreasonable?” she asked Tara when they went for an early morning walk on the one weekend morning Pauline could force her friend out of bed before ten a.m. “Do you think maybe I want too much from him physically? I mean, it’s normal for sex in a marriage to slow down at some point.”

“To once every three months?”

The question had been rhetorical. In a way, both of their questions were.

Here, Pauline found an impasse when it came to Tara dispensing advice. It would be hard for her friend to full-throatily denounce the death of sex in Pauline’s marriage as unusual, because she had always said that marriage killed the excitement, made even the most depraved acts of kinkiness boring in routine. From Tara’s perspective, this should have been par the course, except that they both knew Tara was only part right about most of the things she said. Besides, the last thing she was going to do was tell Pauline that there was no cause for alarm, that her husband of years and years could barely get it up once a quarter, and that when he could, it went limp and pathetic so quickly.

“We could try some new stuff,” Pauline told Cooper one night as she worked his unresponsive dick in her hand. They were sitting side by side on the couch, and a steamy scene in the movie they were watching had gotten gears grinding in them both. “Maybe there’s something you’ve wanted to do but never got a chance.”

Cooper’s eyes glazed soon after the scene ended, and Pauline could tell that her manual efforts weren’t yielding the results she had hoped for. She released her hold on him, sitting back into the corner of the couch with a long sigh.

“What? What is it?” Cooper didn’t quite look at her when he asked this, but he turned his face in her direction while keeping his eyes on the TV. “I’m just not in the mood right now. Is that all right with you?”

“It would be if you were in the mood at any point at all.”

The movie blared bombastically through their nascent argument. Pauline hoped the conversation wouldn’t be forgotten once it quieted back down but, like always, Cooper had no intention of delving any further into the topic at hand. It was easier to act like everything was boringly fine. Perfectly wasn’t the word to use because perfect was too hard to shoot for. Cooper was the type who thought good enough was suitable for just about everyone.

“Do you think maybe you’ll be in the mood later?” Pauline asked, keeping her physical distance from him. She wanted to scootch closer, run her hands over his shoulders and back, press her nails into his pecs like she used to when they still had a sex life together. “Maybe after the movie? When we’re relaxing in bed?”

“It’ll be so late by then,” Cooper answered with his focus all on the TV screen.

“But it’s not late now.”

“I thought I said I wasn’t in the mood now.”

Pauline stood up and headed toward the bathroom. The pace at which she walked tipped off Cooper to something being wrong. He called after her, causing her to stop dead in her tracks and inhale so deeply that her shoulders heaved.

“Do you remember the last time you’ve been in the mood?” she asked him without turning around. Why should he get her full attention, she figured, if she wasn’t getting his?

“We fooled around last week. What? That’s not enough for you?”

Pauline pivoted to face him. “Oh, last week we fooled around, huh? I don’t quite remember it like that. I remember me blowing you until you were kind of hard, and then your boner disappearing the moment I stopped. Then you said, ‘sorry, hon, guess I’m just not in the mood tonight.’”

“Yeah? So? I’m allowed to not be in the mood, Pauline. I’m not a robot.”

“I can’t even think of the last time we actually had sex. Beginning to end kind of sex, Cooper. Can you?”

He shrugged his answer, his expression slipping from indignant to hangdog. “I guess I just thought it didn’t matter that much to you.” There was a snap to put-upon, frustrated and angry and defensive about this discussion even taking place. “I guess I figured it was more important that I was loving and caring than that I fucked you all the time.”

Pauline dropped her arms to the side then jerked them outright into Cooper’s face. “All the time? All the time?” she yelled. “Cooper, it’s been months.”

Silence would have been preferable to what happened next. Pauline expected Cooper to sink into the couch, sulky and frustrated but ultimately defeated. Defeated, Pauline could deal with; defeated had been Cooper’s default state for some time now. What she didn’t expect was him rising slowly and stalking across the room until the two of them were nose-to-nose. She thought for a moment that he was going to kiss her, that this was going to be the night where it finally exploded, after so many months and after so much build up; after hours spent alone in the shower with the detachable head pressed into the cleft between her legs. Instead, he stood right in front of her, his face contorting as he spat out bitter words.

“You fucking women have no idea what it’s like for us,” he said lowly. Pauline could swear he was on the verge of tears, but each word yanked him further back from the edge. “All you have to do is lie there if you want. We’re the ones that have to do actual work.”

“I don’t just lie there, Cooper, and you know it.”

“Oh, thank you so much for your effort. I guess I should be thrilled you suck my dick once in a while, huh?”

“I’m trying to help with this. I want to. Tell me what you need.”

Cooper stepped back. The verge of tears was in sight again, but Pauline knew he was too angry to let her see them.

“I need you to leave me the hell alone,” he told her, stony and cold. “I need you to get the fuck off my back and take care of yourself if you need it so badly.”

He pushed past her to get to the bedroom. Pauline heard the door slam shut behind him with a ferocity that told her she shouldn’t bother following him in. The silence she had expected came through, and it pressed down on her like a vice.

***

It was almost three days before either of them spoke to each other. Pauline tried to start a conversation a few times, but Cooper stared right through her as if he couldn’t hear her. Considering how distant she had felt from him recently, it didn’t feel much different until they were sitting down to dinner, and Cooper didn’t offer more than a few grumbles as she asked about his day. Even when they weren’t fucking properly, discussion tended to flow naturally between them. The weight of the past few months were heaving on top of them both, and Pauline only had a guess as to what she could do to push it off.

“I was thinking of something,” she said in a quiet voice, as if trying to coax a frightened cat to her. “Something that might help.”

“Help?” Cooper repeated blandly.

“Help … us … be intimate.”

“Intimate?”

“Cooper, please don’t behave like this. I’m trying to offer an olive branch to you. I don’t want to argue. In fact, I have an idea.”

He put his fork down on his plate and raised narrowed eyes to hers. “That’s cute. You have an idea about how to fix your husband’s broken cock. Let me guess, the little blue pill.”

“No, nothing like that. Maybe there’s something I can do. Maybe something more visual.” She chewed slowly, thoughtfully; she chewed as if she was trying to make any noise that would block out what Cooper was going to say. Except that he didn’t say anything. The late-arrived silence closed in around them, and Pauline filled it compulsively. “If there’s something you’d like specifically, or something you think would be fun. I want to make this fun for you, Cooper. I want to work this out so that we”—she cleared her throat and brushed an unruly strand of hair out of her face—“can enjoy each other’s company again.”

Cooper picked his fork back up and resumed eating. After a cycle of chewing and swallowing, he said, “I think we can figure something out.”

“Maybe toys? I was thinking that might be a fun thing for you to watch me, well, play with myself.”

“Yeah, I think that would help.”

Pauline let her shoulders relax and pull down away from her ears. She hadn’t realized how she had slowly tensing up in just three days. It was like a rubber band about to snap; she felt the shifting blades and sockets of her rib cage and collar bones as she was able to inhale fully. Three days, she had been practically holding her breath, and she hadn’t even noticed.

After dinner, Pauline led Cooper by the hand to the bedroom. She had been prepared for him to like the idea of watching her, and once she had gone through a day of silence, she went shopping for toys she thought they both might like. If nothing else, she figured this would be a way for her to get off more regularly without feeling like some kind of fiend.

She hadn’t thought too carefully about the toys she selected, but the surprisingly helpful man at the sex shop had bombarded her with names and information until she wasn’t even sure of the reason she had come in. He’d told her which ones were popular with married couples, which ones were enjoyed by women, which ones by men.

“I’ll bet anything he gets a kick out of this one,” he’d said, holding up a contraption that had a large insert for the front, a small insert for the back, and a tiny, rounded vibe to rest against her clit. “And it’ll blow you right away, too.”

Pauline had wanted to try it out the moment she had gotten home, but she had waited patiently, as if it would be more effective with her and Cooper experiencing it at the same time.

Cooper sat cross-legged at the edge of the bed as Pauline stripped herself down to her skin and pulled out the toy.

“What in the hell?” Cooper touched the smaller insert and made a snorting sound. “You’re certainly being adventurous.”

“Well, maybe it’s time for that.” She sank into the pillows and unfolded her legs.

Cooper reached over to spread the lips of her pussy. It had always been a favorite activity of his. He even said she wasn’t completely naked until her clit was blooming forward and her hole was exposed.

“Does it feel all right?” he asked as she arranged the toy inside of her, letting the vibrating nub sit flush against her.

“It feels marvelous.”

Pauline flicked the on switch, and the tiny machine in her hands buzzed with animation. A startled moan escaped her as each insert trembled up inside of her. She arched her back, her lips parting and closing smoothly.

“I never knew you liked stuff up your ass,” Cooper told her.

“I guess I never really tried it before.”

That was a lie, but one that would be hard to verify. It’s not like Cooper was in the habit of ringing up her old boyfriends and asking where they were allowed to stick their dicks. In the wilder times with crazier men, Pauline loved it all in every hole. She had given some of that up when she had settled down with Cooper.

“Is it going to make you come?” Cooper asked, stroking his hand down the front of her. “You know I love it when you come.”

Pauline’s orgasm came on hard and fast. So much so that her body jerked upright, startling both of them. Cooper looked stunned as his wife settled back into the pillows, her forehead spiked with droplets of sweat.

“I don’t think I’ve ever seen you come that hard in our entire marriage.”

“Sure I have,” Pauline gasped, her mind going right to the showerhead in the bathroom. She rested her hand in his lap to feel if anything exciting was happening. His cock twitched under her touch but nothing stiff made an appearance. “I guess we need something else, huh?”

“If you’ve got any other ideas, I’m open to anything.”

Ideas was all Pauline had. Hope and ideas. She gave Cooper the address of the sex shop so he could pick out a toy for her to use, and he came home with a dildo so big that she wasn’t sure where it was going to fit. She had to get on her hands and knees for Cooper to ease it inside of her tight cunt. The walls of her pussy pushed out; she felt dizzy as it spread the space between her hips.

“God, I don’t even think that fits,” she whimpered as Cooper gently moved it around.

“It fits. Just barely, but it fits.”

Pauline exhaled and stretched her arms out past her head. The dildo went the rest of the way inside of her. She felt her pulse at every point of her body, emanating out from the stretch happening deep in her stomach.

“I’ve never had a cock this big in me before,” she said. Cooper was fucking her with it steadily. She rubbed herself as she opened wider than she was used to. “It feels good, but it’s almost like it’s too much. Like I can’t handle it.”

“Your pussy has never looked like that before.” He was breathless when he spoke, excited and promising stiffness. “I’ve seen you take so much.”

After the dildo night, Pauline brought up another idea. The next one was a touch more dramatic, but she thought Cooper would enjoy it. She had found a woman who was interested in having sex with her while Cooper watched.

“As long as he doesn’t want to touch me,” the woman said. “I’m fine with him jerking off, but I don’t want him to think he can fuck me.”

“Don’t worry about that,” Pauline told her. “He can’t even get it up to fuck me.”

When Cooper walked in the door to see the two women sitting close to each other on the couch with coy smiles on their faces, his eyes went wide and he stammered a hello.

“You must be Cooper,” the woman said, getting to her feet.

“I am. And you must be—”

“The chick who’s going to fuck your wife in front of you.”

This time, Cooper sat in the chair in the corner of the bedroom to watch. The woman was dexterous and sensual. She worked Pauline’s body from neck to clit, biting lightly into her thighs as she dove between them. Cooper gave her the gigantic dildo he had bought, and he watched with laser pointer interest as Pauline was filled with the massive toy for a second night in a row.

At one point, Pauline looked over to see Cooper tugging carefully on his dick as if he was worried about scaring away the erection he had finally managed to sustain. Pauline ground herself against the woman, smiling to herself that maybe this was actually working.

“Have you ever eaten pussy before?” the woman asked.

Pauline considered lying, like she had when Cooper had brought up her putting stuff in her ass, but she knew this woman would know that she was experienced once she was doing it fairly well. “Yeah, a few times.”

The woman fell on her back, legs open. “Want to make it a few more times?”

Pauline helped herself, relieved to be in the throes of fucking and touching and licking again. It had been so long since she’d had sex that felt like everyone there was enjoying themselves. The past few times with Cooper, when he was able to hold it long enough for her to bounce on top of him., his focus on staying hard had prevented him from the stroking and fingering she had enjoyed so much in the early days of their marriage.

The woman squirmed under Pauline’s hands and tongue. Pauline licked her, stuck her fingers inside of her. When the woman came, it was explosive and filled with fluid. Pauline heard Cooper quietly exclaim his approval from his corner vantage point.

“Oh, wow.” His cock was still hard.

The woman beckoned him over. “I’m done for the moment, but your wife needs some attention.”

Pauline saw the terror flash across Cooper’s face then disappear just as abruptly. Progress had been made, but Pauline wondered how easily it could be destroyed.

The woman bounded off the bed as Cooper came to sit next to Pauline, his still hard dick resting in the palm of his hand.

“That worked a little,” he said quietly, “but I don’t know …”

Pauline rested her head in his lap and took him in her mouth. The woman sat across the room and restlessly played with her soaked cunt. Pauline felt Cooper rest his hand on her back, but she wasn’t sure what he was trying to communicate with her. He was still hard as she moved her lips along the shaft, the blood pulsing under her tongue. She tasted something salty, felt the spread of thickness as he came swiftly. It was progress, but as was often the case, progress moved glacially. At least he had been able to stay hard long enough for her to suck him off. Even that seemed like a momentous occasion to them.

The last idea that Pauline had was one that seemed so crazy when she first thought it up, but Cooper took to it fast. Maybe it was because it took all the pressure off of him, or maybe it really was something he had wanted to see for some time. When Pauline asked how he felt about watching her with another man, he hesitated before answering.

“Is that too much?” Pauline asked. “We don’t have to do it. I just thought it might—”

“I like it. One thing, though.”

“Of course.”

“The guy you get has to be huge.”

Pauline wasn’t sure what difference that made, but she figured that she liked big dicks, so it would make them both happy if that was the case.

The man she brought in had a cock so big that she had been able to spot it through his pants when he was pumping gas at the local station. He had accepted Pauline’s unusual offer only when she clasped her hands in front of her and begged.

“I can’t refuse a pleading woman,” he told her. “Lead the way.”

Cooper was jumping-up-and-down excited, though he tried to keep himself level during the introductions.

Pauline and the man were naked in a heartbeat, and neither Pauline nor Cooper could tear their eyes away from the man’s low swinging cock.

“That’s the biggest one I’ve ever seen,” Pauline said.

“I’ve only seen bigger in porn,” Cooper said with a touch of awe in his voice. “And honestly, most of them aren’t bigger than what you’ve got.”

The man had Pauline kneel in front of him. She tried to take the whole thing into her mouth, but it couldn’t get all the way down her throat. She gagged as she pulled away, and the man laughed knowingly.

“You wouldn’t believe how rarely I get blown,” he said sort of wistfully. “No one tells ya that about having a dick this size.”

“I’d really rather have it in my pussy, anyway,” Pauline told him, getting to her feet and bending over the end of the bed. “And Cooper wants to see it spreading me open.”

“As wide as possible,” Cooper agreed.

The man rubbed the head of his cock around Pauline’s hole, smearing the fluid she released up to her clit. He let the tip slip in then pulled it back out as Pauline’s body tightened with the anticipation of it.

“This is a pretty tight little cunt,” the man said, the tip of his cock pressing into the hole again. “You sure you can take it?”

“I want it,” Pauline answered forcefully. “I need it.”

The man went slowly, not rushing or pushing, like he had all the time in the world. Pauline’s back raised with her even breathing. She inhaled sharply as the bulk of his meat made its way into her.

“Holy shit,” Cooper breathed in his breathless way. “Pauline, baby, your pussy looks amazing right now.”

“Looks like it’s got the biggest cock it’s ever had,” the man said.

“Feels that way, too.”

The man let his hips start to pulse, keeping the pace slow until Pauline joined him in rocking back and forth. His hands cupped under both her breasts; his fingers pulled and played with the tight, pointed nipples.

Pauline had a moment where she didn’t think she’d be able to take much more of it. The man was being careful not to hurt her, but she felt like he was probing into her guts. She stopped rocking and moved her hips to adjust the angle.

“I know what’s happening here,” the man said. His hands moved from Pauline’s nipples to the split of her pussy. “Your clit needs a little love, too.”

The moment he started stroking her, Pauline could rock back and forth again. Whatever pressure she had felt in a cinch between her hips was breaking apart; the joints connecting her legs to the rest of her body made circles they never had before. A jolt ran through her, jumping from limb to limb and digit to digit. Her back arched, and her body dissolved into shudders.

“Oh my God,” Pauline whispered, her face pressing into the duvet cover on her and her husband’s bed. “I think I just …”

“You came,” the man said. He didn’t ask; he wasn’t unsure of it. He had felt it as strongly as she had, the aftershocks of the earthquake being read by his cock.

“She loves to come,” Cooper said. His fully erect dick was firmly in hand. “She comes more than I do; that’s for sure.”

The man pulled out of Pauline and turned his pointed erection toward Cooper. He motioned to it as if Cooper should have already known what he wanted.

“Lick her juices off of it,” the man said when Cooper remained seated and stunned-looking. “I told ya, I don’t get blown a lot, so you’ll have to lick it.”

In a state of wide-eyed submission, Cooper dropped to his knees and licked the very tip of the man’s dick. Slowly, he let it into his mouth, stretching his cheeks and lips to their absolute limit.

Pauline, sex drunk and hazy-eyed, watched all this with the same astonishment her husband had on his face. More than just the surprise at Cooper willingly going down on a man, she noticed his dick was unwaveringly hard and had been since the start of the night.

“So, this is what you needed, huh?” she asked with a smirk. “A gigantic cock.”

“Everyone loves big cock,” the man told her.

“Can’t argue with that.”

It didn’t take long for Cooper to get the hang of what he was doing. Pauline was impressed. She had hardly been able to wrangle that beast of a dick into her mouth, but here Cooper was, as if he knew exactly what he was doing.

The man pumped his hips as he began to get closer to climax; Cooper looked confused and excited, ready and nervous. One last thrust forward, and the man trembled bodily as a thick trickle of white leaked out of him and across Cooper’s tongue.

“Boy, you two sure know how to party,” the man said after he collapsed on the bed and shook for a moment before coming back to reality. “I haven’t come like that in forever.”

Cooper got to his feet, dick hard and in hand. “If you wouldn’t mind, I’d really love to fuck my wife right now.”

“Oh, Cooper.” Pauline smiled. “Do you mean it?”

He mounted her swiftly. They both felt how momentarily stretched she was, how another man had gaped her cunt with his unnaturally large cock. They both loved it in their own way, for their own reasons.

The man watched for a few moments then excused himself without saying anything. Outside was a perfectly normal night. He passed some perfectly normal people along the way. From where he was standing, the only thing he could see as being less than normal was whatever was happening in the house he had just left. Even with that, normal or not, it felt right to him, and he knew it felt right to them, too.
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Colorized Part One

It crept up slowly on Meghan Jones. There was no specific time she could say to herself, “Yes, that was when it changed.” But by the time she had noticed the graying of the world, it must have been happening for quite a while. Months. Years, maybe.

The realization came to her in one of those nothing moments our lives largely consist of. She was vacuuming her car. Under the passenger seat, she found some candy wrappers. Frowning, she took them out then paused. She would normally have just shoved them into the pocket of her pants to dispose of later, but now she hesitated, peering at the cheap plastic wrappings.

They were colorless. Or rather, the colors of the plastic were washed out, almost leached away. It was a sunny Sunday morning, and she could feel the warmth on her face, her bare arms. Yet the sunlight, she now saw, seemed dull. It was mid-April, birds were singing in the trees, yet the car’s interior was almost monochrome. The red and brown pattern of the seat covers was drab, yet she’d chosen it because it brightened things up a little. Even the little fir tree hanging from the rear-river mirror was gray-green, dull.

My eyes, she thought. Oh God, I might be going blind.

After a moment of panic, she realized that her eyesight was not obviously worse. She peered at the car’s dash then looked up at the street beyond her driveway. She could see the trees that had come into leaf just fine. The details were sharp, not blurred. She saw a neighbor walking a miniature schnauzer. The man waved. Meghan waved back. The guy was wearing a red shirt; she had seen it dozens of times. But, as with other colors, today, the red looked faded and sad.

“Shit,” she murmured. “What the fuck is wrong with my eyes?”

She finished up in the car then took the vacuum back into the garage. She checked the time. Gary would be back soon. She thought about her husband, his pleasant brown eyes and sandy, graying hair. In her mind’s eye, he, too, looked washed-out, almost monochromatic. Was she simply getting old? She was only thirty-eight, for Christ’s sake, nearly ten years younger than Gary. Yet, here she was, seeing the world as a dull place.

Will power. That’s it, she decided. I’ll get through this. It’s some weird temporary thing.

But it wasn’t. The rest of the day passed in drabness. She said nothing to Gary, and he didn't notice that she was quieter than usual. They went through their usual routine, comfortable and unexciting.

That night in bed, in the dark, when nothing had color, she snuggled up to Gary and made the first move. He was unresponsive, inert. She fondled him, tickled his dick a little, and he stirred. But Gary remained asleep. Meghan sighed and rolled onto her back. She lay awake for what seemed like hours, worrying about what might be wrong with her eyes.

The following day, she took time during a break at work to book a check-up. She made the call from the washroom, not wanting to be overheard. The ophthalmologist’s secretary asked if there was a specific problem. Meghan thought about it, but then just said she was worried her eyesight was getting worse. She was booked in for the following afternoon.

As she washed her hands, she pondered herself in the washroom mirror. Meghan was taller than average at five-nine and had always been a big girl. A succession of diets and intermittent attempts at exercise had not kept the weight off. She had a big butt, big boobs, but her long legs gave her a kind of majestic, voluptuous look. Or, at least, it had. Now she saw reflected a big woman who looked pasty-faced and flabby. Her self-image was so bad, in fact, that she looked away, focused on the hands under the running faucet.

***

“That’s fine, Meghan, thank you.”

The ophthalmologist made a note then looked at her patient.

“Nothing wrong with your vision,” the specialist said reassuringly. “Not twenty-twenty, of course, but your prescription has barely changed in the last, let’s see … nine months. But you say you’re having trouble with color perception?”

“I guess so,” Meghan said. “Like, the colors are all weaker? Nothing is bright anymore.”

A couple more tests followed. They established that Meghan’s ability to distinguish colors was normal.

“Women generally have superior color vision to men,” the ophthalmologist added. “You find problems like red-green color blindness mostly in men. Recessive genes and so on. No, I can see nothing unusual here, sorry.”

Meghan felt slightly ridiculous, having wasted time and money on a check-up. Far from being reassured, she wondered if she might be going a little crazy. She knew people with mental problems sometimes saw things that weren’t there. Was there a variation on that theme that involved seeing a colorless world?

Having paid her bill, she walked out onto the street, mulling over her problem. She was so preoccupied that she didn’t see the guy until she bumped into him. He was at least six-four, black, and muscular. He smiled down at her and briefly steadied her, huge hands on her bare shoulders. She felt a thrill, like a mild electric shock, where his flesh touched hers.

“Sorry!” she said, flustered. “I’m such a klutz!”

“No problem,” he said, his voice deep and warm. “It was just as much my fault.”

There was a moment of hesitation, in which she looked up at him, and he grinned back at her. And, in that moment, the world regained its color. The rich tones of his skin, his eyes, the colors of his shirt, the gleam of the little gold chain around his neck. She giggled with surprise, mingled with delight. The stranger was an oasis of bright color in a world of dinginess.

“Say, this is kind of a meet cute situation,” the tall guy said. “Would you be offended if I said you’re a very attractive woman? And that I’d like to buy you a coffee?”

Meghan felt herself reddening and instinctively flicked her hair back. She giggled again. Of course she had to refuse, she had no option. She had never been a cheater, and she loved Gary. But she felt a deep, profound longing to spend more time with this big man who seemed to radiate warmth and life.

“Oh, well, you see …” she stammered, somehow not making a simple statement of fact.

“Oh my God, I didn't notice the ring,” the stranger said, chuckling. “Wow, I would not normally do that. Sorry … no offense. But you can’t blame a guy for trying, right? Guy sees a pretty woman, wheels start turning, right?”

“Right!” she said brightly. “Hey, no offense taken. I … Thanks. I gotta go.”

She blundered back to her car, which was parked a few yards away. She turned as she opened the door and saw the big guy looking after her. He had joined the queue at an ATM. He gave her a wave, grinning again. She waved back, feeling a wave of hot embarrassment mingled with excitement wash over her. She tingled in places that had been neglected for quite a while.

“Oh my God,” she breathed as she got in and just sat, staring ahead of her, but not really seeing the street.

Her mind’s eye was filled with the handsome stranger. She imagined his body under his tight, sleeveless shirt. She pictured the muscles, the interplay of flesh and bone, the strength of him. He worked out, that was obvious. Maybe he was some kind of athlete. She imagined the taste of his skin, salty under her tongue. She imagined how easily he would lift her, those huge hands under her buttock, pressing her body against his. Her imagination strayed a little lower, and she tried very hard not to think about what he might be packing in his Levis.

Then she saw the colors.

It was a dull, downtown kind of street, but suddenly, the store signs, and the cars, and the people all glowed with color. Even more beautiful, the spring sky overheard was a pure, uninterrupted azure, the bluest blue. She looked down at her hands, the week-old nail polish. It was a rich, warm carmine. Her mind had started seeing colors again, seeing things in a positive, vibrant way. The expert had been right about her eyes—it was nothing to do with retinas or optic nerves. Color was sensed in the mind, the soul, and the world was alive with it again.

The big guy walked past, leaning over slightly to smile in at her through the windshield. She gave him another little girly wave. He winked at her. She felt herself growing distinctly moist between her thighs. She watched his neat, muscular butt disappearing among the mid-afternoon crowds on the sidewalk. Then she started her car and weaved into the traffic, not intending to follow him. She just happened to be going that way. If she caught another glimpse of that butt, those pecs, that chest, those very handsome features … well, that would be a bonus.

***

Meghan tried to stop thinking about the good-looking guy who had tried to date her. It was not easy. His face swam up in front of her at inopportune moments, like meetings at work. She found herself hesitating in the middle of a presentation and using the term “market penetration” with such husky relish that some of her co-workers tittered.

Slowly, though, the memories faded and, with them, the color began to drain out of the world again. Meghan began to linger downtown, near the ATM on the corner, not far from her ophthalmologist. It was just a few minutes here, half an hour there. She found things to do, a little light shopping, nothing special. And eventually, her patience was rewarded. She saw the handsome guy come out of a building on the opposite corner and cross to the ATM again. She had guessed right.

She had been sitting her car, watching discreetly. She got out and sauntered over to stand nearby. He was depositing a paycheck. He took the slip of paper from the machine, slipped it casually into his jeans’ pocket, then turned to face her. Recognition dawned, and she felt the thrill of his attention.

“Oh my,” he said, “we meet again!”

She had worked out some elaborate story to tell him, but in the event she tried truth instead. She asked him if he would like a coffee.

“I’d love one,” he said. “I got maybe twenty minutes max, though. And, are you sure you want to do this? Whatever it is?”

She nodded, not trusting herself to speak, and put a hand onto his chest. He was wearing a business suit that he filled impressively. She felt muscles moving under the fabric. She had never been so bold with a guy in public before.

“Come and sit with me in my car for a second,” she said in a low voice. “I … I need to tell you about the way you changed my world.”

A minute later, Carl had introduced himself and asked her how married she was. She got flustered, red-faced, and panicked a little. But she told him that, if she was honest, not as much as she’d hoped back in the day. Sam nodded.

“I’ve met a few ladies like that,” he said. “You know? Kind of looking for something their old man can’t give them. Or won’t.”

She thought of Gary snoring and sometimes talking in his sleep. He talked about golf in his sleep. Sometimes he even had golf nightmares in which, from what she could glean, he accidentally beat his manager. This was not quite the relationship she’d imagined when she’d said yes to an older guy.

“I think about you all the time because you brought the whole world back to life,” she admitted. “And I want to … touch you and have you touch me.”

A moment later, his hands were on her boobs, the muscular fingers kneading warm, abundant flesh. It was a great sensation, taking her back to younger days of sexual abandon and excess. She sighed, half-closed her eyes. Then she remembered who and where she was and jerked upright. The stranger immediately pulled away, looking serious.

“Sorry,” she said. “I shouldn’t … well, I am married, and I can’t cheat on my husband. No matter how much I want to.”

She paused. It occurred to her that she had no idea what this man was called. The man who had just been fondling her titties was a total stranger. She felt herself reddening with shame. And, at the same time, she silently urged the big man to say something, reveal some way out of this mess.

“I’m Carl, by the way,” he said. “And I understand. You make a commitment, sure, you should stick to it. But I’m wondering if it’s a fifty-fifty thing with you and your old man? Is he holding up his side of the bargain?”

Meghan shook her head. “I guess not,” she said. “He’s a few years older than me and he … he likes to have everything pleasant, quiet. He’s kind, easygoing. Dull, I guess.”

Carl nodded sagely. “But you don’t wanna cheat; I get that. How about we talk this over; just two people having a conversation?”

Meghan felt intense relief.

Five minutes later, they were sitting opposite one another in a booth at a quiet coffee shop. She spilled her guts, more or less, about her life, her marriage, her sexual frustration. And she touched on the way the world had become duller, hinting at the truth but not spelling out that it was monochrome when Carl was not around.

“Okay,” Carl said. “Sounds like either your old man needs to spice things up, or …”

Meghan leaned forward, conscious that her low-cut top was exposing plenty of flesh. “Or what?” she asked.

Carl grinned. “You work it out.”

They chatted some more, Carl revealing that he was single “for the moment” after an amicable breakup. Just listening to his strong, deep voice was arousing for her, and she struggled to focus. Meghan still felt hot, and her pussy was damp with sexual craving. She slipped a foot out of her shoe and stretched out her leg to run her toes up his calf.

“Oh, baby,” he said in a low voice, after a pause. “You are kind of naughty. This is a public place.”

“I don’t care,” she breathed. “I want some excitement! I don’t want to live in a washed-out world, like an old sepia photograph.”

Carl looked puzzled by that but smiled warmly. She moved her foot higher and slid down in her seat a few inches. It was not a big booth, and she could reach up his thigh. She felt the muscle, a hard curve under taut denim. Then she pushed a little farther and her big toe touched his groin. She felt another kind of hardness and relished the touch.

“Oh baby,” Carl sighed. “You sure are in need. And now I am, too.”

Meghan rubbed his crotch and felt it twitch in response. She had never given a man any kind of footjob before. Gary had certainly never asked for one. It was something she’d wanted to try, and the public aspect gave it an added thrill. Carl shifted slightly in his seat but kept his legs apart as she rubbed him even harder.

“Shit,” he said quietly. “I won’t be able to get up and walk out of here for a good twenty minutes.” He reached under the table and firmly grasped her foot by the instep. She wriggled a little, smiling playfully, as he held her. He let go but instantly resorted to tickling, which startled her into emitting a little shriek. One of the baristas turned to look, and she quickly withdrew her foot.

“Oh, that was fun,” she murmured. “But it was so naughty. I’m gonna feel guilty later. Probably.”

Carl laughed at that and made a suggestion. It was remarkably simple, couched in quite decorous language, and Meghan had never heard anything so outrageous. But she was so smitten with the tall, handsome, athletic stranger that she promised to think it over.

She spent the rest of the day thinking about little else.

***

“Honey,” she said after they’d finished dinner, “can we have a talk?”

Gary look up warily from his phone. On the table between them were the remnants of dinner. Meghan had served a slightly more potent wine than they usually favored, a nice Pinot Noir. The pasta sauce had been rich and spicy. She’d also served up a homemade apple cobbler, one of her husband’s favorites. She had read somewhere that every battle is won before the first shot is fired. She doubted it if was true, but she did know that preparation mattered. She had spent all day rehearsing what she was going to say now.

“Is it about this weekend?” he asked. “Only, I gotta play a couple of rounds with Larry from marketing. The asshole is constantly badmouthing Cindi, and we can’t have her flounce out of the firm in a snit, so …”

Before Gary could launch into one of his Byzantine descriptions of office politics, Meghan cut him off. “I want to talk about sex, honey.”

He looked shifty and uncomfortable. “Aw … I can’t ask Dr. Monkton for Viagra again …”

“I know,” she said, “because you play golf with his brother and he might find out, or something. It’s not that. It’s something else that I want. Something I need … I need some really good sex. I mean, great sex. I want to have hard, dirty, full-on sex that blows the top of my head clean off. Kind of.”

Gary stared, mouth a little open.

“I know, you’re busy and tired and stuff, but I really need to be fucked!”

Meghan heard her voice rising despite her best efforts. Frustration and passion sent her off script.

“I’ve been feeling kind of lost and aimless lately. And then I met this guy by chance. His name is Carl, a real hunk, and he makes the world bright and colorful for me again. He’s into me, Gary, and that brightens my world, like letting sunlight into a dim, dusty room. Because, when I’m here at home, or at work, or whatever, everything’s black and white, or shades of gray anyhow. And he’s kind of into me, so I thought it would be great if we could fuck, but I need your permission. Because I don’t wanna cheat on my husband.”

Gary’s mouth opened a little wider. He blinked. For a long moment, Meghan thought he might erupt in anger. Or maybe just have a coronary and fall slowly sideways onto the floor. Instead, he leaned back and looked miserable.

“Oh shit,” he said. “Is it that bad? I know I’ve not been very … attentive lately, but you’re saying I’ve ruined the whole world?”

“No,” she said gently, reaching out for his hand. “But, for Christ’s sake, Gary, I’m a living, breathing woman. I need to have sex. And I’m not getting it here any time soon, am I? Not the way I want it.”

Gary took a while to come around, but eventually, he agreed to what he called “the arrangement,” as a one-time aberration. Meghan kissed him on the cheek then called Carl. It took a few minutes to make the arrangements. They agreed to meet a couple of towns over, in a motel, simply to avoid being seen together.

“So, you can play golf at the weekend,” she said when the call ended. “I’ll be having my own kind of fun.”

Gary gazed up at her as she leaned on the table. She felt some pity for him, but also frustration. Would he ever show the immense passion for her she needed? Or was this a first, ominous sign that their marriage was doomed?

“Oh, Gary,” she murmured, leaning down to hug him, “I do love you, but you don’t make it easy. A woman has needs, you know?”

She heard her husband give a muffled, “Yes,” from between her boobs.

In the past, this would have been the start of some sexy fun, a bit of silliness after dinner, leading to a more serious bedroom situation. But not now. When she freed Gary, he just looked confused and miserable. He said he had to go upstairs to get some work stuff done. She was left with the remains of the wine and a head full of fantasies about what was going to happen on Saturday.

***

The motel was not the cheapest available, but it was also the kind of place where the staff didn’t ask questions if you checked in for one night. When Meghan arrived in the parking lot, Carl was already there, getting bags out of the back of a big SUV. She decided to be bold, regardless of who might be watching. She parked right next to Carl, got out, and went up to embrace him. For the first time, she felt his arms around her as he leaned down, and she stood on tiptoe. Then he lifted her off her feet and swung her around. She whooped in surprise and delight. It had been a long time since she’d had a guy who could fling her around like that.

Once she was back on her feet, they went into the room. It was functional. The bed was not king size but it was big enough. They made some casual conversation, but once the door was shut, she couldn’t keep her hands off him. Once again, his presence had restored the true brightness of the world. Even the very ordinary motel room seemed vibrant with a dozen colors, simply because of Carl, or rather the effect he had on her.

“I want it fast and hard,” she said, sliding down until she was kneeling in front of him.

“Fine by me,” he said.

Meghan smiled up at him as she fondled him through his pants. Again, she was startled by the size and hardness of his package. She was almost afraid to undo his belt and zipper in case she was somehow mistaken. She lingered, caressing him a little, until he kicked off his shoes, undid his pants himself, and casually stepped out of them. His tight boxers seemed to be crammed with man-meat.

“Oh. My. God.” Meghan clutched his cock through the thin cotton and relished the way it twitched like it was a creature in its own right. Finally, she pulled his shorts down, and his massive cock, already half-erect, sprang out and almost hit her in the face. It was a good six inches long and getting bigger, its circumcised tip a shocking pink against the warm brown of the shaft. Meghan paused to gaze in wonder and admiration. She felt herself getting really moist and hot.

“You like it, baby?” he asked.

She mumbled, “Yes,” then wrapped her lips around the bulging glans. She tasted salt, ran her tongue over his slit, took some more of the tumescent organ into her mouth. Carl laid a hand gently on the back of her head and applied a little pressure. Soon, his dick, now rigid and hard, was pushing at the back of her throat. She felt crammed; the first time she’d given oral to such an outsize tool. She began to slide her mouth back and forth along the first few inches of his dick, while he sighed and uttered a few words of encouragement.

Meghan felt like a slut, a total whore, and wanted to do the dirtiest things. She was also painfully aware that she was not so experienced, and Carl might find her boring, vanilla. She reached up for the big balls that were tight up, under the base of the shaft. She fondled his sac as she kept fellating him, sucking and slurping, making a point of relishing the experience. After a minute or so, Carl moaned with pleasure.

“Oh, baby, I am gonna come if you keep that up. You sure you want it this way?”

Meghan pulled her mouth off his rock-hard dick and looked up at him. “Yeah,” she said breathlessly, “I want it this way. Want you to come on my face and tits.”

She pulled her roomy sweatshirt over her head then undid her brassiere. Her big knockers swung free, and Carl smiled at the sight. Then she started sucking him again, just covering the tip of his jumbo cock with her lips, leaving streaks and smears of lipstick on the pale flesh. The salt taste grew stronger as his precum oozed into her mouth and mixed with her saliva. The long, thick penis bucked again. Then Carl came.

A great spurt of thick, creamy jism shot into her mouth, almost making her gag. She grasped his dick firmly and held it like a meaty fire hose as more gouts of sperm spattered her face, then her upper chest and boobs. Despite expecting a big load, Meghan was still amazed by the volume, coated from forehead to nipples. Eventually, Carl’s majestic cock stopped spraying cum and started simply drooling pale fluid, which she licked up with relish.

“Wow,” she sighed. “Never … never did anything like that.”

“Never?” he said, grinning.

“Never,” she said and ran her tongue around her mouth to lick up some of his sperm.

They moved on to the bed after taking off the rest of their clothes. Meghan relished the way Carl could pick her up and deposit her on the mattress like she was a regular skinny chick. The fact that he was turned on by her BBW curves aroused both of them. For the first time in years, she felt desirable. As he sucked her tits and fingered her cunt, she quivered with pleasure.

“I want to suck you hard again,” she growled. “Then you can fuck me real hard in the pussy.”

His cock tasted of jizz, and she found this dirty, too. It was messy sex, all about passion and animal desire. She sucked him hard again while running a hand over his broad, hard chest and feeling the expanse of his perfect muscles. Then he was steel-hard once more, and she was lying back on the cheap mattress, thighs apart and legs in the air. Carl progressed from a couple of fingers to all four, hand-fucking her until she was dripping wet. He produced an extra-large condom, and she helped get it over his humungous erection. The latex sheath was just adequate for the first four or five inches of his man-meat. Then he lined up his dick and inserted the first couple of inches, then a couple more.

“Oh shit!” she exclaimed as he pushed between her cunt lips. “Take it easy, big guy!”

“I’ll be gentle, babe,” Carl assured her.

He started to pump her pussy, slowly working in and out of the slick fleshy tunnel. She was sopping wet with juices, but it was still a tight fit. She moaned with a mixture of mild pain and intense pleasure. Gradually, though, as Carl kept working at her cunt with his massive tool, she relaxed in every sense. He plowed her deeper and harder, filling her so perfectly that the whole world went away and it was just the two of them in that motel room.

“Fuck me, yeah, fuck me harder!” she heard herself cry out.

“Happy to oblige,” Carl grunted.

She wrapped her legs around his waist as he thrust harder. The sound of his balls slapping against her body and the creaking of the bed filled the room, along with her gasps of pleasure. She felt herself edging toward climax and wondered if she should ask him to slow down to prolong the pleasure. Then she dismissed the idea. She couldn’t speak clearly, anyhow. She was now just yelping and moaning like a beast.

Carl kept pumping his mighty schlong into her, sending shockwaves through her flesh. Her tits bounced, and the folds of her belly jiggled. She felt her orgasm building like a seismic eruption, and then it happened.

She was overwhelmed with sensual pleasure and waves of energy ran through her. She closed her eyes for what seemed like minutes as he carried on banging at her cunt, which was contracting around his shaft in response.

She came again, and a third time. Soon, her orgasms were deluging her with pure joy like a string of carnal firecrackers. Meghan might have passed out for a short while, such was the pleasure she was experiencing. She came back to awareness to see Carl still pounding her snatch, grunting with effort.

“Gonna come, baby,” he rumbled. “Want it over your belly?”

“Yes!” she managed to say.

Carl pulled out of her gaping pussy and casually ripped the condom off his huge cock. Then he gave himself a couple of strokes, and a second load shot out over Meghan’s body. This completed the process of coating her voluptuous flesh with his semen.

Carl looked down benevolently as she scooped up some of his dense jism and licked it off her fingers. It tasted good. It tasted of a new world, where everything was bright, and fun, and fucking made her happy.

After he had finishing cumming, they cuddled for a while on the damp, sticky covers. They kissed, and she relished the way he held her close. She tried to explain again about the colorless world, and the way he’d liberated her from the monochrome prison she’d been in. Carl might not have entirely understood, but he grasped how she felt.

“You are one amazing, beautiful woman,” he said. “And I have had a great time today. But, will we do it again?”

That was the question. She thought of poor Gary, currently on the golf course trying to work out just what the latest dumbass conspiracy at work involved. She was getting the better deal, being fucked by a jacked stud in a no-strings encounter. But would the ecstasy she’d enjoyed today with Carl transform her life permanently? Was this one sexy, shady encounter a one-time thing?

“You’re thinking maybe this is the first and last time, right?” Carl asked. “Well, that’s a matter for you and your old man. I’m gonna be around for the foreseeable future.”

Instead of replying, she slid down his body and took his cock in her hand. It took longer to get him hard the third time, but she managed it.

***

“You did it, then?” Gary asked.

He’d returned from golf to find Meghan sitting in their lounge, watching TV. She’d had plenty of time to clean up at the motel, but she’d showered a second time at home. Now she was sitting on the sofa, naked under a bathrobe, hair still a little damp.

“Yeah.” She smiled up at him. “I did, and it was … good.”

Gary gave her his lopsided, boyish smile. “More fun than the round I just played, then,” he said, but not in a grumbling fashion.

Meghan looked up at her husband. He was vibrant with color. His eyes, formerly almost gray, now seemed a vibrant sky blue. His hair, that she’d have called mousy, now seemed a rich brown.

“What?” he asked.

“I was waiting for the world to go monochrome again,” she explained. “But the colors are still there. And I feel kind of horny right now. Isn’t that weird? But it’s true.”

She got up and wound her arms around Gary’s neck, pulling him up against her curves. He responded by holding her tight and kissing her passionately on the mouth. Suddenly, they were in the throes of passion in a way that they hadn’t been for months. Her robe was on the floor, and she was almost ripping off Gary’s clothes.

“Should we go upstairs?” he asked as the two of them fumbled at his pants.

“No, we fuck here!” she insisted. “God, having sex makes me want more sex.”

They played silly, giggling games with a serious intent, like adolescents discovering each other’s bodies. She knelt down and sucked Gary as keenly as she had fellated Carl, not caring that his dick was small, and pale, and nowhere near as stiff. It didn’t matter because the world was not gray, black, and white. She wasn’t in an old movie or a dud episode of I Love Lucy. She was in real life. In living color.

“Fuck me on the floor,” she insisted.

She lay down, and Gary got into the missionary position. She had been slightly worried that her cunt had been so stretched by Carl that Gary’s dick wouldn’t touch the sides, but it was fine. What’s more, after he’d pounded her snatch for a while, he asked if he could bang her ass. That was something she’d never considered with Carl, as he was just too massive. But with her husband, it was possible. Soon, they got the lube and Gary was fingering her asshole, which puckered and clenched on his eager fingers.

When he rammed his cock into her anus, she felt wonderful. It was their first anal in years, one of the many joys of marital sex that they’d somehow forgotten. He banged her hard for maybe ten minutes, the two of them fucking with abandon on the rug. She felt him come in her ass and relished the sensation of sperm jetting deep inside her. There was no way Gary could make up to Carl in the sex department, but Meghan knew she didn’t truly love Carl. She liked the guy, but it was all about the sex.

Gary pulled out of her with a sticky sound, and she felt the remnants of his load trickling down from her ass toward her well-used cunt. She rolled over and smiled up at him.

“Seems like the thought of me fucking a big black guy got you horny, huh?”

“Oh yeah,” he said, laying down next to her. “And honey, that stuff you said about color and bringing it all back? I get it now. I really do.”




Colorized Part Two

For a few weeks after her first and wonderful sexual encounter with Carl, Meghan’s life was vibrant with color. The leaves and grass were vividly green, the sky a wonderful blue, sunlight tinged with magical gold. Even dull days, when the clouds rolled in and it rained, brought a harvest of bright hues. She and Gary both enjoyed an enhanced love life, not least thanks to her willingness to grant her husband anal favors.

But, one day, about a month from when she had cuckolded Gary with Carl, Meghan noticed something a little off. She was walking through a small park near her office at lunchtime, just savoring the fresh air and enjoying the view. She’d finished her sandwich and was getting a little exercise. There was a small lake where people sailed model boats and ducks busied themselves with dabbling. She decided to walk around it, then paused to watch a father and daughter launch a tiny yacht, taking in the little girl’s expression.

Then Meghan noticed that the boat looked kind of washed out. The hull of the craft was painted red, but it was faded almost to gray. The water in the park pond was also grayish now that she came to think about it. She looked down at her hands, checked out her newly-done nails. They were supposed to be sparkly and kind of mauve. Instead, they gleamed dully, and their color was hard to discern. She looked up at the sky. The blue was almost gone.

“Crap,” she murmured. “It’s happening again.”

An old lady sitting at a bench feeding pigeons overheard her. Meghan smiled sweetly at her, but inside, she felt a swelling panic. She’d assumed that being fucked by a massive bull, like Carl, would be a kind of vaccination against dullness, a way of boosting her enjoyment of life. Now her mind started to revert and was leaching color out of the world once more.

Meghan sat down on a vacant bench and took out her phone. Carl’s number was still there, in her list of contacts. She almost called him then and there but stopped herself in time. She knew little about Carl, and ringing him in the middle of the day might be a big no-no. Instead, she decided to send a message, which took her a while to word it right.

“Things going kind of gray for me. Want to meet up again, maybe? Gotta check with Gary first. ~ M xxx

She felt quite proud of that “going gray.” Who would have thought it referred to a sexual problem? She imagined a girlfriend of Gary’s, a hot, young woman, picking up the phone by the bedside and reading the message. The reference to Gary would surely allay any suspicions. Yes, she had been wise, cautious.

Her lunchbreak was nearly over.

By the time she got back to the office, the world had taken on that dreary, monochrome look that had haunted her before. She knew it was an illusion, but that didn’t make it any more acceptable. Her world was colorless again, a place of black, white, and gray. She needed to revitalize it all. She needed Carl.

***

“You’re sure it’s happening again?” Gary asked anxiously.

They were eating in the kitchen. Meghan had raised the topic after her husband had calmed down after a hectic day at work. Once Gary was actually seated in front of his dinner, she could get his full attention.

“Don’t you feel the same thing?” she asked. “Is the world bright with color for you?”

Gary gawped at her, a little sauce trickling out of the side of his mouth. She reached over to dab at it with a napkin.

“Yeah, come to think of it,” he admitted, speaking thoughtfully. “Yeah, I guess things have been looking kind of drab. Shit. I thought we’d found the right formula.”

Meghan put the napkin down and squeezed his hand. “We did, honey,” she said sweetly. “I found a stud to fuck, and you got so excited by the idea that our sex life perked up. But think about how things have been going lately. We didn’t do it last night. Or the night before. Or the night before that.”

Gary looked uncomfortable as he stared down at the pasta on his plate. “I know. I was kind of tired,” he said. “Those jerks on the fifth floor keep sending me these dumb requests for more detailed breakdowns of the Montana figures …”

She shook her head, and he fell silent.

“See?” Meghan asked. “We’re back in our old rut, the one we swore we’d gotten out of for good, thanks to Carl. You’re obsessing about your job, and I’m … frustrated. I keep masturbating in the ladies’ room at work, honey. And it’s not that great. That bitch, Tiffany, heard me today; I’m almost sure. And it doesn’t help bring the colors back!”

“Shit.” Gary leaned back in his chair. “I guess,” he said after a pause, “I guess this means another appointment with lover man, right?”

Meghan took a deep breath. “I guess it would mean something like regular appointments,” she said quietly, looking her husband in the eye.

Gary seemed to hesitate. She knew that this was at least as momentous for him as for her. Finally, he spoke. “You mean, I get to be cuckolded on a regular basis? Like, once a month?”

“Only if it’s okay with you,” she insisted, clutching his hand again.

He smiled, a little uncertainty. “It’s okay,” he said, and then seemed to reach another decision. “But only if I can watch.”

***

At first, Meghan had been convinced that Carl would never agree to it. This had amused Gary.

“You just don’t get guys,” he’d said. “I’m the one who should balk at the idea, not the big guy who’ll be fucking you.”

He’d been right. She’d called Carl and put the idea of Gary watching to him immediately. There’d been a moment’s pause, then Carl had given that rich, deep laugh that thrilled her right where it counted.

“Your old man wants to watch? That’s cool. I’ve seen this before. It’s kind of perverted, but in a good way, I guess.”

Meghan naturally asked when Carl had “seen this before.” All he would tell her was that he’d been involved with cuckolding in the past.

“I guess I can see when a woman needs it,” he said. “Kind of like an aura about her. It was really radiating out of you, this need. I kind of knew you were ready to take a walk on the wild side, you know? I just didn’t say anything at the time. Didn’t want to sound weird.”

“Wow,” she said. Apparently, Meghan wasn’t the only one who saw the world differently.

They arranged a second rendezvous, and this time, they chose a proper hotel. Meghan and Gary checked in like a regular couple. Then they went down to the lobby to greet Carl.

When he arrived, he was even bigger and sexier than Meghan had remembered. The world had faded to gray again, but when the black stud walked in, he seemed to bring a wave of reds, and blues, and yellows amid the monochrome.

“Holy shit,” Gary breathed out. “I can see why you were … well, I get it.”

Meghan glanced at her husband, wondering if he had a bisexual side she’d never suspected before. But she had no time to think about that.

She greeted Carl in a friendly but—she hoped—not actually slutty way. Then they rode up in the elevator, and Meghan felt herself growing hot and moist just by standing a few inches away from the bull.

Carl was so huge next to Gary. Her husband seemed a pale, puny excuse for a man. She loved him, that hadn’t changed, but now she realized that her needs as a sexual being were beyond what the man she loved could provide.

She could barely keep her hands off Carl until they got inside the hotel room. Gary sat in the corner and looked on as she fondled Carl’s muscular chest, arms, thighs. She let her fingers play over his crotch and felt his cock twitch in response as it grew harder. He clutched her big butt, pulled her close, and she stood on tiptoe as he leaned down. They kissed passionately, but she felt a little self-conscious. It was the first time she’d kissed another man with Gary watching. This was the first step into unknown territory.

She glanced over at her husband. Gary’s hand had strayed to his groin, fingers twitching slightly. He was getting off on watching her steamy clinch with Carl. It reassured her, and she let Carl’s tongue probe her mouth, its muscular strength foreshadowing the far more powerful penetration she was looking forward to.

“Oh, you are so fine, babe,” Carl growled as he hefted her buttocks then ran one hand between her thighs.

Meghan was getting wet with anticipation now. She’d already half-undressed and took off her robe to reveal black lace lingerie. Carl smiled in approval as she did a little pirouette in her sexy high heels then flung herself backward onto the bed.

“I’m so ready for this,” she heard herself say.

And she was. All the awkwardness she’d felt had been in the run-up to this moment. She’d been anxious, doubting herself all morning. But now, as Carl strode over to the bed and looked down at her, the flickering colors around him dispelled her doubts.

She looked over at Gary again. His hand was inside his pants now, and she smiled. He was getting into it, too.

Carl began to undo his jeans. She sat up and beckoned him closer. She finished unfastening his belt then unzipped him, reaching inside to squeeze his man-meat. Meghan knew how big he was, but Gary only had her description to go on. She wanted her husband to get a real surprise, so she rubbed, and squeezed, and teased at Carl’s prodigious dick until it was rock-hard but still just barely confined by his boxers and denims. Then she pulled it out of his pants and held it in front of her face, making a Oh My God! face at Gary.

She saw her husband’s mouth fall open. His face was glistening with sweat, his eyes wide and unblinking. She rubbed the monster cock gently for a few moments then kissed the pink tip. Carl groaned with pleasure and anticipation. Meghan fastened her lips on the end of the black bull’s cock and started to move her head gently back and forth, just a few inches at first. She fondled his balls with one hand while holding the massive member with the other.

After a minute or so, she started to take Carl in vigorously, sliding her mouth along so that the bulging glans touched the back of her throat. She was good and wet now, thrilled to feel a hugely masculine body close to hers once more and to feel the raw power of the black bull’s amazing erection.

“You want me to come in your mouth?” Carl asked.

She pulled her mouth off his meat with a gasp then looked over at her husband. He was still gawking, mesmerized by the huge stud.

“You want to see this guy come in my mouth, Gary?” she asked. “Or maybe just jizz over my face and tits?”

Gary’s eyes swiveled from Carl’s cock to his wife’s face and back. Carl suppressed a chuckle. Meghan titled her head to one side and raised an eyebrow. Gary got the idea and stammered out, “I … I guess I’d like to see him come on your face … and tits, honey.”

“Fine by me,” she said, winking up at Carl.

She started sucking him again, feeling his cock twitch as she edged him near to climax. Then she remembered her new, sex lingerie. She didn’t want to get it covered in spunk. She held the big dick steady with her lips and used both hands to unhook her brassiere then cast it aside.

Carl gave a low whistle. “Whoa, Gary, your woman has the best titties I’ve seen in a long while.”

Now it was Meghan’s turn to take the hint. She half-stood for a moment, taking Carl’s cock between her boobs, and started to massage the rigid shaft with her abundant boob flesh. The glisten of pre-cum was clearly visible, oozing from Carl’s slit. She knew he’d ejaculate soon, but she almost mis-timed it.

Just before he came, Meghan let go her tits and grabbed the jumbo cock, aiming it at her gaping mouth from a range of about six inches.

The first spurt hit her just below the right eye, but she quickly adjusted her aim and caught the next one almost perfectly. She looked over at Gary again as Carl’s creamy semen jetted into her mouth. Then the strength of the spurts diminished, and the last few bursts of jizz landed on her chest and the upper slopes of her breasts. She swallowed some of the bull’s seed then drooled what remained down her chest, adding to the pale, sticky rivulets. Droplets of sperm fell into her sexy nylon stockings.

“Not bad,” she said, smiling up at Carl. “Wanna go again right now?”

He nodded, and she fastened her lips on his cock, tasting the last dribbles of semen as she worked to keep him hard. She’d explained to Carl beforehand the kind of thing he’d be seeing. She knew that now her husband would be anticipating regular, vaginal fucking, with the jacked black guy’s cock pounding Meghan.

She looked over at Gary and saw he was jerking off, hand inside his pants. A small dark stain had already formed at his crotch.

He was into it, big time.

What’s more, Gary was in full color. Like the rest of the room, like Carl’s magnificent body, all the subtle hues of reality were back. The erotic power of her second encounter with Carl had banished the monochrome bleakness of life.

She chowed down more vigorously on the hefty dong, feeling it buck as she sucked, and stroked, and clutched Carl’s balls.

“Oh shit,” the bull boomed. “I’ll come again if you keep this up, babe.”

She freed him again and smiled as she lay back on the bed. “Which way should we do it, Gary?” she asked. “You think missionary, cowgirl, reverse cowgirl, or maybe taken from behind?”

Again, Gary seemed nonplussed by the question. It was, Meghan guessed, the product of all those years of watching old-school online porn. He was surprised that the performers could turn and ask him what he liked.

Again, Gary stammered but found an answer. “I guess … doggie style?” he said weakly.

“Oh yeah,” Carl immediately rumbled. “I do love that big white ass.”

“Smooth-tongued charmer,” Meghan joked, rolling over and raising herself on all fours. “I’m already good and wet but, you know, don’t go crazy, big fella.”

Carl was, as before, the perfect gentleman. He inserted one finger, then two, then four, sliding gradually deeper into her cunt. Eventually, she was sopping wet and felt her juice running down her thighs. She made a mental note to wear cheaper stockings next time. Then Carl was gripping her butt cheeks, muscular fingers kneading the flesh. He was really into her shapely ass, and it felt good.

“Good and hard, baby. You ready?”

She gave her assent, and he slid the bulging tip of his cock into her. It was a wonderful sensation, being filled by his outsized organ. She wriggled a little as he started to fuck her properly, driving his cock all the way into her slowly then speeding up. The sensation spread through her body, telling her that she was already well on the way to orgasm. She hoped they’d be able to edge for longer, and said so.

“Whatever you want, sugar. We’ve got all day, right?”

“Right!” she gasped as Carl picked up the pace a little.

As the bull pounded her from behind, she felt her flesh jiggling and swinging. Her boobs and thighs vibrated as shockwaves passed through her body. It was seismic sex, hard and persistent. Carl was simply so much bigger and stronger than Gary, and he held her gently but firmly in place while he worked his magic on her cunt. Soon, she was approaching her first climax and crying out for faster, harder strokes.

“I’m coming!” she said, and did.

The orgasm spread through her, sending her whole body into a delicious spasm of pleasure. Carl kept banging her dripping snatch, showing no sign of flagging.

She looked at her old man again and saw Gary had flipped out his dick and was masturbating frantically. She couldn’t help contrasting Gary’s pale wiener with Carl’s exceptional organ. She felt, amid all the welter of sensations, a twinge of sympathy for Gary. He was still the man she loved, but that love needed an extra ingredient to make it work, and at least seven inches of that ingredient were embedded deep inside her right now.

Carl fucked her to a second orgasms, then a third. She squealed with pleasure, yelled out obscenities, demanded that he fuck her harder, deeper, longer. She lost track of time, only feeling the solid ramrod of Carl’s manhood driving into her like a living piston. All she saw were the luminous colors of a bright, sensuous world. The bland décor of the hotel room now seemed almost gaudy; her brain was so receptive to color.

Eventually, Carl gave a grunt and told the couple he was going to come. “Gonna pull out and come over you sweet ass,” he added.

Meghan, almost exhausted from the shattering effect of multiple orgasms, watched at Gary watching Carl. A few meager spurts emerged from her husband’s dick as she felt the deluge of Carl’s semen cascading over her butt. The bull’s seed trickled down between her thighs, mingling with her own dripping juices.

“Come and lick up his spunk, honey.” The words were out of her mouth before she’d even considered them. It was as if some deeper, more basic part of her had suddenly spoken.

There was a moment’s silence then Carl gave one of his low laughs. “Kind of kinky, but maybe my man Gary’s up for it. Right, Gary?”

Gary, dick in hand, stared at the big man then at his wife.

“Come on, honey,” Meghan said, wiggling her butt in his general direction. “You must wonder what a big bull’s cum tastes like, right?”

She was amazed at her own brazenness, but somehow felt this was the right approach. Gary could sit there, a pathetic cuckold, or he could be part of the act. This was, after all, a kind of performance. Audience participation was not obligatory, but it would make things better. They were still man and wife, and it somehow seemed right for her husband to be involved in all her lovemaking.

“Come on, honey!” she urged, shuffling around on the bed to present her big, round butt to Gary.

Looking back over her shoulder, she saw him stand up and, limp dick wabbling, walk over to the bed. Carl had sat down to watch.

Gary stood for a moment then put his hands on her ass cheeks, pretty much as Carl had done, but Gary’s fingers were weaker, smaller, almost child-like compared to the huge bull. Then Gary’s tongue began to lap at the dribbles of cum that were congealing on her skin. She heard the sound of him licking up the stronger man’s seed and knew he was getting off on it, just as she was.

When Gary had finished, he padded silently back to his chair and sat down again.

Carl, who had stroked himself to a third erection, asked Meghan if she wanted a repeat of their last fuck.

“Make it harder this time,” she replied, looking at Gary as she turned over onto her back. “And I want you to come on my belly and over my thighs. Lots of creamy cum so my cuckold hubby can lick it off.”

Carl pounded her snatch with so much vigor that Meghan thought the cheap bed might collapse. Then he came, as requested, over her abundant body.

Gary stood up, tucking his little dick back in his pants, and walked over. Then, as his hot wife and her bull watched, he got onto the bed between Meghan’s thighs and started to lick up Carl’s cum.

***

That night, in bed, Gary and Meghan talked things over.

“I need regular sessions with Carl,” Meghan said. She snuggled up to her husband and felt his dick stirring. He was excited just by the mention of the cuckolding he’d undergone. She sensed that she was pushing at an open door. “Maybe once a month, or every two weeks,” she went on. “Or even once a week. Who knows? The world’s in technicolor now, but how long will it last?”

“I get it,” Gary murmured.

“And you’re okay with watching and maybe taking part?” she asked. She reached down for his cock and fondled it to greater hardness.

He took a few moments. “I guess,” he said, “I mean, I kind of … enjoyed what happened today. I wasn’t expecting the finale, but it was kind of great.”

Meghan kissed him then asked if he would like some anal. “It’s the one thing I won’t be getting from Carl,” she pointed out. “No way could that humungous dick fit in my ass. So that’s your special little hole, honey.”

Within a few minutes, Gary was riding her, his well-lubricated cock balls-deep in her anus. She enjoyed the sensation, so different from the powerhouse banging Carl could deliver. Gary was the lesser man, physically, but he cared for her more than anyone in the world. Carl was a stud and probably had plenty of women lining up to take his impressive dick, caress his jacked body, but Gary was someone who loved her.

Can this weird triangular setup last? Meghan wondered as Gary kept fucking her ass.

It seemed improbable, but here they were. She decided that they’d have to see how the situation developed. Maybe they’d found the perfect way to banish the monochrome forever.

***

They arranged their next meeting with Carl for two weeks on Saturday. And this time they decided to invite him to their home. It seemed only polite, Meghan pointed out, and Gary had to agree.

Meghan couldn’t sit down as the hour approached. She kept pacing back and forth from living room to front door and back. When the doorbell rang, she checked herself in the hall mirror. She was a little plumper than when she’d met the bull. She was wearing an old print dress that seemed ready to give way at the seams. She’d also chosen a pair of cheap red sandals to give herself a trailer trash look. She wanted Carl to see her as cute but slutty. Hence not too much makeup, hair a little disarrayed.

She opened the door, and there he stood, smiling down at her like an old friend. She gave a silly, exaggerated curtsey and waved him inside. Carl seemed to fill their modest home, almost like an adult using children’s furniture. Meghan could hardly keep her hands off him as she ushered him into the living room where Gary was waiting. As before, the cuckold was seated off to one side, a spectator awaiting the performance. Carl nodded cheerfully to Gary then caught Meghan in a powerful embrace. They kissed, and Meghan tasted a hint of chili beneath the mint mouthwash Carl used.

“Where are we going to do it?” the big man asked.

“How about right here?” Meghan said, running her fingers over his crotch.

“If you like.”

She rubbed him to full hardness while he fondled her boobs. She was braless, her big jugs swinging freely under the cheap, floral-print fabric. Carl took each breast out and sucked her nipples, while she worked at his zipper. Soon, she was taking his cock between her knockers and giving him another tit job. All the while, Gary looked on, sweaty and gawping, almost a parody of the weedy cuckold in a porn video.

Meghan had put on some panties, looking forward to having them removed. She drew Carl over to the couch and sat down, then took his cock in her mouth. She watched her husband watching her as she slid her lips up and down about half the length of the big man’s schlong. Gary was fascinated, as if he was seeing this for the first time. Meghan wondered if a man could ever become blasé about seeing a bigger man sucked off by his wife. It seemed unlikely.

“Gotta have a taste of that fine pussy,” Carl said, pulling out.

She took off her dress, casting it aside, then lay back on the couch. Carl knelt down and gently but firmly pulled her black panties down to expose her shaven snatch. She was already moist with anticipation, and he was soon getting her wetter with his strong fingers. Then he moved in closer, and she felt his powerful tongue probing her. He licked her clit, sucked expertly at her labia, parted her nicely so he could go deeper. She lay back and enjoyed an expert servicing, pleased that her bull was so attentive.

“Let’s make sure your old man gets a good view,” Carl said as he sat up and looked over at Gary.

“Yeah,” she said, swiveling around on the couch, “maybe reverse cowgirl?”

Soon, she was straddling Carl’s massive, dark thighs and lowering herself onto his big prick. He held her steady as she descended, shuddering slightly at the pleasure as his big cock forced her open a little wider. She jiggled and bounced a few times, then Carl began to thrust upward, pounding her with muscular energy. The sound of flesh sliding slickly against flesh filled the living room. She felt her juices dribbling out as the outsized cock brought her to the edge.

When she came, she screamed right at Gary, who was jerking off while he watched another man give his wife a magnificent orgasm. Meghan kept moving, urging Carl to carry on pounding, and climaxed again and again. Then the bull came, and this time, he didn’t pull out. Instead, she felt the full force of his spectacular load shooting up inside her. It was a wonderful sensation.

“You want to clean up, Gary?” Carl asked.

Gary looked startled then produce a weak grin.

“Yeah,” she said, surprised she hadn’t thought of it. “Hey, Gary, you want to taste it, not just watch it, right?”

Gary stood up, a pale automaton, and walked over while Carl stood up, still holding Meghan. She was impaled on the bull’s cock as he maneuvered her into position, thighs wide, on her back. Then Carl pulled out of her with a glutinous popping sound and the mixture of creamy cum and cunt juices started to flow.

“Lap it up, man,” Carl urged Gary. “Taste it! Rich in protein!”

“Yes,” Meghan said as he husband fell to his knees by the couch. “Taste the humiliation, honey. Taste how much a big, strong bull put inside me. And how much I loved it.”

Gary seemed to hesitate, his face a few inches from her oozing snatch. She reached down and firmly pushed his face into her groin. He started to lap at the pale fluid, tickling her, bringing a faint echo of the pleasure that Carl had bestowed.

As Meghan gazed down at her cuckold husband, she saw the bright colors of his hair, his flesh, the blue of his cheap old sweats, all the hues of the familiar apartment.

“Oh Jesus Christ,” she moaned. “It’s wonderful!”

***

Weeks passed, then months. A pattern of sorts emerged. About a week after their session with Carl, Meghan began to notice the colors of the world start to fade. She recalled an old English poem she’d studied in college. One line that had struck her as strange at the time now made sense. “Brightness falls from the air.” Now she understood how that long-dead poet had felt. He, too, must have watched the shades of human life and nature fall away. She only hoped he’d found some way to bring them back.

Whenever Meghan’s world began to revert to gray, she called Carl. They had gradually raised the stakes and increased the frequency of their cuckolding sessions. It was now routine for Gary to crave humiliation above and beyond simply watching his hot wife get banged. He licked up Carl’s jizz, cleaned out his wife’s cunt, acted much like a loyal dog. The mockery of Gary was mild but still telling. He admitted to Meghan, alone in bed, that it gave him an amazing thrill. It brought the color back into his world.

“In fact,” he confided one night, “I kind of look forward to it. On the golf course, at the office, on the commute to and from work, I think about that stud fucking you.”

The next phase came one winter night when they’d taken the action into the bedroom. Meghan was being fucked from behind by Carl while Gary stood by, limp dick in hand. The big bull’s powerful strokes were shaking the bed as well as Meghan, and she groaned and cried out in pleasure. Carl always hit the spot, his big dick giving her the satisfaction no other man ever had. Later, she knew, Gary would get his anal fix, and she would enjoy it, but she would not orgasm the way she was about to right now.

After she’d come, Carl pulled out and came over her butt. Then the bull stepped back to let Gary lick up the sticky coating of rich bull sperm.

Meghan quivered as her husband’s tongue worked its way around her cheeks then into her ass cleavage. Gary’s energetic slurping and the vigorous licking she felt told her just how much he was into it. Meanwhile, she took in the sensual beauty of Carl’s body as he slowly stroked himself to another superb hard-on.

The world was in technicolor. Everything was the opposite of drab.

Gary kept licking until his tongue started to chafe a little, and she told him he could stop. Then she stood up, dismissing her cuckold husband. Carl towered over her as she fondled the big man’s body, relishing the well-defined muscles, the sheer physicality of the guy. Then he sat down on the couch, and she climbed aboard again.

Later that night, Gary struggled to keep an erection, despite Meghan’s loving efforts. Eventually, they gave up on anal and cuddled. Meghan asked her husband if being cuckolded regularly had left him unable to perform.

“I guess so,” he said. “I think I’ve painted myself into a corner, kind of. I get this huge buzz out of being the lesser man, but that means I’m a limp-dick wimp, doesn’t it?”

Meghan snuggled up closer, touching him tenderly, feeling his cock stir a little. But not enough. They talked over the situation but skirted around the central problem. Meghan needed good, regular sex to recapture the beauty of life, the colors of the world. Gary got that. So, if the only sex she could have was with Carl, then it had to be that way.

***

A few weeks later, Carl said he had to end it.

“I gotta move. It’s for my job,” he explained.

The three of them had met in a coffee shop to discuss things. Meghan had hoped she could persuade her bull to commute, but it was impossible. He couldn’t justify flying halfway across the continent once every couple of weeks.

“But I do have an alternative solution, if you’re interested,” Carl said. “There’s my cousin, Shawn. I gave him a few details—no names, of course—and he’s kind of interested.”

At first, cuckold and hot wife were both skeptical, but a picture of Shawn on Carl’s phone convinced Meghan that he was good-looking and athletic. A family video showed Shawn being good-natured, funny, and extremely hot. He seemed slimmer and a few years younger than Carl but almost as jacked.

“Well,” she said, glancing from bull to husband and back, “I guess we could give him a try. Will you bring him along next time?”

***

Shawn arrived with Carl the following Friday evening. Gary answered the door this time. He smiled nervously and tried to make his voice sound deep, manly, not at all hesitant as he greeted the cousins. Both men towered over him, though Shawn in person was less imposing than Carl.

Meghan was waiting in the bedroom. She’d decided to go for the boudoir look, wearing a sheer negligee and not much else. Shawn gave a low whistle as he paused in the doorway. Gary saw the two bulls exchange a glance.

“Told you, hot wife,” Carl said.

“Come and join me, boys,” Meghan called softly, patting the covers. “I’d like to get to know Shawn, up close and personal.”

Ignored now, socially invisible, Gary walked over to the chair placed in his usual corner. He sat and watched as the two younger, stronger, far more confident men lay down on either side of his wife and started to explore her body. Meghan reciprocated, feeling the bulls’ bodies and making jokey comparisons. Carl, she decided, might be the bigger man, but Shawn had his points.

“And nobody’s going to call you a little guy,” she added, sliding nimble fingers into Shawn’s pants. “My, you are eager. And ready for action.”

It took a couple more minutes for various items of clothing to be removed, but then action did indeed begin.

Gary started stroking his own dick as the two bulls’ cocks came into view. Carl was better hung than Shawn, but not by much. The young cousin had an impressive tool, and Meghan devoted quite a bit of time to it, sucking Shawn but not neglecting Carl. Mouth on one cock, hand on the other, she got her bulls rock-hard in minutes.

“Now,” she said, after taking a breath, “who wants pussy?”

Carl generously let Shawn go first. The slimmer bull slid on a condom, frigged Meghan to torrid wetness, and then fucked her hard, in the old-style missionary position.

Gary jerked off to the sight and sound of his wife cuckolding him with a new lover. He relished the sight of her big tits jiggling as Shawn pounded her and felt his meager loot shooting into his pants at the moment the bull bellowed out his own climax.

“Okay,” Carl said, “time for me to have that farewell fuck.”

“Aw …” Meghan cooed as Shawn pulled his dick out of her. “I’ll miss you, sugar.”

Gary stared as Carl fucked Meghan doggy-style and bareback. The décor of the bedroom, which had seemed washed out when the bulls had arrived, now seemed vivid with color again. Every tint of his wife’s abundant flesh and luxuriant hair was rich as Gary recalled from their first dates. Bizarre as it seemed, the world would only truly seem alive for them both if cuckolding continued indefinitely. Forever.

Carl came inside Meghan then pulled out. Gary’s hot wife reached down and scooped up some of the creamy fluid oozing from her yawning cunt. Then she reached out to Gary, smiling. “Come on, honey, have a taste,” she cooed. “It’s full of protein.”

Gary stood and started to walk over to the bed while the cousins looked on. He knew this heralded greater involvement in the cuckolding process, perhaps as Shawn’s fluffer or even some kind of sexual partner. But it would be worth any humiliation, he knew, so long as the world kept its colors and he kept Meghan’s love.
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