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previously…


Newly separated Hannah Peterson thinks she’s found the perfect little apartment to start her new life. She loves its unusual character and her landlords, who live right downstairs, are cool and very friendly. Paige and Nate Rawlings are everything Hannah wants to be in her new life: edgy, trendy, and arty. They are also deeply in love, as Hannah hears every night through the heating vents.

Overhearing her landlords’ active love life has Hannah longing to jump-start her own. Dating for the first time in decades and navigating the apps has been a nightmare. She doesn’t know how many more mediocre men she can take, but then she meets a nice guy named Charlie. He’s maybe a little too nice. Hannah brings him home on their first date, a scandalous act in her old life, and the sex is…okay. She certainly doesn’t feel the passion she hears coming from downstairs. Hannah listens in to Paige and Nate and her fantasies grow more vivid.

While Hannah tries to sort her feelings for Charlie and deal with the impending end of her marriage, Paige expresses an unusual interest in the soccer mom’s love life. Hannah would think Paige was trying to seduce her if she didn’t know better. Or maybe, that’s exactly what Paige is up to. She strongly implies that Hannah can have everything she does, including Nate!

Hannah is too scared to go for it with the Rawlings, but they occupy more and more of her imagination. She’s just one moment away from being tipped over the edge. And then one night Paige finally makes her move and our mild, suburban soccer mom is thrust into a wild new world of submission and polyamory.


one
. . .



Nate saw clothes scattered near the couch and realized they weren’t all Paige’s. The muted olive top did not belong to his wife. Everything she owned was more colorful than that. His cock throbbed to life. Paige was entertaining, and if clothes were tossed about in the living room, her guest would still be there. Nate quietly moved down the hallway so as not to disturb anyone.

The girls were in the bedroom, and he realized there was no chance they would notice he’d joined them. His lovely wife was straddling a woman’s face. Nate couldn’t identify the lucky girl from the doorway, but he suspected Paige finally closed the deal and that was their MILFy tenant beneath her. None of his many fantasies about the moment involved Paige fucking Hannah’s face. Their reserved new friend must be much dirtier inside than Nate had thought. Sure, she fucked a guy on the first date, but he considered that normal, even if it was scandalous for a woman like Hannah.

Nate stepped around and confirmed it was their tenant gripped between Paige’s thighs. Hannah’s eyes were closed, and she feasted on that pussy like a pro. Nate wondered if this was her first cunt. She was a natural talent if it was. Paige was enjoying herself. She saw him to her side and smiled through her moans. He knew that look. His wife was close to coming. Nate had always enjoyed watching his wife climax as an observer almost as much as he liked being the cause of it.

“Ooooo…yesss honey…eat that pussy…oooo so good…” Paige cried. She stared right at him when she grabbed Hannah’s head and smashed the MILF’s face into her pussy. She was showing off for him.

Hannah’s legs kept opening and closing like she was desperate to have something between them. Nate could take care of that. Her sweet little cunt was an inviting target, a hint of pink peeking out from between lips swollen with desire. He just couldn’t help himself. It was time to make his presence known anyway.

Nate pushed two fingers into Hannah. He was pleased to discover her snatch was as tight as he hoped it would be. She was drenched and his fingers easily entered her. His pretty tenant tightened around his fingers like she desperately needed a good fucking. Nate hardly had to move his hand at all. Her hips did all the work. The horny MILF wanted it.

“Is she eating that pussy good, pet?” Nate asked, rubbing his wife’s shoulder.

“Yessss…sooo goood…Daddy…”

“Are you gonna come, baby?”

“Yesss...god…yesss…”

“Come on her face, baby. Be a good girl and come for Daddy. Show Hannah how hard you come.” Nate pulled her ponytail when he gave the order, and all her violet hair came tumbling free.

“Oooo…ahhh…god…I’mmm…coming…Hannahhh…”

Nate blasted his fingers into Hannah’s pussy as a reward for making his screeching wife orgasm. Paige bucked wildly on their tenant’s face. He hoped she didn’t kill the woman. Suffocation by pussy—or if her powerful thighs snapped Hannah’s neck—would be hard to explain to the cops. Nate did love watching his angel come. Paige abruptly climbed off Hannah and collapsed to the bed beside her.

Hannah was dazed when she stared up at him. She looked like she couldn’t quite believe what she’d done. That naiveté was exactly why Nate wanted to seduce the MILF and turn her into his plaything. All with her enthusiastic consent, of course. He would be an excellent daddy to Hannah, just as he was to his beloved Paige. Nate brushed Hannah’s cheek and leaned down to kiss her. The suburban mom kissed him like they were old lovers. He aggressively made out with her, spurred on by the sweet taste of his wife’s cunt.

“Nice to see you, Hannah,” he said.

“When did you come in?” Her hands drifted up like she wanted to cover herself.

“I was only watching for a minute. That was sexy as hell. I hope you don’t mind if I join you.”

“This is all so new for me. I’ve never…mmmm…Nate…”

Nate focused her attention by rolling one of her pretty, thick tips between his fingers. The pale points thickened and darkened from his teasing. Hannah jolted like she’d grabbed a live wire. He watched her carefully while he teased her nipples. Her bottom lip quivered before she bit it, and then she gasped and whimpered before she cried out when he gave it a sharp tug.

“Please…” she panted.

“Please what?”

“Not so…ahhh…rough…please…”

“Is this better?” he asked, leaning in, and gently sucking the nipple he’d just tortured. His tongue swirled around it and Hannah moaned with contentment, raking her nails through his hair.

“Mmmm…”

The very tip of his tongue circled and flicked at her tip and his hot breath caressed it. Hannah whimpered and pushed at his mouth, but Nate pulled back. The MILF needed to learn who was in charge. She kept whimpering when she couldn’t get what she wanted.

“I hope you don’t mind if I’m a little rough.” Her mouth-slickened nipple slipped from his fingers when he pinched it again. Hannah cried out. “You like it to hurt a little, don’t you Hannah?”

“Yeahhh…ahhh…yeahhh…”

Nate stopped taunting her nipples, but only to tease her lower. He spread her lips and rubbed through her slick pink. His fingers brushed her clit but rubbed her whole ripe fruit. Hannah moaned and twisted her hips like she could make him enter her. Nate usually needed to tease Paige for quite a while to get her there. He was excited. Then again, he didn’t know how long his wife had been toying with the woman.

“Tell me what you need, Hannah.”

“I…I…need…”

“What, Hannah? Tell me and you might get it.”

“I…Nate…”

Her eyes pleaded with him. Nate smiled watching her struggle to not say it. Hannah was proud, which made this so delicious. She didn’t think it was right to just hand that power to him, but he saw she wanted to. Hannah struggled so hard to be the proper, uptight suburban mom she was supposed to be, but Nate saw the needy slut within. He would free her.

“Do you need to come, Hannah?”

Hannah didn’t answer quickly enough, and he rapidly flicked her clit. Her entire body heaved, and her moan was his answer.

“Yesss…please…I need to come…god…can’t take the tease…”

“Tell me what you really want, Hannah.”

Nate closely watched her. She was flushed and moaning so much she could hardly get the words out. Her sparkling green eyes pleaded with him. Seeing her raw need made his cock ache. Nate wanted nothing more than to sink into Hannah and make her scream his name and then fall all over herself thanking him when she came, but he had to be strong, it would be so much better if he proved who was in charge first. Nate brought Hannah right to the edge and stopped. She looked stunned that he didn’t let her climax.

“Fuck me! I need you to fuck me, Nate. Please…”

And there it was. Nate smiled. He pushed three fingers inside her. Hannah was tight as a drum—he thought her husband and that Charlie must be small—but so drenched that he easily fingered her. He could have squeezed another finger in there, but three was enough. Her chest heaved and she closed her eyes and just when she was on the brink again—he stopped. Hannah sobbed.

“Ohhh…god Nate…please fuck me…I need to come…please…”

“Do you want to learn to be a good girl?”

“I am…yes…I do…”

“Then you need to wait for your turn, Hannah.”

Nate stood and stripped. Paige lay on the other side of Hannah, smiling and still content from her orgasm. She seemed to enjoy the show. He appreciated that she’d found such a perfect woman. Paige was everything he’d ever wanted. Not only wasn’t she jealous, but she enjoyed sharing as much as he did. Nate believed people would be happier if they could shake the traditional views of monogamy society had programmed into them.

Hannah’s eyes tracked the movement of his cock like a playful cat following a toy. Nate didn’t think it was boasting to say he was big. Every woman he’d been with was impressed. He was just a little longer than average, but he was thick, and his balls were large enough that he had to position himself to sit comfortably. Nate knew he had to be bigger than either of the cocks the pretty MILF had seen recently. He was so hard it throbbed with his pulse and pointed at her like an accusation. She rolled onto her side and sat up on the edge of the bed, and it was right in her face. Hannah stared at him when she grasped it.

Nate liked that she wasn’t shy. Hannah was a smart, professional woman, which meant she was used to going after what she wanted. She probably didn’t think she was supposed to behave that way sexually—most women like her didn’t—but she was too horny to resist. Her fingers didn’t quite close around him when she slowly pumped him. Its head turned an angry red under her grip and excitement dripped from the tip.

“Taste it,” he ordered, taking her by the ponytail and tugging her even closer.

Hannah caught the long string of precum on her tongue and swallowed it. The act was so filthy coming from such a proper woman that he almost blew his load all over her face. How would the other moms in the PTA feel if they saw their friend Hannah now? Those uptight bitches wouldn’t even recognize the sensual woman staring at his cock with hunger, he thought. Nate was proud to bring out this side of her.

“She’s very good with her mouth, Daddy. She made me come so hard,” Paige cooed.

“Are you, Hannah? Do you like sucking cock?”

“I’ve never had any complaints.” She licked her lips after saying it.

“I’ll bet.”

“Do you want me to show you?”

Nate chuckled. “I think you want to show me, don’t you Hannah?”

Her answer was to pull him between her lips. Nate released her ponytail. He didn’t need to make the MILF do anything. Hannah’s eyes were jade fire when she stared at him while sucking his head and mining for more precum with her tongue. A shiver went through him. Hannah knew exactly what to do with a cock.

Hannah swallowed half of him, her lips pulling tight around his girth. Nate loved the way his fat hog stretched a woman’s mouth. Paige was so good at sucking his cock now that he sometimes missed watching a woman struggle with it. Hannah didn’t look like she’d struggle. Her cheeks hollowed while she sucked her mouthful and her tongue swirled and he thought she might be trying to make him come as quickly as possible. She drew off him to the tip and took him deeper when she went forward.

Nate let Hannah work her magic, and her mouth truly was magical. She didn’t swallow all of him, but she sucked what she could like a champ and worked the rest with her hands. She savored his dick, and her slow bobbing and sucking made his entire body sizzle. Nate knew she was proving her hosts weren’t the only ones who knew how to tease. Her husband was insane for letting a woman who sucked cock so enthusiastically out of his grasp.

Paige snuggled up behind Hannah and massaged her tits from behind. His wife aggressively kneaded those perky rounds and the MILF moaned into his cock. She taunted Hannah’s nipples with her fingernails and the blowjob became sloppy. Their tenant couldn’t concentrate through Paige’s teasing. Nate knew the feeling.

“Suck my Daddy’s dick real good. If you make him happy, he’ll make you happy,” Paige cooed into Hannah’s ear. “You’re going to love how it feels when it stretches your pussy, honey. Daddy has the best dick.”

Hannah sucked harder and moaned deeper. She still sucked slowly, but he could tell she struggled to hold back. The MILF wanted that dick. Nate didn’t want her to hold back. It was time he asserted himself anyway. Hannah had her fun, but he needed to remind her who was in charge. Nate wound her ponytail around his fist and took control. Her eyes widened when he forced it to the back of her throat. Nate only held it there for a moment, but he had her attention.

Nate didn’t choke her with his thick meat right away. He just forced her to give him a proper sucking, pulling her mouth rapidly back and forth with her ponytail. Her sweet little mouth expanded around his shaft, and she started to drool when she couldn’t keep up, but she did her best as she continued sucking. Nate pushed into the back of her throat and the pretty MILF gagged. She tried to pull back, but he held her fast. Hannah had to learn.

“You’re doing so good, Hannah,” Paige purred to her, kissing her cheek. She still mauled her friend’s tits. Watching his wife use their tenant might be his new favorite thing. “Isn’t she doing good, Daddy?”

“She’s a great cocksucker, baby. You have a real talent, Hannah, but I need to test that mouth. Are you ready to be tested?”

Hannah’s eyes darted. He saw she was worried. She was already struggling to keep up when Nate used her mouth, but she liked being used. It was written all over her flushed, distorted face. He pulled his dripping cock from her mouth. She gasped and licked her wet lips before answering.

“What do you mean?” she panted.

“That was just a taste. I need to know if you’ll surrender to me completely. Do you trust me, Hannah?”

“I don’t know. I hardly know you. Ahhh…”

Paige still played with Hannah’s tits, but she began rubbing her pussy too. The MILF closed her eyes and enjoyed the touch. “Give Daddy what he wants,” Paige whispered.

Hannah nodded.

Nate used her ponytail to drag Hannah around so that she was on her back and her head hung over the side of the bed. She figured out what Nate planned when he stood over her. He saw her weigh fight or flight. Nate was sure the woman had never truly had her throat fucked. If she submitted to this, the first time they played, he was positive he could get her to do anything. The fun would be getting Hannah to realize that.

“Open wide, Hannah,” he instructed, squatting over her face, and holding the back of her head.

Hannah tentatively opened her lips and he pushed between them. Nate kept feeding her and Hannah had to open her mouth to accommodate him. Her jaw stretched wide, and he kept going, plugging her mouth. She snuck in one last breath through her nose before he pushed into her throat. Nate held it there until she started twitching. He gave her a moment to breathe and then did it again.

“Fuck her throat, Daddy! Give it to her!” Paige cheered.

“Relax and breathe, sweet girl. You can do this. I know you can take it all, Hannah,” he encouraged.

Nate kept pushing until his balls rested on her nose. Hannah strained to accommodate him. He only pulled back when she struggled. He gave it to her slowly until she learned to open her throat to him and breathe when she had the chance. Nate loved holding his cock in her throat and making her submit her very breathing to him, but he needed to come. His balls began to ache.

The next couple of minutes were amazing. Nate plundered the needy MILF’s mouth. He relentlessly fucked her throat and wild gagging sounds came from her. Hannah had never made those sounds before. That was a certainty. She gagged when she couldn’t keep up, but she learned. Nate pulled it out to give her a moment to collect herself and his shaft dripped saliva back onto her face. He couldn’t ignore her beautiful, gaping mouth and dipped his balls into it.

Hannah eagerly sucked his hairless orbs like they were sweet candy. She grabbed his ass and pulled him down so she could swallow them. Paige knelt between Hannah’s legs and rewarded the eager slut by rubbing her pussy. She was so wet he heard her squish around his wife’s fingers. Hannah’s tongue chasing his balls made Nate groan. He’d turned her into a desperate needy slut. Hannah was well on her way to becoming his whore.

“Ohhh yesss…Hannahhh…suck those balls. You fucking love it don’t you?”

“Ahhh…yeah…ohh god…it’s sooo…”

Nate had no idea what she was about to say. He was ready to finish and give the MILF her reward. He held her head and drove his cock deep into her mouth and plugged her throat once more. Hannah choked on her words and his dick, but she didn’t fight him. She still held his ass like she wanted him to fuck her throat. The wild, wet sounds coming from her throat only made his balls draw tighter.

Paige got in on the action. She got down between Hannah’s spread legs and buried her face in their tenant’s pussy. The tone of the sounds from the MILF changed when his wife began devouring her. Hannah’s tight sucking slackened when she lost control. It was immaterial. Nate was in command, and he plundered her throat. His shaft sliding in and out of her hot, wet mouth was more than enough. Her nose tickled his balls when they bounced off it.

“Take it…take it all, good girl…suck that cock…good girl…”

Nate felt it building inside him and didn’t resist this time. He couldn’t. Using her mouth felt too damn good. Finally having the MILF he’d been lusting for all those weeks was too sweet. Nate pounded his cock into her throat and when he tipped over that edge, he just let it fly.

“Awww fuck…here it comes…get ready…”

Hannah choked on his first shot, which went right into her throat. He blasted twice more into her mouth, but even that came bubbling up from her lips. Nate pulled out and stroked his shaft. His last couple of shots went right across her face and into her hair. He growled and kept pumping and squeezed the last of his essence onto Hannah’s lips, rubbing it in with his head. She kissed it between moans. The MILF looked more beautiful than ever with his load decorating her face, just like his wife always did.

“Ahhh…fuck…fuck…ahhh god…ahhh fuck…” Hannah cried.

Nate was sure she was coming. Her head still hung over the side of the bed and her face was beet-red. He wondered if the headrush made her come even harder. She held the back of Paige’s head and squeezed it between her thighs. Nate was weak in the knees after feeding Hannah his load and sat on the bed beside her. He palmed a quivering breast and pulled its thickened tip. She shrieked like she started coming all over again. Paige stayed busy between her legs. How many times could his wife make the MILF come?

“Ahhh fuck…ahhh fuck…I can’t…I can’t…ohhh god…Paige…”

Hannah shoved Paige away from her and rolled onto her side away from Nate. She curled into a ball and kept shaking and moaning. Nate was concerned. He rubbed her back and asked if she was alright. Paige got between them and spooned Hannah from behind, wrapping her arms around their tenant.

“I’m sooo good. That was just a lot,” Hannah answered, a quiver in her voice.

“It was, and you were so good, honey. That was so much fun,” Paige cooed, kissing the back of Hannah’s head.

The fun is only just beginning, Nate thought.
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Hannah was shell-shocked after her evening with the Rawlings. Paige cuddled her in bed and the women kissed, but as Hannah came down from her orgasmic high, she became freaked out by the situation. Nate joined them on the bed and began touching her. Hannah jumped up and said she had to go. She tried to be polite but rushed out of the bedroom and hastily dressed enough in the living room to run up to her apartment without being indecent.

A hot shower went a long way to ordering her thoughts, but Hannah’s head still spun when she thought about what happened—what she’d done—down in the Rawlings’ apartment. She didn’t rush to take a Silkwood shower because she felt like she had to scrub the sin from her body. Guilt wasn’t her problem—not exactly. Time in a steamy shower just usually gave her clarity.

Hannah pulled on her comfiest, soft cotton pajama set and poured a huge glass of wine. The plan was to fall asleep quickly and deal with everything in the morning. The plan was derailed once she was in bed.

Did I really go down on Paige? she marveled, swallowing half her wine in one gulp. Were girls her thing now? Am I bisexual? Hannah knew she wasn’t a lesbian because of how badly she wanted Nate’s cock. But Paige made her come as hard as any man ever had. Touching and kissing the artist’s soft body was thrilling. She thought about Paige, but Nate’s thick cock kept intruding.

Nate’s manhood was even more impressive than in her fantasies. Of course, it was. That was Hannah’s life those days. She’d been truly frightened when he choked her with it and reminded herself that she gave consent to everything that had happened. He was embedded in her throat and her air ran out and panic set in like she was drowning. Conversely, Hannah filled with gratitude when Nate allowed her to breathe. She morbidly chuckled wondering what people would think if she’d died suffocated by a cock. People would know. Secrets always got out.

Hannah was undeniably scared when Nate choked her with his cock, but confusingly she also swelled with pride when she took everything he dished out. Feeling his balls rest on her face meant she’d swallowed everything he had. Hannah could please him just as well as Paige. She didn’t want to steal her friend’s husband, but Hannah felt the strangest desire to please Nate. She’d never wanted to please a man like that in her life. When Nate told her she was a good girl—take it…take it all, good girl…suck that cock…good girl—Hannah was consumed with the need to be a good girl, to please her…Daddy. That need frightened her. Hannah vowed that she would not—could not—call Nate daddy.

The wineglass was nearly empty, and Hannah was sleepy when she heard it. The Rawlings were at it again. Voices floated up from the heat register in her bedroom floor and she held her breath and strained to listen.

“Thank you…ooooo Daddy…thank you…”

“You’re such a good girl. You earned it, baby.”

Paige’s words were moaned. Nate’s grunted. Hannah was sure the couple was fucking. The uneasy fear had never left the pit of her stomach, but her body responded anyway. Hannah sighed when her core tightened. She unbuttoned her pajama top and slid a hand inside. She trembled when her fingers trailed over her sore, sensitive tips.

“Was she…ahhhh…a good treat…Daddy…”

“Hannah…uhnn…couldn’t wait…to drain my balls…”

“I’m jealous…that’s mine…”

“You get it…uhnn…all the time, baby…”

“And she needs it…ooooo she needs it so bad, Daddy…”

“She does, baby. She’ll get it. Uhnn…fuck…baby girl…”

“Ahhh…she’s so lucky…you know what…a dirty girl needs…”

“Hannah’s ahhh…very…uhnn…dirty…MILFFF…”

“Oh yes, Daddy!”

“But this is all about you, baby girl. Tell me what you want.”

“Fuck me! Ahhh god…fuck me Daddy!”

Hannah burned. They were obviously talking about her, but when Nate said her name, her pussy clenched like it was seeking to be filled by him. She kept caressing her breasts, but the other hand found her slick sex. Hannah teased between her lips and stroked her clit. Her fingertips teased around her opening. She moaned loudly.

“Fuck me Daddy…ohhh god…fuck me…” Hannah whimpered.

The words just slipped out. They couldn’t be hers but moaning them made her burn hotter. Hannah felt like she had no control. The fear surged inside her, which only made her burn brighter still. Hannah surrendered to it and furiously rubbed her pussy, determined to come with her landlords. She might be lost, but when she felt that good, she didn’t care.
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Hannah called out of work the next morning. She would never be able to concentrate at her desk. Her hangover was as emotional as alcohol induced. She hid in bed, even pulling the covers over her head at points. The night had been a restless one and she felt like she’d gotten no sleep. Hannah feared Paige would come knocking when she saw that her car had never left and resolved to stay upstairs and refuse to answer the door.

Paige and Nate went at it for at least an hour the night before. Hannah marveled at her landlords’ stamina. She climaxed twice while listening, but after that, she was done—physically and mentally drained. Those orgasms were stronger than any she’d given herself before while listening in to the Rawlings. Sleep should have been easy, but it was not.

Scrolling on her phone was an inadequate distraction. Hannah kept trying to figure out how her life had changed so radically in the last year. One year ago, she lived with Tom, kept their big house, and took care of their family. Her marriage was boring and largely sexless—she knew she wanted out even then—but that was one of the things that made her just like everyone else she knew. None of her friends had an exciting marriage. She was an active sports mom and member of the parent-teacher association. Hannah was every inch the typical educated, middle-class suburban mom voter that both political parties chased. She liked to think she was moderate, certainly not some uncontrolled libertine.

Nothing about the version of Hannah Peterson from a year ago suggested she was capable of anything she’d done since she left Tom. That Hannah had left her younger, wilder version, Hannah Collins—her maiden name—behind. Hannah Collins may have dragged a hot guy home for a fun night, but Hannah Peterson was too respectable for that. Or she used to be. She couldn’t wait to drag Charlie back to her place. Bringing Charlie home on their first date seemed quaint now.

Hannah couldn’t even convince herself that this was Paige’s fault. Her new friend, and landlord, had clearly been seducing her from day one, but she couldn’t throw the responsibility for her actions onto the artist. Hannah wanted everything that happened. She begged Nate to fuck her—and he refused.

Nate didn’t force his cock into her mouth. Hannah relaxed and let her landlord throat fuck her. She sucked his balls like an eager slut. Hannah Collins had been a fun, single young woman, but she’d never been the eager slut that Hannah Peterson was turning into. Did any of the other moms she shared snack bar duty with at their kids’ games suck balls? Hannah couldn’t see any of those women sucking their husband’s balls, let alone a man they hardly knew. She doubted any of them had ever as much as kissed a woman. They certainly had never allowed one to ride their face.

A frightening possibility arose as she struggled to understand her behavior. She could always run back to the safety of her marriage. Tom would take her back in a heartbeat. He’d made that clear. Hannah could go back to her old life and pretend this had all been a fevered dream. She certainly wouldn’t have to worry about erotic temptations with Tom.

Hannah didn’t want to go back to her husband. She knew what she wanted, and that was the problem. The thing she wanted was scary. She didn’t know what to do with the version of herself that wanted to give Nate total mastery of her body. Could Hannah ever be the kind of woman who called a man daddy? Everything about her life up until that point told her that was wrong—immoral even.

The thing she wanted seemed impossible. Hannah retreated to safety. She would not go running back to Tom, but she had another safe option.
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Charlie was surprised when she insisted on seeing him. That pleased her. Hannah liked thinking she was the unpredictable one between them. It was a wild exaggeration, but she could be the Nate in her relationship with Charlie, and maybe that would be enough. He said he had to be home that evening, but she pushed him into meeting her for a happy-hour drink.

Hannah rarely went into the city except for work, and she didn’t understand why. She loved the energy that surrounded her when she was downtown. She’d resolved to spend more time in the city when she left Tom—to live an exciting new life—but she hadn’t done it. Her exciting new life didn’t involve hanging out in chic bars in the city, anyway. People from her suburb just didn’t go into the city unless they were seeing a show or had special plans. Hannah hadn’t shaken that part of her identity. Maybe if she had become a woman who went to trendy restaurants in the city she wouldn’t have been so easily drawn into the Rawlings’ flavor of forbidden fun.

Hannah took the train downtown when she worked, but since she was leaving in the afternoon to meet Charlie for happy hour, she drove. She hoped to follow him to his place afterward. The traffic was as horrific as she expected. She briskly walked from the garage to meet Charlie on time.

Charlie was in full Casual Friday mode when they met up at the bar. He wore a nondescript jacket over a polo and a pair of khakis. Hannah was sure Nate didn’t even own a pair of khakis. She willed all thoughts of her landlord out of her mind. Charlie tried to greet her with a kiss on the cheek, but she pressed her body to his and slipped him her tongue. Charlie took a moment to respond in his surprise.

“Wow, you look great, Hannah. It must have been a good Friday,” he said, stepping back to admire her.

“I called out and had a me day.”

“You must have spent it at the spa because you look fantastic. But you didn’t have to come all the way into the city just to see me. I feel bad you made the journey.”

Hannah would not admit her me day was spent hiding in bed fighting her new, dark impulses. She’d gone all out to be sexy for Charlie and was glad he noticed. A trench coat hid her dress, but he could see she’d teased her hair out and wore much more dramatic makeup than she’d ever wear to the office. She didn’t want that kind of attention at work.

“Be happy I think you’re worth it. I’ll find a booth while you get me a dirty martini.”

Hannah slipped off her coat and hoped her posing wasn’t too obvious. Posing for her date was becoming a habit because she craved the attention. Charlie didn’t seem to care she was showing off. He was too distracted by the way her sweater dress clung to her curves. The dress wasn’t very short—it came to about her knee—but it was stretched over her body and the row of buttons that ran down the front strained over her bosom.

Charlie looked like he was trying to see inside the stretched gap between the buttons. She was pleased he wasn’t always so perfectly behaved. The man might have promise yet. Hannah wiggled her butt when she walked away and was pleased her date wasn’t the only one who noticed. Her core tightened when she realized she could have her choice of companions if Charlie wasn’t up to the challenge. Is that who I am now? Am I a woman who’d leave a bar with a complete stranger and let him fuck me? Screwing Charlie on the first date had been a leap. An anonymous one-night stand would be going too far. I’m not that much of a whore yet!

Hannah found a booth toward the back and claimed it. She would have preferred something more intimate, but the bar was an old Irish pub that had gone from being a workingman’s watering hole to being a dive, to being a trendy dive, back to being just another bar in the city.

The bar was crowded because it was Friday happy hour, but it wasn’t the cool kind of place that young city dwellers flocked to. The booths were separated by high backs, and someone would have to look directly into the booth to see them, but people stood nearby. Hannah wasn’t sure what she wanted all that privacy for.

Possibilities ran through her newly dirty mind. That wasn’t entirely the truth. Hannah had always had a dirty mind. She just wasn’t as filthy dirty as her landlords. Making out in the booth, surrounded by people could be fun. Hannah thought she could rub Charlie through his khakis, or maybe even pull it out. She’d have more fun if she put his hand up her dress, but she wished he would slip it up there on his own. Her dirtiest self thought she should slide under the table and blow Charlie with everyone around. Hannah wanted to be that brave! She at least opened another couple of buttons at the top of her dress.

Hannah felt like a different woman with Charlie. His care—a nice word for his passivity—in the bedroom forced her to be forward and confident. Recovering that confidence was exciting because years of a dead bedroom with Tom had sapped it out of her. Still, taking the lead all the time felt strange. Seducing Charlie was fun but felt forced. Nate took the lead, confidently using her mouth, and it just felt right. Hannah thought the woman she was with Charlie was who she should be, but the woman Nate turned her into was who she was too ashamed to admit she wanted to be.

Charlie brought their drinks and they fell into what was becoming familiar, comfortable small talk. Everything about Charlie was comfortable. Comfortable was a refuge in her changed life, but Hannah knew too well that comfortable became boring. She’d just escaped boring and had no intention of going back to it.

She had to know if he could be a safe space, but exciting enough to keep her interested. Charlie had to have a dirty side. He just needed to know he could be real with Hannah. She made sure to lean forward as they chatted. Charlie tried to be respectful, but his eyes were drawn to her cleavage. She knew he could see right down to her lacy black bra.

Hannah slipped her foot out of its heel and nudged Charlie’s calf. He apologized like he’d bumped into her, but his eyebrows shot up when he moved his leg and she followed. She caressed his calf with the arch of her foot and didn’t know whether to be sympathetic or annoyed by his confused expression. She was trying. He had to give something back.

“Hannah, I don’t need…”

The sentence didn’t finish because Hannah sunk low on her bench and pushed her foot up to his crotch. Charlie was silenced, except for a strangled groan. She didn’t want him to tell her that she didn’t need to do it or that she shouldn’t feel like she had to do it. He had to know that some women liked to be naughty and wanted sex. What kind of women was Charlie used to?

Charlie put his hand on her foot, but he didn’t move it. She had him. Hannah felt him growing and pulsing under her firm toe massage. She’d felt powerless with Nate, but she was firmly in control with Charlie, and it felt good. It tickled a different part of her brain. He began breathing hard and she bet she could make him come in his khakis, but Hannah wouldn’t embarrass him that way. She kept teasing until he moved her foot, no doubt to save himself the embarrassment of a wet spot in his crotch.

“Are you glad I came into the city now?” she asked.

“I’m always happy to see you.” He choked on the words and needed to wet his throat with his beer.

“I can tell.” She put her foot right back against his erection.

“Hannah.” He pulled it away again.

“We could always slip into the bathroom.”

Hannah had a wild vision of being pushed to her knees in a bathroom stall and Charlie fucking her mouth. He would never do that, of course. Nate magically subbed in and pulled her up and flattened Hannah against the wall to fuck her. She’d wail loudly while men were just outside the stall listening to how badly she needed it.

“Would you really?”

“If you want to. You could go in first to make sure the coast is clear.” She smiled.

Charlie looked like he was tempted, which was the first sign he had a wild man inside him. Hannah was forced to confront if she really could do it. The fantasy was so potent, but it was so wrong. And what if they got caught? Suburban moms didn’t suck dick in bar bathrooms. She might not have offered if she thought Charlie would really take her up on it. Nate would make her do it—and she’d let him.

“We really shouldn’t. It’s too dangerous,” Charlie said.

“I think we should get out of here then.”

Their drinks were hastily finished, and they rushed out of the bar. Hannah was parked closer and suggested that he walk her to her car. Charlie took her hand as they walked. She felt like a typical couple strolling through the city in the evening and it was good to feel normal again—except for the throbbing need in her core. Nearly making Charlie come with her foot in the bar made Hannah crave his cock. That was not a feeling she’d had with her husband for so long.

“I’ll follow you back to your place,” she suggested when they stepped off the elevator. Her car was parked right up the row.

“I thought we could go to your place again. I don’t mind following you there, and I’d hate for you to have to drive home late tonight.”

Hannah rubbed his chest and smiled seductively. “But I haven’t seen your place yet, and I don’t have to be home tonight.”

Charlie looked torn and she became suspicious. She felt his finger for the indentation of a removed wedding ring but didn’t feel one. He didn’t seem like a cheater anyway. It was just odd that he insisted on always going to her place. Hannah didn’t want to bring Charlie home because she didn’t want the Rawlings to listen to them having sex. Her dominant landlords would judge the sounds and hear that Charlie didn’t make her come as hard as they did. She didn’t want to give them any more power than they already had.

The background sounds of the city were the only noise in the parking garage. They were alone. Hannah decided he needed an incentive. She could drag him to her car and fuck him there, even though she’d always found car sex uncomfortable. Hannah had something naughtier in mind.

“Come with me.”

The stairwell was to the left of the elevators on the outside wall of the garage. It was open to the air and chilly, but she didn’t care. She pulled Charlie into it and pushed him up against the wall. He fed on her tongue while she pulled his cock out of his khakis. He didn’t assist, but he didn’t stop her. Charlie always seemed ready to let something happen rather than make it happen. She had fun being the tigress, but Hannah needed a man who made things happen.

Charlie’s reticence faded when his dick was in Hannah’s hand. It was funny how that worked. He’d softened on the walk from the bar, but her tight grip plumped his shaft again. She purred between kisses when he touched her. He manhandled her ass and chased her tongue back into her mouth. She rubbed her thighs together, eager to have something between them. Her heart pounded. If Charlie wanted to push her against the wall and fuck her right in that stairwell, he could have her.

Hannah opened the two bottom buttons on her dress and moved Charlie’s hand to her steamy delta. Her soaked panties were plastered to her lips. His fingers ran the length of her slit. The tease made her tremble.

“Do you feel how wet you make me?” she moaned.

“So hot, Hannah. I’ve never known a woman like you.”

“I hope that’s good.” She pumped him harder to make her point.

“Sooo good…”

“Do you want me, Charlie?”

“Yeah…”

“I want you. I know you feel I’m sooo ready.”

“Hannah, let’s…”

A kiss silenced him. She didn’t want to hear him say let’s go. After a quick flick of her tongue, Hannah slipped to her knees, dropping her purse to the floor. The hard concrete was cold and uncomfortable, but she chose to focus on the cock in her face. It dripped with excitement. Charlie couldn’t be the man she needed him to be, but knowing he wanted her so badly made Hannah buzz with excitement. She swirled her tongue over his head to collect his sticky arousal.

“Has anyone ever sucked your cock in public before, Charlie?”

“Ahhh…god no…”

She sucked his head and thought his knees might buckle. “Should I stop?”

“Ahhh…god no…Hannah…”

Charlie took another step toward being the man she needed. He palmed the back of her head and pushed her mouth onto his cock. Hannah eagerly sucked. She was hungry for his meat and wanted to reward his gesture. He stopped short of pushing to the back of her throat—Charlie was too nice for that—but she didn’t stop. Hannah wrapped her lips around his base and closed her eyes while inhaling his masculine scent.

Thoughts of Nate filled her mind while she sucked Charlie. Her landlord hung her head over the side of his bed and fucked her throat like it belonged to him. Maybe it did now. Charlie backed off from choking her. Any sane woman wanted a man who didn’t choke her with his dick, but Hannah wanted the man who would use her. She longed for Nate to use her entire body the way he used her throat.

Hannah moaned into her mouthful when she shoved a hand into her panties and traced tight circles over her clit. She dreamed of what Nate would do to her in that stairwell and sucked Charlie harder. She was shameless, rubbing herself and sucking cock in a garage stairwell, and it set her ablaze. They could be discovered at any moment. The fear drove her. She pumped and sucked Charlie and he moaned her name over and over. His grip tightened on her head, but he still didn’t force it into her throat. Hannah took him back there and held it until she ran out of breath, pretending he was forcing her.

“Ahhh…god…damn it…Hannah…ahhh god…”

Charlie came without warning, shooting his completion into her throat. Hannah gagged on it, coughing violently, and pulling back. More jizz shot into her mouth, but she still choked and pulled him out completely. His last blasts caught Hannah across the cheek, nose, and eyes.

“Oh god, Hannah. I’m so sorry.”

Nate wouldn’t have apologized. He was proud to coat her face. Nate would have made her clean his cock. That’s what Hannah did. She pulled Charlie back into her mouth and lovingly licked him. She felt like a proper whore on her knees in a parking garage with cum on her face. The thought triggered her own orgasm. He slipped from her lips again while she trembled and moaned. The climax sizzled through her. Hannah was both proud and horrified by her behavior.

Charlie was stunned. She wanted another reaction. He really was a lovely man and would have been perfect for the Hannah she’d been a year ago. The Hannah she’d become needed something more. Something dangerous. She knew exactly what she needed, but hesitated to name it because it was so strange and frightening. The one thing she did know was that she wouldn’t be seeing Charlie again.
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The orgasm Hannah gave herself in the parking garage didn’t sate her. All she thought about on the drive home was getting into her bedroom and breaking out her toy. Her soaked panties were uncomfortable, and she peeled them off and stuffed them into her purse when she got into her car. Being out pantyless—even if she was alone in her car—was liberating. Hannah touched herself at stoplights but was hesitant to come while she was driving. That just felt dangerous.

When Hannah parked her car, she tried to hurry to the door to her apartment, but Paige popped out of her door wearing a black silk robe. Hannah waved and kept moving.

“Did you have a good night?” Paige asked, closing in on Hannah.

“Charlie and I had drinks in the city.”

“Oh, that sounds fun.”

“We had a good time.” She didn’t turn around when she replied.

Pausing to unlock the door gave Paige time to catch her. Hannah planned to slip inside and close the door on Paige, but her landlord followed, palming the door to keep Hannah from closing it on her. Paige closed the door behind her as Hannah climbed the stairs. Once up, Hannah dropped her purse on the coffee table but didn’t shed her coat.

“I’m sorry, Paige, but I’m really tired. It’s been a long day. Did you need something?”

Hannah hoped she sounded tired and not horny or fearful. Her need to come had become an insistent throbbing in her core, and being alone with Paige again made her fear what might happen. What she might do. The other woman would sense her vulnerability and use it. Hannah was sure of that.

“Did you see Charlie?”

“Yes, why?” Hannah sighed, annoyed that Paige wouldn’t take the hint.

Paige appraised her tenant and instructed, “Take off that coat.”

“Excuse me? What?”

Hannah was speechless when Paige dropped her robe. Beneath it, her tits spilled out of a tight, black bustier with a wide, shiny zipper up the middle and a pair of crotchless, black leather panties. She also wore her choker, of course. Paige braced her hands on her hips and addressed Hannah with a stern look. Hannah might have laughed if she weren’t so stunned.

“I said, take off your coat, Hannah. I want to see what you wore for him. I didn’t get a text this time.”

Hannah started to argue that she didn’t owe her landlord a text of her outfit—she didn’t owe her anything besides a rent check—but she held her tongue. Instead, and she didn’t quite understand why, she slipped off her coat and placed it on her couch. Paige walked closer and circled her. Hannah’s two top and bottom buttons were still open. She was sure the artist noticed.

“I think you dressed to impress him, didn’t you?” Paige asked.

“It was a date. I wanted to look good. Paige…”

“You wanted to make him hard.” She was close enough to touch when she said it, cutting off Hannah’s protest.

“Paige, what’s going on?”

“I want to know what you’ve been up to, Hannah. Daddy wants to know how bad you’ve been. He needs to know how to punish you.”

“I don’t know what’s going on here. I know things happened last night, but that doesn’t mean…”

Paige flicked open the row of buttons down the front of Hannah’s dress. She didn’t ask. She just did it and Hannah let her. Button by button, the suburban mom was exposed. Her lacy cleavage, with a diamond pendant hanging in the middle, was revealed. Paige smiled when she spied Hannah’s exposed pussy.

“Oh my, you’ve been very bad, Hannah. Only bad girls go out with no panties on.”

“I didn’t go without panties. I…”

Hannah gasped when Paige stroked her fingers up her cleft, grazing her tingling button. The landlord touched Hannah like she owned her. Did Paige and Nate own her now? The idea was absurd and frightening, but it was a bigger turn-on than anything Charlie had done that night. The light touch tormented her. Paige looked at her damp fingers and licked them.

“Mmm, maybe you didn’t fuck him. I only taste your sweetness.”

“I didn’t.”

“But you were bad, weren’t you? You left wearing panties and came home without them. Did Charlie take them?”

“No,” Hannah meekly replied. Playing the game made her heart race. Paige teased her slit again and she whimpered. “He wouldn’t. They’re in my purse.”

“Show me.” Hannah began to move, and Paige added, “take off your dress first. You won’t be needing it.”

Hannah pulled the dress from her shoulders and let it cascade to the floor. She didn’t feel like she was in control of her body. She’d have sworn Paige hypnotized her if the idea wasn’t absurd. She walked to her purse, wearing nothing but her bra and heels, and bent over to retrieve the soaked scrap of lace. Paige was right there, fingers slipping into her from behind. Hannah moaned and her knees went weak, but she didn’t collapse to the couch. Three fingers rhythmically filled her. Hannah swooned. She stayed bent over, offering herself to Paige.

“Give them to me,” Paige demanded, holding out a hand. Hannah reached back and pressed her panties to her palm. “Good girl. We’re going to your bedroom now.”

“Okay,” Hannah whimpered. She couldn’t resist because deep down, she didn’t want to. Paige had her soaked—with her words as much as her fingers—and she needed a sweet release. If she was good, maybe Paige would give it to her.

Paige unhooked Hannah’s bra as they walked into the bedroom and the tenant let it fall to the floor. Hannah vibrated with nerves when Paige ordered her to lie in the middle of the bed. The artist said she would be punished if she moved. Hannah was tempted to find out what the punishment might be. She was afraid it would hurt, but the idea of being punished filled her with heady arousal.

“Your body is incredible, Hannah. I’m sure you were the hottest mom in your old neighborhood.”

Paige trailed her fingers along the lines of the brunette’s body. Hannah wanted to climb out of her skin and fought to remain still. Her tormentor had to see her trembling. Paige’s nail plucked a swollen pink nipple. Hannah whimpered.

“I…I wasn’t…” She thought of Whitney as an example. The Rawlings would have a field day with her friend, although she didn’t see the therapist as a natural submissive. Apparently, Hannah was.

“Come on, Hannah. You’re being too modest. Daddy wants you because he loves dirtying up sweet MILFs like you.” Paige kept casually touching her. She could hardly stand it.

“I…ahhh…”

“Don’t worry. I like watching Daddy play. It was so hot watching him fuck your mouth. I couldn’t believe how easily you took it. I bet you’ve sucked a lot of cock, haven’t you Hannah?”

Hannah didn’t know how to answer. She didn’t even know the number. It had never occurred to her to tally the number of blowjobs she’d given. A couple of dozen, maybe? Was that a lot? She watched Paige go into her bedside drawer without asking for permission. She wanted to protest, but it was too late. Paige held her toy. Hannah felt exposed.

“Nice and clean. It’s good to know you take care of your toys. It’s not clean because you haven’t been using it, is it?” Paige turned the oddly shaped object over in her hands. Hannah shook her head. Admitting she masturbated was hard, but she couldn’t lie to Paige. She didn’t understand why. “When’s the last time you used it?”

Hannah hesitated to answer, and Paige roughly pinched a nipple. The stinging pain made her yelp and spit out her answer. “Today…this afternoon…ahhh…”

“You were horny after last night, weren’t you? Show me what you did, Hannah.”

“What?”

Paige placed the toy in her hand. “Show me what you did to yourself. I admire a girl who’s not afraid to make herself come when she needs it. Now let me see how you make yourself come.” Hannah stared at her but jumped when Paige reached for her breast again.

“Okay!”

Hannah was trapped in a sexy nightmare. She’d never done that in front of someone else and didn’t know if she could. Tom had never asked her to masturbate for him. She was only going to try because she didn’t want Paige to punish her again. Her nipple still throbbed. The pain was strangely good, but Hannah didn’t know how much she could take. She looked away. She couldn’t look at her landlord and do it.

The vibration startled Hannah when she activated the toy. She’d used it so many times, but now it felt like an alien device. Had it always been so loud? How did she use it? Eyes closed, she touched it to her mound, starting at the sudden sensation. The Namii was a powerful toy. The device got her off in a flash the first time she’d used it. Hannah had to learn how to properly enjoy herself with it when she didn’t want a quickie orgasm.

Hannah fitted the toy into her cleft and pleasure rippled through her like a pebble had been thrown into a pond. The silicone toy slipped between her lips, and she had to tighten her grip to control it. She was already drenched and slippery. She nudged the toy higher and touched the other control stud. The rhythmic pulsing sounded like a bizarre machine, not one built for pleasure, but the Namii was very much designed for ultimate pleasure. She brought the pulsing, sucking little hole close to her tingling button.

“Ahhh…mmmm…”

“It’s one of those clit sucking toys. Fun! We haven’t played with them too much. Daddy will love his own demonstration.”

Paige speaking was an unwelcome reminder she wasn’t alone. Hannah had almost put her landlord out of her mind when the toy touched her pussy. It was easy to empty her mind when she felt so good. Bringing the sucking hole to her clit was a fast lane to her orgasm. Hannah was happy to do it quickly with Paige sitting there. She might have once worried about seeming too easy, but her landlord already knew how easily she could come. Hannah rocked the toy against her pussy and rapidly climbed to her bliss.

“Look at me,” Paige commanded.

Hannah didn’t and the woman twisted her nipple. She screeched between her moans. The pain was so much more intense when her pussy was on fire, and it made her pussy burn brighter still. Paige touched her again and she jumped and opened her eyes. The artist’s eyes seared into her from behind her cool glasses. Paige looked at her with as much lust as any man had. It was impossible, but Hannah thought, Fuck me!

“You’re so sexy when you’re getting off, Hannah. I’m so wet watching you. I’m going to need help, too. You’ll help me, won’t you?”

“Ahhh…yeah…yesss…”

“I loved how you licked my pussy. You’re sooo good, Hannah.”

“Ahhh…yeahhh…”

Hannah’s hips worked, fucking her pussy up at the toy. She was so close. She was right there. Seeing Paige watch her kicked Hannah into another gear. Her body burned. The climax was right there… Paige put her hand over Hannah’s and pulled the toy away. The tenant sobbed.

“Ahhh fuck…whyyy…”

Paige smiled. “I thought I could tell when you were about to come. I guess I was right.”

“Please…Paige…I…”

“I know, Hannah. You need to come, but not yet. You need to earn it.”

Paige kept the toy hovering above Hannah’s needy pussy. The brunette tried to hump her hips upward, but Paige kept it out of reach. Hannah was tormented. She hated it. She’d do whatever Paige wanted if she was allowed to come. It was too easy to turn submissive when she was so aroused. Her landlord trailed her long fingernails all over Hannah’s body, tracing around her pulsing tips, but not touching them. Hannah sobbed with desperate need.

“Please…Paige…”

“You said you didn’t fuck Charlie. Was that the truth?”

“I…I didn’t…I wanted to…”

“I know you did, Hannah. You’re a needy slut.”

Oh god, I am. They’ve turned me into a needy slut, she thought. Hannah would not admit it aloud. Well, she would if Paige demanded it.

“I…I sucked his dick…in…in a parking garage…”

“Sucking cock in a car is always fun. You’re a naughty mommy, aren’t you? I bet you weren’t doing that with your husband.”

“No…in the garage…in the stairs…I got down on my knees…ahhh…please Paige…”

Paige laughed, delighted. “You are a needy slut. I love it, Hannah! Your knees do look scuffed up.” Paige pressed the toy back to Hannah’s pussy.

“Ahhhh…my god…fuck…yeah…ohhh fuck…”

Hannah only needed about thirty seconds to finish. Paige didn’t allow it.

“Fuck…whyyy…”

“Because you’re learning, Hannah. You only get to come when Daddy or I say you can come. This isn’t your pussy anymore.”

“What?” Hannah panted. “Ahhh fuck…” Paige pressed the toy back to her scorching slit, but only for a moment.

“Did you swallow? A good slut should always swallow. Remember that with Daddy unless he wants it somewhere else.”

“I tried…I couldn’t…ahhh…he finished on my face…”

Paige leaned in and kissed her. “Mmm, I wish you’d left it there. No more cleaning up without permission.”

“Ahhh…yesss...Paige…please…let me…”

The toy brushed her mound again, but only for a moment. Hannah wanted to scream. She did, because why not? Paige laughed. Hannah hated her for it but wanted her approval even more.

“Let me, ma’am,” Paige insisted.

“Whaaa…”

“Let me come, ma’am.”

“Please let me come, ma’am. I’ve been good…”

“You have, beautiful slut. But not yet. You don’t get to come before I do, and seeing your sexy, needy body has me all horny, too. I need you to take care of that, Hannah.”

Hannah needed to come, and she needed to come now! Paige couldn’t make her wait. It was evil. Hannah could snatch her toy back and finish at any time, of course, but she didn’t. Paige was in control, and they both knew it. Hannah didn’t even understand how she’d ended up there, surrendering to her landlord. She didn’t remember a moment when she’d agreed to submit.

Paige was not asking. She laid the toy aside—still buzzing—and straddled Hannah, sliding up until her pussy hovered over her face. Hannah smelled tangy arousal and musky leather. The crotchless panties gaped open to expose Paige’s enflamed sex. It looked like it might drip onto Hannah’s lips. The landlord lowered her pussy and Hannah did what was becoming natural to her. She French kissed Paige’s pussy.

Hannah reached for the artist’s ass but returned her hands to her sides when she was admonished. Paige was in total control. She rode Hannah’s face like she was riding Nate’s cock. The submissive woman didn’t suffocate, but only just. Hannah slurped and licked and sucked, doing everything she could to please her landlord. She was proud to have done a good job the first time and didn’t want to let Paige down this time. The violet-haired woman’s cries grew in pitch, loud enough that Hannah heard them through the thighs muffling her ears. Paige’s copious juices ran down Hannah’s cheeks and chin.

“Ooooo honey…eat my fucking pussy…ahhh…sooo good…sooo good honey…”

Paige squirmed and bounced on her face, pulling back before mashing her dripping slit back onto Hannah’s hungry mouth. It seemed like the dominant artist was trying to draw out her orgasm. Hannah wanted to please her, but she didn’t know how much of it she could take. She felt that Paige could lose control at any second and smother her. Learning to pleasure a woman that way felt like a baptism by fire.

“Ahhh…like that…just like that…ooooo…lick it honey…oooo yesss…”

Hannah’s fears came true when Paige howled and smashed her pussy onto her face. Her landlord ground her sex down without thought to Hannah’s breathing when she came. Hannah drank deeply from that juicing pussy, but her senses were overwhelmed, and she felt woozy. She reached for Paige just as the woman climbed off her face. Hannah coughed and deeply inhaled. Paige didn’t give her much of a chance to recover before she kissed Hannah. She’d slipped her glasses off at some point.

“I can’t believe you’ve never done that before, honey. You’re so good at making me come.” Paige rubbed Hannah’s clit when she said it, making the woman moan and lift her hips from the bed, seeking further pleasure.

“Ahhh…thank you…”

“But you need to work on your behavior, Hannah.”

Paige smiled wickedly. She turned Hannah with surprising ease and swatted the prone woman’s ass before she could react. Hannah yelped and she did it again.

“Hey! What…”

“Thank you, ma’am. Remember who’s in charge, Hannah.”

Swat! The spanking became harder. Hannah’s ass stung, which felt weird with the throbbing in her pussy.

“Thank you…Mistress…mmmm that hurts…”

Paige pushed three fingers inside her. Hannah moaned and worked her hips back onto them. It wasn’t the cock she needed, but it was better than nothing. She still desperately needed an orgasm.

“Is that better, Hannah?”

“Ahhh…yeah…ma’am…Mistress…”

Swat! Swat!

The stinging sizzled through her. Pleasure and pain mingled in her brain, scrambling it, but creating an intoxicating cocktail. Hannah’s sore cheeks throbbed with her pussy. The burning pain only made her need to come even harder. Her desire to surrender grew more powerful.

“Please…ahhh god…please ma’ammm…”

“Please what, Hannah?”

“Please let me come…ahhh…I’ll be a good girl…”

“I’m sure you will. You’re very eager to please, Hannah. But it’s not up to me. Only Daddy can decide if you get to come.”

“Ahhh god…”

“Would you like to ask Daddy if you can come?”

“Please…”

The logical part of her brain that still functioned felt pathetic for whimpering and begging for release, but it felt so natural to the rest of her. Hannah would beg Nate to come, and he could do anything he wanted to her—even things she’d never done before. She hoped Paige would call him upstairs.

“Go see Daddy. He’s waiting downstairs.”

Hannah looked back over her shoulder. “Really?”

“He will love seeing you like this, Hannah. Go down and see him, and maybe if you’re really good, he’ll let you come.”

Paige was smug and Hannah hated it, but she still wanted to please the woman. Hannah rolled over and grabbed her pajamas off the bed.

“No,” Paige barked. “Go like that. Show Daddy how badly you want it.”

“Paige…I can’t…someone will see…”

“It’s dark. There are trees between us and the neighbor on that side. You’ll be fine if you’re quick.”

“I can’t go outside naked. Paige…ma’am…please.”

“If you want it bad enough, you’ll go see Daddy. Or you can stay here, and I can punish you for disobeying, and I promise Hannah, you will not come.”

This was it. She had to make a decision. Hannah knew she should not step out that door naked for any reason, let alone to beg a man to fuck her. She’d let it go too far. This was not who she was. Women like her did not run outside with no clothes on, and they certainly did not beg men to fuck them. Everything would change if she did it. Her old life bored her, but was this what she wanted? Hannah thought of her comfortable old life and all her mom friends. Would they even recognize her now? They’d probably stage an intervention if they saw her like this. Or brand her with a scarlet S for slut.

Hannah knew the right thing to do. It was so clear. She dropped her pajamas anyway and walked out of the bedroom.
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Nate grew frustrated while he waited for Hannah. That was unfair, but he didn’t care. Paige was very good at what she did, and he knew she would deliver, but waiting downstairs while the action happened in the apartment above him felt weak. The frustration was worse when he heard the women above him through the vent. Nate hated having to picture what was happening. He was accustomed to being in the room where it happened.

The idea of feeling their tenant out was Paige’s. His wife agreed they had Hannah on the hook, but worried she could be spooked if he just showed up and demanded that the pretty MILF get on her knees and suck his dick. She needed to be primed. Nate was confident he could make Hannah do whatever he wanted but followed the plan. Paige was a good girl. She deserved to have her fun. So, he waited downstairs and grew harder while he first listened to his wife come, and then the MILF begging for her own climax. Hannah would bear the brunt of his impatience.

“Hello?” the MILF called out from the living room.

“Come back to the bedroom, Hannah.”

Hannah materialized in the doorway, but waited there like she was afraid to enter his lair. She wrung her hands and nervously shifted from foot to foot. Nate was happy she hesitated. He liked looking at her. His newest toy had a fantastic body.

The MILF was slender from running but still had a womanly shape. Her hips had that perfect curve, and he knew she had a juicy ass behind them. Her tits were sweet handfuls, capped by pale, thick nipples begging to be sucked. Nate loved the way an older woman’s tits had a bit of a hang, especially when they were moms. They were so malleable. Hannah was white like she avoided the sun, which highlighted the flush of her arousal. The MILF was red from her cheeks to the slope of her breasts.

Nate needed discipline to take it slow because all he wanted to do was sink his cock into all her holes. He was nude on the bed and openly stroked it while he looked at her. Hannah couldn’t meet his eyes. That only encouraged him to corrupt her.

“Did you leave your dress in the living room?”

“No,” she replied, a nervous hitch in her voice. “Paige made me come down here naked.”

“And you did it? Very nice, Hannah.” Nate was impressed. The MILF scurrying down the stairs from her apartment and into their front door must have been quite the sight. He didn’t want them to earn a reputation for being the neighborhood freaks, but he hoped someone saw her. Nate liked showing off his toys. “Don’t be shy. Come closer.”

Hannah’s gaze was glued to his cock as she approached the bed. She looked ready to pounce. Nate liked a woman who knew what she wanted. But could she be controlled? Would she wait until she had permission? She sat beside him on the bed and began to reach for it but stopped herself.

“Do you want to touch it, Hannah?”

“Yes.” The reply was a whisper.

“Look at me.” He waited until she lifted her eyes. They contained fear and unbridled lust. Nate wondered if she was afraid of him or her own need. “Tell me again, Hannah.”

“I want to touch it. Please.” She hesitated and added, “Sir.”

“You may.”

The MILF’s shyness evaporated. Her hand shot out and she tightly grasped him. Nate grunted when she pumped him. Excitement dripped from his tip, and she slowed, tracing her fingers along the outline of his shaft like she was studying it. He trembled when she brushed the flared ridge of his head. It was a good thing Paige drained him down her throat before she went upstairs, or Hannah would be getting blasted in the face. She still might, but not that second.

Nate pushed her knee, spreading her legs. Hannah gripped him again. Her thighs were soaked and when her dewy lips parted, he saw the source. She was pink and shiny with arousal. He wondered how much his wife edged her. Paige was under strict instructions to deny their tenant an orgasm.

“Why are you here, Hannah?”

“Paige sent me. She teased me, but wouldn’t…”

“Wouldn’t what? Don’t make me pull this out of you, Hannah. I’m sure you know what will happen if I’m unhappy.”

Hannah finally looked up from his cock. Her eyes pleaded for it. She was needy, but pride prevented her from admitting it. She was looking for something in his eyes. A command? Release? Control?

“You’ll punish me.”

“That’s right. Do you want to be punished?”

She looked away for a moment before answering. “I don’t know.”

“Tell me why you’re here.”

“I need to come.” She almost looked relieved to admit it.

“Paige didn’t help with that?”

“She just tortured me. Paige said I can’t come without your permission.”

“Do you agree with that?”

Nate was patient when she didn’t answer. Her internal battle between submitting to get what she needed, and holding onto her pride, was etched in her face. Watching them break for the first time was one of the best parts of the taming.

Hannah didn’t need his permission to get off and they both knew it. She also didn’t have to come downstairs naked just because Paige told her to. But Hannah wanted to submit. When she gave herself to Nate, it would be a free choice, not coercion. He would give her the time she needed to admit the truth.

“Yes.” Her bottom lip quivered when she admitted it.

“I need to hear you say it, Hannah. Tell me.”

“I need your permission to come, sir.”

His satisfaction blossomed and Nate almost exploded in her hand. The moment of the MILF’s surrender was better than any drug he’d ever used. He teased fingers up and down her slippery lips. Hannah tensed and gasped. Circling her clit made her moan and close her eyes. He circled a blunt nipple with those wet fingers and her little mewling sound made his balls ache. Hannah was so primed.

“Lay down with me.”

Paige had already tormented the woman, so Nate went with tenderness. Hannah had to know that he could be a good daddy before he was a harsh one. They lay on their sides facing each other and tenderly kissed. Making out with the sweet MILF was unexpectedly touching. She eagerly kissed him like they were already longtime lovers. She playfully flicked her tongue at his before sucking it when he pressed it into her mouth. Nate laced fingers in her hair, and she moaned into their kiss when he gently tugged.

Hannah was tugging too. She slowly pumped his cock and caressed his balls. The woman knew how to make love to a cock. Nate bet she gave a great blowjob. He wouldn’t know since he’d simply fucked her mouth their first time together. She subtly tugged him toward her pussy, signaling what she needed.

“Mmm, you need that dick, Hannah,” he cooed between kisses.

“Yeah, I do. I need it…”

Nate felt her hold back from finishing her sentence. “Do you know what Paige calls me?”

“You’re her daddy.”

“I can be your daddy too, Hannah.” He strummed a nipple when he said it.

“I don’t know…ahhh…”

“Try it, Hannah.”

Her hesitation showed a strong will that only made her surrender hotter. Nate pulled that nipple and she whined.

“Daddy…ahhh…”

“How does that feel?” His fingertips tickled her throbbing tip. Hannah bit her lip before moaning.

“Strange…weird…I don’t know…ahhh…it’s weird…Daddy…”

“Tell me again, Hannah. Tell me what you need.”

The pause before she spoke shrank. “I need it…I need your dick…Daddy…”

Nate pressed his lips to hers and she kissed back harder than ever. Her tongue chased into his mouth but retreated with the slightest push of his. Hannah sucked his tongue like she wanted it to be his cock. He slid down and feasted on her tits. She whined when his cock was pulled from her hands. Nate whined too. Her caressing hands were amazing. The MILF was welcome to hold him all night.

Nails raked through his hair. Hannah loved the way he suckled her soft tits. Eager was the word that kept coming to Nate’s mind. The MILF was eager for every bit of attention he showed her. The husband was a dud, and this Charlie couldn’t get it done. Hannah needed a real man. She cooed and moaned and squirmed when he showered her breasts with kisses and slow flicks of his tongue.

Nate’s ardor made him more aggressive as he went. He roughly massaged her rounds with both hands and pulled their tips with his lips before finally nipping at them. Hannah wailed and shoved them into his mouth. He latched on and sucked as hard as he could. The MILF panted and moaned from his frenzied feeding on her.

“Ahhh…yeah…mmm…ahhh…yeah…ahhh my god…”

Nate reared up above her. His cock bobbed against her mound. Hannah jacked her hips at him. She needed it inside her.

“Tell me want you need, Hannah.”

“I…I need you to fuck me…oh god I need it…”

“Hearing you beg is so hot,” he growled.

“Fuck me…please…I need it…fuck me…ahhh fuck me…sir…oh god…please Daddy…”

Nate was so close to just shoving it inside her. The MILF’s molten core would feel incredible, he had no doubt, but she hadn’t earned it yet. Hannah couldn’t have his cock until she was truly desperate. She’d earned an orgasm, and he’d give her one, but she would not have his cock until she proved she would do anything for it.

Hannah sobbed when he slid down her body and tried to hold him in place. Nate batted her hands aside. He reached up under her legs and pinned her wrists to the bed. The strong scent of her need tickled his nose.

“Remember your place, slut. Or I’ll remind you.”

Nate was stern but followed it by burying his face in her cunt. The MILF had a lovely cunt, but that landing strip had to go. Paige would put her right. His tongue found her clit.

“Ahhh…fuck…ahhh fuck…yeah…”
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Hannah’s brain was a scramble of mixed emotions and conflicting thoughts. The one overriding directive driving her in that moment was how badly she needed Nate’s cock inside her. Everything else was there but bubbling beneath that. Anger was a close second behind her aching need. The moment seemed to be there. His dick was brushing her pussy, but Nate took it away once again. She understood the Rawlings were all about control, but why did they seem to enjoy tormenting her so much?

Nate’s tongue danced a jig on her throbbing button while his lips rhythmically sucked, bringing her right back to the edge. She felt like she’d been on the edge all evening—first with Charlie and then with Paige and Nate. He added fingers and she greedily tightened around them, signaling how badly she needed to be filled. But once again, Nate brought her to the edge only to retreat and leave her frustrated. Would someone fucking let her come?

Her body still pulsed with sizzling pleasure. She’d never felt more alive. His fingers still slid in and out of her. They just did it at a leisurely pace designed to tease Hannah, but not finish her. She was lucky to have two lovers who knew how to use her body so well, but she still needed her release.

“Please…please let me come…please…sir…”

“But your cunt is delicious. I’m having fun down here.” Nate winked up from between her legs.

“Ahhh god…please…Daddy…”

Hannah panted and moaned, and the words sounded as desperate as she felt. She still couldn’t believe she called her landlord daddy. Calling him sir was unbelievable too, but it came easier. Nate, however, wanted daddy. She had to force the word every time, and every time it twisted something inside her. In no way did Hannah see a man a decade her junior as any kind of father figure—and pretending that felt weird—but he and Paige had so masterfully broken her down that Hannah would have done just about anything to make Nate fuck her.

Nate redoubled his efforts and Hannah was right there again, every cell in her body screaming for that sweet orgasm. The climax tickled the edges of her brain, but he let her down again. Her wailing was as much frustration as pleasure. The balance would tip the wrong way soon.

The reality was that Hannah could come any time she wanted. She could push Nate’s face from between her legs and rub her pussy and have an immensely satisfying orgasm in seconds, but that wasn’t what she wanted. Hannah wanted Nate to fuck her. She needed him to fuck her. She wanted the thick cock that plugged her throat to fill her pussy, and she was sure she’d earned it. Both the Rawlings wanted her to be a good girl, and she’d been the best girl. She’d done things for the couple she’d never even considered doing for anyone else. Hannah even called Nate daddy. She wondered if that would get easier, or if she could just call him sir.

“Let’s turn you over, Hannah. I want to see that sweet ass of yours.”

Hannah jumped to get onto her hands and knees, sure he was finally going to give her what she needed. He rubbed her cheeks with both hands. They didn’t have the same jiggle as Paige’s, but she knew she had a nice butt. It was still sore from being spanked. He had to see how red her cheeks were.

“Looks like you misbehaved upstairs, Hannah. How bad were you?”

“I tried to be good,” she whined, wiggling her ass enticingly.

“It’s okay. You’re still learning. You’ve been good for me.”

“Thank you.” After a beat, she added, “Daddy.”

SWAT! The spank was much harder than any Paige delivered. Hannah shrieked.

“I still need to make sure you remember who is in control, Hannah.”

“Ahhh god…you are…Daddy…you’re in charge…”

Groveling made a dark flame burn brightly deep inside her. She wasn’t even aware of that flame before the Rawlings ignited it. His fingers filled her, and Hannah sobbed with gratitude.

“Whose pussy is this?” He sounded so calm, like they were discussing drapes. It was infuriating, yet his casual control of her was so thrilling.

“It’s your pussy, Daddy,” she whimpered. Calling him Daddy got easier each time.

“It is my pussy, Hannah. And I decide when it gets fucked, don’t I?”

“Yes, Daddy…”

“You’d like me to fuck it now, wouldn’t you?”

“Ohhh yes, please Daddy…”

Hannah recalled how concerned she was the first time she heard Paige behaving like that, but there she was, Hannah Peterson, strong professional, soon-to-be ex-wife, and mother, begging her daddy to fuck her just like the purple-haired artist had. His fingers slipped from her, and she just managed to keep from screaming.

“I didn’t catch this last time. You’ve got a tramp stamp just like my Paige. I didn’t think you were the type.”

“It…was…ahhhh…youthful…mistake…”

Nate leaned over and traced the outlines of the small wings adorning her lower back with his tongue. The wings were right over the dimples there and he sucked on them. The unusual attention made her melt.

“I like it, Hannah. We might have to get you more ink.”

Hannah didn’t know about that. Some small tattoos were cool, but she didn’t see herself with a partial sleeve or that chest tattoo like Paige. That just wasn’t who she was. But in that moment, she didn’t see how she could ever tell Nate no. Her internal debate was cut short when he buried his face between her thighs and devoured her from behind.

“Ahhh god…yesss…please Daddy…let me come…”

Nate’s slurping was even louder in that position. No one had ever licked her pussy from behind before. His tongue didn’t penetrate as deeply, but when he found the right angle to latch onto her clit, Hannah lost her mind. But once again, he only ramped her up to let her down.

Her racing heart only had a second to slow before his fingers filled her again. Hannah tightened her sheath around them as if she could trap them there until she finished. It was difficult to stay tight when she felt a strange new sensation. A slippery wet thing pressed at her backdoor. She tried to pull away, but Nate tightened his grip on her butt cheek to check her retreat. Her sphincter clenched tighter, but his tongue was persistent.

“Ahhh…what…what are you…”

His tongue pressed harder and squirmed inside her anal ring. Once he penetrated, Hannah instinctively relaxed, giving him access to rim as deeply as he wanted. Nate went wild, rapidly fucking her ass with his stiff tongue. His fingers pounded her pussy at the same time. Hannah went haywire. The strange sensations on her rosebud made her uncomfortable, but they felt amazing. She just couldn’t believe he stuck his tongue back there. Would she eat his ass if he demanded it? Hannah couldn’t even imagine doing that, but she was learning she might not have any limits.

Hannah rapidly rose to her boiling point once more. This time, Nate kept the heat on. She screamed when she boiled over. Paige had to hear her upstairs. The neighbors two doors down had to hear her. How did Paige feel hearing her husband making another woman come so hard? Nate kept tonguing her ass and fingering her, and Hannah kept boiling.

“Ahhh fuck! Ahhh fuck! Yesss! Yesss! Ahhh fuck yesss! Ohhh Daddy!”

“That’s a good girl, such a good girl. Keep coming for Daddy, Hannah.”

His fingers left her, but she kept shoving back. Hannah was coming, but she still wanted him to fuck her and hoped he would now that he’d proved his point. She felt pressure at her backdoor and thought, Oh god, he’s going to fuck my ass! Hannah had never done that and didn’t know if she wanted to do that, but she didn’t try to stop him. It was not his cock, but his fingers that she felt back there. She was relaxed from his tongue and two pussy-slick fingers slipped right into her anal chute.

“Ahhh…god…ahhh…fuck…”

“Take it easy, Hannah. Just relax. Relax and feel it. You want to give it up, don’t you, Hannah?”

“Yesss Daddy…” she whined. Her ass burned and throbbed, but it didn’t hurt like she expected. Hannah had never allowed anal because she was afraid of the pain. Nate almost made it feel good.

Nate reached under Hannah and cupped her breasts. He rolled and pinched her nipples, taunting them right to the point of pain. She whimpered and closed her eyes. The pain mixed with the pleasure was still flowing from her pussy and a fresh orgasm came rumbling from deep within her core. The climax was so deep and different from its predecessor that Hannah’s grunt nearly sounded like a bark. Nate had complete control of her body.

“Uhnnn…Daddy…fuck…fuck…”

Hannah rode the orgasm until he took his fingers away again, and she slumped to the bed. She was nonsensical. Nate fed her his cock and she lovingly, but thoughtlessly, sucked it. He stroked her hair and beamed down at her. Hannah suckled him like his cock gave her life and brought him off very quickly. She swallowed and swallowed, but his jizz still bubbled from between her lips. He used his deflating head to smear it across her face, while she tried to get him back into her mouth. Hannah acted without thinking, letting her sluttiest self run free.

“Such a good girl. You’re gonna be a good girl for Daddy from now on, aren’t you, Hannah?”

“Yes, Daddy,” she cooed. Nate hadn’t even fucked her yet, but Hannah knew she was his.


five
. . .



Saturday afternoon took the suburban mom back to her old life. A return to normalcy was just what she needed. Tommy had a soccer game, which meant going to the big indoor sports facility in her old neighborhood and seeing all the other sports moms. Tommy ran away to join his friends and Hannah made her way up into the stands.

Hannah felt guilty for thinking of her son as a shield from her landlords, but while she had Tommy, she was safe from the Rawling’s deviant machinations. Paige couldn’t just pop into the apartment and demand to ride Hannah’s face if she wasn’t alone. The Rawlings couldn’t expect that her body was available to them whenever they were in the mood, could they? The concept was unthinkable, but so much had been left unsaid. Hannah didn’t know where she was with her landlords.

Hannah discovered Paige had been watching Nate tease and use her when she went downstairs. She’d looked over to find the artist watching from the chair in the corner of the bedroom and wondered how long she’d been there. Paige must have quietly slipped in to enjoy the show. Being someone’s sexual entertainment—their porn—was unsettling, yet the dark, dirty part of Hannah hoped Paige was pleased by her performance. She still didn’t understand how the artist sat back and watched her husband with another woman. Paige had rubbed her pussy and smiled. She liked it.

Hannah thought she might be called over to make Paige come again. She knew she would have obeyed the command. Nate dismissed her instead and said she should expect their call. It was as much a threat as a promise. Hannah darted back up to her apartment as nude as she’d arrived, praying no one chose that moment to look out of their window.

All of that was pushed out of her mind when she plastered on a smile and waved to all her old friends. Hannah needed to believe it was that easy.

“Hey, stranger,” Brenda said. She was the unofficial leader of the pack and had the strongest opinions on propriety. Hannah knew Brenda would burn her at the stake if the woman knew what she had become.

“I feel like we only ever see you at games anymore. We need to get you out to another sangria night.” That was Erica, a tall, loud redhead who seemed to dislike her husband even more than Hannah had grown to resent Tom but was still married for some reason. Hannah thought Erica just liked to torture him.

“Sorry, guys, but I don’t live around the corner anymore. We should definitely plan a night together. I just need to find some time. Work’s been super busy lately,” Hannah replied, thinking, And I’ve been very busy losing my mind.

“I know how it is. You’ve got your fancy new single life and you’ve moved on,” Brenda commented. It didn’t sound like a compliment.

“Give her a break,” Whitney interjected, sipping from a giant powder blue insulated cup. “Separation is a huge life change. It can be very traumatic.”

Erica snorted. “So can staying married. Trust me.”

Am I traumatized? Hannah wondered. Did that explain why she was so vulnerable to the Rawlings? She didn’t want to think of herself that way.

“I think it’s great that Hannah was brave enough to make a move. Too many people stay in bad situations because they’re afraid to make a change. I think you’re brave, Hannah.”

That last was from Tara, the final member of their tight circle of friends. There were many more sports moms, but this was the group that gravitated to each other. Sometimes Hannah wondered what they all had in common besides their kids playing on the same teams and geography. Would they all be friends otherwise? Hannah felt a million miles away from them now.

“Thanks, Tara, but I’m not brave, and I don’t feel traumatized. Things are different now, and I’m finding my way through that, but I believe it will all sort itself out,” Hannah replied.

“Well, you don’t look traumatized. I hate to use the word, but you’re glowing,” Erica said. “Are you having your best life since you dumped the deadwood?”

“Please,” Hannah demurred. “If anything, I’m run down. I’m certainly not glowing. And I’d rather not think of the father of my child as deadwood. I loved him once.”

“I don’t know, Hannah. You look like you’re living your best life,” Whitney affirmed.

Hannah laughed. “I hope this isn’t my best life.”

All her friends were staring, but Hannah had no idea what they were looking for. She didn’t know how she could be glowing when she hardly got any sleep. Her hair was thrown up in a messy ponytail, she was makeup-free and had just tossed on a baggy sweatshirt and a pair of jeans. Hannah looked like any other middle-aged mom in the sports complex, and maybe even a little less put together than many of them.

“Maybe your new neighbors are inspiring you,” Whitney said, smiling cryptically.

Hannah stared daggers at her friend. Using information from a private conversation against her was not fair.

“Oh? Are you already replacing us?” Brenda asked.

“I’m not replacing anyone.”

“Is it a new man? Tell me it’s not a new man. You haven’t even gotten rid of the last one yet,” Erica said.

“Not all men are awful. And even the ones who aren’t great can have their uses,” Tara said. “I hope you’re out there dating.”

“She’s not even divorced. Isn’t that putting the cart before the horse?” Brenda asked.

“There’s no cart and there’s no horse,” Hannah insisted. “Dating on the apps is demoralizing. I did go on a couple of dates with a nice guy, but there was no spark. It didn’t go anywhere.”

It was a statement on how much she’d changed in such a short time that she described having no spark with a guy she fucked twice and blew in a parking garage. She’d done all that for Charlie, who she just wasn’t into. How much of a slut would she be for someone who truly lit her fire? Someone like Nate, or even Paige. I’m not thinking about that, Hannah insisted to herself.

“I’m sure it’s both exciting and frustrating,” Whitney said. “The chance at new love can be thrilling, but a lot of patients tell me how much they hate dealing with dating through the apps. I try to coach them to have more organic, real-world experiences, but it’s difficult. I swear everyone has forgotten how to date in real life.”

“I think a lot of people our age find that all their friends are married. Everyone I know is. I have no idea how I would meet someone if I had to. I think it’s great that you’re throwing yourself out there, Hannah,” Tara offered.

“That makes it sound like I’m throwing myself at men.” Hannah laughed, realizing it was true where Charlie was concerned. There was no other word for what she’d done with him in that parking garage. “I like to think I have more dignity than that.” Hannah thought about begging her daddy to fuck her.

“The best thing you can do is realize you don’t need a man at all. Yeah, dick is great, especially when it’s attached to someone who knows how to use it. But they’re doing amazing things with toys these days, Hannah. You don’t even really need a man for that anymore,” Erica said.

“What makes you think I don’t have something like that? I thought every married woman got one eventually,” Hannah replied.

“I do not,” Brenda insisted. “I’ve never seen the need. I can’t believe we’re even talking about this stuff. Since when are we sex obsessed? This is a kids’ soccer game, ladies.”

“Lighten up, Bren,” Whitney said. “Women talk about these things. It’s not just guys’ locker room talk.”

“I don’t know whether to feel good or bad for Frank if you don’t feel the need,” Hannah said, piling on. She felt like she was channeling Paige when she challenged her friend.

“You do not have to worry about the state of my bedroom, or my marriage. Maybe if…”

“Maybe if what?” Hannah demanded. She knew she wouldn’t like what her friend was going to say.

“Ladies,” Tara said.

Hannah was ready to press her point, but her phone vibrated in her back pocket, and she pulled it out. A text from Paige felt intrusive when she was back in her old life.

Paige


Where are u? Daddy wants to know




Hannah


I’m at a soccer game.




Paige


How deliciously MILFy of u. Daddy will love that




Hannah


Thanks? I need to go




Paige


Daddy wants to see you in MILF mode. Send us a pic




Hannah


I can’t just snap a selfie here




Paige


Go into the bathroom. We want to see what’s under the MILF outfit too




Hannah


I can’t do that here. You’re crazy




Paige


Daddy is very displeased that you’re talking back. Ur already going to be punished Hannah. It’s just up to u how bad




Hannah stared at her phone in disbelief. Paige doesn’t seriously expect me to… The thought died in her head because of course her landlord expected her to do as she was told. That was how Paige functioned with Nate and they loved it, but the Rawlings led a very different life than Hannah. She couldn’t just go into the ladies’ room at the sports complex and snap selfies to send to her dadd… Her Master. Thinking of Nate as her Master instead of her daddy didn’t sit much better, at least not intellectually. And yet… I’m not considering this, am I?

“I’ll be right back, guys.”

“Is everything okay?” Whitney asked.

“Yeah, it’s fine. I just need to run to the bathroom. I swear, I’ll be right back.”

None of the other women offered to go with her. Hannah didn’t know what she would have done if they had. She’d never understood the need to go to the bathroom in packs anyway. She climbed back down the aluminum stands and wound her way through the crowd of other parents. She wanted to be back before the game started.

The bathroom was mercifully empty when she arrived. How do I do this? Hannah realized she’d never sent a sexy selfie before—not like this. That was not a part of her marriage, and whenever a guy asked for one on the apps, she immediately closed the match. She posed and smiled, and thought, Nope.

Hannah dug in her purse for lipstick and a brush. She ran the brush through her dark hair before pulling it back into a much neater ponytail secured by a scrunchie. Pale pink lipstick was added. Hannah had never put on lipstick at a youth soccer game before.

When she looked in the mirror again, she thought she was a decent approximation of a cute soccer mom. Is this what Nate wants? Just thinking it sent a ripple of excitement through her core. Hannah thought she’d gone crazy, but crazy felt good. Just snapping a cute selfie in the mirror wasn’t that bad was it? She did six smiling selfies before landing on one she liked. She looked at the smiling woman in the mirror and tried to see what Nate did. Hannah couldn’t. She sent the image and hated how much she wanted Nate to approve.

Paige


Daddy is very pleased. I wish u could see how hard he is right now




Hannah


I’m happy. Tell him it’s my pleasure




Paige


It will be if ur a good girl. Show Daddy what’s under that mom gear




Hannah


I really shouldn’t. I can’t




Paige


It’s your choice. Daddy will deal with you later




Hannah should leave it. She knew it. Doing as the Rawlings demanded was so very wrong. She wasn’t some out-of-control, merlot-swilling cliché having a midlife crisis. Was she? If only that was the sole reason she resisted. Hannah’s dark side wanted to know how Nate—her Master—would punish her. But the part of her that was learning to crave his approval was stronger. Hannah cursed and ran over to lock the bathroom door.

I can get away with this if I’m quick, she thought. Hannah pulled up her sweatshirt and immediately regretted her choice of bra. It was a pretty pale blue, but very plain, and it didn’t do much for her breasts. She snapped a picture anyway. Nate said he wanted a MILF, and the bra was very much a suburban mom undergarment. Hannah wasn’t trying to be sexy at a youth soccer game.

Hannah smiled even though she was careful to avoid getting her face in the shot. It was silly, and she knew it. Anyone who saw the first picture would know it was the same woman in both photos. She had to trust Nate. She’d already trusted him with so much. On impulse, she pulled up her bra and snapped a second photo with her naked breasts on display. Hannah sent both photos before she could change her mind.

Paige


Daddy is very pleased. Ur such a good girl Hannah




Hannah


Tell him thank you




She typed the reply without thinking.

Paige


Tell him yourself. Come see us when you get home




Hannah


I can’t. I’ll have Tommy




Paige


Sneak away when u can. Daddy will make it worth it




Hannah told herself she would not do it. Nate could punish her later, but she was not going to sneak down to see him while Tommy was upstairs in her apartment. It was unthinkable. But she still glowed knowing Nate liked her selfies. Hannah’s panties were damp and all she could think about was seeing him. I’m totally losing my mind. She fixed her bra and went back to join her friends.
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Tom had arrived for the game and intercepted Hannah before she could rejoin the other moms. He usually huddled with the other dads before the game, just like the moms hung out together, but he was on his own like he was waiting for her. Hannah’s brain was full of wild thoughts. The last thing she needed to do was to deal with her husband.

“There you are. I thought you ran out,” he said.

“I brought Tommy to the game. I wouldn’t have just left him here.”

“Of course not.”

“A girl can use the bathroom, can’t she?”

“Yeah, sure. Are you okay, Han?”

“I’m fine. Why do people keep asking me that?”

“Well, you’re kind of flushed and—I don’t know—you’re just wired.”

“I don’t feel wired,” she lied. “Every time you see me you think there’s something different about me, Tom. Maybe you’re just seeing things.”

“I don’t think so. I know you pretty well, Han. Probably better than anyone.”

“If that was true, we might still be together.”

“Come on. That’s not fair.”

“You’re right. I’m sorry. That was uncalled for. Maybe I’m defensive.”

“I didn’t mean it in a bad way, Hannah. You look good. You look great. I love this energy on you. Whatever you’re doing, keep it up.”

So, I should keep letting my landlords use my body as they wish? she thought. Hannah was tempted to say it to her husband just to see his reaction. How would Tom feel if he knew the way Nate fucked her throat? He’d never tried such a thing in all the years they were married. Hannah thought he would be stunned to see that side of her. She was.

“If I knew what I was doing, I promise I would, but I swear nothing’s really different. Well, everything is different, but you know what I mean. I don’t have any new hobbies or anything drastically different in my routine.”

Hannah didn’t like lying, even if shading the truth for her husband was something she’d become very good at over the years. Could she call what she was doing with the Rawlings a hobby? She didn’t know if she could handle it becoming a routine.

“I’m just glad you’re happy. I wish it was under different circumstances, but I’m truly happy to see you blossom.”

The sentiment was a glimpse of the sweet man she fell in love with all those years ago. She caught those sometimes. Hannah was moved and gave him a quick hug and a peck on the cheek. “I want you to be happy too, Tom.”

Hannah sat with Tom for the game. They tried to present a united front and keep things as normal as possible for Tommy’s sake. Their son should feel loved and supported even if his parents weren’t still together. Tommy’s team lost the game, which he always took too hard, but he perked up when the team went for pizza afterward. Hannah thought he played just to hang out with his friends anyway. The afternoon was pleasantly normal. Hannah slipped back into her old life so easily that she almost forgot about her strange new life.
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Tommy argued when he had to go home with Hannah instead of his father, but Tom was good and told their son he had to listen to his mother. As soon as they were home, Tommy disappeared up to his room with headphones plugged into his gaming laptop. Hannah knew she wouldn’t see him for the rest of the night unless he needed to run downstairs for a snack.

Alone, Hannah felt the gravitational pull of her landlords downstairs. They knew she was home and were expecting her. The longer Nate had to wait, the worse her punishment would be, which both frightened and excited her. She touched her rear thinking about how they both made it sting. The pain made her pussy throb at the time, and it throbbed again recalling the sensation. She was shocked by how much she enjoyed being spanked. What other punishments did the Rawlings have up their sleeves?

Sneaking downstairs to see her landlords would be so wrong. Letting them use her body when she was alone was bad enough, but how could she sneak down for an erotic quickie when her son was right upstairs? It felt so much sluttier. What kind of mother would that make her? She resolved to resist temptation, but it was all she could think about. The more she resisted, the more she wanted it. Would it really be so different than if she and Tom snuck up to their room for a quickie? Parents did that all the time—at least fun parents did. She was sure Whitney did.

Finally, she shouted up to Tommy that she was running downstairs to see her friends for a few minutes. She reassured him that she was two seconds away and he could text if he needed anything. She wasn’t even really leaving the house. Tommy didn’t care. He was deep in gaming with his friends and probably happier than she was running downstairs.

Hannah timidly knocked on the Rawlings’ door. She didn’t change because Nate said he liked her suburban MILF look. It wasn’t sexy at all, but he made it feel sexy. She did touch up her lipstick and added eyeliner and mascara before leaving. She wanted to look good without looking like she was trying. Paige called out for her to come in.

A shocking scene greeted her. Nate sat on the couch in his usual uniform of a vintage rock t-shirt and black jeans. He played a videogame on the large TV in the living room. Paige knelt at his feet with a shiny chain leash attached to her collar. The looped leather end sat in her husband’s lap. Paige looked relieved to see Hannah.

“Nice of you to join us,” he said without looking over from his videogame. It was some futuristic first-person shooter.

“I have Tommy. I had to get him settled before I came down.” Hannah felt silly explaining herself to Nate. She was a grown woman. She didn’t owe him an explanation.

“He’s good up there by himself? I wouldn’t want to pull you away from anything important, Hannah.”

“I can’t stay down here forever, but he’s fine. He’s playing video games like you.”

“Paige didn’t think you’d come down tonight. I bet you’re glad you were wrong, aren’t you, pet?”

“Yes, Daddy,” the woman whimpered.

Hannah needed a moment to take Paige in and understand what was going on. Her violet hair was in pigtails, which was somehow both sexy and cute. She was tightly cinched by a pink satin corset that thrust her already-enormous chest up and out. Her tits were so big that Hannah hardly noticed anything else—except for the clamps fixed over her swollen nipples. They were clamped vertically to work around her piercings and attached to each other by a chain. Paige’s ordinarily pale tips were a deep crimson. She was naked from the waist down except for straps around her thighs. Cuffs on her wrists were attached to those straps, pinning her arms to her sides.

Paige trembled and slowly rocked. Hannah only saw why when she came farther into the room and around Nate. Paige was impaled on a thick, purple toy pinned to the floor. The artist slowly rode it. Hannah realized she heard a muffled buzz beneath the violent sounds of Nate’s video game.

I could never… Hannah thought, staring at the woman. At the same time, she was filled with excited butterflies she’d only ever felt right before the drop of a steep rollercoaster.

Nate caught her staring at Paige and asked, “Are you jealous?”

“I…” Hannah didn’t have the words.

“My girl wasn’t allowed to come until you showed up, but she’s been enjoying that toy since you came home. She would have had a very long night if you’d never come down.”

“So, if I didn’t come downstairs…”

“My Paige would have been very frustrated. I’m sure she would have taken it out on you the next time she saw you.”

Paige whimpered and moaned, closing her eyes. Hannah felt terrible her friend was in that predicament, even if it wasn’t truly her fault. She calculated how long she’d been home from the soccer game. It had been at least a couple of hours. Hannah didn’t believe it. Paige could not have had that thick thing humming away inside her for two hours. Hannah didn’t have that kind of discipline. She would have told Nate to fuck off and had her orgasm, consequences be damned.

“I’m sorry,” Hannah softly apologized. She was unsure why she did it.

“Don’t apologize to her. Paige is a good girl. She’s doing what she’s told. But you should know that your behavior can impact her.”

“I don’t know about all of this. This might be too much for me.” Hannah began to subtly back away. She didn’t have a plan. She was just frightened. Why didn’t she just run? She wasn’t sure.

“Why don’t you stay and find out? Don’t you think Hannah should stay, pet?”

“Ahhh…yes Daddy…please stay, honey…”

Nate looked back and forth between his women. Hannah liked thinking of herself as his woman too much. There she was in her mom sweatshirt and jeans, while Paige was… She didn’t even have the vocabulary to say what the artist looked like at that moment.

“You’re both so sexy in your own way. I love seeing you like how all your stuck-up suburban friends got to see you today, Hannah. I’m sure that’s all they see. Those squares have no idea what lurks beneath the surface. It’s so hot knowing a true slut is hiding under that baggy sweatshirt. And my darling baby, Paige. You throw it all out there because you’re not afraid for the world to see you for who you are. I love that about you. You’re so perfect, pet.”

“Mmmm…thank you Daddy…”

“Show me the slut, Hannah.” Nate set his controller aside and the video game switched to a menu screen. The aggressive soundtrack still thundered through the room.

“Excuse me?”

“I want to see the slut under the mom clothes. I want to see what’s reserved for your daddy.”

A chill went down her spine when he called himself her daddy. Hannah didn’t want to think of him that way but couldn’t deny how much it turned her on. Her first instinct was to refuse to strip on demand. Hannah Peterson did not allow men to order her clothes off. But then she thought about how willingly—eagerly—she stripped for Charlie on their second date when he was too timid to undress her. Wasn’t this what Hannah longed for?

The instinct to run evaporated and Hannah pulled the sweatshirt over her head and dropped it on the floor. She’d worn one of her tighter pairs of jeans that day and had to wiggle her hips to get them down, which made her breasts jiggle in her plain bra. Nate smiled. Hannah kicked off her sneakers and socks and slipped out of her jeans. The peach-colored cheeky boyshorts and plain blue bra were about the unsexist thing she could have modeled for Nate. They didn’t even match. She hoped he wasn’t disappointed.

“Mmm, such a sexy MILF. I love the everyday underwear. It shows you’re a real woman. We’ll be changing that, of course. You’ll wear sexy, lacy things—when I allow you to wear them at all.”

“Nate…”

He was off the couch and right into her space. Paige’s leash clanked to the floor. Hannah jumped when he touched her arm. His hot breath was on her cheek. Nate circled and caressed her bottom. Hannah trembled and held her breath. The hard swat on her ass made her stumble.

“Am I Nate to you, whore?”

“No…sorry…sir…I didn’t…”

SWAT!

“You didn’t think. I know, Hannah. But I’ll teach you to behave.”

“Yes…sir…”

The sudden violence of the spank put Hannah on edge. She looked to Paige for support, but all her friend could think about was coming. Her eyes pleaded for relief. Hannah was afraid that maybe she could become like that, so utterly dependent on her Master.

Nate reached around and cupped her tits, teasing until he felt the slight bumps of her nipples through the lightly padded cups. Hannah had always had a problem with her ‘high beams.’ Only the most padded bras could hide them when she was cold—or excited.

“You can keep a few like this because I might want to see them for a kick, but unless I ask, I’d better not see underwear like this again.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Good girl.”

The compliment made her glow more brightly every time. Hannah’s pussy was soaked, but she didn’t realize when it happened. A click was followed by cool steel against her side. She tensed with fear.

“Don’t worry, Hannah. Daddy will never hurt you,” he cooed into her ear.

The blade slid along her skin, slicing away her bra. Nate snipped the straps first and then the back. It fell away and her panties followed. Hannah stood trembling and took it. She didn’t know who she was anymore.

“Are you excited?” he asked, lips brushing her neck.

Hannah swooned but fought admitting the truth. She didn’t even want to admit it to herself. She finally allowed a slight nod.

“Is your pussy wet, Hannah?”

God, did Tom ever talk about my pussy? Hannah wondered. She still wasn’t used to a man talking to her like that. She thrilled at feeling so dirty. Still, she almost lied to save her dignity. And then she remember Nate…her Master…her Daddy…would check.

“Yes, sir,” she whispered.

“I barely heard that, Hannah.”

SWAT!

“Ahhh! My pussy is soaked, sir!”

His fingers slipped through her furrow. “Yes, it is. I expect no less from such a needy whore. You’ve probably been soaked since you sent me those pictures.”

“I don’t know, sir.” Hannah truly didn’t know because she’d avoided thinking about it. She braced herself for another spanking. It didn’t come. She’d been buzzing since sending the pictures, but she tried everything to distract herself from it. There was no distraction to make her ignore Nate’s fingers stroking her slit.

“Are you a needy whore, Hannah?”

“I…I don’t…” She thought whore sounded overly harsh. It was a word she and her friends used when they really wanted to take another woman down. A slut could almost be fun, but a whore was dirty. A real whore took money. She would never do that. Nate made Hannah feel very dirty, but she still recoiled from the word whore. “I need it, sir.”

“But are you a whore, Hannah?”

Nate’s fingers spiked up inside her. Hannah sobbed with need. Paige smiled through her own torture. “I…don’t know, sir…”

“Let me make this easy, Hannah. Are you Daddy’s whore?” He sounded cross. She wished she could see him.

“Ahhh…yesss…I’m…I’m your whore…D-d-daddy…” The admission brought unexpected relief.

“So, tell me, Hannah.” His fingers slowly rocked in and out of her. Her hips moved with them.

“Ohhh…I’m Daddy’s whore. I’m yours, sir.”

“Such a very good girl, aren’t you? So eager to please your Daddy. Show me what an eager whore you are and give me your mouth, Hannah.”

“Yes, sir…Daddy…”

Hannah turned and slipped to her knees.
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Nate thought there had to be a catch. Breaking his MILF tenant was proving to be too easy. He wanted more of a challenge. Perhaps he needed to push her harder. Obviously, Hannah had been waiting for years for the right man to take control.

The pretty suburban mom looked up at him while she unbuckled his belt and opened his jeans. She reached over the top into his black boxer briefs before she pulled his jeans down. Her tight grip on his shaft made his balls tighten. Hannah knew how to handle a dick. Nate had to learn how she got all that skill. She slowly pumped him while she awkwardly yanked down his underwear and jeans with one hand.

Hannah lovingly kissed and licked his head before sliding her lips fully over it and sucking. Nate realized it was his first real taste of her oral skills. The other times he’d experienced her mouth it had mostly been a passive hole. He’d been firmly in charge. Tonight, he let Hannah take the lead and show off what she could do. She kept a firm grasp of his base while taking more meat into her mouth while slowly bobbing.

Paige stared at them pitifully. The strain of holding off her orgasm was etched in her flushed face. Watching Hannah suck his dick only made that harder. Her dark eyes were wild with hunger. His wife was jealous, which he liked. She needed the dick that was in their tenant’s mouth and would do anything to get it. Nate was pleased because that was the whole point. Paige had been difficult to break—more difficult than Hannah seemed thus far—but he knew that was because she liked being punished. Paige was willful for a reason. Nate doubted the eager MILF sucking his cock knew what she wanted. It was a good thing she had an experienced teacher.

“Take it nice and deep, Hannah. Show Daddy what you can do,” he groaned, wrapping her ponytail around his fist. He didn’t use it as a handle—not yet.

Hannah took him to the back of her throat, but stopped there, pumping the rest of his shaft. She caressed his hairless balls. Her fingernails tickled, giving him shivers. It was a pro move, which surprised him. Nate thought suburban soccer moms didn’t suck much dick. He knew Hannah sucked Charlie’s cock, and she’d obviously had his in her mouth, but how long had it been before that? Probably, her husband was lucky if he got a blowjob on his birthday. It would be fun to show the poor bastard what a cock hungry slut Nate had turned his wife into.

“Come here, baby. Get a close look at how hungry this whore is for your daddy’s cock.”

“Yes, Daddy.”

Paige did the most awkward shuffle across the hardwood floor that he’d ever seen. He really did need to let her come soon. She couldn’t use her hands but had to keep the thick vibrating dildo in her cunt because Nate never said she could let it go. Paige was so perfectly obedient. She took tiny “steps” with her knees and dragged the dildo along with her, no doubt clenching it inside her tortured pussy.

His wife parked herself right next to Hannah. Nate had two beautiful women on their knees in front of him. He felt like a king. Paige stared hungrily at their tenant like she wanted to take back what was rightfully hers. It would be fun to watch the girls wrestle over his cock. He pushed down on his wife’s shoulder, making her knees slide apart so the dildo was fully embedded in her.

“Ahhh god…Daddy…please let me…ahhh…come…”

Hannah looked to her left. She seemed astonished by Paige’s frantic state. Had the MILF ever been so desperate to come? Nate would teach her to be. It was good for her to learn what to expect. There was nothing he would do to his baby girl that he didn’t plan on eventually doing to the MILF.

Nate snagged the chain connecting Paige’s nipple clamps and tugged it. She wailed. Hannah’s eyes went wide and she stopped bobbing. He tugged again, stretching his wife’s swollen tips.

“Ahhh…Daddy…ahhh god…please…”

“Does it hurt, baby?”

“It hurts so good…”

Paige bounced harder on the toy filling her. He was afraid she might come, and he’d have to seriously punish her.

“Careful, baby. You don’t get to come before Daddy does,” he warned.

“It’s sooo hard…to wait…Daddy…”

“Why don’t you show her how it’s done, baby?”

Nate dropped the chain, and its weight tugged her nipples down. Paige whimpered. He grabbed her leash instead and wound it around his fist, just as he held the MILF’s ponytail. Hannah was yanked off his cock, and he fed it to his wife. Nate held the leash taut, trapping Paige, and thrust his cock into her throat. She opened wide and sucked like the good slut she was trained to be.

“Gurggwaaa…”

Paige sounded like she was being strangled, but she held her own, sucking so hard her cheeks hollowed. Hannah watched with fascination. The MILF was learning.

“My pet knows how to swallow a cock. Do you see that, Hannah? See how effortlessly she takes it.”

“I can do that, sir,” Hannah eagerly answered. Nate thought she sounded unsure.

“Can you take it deep if I don’t make you?”

Nate buried his cock deep in Paige’s throat and let her leash go slack. His wife kept him in place even though her eyes watered and her cheeks flushed deeper crimson. She sucked it even as she swooned and looked like she might pass out. She only breathed when Nate allowed her to. Damn, he loved that woman! He slipped from her lips and bobbed against her face, leaving slimy trails while Paige tried to catch him in her mouth again.

Hannah lunged and tried to take it away from Paige. Nate pulled her ponytail, but the MILF fought. Paige got him back between her lips, so Hannah went for his balls. He was stunned. She was a much dirtier whore than he could have imagined.

Nate’s blood boiled. He hadn’t had a scene like that in quite some time. Paige’s leash was in his right hand, while he clutched Hannah’s ponytail with his left. His wife swallowed him deep, and the MILF devoured his balls. It was heaven. He was the luckiest man who’d ever walked the earth. Two beautiful, obedient women worshipped his cock and balls. Hannah got in there deep, going cheek to soft cheek with his wife.

“My good girls…so fucking good…such good girls for daddy…so hungry for cock…”

The cum bubbled up in his heavy, tingling sac. Nate didn’t even try to hold out with two hungry sluts slurping away at him. He was only human. The girls chased him when he took their treat away again, but he jerked Paige’s leash and Hannah’s ponytail. Both women yelped.

“Grab it, Hannah…jerk it…make it come…all over you both…”

Hannah hesitated. Nate was actually pleased the proper suburban mom was still in there. That was the woman he wanted—wanted to corrupt. It was no fun if she just did everything he asked without a fight. Nate wanted the woman who hesitated to snap sexy selfies at a youth soccer game but did it anyway.

Those photos went straight into his private collection. He loved seeing her in that shapeless sweatshirt, knowing the hot body underneath, and then seeing that body when she pulled it up and exposed her tits. Hannah was probably proud of being so crazy, and he loved that.

Nate pulled her ponytail harder. Hannah whined but obeyed. She grabbed his cock, but barely had time to stroke it before he exploded. He grunted when his seed jetted through the air. Hannah directed the first shots at Paige, which made him smile. It was more proof she wasn’t that dirty. His excitement flung across his wife’s cheek and then onto her tits.

“Get it Hannah…” He would punish the MILF if she sprayed it all onto Paige.

Hannah pointed it back at herself and the rest of his essence painted her tits. They really were great tits. Nate needed to spend some quality time with those things. Those perky orbs would look great with a pair of clamps attached. He might even make her pierce her thick tips. She pumped him until he went flaccid and finished with a hard suck like she wanted to make sure she got every last drop of him.

“Good girl, Hannah. Mmm, I love your mouth.”

“Thank you, sir,” she cooed. “Was I good enough to earn a reward?”

“What do you want?”

“I need you to fuck me, sir.” She still pumped him as she said it, like she was trying to reinflate him.

“I’m going to need a minute, don’t you think?”

“I can get you ready again.”

Nate moaned when the MILF sucked him again. He was proud of his recovery time, but he still required some downtime. Besides, he had other plans. He let Hannah keep his dick in her mouth because it felt good, but he tugged her ponytail to make her look up at him.

“I need you to do something else for me,” he said. Her eyes indicated she’d do anything he wanted. Nate was tempted to test that. “Paige has been such a good girl. You’re going to make her come for me. Help her lay on the floor.”
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Hannah did as she was told and helped Paige lay back on the floor, positioning her on the nearby oriental area rug. The artist could hardly move herself with her wrists bound to her thighs. The binding fascinated Hannah, who wondered if she could trust Nate enough to restrain her. As with everything else involving Rawlings, her feelings were mixed.

The dildo that had been stuffed inside Paige shot out when she fell back. The artist was so slick she couldn’t keep it clenched inside her. She groaned at its loss. The large purple dildo buzzed and skipped on the floor. Except for its color, it was a very realistic phallus. Nate bent down and picked it up. Hannah assumed they were done with it anyway. She knew what he—her Master—expected from her. Hannah pushed Paige’s thighs wide apart and knelt between them.

“Make me come honey…I need it…please…” Paige whined.

Hannah smiled. She liked having someone else beg her for their orgasm for a change. Her violet-haired friend’s glistening pink was so slick Hannah’s fingers couldn’t find purchase. The aroma of arousal reached her before she even leaned down to kiss it. Hannah licked her lips and prepared to lick Paige’s.

“You’re forgetting something, Hannah. Use this to make her come,” Nate instructed, tapping her shoulder with the buzzing sex toy.

Does me want me to… Hannah was incredulous. First of all, the thing was huge. Now that she saw all of it outside of Paige, she couldn’t believe her landlord had all of it inside her. I could never, she thought. She was afraid she’d hurt Paige with the thing. And secondly, she wasn’t exactly sure what she was expected to do with it. It was vibrating. Is rubbing with it enough? Paige didn’t need much to come, she was sure.

“Fuck me Hannah…please fuck me…I need to come…”

“Mmm, you beg so good, pet. Pay attention, Hannah. Paige knows exactly how to behave. Now do what you’re told.”

Hannah gently touched Paige’s swollen sex. Her lips were too slick, and Hannah had to hold on tighter. The artist was still gaping from having the girthy toy in her moments ago, but Hannah still spread her lips wider. She didn’t believe the thing would fit. The head fit against Paige’s glistening hole and the artist lifted her hips to push onto it. The head popped right inside her. It slipped so easily into that excited canal that Hannah fed it into her friend without trying. The dildo pushed deeper and deeper until only the wide base in Hannah’s hand was exposed.

“Ahhh…fuck…yesss…fuck me…tell her Daddy…make her…”

Nate pulled on Hannah’s ponytail. She winced. “Do as you’re told, Hannah.”

“Yes…Da…sir.”

Of all the firsts she’d experienced lately, that was the strangest. Hannah did as her Master demanded and fucked her friend with the big toy. Paige wailed. Her massive tits jiggled crazily when she shook and thrust her hips back at the object. Hannah felt silly that she feared hurting her. The artist loved her fake dick. As those fears slipped away, she thrust it harder into her friend. The louder Paige got, the faster Hannah fucked her with the dildo.

“Pull her clamps,” Nate ordered. He yanked Hannah’s ponytail again when she didn’t instantly comply. “Do it.”

Hannah warily did what her Master demanded. She lightly pulled the chain connecting the nipple clamps, afraid of hurting her friend.

“Ahhh god…yesss…fuck me…harder…fuck me…yesss…”

“Harder!” Nate demanded.

Paige was submissive, but Hannah wasn’t in charge. She felt power over her friend, but she was Nate’s tool. Being in the middle of the couple was confusing and intoxicating. The power she had over Paige was exciting, but she burned to submit to her Master when he pulled her hair. Hannah was just trying to be a good girl and please them both. She pulled the nipple clamps and fucked Paige harder with the toy. The artist howled. Hannah felt like she was trapped in the strangest erotic dream.

Nate completed the circuit when he fed Hannah his cock. She opened wide and he stuffed her mouth. He wasn’t fully hard yet, which only made Hannah lovingly suck him to prove her worth. Their three bodies moved as one. Paige thrust her hips off the floor to fuck the toy back, while Hannah pistoned the thing into her and stretched her swollen tips, and Nate slowly fucked Hannah’s mouth so she could make oral love to his cock.

“Ahhh…fuck…yesss…yesss…oh god yesss!” Paige’s screams left no doubt that she finally achieved the climax she’d been begging for.

Hannah kept mindlessly riding the toy into her friend until Nate took his cock from her mouth and pulled her back by her hair. His meat pulsed in her face, nearly ready to fill her and give her what she so desperately desired. Hannah was ready to beg just like Paige did. Nate used her ponytail as a handle to guide her to lay back on the floor. The toy slipped out of Paige’s pussy again, too slick to be held inside. Hannah was sure Nate was finally going to fuck her.

Nate didn’t mount Hannah. He knelt beside his wife and unclipped one of her wrists from her thigh. Paige was still high from her powerful orgasm and had a wild look in her eyes, nodded, and awkwardly got to her knees. Hannah didn’t understand why Nate didn’t unclip both of her wrists. Paige picked up the buzzing toy.

“It’s time for your reward, Hannah. You’ve been a very good girl today,” Nate said.

“Are you going to fuck me, sir? Daddy?”

“Something like that,” he promised, holding her thighs apart.

Hannah realized the plan too late. Paige crawled between her open legs and brandished the huge sex toy. Nate grinned. Hannah tried to close her legs, but he was much too strong and kept them spread. She began to sit up, but was sternly ordered, “Stay.”

“I promise you’re going to love this, Hannah. Just let go,” Paige said, still breathless from coming so hard.

“Guys, I don’t know…”

Paige teased the fat, blunt head up and down Hannah’s slick furrow. Pleasure radiated from the touch and Hannah whimpered, but she was still unconvinced. Besides, the thing had just been inside her friend. They’d shared a lot, but was this a good idea? The time for doubt was over. Paige pushed, and after a moment of resistance, the wide tip slipped inside her. She kept pushing, and the tenant let out a long, low moan as she was filled by the vibrating dildo.

The expected pain did not come. Hannah was so soaked from all the teasing that she was more than lubricated enough to accept the thick fake cock into her canal. God, it opened her! She’d never had a real cock that big. She didn’t even think real men were that big. Nate was thick—and she was dying to feel him open her pussy—but the dildo was in another league. It kept going and going like it would run straight through her. She clung to it so tightly that its vibrations rolled out from her core through her entire body. Hannah’s mouth hung open. All she could do was gasp.

“I knew you could take it, Hannah. Don’t doubt yourself, or me. Everything I have planned for you is for your pleasure,” Nate said, pleased to be proven right.

“Awww god…fuck…awww fuck…”

“She’s so horny, Daddy. She needs it. Hannah needs all the dick she can get,” Paige taunted. She was back in her rightful place, having the upper hand on Hannah.

“Is that so, Hannah? Do you need all the dick?” Nate asked.

“Awww fuck…yesss…yesss sir…fuck…”

Nate rubbed her clit and she saw stars. It was the first of many orgasms she knew were coming. If they didn’t, Hannah might have murdered the couple.

“This greedy little cunt needs to be filled, doesn’t it Hannah?”

“Yesss…aww fuck yesss…please…” She didn’t even know what she was begging for. She would have agreed to anything if they kept making her feel so good.

“Invite your friends over, Daddy. I bet Hannah could take them all,” Paige said.

“Could you, Hannah? If my friends line up, could you handle them all? I have to warn you, some of them can be quite rough.”

“Aww god…fuck…aww fuck me…”

Hannah wouldn’t say the words her Master wanted, but in her head, she cried, Yes! Oh god yes, they can all fuck me! I need someone to fuck me! The dark fantasy of a line of anonymous men all there to fuck her triggered something primal in the suburban mom—the kind of dark fantasy a woman like her was never supposed to consider. How many friends did he have? Three? Four? A dozen? Hannah thought about a dozen men using her and came again. Paige just held the buzzing toy inside her and Hannah pushed her hips at it. She needed to be fucked.

“See how bad she needs it, Daddy? Hannah’s a true slut!”

“She is an eager whore, isn’t she, baby? Think of all the things we can do with her.”

“Yesss! Fuck me! Please fuck me!”

“Give her what she needs, pet. Hannah hasn’t had a real fucking for so long. Remind her how it feels.”

They talked about her like she was an object. Hannah was their fucktoy. The rational part of her brain that she’d locked away recoiled. I am not a sex object! I’m no one’s fucktoy! The rest of her didn’t care. The part of Hannah that was in control wanted to be her Master’s fucktoy. All she wanted to do was please her…Daddy.

“Fuck me…please sir…please Daddy…I need it! I do!”

Paige’s musical laugh was almost sweet, like she wasn’t tormenting the soccer mom with a sex toy. Mercy was finally shown. The violet-haired artist moved the dildo, slowly sawing it in and out of Hannah’s dripping pussy. Her stretched hole squished when the toy was pushed back in.

Hannah looked down her body and was stunned by how much of the toy disappeared inside her. She’d never bought into the cliché and thought size was a thing, but god did she love being stretched open. Her hips lifted from the floor to push back and pull the fake cock inside her. Nate didn’t have to hold her legs open any longer.

The toy pistoned in and out of her and Hannah wailed. The first orgasm ripped through her, and it felt like she never stopped coming. Paige savaged her pussy with that toy and the soccer mom kept wailing and begging for more. The couple had fully dominated her. She was fully their creature in that moment. All pretense of morality had been stripped away and Hannah felt nothing but pure sexual energy.

“Fuck her mouth, Daddy! Make her take it all!” Paige urged. She was on fire.

“Hmm, have you ever had it at both ends, Hannah? I bet not.”

“Ohhh…fuck…Daddy…I…I…fuck…oh god…”

Nate knelt beside her head and did as his wife demanded, feeding his thick meat into Hannah’s open, moaning mouth. She barely had time to breathe before he plunged it deep. He cradled the back of her head to angle it up and used her mouth for his pleasure. Hannah was happy to surrender it to her daddy, but she needed to breathe. Her moans never stopped, and the strangest sounds came from her. They were inhuman sounds. Hannah didn’t feel fully human. She was a sex machine built for pleasure.

“What a good girl,” Nate grunted, thrusting so deep into her throat that his balls slapped Hannah’s cheek. He pulled and twisted one of her thick tips. The sharp pain exquisitely intertwined with her pleasure. “You were made to take cock, sweetheart, you just didn’t know it. No one’s ever used your body properly, but now Daddy’s here to teach you.”

Yes! Teach me, Daddy! Give me your cock and teach me, Daddy! Please! I’ll be the best girl! I’ll be your best whore! Hannah would have cried the words if her mouth hadn’t been full. In the throes of orgasm, she wanted Nate to own her.

The couple could have used Hannah all night, but Nate pulled out of her mouth. His shaft dripped her copious saliva back onto her face. He pumped his shaft and his reward followed, spurting onto her face and then all over her tits. He ordered Hannah to open her mouth and blasted the last of it there. The soccer mom happily swallowed his essence. He plunged back into her mouth, and she eagerly cleaned him.

Paige was on Hannah the moment their daddy moved away. She licked the cum from Hannah’s tits, sucking her throbbing nipples in the process. The toy slipped out of the tenant, abandoned to buzz on the floor. Paige thoroughly sucked and licked her tits to get every bit of her daddy’s load and then deeply kissed the soccer mom. Hannah tasted the jizz in her mouth and fiercely kissed her back. When Paige pulled back, Hannah was a puddle on the floor.

Nate stood over them, zipping up his pants. Hannah was dazed, like she’d just fallen back into her exhausted body after an out-of-body experience. She still tremored from the pleasure coursing through her body.

“That was wonderful, Hannah. Thanks for coming down,” Nate said. “But you’d better get back upstairs before you’re missed.”

Oh shit, Hannah thought. So much had happened. It felt like she’d been down at the Rawlings’ all night, but had it even been a half hour? She rolled over and crawled to her clothes, piled on the floor. Her phone was in the back pocket of her jeans. How she must have looked, crawling naked across the floor! There were no texts from Tommy. Miraculously, she’d only been downstairs for about forty minutes. Her son probably didn’t even register that she was gone. She doubted he’d ever even looked up from his computer.

“I…guys…I don’t know what…” Hannah stammered.

Paige came over, both hands now freed. She bent down and held Hannah’s face and kissed her. The kiss was sweeter than the last but still passionate—and possessive. “You don’t have to say anything, honey. There’ll be plenty of time to talk. Just go on home and be a good mom.”

Hannah struggled back into her clothes, and once again, she did as she was told.


eight
. . .



“I like this place,” Whitney said, walking into Hannah’s small living room. “It feels very you.”

“Are you sure about that? This is nothing like my house with Tom.”

“I wouldn’t say it’s nothing like your old house. There were always funky touches that I thought reflected who you really were, or who you aspired to be. But this place is all you. I like it.”

“Thanks. I made most of the decorating decisions in our house, too, but mostly because Tom didn’t care about that stuff. He only spoke up if he truly hated something.”

“Do a lot of men have strong opinions on interior decorating? Think about how most of their places looked when we met them.”

Hannah smiled thinking about how basic Tom’s place was when they met. A lot of non-descript Ikea furniture and non-matching glassware. Random branded pint glasses were not a theme.

“What’s Charlie’s place like?” Whitney asked.

“I never got to see his place.”

“Uh oh. Your use of past tense doesn’t bode well. Did that run its course?”

“Something like that.”

“Do you want to tell me about it?”

“I need someone to talk to. That’s why I invited you over. I hope that’s not terrible.”

Whitney hugged her friend. “Of course not. I’m always here for you.”

“We need drinks before I get into all this. What can I get you?”

“What beer do you have?”

Hannah liked that her friend drank beer and not exclusively wine or White Claw like all the other suburban moms. If anyone could understand what Hannah was going through—something she didn’t even understand—it was Whitney. She was sure her therapist friend heard crazier things in her practice. At least, Hannah hoped she did.

The women settled in on Hannah’s art deco couch with their beers and she tried to decide where to begin. She had so many big feelings around everything that had been happening and had to push past shame over her behavior to talk about the wilder things she’d done with the Rawlings.

“The thing with Charlie is finished,” Hannah said, starting with the easiest part. “We went out a few times and I never did see his place, which isn’t why I ended it, but that’s definitely weird. I felt like he was actively avoiding taking me home last time I saw him.”

“Married, do you think?”

“Maybe? I don’t know. I don’t see that, but something was going on. Maybe he was just weird about his space. Some people are like that.”

Whitney laughed. “More people than you’d think, especially post-COVID. So, was there a reason, or it didn’t get far enough to need a reason.”

The question was fair. Normal Hannah would certainly have said it got far enough to need a reason. How many times did she have sex with Charlie? But she’d changed, and she needed more excitement than he could provide. Did admitting that make her sound like a bitch? More importantly, why did she care? Hannah wanted to be past caring about not being a bitch.

“He wasn’t… Honestly, Charlie was just too boring. He’s a very nice man, and I’m sure he’ll be a great catch for someone—he would fit right in with our crowd—but I need something else right now. Someone else.”

“Charlie couldn’t ring your bell?” Whitney smirked.

“That was part of it.” Hannah laughed. “God, I feel shitty. I know sex isn’t the most important thing, but it does matter!”

“There’s a serious problem when it stops mattering,” Whitney agreed.

“He was so great in so many ways, and he talked a good game, but he was too laid back. Passive? I’ve been married to a man who didn’t do anything unless I took the initiative. I don’t want that again. Now, I know this sounds weird, but he was just too nice. He treated me like a porcelain doll. And believe me, I showed him he didn’t have to be so gentle and considerate all the time. Okay, I am a bitch. Most women would kill for a considerate guy.”

“Considerate doesn’t have to be boring. It sounds like you were bored. But I’m proud of you for being able to verbalize what you wanted. Don’t blame yourself if Charlie couldn’t respond to that.”

Hannah sipped her beer and tried not to blush at what she was about to admit. “I didn’t exactly verbalize what I wanted. I guess I did sometimes, but it was more showing instead of telling.”

“Really? I get why you wanted a drink before sharing.”

Hannah laughed, thinking how nearly everything she did with Charlie was tame compared to her behavior with the Rawlings. “I’m afraid I was a terrible slut with Charlie.”

“You told me you screwed him on the first date. I don’t think that makes you a terrible slut. This isn’t 1960.”

“I also screwed him on the second date. I threw myself at him both times. I don’t know if the poor guy knew what hit him. He certainly didn’t pick up what I was laying down.”

“Sounds like you were pretty clear. Most guys would kill themselves for something like that. Do you think any of the other moms ever throw themselves at their husbands anymore?”

“Maybe Erica, just so she can hate fuck him.”

Both women laughed, and Whitney replied, “You’re probably right. It wouldn’t be because she actually wanted to be near him. But I still don’t hear how you’re a terrible slut. Letting your partner know what you need doesn’t make you a slut.”

“What if I blew him in a parking garage downtown? That was our last date. I don’t know if it was even a date. We met for drinks, I blew him in a parking garage, and I came home.”

Whitney’s eyes were wide. Hannah was ready to hold back everything else she was going to tell her friend. If a semi-public blowjob was too shocking… “Say something, Whit.”

“Okay, I am surprised, but not in a bad way. That’s awesome, Hannah. I love that you had the confidence to do that. I think we’ve all had our daring, public escapades.”

“At our age?”

“Don’t make us sound old. Women in their forties are even more sexual than we were in our twenties. We know our bodies and we know what we want. Good for you for going on your knees like that. I’m proud of you! And if he didn’t drag you right back to his place for more, that’s totally on him. I wouldn’t have seen him again either.”

“Thank you. Maybe I’ll be ready to settle down with a guy like Charlie after I’ve sowed some oats, but he’s not what I need right now.”

“You need a take charge man.”

“Exactly, Whit.” Hannah stopped to think but said what was on her mind anyway. “I don’t want to have to strip and drag a man to my bed. I want a man who’ll push me to my knees.”

“In a parking garage.”

“Maybe.” Hannah smiled.

“I’m hearing that you need a take-charge man. You’re tired of being in the driver’s seat. Maybe you even want a dominant man. Before you freak out, I don’t mean that in a controlling, abusive way. I mean in the fun, bedroom, let’s get a little rough kind of way.”

“Exactly, Whit.” Hannah sipped her beer rather than admit she’d already met that man. He just happened to be married to someone else and was uber-dominant.

“Someone like your downstairs neighbor. Did you ever determine if that couple is poly, or was it all in your dirty mind?”

“Oh, they’re poly. That’s one word for it.” Hannah couldn’t keep the smile off her lips. “I don’t know what to say they are. Not exactly. They’re lots of things.”

Whitney leaned forward on the couch. “And it sounds like you have some personal experience. Was it easy to move on from Charlie because you already had something else going on?”

“Look, I need another beer,” Hannah said, draining her bottle. “Do you want one while I’m up?”

“Why not?”

Hannah used the delay to decide what she was prepared to tell Whitney, or if she should tell her friend anything at all. She couldn’t bear it if her friend looked at her differently after her confession. Hannah didn’t even see herself the same when she looked in the mirror now. She didn’t know who she was.

“Before I go on, I need to be sure none of this leaves this apartment. Aren’t you sworn to confidentially or something?”

Whitney laughed. “You’re not a client, Hannah. And you couldn’t be because we’re friends. But you know you can trust me. Besides, I’m sure it’s not as scandalous as you think it is. People are doing all kinds of things now. It’s very healthy that alternative lifestyles are becoming normalized.”

“I don’t know if I’m an alternate lifestyle person. At least, I never thought I was. I still don’t think I am. I couldn’t live like that. God, I don’t know what I’m saying. I’ve fallen into something super weird. I don’t quite know how it happened, and I don’t know what I should do about it.”

“Hannah, you’re not doing anything against your will, are you? Is anyone making you feel like you have to do things?”

Whitney’s concern was touching, but it was misplaced. Nate gave her commands, but Hannah understood that he never forced her to do anything, just as he never forced Paige to do anything—as far as she knew. Both women were Nate’s willing subjects. Hannah did as she was told because she wanted to.

“No one makes me do anything. It’s hard to believe, but everything I’ve done happened because I wanted it. I didn’t know I wanted it, but Nate, and Paige, have a way of showing me things I didn’t even know were possible. And it’s kind of scary because I don’t know where it stops. I don’t know where my limits are.”

“It’s important to have limits, Hannah. Don’t let this couple force you into anything that makes you uncomfortable.”

“A lot of it makes me uncomfortable, Whit, but that’s part of the excitement. I don’t know what’s going to happen next, and after an entirely predictable life, that’s thrilling.”

“Okay, so not bad uncomfortable.”

“No, not really. Honestly, I don’t entirely know what to think. A lot of this stuff should be bad. The stuff he—they—make me do, it’s so…dirty.”

“Make you do?”

“Not make. I know I can always say no, but I don’t want to, and I don’t entirely understand that either. We’re not supposed to obey if a man orders us to strip—or worse, get on our knees. A self-respecting woman should smack a man like that. Like you said, it’s not 1960…or 1980…or 2000. What would you do if a man demanded you strip when you walk into the room?”

Whitney smiled. “It depends on the man.”

“Cal?”

“It depends on my mood.”

They both laughed.

“Maybe you’re a bad example. Anyway, letting a man tell me what to do feels wrong. It really feels wrong when it’s sexual. It should feel rapey.”

“But it doesn’t?”

Hannah looked away and was glad she didn’t blush this time. She was moving past that. “It doesn’t. Nate’s power is quiet. If you listen, it’s because you want to. It’s not rapey because when he demands something I want it too. I want to please him.”

“It sounds to me like you’ve fallen into a classic dominant-submissive relationship, which can be very fulfilling when everyone is willingly on board. There’s no reason you shouldn’t pursue this if it’s something you want, Hannah. You’ve mentioned Paige a couple of times. How does she fit into this? Are she and Nate in an open marriage? Are they poly? Are you sure she’s a willing participant in all of this? People often go along with an open marriage because they don’t want to get divorced, not because they really want to share their partner.”

“Paige isn’t being pushed into anything. Believe me. She’s just as active a participant as Nate.” Hannah thought about the new and strange feelings her landlord stirred inside her. The artist took control of Hannah just as easily as her husband did. “She’s submissive to Nate—her daddy—but she knows how to take charge when she wants something.”

“Oh?” Whitney’s eyebrows went up. She wasn’t expecting that. The therapist had taken everything in stride up until that point. Hannah was happy that she could shock her friend. “Do you care to elaborate?”

Hannah felt the heat rising to her cheeks again. Talking about all of it generally was much easier than admitting to any of the things she’d actually done with the Rawlings.

“Paige was the first one to…uh…seduce me. God, I hate saying it like that. That makes it sound like I’m some fucking virginal naïf who doesn’t know any better or doesn’t have any autonomy. I wasn’t some sheltered housewife waiting to be seduced. Okay, maybe I was a little bit, but fuck…

“Okay, Paige seduced me. I went down to talk to her because I was so confused and feeling vulnerable, and she pounced. I was so frustrated—and horny—and Paige just saw right through me. She seemed to see all of that and was all over me. And I…let her…”

“Because you liked it?”

“Yeah, Whit. I liked it. It wasn’t anything like I’ve ever done before. It wasn’t even like what I thought it would be like to be with another woman—she was in control—but yeah, I loved it. I loved it so much it completely turned my head around.” Hannah smiled and sipped her beer.

Whitney calculated before speaking. “So, the first time you and Paige were together, who took charge? She dominated you?”

“Sort of? I guess it didn’t quite feel that way at the start, but it became clear that Paige was in charge, and I followed her lead. She told me what she wanted, and I did it.”

“And you liked that?”

“Is that bad, Whit?”

“Not if you liked it. And it was just the two of you?”

“At first. Paige took me back to their bedroom, and while she was… while we were… while we were doing stuff, Nate came in and joined us.”

Hannah felt silly for being unable to be completely open with Whitney, but she was not about to tell her friend from her old life that she let Paige ride her face.

“Did he ask? Did he get your consent? You know, if he just started in, that’s not okay, Hannah.”

“He didn’t do anything I didn’t want, Whit.” Hannah knew she sounded defensive, but she didn’t like what Whitney implied. Nate might have just shoved his cock down her throat, but only after she kissed it, and then Hannah eagerly sucked it like the good whore he told her she was. Nate made Hannah proud to be his whore.

“I just want to make sure, that’s all. There are rules to follow in the BDSM community. I’m not talking about silly 50 Shades stuff, but real protocols that keep people safe. If you’re going to be doing this, you need to understand them, and make sure this couple does too. Safe, sane, and consensual is essential.”

“Okay, mom.”

“Very funny, but I’m serious.”

“I know. I get it. But I’m not worried about Nate or Paige hurting me, or even really forcing me into anything. Deep down, I think I’m afraid of myself. I’m afraid of what I might be capable of doing.”

“You’re scared of the things that turn you on?”

“Exactly. I don’t know that we’ve even done a lot so far. I haven’t had sex—intercourse—with Nate. He’s teased the hell out of me—Paige calls it edging—and I’ve let him put his dick in my mouth whenever he’s wanted to, but he hasn’t fucked me yet, even when I…” She stopped short of admitting she’d begged Nate to fuck her.

Whitney’s smile was maybe too understanding. “Edging can be a lot of fun if the person knows what they’re doing. An orgasm denied or delayed is extremely powerful when it finally comes.”

“Why does it sound like you’ve done more than read an article about this? Is edging something I should have known about?”

“There’s no reason you should know what edging is, but knowing isn’t bad either. Do you think Brenda or Tara know what it is? As for what I know, I told you Cal and I like to have fun. Experimenting keeps our marriage fresh.”

“Cal edges you? God, how can you stand it? I go out of my mind!” The words rushed out. Hannah was thrilled to have someone to talk to about any of it, other than Paige.

“Who said Cal edges me?” Whitney sipped her beer and shut up.

“Oh, I see. No wonder Paige’s behavior didn’t shock you.”

“I’m not Cal’s dom if that’s what you’re getting at. We just like to play and tease each other, that’s all. Sometimes he’s the tease, and sometimes I am. It sounds like Paige and Nate switch off who’s the dom, which is more common than you’d think. A lot of people enjoy taking both roles.”

“I don’t think they switch off. From what I’ve seen—and heard—Nate is always the daddy.”

“Nate’s the daddy?

“That’s what he likes to be called.”

“You did say that. Okay. Nate doms her, but Paige gets to dom you? I think I understand now.”

“I don’t know if I’d say Paige doms me,” Hannah protested, even though it was mostly true.

Submitting to another woman still spun her around in a way that giving Nate control did not. Hannah also refrained from sharing how she dommed Paige the last time they were all together. She was definitely in control when she fucked the artist with that huge toy and pulled on her nipple clamps—sort of. She was ultimately Nate’s tool. Hannah still loved the rush of power.

“Anyway, the important point is that everyone is having fun, and no one is being forced into anything.”

“Right,” Hannah agreed.

“Then it sounds to me that your problem is that you don’t think you should like the things you like.”

“I guess that’s most of it, yes. What does it say about me if I get off on a man telling me what to do like that? Or a woman? I’m strong, Whit. I’m nobody’s pushover.”

“It says that you like giving up control sexually, which is very common Hannah. There is no reason to be ashamed of that. It doesn’t mean you’re not strong. You need to be strong to admit what you like when it goes against societal norms.”

“I’m not a pervert because I like these things? I’m not some kind of kinky freak?”

“I don’t know about the kinky part, but you’re not a freak. There is nothing wrong with you, Hannah. I don’t know that I’d go raving about how awesome it is to strip for your landlord and suck his dick on command at our next soccer game, but you should be secure knowing that there is nothing wrong with you.

“You were with the same man for a very long time, and now the world has opened up to you. It’s natural that you want to explore and figure out what you want. And I’m proud of you for having the courage to do it.”

“So, I shouldn’t ask Brenda how hard she likes to be spanked?”

Both women laughed so hard they nearly fell off the couch.

“I’m glad I finally invited you over, Whit. I needed this.”

“Anytime, Hannah. Although I have to admit, my curiosity is killing me. I wish your landlords stopped up to say hi while I was here.”

“You’re not serious, are you?”

“Get your mind out of the gutter, Hannah. I don’t know how Cal would feel if I came home and told him I let a strange couple seduce me.”

“He might like it, given your swinger past…”

“Hey, I said we weren’t swingers, not really. Don’t you use that against me! I have plenty of ammunition on you now. I’m just very curious about this couple who’ve captivated you.”

“Maybe you’ll meet them sometime if you’re lucky. If you think you can handle it, Whit.”

“I’m not afraid of them. Maybe all of you should be afraid of me.”

They laughed again, but Hannah began to wonder what Whitney was capable of. She pushed that thought down. She was not about to start having crazy sexual thoughts about her friends. They were not all as depraved as she was.
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Is this what they want? Hannah wondered, looking in the mirror. She was filled with butterflies because she'd been summoned downstairs again. The only communications she had with the Rawlings for several days were requests for selfies, which she fulfilled against her better judgment. She was careful to avoid getting her face in the photos, but still understood sending them was a bad idea.

Hannah didn't know what she expected because she didn't know how any of this worked. Part of her thought the Rawlings would call her down to their apartment to use her body every day. She didn’t think she wanted that but feared she wouldn’t refuse Nate if that was what he wanted from her. Deep down, she was afraid she wouldn’t refuse him anything.

The outfit Nate requested was something she’d wear to the grocery store. He wasn’t more specific, but Hannah understood what he was going for. She didn’t want to disappoint him by being real about it. Half the time, she ran to the store in whatever she’d thrown on to clean the house, with her hair pulled up and no makeup. Nate wanted the MILF fantasy, not the harried mom reality.

Hannah chose black leggings and a knit top with a scooped neckline. There was nothing inherently sexy about the outfit, although she knew the top hung open when she leaned forward. Hannah always wore a cami under it in her old life. Today, she wasn’t even wearing a bra. Nate didn’t want any underwear. Her dark hair was pulled into a ponytail because she knew he liked that. She’d just had her roots re-done and added lighter highlights than usual. Her hair was reddish in the right light.

Paige answered the door wearing nothing but an intricate leather harness—not even her glasses. The red leather straps crisscrossed her body in a way that framed her large breasts and sex, connecting at various points with steel rings. The thing didn’t look comfortable at all, but Hannah understood that comfort was not the point. She tried to understand what she was looking at, but Paige ushered her directly back to the bedroom.

Nate sat on the foot of the bed with his feet up on the bench and his arms rested on his knees. He looked as casual as if he’d been sitting in the park, except that he was naked but for tight black boxer briefs. Seeing him in nothing but his underwear and those Buddy Holly glasses was almost comical. Hannah decided she liked his lean body more every time it was exposed to her. She felt silly for wondering if he was her type the first time they met. Paige stayed behind her like she was ready to stop Hannah if she tried to run.

“Very pretty, Hannah. I hope we didn’t tear you away from something important,” Nate said.

“I was just doing laundry. Tommy had a game, but that was early this morning. This is his weekend with his dad.”

Hannah felt odd talking about mundane, normal life things when she was the only fully dressed person in the dungeon-like bedroom. The bedroom was more dungeon-like than usual. A padded bench contraption occupied the space in front of the bed. Her stomach dropped thinking about what it could be used for.

“Thank your daddy for the compliment, honey. Don’t make him angry,” Paige whispered from behind. Hannah felt the hard tips of Paige’s globes press into her back, even through her shirt.

“Uh, thank you, sir. I hoped you’d think I looked like a hot MILF.”

“I’m sure you always look pretty. That’s the beauty of a true MILF like you, Hannah. You can go from being cute and pretty to being drop-dead sexy in a heartbeat. All you need is the right inspiration.”

“Thank you, sir,” she replied, looking down. It had been so long since she routinely received compliments that she still didn’t quite know how to accept them.

“Come closer, Hannah.”

Hannah moved around the bench to stand to his left. Nate was more powerful up close. Her heart fluttered. She looked at the mass of tattoos on his upper body. She’d never had the chance to really look at him up close like this. Much of his upper arm looked like a mass of bodies twisted together. It was unclear if they were fucking or being tortured. Either way, the design gave her chills. A man like Nate was so far outside of her experience. His forearm was decorated with images that seemed randomly chosen.

“Yes, so hot Hannah,” he said, tilting her face to make her look at him.

“Thank you, sir.”

The words were barely spoken when he kissed her. Hannah was confused because the kiss was tender, not consuming. It was a lover’s kiss, not a controlling kiss. The surprising gentleness melted her. She reached down and touched his bare chest and shoulders. He tickled the back of her neck and played with her ponytail while his tongue slipped into her mouth.

Hannah felt Paige watching them and it made her uncomfortable. The moment felt more intimate than when she had her friend’s husband’s cock in her mouth. Hannah was breathless. She didn’t know what to do with a romantic kiss from Nate. She wanted to kiss him again the moment they stopped and chased his lips.

“Such an eager whore.” He smiled when he said it, but she still felt a shiver when he called her a whore. Hannah thought she liked it because she knew she shouldn’t.

“Yes, sir.”

Nate ran his thumb across her lips, smearing the subtle pink lipstick she’d applied, and she sucked it. “Are you going to be a good girl today, Hannah?”

“I’m going to try,” she replied, quickly adding a forgotten, “sir.”

“I’ll have fun either way.”

Nate groped her, paying special attention to where her tightened nipples already formed dents in her top. It was very obvious she was braless in the loose knit top. A hoodie or a sweater would have gone over it if she really ran out to the store and wasn’t wearing a bra. She trembled when he flicked her excited tips.

“Paige, undress Hannah and prepare her for me.”

“My pleasure, Daddy. Come here, honey.”

Hannah hated leaving Nate’s side and dreaded the wicked smile on her friend’s face. Paige took her back to the other side of the weird bench and stood so close Hannah thought they were going to hug. The artist kept that unsettling smile when she looked up at Hannah. Hannah trembled when Paige touched her sides. It felt that even the slightest touch brought a sexual response. Fingers tickled under her top and she squirmed.

“Hold still, Hannah.”

“I can’t help it. I’m ticklish. I think you’re doing it intentionally.” She tried so hard to suppress her giggles.

“Would I do that?” Paige’s fingertips scrambled faster on her friend’s flesh.

“Aha! God, don’t do that!” Hannah turned red and shuffled her feet, trying to control herself.

“I’m not doing anything.” Paige couldn’t even manage to sound innocent.

Paige’s fingers danced up and down Hannah’s sides and she lost it. She laughed and wiggled and danced. Paige would not be deterred when Hannah tried to shove her hands away. You’d better not pee your pants in front of them, she thought. She didn’t know what to do, so she kissed Paige. Her tongue thrust into her friend’s mouth, and she realized that the tickling was strangely erotic. Hannah liked hands on her, but she couldn’t recall getting aroused by tickling before.

Hannah held Paige’s face, and the woman’s fingernails danced up and down her back. The sensation gave Hannah all the good chills. She raised her arms to let Paige pull the top over her head. The women went right back to making out, their breasts mashed together. Hannah still wasn’t quite used to feeling a feminine body against hers. She massaged where the artist’s big globes spilled to the sides.

“Stop trying to distract me, bad girl,” Paige giggled, breaking their kiss.

“It felt good. I don’t think it’s bad,” Hannah protested. Her brief control over the woman the last time they were together gave her newfound confidence. She was happy to be confident in some area of the whole twisted experience.

“It’s bad because I’m not doing what Daddy said.”

“I thought you liked to be punished.”

“Not always.”

Paige slid around behind Hannah and rolled the black leggings down her body. Hannah kicked out of her All Stars and stepped up so her leggings could be completely stripped away. Paige took the opportunity to nibble on one of Hannah’s cheeks while she knelt behind her. The taller woman yelped.

“Cute,” Nate chuckled. “I could watch you kittens play all day, but I do have a plan. Don’t dally girls.”

“I think you’re going to enjoy this,” Paige promised, kissing her one last time and nudging her toward the bench.

“What is that thing? What’s happening?” Hannah asked.

“You’re going to do as you’re told,” Nate said like it was obvious.

The bench had a heavy frame of dark wood. The seat and back were large black leather cushions. At least, Hannah thought the angled top part was a backrest. Paige pushed her into a kneeling position on the thing, with her chest against the backrest. It was almost like a weird version of one of those backward chairs they used for massages at the mall. Now that she was closer, Hannah saw small rings affixed to different points of the frame. Her stomach knotted again.

“What is this for?” she asked.

“You’ll find out if you stop asking questions,” Paige said, pushing her chest flush to the bench. “Move up a little. There, that’s perfect.”

Hannah was positioned so her breasts sat just above the top, resting on it. Paige pulled a wide leather cuff from beneath the bench and fit it to Hannah’s wrist. The soccer mom tensed and pulled away.

“I don’t know about this.”

“I thought you were going to be a good girl today, Hannah,” Nate said.

“All the teasing and stuff is fun, so far, but I don’t know if I’m into this kind of stuff.”

“What kind of stuff?” Paige asked.

“Like, being tied down. I’ve never done anything like that. I don’t know if I can be helpless like that. And I like you guys, I really do, but I don’t know you that well.”

“I think I’m hurt, Hannah. We’ve shared so much already. You know things about Paige and me that few people know. We don’t let a lot of outsiders in. We’ve shown you complete trust.”

“I appreciate that…”

“Do you think we would hurt you?” Paige asked.

“No, I don’t think so, but…”

“Do you know what a safe word is, Hannah?” Nate asked.

“I believe I do. It’s like a BDSM thing, right?” She hadn’t moved. She still knelt on the bench.

“It’s a word that we all know you can use if you’re uncomfortable. If you say the word, everything stops. The safe word is sacred,” Paige said.

Hannah felt like she was being tag-teamed and peer pressured, and she didn’t like it. The Rawlings were not subtle. One had to admire that. She was not going to be pushed into doing something crazy—and yet, she still knelt on the bench.

Whitney had asked if her landlords had ever forced her to do anything. Hannah had surrendered willingly every time. But do I trust them this far? Letting them cuff her to the bench was extreme. She felt the same fear she’d experienced when Tom pushed her into zip-lining on a Hawaiian vacation years ago. She’d looked down from the platform and thought, No way! But she’d loved it. The rush was incredible. Is this my sexual zip-lining?

“I don’t want to force you to do anything, Hannah. We shouldn’t be doing any of this if you don’t trust us. I hoped you trusted us the same way we trust you, but if that’s not the case you should go. No hard feelings.”

Hannah stayed in her spot. Every instinct honed by being an upstanding, model suburban citizen screamed that she should grab her clothes and run. She paid her taxes and made sure the house was nice and volunteered. She’d even been a Sunday School teacher! Sunday School teachers did not allow their landlords to cuff them to furniture! This wasn’t even her husband asking to do this. Hannah couldn’t imagine Tom trying to tie her down. He wouldn’t know what to do with her once he’d done it.

“Pet, get her clothes for her,” Nate instructed.

Suddenly, the fear of missing out was stronger than the fear of what might happen. Hannah wasn’t sure she trusted the Rawlings to restrain her, but she didn’t want to walk out and return to who she’d been. She held out her wrist for Paige.

Nate gave his wife the nod and said, “What is your safe word, Hannah? Obviously, it needs to be something unusual that’s not going to naturally come up on its own.”

Thinking was difficult when Paige was fastening a wide leather cuff around her wrist. The inside was buttery soft, but she was not fooled. The artist buckled the cuff tight on her wrist. Hannah would not slip free. A steel clip dangled from the side, and Paige stretched her arm down and forward to fasten the clip to a ring low on the frame.

“I don’t know,” Hannah replied. Her mind was blank, and when a word popped into it, she didn’t want to use it for this. She thought of a lot of soccer-related terms. Suddenly, all she could think about was being a soccer mom. It was like the other soccer moms were standing off to the side and judging her for being such a filthy slut. Even Whitney scowled with disapproval. Would the petite therapist think this was okay or a step too far?

Paige was cuffing her other wrist and she blurted out, “Corn dogs.” It was the most popular item in the snack bar ever since they got a deep fryer. Hannah hated working with the deep fryer.

Nate laughed. “Okay, that’s original. It’s certainly not going to come up in this room. Corn dogs it is, Hannah.”

Hannah’s other wrist was secured to the bench frame, stretching both of her arms down and forward. Her chest was pulled tightly to the pad, almost uncomfortably so, with her breasts resting atop it like they were being displayed. She didn’t know how long she wanted to hold a position like that, which was likely the point. Hannah certainly felt helpless. Her heart raced.

"That isn’t so bad, is it?” Nate asked.

“I’m not sure yet.” Hannah didn’t know what to think. She couldn’t deny the thrill that raced through her veins, but she still thought this was a terrible idea.

Paige grabbed her leg and she tried to look over her shoulder but couldn’t see what the woman was doing. It was obvious when she felt a leather cuff on her ankle. She wiggled her leg, but Paige easily held her. The artist was stronger than she looked.

“Is that necessary?” Hannah asked.

“Daddy decides what’s necessary,” Paige answered pulling the cuff tight.

The ankle cuff was also clipped to the frame, followed by Hannah’s other ankle. It left her legs pulled apart, though not completely spread. She was spread enough. Hannah felt completely exposed and cringed thinking of the woman’s view behind her. She pulled against her restraints. There was wiggle room, but the soccer mom was not getting away from the weird bench. She was at the Rawlings’ mercy.

"Are you comfortable?” Nate asked, leaning forward to inspect her. More than ever, Hannah felt like their pet and didn’t know if she liked it.

“Does it matter?” More than ever, Hannah felt like his pet and didn’t know if she liked it.

Nate slid off the bed and set his glasses aside. He knelt in front of her so that they were at eye level. He tenderly caressed her cheek. The gesture was incongruous with being bound to a bench, but she softened all the same. The man had such a strange hold on her. She wished she understood it.

“Of course, it matters Hannah. Maybe you won’t always be comfortable, but everything I do will always be for your benefit and pleasure. I’m not just training you for me. I’m training you so that you can discover new parts of yourself.”

“And for yourself. You like the power.”

Punishment was swift, but not from Nate. Paige delivered the stinging blow to Hannah’s rear. The soccer mom tensed and tried to pull away, but only highlighted how helpless she was. That helplessness triggered a deep throb in her core that Hannah had never experienced before. Her yelp from the pain was followed by a deep, unexpected moan. Paige delivered another blow to her other cheek. Hannah whimpered. The throbbing built.

“Don’t be too harsh, pet. Hannah is still learning. I don’t think she means disrespect. Did you, Hannah?”

“No, sir.”

“Show Hannah you’re sorry, pet.”

“Yes, Daddy.”

It frustrated Hannah that she couldn’t see behind her. Anything Paige did back there came as a complete surprise. This surprise was a pleasant one. Her landlord’s soft lips pressed to Hannah’s stinging cheeks and softly kissed them. No one had ever literally kissed her ass before. The soft kisses turned the stinging to a warm glow. The kissing turned to licking and sucking, which felt more odd than sexy. Paige’s tongue slid lower.

“Ahhh…mmm…”

Paige got down low and slithered her tongue between Hannah’s lips. The soccer mom was fully exposed to the slippery invader exploring her slit. She pulled against her restraints again, but this time because she wanted to push back to Paige’s hungry mouth. The artist eagerly slurped at her sex, making Hannah tremble in her cuffs. Being so helpless made that throbbing in her core spread through her entire body. She hated that she was completely at the Rawlings’ mercy, but a dark part of her loved it.

“That’s enough. Hannah hasn’t earned a reward yet.”

“Sorry, Daddy. She just tastes so good.”

“You do have a delicious cunt, Hannah,” Nate said, softly kissing her. The situation was so weird that she was confused. Hannah had tasted herself on his lips, but she’d never received such a vulgar compliment from anyone but Nate. “Do you trust us, Hannah?”

Hannah nodded, but when he kept staring at her, she added, “Yes, sir. I trust you.”

“Good. We’re going to have all kinds of fun together, but to make sure it’s as pleasurable for you as possible, we’re going to start your training now.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Good girl.” He looked past her and nodded.

Hannah wished he would just tell her what was happening. The drama was all part of the show, but it wasn’t necessary. She would have done just about anything Nate asked of her—even if it frightened her. She hadn’t told him no yet. The restraints were unnecessary. And if he truly thought they were, she was frightened of what he might have in mind.

The fingers slipping into her crack were so unexpected that Hannah didn’t realize how slippery they were. She didn’t get touched there. There was no context. Paige wasn’t caressing her butt. Those slick fingers focused right in on Hannah’s tight rosebud. The soccer mom tensed. Anal was not part of her world. It was very much a part of the Rawlings’ world, she suspected.

Hannah pushed into the bench when Paige pressed. She was able to move her ass, but not enough to escape. She whined her frustration when she tried to close her legs and couldn’t. She even tried to reach back and push the fingers away, but her arms were immobile, of course.

“Relax, Hannah. This is necessary. I know you’ll thank me later,” Nate assured her, stroking her cheek and hair. The sweetness didn’t go with the fingers probing her rosebud.

Paige was insistent. She kept pressing that grasping sphincter and it relented. A slender finger penetrated Hannah’s ass and she grunted. The digit was gone again in an instant, only to return even slicker. The soccer mom tried to keep her back door clenched, but Paige slathered on so much lube that resistance was futile. That finger slithered deep into Hannah’s ass despite her best efforts. Her rosebud burned.

“I said, relax Hannah. It will hurt if you fight it,” Nate urged.

“I…don’t…do…that…” she replied through clenched teeth. It didn’t hurt as much as she feared it would, but the stinging was intense.

“Never? Your husband never tried to take your ass?”

Hannah was put off by his surprise, even through her haze of discomfort. What kind of woman does he think I am? Good moms don’t get fucked in the ass where I come from. That was true as far as she knew.

“No…Tom wasn’t…the type…uhnnn…”

“Just breathe, Hannah. Take a deep breath. Good girl.” He waited until Hannah mimicked his breathing. “And no guys wanted your ass before Tom? I find that hard to believe. You’ve got a sweet ass, Hannah. I wanted your ass the moment I saw it in those leggings.”

Paige added a second slick finger. Hannah groaned and felt her rosebud being stretched. It didn’t feel natural, but Nate was right. Deep breathing helped. One guy in college did try to put it in her ass, she remembered, but he didn’t even ask. He was fucking her from behind, pulled out, and tried to shove it in the wrong place. Hannah stopped him in his tracks. Good girls did not take it in the ass where she came from.

“Nooo…” she lied. He didn’t need to know everything. “It wasn’t…ahhh…such a big deal when I was…ahhh…young…back in the…mmm…stone age…”

Nate laughed. “You’re not that much older than me. Are you what, ten years older?”

Are we discussing this right now? she wondered, trying to concentrate on her breathing and not the pressure on her asshole. Paige kept sliding those two fingers in and out and they moved easier, but they still stung.

“I’m…older…Nate…sir…ahhh…”

“Relax your asshole, honey. Stop fighting me. This is totally going to be worth it,” Paige promised. She gave Hannah’s ass a swat that was somewhere between playful and serious. The soccer mom yelped and painfully tightened around Paige’s fingers. Her rosebud reflexively relaxed. Paige slid her finger even deeper and massaged. The pain lessened. She hated that Paige was right.

“Look at me, Hannah. You’re a sexy MILF. You are not old. You’re just hitting your prime. I’m thirty-three. I know you’re not that much older.”

Doesn’t being a MILF mean being older? she thought. She didn’t argue with him because she didn’t want to be spanked again, not with Paige’s fingers in her ass. Nor did Hannah point out that she was eleven years older than her Master. He didn’t need to know that either.

“Is she loosened up?” Nate asked.

“She’s getting there, Daddy. Hannah has a very tight back door.”

“I can’t believe no one’s ever tried to tap that ass. What a waste,” Nate said.

Until now, Hannah thought. She was afraid of giving Nate her ass. Paige’s fingers hurt. She couldn’t even imagine how much her Master’s thick cock would hurt if he tried to shove it back there. Would it even fit? Hannah still longed to feel him stretch her pussy open. He hadn’t even fucked her pussy yet—her cunt, he called it—but he was already planning to fuck her ass? Hannah had trouble believing that she would be strapped down to a bench the first time a man had her ass. Nate is going to fuck my ass? How did I get from my nice house in Kingston to this position? Hannah couldn’t fathom it.

“I think she’s ready, Daddy.”

"Just one more thing before we begin," Nate said.

We haven't begun? Hannah thought. That didn't compute. She felt like they were deep into it. Nate stepped out of view and returned with a rose-pink leather choker. Instead of the bent steel heart that Paige's had in the middle, this one had a ring with a tiny chrome heart hanging from it, like a locket.

Hannah understood now that the choker she'd seen on Paige that first day was really a collar, a symbol of her devotion to her daddy. The soccer mom didn't know if she was ready to let a man collar her like a pet. She didn't know if she ever would be. Hannah pulled hard against her restraints but went nowhere. The helplessness made her body buzz. She turned her head but couldn't stop Nate from fitting the collar at her throat. She could have, but Hannah didn't want to use her safe word. Paige swept her ponytail aside so he could buckle it at the back of her neck. The collar was snug, but surprisingly comfortable.

Nate grinned. “Now the real fun, begins.”
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Fun for who? Hannah wondered. She didn’t know how it was going to be fun having Nate’s fat meat shoved up her ass. Her mind whirled and the safe word eluded her when she grasped for it. Hannah could put a stop to everything. The Rawlings would release her if she demanded it. She would never have let them restrain her if she didn’t believe that. They wouldn’t demand the safe word. Hannah hoped she wasn’t naive in believing that.

Nate did not move around to her rear to stuff himself into her tight rosebud. He stood and flexed his knees because he’d been kneeling, but he did not assume the position. Paige removed her fingers. Hannah felt like her asshole gaped open. She swore she felt a cool breeze there. It had to be in her head.

“She’s already so wet, Daddy. She likes this,” Paige said, rubbing her fingers up and down the soccer mom’s exposed furrow.

“Is that true, Hannah? Do you like being restrained?” Nate asked.

He fondled her tits, which rested nicely on the top edge of the bench. Her tips were already thick with excitement, and she purred when he gently rolled and teased them. The new pleasure jumbled her thoughts further.

“I don’t know…sir.” Hannah truly didn’t. She was aroused, but she wasn’t comfortable with that, so did she like it? Sometimes she wished her mind wasn’t so complicated, but she’d always shied away from simple answers.

Something nudged Hannah’s sex, and it wasn’t Paige’s hand. It was blunt and nestled between her slick lips, promising to fill her, but it didn’t. She wiggled, trying to get a feel for what it was, and then Paige switched it on. The sex toy had a powerful rumble that rippled through Hannah’s entire body. Her pussy ignited and she nearly came on the spot.

“Ohhh god…ohhh fuck…” she moaned, closing her eyes so she could just feel. She instinctively wanted the thing inside her and pulled at her restraints but couldn’t move. Hannah groaned with frustration.

A smooth, tapered object slid into Hannah’s ass. It was thicker than Paige’s fingers but well-lubed. Her rosebud stretched for it. She was so distracted by the rumbling against her vulva that she didn’t complain. Hannah was too busy trying to control her moans in hopes of maintaining some dignity.

The cylinder had little bumps on its surface, so it wasn’t exactly smooth. Ribbed for her pleasure, Hannah ruefully thought. She didn’t hate the feeling, but the ridges reminded her how firmly she was stretched around it. The vibrating started and Hannah gasped. It felt good. Too good. She didn’t want to admit it, but her reaction gave her away. This anal sex toy wasn’t nearly as powerful as the rumbly thing nestled against her pussy, but the satisfying tingle in her ass was an entirely new sensation.

The toy pressed deeper into her ass, stretching her rosebud wider with its thicker base. Paige was opening her ass. Hannah was being prepared for Daddy.

“Hannah complains, but I think she’s a natural anal queen, Daddy. She’s taking this thing right in like a good girl.”

Nate held Hannah’s chin, forcing her to look up at him. He was smug, and she hated it, but she still wanted to be his good girl. “Is my pet right? Are you a natural anal queen, Hannah?”

“I…uhnn…fuck…I uhnn…no…” She barely got the words out between moans. Hannah wanted to say I don’t know, but that was too many words.

“Don’t worry, pet. We’ll find out,” he promised. He returned his hands to taunt her breasts.

“Uhnnn…fuck…”

Paige slowly fucked her ass with the slender toy. The other thing rumbled her core to new heights. It all felt too damn good. Hannah was losing control. She struggled with the restraints. Her instinct was to escape because while her body wanted to surrender—was already surrendering—her mind did not want to submit. Submitting to Nate like this meant questioning everything. But god, surrendering felt good. When she allowed that thought, Hannah raced right up to an orgasm.

The rumble stopped, robbing Hannah of her climax. She ground back against the thick-headed toy, one of the few motions she could make, but Paige took it away, leaving her pussy neglected and frustrated. But she did keep slowly fucking Hannah’s ass. Nate tugged her nipples. The shocks of pleasure deepened her moans.

“Her pussy is dripping, Daddy. She’s such an eager slut. She needs it so bad.” Paige ran her fingers along Hannah’s throbbing slit. The awful tease made the soccer mom want to smack her friend—if her hands had been free. She just had to take it.

“Do you need it, whore? Does that needy cunt need to be filled?” Nate asked, leaning in close. He tugged her tips just a little harder.

“I…ahhh…fuck…” Hannah resisted admitting it. She used every reserve of willpower.

Nate lessened the pressure on her nipples and massaged her breasts. The warm hands on her rounds felt so nice. He pulled her tips again and kissed her. Hannah shoved her tongue into his mouth like she was starving for his affection. Paige buried the toy in her ass and increased the vibrations. Hannah was losing her mind. She panted when Nate pulled back.

“Yes! Yesss…ohhh fuck…I need it…fuck me…PLEASE…I do need it, sir…Daddy…”

“Can I have your ass, pet?”

“Uhnn…I…ahhh…” Hannah didn’t want to say it. Paige wiggled the toy in her anal chute. “Yesss…let me come…fuck me…make me come and you can have my ass…please just fuck me Daddy…please…”

“Good girl. Such a good girl. Your daddy is so proud, Hannah.” He kissed her.

“Thank you sir…Daddy…will you…ahhh…will you fuck me please…”

“Soon, pet. Soon.” He nodded to Paige again.

The toy left her ass. Hannah missed it and hated that she did. I am not a natural anal queen, she defiantly thought. He can have my ass, but only because he wants it. Not because I need to be fucked in the ass. The rumbling toy returned to her vulva, fitting tightly against Hannah’s sex and it became all she could think about.

Hannah’s backdoor was not empty long. It still wasn’t her daddy—her Master—Nate. No, Paige assaulted her backdoor with something new. She assumed it was a new, larger vibrator. The artist was preparing her rear for her daddy. When Paige pushed, the new toy was much larger than the last. It still hurt, even with her insane arousal. The rumbling toy was not enough to distract her from being so painfully stretched.

Her rosebud was stretched to the breaking point, and then the toy just popped right into her. The relief was so sudden that she cried out. Her sphincter closed tightly around a narrower post and the thing was locked inside her ass.

The relief was followed by a realization that she was full. So very full. The new toy filled her ass in a way the slim vibrator did not. Her chute was stretched tight around it. Hannah felt a deep throbbing in her backdoor that combined with the rumbling toy taunting her pussy to give her a full-body pleasure she’d never felt before.

“Ohhh fuck…ohhh god…ohhh fuck…yeah…yeah…”

Nate smiled like he was genuinely thrilled for her. “You like that, don’t you pet?”

“Yeahhh…ohhh fuck…yeahhh…”

“That’s a vibrating anal plug. Show her, baby.” Nate paused and the thing in Hannah’s ass hummed. She cursed and closed her eyes, trying to keep her sanity. The restraints, the teasing, the ass play—it was just all too much. Hannah didn’t know how to handle it. “The plug is your new best friend, Hannah. We’re going to sync it to your phone as I can turn it on any time I like.”

“Ohhh god…nooo…fuck…”

“Oh yes, pet. That’s my ass now. I haven’t claimed it with my cock yet because we’re still training your ass, but make no mistake, Hannah. Your ass is already mine.”

Hannah looked at her Master—her Daddy—and she knew it was true. I’m lost, she thought.
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Nate saw total submission in the MILF’s eyes and his cock turned to steel. He was already so hard his balls ached for relief, but seeing Hannah’s surrender was the icing on the cake. She’d begged him before, and that was awesome, but his control leveled up.

“Is that my ass, Hannah?”

“Ohhh yesss…Daddy…it’s your…asss…”

“Do you want me to fuck your ass?”

“Yeah…yesss…please…just do it…fuck me…sir…Daddy…”

It was cute that she still fought calling him daddy. Nate didn’t mind. This was not a true age play thing and he certainly did not see himself in that way, or either of his women like that. Sir was good too, but he really liked hearing daddy because it represented the MILF’s total surrender. He kissed her again—Nate loved the passionate way Hannah kissed—and she showed all her devotion through that kiss.

Nate stood and adjusted knobs on the sides of the bench, so that the top tilted at a lower angle. Hannah looked confused but then watched feverishly when he released his cock. He’d never seen a needier soccer mom.

“You’ll get what you need, Hannah. Soon,” he promised.

Hannah opened wide when presented with her daddy’s cock. She sucked him hard like she could draw the cum right out of him, even when he pressed to the back of her throat. He felt her gagging on it, but she never stopped sucking.

Nate loved how her moans vibrated his cock, much like the toys vibrated her pussy and ass. He wondered how much longer he could hold out before fucking the MILF. He wanted it as badly as she did—especially now that they were training her ass—but he did really enjoy making her beg for it. He’d love to sink into that juicy cunt, but not today. Hannah whimpered when he took his cock from her mouth.

“Set those things on medium and come get your reward, baby. You’ve been so good today,” Nate said. Paige came around the bench and crawled onto the bed. Nate joined her.

“Wait…you can’t leave me like this…please…you promised…you said…” Hannah ranted. Her eyes were wild with desperation.

“We’ll be right here, pet. Mommy and Daddy need some time together, but you can watch. It’s about time you see how a woman receives a real fucking anyway.”

“What? Wait! No…Daddy please…Paige…please let me go…let me…”

Nate knew she wanted to say, let me join you, but the MILF still had that last kernel of pride. He liked it because it meant he still had work to do. “You can come now, Hannah. Paige will be.”

“What? No! Don’t! Let me up!”

“Stop!” he commanded.

Nate jumped off the bed and stood so his cock pulsed right in her face. Her eyes hungrily followed it. He smeared precum on her cheek and across her nose. The proud soccer mom would have winced just a few weeks ago. She tried to catch him in her mouth now.

“You have your safe word, Hannah. If you truly want to be released, use it. Use it, and you can walk out of here. This will all be over. Totally over.”

Hannah looked cornered. Nate’s stomach dropped when he thought she might actually say it. Maybe he’d pushed her too far, too fast. She was begging. She promised him anything, all of her, but she might have snapped. It just might have been too much for her. Nate braced himself because he didn’t want to hear it.

He loved Paige more than life itself, but Hannah had become something like an obsession. She was sexy as hell, but she was also smart, and funny, and genuine. The game wasn’t purely sexual. He cared for Hannah, and the thought that he could have a woman like her made his ego soar. Nate had a fun little fantasy where he and Paige and Hannah became a fun little triad, with him at the peak, of course. Nate didn’t want Hannah to go, but he wouldn’t try to force her to stay.

“I want to stay, sir,” she moaned. He saw how much it cost her to admit it and almost kissed the MILF, but he had to fuck his wife.

Nate presented Hannah with his cock again and she strained forward to lovingly kiss it. He patted her head like she was a good pet. Paige waited on the bed, and he took a moment to behold her sweet, round ass. It was more robust than the fit soccer mom’s, but damn he loved that view. His wife had the kind of perfectly formed peach that guys paid for. The jeweled heart base of her butt plug was the icing on the cake.

“Will you fuck my ass, Daddy? We can show Hannah how good it can be,” Paige cooed, wiggling it for him.

“Maybe, but your juicy cunt is so pretty, I just have to have it.”

“Mmm, thank you, Daddy.”

Nate pulled away from Hannah, spread Paige’s thighs and pushed into his wife. Fuck, she felt good! Nate loved that feeling of first slipping into a wet, ready pussy, and Paige’s was his favorite. He couldn’t wait to stretch his MILF open, but Paige would always be his number one. He slowly sank it balls deep and her satisfied moan made his balls tingle.

“Mmmm, fuck me, Daddy. I need it so bad. Playing with Hannah made me so horny.”

“Do you like our new pet, baby?”

“Oh yes, she’s so much fun. Can we keep her?”

“We’ll see if she can be properly house-trained.”

Paige rippled her sheath around him, and Nate didn’t even pretend he was going to tease her. Watching his girls together had been teasing enough for him. He needed to fuck. He gripped her harness straps and rode her like a prize filly. Harnesses were always fun for how they let him handle his women. They would fit Hannah for a harness. He was pleased she took his collar.

“Oooo Daddy…you feel sooo good…sooo big, Daddy…”

“This is…just what I needed…baby…pussy feels so good…”

“Harder, Daddy! Give it to me! Fuck your pet hard! Oooo fuck yes!”

Nate struggled to stay focused, but the moaning MILF watching them was distracting. She stared at them with wonder. Her face was flushed and beaded with sweat. This was probably Hannah’s first live sex show. They probably didn’t do this sort of thing in the suburb she came from. She worked her hips, rubbing against the magic wand Paige rested against her pussy. It was the only real motion she could make, but she tried to truly fuck it. Hannah had pulled her arms taut against her restraints. Nate loved her spirit.

“Daddy feels so good, Hannah…ooooo you’re gonna love it when he fucks you…Daddy’s gonna open you up good, honey…”

Their bodies crashed together. He slammed his wife as hard as he could. Nate wanted Paige to come hard, but he also wanted Hannah to know what to expect. He wanted her to crave it—even more than she already did.

“Ooooo Daddy…yesss…I’m coming…oooo yesss…ahhhh!”

“Ahhh…ahhh…fuck…fuck…oh fuck yesss…” Hannah cried, coming right along with Paige. She bucked wildly against her restraints, shifting the spanking bench. She wouldn’t escape. That thing was solid. Nate was proud of his craftsmanship.

Nate was the only one who didn’t finish, but only because of his practiced willpower. The two climaxing women around him would have broken a lesser man. He pulled out of his wife. His shaft dripped with her juices.

“Now you’ll see how good it can be, Hannah. Is your ass ready, pet?”

“Oooo…it’s always ready for you, Daddy. You own my ass. You can have it whenever…” Paige panted, staring directly at their guest. He didn’t know if she was setting an example for their tenant or proving she was daddy’s best pet.

Nate spread Paige’s cheeks and plucked the plug from her hole. It winked at him but stayed open to receive his cock. She could take him back there at any time, as she promised, but it was easier when she was prepped. It was still a tight fit when he squeezed in there.

“Awww fuck, baby, your ass is so sweet. So nice and fucking tight,” he groaned.

“So big, Daddy…fill me…fill my ass…oooooo…”

Her chute flexed and massaged his shaft like she wanted to pull him deeper. Even trained, her asshole was so tight. Nate was a thick man. He wanted to just spew his load right then, but he had to put on a good show of fucking that sweet ass. They had an audience. Nate bunched her harness in one fist, making the straps bite into Paige’s soft flesh, and used it as leverage to pound her backdoor with short, powerful thrusts.

“Ooooo yesss Daddy….oooo yesss…fuck my ass…please make this your ass…” Paige grunted, pushing back at him.

Nate spanked her hard and fucked her harder. He hoped Hannah was taking notes.
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Hannah hadn’t noticed Paige’s anal plug, but she hadn’t been behind her friend at all. The artist followed her into the bedroom. The silvery object looked huge. Is that what’s in my ass? It can’t be! She wiggled her butt to try and judge, but that was impossible, of course. She just knew her ass felt so full.

The twin vibrations at her hind end made her senseless with lust. The constant stimulation was a special kind of torture, delectable, but torture nonetheless. Hannah had one loud orgasm, which drew her hosts’ attention, but she’d had at least two other low-key climaxes. It almost felt like she was constantly coming. She’d pass out if her Master didn’t relieve her soon.

Watching the couple have sex right in front of her was fascinating. How many times had she fantasized and envisioned this while she listened from upstairs and touched herself? Hannah often imagined Nate taking Paige from behind. It was a power fucking move, and that was how she pictured him doing it. It was what she wanted him to do to her.

Hannah burned with jealousy watching Paige get what she so desperately needed. She’d willingly get on her hands and knees for their Master—their daddy. She surrendered that title when he was in direct control, but it still didn’t come naturally.

Nate watched her with a cocky grin while he fucked his wife. It said, This is what you want, isn’t it, you needy whore? Hannah would have happily shouted, Yes, I need it! I need you to fuck me! Why won’t you fuck me already? I’m your good whore! Thinking of herself as a whore was becoming too easy.

Paige grunted like an animal when Nate fucked her ass. Is she enjoying that? It looks like it hurts. He’s so thick! Hannah didn’t care what they’d shoved in her butt now. She didn’t know if she’d be able to take that girthy meat in her ass. But her entire body burned to surrender everything to her Master. She was frightened, but he would have her ass if he wanted it.

Hannah worked her hips in little circles, grinding on the rumbling toy Paige left to torment her. It was how she came so hard the first time. Her helplessness made her want to scream. All she wanted to do was grab the thing—whatever it was—and shove it into her pussy. She thought she was desperate when the Rawlings played with her before, but Hannah had never needed to be fucked so badly in her life.

“Ooooo Daddy…come in my ass! Please come in my ass Daddy!” Paige begged. Nate took her ass roughly, but the artist shoved back at her husband just as hard as he pounded into her.

Nate pulled out and she sobbed. He knee-walked back from Paige and staggered to his feet. She fell panting to the mattress. Hannah hoped against hope that her Master was going to fuck her, even if he shoved it in her ass. She’d take the pain now if it meant she’d get what she wanted later. The soccer mom understood that she had to please her Master to get what she needed. The ease with which she took such a submissive role was frightening.

Hannah was confused when he did not move behind her. She was tightly bound, and he could do whatever he wanted to her. That was what Nate planned, but he was not going to fuck her. He bought his well-lubricated cock close to her face.

“What? No! You can’t want me to…”

“I want you to do what you’re told, Hannah. Paige prepares for anal, as you’ll learn to. She is clean back there.”

Nate pressed his cock to her face again, and she twisted and turned and tried to escape. The combined spicy scent of her friend’s pussy and ass assaulted Hannah’s senses. She was afraid to taste it.

Her Master wouldn’t be denied. Hannah thought she was off the hook when he turned away, but Nate was just fetching a short leather strap. He clipped one end to her collar, moving too quickly for her to resist, and pulled it down to clip the other end to the bench. Hannah fought that, but he was too strong. The strap was clipped, and her head was trapped in place. Her side-to-side motion was limited by her other restraints.

“Are you going to be a good girl? Or do I have to make you, Hannah?”

“But you just had it in her ass…”

Nate stepped to her side and pushed on the small of her back. Her pussy was forced hard against the rumbling toy. The vibrations shook Hannah to her skull, and a tsunami of pleasure rushed through her. She bucked but was his helpless prisoner.

“Ohhh fuck…ohhh god…ohhh fuck…yeah…ohhh…”

“Open,” he demanded, coming back to her face.

“But Daddy, I don’t want to…”

“Taste her ass, Hannah.”

“I don’t want to, Daddy…I…”

Hannah opened when he pressed his fat head to her lips. She pulled back when the spicy taste of ass and pussy touched her tongue, but the strap held her in place. Nate kept feeding her his dick and she opened wider. Hannah didn’t suck yet, but she accepted him. It was an act of submission she didn’t know she was capable of.

“Good girl. Such a good girl. Suck Daddy’s cock. Taste that ass.”

The exotic taste wasn’t what she expected. It was a strange, tangy taste, but not unpleasant. Hannah had grown to enjoy tasting Paige’s pussy, and that was the strongest component. She wondered how her friend prepared for anal, beyond the plug.

Nate held her head with both hands and took control, slowly fucking the soccer mom’s mouth. Hannah’s thoughts were scattered, so she did what came naturally. She started sucking. He grunted and took her mouth faster.

“That’s a good girl…you’re learning, Hannah…learning to please Daddy…learning to get all of your holes filled…such a good little whore for Daddy…”

Hannah worked her pussy against that toy. Her holes weren’t all filled, but her ass and mouth were. And her pussy was on fire anyway. She could almost imagine two men using her at once. She’d been transformed. Nate talked about filling her holes like she was an object, and Hannah loved it. She’d never anticipated that being rendered so helpless could be so thrilling. Hannah wanted to be her daddy’s sex toy. She wanted to be his good little whore.

Her mouth wasn’t used for long. Nate sped up, driving his cock into her throat. Hannah gagged on it, but he didn’t slow down. He was close. She didn’t want to choke, but she didn’t want him to stop. She wanted to please her daddy.

“Uhhnnn fuck…Hannah…here it is…you earned it pet…”

Nate pulled back so his throbbing head rested just inside her lips and deposited Hannah’s reward on her tongue. He wanted her to taste it. She eagerly sucked and swallowed her treat. It was salty and thick and felt powerful on her tongue. Her mouth filled but she didn’t dare waste a drop. Hannah exploded with another body-shaking orgasm when she drank her Daddy’s jizz.

It should have been over when he took his spent cock from her lips and playfully tapped her face with it, but Hannah was still tormented by the toys buzzing her hindquarters. Her pussy and ass were so overstimulated they started to ache. She expected her landlords to free her now that she’d done her service.

“Tell Daddy thank you. His load is a gift,” Paige said, rolling around on the bed like a contented kitten. Hannah was jealous of her freedom and hoped she was jealous that Hannah got their daddy’s load.

“Thank you, Daddy…” Hannah moaned.

Nate walked around behind her, and she thought he was going to switch off the toys. Instead, a stinging blow came down across her ass. Another one followed and Hannah howled. It felt like she was being spanked with a thin belt.

“Daddy! Why? I was a good girl!”

“I can’t let you get away with telling me no. Yes, you ended up behaving, but you started out defiant, and that must be punished.”

“I’m sorry, Daddy!”

“Count them out, Hannah.” His voice was harsh.

Snap!

“Wwww…one…”

Snap!

“Two…ahhh…”

Snap!

“Thh…three…ohhh fuck…” Each blow was harder than the last. Hannah’s cheeks were on fire.

Snap!

“Ffffour…ohhh fuck Daddy…ahhh…”

Snap!

“AHHH! Fuck! Five! Ohhh fuck…”

“Good girl. Took your punishment like a champ.” He soothingly rubbed her burning cheeks. Even that hurt, but his tender touch melted her. “Seems like you like being punished, just like my baby.”

“I…no…it’s not…”

“Don’t lie to me, pet, unless you want the strap again.”

“No! Please, no, Daddy!”

Nate took the rumbling toy away and replaced it with his fingers. Hannah’s needy pussy was literally dripping, desperately in need of cock—even after all the times she came—and his three fingers easily filled her. He could have fit a fourth. He pounded his fingers in and out of her pussy as quickly as his arm could move. The bench rocked with the power of it.

“Ahhh…ohhh fuck…ohhh fuck…ohmygod…fuck…fuck…”

“You like it, don’t you, Hannah?”

“Yesss…yesss…fuck yesss…”

He pulled her ponytail, jerking her head back. She yelped, and he said, “Yes what, pet?”

“Yesss Daddy…yesss I like it…ohhh fuck yessss…I love it…fuck…fuck…FUCK!”

Hannah howled and sobbed and had her strongest climax of the night. The pleasure seared through her and turned her brain inside out. She would have told that man anything he wanted to hear. Hannah had never been treated so roughly—never dreamed she could be treated so—and she loved all of it. The brutal fingering. The hair pulling. Being restrained. Being treated like a pet. A dark beast had been awakened deep within her, and Hannah craved more of what Nate had to give. In that moment, anyway.

The soccer mom was buried and Daddy’s Needy Whore was in full control. Hannah slumped to the bench, limp in her restraints, and let it all wash over her. She was where she belonged.


coda


Hannah was surprised when she was left alone to recover on Sunday. Everything was new to her, so she couldn’t know what to expect, but the idea that she now belonged to Nate kept ringing through her head. And belonging to her landlord meant he could use her whenever he wanted. She may have been swarmed with confusing feelings, but one was very clear. Hannah wanted him to desire her so badly that he called her downstairs to use her body.

Do I belong to Nate? she wondered. It was a crazy thought. Hannah Peterson was a grown woman in her mid-forties. A professional making close to six figures. A mother. A wife, technically. How could she belong to a man—especially one who was not her husband? We don’t live in that kind of society anymore, but women only used to belong to their fathers or their husbands. She thought of how Paige called him daddy. Hannah would still resist that.

When she thought about it purely academically, her entire being recoiled at the thought of belonging to a man. Her mother fought very hard to teach Hannah to be her own woman. Mrs. Collins was traditional and expected her daughter to marry and have children, but she also expected her daughter would have a career and never be too dependent on a man. Hannah’s mother loved Tom and was not happy about the separation. She always hoped her daughter would return home. She would be scandalized if she knew what her daughter had been doing since she moved out. Hannah was scandalized by her behavior.

I don’t really belong to him. It’s just sex stuff, she justified, trying to find a way to square the circle. Hannah wasn’t reporting to Nate like he was her father—her daddy—or turning over her paycheck or asking for permission outside of the bedroom. I’m still my own woman. We’re just having fun. But how far did his control extend? She knew that if he appeared at her door, she would drop to her knees on command. Hannah didn’t want to believe it, but she would give her Master any of her holes if he demanded it. What else could he make me do?

Her sore ass—and asshole—were a constant reminder of how obedient she’d been. Nate, and Paige, used her body as they saw fit the day before. Hannah willingly let them strap her down to a bench and stick a toy in her ass. It seemed like it had all happened to someone else, but her ass was still sore from that toy. She’d let it happen. She’d begged for it. Whitney told her bedroom play was fine, so long as she was a willing participant. Hannah was still unconvinced.

What did the Rawlings have planned for her next?

Hannah seems to be fully claimed by the Rawlings, but can our favorite soccer mom just turn her life over to a kinky submissive triad? The old Hannah is still there and she might not be ready to turn her life inside out. We’ll find out Hannah’s fate in the final piece of our story, Hannah Surrenders to the Landlords: Book Three, now available for pre-order and releasing on June 25th! CLICK HERE TO ORDER!

[image: Book cover]



sasha’s vacation surrender
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The Wagners began their vacation as a typical suburban couple looking to have fun during a long weekend getaway. The tropical resort seemed like the perfect place to get a little bit naughty and re-ignite the flame that was flicking after twenty-five years together. They could not have anticipated the kind of fun they found.

So many lines are crossed when Max learns he loves other men wanting his wife. Sasha discovers she also loves that attention. Attention turns to action, and Sasha learns something else about herself—she has an inner bad girl dying to get out and play. With her husband’s encouragement, she lets that bad girl run wild.

But how much is too much? Sasha never dreamed she would be with another man when she took her vows, but she sees potential lovers everywhere. Max watches with horror and excitement as men do as they please with his wife. He begins to wonder if she has any limits.

Can their marriage be the same after Sasha surrenders to the untamed desires of the men who surround her?

Buy the series today!


sam surrenders to the neighbors
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Corey and Sam Matthews thought they'd found their new best friends when they met their neighbors, Hank and Tina DeSimone. The couples got along so well...a little too well.

Corey can't help feeling jealous when Hank begins flirting with Sam, especially when his wife eats up the attention. He knows Sam liked older men in the past, but he won't believe Hank's attention is dangerous. Everything changes when Tina makes Hank's intentions clear. Hank means to have Sam for himself, and Tina couldn't be more thrilled!

Sam willingly—enthusiastically—gives herself to Hank that first night and Corey feels something he never expected. Watching his wife taken by a powerful man makes him harder than he’s ever been in his life. Sam isn’t the only one who gets something she didn’t know she needed that night.

Corey hopes that night is a one-off experience, and they can return to their normal lives, but it’s not that easy. Sam is a sexy wife and Hank wants more. She doesn’t want to hurt her husband, but she can’t resist their hung neighbor. A day out on the bay provides the perfect chance for Hank to enjoy Sam at his leisure and it seals the deal. Sam’s body will belong to the neighbor as long as he wants her. Corey must sort out his feelings and stop it or learn to truly enjoy it.

Sam Surrenders to the Neighbors is a scorching new trilogy from one of hotwife erotica’s most popular authors that explores what happens to a marriage when the wife just can’t say no to another man and the husband can’t stop watching her do it.

Purchase now!


hot dates: the complete trilogy
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Most women would throw something at their husband if he asked them to sleep with other men. But Dana Richardson is NOT most women. After a history of adventurous, kinky fun, Dana isn’t intimidated when Dave confesses his long-held secret fantasy. After some careful thought, she agrees to give it a try, with no promises on how far she’ll go. Discovering the thrill of meeting new men and their attraction to her proves an incredible aphrodisiac, so Dana throws caution to the wind as her husband drives her to abandon all limits.

But when a dangerous new lover emerges to push Dana to her sensual extremes, can their marriage survive her new cravings and Dave’s powerful obsession?

Read In Kindle Unlimited


magic hands
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Cori Lynch spent the last decade raising her children and is ready to return to the workforce; working as a massage therapist is the perfect fit for her schedule and her desire to help people. Cori knows she can make a difference, improving her clients’ well-being by using her skilled hands.

Cori quickly learns that many of her coworkers are using their talents for much more than working out kinks and treating sore, strained muscles. Cori’s shock turns to curiosity and then to temptation as she peppers her new work friend Mayde with questions.

Cori’s husband Dylan was already enduring happy ending jokes from his best friend Baines when Cori became a massage therapist, putting the possibility of “extras” front of mind even before his wife shared the news of her coworkers’ special services. It’s not something Cori would ever do, of course, but the revelation propels Dylan’s mind to consider outlandish and forbidden fantasies.

Magic Hands is the story of a couple tempted to explore dark possibilities and suppressed desires. Can a typical suburban couple resist such temptations? Can their marriage survive if they give in?

Purchase now!


sexy tumbles
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Goody-two-shoes Kris finds her dormant naughty side ignited when she discovers an old couples’ sex game while helping to clean out the neighbors’ garage. Everyone is shocked when Kris is the one to suggest they give Sexy Tumbles a try, but her husband and their best friends are all in. Long-simmering crushes and secret desires explode out into the open when these two couples place themselves at the mercy of the erotic game.

Purchase now!


gentrified
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Jessica is a fish out of water when her husband, Kyle, moves their family from the cushy suburbs to a fixer-upper in an up-and-coming neighborhood in the city. The new arrivals get the cold shoulder from most of the neighborhood old-timers, except for one. Winston has designs on Jessica the moment he sees her on the street. After deciding he must have her, Winston sets about seducing the pretty young mom and making sure he has her husband’s blessing when he does it.

But no great plan comes off without a hitch, and when Winston meets Jessica’s best friend Nicole he finds his attention split. Can Winston seduce Jessica while romancing her best friend? Will Nicole be a wrench in his plans, or become an unexpected ally?

Purchase now!

These and other titles are available at online booksellers


about the author


“Kirsten McCurran” is the pen name of a wife and husband team exploring the sexy secrets of middle-class, suburban couples. This couple has their own dirty little secret: they have lots of fantasies about what all their friends and neighbors are up to behind closed doors, and they turn those sexy fantasies into the stories they love to share with the world. The Mrs. could be the sweet mom you see in the stands at the soccer game or the pretty woman at the supermarket you wonder about as she's squeezing the melons. The Mr. could be your kid’s little league coach.

Most of their stories are about married women looking to bust out and explore their wild side, often with the encouragement of their husbands—and sometimes without it. The strength of the couple behind Kirsten McCurran is that husband and wife writing together can uniquely capture the feelings of both partners in their couples as they explore their most forbidden desires. The Mrs. is all about exploring stories of daring women of a certain age exploring their sexuality, and the Mr. captures the feelings of the men who love them.

Kirsten McCurran has written over 60 ebooks, which can be found at major booksellers. You can reach Ms. McCurran on Twitter or by email at kmccurran@gmail.com.
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