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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 husbands. She thought of how Paige called him daddy. Hannah still fought that.

When she considered 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 as long as she was a willing participant. Hannah was still unconvinced.

What did the Rawlings have planned for her next?
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Paige was at her door bright and early Monday morning. It was time to find out what came next. Hannah was just out of the shower and attired in her robe when the artist let herself into the apartment. Hannah was just coming downstairs to see who was knocking before she was even ready for work.

“I’m glad I caught you,” Paige said.

“I’m just getting ready for work. Is everything okay?”

“Tommy’s not here, is he?”

“No, I get him after work tonight and have him until Wednesday. I need to get ready and get out the door. Is there something…”

“Perfect. I’m here to help. Let’s go upstairs.”

“What?”

Hannah was left questioning when Paige walked past to her bedroom. She followed. Her work outfit was already laid out on her bed, gray slacks and a pale blue blouse with a tiny, subtle floral print. She’d throw a jacket over it when she left.

“I can work with this, but not the pants. Daddy likes dresses and skirts.”

“Excuse me?”

“You can’t wear the pants today, Hannah. I wouldn’t plan on wearing pants at all this week.”

“But…”

“I know Daddy told you to wear mom jeans the other day, but he only likes that when he’s in the mood. He really likes the way your ass looks in jeans, but for something more formal, like work, he’s going to want you to wear a skirt or dress. Is this where your skirts are?”

Paige moved through the bedroom like she owned the place, which she technically did. She opened the small closet and rifled through it.

“Is he… Does he think he’s going to pick out my clothes now?” He can’t really expect that, can he? she thought.

“Sometimes. When he wants to. Daddy has… preferences. Don’t you want him to be happy?”

Nate’s preferences explained the way Paige dressed. She wore a short, pleated tennis skirt and a sleeveless, V-neck cable-knit sweater that hugged her huge chest. Her violet hair was arranged, and she wore more makeup at 7 am than Hannah would wear all day. Her eyes were painted with a cool cat’s eye effect that matched her glasses. She even had a cute little matching purse. She realized that Paige’s outfits often looked like costumes. The artist could have been the slutty drink cart girl at a country club.

“I guess. I guess I do, but I can’t…”

“You’re getting Tommy after work?”

“Yes, I pick him up on Mondays, and we eat out before coming home. Paige…”

“I won’t pick anything too crazy then.”

Hannah didn’t think she had anything too crazy in her closet but things in there were not appropriate for work. She enjoyed whatever game this was with the Rawlings, but she had to draw the line somewhere.

“Paige, listen, this is fun, but I can’t go to work looking like a hooker, whether I have Tommy or not.”

Paige gave her that musical, seductive laugh of hers. “Of course not. I mean, if Daddy wanted you to, you’d have to make a choice, but you can trust me, Hannah. Don’t you trust me, honey?”

The artist had one of Hannah’s black skirts in her hand. Surprisingly, it wasn’t the shortest, sluttiest skirt she owned. It was snug over her ass but just about reached her knees. Hannah wouldn’t have chosen it for the office, but it would do. Happily, she wouldn’t have to learn what would happen if she told Paige no. She was less happy about the black pumps her friend chose. Hannah did not wear three-inch heels to work. She rarely wore the pumps at all and didn’t know how she’d get through the day in them. Co-workers would certainly notice the change in footwear.

“I do. I trust both of you guys,” she replied, thinking, I let you bind me to your weird, padded bench.

The skirt was laid on the bed, and Paige pushed open Hannah’s robe. She fondled the soccer mom like she owned her. Soft hands caressed her curves. Her body responded. Hannah’s pale tips perked up and darkened. Paige smiled at the reaction and traced her fingernails around Hannah’s nipples. Her tenant trembled.

“Mmm, I love your body, Hannah. You’re so much fun to play with. I look forward to it.”

“I have to get to work,” Hannah cooed. If it had been her husband touching her when trying to get ready for work—which never happened—she would have pushed his hands away.

“Don’t worry. I won’t make you too late, honey. I just can’t resist. Could you?”

Hannah didn’t answer because she couldn’t resist. Paige’s fingers slipped down over her landing strip and then into her cleft and found it was already slick. Her thighs parted to give the artist better access to her sex. She quickly went from slick to wet. The part of her that clung to dignity hated that she was so easy for her landlords.

“We’re going to have to take care of this for Daddy,” Paige said, fingertips glancing over the soccer mom’s clit, making her crazy. She didn’t explain what take care of this meant.

“I really…have to…I really have to get moving…ahhh Paige…” Hannah was afraid if they didn’t stop, she would never make it to the office, and she’d already used a lot of her time off for her various moves.

“Okay, fine. Ruin my fun. Bent over, honey.”

The fingers were removed, but Hannah kept panting and trembling. “What?” she asked. Paige didn’t answer but she was turned toward the bed and bent forward. The tenant’s stomach knotted, but she didn’t resist. Her training was taking hold.

Paige set her purse on the bed beside Hannah. It had been opened. The artist parted her cheeks and rubbed cool, slippery lube between them. The soccer mom tensed when she pressed her rosebud.

“Relax, Hannah. You know this is easier when you relax.”

“I know, but I have to go to work,” Hannah whined. What is happening?

“This is for work. It’s for today.” Paige punctuated the comment by pushing her fingers past the tense sphincter and slipping into Hannah’s back door.

“Uhnnn...what…why…”

“I’m merely Daddy’s tool. He told me to make sure this was done before you went to work.”

Hannah was relieved when the fingers left her but grunted when they returned to apply even more lube. Her ass had mostly recovered after a day of rest, but she was still tight back there. The two fingers sliding in and out of her canal stung, even if they were well-lubed and moved easily. The stinging turned to tingling much more quickly than the first time Paige played with her ass.

“Uhnnn…ahhh…Paige…what…”

The fingers left her ass again, and she took a deep breath. Whatever her landlord was up to, it wasn’t good. Hannah questioned surrendering to the landlords more than she ever had before. That questioning turned to alarm when a cool, blunt, tapered tip was pressed to her rosebud.

“Paige…wait…”

Waiting wasn’t an option. The artist pressed, and after a moment of rending pain, the plug popped right into Hannah’s asshole. Her ring tightly clenched around it. The toy was held firmly in place.

“Ohhh fuck…what the hell?”

“You’re going to wear this today, Hannah. Daddy thinks it’ll help you get used to it, and he’ll have fun while he’s working today.”

“He’ll have fun?” The soccer mom tried to regulate her breathing and relax, but her ass throbbed with painful pleasure.

“I’m going to need your phone before you leave.”

The anal plug was all Hannah could think about. The sensation of a full ass pulsed through her. She would never make it through the day with that thing inside her. Sitting at her desk and working with an anal plug inside of her would be impossible. The Rawlings were insane. They found a thing she would not—could not—do.

“Paige, I’m sorry, I can’t do this.”

SWAT!

“Ouch! Stop!”

SWAT!

“Paige…”

SWAT!

“Ahhh…”

Each spank made her tighten on the toy in her ass, which sent a pulse of intense pleasure/pain through her body. Her knees went weak. Hannah hated how much she liked the feeling.

“I can’t make you do anything, but you know what happens if you refuse. Where do you keep your belts?”

“No…wait…”

“Are you going to do as Daddy wishes?”

“Yes,” she murmured.

“I didn’t hear you, Hannah.”

“Yes, I’ll do it,” she groaned louder. The safe word was on the tip of her tongue, but that wasn’t what came out.

“Good. Let me pick out a pair of panties for you. That will help today.”

Hannah crouched and leaned on her bed, focused on breathing. “My matching underwear sets are in the top drawer.”

“You’re not going to need a bra. Daddy doesn’t want you wearing bras unless he tells you to, remember?”

“I can’t go to work without a bra. That’s something everyone will notice.”

“That’s the point.”

“I can’t do it.”

She fixed her eyes on Paige to show she was serious. Hopefully, no one would know she had an anal plug in all day, but it would be obvious if she went to work braless, even if she kept her jacket on in the office. Hannah had to draw some kind of a line between this and her real life. She’d already ceded so much ground already.

“Fine. I’ll pick a bra too, but you’ll have to answer to Daddy.”

“Okay.”

“I will too, if he punishes me for allowing this.”

Ready to argue, Hannah stopped when she saw her friend was serious. How did I get in a position where she is allowing anything in my life? I need my head examined. And yet, she didn’t put a stop to it.

Paige dug deep into the soccer mom’s lingerie drawer, finding the things she’d bought hoping to get Tom’s motor going. If he had responded, she wouldn’t be in this position at all. Sometimes Hannah indulged in a fantasy where Tom had remained attentive, and they were still together with a fabulous sex life. She never wanted to end her marriage but felt she had no choice. Part of her would always love her husband and hope that they could have worked things out.

But the lingerie never worked on her husband. Her landlord was pleased to find it. A frilly, lacy white set was chosen. The cups were see-through mesh decorated with colorful butterflies. The butterflies would do nothing to hide her plump tips, which had stayed excited from the moment Paige touched her. Hannah always wore padded bras to the office. She didn’t argue but slipped into the set under the artist’s watchful eye. She adjusted the bra, hating how prominent her nipples were through it.

“Mmm, you look good enough to eat,” Paige cooed.

The panties weren’t a thong but didn’t cover much of her cheeks, no matter how much she tugged them. The back panel was as translucent as her bra. Hannah turned to the mirror and could just see the purple, heart-shaped jewel peeking out. It’ll be covered by your skirt, she reassured herself. No one will know.

“Thank you,” she unconvincingly replied. She reached for her blouse.

“Oh, one more thing before we’re done. You need to thank me for taking care of you, honey.”

“Thank you for putting that thing in my ass,” Hannah smirked.

“Haha, but that’s not what I meant. You need to thank me properly.”

Paige laid back on the bed and raised her skirt. She was pantyless. She spread her legs wide to show off her perfectly smooth mound in all its glory. The artist truly had a pretty little pussy, with just a hint of pink showing. Hannah just stared.

“I thought you were in a hurry, Hannah. You’d better get moving if you don’t want to be late for work.”

Hannah didn’t fight it because she knew she would surrender anyway. “Yes, Mistress.” She crawled between her landlord’s legs and spread those pretty lips. Paige was just as tangy as she remembered. The soccer mom purred when she tasted her friend. She was learning to love licking pussy.

“Ooooo…Hannah…that’s soooo good honey…”
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The day kept getting stranger and stranger. Paige left her with a kiss to dress for work after a satisfying climax. Hannah needed an orgasm of her own, but there was simply no time. She left home with a dripping pussy.

Hannah learned how to sit with the anal plug inside on her drive to the train station. With no experience, she expected it would hurt, but it wasn’t painful at all when she sat in the right position. Her ass felt even fuller when she sat, something she didn’t expect was possible. Luckily, she was in such a hurry to catch her train that she didn’t focus on the plug.

Her train ride was a different story. The vibration and rocking of the train car kept Hannah very aware of the toy filling her backdoor. She shifted in her seat and tried to relax but kept clenching around the thing when the train rocked. The action added pressure to her pussy, which caused her to tighten her thighs and squeeze her mound between them. Great effort was required to hide her reaction to the throbs of pleasure she felt from the middle-aged stranger in the adjoining seat she was crammed into. Hannah prayed she didn’t come on the train. There would be no hiding that.

The walk to the office was nothing but distraction. Hannah would have been much more comfortable in pants. Her stomach fluttered from fear that the toy could slip out of her ass at any moment. Every time someone bumped into her on the busy sidewalk, Hannah clenched her sphincter. Would her panties stop it from dropping out of her skirt and clanking to the sidewalk? Walking also brought constant shifting that drove her to distraction. The sensation was between fun and uncomfortable, but she couldn’t deny it felt good.

Coworkers said hello when she arrived, but Hannah kept walking and didn’t dare make eye contact. She focused on walking normally—as normally as she could in the heels Paige chose for her—but knew that made her walk differently. They all know, she thought. That was impossible, but paranoia ruled her. I’m a dirty slut who wore a butt plug to work, and they all know it! Hannah was sweating by the time she reached her desk.

Hannah worked in a traditional, strait-laced consulting firm. Her coworkers were good, fun people, but the office culture was all business. The men wore ties, women did not wear open-toed shoes. Her bare legs would be noted if a supervisor saw them.

The aging managing partner of the firm had only grudgingly stopped requiring female employees to wear dresses or skirts in the last few years. His executive assistant was the only woman in the office who pushed boundaries—always wearing short skirts and tight tops—but it was understood that was a prerequisite of working for the man. He enjoyed his eye candy up close but expected the other women in the office to be the image of propriety.

The patriarchal attitude rankled Hannah, and she would have worn something sexy to the office if she were a boundary pusher, but she was not. Keeping her head down and doing her job had always worked for her.

Work was as impossible as she expected. The fullness in her ass was just a constant distraction. She sat very still, back straight, like she was trying to balance on the chair because every motion shifted the plug and drove her mad. Hannah practiced the deep breathing she’d learned in the handful of yoga classes she’d taken with the other neighborhood moms. Her racing pulse slowed, and she finally found a happy equilibrium.

Peace only lasted a few hours. The toy came to life in her ass. That was why Paige needed her phone. Her landlord downloaded an app and synced the anal plug to it. Hannah thought about turning off her Bluetooth. They’d never know, right?

Hannah yelped and jumped in her chair from the unexpected stimulation. Clenching made the vibrations stronger, but she couldn’t relax. She gripped the edge of her desk and closed her eyes, willing herself to remain calm. The vibes were so strong, they rocked her pussy too, and when she tightened her core and squeezed her thighs together, intense pleasure rolled through her. Hannah gasped and fought it.

“Is everything okay? I heard you shout.”

Hannah took a deep breath and forced a neutral expression before turning in her chair. A coworker, Drew, stood in the opening of her cubicle. How loud was I? She was in a corner near the copy room, away from everyone else. She liked the peace.

“I’m fine,” she replied, knowing it sounded too forced. Does he hear it? she wondered. He must hear it! Hannah strained but couldn’t tell the difference between hearing and feeling the plug in her heightened emotional state.

“Did you see a spider or something?” He chuckled.

“I can handle killing an insect.”

“Uh, sorry, Hannah. I didn’t mean anything by it.”

“No, I’m sorry, Drew. It’s just been one of those mornings. I’m not feeling quite myself.”

“Well, you look great. Very, uhm, energetic. Am I allowed to say that?”

Hannah smiled, wiggling her butt in her chair and praying Drew didn’t notice. She clenched her teeth against a fresh wave of pleasure. Moaning in front of her coworker was not an option. She willed her thighs to relax because the pressure on her mound was too intense.

“Of course you can. I’m not going to report you to HR, Drew.”

“In that case, you look really great today, Hannah. Do you have a hot lunch date?”

Drew checked her out while working very hard to be subtle about it. Guys always thought they were subtle and never were. Her nipples were tight points in her blouse, and he kept glancing away from them, but his eyes were drawn like magnets. Hannah knew she should have kept her jacket on, but she was too hot. When his eyes weren’t avoiding her tits, Drew looked at her bare legs and heels. The skirt only hit mid-thigh when she was sitting, and all her shifting had pulled it higher. His interest made the lust coursing through her body that much more intense. The last thing Hannah needed was to be so horny in front of a coworker.

“I wish. It’s impossible to find a good man in this city.” Hannah laughed, knew the laugh was forced, and wished she could take it back. She needed a good man more than ever. Hannah needed a good man who would treat her like a very bad girl. The one standing in front of her could be a candidate.

Everyone in the office knew Hannah was separated from Tom. She’d only discussed it with a couple of friends, but word spread. People noticed she didn’t wear her wedding ring anymore. Drew certainly noticed. Her younger coworker had started at the firm about six months before she left Tom, and she’d clocked his crush on her from the beginning. Drew asked Hannah to lunch a few times and she sensed he was trying to work up the nerve to ask her on a date while they laughed and got to know each other over sushi. She was relieved he didn’t.

Dating coworkers was a bad idea, and while Drew was cute, he was so much younger than her. That had been her position since she’d noticed the way Drew hung around and flirted with her, but she now realized that he was only a couple of years younger than Nate. If her landlord wasn’t too young to take control of her, why was Drew too young for some fun?

The uncomfortable answer was that Nate probably was too young. He just didn’t give her a choice. That’s what Hannah told herself. What if Drew grabbed her and made a move? Would she submit to any man now that her submissive side had been unleashed? He wouldn’t make a move, of course. Drew just didn’t have the same vibe as her Master. He was a good guy. The kind of guy she should have been into.

“It’s not so hard to find a good guy if you’re looking in the right places,” Drew said.

Hannah ignored the obvious offer and replied, “You’ll have to let me know where those places are when we have time to chat.”

“I’m free for lunch today. Do you have plans?”

The toy stopped buzzing in her ass before she could answer, and a wave of relief washed over her. Hannah sighed and sagged. Her body still thrummed with excitement, but any respite was welcome. The respite was short-lived. The humming anal plug came back to life, pulsing in a pattern with even stronger vibrations. She barely bit back her moan.

“Are you sure you’re okay, Hannah?” Drew’s brow furrowed with concern.

Hannah felt like it was obvious she was ready to climb out of her skin from erotic need, but the handsome younger man thought she was in distress. He was a good guy. What would a good guy like Drew think if he knew another man—not a boyfriend, but her dominant landlord—remotely controlled a vibrating plug in her ass? He’d either be horrified or want a piece of the dirty, slutty soccer mom for himself.

“Just a little off today. I’ll take a rain check on lunch, but thanks for offering, Drew.” Hannah thought if they were alone somewhere, she might just claw his pants off. She needed a cock. It was becoming a common theme for her. Her phone chimed with a text at that moment. “I’d better check this.”

“Let me know if you need anything,” Drew offered, turning away.

Can you fuck me senseless? Do you have a big cock like my Master? Speaking of Nate, the text was from him.

Nate


How’s your morning going?




Hannah


You’re evil




Nate


I give pleasure. What’s evil about that? You’re not enjoying yourself?




Hannah


You know what you’re doing to me




Nate


What’s that, pet?




Hannah


You’re torturing me. The endless teasing is killing me




Nate


Sounds like you need something from me




Hannah


You know what I need




Nate


Tell me, pet




Hannah


I need to come




Nate


You haven’t yet? Why not?




It was a fair question. She’d been tempted all morning, but Hannah would not sneak off to the bathroom and masturbate to an orgasm in the handicap stall. She still clung to that illusive dignity. Besides, what if someone interrupted her? Hannah never felt like this when she practiced all those quiet orgasms in her mother’s house. She doubted she could be quiet enough. Hannah tried to avoid the deeper reason she’d controlled herself. Her Master didn’t give her permission to climax. Paige told her, Daddy decides when we get to come.

Hannah


I’m at work




Nate


You’d like to come, wouldn’t you, pet?




Hannah


Yes




Sir




Nate


How wet are you?




Hannah


Soaked




Nate


Show me




Hannah


?




Nate


Pull up that tight skirt Paige says you’re wearing and take a picture. Right there. Now. Don’t make me ask again, pet




He’s insane! And yes, even as she thought it, Hannah switched her phone to the camera. She looked back over her shoulder. The coast was clear. I can’t believe I’m doing this. I’m the insane one. She wiggled her hips to pull the skirt higher—deliciously shifting the toy inside her ass—and spread her thighs as wide as the skirt would allow.

Damp heat came off her pussy. The gusset of her panties was soaked through. Her arousal was obvious. Hannah felt filthy when she snapped a picture of her panties. She sent the photo before she could think about it.

Nate


Beautiful, pet. I can almost smell your sweetness. Now really show me




Hannah


I can’t do that here. Ask for something else




Baring her pussy at her desk was too much. Nate had to be reasonable. Her answer came moments later when the anal plug found another gear. Her pussy vibrated like she had the thing in there. Hannah bent forward over her desk. She heard its buzzing now.

“Ahhh fuck…” she whisper-moaned.

Hannah gathered her wits and spread her thighs again. Arousal plastered the lacy panties to her lips, and they had to be peeled away. All she wanted to do was rub her clit when she exposed her sex to the air. She could come in two seconds. The orgasm nearly came unbidden when she touched her mound to part her dewy lips. Hannah closed her eyes when she snapped the photo, as if that made it better.

The photo was obscene. Her glistening pink was framed between smooth white thighs. She held her panties to the side, and her standard-issue, suburban mom charm bracelet was in the photo. Hannah sent it to her Master. The plug dialed down a moment later.

Nate


Such a good girl with such a pretty cunt. Looks like you need a cock




Hannah


Yes, please sir




Nate


Do you have one handy? Anyone you can drag into the bathroom?




Hannah


I want your cock, sir




Nate


Keep behaving, and you’ll earn it, pet. For now, you can come.




Hannah


Right here?




Nate


I thought you’d sneak off somewhere, but you can do it at your desk if you like. Should I take back my permission?




Hannah


No! Thank you, sir




Nate


That’s my good little MILF whore. Go get your reward. We’ll see you soon.




The bathroom was just a short walk past the copy room, but it might as well have been miles away. She didn’t know how she was going to get there with the toy buzzing in her ass. Hannah had to pass a row of cubicles to reach the bathroom. Everyone is going to hear this thing! What if I can’t even walk while it’s doing this?

Hannah steeled herself and strode quickly to the ladies’ room. Every step brought throbbing pleasure. She stumbled through the door. After briefly considering locking the door—how would she explain it—she left it and went to the wide handicap stall at the end, snicking the locking peg into place.

Her skirt was hiked up, and Hannah shimmed her panties down her legs with the urgency of a woman in desperate need of a bathroom. She was, but not for the typical reason. Hannah completely removed her panties for the dirtiest reason. Her Master didn’t even tell her to do it.

After a deep breath, she stuffed her panties into her mouth. Hannah deeply inhaled her own fragrant arousal. Her pussy surely tasted differently from Paige’s, but she couldn’t tell and wasn’t taking time to analyze it. Hannah shoved her hand back up her skirt and rubbed her slick lips. Her thighs were damp with her need. What was unthinkable an hour ago was all she wanted now. She rubbed up and down over her button but was so slippery that she had trouble keeping on it.

Hannah put a heel up on the toilet to spread wider. Her free hand braced against the beige tile wall. The echoey bathroom filled with her muffled grunts. She sounded like an animal, just like when she came with a mouthful of her Master’s cock. I need his cock so bad! He has to give it to me! I’ve been such a good girl for him! I’m totally his pet! Oh god, please fuck me, Daddy!

The orgasm tore through her like a tornado of ecstasy. Hannah howled into her makeshift gag, and it barely got the job done. Her muffled cries filled the bathroom. Her life would be ruined if anyone walked into that bathroom. Hannah felt too good to care.

“Hmmphff…MMMMM...hmmmphff…MMMM…” Fuck! Ohhh fuck! Yes! Ohhh fuck yes! God…

Hannah sank, her foot slipping off the toilet. After bouncing off the metal divider, she squatted and kept rubbing her pussy. Her juices ran down her fingers. Squatting finally made the plug feel like it might pop out of her ass. She reached back and pushed it. The pressure triggered another orgasm, and she howled through her panty-gag again. She sounded like a hostage being tortured.

The floor was probably filthy, but she sat anyway, knees drawn up while she tried to stop trembling. She pulled the panties from her mouth and gasped. It felt good to breathe. The makeshift gag kind of worked, but now she’d have to put the soaked panties back on. She would not walk around the office pantyless.

Hannah sat gasping on the bathroom floor and tried not to face what she’d allow herself to become. She kept telling herself she wouldn’t do anything for Nate, and then she kept breaking another taboo. It was time to admit it. Hannah was Nate’s pet.
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Parenthood was a much-needed respite from the Rawlings. Her landlords kept their distance while she had custody of Tommy, which bought Hannah a couple of days to consider her predicament. She hadn’t been so torn since her early twenties. Back then, she was in a toxic relationship with a bad boy and couldn’t end it, even though she knew the guy was no good. He was nothing but bad news, but Hannah physically craved that boy. It took an intervention from her friends to see the light finally.

The Rawlings didn’t entirely ignore Hannah. She was instructed to send Nate a photo of her work outfit for approval every morning. Her Master suggested changes and the soccer mom did it with little question. He didn’t push her into inappropriate territory, but upgraded her work attire in a sexy direction that was already being noticed after just a couple of days.

Nate asked for another skirt and the one he chose was shorter than his wife’s selection, but still decent. Another button was opened on her blouse at her Master’s direction. Hannah was more dubious about that choice. She would have to be careful with how she moved and leaned forward. I can just fix it if I have to, she realized, and either admit it to Nate and take her punishment or keep her mouth shut.

Her faithful puppy dog, Drew, paid the most attention to her new look. Hannah knew it was uncharitable to think of the young man that way, but he found even more excuses to drop by her cubicle and linger. She tested him by leaning forward while he stood in the entry. His eyes were drawn down to her breasts like they had their own gravitational pull. She knew very well that he could see down to the red rose embroidered black bra that enhanced her cleavage. The harsh office lighting highlighted everything, whether you wanted it or not.

Moving through the world in sexier outfits influenced her libido in a way that she hated to acknowledge. Increased male attention added a background buzz of arousal that made Hannah uncomfortable—not with the men—if they were respectful—but with her reaction. The good feminist in her protested that men’s attention shouldn’t matter. But it felt good to be wanted, even by men in the office or on the train she wasn’t interested in.

Nate pressed his demands on Wednesday. The trouble started when she was ordered to pack her anal plug and the bottle of lube for work. Hannah knew she should say no, but it just felt so wrong, and that felt so good. She had a developing love-hate relationship with how good it felt to be bad.

Hannah texted her Master after she’d dropped Tommy off at school, just as he directed. Would she have said no if Nate wanted her to wear the plug in the drop-off line? Hannah hoped she would’ve. Instead, he wanted her to insert the anal toy before she boarded the train to work.

This is insane, she thought, contorting herself to hike up the skirt Nate selected for the day and try to lube her rosebud. The front seat of my car, in a train station parking lot, is not the place to be inserting this myself for the first time. Hannah had no idea what she would say if a passerby noticed her dirty activity. She worked at it, gritted her teeth through the pain, and popped the plug in place.

As the aching throb subsided, the now-familiar full feeling returned. Having her ass plugged was yet another practice she was coming to enjoy but didn’t understand why. The Rawlings were experts at teaching the soccer mom new things about herself.

Her fingers were a mess of lube, and she cleaned them with wet wipes before contorting herself one more time to snap the photo proof that her Master demanded. She hated how her core tightened when she texted the dirty picture. How low can I go? Texting a photo of her plugged asshole was pretty low in Hannah’s mind.

Nate spent the day tormenting her with the vibrating anal plug. Hannah was filled with butterflies waiting for it. Now that she knew his plans, the anticipation was almost worse torture than the actual teasing. Her panties were soaked before her Master ever triggered the toy. She made it to mid-morning before the teasing began.

Hannah jumped and gasped when the vibrating started. Although she’d been waiting all morning, she wasn’t prepared when it happened. The buzzing built slowly, and when it reached an apex, it pulsed in a random pattern. The uncontrollable stimulation made her feel helpless and drove her mad. She could control it. Hannah could turn off the Bluetooth on her phone at any time. But she behaved for her Master and took it.

Squeezing her thighs together didn’t help. The pressure on her mound only made it worse. Hannah needed satisfaction. Nate didn’t tell her to, but she was sorely tempted to sneak off to the restroom and make herself come again. She got away with it the last time.

Nate


enjoying yourself?




Hannah


you enjoy tormenting me way too much.




Nate


why don’t you stop it? Because you like being tormented




Hannah


maybe. I admit nothing. :)




Nate


how wet are you, pet?




Hannah


soaked




Nate


show me




Embracing her sexual side and following her landlord’s commands was becoming far too easy. She didn’t hesitate to tell Nate she was soaked. She wanted him to know. And she didn’t dither like before. Hannah took the photo of her red frilly panties and sent it, hoping he saw the wet spot.

Nate


you need to come, don’t you?




Hannah


yes, sir. you know it.




Nate


why haven’t you?




Hannah


i haven’t been given permission.




The response was typed like Nate owning her sexually was the most natural thing.

Nate


rub yourself right there.




Hannah


i can’t do it here.




Nate


i don’t want to hear can’t.




Hannah


yes, sir




With a quick look over her shoulder, Hannah shoved a hand up her skirt. It was as easy as that. Rubbing through her soaked panties brought waves of intense pleasure. Nate dialed down the intensity of her vibrations, then randomly jacked them high again. Hannah bit her lip but still whimpered. Her Master wasn’t even present, but he had full control of her body.

The soccer mom hung her head and gripped the edge of her desk with a trembling hand, and did everything to maintain some semblance of control. I can’t come at my desk, she thought. She didn’t trust herself to be quiet. Already, her huffing and whimpering seemed too loud in the quiet office. Thank god no one is near my desk.

The vibrating tapered down and stopped completely. Her ass kept humming. She’d been squeezing her cheeks and pushing into her chair without thinking about it, like she wanted to be fucked in the ass. Is this anal training? Is he making me want it? Nate texted one word: Stop.

Hannah knew having an orgasm at her desk was insanity, but she was so close. She didn’t want to stop and wouldn’t have if her Master hadn’t ordered her to do it. Her pussy had a mind of its own and demanded satisfaction. The soccer mom almost gave in and came anyway, but she reluctantly pulled her fingers from her soaked panties. With her clean hand, trembling fingers barely pecked out, yes sir.

Nate


Good girl. You’ll be rewarded for your obedience. You can go back to whatever you were doing.




Hannah


haha. my brain is mush




Nate


because you need to be fucked




Hannah


yes, sir. i really need it. will you fuck me tonight?




Nate


be patient, pet




“Hey Hannah, did you update that spreadsheet yet?”

Hannah jumped so hard when Drew spoke behind her that she slammed her knee under her desk and cursed. She hated having her back to the entrance.

“Sorry about that. Didn’t mean to startle you.”

“It’s fine. I guess I’m just jumpy,” she replied, knowing her voice was much too breathy to be normal. Hannah turned and forced a smile.

“Are you sick?” He looked concerned.

Hannah was deeply flushed, almost sweating. Her chest still rapidly rose and fell as she tried to control her excited breathing.

“It’s just allergies. I’m having one of those days, you know?” She only hoped he couldn’t guess the truth. Oh god, can he smell my arousal? Hannah was so soaked.

Fortunately, Drew was too distracted by her heaving tits to quiz Hannah. The sweater Nate insisted she wore clung to her breasts. Combined with the filmy, flimsy bra he’d demanded, it perfectly highlighted the natural shape of her breasts. Her nipples were thick bumps in the cream-colored knit that Drew couldn’t stop staring at. Hannah couldn’t blame him. She was putting on quite a display.

“Sorry about that. Allergies can be a bitch. Anything I can do for you?”

We could meet in the bathroom, and you could fuck me senseless, she thought, not for the first time. Being so horny at her desk filled Hannah’s mind with all sorts of wild ideas. Drew would have to cover her mouth with his hand, but she might like that.

The cute younger man had been a baseball player in college. Hannah assumed he knew how to handle a woman. Athletes had a lot of experience. But college was much too recent for Drew. She couldn’t go there even if he weren’t her coworker. She had a new thought, Do I need Nate’s permission to fuck someone else? Hannah hadn’t considered it until then.

“No, but it’s sweet of you to ask, Drew. We’ll definitely do that lunch sometime soon.”

Drew kept ogling her body, clearly distracted. The way he looked at her was anything but sweet. Hannah liked it—too much. “Oh, right. The spreadsheet. I had a reason for coming in here.”

Sorry my tits distracted you from work. “I haven’t yet, but I’ll get to it next. I promise.” I’ve been distracted, too. By a man who’s not even here. Nate controls me remotely now. God, he’s right. I’m such a needy whore.

“Great, awesome, Hannah. I’ll get back to it then.”

“Okay, Drew. Thanks for stopping by.”

Drew wanted any excuse to keep standing there and staring at her but moved on. Hannah wondered if he had heard some erotic sound from her and came to investigate. His question could have been asked through their office messaging app. She was mortified to think her coworker stood there watching her while she rubbed between her legs, but the new, dirty part of Hannah secretly hoped he had.

Hannah looked at her phone. It wasn’t even lunchtime yet. She had no idea how she was going to get through the day.
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The remainder of the day was excruciating. Hannah behaved and didn’t get off at work. She felt ridiculous for denying herself the much-needed pleasure but obeyed her Master. Hannah tried to find a twisted pride in her discipline, but that was too much of a reach. All she wanted to do was get home and come.

Tommy went home to his father’s after school on Wednesdays. The Rawlings knew that which was why they waited until then to make her a hot mess. Her landlords were fun perverts, but they weren’t monsters. Hannah would have never allowed herself to get into such a state if she knew she was seeing her son anyway. Her self-control was weak, but she still understood the difference between right and wrong.

Paige waited for Hannah on the front porch. It was expected. The soccer mom tried to avoid her friend the last time but was perversely relieved to see the artist this time. Perhaps Hannah could finally achieve her release if Paige was there for fun. Her violet-haired landlord was snuggled in one of those oversized hoodie blankets with the cavernous front pocket and sipping from a mug held in both hands. Black, knee-high leather boots and the collar that peeked out at her neckline clashed with the normcore outer shell. Her violet hair was pulled back in the same severe ponytail she’d worn their first time together.

“Are you waiting for me?” Hannah asked.

“I was hoping to see you.”

“What if I had errands after work?”

“I suspected you’d be in a hurry to get home,” Paige smirked. Her obvious joy in toying with Hannah was bothersome in a way that Nate’s control was not. Paige had a sadistic edge.

“Is Nate home?”

“Daddy will be along. He’s hung up late at work.”

“You’d better come on up then,” Hannah said. A real invitation wasn’t necessary. Paige wouldn’t ask for one.

“Mmm, I like your outfit, honey. Daddy chose well,” Paige commented when they walked into Hannah’s living room.

“He has good taste.”

“Yes, he does. Let me see all of it.”

“Here, or back in my bedroom?”

“I’m impatient. I don’t want to wait.”

Hannah set her work bags down, and it was her turn to smirk. Paige just wanted her to strip in the living room because she thought it was more uncomfortable for the soccer mom, but that wasn’t true anymore. Hannah was used to stripping wherever she was commanded to do it. She’d inserted the anal plug in the train station parking lot that very morning.

The plug still filled her ass. Nate hadn’t activated it in hours, but Hannah still enjoyed the full feeling during her walk to the train and then on the rocking train ride home. Her submissive side was even disappointed her Master didn’t toy with her for the rest of the day. She hoped he wasn’t becoming bored with her.

Paige threw off her baggy hoodie before Hannah removed a stitch of clothing. Her leather bustier and crotchless panties were identical to what she wore last time the women were in this position, except this version was purple leather, a shade darker than the artist’s hair. A pair of handcuffs was attached to a ring on her curvy hip.

Hannah’s core tightened. Paige was a sex goddess, all curves like a fertility idol. She was deeply flattered that Nate even looked at her when he had this at home. It felt impossible. The artist radiated power. Hannah’s instinctive urge to please Paige was nearly as strong as her urge to please their Master.

“Well?” Paige said, posing with her hands on her hips. She reached into the pocket of her hoodie and found her phone. After a few taps, the anal plug buzzed back to life.

“Oh!” Hannah gasped. Who’s been controlling this thing all day? she wondered. Maybe both Rawlings had control of her ass. That was a scary thought. She was so in awe of the artist she’d forgotten she was also supposed to be stripping.

Hannah slowly peeled up the clingy sweater Nate had chosen, hoping Paige was entertained by her sexy show. She was learning from her landlords’ stagecraft. Her tits jiggled when she neatly folded the sweater and nearly tumbled free when Hannah bent forward to place it on the coffee table. Reaching back to unzip the tight pencil skirt jutted her rounds forward. Paige smiled and eyed her like a tasty snack. Her breasts bounced more when Hannah wiggled out of the skirt. She kept the heels.

“No wonder Daddy wants to fuck you so bad. You really are a MILF dream, Hannah.” She rubbed her thigh while she looked at Hannah. “Although I bet none of the other MILFs you knew at church, or the ones at your kid’s school, look as good without their clothes.”

The Rawlings’ intensity could be disturbing, and Hannah didn’t know that she liked what they were turning her into, but she could not deny that she loved the way her landlords made her feel about her body. Hannah kept in shape and was proud of how she looked at forty-four, but she’d always seen herself as solidly average. Attractive, but not a woman anyone would go crazy over. Maybe the power of their affirmation was why their seduction had been so successful.

Paige raised her phone and snapped a photo of Hannah standing in her lingerie and heels. The soccer mom had sent one she’d taken in her long bedroom mirror to Nate earlier, as she’d done the last several days, but she’d been careful to keep her face out of the frame. She doubted Paige was as careful.

“Hey! I didn’t say you could do that.”

“We don’t ask.” Paige laughed. “You’re Daddy’s pet, which means you’re mine too when he says so. Turn around and show me, pet.”

Hannah fumed and almost asked, Show you what, but realized what the artist wanted. Instead of demanding the photo be deleted, she turned around and bent deep at the waist. The back panel of her panties was translucent. Paige surely saw the jeweled base of the plug through it. Hannah still lowered her panties to show her rear view. She heard another picture snapped.

“Stop that! I can’t have stuff like that out there.” Hannah’s face was thankfully out of view, but her tramp stamp was identifiable to anyone who’d seen it—like Tom or Charlie or other lovers—and maybe someone would recognize her living room.

Paige responded by dialing up the plug. The soccer mom groaned and tightened around it. The toy teased her pussy, too, when the vibes were that strong. She was still bent over when a stinging slap was delivered to her ass.

“Ouch!”

SWAT!

“Paige…please…stop…”

“When you know your place, pet. Who’s in charge here?”

SWAT!

“Oww…ahhh…Daddy…”

“Who else, pet?”

SWAT!

“Ahhh…you…you are Paige…ma’am…”

“That’s a good girl, Hannah. You can talk back all you want, but you’ll pay for it.”

SWAT!

“Do you mind if I take another picture, pet?”

“Ahhh…no ma’am…” she grudgingly replied.

“Pull your cheeks apart.”

Hannah complied. She didn’t want to be spanked again. She was dripping wet, and her heart raced, but it still stung. Her behind was sore the morning after Nate punished her. Paige snapped obscene photos of the soccer mom bent over and spread to show off her anal plug and swollen pussy. Hannah thought she was going to be sick. She sizzled with excitement.

“Good girl. Go get your collar.”

Straightening with a groan, she pulled up her panties and fetched her collar from a drawer in her bedroom. Nate had sent Hannah home with it. She’d modeled it in the mirror—the collar and nothing else—just to see how she looked as his sex toy. She was so aroused by the vision she’d touched herself. Hannah would never admit either to anyone.

Paige was pleased when the soccer mom presented her collar. Somehow, Hannah knew she shouldn’t buckle it on herself. The artist said she was a good girl and told Hannah to hold her hair aside while she buckled the collar in place. Paige made it a notch tighter than Nate had. Hannah wasn’t choking, but she was very aware of her collar.

“There, you look much better now, Hannah. I bet you missed wearing this. I miss mine when I take it off.”

Did I? Hannah wasn’t aware of missing her collar, but she’d also felt like her Master had some kind of control over her since she last saw him anyway. She also hadn’t seen Paige not wearing her collar since she’d moved in.

Paige had another item in that big front pocket of her hoodie. Hannah didn’t believe her eyes when the artist produced a long, slim black leather leash. No way, Hannah thought. She backed away when the woman came toward her. Paige is not putting me on a leash. She didn’t think she’d even let Nate do that. She hoped she wouldn’t.

“I’m happy you have some fight in you, Hannah. I like being the one to hand out the discipline for a change. Please, keep disobeying.”

“I’ll do what you want. The leash isn’t necessary.”

“What I want is for you to wear the leash. Turn around, pet.”

The moment Hannah turned, her butt was swatted with a quick snap of the leash. She yelped and tried to retreat again but was out of space. Paige swung the leash again. The thin leather strap stung much worse than a hand. The buzzing pain on her red cheeks twinned with the buzzing in her ass, and the soccer mom was on the verge of coming just like that. She was so confused.

Paige used her stupor to snap the handcuffs on Hannah’s wrists. The tenant pulled, and the steel cuffs bit into her flesh. She whimpered, as close as she’d come to using her safe word so far. Being treated like that felt so good, but Hannah thought it shouldn’t. Her rational mind insisted she resist.

“On your knees to take the leash, pet.”

Hannah’s safe word did not come. She knelt, which was a struggle with her hands cuffed behind her back. She felt utterly defeated and incredibly alive. Paige touched her chin, and the soccer mom tossed her hair and looked up. Her landlord smiled cruelly and clipped the leash to Hannah’s collar. She’s jealous that Nate wants me, Hannah thought. Paige wants me to pay. She was sure of it. She would not give her Mistress the satisfaction of cracking. Her stubbornness was stronger than the fear of losing herself in submission. God, I need therapy.

“Come with me, pet. On your feet. I won’t make you crawl.”

The leash was tugged, and Hannah nearly fell forward. It would have been ugly since she couldn’t catch her fall. The strong muscles she’d developed by running aided Hannah in struggling to her feet with her arms pulled behind her back. Being led back to her bedroom on a leash was humiliating. Her pussy sizzled with excitement.

“What are you going to do, ma’am?” Hannah asked.

“Whatever I please, pet. Unless you want me to stop.”

Paige didn’t wait for an answer but fondled Hannah’s tits through her bra. The thin mesh cups gave her great shape but didn’t shield her from her landlord’s touch. She trembled when Paige’s nails tickled over the perfect curves of her bra-encased rounds. Mistress smirked when she flicked Hannah’s passion-swelled tips. The soccer mom groaned. Paige was free to touch her however she wished. The helplessness mainlined through Hannah’s veins like she’d been injected with a drug.

“You have such sweet tits, Hannah. Do all the soccer dads stare at them?”

“Not…ahhh…all…of them…” She had trouble speaking when Paige used both hands to massage her breasts. “I catch…ahhh…some of them…mmm looking…”

“Do you think they’ve jerked off thinking of you like this?” Paige roughly pinched both nipples when she asked.

“Ahhh…ma’am…Mistress…no…I don’t think…they…”

Paige laughed, and it still tickled Hannah, even in her current predicament. “Don’t tell me you don’t think those guys jerk off thinking about you. Or thinking about you when they’re fucking their boring wives. I guarantee it, Hannah. Those soccer dads are thinking about you when they’re coming.”

Hannah had truly never considered that. She felt good when the obvious ones stared at her chest—especially because it was far from the largest—and when they checked out her ass in jeans, but she’d never thought they were jerking off to her. It was creepy to think about any of her friends’ husbands jerking off at all—let alone to her. She doubted a good Catholic man like Brenda’s husband stroked himself. But then, being married to her may have made him jerk off every day. Either way, none of those men had ever pictured Hannah like this. They lacked the imagination.

Paige rubbed Hannah through her panties. Her lips squished together. The soccer mom was so horny she was losing her mind. Isn’t she supposed to be rewarding me? Being whipped and handcuffed didn’t feel like a reward. She’d better make me come!

“My, my, pet, you like thinking about those dads beating it to you. So very wet, Hannah. I bet you’re such a needy whore any of them could have you right now.”

“Nooo…I wouldn’t…couldn’t…please Mistress…”

“I think you’re learning that you’ll do anything if you’re horny enough, pet. Besides, I could just bend you over and offer your cunt. What could you do?”

Paige slipped fingers inside her. The powerfully vibrating anal plug made it feel like the fingers vibrated too.

“Ahhh god…Mistress…”

“What, pet?”

“God…please let me come…please…I need it…”

“I’ll start making calls and get someone right over. They’re in your contacts, right?”

“No! Please! You can’t…”

“Why are you telling me I can’t do something, pet? You know how that goes.” Paige looked like she was going to whip her ass again.

“Because this pussy belongs to Daddy. It’s Daddy’s pussy.”

“Good point. That is the right answer, pet. All of you belongs to Daddy.”

“Yesss Mistress…make Daddy’s pussy come…please…”

Hannah hated how easy the words came. She didn’t even know where they came from. Every time, she vowed she would not call Nat that weird honorific, and every time, she caved because she needed to come. My pussy doesn’t belong to anyone, she reminded herself. This is just a game. But it felt real when she said it.

“Okay, pet. You’ve been pretty good.”

Paige piled the pillows near the end of the bed. Hannah was very curious what was going to happen next. The artist fluffed and carefully stacked the pillows. She took the leash and led Hannah to the bed.

“Kneel on the bed, Hannah. Make yourself comfortable, although I don’t think this will take very long.”

Hannah struggled to climb onto the end of her bed with her hands cuffed. She could topple at any moment and felt ridiculous. Thank god, no one can see me like this. Would Tom just laugh at me? After he picked himself up off the floor? She wickedly wanted her husband to see her like that. Let him see what he’s missing. Let Tom know how dirty I am and what he could have had if he’d just paid attention. Part of her still wanted Tom to be the one to use her. The closer she moved to a new life with the Rawlings, the more Hannah longed for her old, simpler life. Feelings were complicated.

Paige tugged the leash, which encouraged Hannah forward. She thoughtfully steadied her when she swayed on her knees on the bed. Hannah would have fallen on her face if her Mistress hadn’t guided her down.

The position left Hannah as helpless as when she’d been strapped into that weird bench. She could squirm and roll onto her side, but then what? The pillows were like a wedge, planting her face in the mattress and pushing her ass up in the air. Hannah felt more ridiculous by the second. What is she planning to do to me?

“Mmm, you look great like this.” Paige rolled Hannah’s panties down, and the tenant realized everything was on display. She cringed, and Paige continued, “It really highlights what a sweet ass you have, Hannah. Daddy’s going to be mad he missed this, but then I’m sure you’d happily bend over for him.”

The clicking sound of a camera phone sent a fearful shiver through the soccer mom. She’s not! Oh my god! Why did I put myself in this position? Hannah twisted her body, wiggling like a fish out of water, but Paige steadied her by the handcuffs before she could make any progress.

“I don’t know where you think you’re going, pet.” She delivered a playful swat to Hannah’s butt, but it still hurt after being swatted with the leash. “You haven’t even been rewarded yet. Let me help you stay there, honey.”

Paige wound the leash around her hand and pulled it back, applying just enough pressure to draw Hannah’s head up from the mattress. The soccer mom wasn’t choking, but it was uncomfortable, and her movement was restricted. Her heart raced. The sense of danger tightened her core. Her flight instinct kicked in, but her need to come was stronger. Hannah felt depraved, wondering, When will I stop this? How did the Rawlings seem to know her better than she knew herself?

“Stay,” Paige sternly instructed. Hannah stopped moving, and she added, “Good girl. Stay right there for a second.”

The leash went slack when Paige released it, and Hannah hung her head forward. It took every ounce of willpower to stay in place with her ass submissively in the air. The artist went to her nightstand drawer, and Hannah thought, So, that’s what she’s doing. Paige turned with the Namii in her hand.

“Are you ready for your reward?” she sweetly asked.

“Yes, Mistress,” Hanna whined. The vibrating anal plug was driving her insane. She’d been ready for her reward—her climax—for hours. Sex toys weren’t what she really wanted—she wanted, she needed, her Master’s cock—but the toys would do.

Hannah’s hopes that Paige would leave the leash were dashed. The soccer mom’s head was jerked back once more. She wasn’t quite choked—that was a red line—but she had to work to swallow.

The Namii touched her pussy. Hannah saw stars. There was a reason it was her favorite sex toy. Paige shimmied the toy between Hannah’s lips, perfectly nestling it so that it vibrated her whole pussy.

“Ahhhh fuck…ahhh god…yeah…ahhh fuck yeah…”

“She likes it,” Paige chuckled.

“Yesss…yeah…ahhh god yeah…fuck…”

Hannah worked her hips humping back at the toy Paige pressed to her pussy. The motions tightened her backdoor. Everything below her waist throbbed. Oh my god…this is what I needed…all fucking day…fucking yes! She was right there when her Mistress took the toy away.

“Ahhh god…what the fuck…dammit…”

“Is that any way to talk to your Mistress, pet? I thought you wanted to come.” Paige sounded like she was enjoying herself way too much.

“I need to come, dammit!”

Paige yanked on the leash. Hannah yelped. The artist slapped her ass hard.

“Ahhh fuck!”

“Do you need to come, Hannah?”

“Yes! Oh fuck…oh god yes!”

“I think you’re so horny you’ve forgotten your manners. Daddy will not be pleased.”

SWAT!

“I’m sorry…please…please Mistress…please let me come…I need to come so bad…please…I’ll be so good…”

“I don’t know, pet.”

“God…please…please make me come…I’ll do anything Mistress…I’ll be so good…”

Hannah begged without thinking. The capable woman who handled million-dollar accounts and organized the other moms for sports fundraisers was replaced by one who was solely focused on her desperately needed orgasm. This new, dirty version of Hannah felt a dangerous thrill from fully submitting. Surrendering her power electrified the soccer mom. Consequences didn’t matter. She would do anything her Mistress wanted if she could just come.

The toy returned to her pussy, nestling back between her lips, exactly where Hannah needed it. She struggled with the handcuffs and liked the way it hurt when they bit into her wrists. She pulled against her leash because she liked feeling controlled. Paige gave her everything she didn’t know she needed. And when her Mistress activated the little sucking hole on the toy, she gave Hannah what she craved.

“Ahhhh fuck…fuck…ohmygod…ahhh yeah…ohmygod…ohhh fuck…”

Her dam burst, and Hannah was flooded with torrents of ecstasy. The orgasm soaked her with pleasure, and she swelled until she thought she would burst from it. Paige made her come so hard she got dizzy. The day’s torture almost felt worth it when the stunning climax hit. Hannah came so hard she was sure she was hallucinating when she heard the other voice.

“What the hell is going on?”

“Who the fuck are you?” Paige replied, keeping the toy pressed to Hannah’s juicing pussy. The soccer mom was stunned too, but she couldn’t stop coming while Paige rubbed her pussy with that thing.

“I’m her husband. Get away from her! What are you doing to my wife?”

“So, you’re Tom. I’ve heard so much about you. You’re welcome to stay and watch, but I don’t think Hannah wants me to stop. Do you, pet?”

Oh fuck, Hannah thought. What the actual fuck?
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“Hannah, honey, are you okay?” Tom continued. Hannah tried to twist her head around, but he was out of her field of view. She kept moaning.

Paige laughed. “Oh, she’s more than okay. Can’t you tell? Or haven’t you ever seen her come before, Tom?”

“What the fuck? Who are you?”

“I’m Paige. Delighted to meet you, but you need to take a deep breath.”

“Get away from my wife. Did you attack her?”

“Okay, Tom. I’m trying to be understanding because I’m sure this is all a big shock to you, but you need to step off unless you want to add to your embarrassment by getting your ass kicked by a girl. I’m wearing leather. Can’t you tell I’m tough?”

The vibrator was finally taken from her pussy, but Hannah still trembled and moaned. Her leash stayed tight. The plug still vibrated in her ass. Can Tom see I have an anal plug? Hannah knew he must have. Her hindquarters were on full display. What does he think? She craned her neck enough to see that Paige had turned toward Tom, and it looked like she was waving the Namii in the air like a weapon, which probably was not intimidating. Tom was not a fighter, but Hannah didn’t see him being afraid of a woman, even one as intimidating as Paige.

“Furthermore, I don’t see how this is any of your business. You don’t live here. I’m assuming you let yourself in. And I’m pretty sure sweet Hannah doesn’t consider herself your wife anymore. So, you are welcome to sit in the corner and jerk off while I have my fun with her, or you can get the fuck out. But you’d better stop shooting off your mouth.”

Hearing her Mistress knock Tom down a peg made Hannah’s core ache. It wasn’t biologically possible, but now she wanted Paige to fuck her just as badly as she wanted Nate to master her pussy. She just wanted to please her protector. It served Tom right for just barging in. He could show himself out. The offer to stay and jerk off was surely just a taunt. Wasn’t it?

Paige raised an interesting question. Did she still think of Tom as her husband? Legally, he was. They shared a child. Hannah still felt a bond with him, but he wasn’t her husband in any way that mattered. She didn’t have those feelings anymore. Did she? Why did her heart race even faster, knowing Tom was there?

Hannah couldn’t foresee ever having sex with Tom again. However, the newly activated dirty part of her brain wondered if he was hard seeing her in that position. She should have been ashamed for her husband to see her being used like that but wanted him to be shocked and aroused. Hannah wanted Tom to want her, especially now that he couldn’t have her.

Tom began to speak, but Paige silenced him. He seemed to listen to the landlord as well as his wife did. Hannah grunted out a low moan when the vibrator returned to her pussy. She was right back where she’d been, but now she was obsessed with knowing whether Tom stayed or left. He had to leave, right? He’s not going to stay and watch this, is he? He didn’t have the right to see her like that anymore, but a dark part of Hannah wanted him to watch her.

“Would you like to come again, pet?” Paige asked, rubbing the Namii against her furrow like she was fucking Hannah with it, even though it couldn’t penetrate.

“Ahhh…yesss…please…ohhh please…Mistresss…”

Hannah worked her pussy back against the toy, knowing how needy it looked when she could hardly move with her hands cuffed behind her back and her leash was kept taut. Is Tom seeing this?

“Such a needy little whore. Did you know your wife is such a needy whore, Tom? You could have done all kinds of things to her if you knew she was so willing. Did you even have those novelty handcuffs, the kind you can slip right out of? Trust me, Hannah can’t get out of these. Can you, pet?”

“Ahhh…nooo ma’am…I can’t…” Hannah pulled against the cuffs to prove it.

“Did I make you do any of this, pet?”

“Ahhh god…nooo…”

“You want it, don’t you, pet?” Paige took the vibrator from her pussy just before Hannah could climax.

“Ahhh god yesss…please make me come, Mistress…I need it…”

“See, Tom. Hannah is our creature now. We found the treasure you cast aside. Personally, I don’t know how you kept your dick out of her. She’s so much fun when she comes, especially after she begs for it. Do you want to see her come, or should I deny her, Tom?”

“Shit, Hannah…” he murmured.

Ohmygod! He’s here! He stayed! What the fuck? What’s he doing?

Hannah was so conflicted. Her thoughts were scattered by her blissful, submissive haze, but she knew she should tell her husband to get out. He’d lost the right to see her body when he didn’t fight for their marriage. He sure as fuck has no say over whether I come or not! But god, knowing he was watching her lit up all the right receptors in Hannah’s dirty, submissive brain. Let him see what he could have had! Let Tom see what it’s like when his wife really comes hard!

“Cat got your tongue, Tom?” Paige laughed. “What’s the biggest shock, honey? Is it that she’s into girls? Or that she’s so submissive? No, I can’t imagine you had no idea. That would be so clueless. Is it that sweet Hannah’s into ass play? She’s been wearing that butt plug all day, Tom. And this isn’t the first time. Yeah, you like that. I can see it. I bet you fantasized about putting your cock up her cute ass but didn’t have the nerve to ask for it. That’s okay. Most men are afraid to tell their wives what they truly want. That’s why my Daddy is a giant among men. He takes what he wants. Doesn’t he, pet?”

“Ahhh…yesss…fuck yesss…please…”

Paige returned the toy to Hannah’s pussy, but only long enough to torture her. She still denied the soccer mom’s orgasm.

“Shit, Hannah, did you… Are you fucking…” Tom sounded like he was in a trance. It killed her that she couldn’t see him. She had to rely on Paige’s words to know what was going on behind her. Hannah felt more helpless than ever.

“She isn’t fucking my Daddy, but only because she hasn’t earned it yet. He’s still making sure Hannah’s a good girl.”

“What the hell are you into, Hannah?”

“Get off your high horse, Tom. Those khakis are tented all the way out.” Paige’s laugh was somewhere between joyful and pitying. “You’re just as into it as she is. It’s a shame you two didn’t realize you were both closet freaks when you were still together. Think of the fun you could have had. Why don’t you take it out, Tom? Seriously, I don’t mind. It doesn’t matter if she minds, because I said it’s okay. Let me see what Hannah was working with. It’s pushing out your khakis nicely. Does Tom have a nice cock, pet? Be honest, or I’ll punish you.”

“I…ahhh…I liked it…ma’am…it was good…” In her head, she added, When I got it.

“Now I really want to see it. Do you need more incentive? Here.” Paige rested the Namii on Hannah’s back, where it bounced around.

A loud, slow zipping sound was followed by Tom cursing under his breath. “Do you like these, Tom? All the boys like them. Show me how much you like them.” Hannah knew her Mistress had unzipped her bustier and showed Tom her tits. The soccer mom burned with jealousy. She didn’t want him anymore, but she didn’t want her husband lusting for Paige’s big, perfect tits either.

The next sound was the fumbling of a belt buckle. Hannah was stunned. The Tom she knew would have never pulled his dick out for Paige. She’d begun to think he was asexual. Being unable to see what was happening was a new kind of torture. Her leash was pulled to the side. Tom grunted.

“That is a nice one. Not as nice as Daddy’s, but it’s got a nice size. It’s a shame you stopped giving it to Hannah. If you did your job, she might not be bent over begging to be fucked right now.”

“I… We didn’t stop. We were just married for a long time. Things…uhnn…slow down. Uhnnn, shit…”

“They don’t have to, Tom. They shouldn’t. When you have someone as fine as Hannah, you need to stay on top of that. And I do mean literally. Mmm, you like my tits, don’t you, Tom?”

“I…uhnnn…yeah, they’re great.”

“You can look, but you can’t touch. They belong to Daddy, just like Hannah’s pussy does now.”

Tom grunted again, and Hannah would have sworn Paige was handling Tom’s cock, but that was impossible. She couldn’t believe the artist would want to, but he wouldn’t just let her grab it anyway. Would he? Hannah didn’t know what she was capable of, so maybe she had no idea what Tom would allow. She seethed, thinking that Paige might be jerking off her husband.

“You can finish that off if you want. I’m going to go take care of our Hannah. That should help you along.” Paige laughed.

The Namii was shoved back against Hannah’s slit, and she wailed. It literally squished into place. The soccer mom was so needy that she rubbed herself against the toy without a thought to how slutty it looked. She darkly considered that maybe she wanted her soon-to-be ex-husband to see how slutty she could be.

“Who’s pussy is this, pet?” Paige asked.

“Ahhh…it’s…it’s Nate’s…my Master’s…ahhh god…”

“Shit, Hannah,” Tom huffed.

“Do you like seeing your slut little wife surrendering her body?”

Tom grunted like he was jerking off. Hannah was electrified by the thought but angry that she was.

“I think you’re one of those guys, Tom. I think you like hearing your wife admit that her pussy belongs to another man,” Paige taunted.

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

“I…uhnn…shit…Han…”

“It’s okay. You don’t have to admit it. I see how much you like it. I feel left out. I’m the only one not getting off right now.” Paige sounded thrilled that she had them both under her thumb. “Are you going to come for me, pet?”

“Ahhh yeah…please…yeah…ohhh fuck…”

“I think Tom’s going to come too, pet. He likes my tits, but he likes seeing what a dirty whore his wife is even more.”

“Fuck…ahhh god...ahhh fuck…”

“And I think you like him seeing what a dirty whore you are, Hannah. Don’t you? Deep down, you’re proud to be Daddy’s whore, and you want Tom to know it.”

“Ahhh…ahhh…god yeah…ahhh god…AHHH FUCK! FUCK!”

Hannah screamed and detonated, coming as hard—maybe harder—than she ever had before. Her whole body throbbed with ecstasy. Her eyes squeezed shut, and she had an unbidden vision of Tom standing behind her, watching her come, and then shooting his load all over her back. She didn’t feel his climax rain down on her, but his grunting made her think he was coming too. Hannah was perversely proud and disgusted all at once.

“Uhnnn…Han…shit Hannah…shit…uhnn…”

“Look at you two. Is that the first time you’ve ever come together? Hard to believe you kids couldn’t work it out, but I don’t think you could ever give Hannah what she needed. She seems like the sweet neighborhood MILF, but she’s really a needy whore who needs a strong hand.”

Tom only panted in response. Hannah’s brain was still scrambled by the orgasm rolling through her. She should have denied it—at least because her husband was there—but she couldn’t. Deep down, she suspected Paige was correct.

“And now it’s my turn,” Paige said.

Hannah was relieved when the vibrator was taken from her. She couldn’t handle any more of it. Her pussy was so ravaged she still felt the vibrations even though it was gone. She was so overstimulated it had started to hurt. But the anal plug still vibrated in her full ass. Hannah began to believe it would be there forever.

Paige joined her on the bed, sliding into place in front of her pet. Hannah could only look up at her. Her bustier was indeed unzipped, and her big, beautiful breasts hung free. The soft pillows jiggled when she scooted forward to push her pussy right into Hannah’s face. The soccer mom knew what her Mistress wanted, but she was acutely aware that her husband was watching.

Hannah didn’t have a choice. Her cuffed hands were useless. Paige could do whatever she chose with her. The artist grabbed Hannah by the hair and lifted it so she could shove her pussy in the bound woman’s face. The soccer mom’s mouth was right on Paige’s pussy. I can’t do this with Tom here. He’s seen everything else, but does he need to see this?

“Be a good girl now, Hannah. You lick my cunt so good, and you two have me so horny.”

Paige rubbed her sex in Hannah’s face, and the tenant did what had become second nature. She began making out with her Mistress’ pussy. The artist was drenched, overwhelming Hannah with her tangy taste and powerful scent. She slurped away, feeling like she was little more than a sex toy for her landlord with her hands cuffed behind her back. Paige held her hair and directed her mouth like it was a vibrator. Hannah felt so deliciously submissive, and her core tightened even though she didn’t think her pussy could handle any more attention.

“Ooooo Hannnahh…eat my pussy…so good…ooooo yesss…”

The soccer mom was inspired by her Mistress’s moans. Her surrender felt right. She wanted to make Paige come. The darkest part of her wanted Tom to see her do it. Hannah twisted and stretched her neck until she had the artist’s clit between her lips.

“Ooooo yesss…she’s so good Tom…Hannah makes me come so hard…did she love sucking your dick as much as she loves my cunt? Oooo…”

The dirty praise made Hannah double down. She sucked the artist’s clit and worked it with her tongue. If Tom wants to stand there and watch me, he can see how hard I make her come. It was awkward, but she twisted her neck and saw he was right there. Her husband was soft, but his meat pulsed with life. His khakis were around his ankles. She wondered where he’d shot his load. Did she have a sticky mess on her bedroom floor?

Tom looked silly, but Hannah loved that she made his cock twitch. She realized that if it was still hard, he could have just shoved it inside her. She was helpless, unable to stop him. Hannah was glad watching her made him come, but she didn’t want him inside her. That part of their lives was done, she insisted. But if Paige ordered it, she would have taken it, and she’d come very hard on her husband’s cock. She needed to be fucked so very badly.

If Paige makes me, but I’m not asking for it. I can get fucked, but I don’t have to admit I want it. I don’t want Tom, but god, I need to be fucked—even if it is Tom. The dark, needy, submissive part of Hannah wanted Tom to fuck her. Her only shameful solace was that she would have let any man who walked into her bedroom fuck her.

“Ooooo yesss…ohmygod…Hannah…ooooo fuck…”

Paige howled in orgasm and forced Hannah’s face so hard into her pussy that it seemed like she was trying to suffocate the soccer mom. The tenant kept enthusiastically licking her Mistress until Paige pulled her away by her hair. She slid out from under Hannah and let her face drop to the mattress.

“That was sooo good, Hannah. It was just what I needed,” Paige panted, her tits heaving. “I’d love to lay in bed with you all evening, but I’m sure you kids have plenty to talk about. Should I leave the handcuff key with Tom?”

Hannah shuddered. Tom might never let her go. He might do all kinds of dirty things to her. Why did that make her core tighten in anticipation? But no, she did not want to be left to Tom’s mercy. She wasn’t that far gone. “Please, free me, Mistress.” Hannah panted just as hard as Paige.

“I thought you two might want to have some fun of your own. Daddy would understand. I think. But it’s always your choice, Hannah.”

Paige rolled off the bed and kept her word. Hannah’s wrists were freed. She rolled right over and stretched her sore limbs. She flexed her fingers like she didn’t remember how to use them. Paige gave her a deep, passionate kiss and said good night. Hannah thought it was for Tom’s benefit, but when she looked up her husband was gone.
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Hannah was dazed by the events of the last several minutes. Every time she thought she was getting used to the Rawlings’ games, a new wrinkle tested how far she’d go. Being handcuffed was scary but a turn-on. The leash triggered a cascade of complicated feelings she’d have to sort out. But Tom witnessing her surrender was so far over the line.

It would have been bad enough if he walked in, cursed her, and left, but he stayed—and jerked off? Where was that desire for me when we were together? Maybe I should have asked him to handcuff me. Hannah didn’t think he’d know what to do with her if he did.

Hannah rubbed her sore wrists, hoping the red marks would quickly go away. She realized the leash was still clipped to her collar. It hung limply in front of her. Holding the strip of leather triggered so many questions that she didn’t have time to answer. Rather than unclip the leash, she unbuckled her collar and removed both together.

The anal plug had stopped vibrating, but it was still in place. Hannah was as delicate as possible, but she still winced when she removed it. Being very well-lubricated didn’t stop her from being sore after having it in place all day. Her rosebud felt like it was left gaping open. Her research said the toy wouldn’t do permanent damage, but she was dubious.

All Hannah wanted to do was take a hot shower and crawl into bed, but she couldn’t get to the bathroom without passing through the hallway, and she didn’t know if Tom had just left the bedroom or left completely. They had to talk, but she would have preferred to order her thoughts first. She pulled on her oversized, comfy robe and poked her head out of the bedroom. Tom sat on her couch, looking as dazed as she felt. I guess we’re doing this now, she thought.

“Tom,” she said, folding herself into the chair off to the side. Despite the frumpy robe, she knew she looked like she’d been ridden hard and put up wet.

“Hannah. What the fuck was that?”

His tone set her right on the defensive. “What the fuck are you doing in my apartment, Tom? I gave you a key for emergencies. You don’t have the right to just walk in here.”

“Tommy forgot the charger for his laptop. I was downstairs knocking, but you didn’t answer. Then I opened the door and called out. When you didn’t respond to that, I came up because I thought you might be in trouble.”

Hannah had no reason to doubt him, but she was angry.

“I think I saw your clothes on the living room floor and heard the noises coming from the bedroom at the same time.”

“And you just had to investigate? Couldn’t you figure out what I was doing from the clothes on the floor and the noises? You just had to come back and see for yourself?”

“It sounded like someone was hitting you, and you cried out. Someone could have been hurting you,” he replied, shifting from confrontational to defensive.

Someone was, she thought. But I liked it. Why do I like it? “Okay, maybe that makes sense, but why did you stay?”

“I don’t know.”

“That was a private moment, Tom. You don’t get to see those anymore.”

“I know, Han. I know. I didn’t plan on staying and watching… Or doing any of that. I think I was too shocked to move at first. And then that woman started talking.”

“Paige. She’s one of my landlords.”

Tom looked like she’d blown his mind. Does he think I’m trading sex for free rent? He should know I’d never…

“Yes, Paige, your mistress. What have you gotten into, Han?”

“I don’t know that it’s any of your business.”

“You’re still the mother of my child.”

“And what I do in my bedroom has nothing to do with that. I’d never let this stuff near Tommy. Don’t you know that?”

“Right. Of course, whatever else is between us, I know you’re a good mother. But that woman—Paige—lives right downstairs. Is her daddy—daddy?—her husband?”

“Nate, yes.”

“And he’s your… daddy, really, Hannah?”

“No, he’s not my daddy. That’s all a bit much for me. It is weird. I don’t know what he is to me. This is all very new, Tom. It’s like a different universe than the one we inhabited.”

“No shit. So, you’re fucking both of them?”

“Girls don’t fuck, Tom,” Hannah smirked. “I’m involved with them. That’s all you need to know.”

“Like one of those polyamory things? I think it is my business if you’re in a relationship with a couple.”

Hannah chaffed that he thought anything she did was his business, but he had a point. It would be his business if she were in a poly relationship with a couple because it would impact their son, but the R-word had never even popped into her mind.

“Relationship is a strong word. I don’t know what it is, but it’s not a relationship. I don’t even know how poly stuff works,” she said, not adding that she’d searched it on the internet.

“Okay, you’re just fucking them. You’ve got some kind of running threesome going. Is it always you and one of them like today, or do the three of you get together and do it together?” Tom had a strange light in his eyes when he said it, like he was picturing it and liked what he saw.

“I told you, unless it impacts Tommy, what happens in my bedroom is private.”

“Right, of course. Sorry, but I’m still a little freaked out. I never in a million years thought I’d walk in on something like that. I mean, I had no idea you were into that. I guess I should have because we’ve been together for so long.”

Hannah softened. Tom truly looked lost. She liked being angry with him but tried to be understanding. How would I feel if I walked in on him doing something like that? Not that I would ever just walk into his bedroom.

“I didn’t know I was into anything like that either. I didn’t ask for it. God, it’s a long story, but I’ll say things just happened and kept happening, and now I’m here. I’m not going to apologize for liking what I like or that you saw it. No one made you come into my bedroom—or stay.” Part of Hannah felt like she should apologize. The things she was newly into were just so wrong.

“And you like it? You like all that stuff? The handcuffs? The mistress stuff? The spanking? The… ass stuff? I guess now I know why you’ve seemed so different lately. I would have never guessed this is why you’ve been glowing when I’ve seen you.”

“Tom…”

“Sorry. I’m just so surprised.”

Hannah barely suppressed a smile. Paige was probably right. Tom did regret that he’d never tried to have anal with her in all those years they were married. She had no desire to explain herself to her soon-to-be ex-husband. And she had no obligation to. Instead, she turned the tables.

“It seems like you were into it too, Tom. You didn’t leave. You took your dick out and…”

“She told me to.”

“Really?” Hannah did laugh at that. “You let Paige play with your dick, and then you jerked off because she told you to?”

“Hey, I didn’t know what I was doing. It felt like time sped up and slowed down at the same time. Like you said, things just happened.”

“But you liked it. Paige saw you were hard. That’s why she told you to take it out. You liked seeing me…” Hannah didn’t like the tingle building back in her core.

Tom smiled. “I’ve always liked seeing you naked, Han. You’re sexy. You’ve got an incredible body. And seeing it—seeing you—like that, I don’t know, it triggered something in me.”

“Maybe it was seeing me all submissive like that because it hasn’t felt like you thought I was sexy for a very long time. Maybe you needed to see me ass up and begging.”

“Shit, Han. You don’t have to say it like that.” He rubbed his face and shifted uncomfortably.

Hannah liked that he was uncomfortable. It built the buzz she felt inside. This was a strange, unexpected dynamic between them. They weren’t completely vanilla, lights-out-missionary-in-the-dark, but they’d never come close to anything like she let the Rawlings do to her. The weird arousal pushed her to be more aggressive like she’d been with Charlie.

“But that’s what was happening, Tom. You want to ask me all kinds of questions. Why don’t I get to ask you? Paige put me on a leash and used my body, and I liked it. Okay, I’ll admit it. I’ve learned I like being submissive to men and women. And you like watching it. Do you watch BDSM porn?”

“No, never. I don’t even really watch that stuff at all.”

Hannah snorted. “So, it was me? You like watching me be submissive to someone else?”

“I don’t know, Han. I guess?” Tom sighed heavily and stared at her like he was at a loss. He looked torn, but between what? “I liked seeing you so sexual. Seeing you so turned on and watching you come like that was incredible. Stepping back and just watching it was… I don’t even know how to describe the feeling. Shit, Hannah. Any man would have jerked off to that, but it was so hot for me because I know you. I’m your husband.” She did not point out that she was only his wife in name now.

“And you know you’re hot, even if you won’t admit it. And yeah, I liked seeing you beg. It was so dirty and forbidden, so wrong. You’re not supposed to be like that.”

“Because I’m a mom? Because I’m your wife? I’m too uptight?” In her mind, she added, And you liked seeing me punished? You think I deserve it.

Tom allowed a grin. “Maybe all of the above. You must admit, all of that is so not you. Or at least the you I thought I knew.”

“It’s unexpected. I’ll give you that. So was hearing you let Paige order you around.”

“I know. That was weird. I wouldn’t have done it if I wasn’t watching you.” He didn’t sound so sure.

The couple stared at each other. They both had so many questions neither of them could answer. Tom looked like he was torn between running away and ripping off her robe. Jerking off couldn’t have been satisfying, not after the show she put on.

Hannah’s tingle turned into a throb. She insisted to herself that she did not want to fuck Tom, but she liked the way he looked at her—like he wanted to fuck her. And she still very much needed a cock inside her. It felt like it had been an eternity since that last time she slept with Charlie. Paige made her come over and over again, but she needed to be filled.

Hannah acted without thinking. Her body had a mind of its own when she shrugged and her robe slipped off a shoulder, exposing a breast. Tom sat up straighter and his breath caught. His eyes went wide when she caressed her round flesh. Hannah teased her tingling tip and shivered.

“Han…”

The other side of her robe slipped to her waist, and she caressed both breasts. Her eyes closed, and she gasped. Hannah prayed Tom didn’t say something stupid and ruin their moment. She was needy enough to do this but not so horny that her clueless husband couldn’t screw it up.

Her eyes flickered open, and excitement surged through Hannah when she saw Tom’s hungry look. He licked his lips while he watched her, just like a cartoon character. Tom didn’t have any of Nate’s power, but she knew she would still fuck him. Her husband knew how to make her feel good when he tried. He’d just stopped trying.

Hannah stood, letting her robe drop to the floor. Tom drank her in like he was seeing her for the first time. Maybe he was. He didn’t seem to recognize her. Her heart raced from the heat of his lust. Hannah liked being watched. She’d never felt so seen. It was like she’d thrown off her identity as a wife and mother and reclaimed being a woman. Tom saw a woman he wanted to fuck, not the wife who used to do his laundry. She was seeing him with new eyes, too.

When was the last time he’d seen her pussy so neatly groomed? Her landing strip was barely there anymore. Hannah would have shaved it all because her Master liked it that way she was told, but she was being defiant and waiting until she was ordered to do it. She wasn’t broken yet. Her lips were still swollen from Paige’s endless teasing. Hannah knew Tom could slip right inside her.

Hannah tried not to wince when she walked toward him. Her ass was so sore. She slipped to her knees in front of him and unbuckled his belt. Unlike Charlie, Tom didn’t try to stop her. She liked that. He didn’t have Nate’s swagger or power, but Hannah still felt submissive, kneeling in front of her husband. He’d never made her feel that way before. She never thought she’d find confidence in submission.

Tom wasn’t fully hard, but his shaft pulsed as it tried to get there. He was a forty-six-year-old man. Nate seemed like he could bounce right back, but her husband needed recovery time. Hannah could help with that.

Fitting her lips around her husband’s cock was easy after her Master so aggressively fucked her throat. Hannah didn’t ever think about Tom’s dick anymore, but it was good. His equipment had never been the problem. He didn’t have Nate’s girthy monster, but it was big enough to get the job done—bigger than what Charlie had. Size didn’t matter unless a man was huge or tiny, and both could be a problem.

Tom’s lack of grooming stuck out after handling Nate and Charlie. She’d just always accepted that men didn’t do that. It surprised her to think that if she planned to have a regular thing with Tom, she’d insist he did something. Why would this become a regular thing? But if Master wasn’t going to give her what she needed, Hannah could take it from her husband. As it was, his pubes tickled her nose when she sank down on his shaft, sucking harder as she went. Her skills had upgraded since that last time she went down on her husband, and he noticed.

“Uhnnn, shit, Han…ahhh shit…” He stared down at her with wonder. Her eyes twinkled when she stared back at him and smiled around her mouthful.

Hannah squeezed his base and slowly bobbed up and down, working magic with her tongue. She moaned around his meat like she was savoring it. Tom probably had no idea she could be so into a blowjob. She had something to prove, and it was working. His passionate reaction to her enthusiastic blowjob made her pussy throb. Hannah fed on his approval, something she never expected to feel for Tom again.

His cock plumped in her mouth. Hannah took him to the root, and he groaned and pushed up at her mouth. It felt good. She didn’t gag like before Nate had trained her so well. She hoped her husband was impressed. Tom put a hand on the back of her head, making Hannah’s heart race faster. She thought he’d make her take it, but he was still the same man she’d known. Tom just held her head and let her do the work.

Tom was hard and ready. She released his shaft with a slurp, unwilling to risk him releasing in her mouth and denying her what she needed. Hannah was only with her husband because she needed to be fucked and knew she could make Tom do it. She almost laughed thinking about all the efforts she’d made over the last few years that he’d ignored, but now that they were separated, Tom looked at her like she was the sexiest woman on the planet.

“I need you to fuck me, Tom,” she said, earnestly staring up into his eyes. He’d always had such kind eyes. She’d forgotten that.

“Hannah…”

“Don’t say anything to complicate this, Tom. I know you want me, and I need this. You heard me begging for it. Please, just give me what I need.”

The words sounded absurd coming out of her mouth, but they did the trick. Tom rose out of the chair, pulling Hannah with him by the shoulders. His fierce kiss stole her breath. He hadn’t kissed her like that in over a decade. She melted into him, attacking his tongue with hers. She pulled at his polo shirt and wrestled it over his head as they stumbled toward the couch. He didn’t have Nate’s slim build or Charlie’s fit body, but he was cuddly. Tom almost tripped over the khakis around his ankles, but it didn’t slow them down.

Hannah fell onto the couch on her back and nearly slid off. The couch was small and narrow. She’d chosen it because it looked cool, not for comfort, but she could make it work. She threw a leg up onto the back and planted her other foot on the floor. Tom eagerly moved on top of her, reminding Hannah of the lack of enthusiasm he’d shown for so many years. She was too horny to let that stop her. He’s just a tool, she thought. Tonight, Tom is my sex toy.

“Ohmygod…fuck…yesss…ahhh fuck…yeah…” Hannah cried when he thrust into her.

Hannah trembled and might have instantly had a small orgasm when Tom filled her with the cock she so desperately needed. Her molten sheath locked around him, and her hips worked up from the couch to grind against him. The motion made her clit throb. She threw an arm around Tom and held him there, digging nails into his shoulder.

“Oh my god, Hannah…oh god yeah…” Tom moaned, grinding right back at her.

“Ahhh…fuck me…fuck me Tom…”

Tom pounded her with hard, short thrusts. She was shocked by his vigor. He never withdrew completely, like he wanted to keep it in her hot pussy. Sex with her husband had been good back in their prime, but Hannah had no idea it could be this good. It was surely down to the Rawlings’ torment, but she swore Tom gave a gold medal performance. He slammed her grasping pussy like he still owned it, bringing Hannah to a swift, strong climax.

“Ahhh fuck…yesss…yesss…oh god yessss!”

“Uhnnn…Han…Hannah…uhnnn god…”

Sweat dripped from his forehead, and she blinked it out of her eyes. Hannah worked her hips up at him like a pro. She wanted more. It was surreal that Tom was the one to give her the fucking she’d been begging for. The world had turned upside down. Her leg dropped from the back of the couch and locked around his waist. He rammed her harder. Hannah pulled him down to kiss her. It just felt right. She’d missed kissing him. The moment they kissed, she came again.

Her nails dug deeper into his shoulder. She felt the wetness of blood. Tom grunted but only fucked her faster. His soft belly rested on her when more of his weight bore down. He huffed with exhaustion. His stamina matched his age, but she didn’t care. Something about their coupling felt so right. Hannah didn’t want to reflect on that.

“Uhnnn…uhnnn…Hannah…uhnn yeah…”

Hannah knew that sound and that face. Her husband was there. It was okay. She’d come twice. She had what she needed. Hannah kissed him, enjoying the salty taste of his sweat.

“Ahhh…fuck me…fuck me Tom…do it baby…yeah…”

“Uhnnn…Hannaaaa…”

Tom unleashed inside her. He pumped a surprisingly large load into his wife, and she cried out, locking her body around him, drawing every bit of his essence into her. His release triggered a final one in her, and Hannah cried out, “Ohhh…” as much in surprise as ecstasy. The surprise orgasm made her laugh joyfully.

The spell was broken after they both came. Tom climbed off her panting and pulled up his khakis before he fell back into the chair. He looked exhausted. Hannah stayed on her back, pale body flushed and chest heaving. Her legs remained open, displaying her red, swollen pussy. His cum leaked from between her lips. Old Hannah would have shied away from such an obscene display, but she wanted Tom to see her used body.

Confusing feelings flooded Hannah. This wasn’t the conflicting shame and arousal and contentment she felt after playing with the Rawlings. She was becoming used to that, maybe even learning to like it. No, Hannah was filled with warmth for her husband and angry that she was. She appreciated what they’d just shared but was angry that it hadn’t happened when it would have mattered. It doesn’t matter now, does it? she wondered. And Hannah was angry at herself for being weak and doing this at all.

“That was great, babe, but you should go,” she said, silently cursing that she fell into the old habit of calling him babe.

“Uh, yeah, right. My mom took Tommy to dinner, but I should get back. Listen, Han…”

“Don’t say anything, Tom. We don’t have to talk about this any more than we have. We’re both adults. We know where we are. Please, just go.”

“Sure, Han.”
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Nate watched Hannah’s husband rush to his car and leave. The man was harried and disheveled. Nate had to consider the impossible, that Hannah fucked him. Her disdain for Tom was apparent any time the man came up, which made spontaneous sex between the estranged spouses unlikely, but he’d been up there a while, and jerking off didn’t explain Tom’s distress. Nate wanted to rush upstairs and demand answers from his MILF tenant, even though his cock was deep in Paige’s very enthusiastic mouth.

“I think she fucked him,” he said.

“No, she wouldn’t. She can’t stand him,” Paige replied, slurping when she pulled her mouth off his cock. “Trust me, he did not seem like a man she’d want to fuck when I left.”

“Something’s up. I can feel it.”

They were by the front window, Nate standing and Paige on her knees, where she belonged. She’d filled him in on what happened in Hannah’s apartment before he put her mouth to better use. He would have rather fucked the MILF’s throat at the moment, but she wasn’t alone, and he didn’t want to confront her husband. He stepped back and flopped onto the couch. Paige crawled after him, her tits swaying in the open front of her unzipped corset. She stroked his wet cock while he considered things. It was almost too distracting because his wife was so good at what she did.

Nate had every intention of joining his women upstairs when he got home from work, but he saw Tom’s car there and waited to find out what was happening. His texts to Paige went unanswered because she was busy taking control of the Petersons. He knew Hannah was a natural submissive but was surprised by how easily Tom fell right in line for Paige. Of course, no man could resist his little spitfire, but he was still proud of her.

“They were probably fighting, Daddy. She had to be angry that he just let himself in and then tried to stand there and watch. I’m sure she has feelings about him staying and jerking off.”

“I think our dirty little MILF liked it. She likes to show off. She just needed a man who wanted to push her to realize it. Tom wasn’t that man. Hannah’s been too timid to explore her desires.”

“No, he was not. He is not. Tom is not a take-charge guy. He looked relieved that I gave him permission to jerk off while I toyed with his wife.” They both laughed. “But sometimes I think you don’t understand women at all, Daddy.”

Nate should have punished the insolence, but that was the complex nature of their marriage. Paige was his submissive, but they were equals in the ways that truly mattered, and he valued her insight. He would be lost without Paige.

“I think I understand you and Hannah.”

“You do, but you don’t. Yes, our girl likes to show off. She wants to be hot. She was just taught that flaunting it is wrong and trampy when she was younger and never questioned it. And she probably even still wants Tom to think she’s hot. Your ex still wanting you is the best revenge. But that doesn’t mean she wants him to see her in an intimate moment like that. Tom had that privilege, and he lost it because he’s a dumbass. So, the entitlement that he thinks he’s allowed to watch her come and jerk off pissed her off. I guarantee it.”

“Maybe, pet. But none of that means she didn’t fuck him. I know you’ve hate fucked people.”

Paige smiled, tightening her grip on his cock. Nate grunted and let her distract him for a moment. “Hmm, sometimes that’s the best kind of fucking.”

“We’ve really been torturing Hannah. She’s been begging and begging for it. She might have snapped.”

“Whose fault is that, Daddy?” Paige laughed. He loved the melody of it.

“Playing with her is too much fun.”

“Mmm, you do love your toys, Daddy. And she’s such a good one.”

“You did so good finding her, pet.”

“Thank you, Daddy.”

“I want her ready to do anything when I finally give it to her.”

“She’s there. Trust me, Hannah is wrapped around our fingers. You should have seen her after work. Maybe she hates her ex, but if I told him to fuck her, she would have taken it and thanked me for letting her take his cock. Hannah is a needy, needy whore. I might have done it just to prove a point, but I know you want her waiting for you.”

“Right,” he agreed.

Nate rationally understood he couldn’t be angry if Hannah fucked Tom. They were playing psychological sex games, but her body truly did belong to her. The MILF could fuck whoever she wanted. But if she wanted to be his, she needed his permission if she wanted another cock. That was his cunt. Nate was happy to watch other men fuck her, but she was his whore, and he decided who fucked her. And there was the nagging worry that somehow Tom could win back his wife. Nate had put too much work into Hannah to lose her to her husband.

“I should go up there and punish her,” he announced, starting to get up.

“Daddy, stop,” Paige said, holding him in place by his cock. She had power when his dick was in her hand. “Hannah needs a rest. Today was a lot, especially if she fucked Tom. Let her recover and then you can do whatever you want to her.”

“Maybe you’re right, pet.”

Paige smiled. “I’m always right, Daddy. Let me make you feel better.”

“How are you going to do that, pet?”

Paige straddled him, shoving her tits in his face. Nate loved burying his face in her big, beautiful pillows. She sank onto his shaft and gripped him tightly inside her. Yes, his Paige always knew exactly what he needed. Nate held her round hips, and she began rocking on him.

“That feels fucking good, pet.”

“Mmm, I hope so, Daddy. I’m so wet for you.”

Nate knew it was about the fun she had with Mrs. and Mr. Peterson but didn’t argue. He moaned and said, “Tell me all about the fun you had with those straight arrows. Start at the beginning.”

Paige moaned and slowed down to extend their pleasure. “Well, Daddy, I ordered Hannah to strip and show me her plugged ass…”
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“What’s the 911?” Whitney asked on the phone.

Hannah sighed and sank deeper into the hot water. She sent her friend the emergency text before she ran her bath and added bath oil. The steaming water—with the assist of a large glass of wine—accomplished its purpose. She was so close to the welcome oblivion of sleep when Whitney got back to her that she almost didn’t answer.

“I fucked up,” Hannah answered, hoping she didn’t sound too tipsy or sleepy.

“You’ve had a lot going on lately, Hannah. You’re going to need to be more specific.

“Ugh. I slept with Tom.” Hannah would have slipped under the water if she hadn’t been holding her phone. She switched it to speaker and set it on the side of the tub.

“You did what? Pardon my French, but how the hell did that happen?”

“When a boy and a girl like each other…”

Whitney was not defused by her attempted levity. “Seriously, Hannah. It took you so long to decide to leave him and then actually do it. What were you thinking?”

“Thanks for the support,” Hannah huffed. Her friend’s sharp tone woke her up. She tilted her head back to soak her hair and smoothed down over her scalp. “We’re not getting back together. This was one of those one-time slips that divorcing couples have.” It was, wasn’t it? she wondered.

“Those are never a good idea, but you're smart enough to know that. Are you in the tub?”

“I needed to decompress. This is my happy place.”

“Should I call you back? I don’t want to interfere with your decompression. Besides, I don’t think we’ve ever talked when one of us was naked.”

“That you know of. Feel free to get naked if you want.” Hannah wouldn’t have made that joke before her involvement with the Rawlings.

Whitney laughed. “I think we’re a little old to share bath time. Maybe a Jacuzzi. This may be too much information, but I think you should always be naked in a Jacuzzi. Now, stop distracting me. Tell me what happened with Tom.”

“Good to know. Okay, so the last couple of days have been interesting.”

Hannah laid it all out for her friend. Whitney was a lot more open-minded than she’d ever suspected, but she worried that her kinkiness was too depraved even for a therapist who’d heard everything. Hannah didn’t go into every dirty detail, but she hit the highlights—Nate approving her work outfits, anal plug all day, handcuffs, and Paige’s merciless edging. And finally, Tom walking in on them. When she laid it all out like that, her life sounded like the latest erotica book all the moms in the neighborhood were secretly reading.

“So, Tom just stands there, and watches Paige get you off while you’re handcuffed and begging?” Whitney sounded more curious than judgmental.

“Well, he didn’t just watch. Paige told him to jerk off.”

“And he did it?”

“I was surprised, too. At the end, I couldn’t get Tom interested in sex when I dressed up in lingerie and presented myself to him. Never in a million years did I think he’d jerk off in front of a stranger.”

“It sounds to me like you both had kinks you were hiding. Maybe if you’d been more comfortable being open with each other…”

“Don’t even go there, Whit. I was very open with my feelings. I wasn’t hiding any kinks. I had no idea I had them.”

“No idea, Hannah? You’ve never had a fantasy or an experience that suggested you might have a submissive streak?”

“I like a strong man, but who doesn’t? It’s hot when a guy takes charge, but again, doesn’t everyone like that?”

“Not everyone. And it depends on how much you like it. Anyway, Tom walks into your bedroom, sees what’s going on, and jerks off over you?”

“Not over me. Not even onto me. Uh, no thank you.” Hannah said that reflexively, but she liked it when her Master came on her.

Would she have liked it if Tom came closer and shot his load all over her back? For the first time in weeks, Hannah wasn’t horny at all. She’d had enough, but thinking of her husband blasting his seed all over her body caused an unexpected tingle.

“Why did Tom think it was okay to just let himself into your apartment and then come into your bedroom? That’s a violation, Hannah.”

“Trust me, I let him know that. He had excuses, but I think he was just curious. He shouldn’t have, but I don’t know that I honestly wouldn’t have investigated what he heard. And the, uhm, jerking off, I get it.”

“He didn’t ask.”

“But he was told to. I didn’t tell him not to. I get what you’re saying, and I appreciate it, Whit. But he sort of had permission from Paige, and she was in charge then. I know I can’t explain this in a way that will make sense to you.”

Whitney sighed into the phone. “No, I understand. I do. And I understand that when it comes to sexual relations between adults, everything isn’t as black and white as we’d like to think it is sometimes. If you’re okay with what happened in the bedroom, that’s all that matters. I’m not going to tell you how you should feel.”

“I appreciate that. And I was mad at first. I let Tom have it. But as I’ve been laying here in the tub, I’ve tried to be open-minded.”

“Okay. So, how do you go from yelling at him to ripping each other’s clothes off?”

I did all the undressing, Hannah thought, but did not correct her friend. “I don’t have a good explanation. Tom was there, and as terrible as this sounds, I needed to fuck. Playing with the Rawlings has been exciting, and they do reward me, but Nate won’t have sex with me—not yet. I’m beginning to wonder if he ever will or if this is all a big tease. Anyway, Tom was there, and I needed it, and I went for it.”

“Simple as that.”

“Maybe not simple, but I needed someone to fuck me, and I knew he would. I don’t know, Tom is familiar, and maybe it felt safe to be with him. And this is hard to admit, but I liked that he wanted me. I tried with him so many times and got nothing, but now I know he still finds me sexy. Getting Tom to fuck me was like vindication. It felt good.”

“And the sex was good?”

Hannah smiled, remembering it. She couldn’t keep the mirth out of her voice. “It might have been the best sex we ever had. It wasn’t drawn out, or crazy, or all these positions, but it was intense and hot, and dammit, so good.”

“But it’s just a one-time thing?”

“I love how you therapists are just one question after another.”

“And we love it when people don’t answer those questions, Hannah.”

“Fine. Yes, it was a one-time thing. It has to be, right? How could we get back together after everything? Besides, the situation was what made it hot. Unless Tom is going to come over and watch me with Paige and Nate every time, I don’t know that tonight is what I could expect with him again. I know what life with Tom is like.”

“Sounds to me like Tom might like coming over and watching you with your landlords. And you like him to watch.”

“Yes, it was hot having him there, but this thing isn’t about him. It’s about me. Tom doesn’t need to be there for me to have fun. And trust me, if someone is going to fuck me, and Nate’s there, well, I know who I want inside me.”

“I’m not pushing anything. I know how unhappy you were with him. How unhappy you both were. I’m not suggesting that one kinky night can rebuild a marriage, but stranger things have happened. Every reconciliation starts somewhere. I’m just suggesting that it’s more complicated than you want to think it is. Tom is not going to forget what happened tonight. I’ll be shocked if he just acts like it never happened.”

“I hope he doesn’t get his hopes up. I don’t want to hurt his feelings. I still care about him. But it cannot happen again. That wouldn’t be healthy for anyone.”

“Probably not.”

“You’re supposed to be making me feel better, Whit.”

Whitney laughed. “You would have called someone else if you just wanted someone to tell you what you wanted to hear.”

“Right. Because there are so many people I can talk to about this. But you’re right. And I know you’re right about Tom, too. I’m hoping he’ll understand it for what it was, but I can’t count on that. It’s probably going to be one more thing I have to deal with.”

“You need to figure out this thing with your landlords, too. I know you’re having fun and discovering things about yourself, but I don’t know if this is the sort of thing you should play by ear. It’s okay to ask where this is all going. Everyone should be clear about their expectations and boundaries. I know you’re submissive to them, but that’s a choice. Choosing that doesn’t take away your right to ask questions.”

“I know. And I appreciate your concern. I really do. I know you love me.”

“Of course I do, Hannah. And I know you’re in a vulnerable place, and I don’t want you to get hurt.”

“Thanks, Whit. I love you too.”

Hannah was afraid to admit that a large part of the excitement was the unexpected. Whitney was right about everything, but the potential danger was part of her kink.

Not knowing what came next was thrilling. And she would have never put herself in that position if she thought the Rawlings would really hurt her. But the potential… The potential that she could be pushed past her limits and discover new depths was her drug. Hannah wanted to know just how dirty and depraved she could get.

But now Hannah had a new thought, and she didn’t know what to do with it. She didn’t want to deal with it. A little part of her wanted Tom to know just how dirty she could get. Hannah wanted to expose her depraved side to him. How fucked up was that?
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Tom was easy to find on social media. He and Hannah were still friends, and the Rawlings had both friended their tenant. Nate was curious what Tom would do when he sent a friend request to Tom. Paige sent hers first, and the man accepted right away. She didn’t share her total, true self on social media, but enough of it that Nate was sure Tom enjoyed the photos she posted—especially if he followed the link to Instagram. Tom didn’t like or comment on any pictures. He accepted Nate’s friend request after several days.

Nate started simply and blandly, with: I’m Hannah’s landlord. Tom knew what that meant. There was no need to spell it out. Indeed, he replied: I know. Nate didn’t see the point in small talk. He wasn’t interested in becoming pals with Hannah’s bland husband. But he did have an idea. He sent: We should talk.

The men agreed to meet for a beer. Tom suggested a chain restaurant and Nate a cool dive bar closer to home. He chose to compromise with his favorite MILF’s ex. Was Tom still the ex? Nate didn’t know what the spouses fucking meant.

Nate let his new pet stew for a few days while he chose an appropriate punishment for taking a dick without his permission. He’d never explicitly told Hannah that she couldn’t, but he thought that was implicit when she accepted that he owned her cunt.

He still demanded outfit approval and knew Hannah was craving his attention when she didn’t resist his pushing the envelope. She also still wore her anal plug every day, but he did not allow her to come. He hoped she was climbing out of her skin. But that was not the punishment. Ultimately, he thought he landed on a fitting punishment. Paige had the brilliant idea to include Tom. At first, he thought his pet was insane. Nate didn’t want the spouses any closer, but when she explained her reasoning, he understood. His wife had a beautiful, devious mind.

The chain sports bar was a large, open space with stark lighting and televisions blaring sports or sports analysis everywhere. Nate hated these places. This chain was famous—infamous in his mind—for its wings. He doubted they’d be eating, although it would be comical to see Tom’s reaction to his pitch with a sauce-smeared face.

Tom waited by the bar. The men recognized each other from Facebook photos. Hannah’s husband was just what Nate expected: a typical middle-aged suburban dad in shapeless jeans and a pastel polo shirt. He wasn’t quite out of shape but working on an early-stage dad bod. He didn’t seem to know what he wanted to do with his thinning hair. Nate was in all black—Stooges t-shirt, distressed black jeans, and motorcycle boots. It felt like first contact between alien species when the men shook hands.

“What’s this about? I know she’s not late on the rent,” Tom said, direct and to the point. Nate liked that.

“She’s not, although I wouldn’t reach out for that. I’d deal with that myself, and you’re not a signer on the lease anyway.”

“I’m sure you’d take care of it.”

“My relationship with your wife isn’t transactional. Do you think Hannah would fuck for money?”

Tom gritted his teeth and glared. He looked like he wanted to swing, which would have been a bad idea for the soft suburban dad. “She said she’s not fucking you.”

“She hasn’t,” Nate replied, smirking when he added, “yet.”

“I don’t know what you think you’re…”

“I didn’t mean for this to be antagonistic. I apologize. Maybe we should grab a booth so we can have some privacy.”

“Fine.”

Nate ordered a beer, and Tom grabbed the one he had. The men decamped to a table by the windows. All the screens were distracting—Nate always had that problem—but he was determined to stay focused. The man across from him continued to radiate hostility. Nate understood and regretted tweaking him. He’d be jealous, too, if a woman as fine as Hannah left him. He certainly wouldn’t want to sit with her next lover and have a beer. He’d be crushed if Paige ever left, even though he’d accepted that was a risk with their open lifestyle. Of course, Nate would never give his wife a reason to leave. He kept her well taken care of.

“Is there anything you want to know? I’ll answer within reason. I don’t know what Hannah told you.”

“She didn’t tell me a lot. Some things she didn’t have to tell me. I saw her with your wife.”

“I heard. I also heard that you enjoyed yourself, too.”

Tom looked away. He clearly didn’t want to talk about that. “What the fuck are you doing with my wife? Seriously? You’re not fucking her, so what kind of weird power trip is this?”

“I wouldn’t call it weird. A lot of people like power games. I think you like them too, from what Paige told me. I’m certainly not judging.” Nate paused to let that settle for a minute. “I will fuck Hannah when I’ve decided she’s earned it.”

“What the hell is that? She has to earn the honor of fucking you?”

“I don’t expect you to understand. I don’t think she understood at first, either, but she’s learning. Giving up control is very potent for some people. When Paige told you to take out your dick, you just did it, right? You even let her play with it. She’s got great hands, right?”

“Listen…”

Nate waved his protest off. “You don’t need to explain yourself to me. I don’t want to meet the heterosexual man who wouldn’t want his dick in my wife’s capable hands. She had the freedom to do that. Paige does nothing behind my back.”

“But she belongs to you?”

“Yes, but it’s more complicated than that.”

“And it doesn’t bother you, knowing your wife is jerking off other guys or doing god knows what else with them?”

Nate smiled and sipped his beer. “She deserves to have her fun. She lets me have mine. And there’s nothing better than watching another man lose his mind for my sexy wife. Sitting back and watching her come is transcendent.”

“I don’t get that, man.”

“Don’t you? You quite enjoyed watching Paige with Hannah.”

“That’s totally different. It’s two chicks, right? Any guy would be into that.”

“Not any guy. I’m sure you know some pretty uptight guys where you’re from. And while I know a lot of men think the way you do, consider it this way. Wouldn’t it be fun to have your wife as your personal porn star? A lot of men get off on watching their wives with other men. They especially like it when superior men take their wives.”

“Superior?”

“Large, fit men. Hung men. A lot of men like watching their wives take huge cocks, if I may be blunt. Some of those men know they aren’t doing the job themselves and like that their women are getting the proper fucking they deserve.”

Tom drank instead of answering. Nate knew he’d hit a nerve. Maybe it was a nerve the man didn’t even know he had. A lot of people don’t know what they’re into until they’re exposed to it. Hannah was a prime example. Although, he thought they always had an inkling. It couldn’t be out of the blue.

“Did you fuck Hannah the other night?” Nate bluntly asked.

“That’s none of your business!”

“I think it is my business if we’re both with the same woman. She’ll tell me if I ask anyway.”

Tom still didn’t answer, which was an answer. Paige said he jerked off, but Nate knew Hannah needed to be fucked, and she had a dick right there. Why wouldn’t she? Tom certainly wouldn’t refuse her.

“Hey, if she wants to fuck you, I’m not going to stop her. It’s her body.”

“I thought it was yours. I heard her say…”

“Well, it is, but that’s by choice, of course. I don’t make Hannah do anything. I wouldn’t stop her from fucking you if that’s what she wanted. I don’t even mind sharing my toys. But it is my cunt, and she didn’t have my permission. I’ll have to punish her now.”

Tom winced at the word cunt, but curiosity was etched across his face. “Punish her how?”

“What do you think would be an appropriate punishment, Tom?” Nate grinned. He knew he had the man where he wanted him.

“I don’t know. Spank her?” Tom slowed down to really think it through. His eyes lit up. “You could do what Paige did and tease her until she’s so frustrated she begs and apologizes.”

“That’s called edging. Edging women like Hannah and Paige is quite fun. It’s such a rush when they can’t take it anymore and fully submit. I love how hard they come. But I’m sure you did your share of teasing when you and Hannah were together.”

“Yeah, sure. She was into that.”

Liar, Nate thought. Probably never occurred to you. Now you’re seeing your sweet wife as a new woman. Now that it’s too late. Unless it isn’t. Nate believed the couple could find their way back to each other if Hannah fucked Tom the other night. There was still something between them. What if Paige and I are the thing that brings them back together? Nate smiled ruefully at the thought. He wanted that for his pet if that made her happy, but he didn’t want to lose her. Maybe there was a third path that would make everyone happy. Nate had to consider it.

“I’d edge Hannah just for the fun of it. I need a real punishment to teach her a lesson about taking unauthorized dick. I have something in mind.”

“Yeah? Is it bad? If you hurt her…”

Nate was fascinated watching the man seesaw from one extreme to the other. Tom was eager to see his wife punished, and he clearly still saw Hannah as his wife, even if she did not. It turned him on to see her used, but there was residual anger that she left. Nate understood, but the man had to get a grip. He only trusted Tom because he couldn’t see the mild-mannered man doing anything crazy.

“I’d never hurt Hannah. I care about her. I only want to give her pleasure. And she’ll ultimately enjoy my punishment if she gives herself over to it. She always resists, but she loves to surrender.”

“What do you plan to do?”

“If Hannah wants to get fucked, I’ll make sure she gets fucked. She’ll have all the dick she can handle.”

“She wants you to fuck her. How is that a punishment?” Tom sounded disappointed. Nate wondered what was really in the man’s head.

“I didn’t say I’m going to fuck her. I will, if she passes this test.”

“Who then?” Tom looked intrigued. Nate saw the wheels turning. Tom hoped Nate wanted him to fuck Hannah. Perhaps… It would certainly be a punishment.

“I have some friends who’d love a turn with a dirty MILF like Hannah. I owe a couple of them favors. She could pay that off.”

“You’re going to invite men over to fuck her? How many?”

He never said you can’t do that, Nate noted. Tom was jealous and hated it, but he loved the idea. He was hard under the table. Nate would put money on it. He might have even checked if he had different preferences.

“I don’t think Hannah is ready for a full-on gangbang, if that’s what you’re worried about.” He was charitable and allowed that worry was Tom’s current feeling. “Just a couple select friends who will treat her right.”

“She’ll agree to that?”

“She’s your wife. What do you think?”

“The Hannah I knew… I can’t imagine she’ll just…”

“Hannah will be properly positioned to be used.” Nate loved how Tom nearly gasped at the word used. His pet’s husband loved it. He wanted to watch Hannah be used just as much as Nate did. Maybe even more. “I was curious if you’d like to be there. To watch.”

“Why? Why would you want me there? Has she asked…”

“I believe it would teach her a special lesson to have you there to see her punishment. And you were part of the infraction.” It will teach you both something, Nate thought. The experience could either push the couple apart forever or give them a new bond. Nate knew which outcome he preferred.

“I’d have to think about it. I don’t know if I could…”

Of course you can. You’re chomping at the bit. Hannah is a naturally submissive slut, and you’re a natural cuck who wants to see her used. It’s a shame the two of you didn’t realize that when you were together.

“Don’t think on it for too long. This will happen soon. Paige is already laying the groundwork.”

“Yeah, sure.”

Nate thought it was cute how husband and wife both pretended they didn’t want the thing they totally wanted. Tom would be there. Nate had no interest in cucking the man, not really, but Paige had other plans. She enjoyed putting Tom in his place, and Nate wouldn’t get in the way of her fun.
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Hannah was climbing out of her skin. It had been days, and her only contact with the Rawlings was texts about her work outfits and anal plug. Her submission that night with Paige must have sent a message because her Master pushed the envelope on what was acceptable work attire. Each morning, he rejected the outfit she chose and demanded something tighter and shorter and more lowcut. Hannah wasn’t entirely comfortable with all his choices, but she did as her Master demanded.

The gray skirt he chose the one day was nearly a decade old and from a time when she was more brazen with her work attire. It was much shorter than anything she’d consider wearing to the office now. And the ten years that had passed made it much snugger over her mid-forties butt. The skirt was paired with a snug, green knit top that was pulled much too tight for work by her most enhancing of push-up bras. Hannah felt fortunate her Master didn’t demand she go braless. She cheated and threw a blazer over it at the office, but it still had the desired effect. Eyes were glued to her ass, especially because of the strut his chosen shoes gave her. At least she was becoming used to walking in pumps again.

Her Master chose a navy shirt dress another day. It flattered her figure when worn with a belt, and it wasn’t that obviously sexy, except that he demanded she leave too many buttons open at both the top and bottom. Hannah was afraid of exposure and traded a bra for a camisole. She told herself it wasn’t too obvious she was braless, but at least one person noticed.

Drew dropped by her cubicle so often that she wondered if he was trying to move in. His excuses for visiting were increasingly strained, but Hannah took them with a smile. That kind of attention from a man in his twenties was incredibly flattering.

Hannah played into it, leaning over so he could see just how far the shirt dress hung open to reveal the lace-trimmed, ivory camisole beneath. Her lust-swelled nipples were obvious through the thin silk. She leaned back in the knit top, which thrust her perfect rounds at him. That bra made her look at least a cup size bigger. Drew was sweating every time he left her cubicle. The tease drove her just as mad. The anal plug buzzing on and off all day to randomly torment Hannah, combined with her younger coworker’s obvious desire, insured she was distracted with thoughts of sex all day.

It was so bad that Hannah devilishly considered asking Drew out for drinks after work. I could show him my favorite parking garage. The fantasy of being such a slut again just made things worse. Her Master never gave her permission to come, and Hannah even considered calling Tom for another meaningless quickie. She hoped Tom would understand it was just sex. They hadn’t talked about it further. Hannah resisted, but barely. It had been so long since she wanted her husband like that. She didn’t recognize the feeling. She had to consider that maybe it wouldn’t be just sex for her.

Hannah was a good girl and did not give herself an orgasm without permission either, but she was dying to know what game the Rawlings were playing. The only reason she didn’t go down and bang on their door was that she refused to show her weakness. God knew what they would do with that. She just hoped answers came soon.
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The wait ended that Thursday evening. Paige was in her apartment when Hannah arrived home from work. The soccer mom was so hungry to come that she almost sobbed and thanked her landlord for being there. Only her disappointment that her Master was still MIA, and a shred of pride kept her chin up.

“Mmm, you look even better in person,” Paige said, giving Hannah the once-over as she shed her coat and dropped her keys and work bag. “I picked that outfit.”

“You have good taste. Maybe not for work, but it’s a great outfit.”

Hannah posed with a hand on her hip. She’d become entirely comfortable displaying her body. Female coworkers were surely whispering behind her back about the sudden change in fashion sense, and that bothered her, but she loved the way men looked at her. The black sheath hugged her like a second skin, and she’d picked another push-up to fill out the required curves. She might have worn the dress in a formal business setting with a blazer over it—and if it were a size bigger—but it was a bit much for the office. Paige was in her purple bustier outfit again.

“I’m sure the boys you work with thought it was a perfect choice.”

“Some of them couldn’t hide their appreciation,” Hannah admitted. “But the big bosses are conservative. They don’t appreciate me strutting around the office like this.”

“Were you strutting, Hannah?”

A smile played across her lips. She tried to blame it on the heels. Strutting was hard to avoid in four-inch electric blue pumps, but the truth was that she threw an extra wiggle into her hips because she liked the attention it garnered. “Maybe,” she admitted.

“I’m sure the bosses enjoyed the view just as much as everyone else. They just have to pretend they don’t. I know men. If they’re angry, it’s because they’re tempted, and they can’t have you. Back in the day, they would have just grabbed your ass.”

“And I would have slugged them. I don’t put up with that bullshit.”

Hannah thought about all the harassment she’d endured over the years, both subtle and direct. The boss who leaned over your shoulder to look down your blouse was no better than the one who just stared directly at your tits or kept trying to corner you.

“Only if you don’t like them. We both know you like attention, honey. Are none of your bosses hot?”

The senior partners in her firm were old enough to be Hannah’s father or close enough to it. She found some distinguished older men attractive, but none of the senior partners fell into that category. The only man who tickled her fancy at work was Drew, and he was barely a man.

“There are no flirting candidates in the C suite. They’re all stuffy older guys.”

“Those are the dirtiest,” Paige said, laughing.

“They’re still not my type.” Hannah laughed, too.

“Really? I think they’d be perfect for a girl like you.”

“A girl like me?”

“Imagine if they could take their anger out on you, Hannah. If that dress offends them so much, they could order it right off you. I’m sure they’d love to see what’s under it. And that would probably make them even angrier. They’d want that off, too. And when they saw you in nothing but those fabulous heels, they’d punish you for being such a dirty temptation. We both know you’d love that, pet.”

Hannah thought about her bosses and thought, no. She just couldn’t imagine stripping for either of the senior partners, but at least Mr. Schwartzman was fit. He might have even been handsome when he was younger. However, he was the sterner of the two.

Mr. Schwartzman would be the one to have the bigger issue with her new office attire if he saw her. He was so stern that it was actually too easy to imagine the whipcord-thin, steel-haired man ordering Hannah out of her dress and demanding she bend over his desk. He’d slip his expensive Italian leather belt from its loops and punish her for being such a needy slut that she had to tempt the men in the office. Mr. Schwartzman would not take it easy on her. Hannah’s ass would be on fire.

Hannah had never given the man a single sexual thought, and now she couldn’t stop thinking about her mean boss punishing her. She gasped as a shiver ran through her.

Paige smirked, reading her like a book. “Maybe Daddy should give you that assignment.”

“Oh god, no. I cannot mix any of this with work,” Hannah insisted, even though that very thing was underway.

“Their loss, I guess. I would like to see what’s under that dress. I want to make sure you were compliant, pet.”

Paige lifted her phone from the couch, tapped the screen, and the toy in Hannah’s ass came to life. The soccer mom grunted. More teasing was the last thing she needed. Her panties had been soaked all day. She didn’t move quickly enough, and Paige dialed it up. The vibrations radiated from her backdoor to her core.

“Yes, Mistress.” The words came so easily—too easily, she worried.

“Come get your collar first.” Paige held it out. She must have gone and taken it from the bedroom. Hannah kept it in a jewelry box on top of her dresser. Her landlord wandering around the apartment was a violation, but she didn’t protest.

Hannah pulled her hair aside, slipped the collar around her neck, and buckled it. This was the first time she’d put the collar on herself, and the significance wasn’t lost on her. She found her zipper and, while she was back there, drew it down. The dress slackened on her body, letting Hannah breathe unrestricted for the first time all day.

The tight dress clung to her curves, making Hannah wiggle to get it down her body. Her boobs were firmly encased in their push-up enclosure, preventing their natural, cute jiggle. She stepped out of the dress and did a slow turn for Mistress without being asked.

“Mmm, those make your ass look amazing, honey.”

“Thank you, ma’am.” They were her favorite cheeky panties and she had them in several colors besides the black she wore.

“But I think you may have ruined them. Poor girl, you must be so horny.”

“Why won’t he let me come?” Hannah hated how desperate she sounded.

“Daddy’s angry. He thinks you slept with Tom.”

Hannah looked away. She’d confessed that sin to Whitney, but she didn’t want anyone else to know she’d done it. Sleeping with her husband—estranged husband—wasn’t her proudest moment, which made it strange that she’d been considering doing it again. That night was the best sex they’d had in years. Hannah blamed her extreme horniness.

“Did you, pet?”

“I needed it so badly. You don’t understand.”

Paige chuckled. “I think I do.”

“If he would just fuck me. What is he waiting for?” Hannah whined.

“Daddy wants to make sure you’re ready. Clearly, you’re not.”

“What does that even mean? God, I get so wet every time I think about him. He knows he could just slide into me when he teases me—when you tease me. How could I be more ready?”

Paige rose from the couch, and the leash unfurled from her hand. Hannah tensed, but she still stood and obediently let her Mistress attach it to her collar. Paige wound it tightly around her fist so Hannah was firmly secured. She reached around and roughly grabbed a cheek. The soccer mom braced for a spanking, but it didn’t come.

Hannah moaned when the artist rubbed her through the soaked, ruined panties. Her knees trembled but didn’t buckle. God, I’m so ready to be fucked. Is this just all about screwing with me? I can’t take much more. I know I could go to Tom’s, slip into our old bed, and he’d take care of me. Would it be as good as last time? Does he need to watch me first? I can make that happen. She had a wild thought about picking up a man in a bar and bring him home to fuck her while Tom watched.

“Oh, your cunt is ready, pet. I’ve never felt a needier cunt.” Paige pushed a hand inside Hannah’s panties and curled fingers into her slit. The soccer mom whimpered. Standing there and taking it had become second nature. “But you haven’t proved that your mind is. You don’t understand what it truly means to belong to Daddy.”

“I do,” she whined.

“Then what was Tom’s dick doing inside you? He’s your husband, but this is Daddy’s pussy. You don’t take dick without Daddy’s permission anymore.”

“Oh god…”

Hannah’s thighs tensed. Mistress teased her clit just enough to make her throb but not let her come. Combined with the vibrating anal plug, Hannah was losing her mind.

“My pussy is his…Daddy’s…I belong to my Master. I’m Daddy’s pet…”

The soccer mom had been doing so good resisting calling Nate Daddy, but she was desperate.

“I know you want to be Daddy’s good little whore, pet. But you’re going to have to convince him of that now. Come with me, Hannah.”

Paige took her fingers from Hannah, who was relieved the teasing stopped. Hannah was led by the leash but not into the bedroom. Mistress took her into the bathroom and demanded she draw a shallow bath. Hannah obeyed but wondered, What the hell is going on?

“Strip and get in,” Paige commanded, standing just outside of the small bathroom. There was hardly room for two in the narrow space between the large, clawfoot tub and the vanity.

Hannah removed her underwear and climbed into the tub, careful to keep the leash out of the water. Her butt plug finally stopped vibrating. Mistress didn’t say to remove her collar, and the soccer mom instinctively left it on. Paige let the leash hang slack beside the tub while she dug in the closet. Hannah buzzed with nervous energy, unable to guess what her landlord had planned. Some of the more extreme possibilities locked the safe word into her head. She was not going to let anyone pee on her. Instead, Paige produced her shaving gel and a fresh razor.

“Daddy’s been waiting to see if you’d properly prepare your cunt on your own, but since you haven’t, I need to make sure you’re ready for your big day.”

My big day? Her stomach dropped, and her core clenched, considering it. “You want me to shave?”

“I’ll do it to make sure it’s done properly.” Paige knelt beside the tub and set the supplies on the floor beside her.

“I’m a big girl. I can take care of it myself.”

“Do you really think this is the time to misbehave, Hannah? I’m about to use a razor down there.” Paige yanked the leash, forcing Hannah to look at her.

Mistress’ eyes bored into her from behind her deceptively colorful, cheerful glasses. The challenge was implicit. They both knew Paige wouldn’t make her do anything.

Hannah could use her safe word at any time. Her behavior didn’t matter. She didn’t want anyone taking a razor close to her most intimate area. The thought of someone else handling her personal grooming was bizarre. She didn’t understand women who went and got waxed. Hannah was right back at what should be another red line. She’d already crossed so many. I’m literally wearing a collar and a leash like a pet! she thought. Hannah took a deep breath and nodded.

“Very good, pet,” Paige said, setting her glasses aside on the vanity. She unzipped the corset and the two sides popped apart, forced open by her big, round orbs.

Hannah felt a pang of jealousy thinking about how Tom had stared at them, which made no sense. They were separated. He could do what he wanted. Is it wrong that I don’t want him to get over me too easily? She hadn’t had that thought before. Paige ended her musings by kneeling and giving her a slow, passionate kiss. Hannah sucked on the artist’s tongue. She was starved for affection.

“I want you to just relax and enjoy this, honey. You deserve to be pampered.”

Being shaved by her landlord didn’t seem like pampering—it wasn’t for Hannah—but another steamy kiss put her in the mood. Paige fondled her breasts while they kissed. Long, painted nails raking her tingling tips ignited frustrating arousal. She loved Mistress’ touch, but it was all torment if she wasn’t allowed to climax. The sultry kiss and caress still made her purr and moan.

Hannah squirmed and tittered at the tickle when Paige’s nails scrambled down her belly. They trailed over the soccer mom’s mound. She was relieved and disappointed. Mistress was reaching for the shower poof that hung from the hot water fixture. She soaked the poof and teased it across Hannah’s over-stimulated mound. The tenant gasped and closed her eyes. She’d scream if Paige didn’t let her come, but the touch felt so good. Her thighs parted as widely as the tub would allow.

Paige massaged Hannah’s pussy with the soaked poof. The course/soft material felt wonderful. Hannah wouldn’t reach orgasm from the touch, but it felt decadent. She did feel pampered. Her hips gyrated, rubbing her mound back into the poof.

“That should have opened you up nicely. We want those follicles activated. You have such a pretty pussy, Hannah. It’s going to look so good when it’s nice and smooth.”

“Please be careful,” Hannah half-moaned. Submission had become second nature, but she still hated how weak it felt to be putty in her landlords’ hands.

“I’ll take good care of Daddy’s cunt. I’ll treat it just like my own, pet.”

Paige slipped two fingers inside her tenant, who jacked her hips out of the hot water to pull them deeper into her canal. The fingers were withdrawn. They were just another tease.

“Keep out of the water now,” Paige instructed.

Hannah tilted her hips to keep her mound above the water level. Mistress generously smeared her delicate flesh with shaving gel. Hannah used a kind that made her tingle, which was the last thing she needed. The caress felt so good. Once the entire area was covered, Paige rinsed her hand and took up the razor.

“Hold very still,” she warned.

Hannah didn’t even breathe and closed her eyes because she couldn’t watch the woman take a razor that close to her slit. She was just as nervous as when she’d been secured to the bench. Hold still. It will be fine, she repeated in her head. Paige surely knew what she was doing, but Hannah’s stomach still flip-flopped.

Paige touched the cool razor to Hannah’s skin and the woman jumped. Mistress was ready and didn’t start shaving. The soccer mom reset and emptied her mind so she could still herself. Hannah was already well-groomed. Only a couple of days of stubble surrounded her narrow landing strip, which itself was neatly trimmed down, which was why Paige didn’t need to trim it before shaving.

The soccer mom was shaved with swift, clean swipes of the razor. Paige tackled the easy part of her bikini area first, efficiently rendering all that pale skin slick and smooth. The landing strip was dispatched in just a couple of motions. Hannah peeked. She couldn’t help it. The change was minor, really, but she felt like she was looking down at someone else.

Paige did excellent work, and her area was perfectly smooth. Mistress ran her fingers around the gel-slick area to make sure she didn’t miss anything. Although it wasn’t truly sexual, all the attention to her most private area had the soccer mom panting. Being shaved was unexpectedly erotic. She whimpered when Paige’s fingers brushed over her lips.

The easy parts were done, and Mistress moved on to all the creases and crevices to make sure Hannah was fully groomed. The soccer mom twisted and turned as directed, showing off her impressive flexibility. She bent each leg all the way back with ease. Paige surely got everything, but she still ordered Hannah up onto her hands and knees in the tub. Hannah warily complied.

“You need to spread, pet.”

Hannah did her best, but the tub didn’t allow her knees to part very much. She felt ridiculous in such an exposed position. The Rawlings seemed to like her helpless with her sex exposed. Paige covered the area with gel. Hannah trembled, expecting those fingers to slip inside and taunt her. Mistress tapped the anal plug as she went about her business, making the soccer mom throb. Paige finished cleaning her with a few last quick swipes of the razor.

“Mmm, I think this is perfect. I can’t wait for Daddy to see how pretty your cunt looks, pet.” Paige wiped her down with a warm washcloth, making Hannah weak in the knees.

“Can I…ahhh…turn over…”

“Not yet. There’s just one more thing, Hannah.”

Paige pulled at the base of the anal plug. Hannah grunted and was ordered to relax. Like that works, Hannah thought, slowing her breathing. Mistress pulled, and the plug popped free. The soccer mom gasped with relief. Her asshole was finally free. She was acclimating to wearing the sex toy all day, but it still felt strange and left her ass sore at the end of the day. Hannah was sore then but feeling air on her stretched rosebud felt good.

“Wow, Daddy is going to be so pleased when he sees how open your ass is, Hannah. You’re doing so good.”

“I’ve just been sitting around.”

Hannah chuckled at her joke but cut off abruptly when her landlord’s slender fingers pressed deep into her ass. She grunted at the unexpected invasion. It felt like two—then three fingers—filled her back door. Hannah’s rosebud was stretched so wide—and she was so lubed—that the fingers slipped into her asshole as easily as they would her pussy.

“I think you’re ready for a nice, big cock back here. Don’t you think so, honey?”

The words washed right over Hannah. She was too distracted to answer until Mistress rubbed her pussy too. The soccer mom’s entire body throbbed. She was going to come, with or without Mistress’ permission.

“Ahhh…yeah…I’mmm…ready…ahhh…”

“Do you want Daddy’s big cock in your ass, pet?”

“Yesss…ahhh god…yesss…please ma’am…”

“Please, what, Hannah?”

“I need to come…I need it so bad…tell him…tell Daddy…my ass is ready…”

“Yeah?”

“Yesss…please…tell him to come fuck my ass…ahhh god…Mistress…please…”

“You’re such a needy whore.” Paige sounded thrilled by her tenant’s descent into erotic madness.

“Yesss…I need to come…please Mistress…let me come…tell Daddy…to…fuck my asss…ahhh…”

Hannah was right there. She was a balloon ready to burst. A brain-shattering orgasm was just within her grasp. Even Paige couldn’t deny her satisfaction. Mistress tried. She took her hands from Hannah’s body just before the woman came. The soccer mom wailed with frustration. She squeezed her thighs together and willed herself over the finish line and got there.

“Ahhh fuck…ahhh fuck…FUCK…YES!”

Water splashed everywhere when Hannah collapsed trembling into the tub. The climax was so wonderful that she laughed. She’d been waiting for it for days. The long-denied orgasm was like a shot of heroin—almost too good.

“You’re a very bad girl, Hannah. Such a bad girl. No one said you could come,” Paige scolded.

Hannah yelped when Mistress yanked the leash, pulling her out of the water. An open palm rained stinging blows down on the soccer mom’s butt. The crack of flesh on flesh sounded impossibly loud in the tiny, echoey bathroom.

“Count!” Paige harshly demanded.

SWAT!

“One…”

SWAT!

“Ahhh…two…”

SWAT!

“Three…uhnn…”

SWAT!

“Fuck! Four…”

Hannah swore the spanks were getting harder as she went. Hot pain radiated out from her bottom. And somehow, that pain extended her orgasm. The soccer mom throbbed with both pleasure and pain.

SWAT!

“Ohhh god…fuck…five…”

SWAT!

“Ahhh…please…six…fuck…ahhh…”

SWAT!

“Begging won’t help, disobedient slut. You earned this punishment with your needy pussy.” Paige tugged the leash for effect.

“Sssseven…ahhh…”

SWAT!

“Ahhh…eight!”

SWAT! SWAT!

“Nine…fuck! Ten! Ahhh god…fuck!”

The punishment ceased, and Hannah sagged back into the water, but her burning ass remained in the air. Tears welled in her eyes, not just from pain but frustration as well. She was angry that she just knelt there and took it, even helped by counting, but beneath that she was proud that she took the punishment and counted it all out. Hannah didn’t know who she was anymore.

“Shhh, it’s okay, pet. If we don’t punish you, you won’t learn, and I know you want to be a good girl,” Paige cooed, rubbing the soccer mom’s stinging cheeks. They cooled, and Hannah recognized the cool aloe of her shaving gel. She sobbed with relief. “Come here, honey.”

Paige lifted Hannah out of the water by her shoulders and not the leash. The tenant fell into her landlord’s arms. Mistress’ soft body felt so good against hers. Hannah clung to Paige. Her face was buried in the artist’s bosom, and she began kissing the soft flesh.

Hannah didn’t understand what came over her. She smothered those huge, soft pillows with kisses. She sucked and nibbled, gradually zeroing in on her thick, pale tips. The piercings clicked against Hannah’s teeth when she suckled them. Paige cradled her head and cooed encouragement. The soccer mom slid back and forth, devouring Mistress’ tits. Hannah almost felt like she was feeding from her friend. She was breathless when she lifted her face from those orbs.

“Thank you,” Hannah sobbed. She didn’t know what she was thanking her Mistress for. She was overwhelmed with emotion. The woman had just savagely punished her ass, but Hannah gratefully thanked her.

“You’re such a good girl, pet,” Paige whispered, kissing the soccer mom and smoothing her hair back. “Let’s go into your bedroom, and you can thank me properly.”

“Yes, please.”

Hannah smiled, eager for Mistress to sit on her face.
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The strappy harness outfit the Rawlings sent Hannah was confusing. Outfit was a strong word. A web of interconnected red leather straps could hardly be called an outfit. The straps would leave her more exposed than covered. Lingerie didn’t feel like the right word either because the straps were neither lacy nor silky. The outfit was similar or the same as the one Paige had been wearing when Hannah went downstairs and found her leashed for the first time.

Hannah studied the picture on the package, which was the extent of the instructions. The packaging called it a harness. She was familiar with the harness straps that had been incorporated into fancy, high-end lingerie in the last several years, but that wasn’t the type of thing a suburban soccer mom bought, and this thing was far more intricate than putting on a bra with a few extra straps.

An hour of trial and error later, she was confident she had the harness on properly. She realized it was two pieces when she untangled it, and that helped. The top started with a wide collar that buckled behind her neck and had three loops riveted to the front. The loops connected to steel rings. The harness was held together by shiny rivets and steel rings. Three rings of different sizes connected the straps down the center of her chest. Triangles were formed around her breasts, framing and lifting them. It buckled across her back where a bra would hook. Hannah was grateful for her flexibility when she twisted to cinch that middle strap tightly.

Chrome chains clipped onto the ring hanging between her breasts at the bottom and threaded through the lower half of the harness. The bottom had fewer straps but so many buckles. It buckled in front like a belt, and garter straps down the fronts of her thighs buckled. Those straps connected to two buckled straps encircling her upper thighs. Hannah tightened them and recalled Paige’s wrists attached there. Knee-high, stiletto-heeled, lace-up red leather boots completed the outfit.

She’d be so helpless if her wrists were secured to her thighs. Of course, matching wrist and ankle cuffs were included. She didn’t see how the ankle cuffs could connect to the rest of the harness, but they would fasten nicely to that bench in the Rawlings’ bedroom. Hannah got chills. She didn’t understand why being erotically frightened was such a turn-on. It was a lot of hardware when the outfit was fully assembled. Hannah laughed, thinking about wearing it under a dress and trying to pass through a metal detector.

Master wanted her hair pulled back into a severe high ponytail. Hannah added a slutty red lipstick she bought just for the occasion and dramatic eye makeup. Her nails were a shiny red that matched her outfit. After some cheek contouring, Hannah thought she looked every inch the dominatrix, except that she was the submissive.

Focusing on perfecting her look kept her from speculating on what Nate would do to her downstairs. Her stomach flip-flopped so hard when she considered his plans, she thought she might be sick. But the more uncertain and frightened she was, the wetter Hannah became. She’d been drenched since she woke up. It was only mid-afternoon, but she badly needed a drink.

Hannah was at the Rawlings’ door at two pm sharp, as commanded. A coat was thrown over the harness, and not because of the chilly, early winter afternoon. She was still self-conscious about the sexy boots being exposed from her calves down. Hannah hadn’t met any of the neighbors at her new apartment, but the boots alone would have been the subject of endless whispers back in her old neighborhood.

Paige greeted her, apparently unconcerned that someone might see her through the doorway. Her landlord was covered head-to-toe in shiny red latex. Nearly covered, anyway. Paige’s huge breasts were pushed out through cut-outs in the costume, notably pale against the vibrant red latex sheathing the rest of her body. A zipper closed the catsuit over her pussy. Her long violet hair was pulled back into a matching ponytail. She wasn’t wearing her glasses.

“Come in and drop the coat, Hannah.”

The living room had been transformed into a sex palace. The coffee table was moved out, and that weird bench was set in the middle of the room. Beside it, the couch—which was apparently a sleeper—had been pulled out into a bed covered with plain white sheets. A contraption hung from the ceiling that Hannah strongly suspected was a sex swing. She’d heard of them but had never seen one. The end tables beside the couch were laid out with a variety of toys and tubes of lube.

They can’t be planning to use all of that on me, right? Hannah wondered, horrified and intrigued. She felt like she’d walked into one of those CIA black sites loaded with torture implements. Hannah was numb when she unbelted her coat and let it fall from her body.

“Hot damn, woman. If this is my ultimate wet dream, don’t wake me up,” Nate marveled. He leaned against the entry to the dining room and sipped beer from a bottle. He wore his typical black rock tee but was pantless. Tight, black boxer briefs accentuated his package. Hannah swore she saw it grow when he looked at her. She swelled with pride.

Paige held out the leash. The soccer mom docilely fastened it to the collar of her harness. “Good girl. Daddy’s right. You look delectable. I’d love the see the reactions if you showed up to teach Sunday School like this.”

“Do you mean before or after I was arrested for indecent exposure?” Hannah laughed nervously.

“There’s nothing indecent about you in that, Hannah. You’re strong and beautiful. It’s their loss if those squares can handle you in all your glory.”

Paige fondled a breast as she complimented her pet. Hannah closed her eyes and sighed. She still hadn’t adapted to being so on display and freely touched like she was a possession. She’d only just barely accepted that she liked being possessed.

“I think the men at the church would drag you into a backroom and use you for a while before they called the cops. Some of the women, too, I bet. I wonder how many of the men would blow their loads just looking at you.”

Hannah smiled at the lewd compliment. Mistress fondled both her tits, gently teasing their buzzing tips, and the soccer mom moaned, trying to relax and enjoy it. Her relaxation was shattered when she heard the click of a camera. Her eyes flew open, and there was Nate, who’d crept closer with an expensive digital camera.

“Hey! No! You can’t take pictures of me like this!”

Paige yanked the leash like Hannah was a puppy who wouldn’t heel.

“You don’t tell Daddy what he can’t do, pet.”

“But…”

Mistress slapped the soccer mom’s ass hard enough to make her jump. Nate kept working his camera. The afternoon was not off to a promising start.

Nate laughed. “You trust us to cuff you down and immobilize you and control your ass, but you don’t trust me with photos. You’ve sent your own photos to me, pet.”

I always keep my face out of the frame, she petulantly thought. Rather than demand Master stop, she said, “These can’t ever leak.”

“I would never do that. Our relationship only works if you trust me completely and I care about you, and both things are true, Hannah. I know it can seem like I’m a mean Daddy sometimes, but I care about you very much, Hannah. We both do.”

Master favored her with a slow, deep kiss and caressed her stinging cheek with a soothing hand. “Any photos I take will never leave my private collection without your consent. Nothing happens without your consent. Even your punishment today will all happen with your explicit consent, or it won’t happen at all.”

Hannah believed him but also understood her choice was a final one. She could do as her landlord demanded, or she could deploy her safe word, and it would all stop—forever. Master had been very clear about that. He would not negotiate. She was either all in or all out. It was all about trust. She understood that. Hannah had to believe that he wanted her unbridled pleasure and surrender or nothing at all. All the way in or all the way out. She was afraid of what the former meant but knew she didn’t want the latter. Hannah didn’t want to be out.

“I understand, sir. I trust you. I am yours.” Their eyes met, and she could hardly handle the intensity.

“That will be tested today, Hannah. You’ll be tested like never before, but I promise the reward is great if you can fully surrender yourself to me.”

“I want to, sir. I’m ready, Master,” she replied, feeling anything but ready. She hoped she bluffed through her nerves.

“Good girl.” He touched her uncovered, smooth mound. Her body was so available to them. Hannah trembled when a finger split her furrow and tickled her button. Pleasure flowed from his touch. “Hmm, you did a good job making this cunt smooth, pet.”

“Thank you, Daddy,” Paige beamed. “I knew you’d be pleased.”

Master led Hannah to the bench by her leash. She knelt on it without question, resting her breasts over the top. The submission felt right. She had to trust he wouldn’t do anything to her. Her arms automatically went down and forward. She’d only been on the bench once before, but she naturally assumed the position. Paige knelt and clipped her wrists to the sturdy wooden frame. Hannah spread her legs so the artist could clip her ankles. Her leash was pulled down to be secured to a ring on the bottom of the frame. That final move was more symbolic than anything. Hannah could move her head, but she was once again helpless for her landlords.

“Do you know why I’m punishing you today, Hannah?” Nate knelt and angled the camera up at her. “Damn, your tits look fine like that. Baby, fetch her some jewelry.”

Fear spiked through Hannah. She worried the Rawlings might actually try to piece her nipples on the spot. That would be a punishment, except that she would use her safe word before that happened. Her tips were so sensitive. She couldn’t stand that pain. They wouldn’t, would they?

Jewelry meant nipple clamps. Hannah wasn’t thrilled about that either, or her first instinct was to pull against her restraints. She couldn’t budge. Chickening out wasn’t an option anyway. She could handle a little pain. You’re tough. You’ve given birth. You can do this. The small clamps were coated in black rubber and connected by a shiny chain. More hardware on her body. Hannah was so distracted she’d forgotten Master asked her a question. She concentrated on that and not on Paige turning the tiny wheel to open a clamp.

“It’s because I had sex with Tom.” She noted his displeasure and added, “Without your permission, sir. I know I can’t do that without your permission.”

“Do what, pet?”

“Have sex with other men, sir. My body is yours.”

Nate allowed a slight smile. “We don’t talk that way here. Do I need to wash your mouth out with soap? Why did I punish you, whore?”

“Because I fucked…AHHH…I fucked Tom…uhnn…”

Paige turned the wheel until the clamp was snug on Hannah’s thick tip and then turned it again. Pain spiked through the soccer mom. Guys had been rough with her in the past—which she liked—but the nipple clamp was a magnitude worse. The intense throbbing in her nipple was all she could think about. Paige let the clamp take the weight of the chain. Her tip being pulled brought a fresh spike of torment. Hannah whimpered, trying her best to keep from crying out.

“That’s right. You fucked your husband, pet. You took another cock in my cunt without permission. Why would you do that, Hannah?” Nate spoke smoothly, like his wife wasn’t attaching torture devices to their tenant’s tits. Hannah couldn’t stand it.

“Because…ahhh…fuck…because I was horny. I’m sorry, sir. You made me so horny, and I…ahhh fuck, that hurts…I couldn’t help it. I…mmm ahhh…slipped.”

“It’s my fault you took an unauthorized cock in your cunt?”

Unauthorized cock. Hannah giggled through the pain. Paige slipped the second clamp onto her. “No, sir. I should have…ahhh…should have been…mmm good…controlled…”

“Yes, you should have controlled yourself. But you’re a needy whore, aren’t you, Hannah?”

“Yes…I am…ahhh…I’m the whore…ahhh…you made me…fuck, do they need to be so tight?”

Paige floated her musical laugh. “We don’t want them slipping off, do we?” She lightly tugged the chain connecting the clamps. Pain bloomed in Hannah’s swollen tips. God, were they swollen!

Nate also tugged the chain to focus her attention back on him. The throbbing was the only thing she felt. Hannah liked it rough, but she didn’t think this was her kind of thing. She wanted to beg Master—Daddy—to make it stop. Was that the point?

“I helped you discover the whore you’ve always been—always wanted to be, but I didn’t make you a whore. Did you like dick before I met you?”

“Yesss…sir…”

“Did boys have trouble getting into your panties when you were younger?”

“Nnnoo…sir…they…ahhh…didn’t…”

“Because you love cock. You were always a whore, Hannah, you were just taught that was bad.” He gave her another tug.

“Ahhh…fuck…ssir…Daddy…”

“You brought Charlie right upstairs because you couldn’t wait to fuck him on the first date. Who does that, Hannah?”

“Ahhh…a whore…Daddy…”

“That’s right, pet. But the good news is that I’m thrilled you’re a whore. Daddy loves a good whore.”

“Thhhank you…Daddy…”

“Whose whore are you, Hannah?”

“Yours…oh god…I’m your whore, sir…Daddy…”

“That’s right, pet. Such a good girl.”

Master suckled one of her throbbing nipples. He gently licked and kissed it. The action was so soothing Hannah wanted to sob thank you, Daddy, but restricted herself to grateful moaning. He switched to her other tip. Her nipples still throbbed with an intensity she could hardly stand, but Master’s soothing sucking clouded her feelings on it.

“Help her out, pet. Hannah isn’t used to these games yet,” Nate instructed.

“Of course, Daddy.”

Paige took over sucking Hannah’s nipples, but with the added touch of an ice cube in her mouth. The contrast of numbing cold and pulsating pain was exquisite. It stole the soccer mom’s breath. Her pussy had barely been touched, but she was already panting and moaning.

“So, we’ve established that you’re a needy whore who couldn’t wait until Daddy gifted you with his cock,” Nate said, keeping the camera up. She finally realized he must be recording video. Hannah knew she should make him stop, but Paige’s icy kisses on her tormented tits made her pliant.

“Yesss…I’m sorry…sir…”

“Don’t be. Your punishment, if we can call it that, is to give you exactly what you want.”

Yes! Finally! He’s going to fuck me! Hannah wanted to shout thank you, Daddy, but found the strength to play it cool. She considered it a good sign that she still had that much spirit left.

“You’re going to get all the cock you can handle today, pet. Would you like that?”

“Yes! Oh god, yes! Please! Thank you, sir! Thank you, Daddy! I’ll make you feel so good. I promise, sir!”

Nate chuckled. “Oh, Hannah, sorry for the confusion. I’m not fucking you today. If you make it through this, you’ll prove yourself worthy, and I’ll give you that reward. Don’t look so confused, pet. You are getting fucked. You’re going to get fucked all afternoon for as long as they want your body.”

They? Hannah wondered.

“I’ve invited a couple of my best friends over today to enjoy you. I owe them, and this is an excellent way to repay my debt. They love a sexy, slutty MILF as much as I do. I’m repaying my friends with your ass.”

What the fuck? Hannah took a deep breath and tried to shake Paige’s distracting mouth from her tits. “What are you saying?”

“I think you know exactly what I’m saying, pet.”

“Oh Hannah, you’re so lucky. Aziz and Marco fuck so good. I don’t know which one is bigger. It’s hard to tell after a certain point.” Paige sounded genuinely excited for her.

“I can’t…”

Hannah paused as the throbbing from her nipples edged back toward pain. Her brain could barely process what her landlords were suggesting. Just when she thought they couldn’t shock her, the Rawlings proposed something even more insane. They couldn’t expect she would just fuck two men she’d never met. Sure, she said she was a whore—a needy whore—but that was all a game.

I’m not really a whore, am I? I don’t just spread my legs for anyone. Nate can’t just point to a guy and tell me to fuck him. I’m my own woman. I control my body. And I’m not just going to fuck two random guys. Right? Hannah didn’t know why there was even the hint of a question in her mind.

“You can’t?” Nate asked.

“I don’t do that sort of thing. I don’t… Women like me…”

“Women like you, Hannah? Is that helpless, strapped-down women? Or is it women who willingly surrender their asses? Maybe it’s women who bring home men they just met on the internet. Or maybe it’s women who are so horny they fuck men they claim they hate. What sort of woman are you?”

I never said I hated Tom, she defensively thought. Hannah didn’t hate Tom. She just hadn’t been thrilled with him for a very long time. But do you ever stop loving someone you loved for so long? That last time together reminded her of the passion they once had and showed her what was possible. But you’re not going there. You’re confused. Nate is right that you’re too horny, and you’re making bad decisions. Maybe I’m slutty, but I can choose not to be a whore.

“Ahhh fuck…ahhh god…mmm…”

Hannah wailed when Paige shoved some huge toy inside her. It started vibrating, and the soccer mom had a quick, immediate orgasm. She couldn’t help herself. Hannah struggled against her restraints, but it wasn’t clear if she was trying to get away and shove back onto her tormentor.

“See, you are a needy whore, Hannah,” Paige cooed behind her. “Daddy is promising to give you everything you need. Everything you’ve earned. Show Daddy what a good, eager whore you are, and you’ll prove yourself. Don’t you want his cock?”

“Yesss…oh god yes…please…fuck…Daddy…”

Hannah’s brain blew out. She had been wet all day, but she had no idea her pussy was so primed. The torture of her tits had been so exquisitely painful. It kicked her pussy into overdrive. Master—Daddy—did know exactly what she needed. Hannah hated to think it—hated to admit it—but maybe she was the needy whore the Rawlings said she was. Maybe she did need to climb off her perch and give in to her basest needs. Oh god, maybe I am a needy whore. And a needy whore just wants to fuck.

Nate had the camera right in her face. Hannah stared into the dark lens like it was his soul. “So, you’re going to be a good little whore and do what Daddy tells you?”

“I…I…”

“It’ll be so easy to just admit it, Hannah. Admit what you need,” Paige urged, slowly fucking her with the thick toy.

“I…”

“You need a good, hard fucking, pet. Your slutty body is mine to do with as I please, to share with whoever I please, isn’t it, whore?”

“I…yes…yes, Master.” Hannah finally broke. She needed to be fucked, and she couldn’t deny it. Surrendering to Master—to Daddy—fed a dark part of her she hadn’t even known was there. Hannah fought it because she’d been taught she was supposed to. She didn’t want to fight it anymore. Hannah wanted to surrender to her landlords.

“Yes, Master. My slutty body is yours. Use me however you like, sir.”

“We need to be very clear before we start, Hannah. You’re going to do whatever I require, fuck whoever I require, and you’ll do it freely of your own will?”

Hannah stared right into the lens. “Yes, Master.”

“Unless you use your safe word, we’ll use you as we please, for as long as we please. Is that true, Hannah?”

“Yes, please use me. I’m yours, totally and completely, Daddy.”

Nate grinned like he’d just won the lottery.

“Let’s have some fun, pet.”
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Nate wanted to take a victory lap around the living room. His favorite MILF was properly broken. Hannah could still back out at any time—and he recognized that right—but she’d agreed to be used however he chose and said the magic words. Yes, please use me. I’m yours, totally and completely, Daddy. He could only hope she truly meant it. He nodded to his wife, and she withdrew the thick, realistic vibrator from their pet’s cunt. He didn’t blame her for coming, but she had to be punished for it.

A short, red leather flogger was his chosen instrument of discipline. He trailed it across her upturned cheeks, making the MILF wiggle her rear end. The flogger was soothing when used that way. His wrist snapped, slapping the stinging red leather strands onto her cheeks. Hannah yelped and tried to pull away, but of course, she couldn’t.

“Did I give you permission to come, pet?”

“No, sir…I’m sorry…I couldn’t help it…”

SWAT!

“Why is that?”

“Ahhh…because…”

SWAT!

SWAT!

“Because I’m a whore…ahhh fuck…please…”

Nate loved that he was never sure if she was begging for him to stop or begging for more. Hannah was so turned around she probably didn’t know herself. That was what made it so fun. He didn’t try to analyze it, but Nate was energized by the power he had over a strong, smart, professional woman like Hannah.

SWAT!

SWAT!

“Correct. You’re a slutty whore who needs cock. But you’d better behave if you expect to get it. Or you can go running back to your husband.”

“Nooo…please…” she whimpered.

“Control yourself then, Hannah.” Nate felt bad about how quickly she answered that. She obviously was not done with Tom—whether she realized it or not—but she knew her husband could never give her what Nate could.

“Yes, sir. I promise I’ll be good.”

“We’ll see, pet.”

Nate laid the flogger aside, pleased with the red streaks on the MILF’s cute cheeks. His friends would see his pet had been disciplined. Paige hovered beside him, and he hauled her close by her ample ass for a deep, aggressive kiss. He loved the way her body felt in latex. Those curves were made to be highlighted in shiny red latex.

Paige grabbed him through his underwear. Nate grunted into their kiss. He was tempted to make their tenant watch them fuck again—that had been great fun—but he was saving his load for later. He’d been saving it for days, which had been torture. Especially since Paige enjoyed tempting him.

“You’re such a temptation, baby,” he told his wife.

“More than our little pet here?” Her eyes challenged him. Nate loved her fire, even when she was being submissive. His girl was passionate in everything she did.

“Forever, baby. You’ll always be my number one pet and my number one woman.”

Paige fed him her tongue again. “Don’t ever forget that, Daddy. I’m going to prime sweet Hannah so she’s ready when our guests arrive.”

“Fine idea. I’ll keep her entertained while you do that.”

Nate stepped up to Hannah’s face and lowered his underwear. Watching her try to trap his cock in her mouth was so cute. The leash didn’t really restrict her head movements, but her motion was limited overall. He brushed his cock all over her pretty face, smearing it with his slick, clear pre-cum. His balls were so full that his head was like a leaky faucet. Hannah extended her tongue, and he allowed her to lick it.

“What do we say, pet?”

“Please, Master?”

“Very good.” He stroked her hair like an obedient pet and pushed into her open mouth.

Hannah had been a good cocksucker from the first time he offered her his meat, but she truly worshipped his dick now. The MILF slavered all over his cock like a starved animal. Her bright jade eyes were wild. He’d once considered offering her ecstasy, but she didn’t need it. Hannah was just a beautifully natural sexual creature who’d denied her true nature for too long. Nate was proud to have taught her to embrace it.

Nate pushed to the back of her throat and held it there. Hannah turned red but didn’t fight him. He was nearly balls-deep in her mouth. She groaned around his shaft when Paige lubed her ass. He waited until the new plug was poised at her entrance before he pulled back.

“Try and relax, pet. This shouldn’t be so bad because we’ve been prepping your ass,” Paige said.

“Wait…what…”

Those were the only words Hannah got out before Nate filled her mouth again. Her pretty red lips looked so sweet wrapped around his girth. He would have kissed her if her mouth wasn’t busy. His balls tingled when her muffled cries vibrated his prick. The MILF pulled hard against her ankle cuffs to try and escape. She vainly tried to pull her wrists free, but that didn’t work either.

Nate held the back of her head and pushed deep into Hannah’s throat. Her grunts seemed panicked, but they weren’t going to injure her. The Rawlings knew exactly what they were doing. This wasn’t their first rodeo. He fucked her throat slow and deep.

“Relax, pet. You’re ready for this. I want your ass nice and open today. Every hole is going to be used.”

Hannah gasped and coughed when he pulled out. Saliva dripped from her lips and his head. The huffing made her flushed tits look perfect. “Does it have…to be so big…”

Nate bent low and kissed her forehead. “How are you going to handle Daddy if you can’t handle that, Hannah?”

“But…” she panted. “Ahhh god…”

Paige slipped their mounted wand against the MILF’s dripping cunt, cutting off further debate. It was the toy they’d tormented her with the last time she was attached to the bench. It had driven her mad that time. Her hips already moved to grind against it. Paige looked so pleased.

“Focus, pet,” he said, tugging the chain connecting her clamps. The MILF’s nipples were insanely red and swollen. “Don’t come again without permission.”

“But…ahhh…”

The app on his phone alerted that someone was at the door. Nate stood and tucked his dick away. “Sounds like our company is here. Paige, please fetch them.”

“Of course, Daddy.”

Nate stepped away from their helpless pet while Paige opened the door for two of his oldest friends. They’d met Aziz through the fetish community, but Nate had known Marco since high school. Marco was there for the first threesome he’d ever had with a girlfriend. They’d used Jen roughly, but it wasn’t submission, just good, clean fun. Marco wasn’t into all of the BDSM stuff, but he appreciated a needy cunt, and he loved MILFs just as much as Nate.

“Gentleman, so good to see you.”

“How’s it going, brother?” Marco said, clasping Nate’s hand before pulling him into a tight hug. The men were about the same height, but Marco’s muscular frame dwarfed Nate’s.

Aziz finished deep kissing Paige and offered Nate the same bro greeting. “Good of you to have us over, man. I’ve been dying to see this new pet you’ve talked so much about.”

“Here she is. She’s been primed for you guys.”

“So she is.”

Aziz knelt by the MILF’s head. He held her chin in his large hand and turned her head this way and that. He demanded that she open her mouth. Hannah looked doubtful but obeyed. She understood she was being evaluated like a possession. Aziz pushed two fingers into her mouth to feel around, and she sucked them.

“What is your name, pet?”

“Ahhh…Hannahhh…”

“Mmm, Hannahhh is such a pretty name. Do you need cock, Hannahhh?”

“Ahhh…yeahhh…I do…please…”

Aziz pulled her clamps by the chain. Hannah whimpered. “These look like they hurt, Hannahhh.”

“Mmm…they do…please…be…”

“Gentle? I can do that, sweetie. We’re going to have a good time together today. All of us. But I think maybe you don’t want it so gentle. You soccer moms act all proper and pious, but most of you just need a really hard fucking to loosen you up. Deep down, you all want to be used like sluts. Is that true, Hannahhh…”

“Yes, sir…ahhh god…yeah…”

“You like it to hurt a little bit.” Aziz tugged the chain lightly.

“Mmmm…yeah…a little…god…”

Aziz took an ice cube from the bowl beside her and rubbed it all over her nipples. Hannah looked like she wanted to marry him. Cold water dripped all over his fingers, and he let the MILF lick it off. Nate thought his cock would burst watching it. Hannah was so perfect—not like his Paige, who was the love of his life—but perfect in her own special way.

“We’re going to get on just fine, Hannahhh. You’re going to learn all about pleasure today.

Nate admired Aziz’s power. They’d met at a high-end fetish party when the man asked if Paige could be enjoyed. Even Nate felt his dominating presence and happily loaned his wife to the man, eager to see how he’d handle her. Aziz turned Paige into a quivering mess that day, and they’d been friends ever since. They’d swapped various pets over the years.

Aziz was a shorter, solidly built Egyptian with a shaved head, close in age to Hannah. He wore an expensive silk shirt and black slacks. The man always dressed well because he had the money to do it. Aziz was a leading pediatric oncology doctor in the city and radiated that godlike confidence that all good surgeons do.

“You weren’t exaggerating, my friend. Hannah is truly beautiful, and what a body for a soccer mom from the suburbs. So tight. I almost think you’re punking us, and you hired her,” Aziz said.

“Nah. I’ve had a few high-end, high-maintenance wives like her. They’re proud to be MILFs, and they work hard at maintaining it,” Marco said.

“I bet you’ve never seen one like this, all trussed up and ready to go. You’re a world away from mom jeans and knit pullovers, Hannah,” Aziz said.

“Believe it or not, this one even used to be a Sunday School teacher,” Nate said.

“No shit? Damn, baby, you’ve fallen. You’ve got the devil in you. There ain’t enough Hail Marys in the world for what we’re going to do to you.”

“The more I hear, the more I like her. Corrupting the conservative ones is always the best.”

Marco inspected Hannah from the rear. He roughly grabbed both cheeks and gave them a good shake, nodding appreciatively. The tall, muscular Black man always joked that he didn’t mind being a stereotype in that regard. He loved a round ass. Hannah’s jiggled because she was in her mid-forties, but she didn’t have what Paige did. Marco was deeply in love with Paige’s ass. He didn’t share women like Nate but appreciated that his old friend did.

“I’m glad they’re getting you ready, honey,” Marco said, tapping the MILF’s anal plug. “This isn’t going to be easy on you.” He grabbed his crotch.

Marco was proud he fulfilled the other Black stereotype as well. He joked about how White couples seemed hypnotized by his dick. He didn’t mind the racist undertones of White couples’ fetishization of his giant cock because he enjoyed showing cucks that he truly was superior. Marco was a much-in-demand Bull and could have made a fortune at it, but that was just sport for him. His lucrative real estate investments provided a nice living.

“I’m not sure if I’m giving out her ass today. I think I want it before you ruin it,” Nate said. All the men laughed.

“It would be a shame to miss out on a sweet ass like this, but she’s your toy, brother.”

Paige pressed against Marco, and he palmed her ass. “You can have my ass if Daddy says so.” Nate loved how Hannah’s presence made his wife so competitive.

“We’ll see, pet. Why don’t you fetch our guests some drinks before we get started?”
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Hannah wrestled with a spike of panic, looking at the two strangers who’d been invited over to fuck her. Worry wasn’t the only reason she tried to tamp down the wild feeling. She was truly freaked out by how much she liked the panic. Staring at the handsome strangers with the permission to use her as they pleased was an incredible aphrodisiac. Hannah felt ecstatically alive.

Aziz frightened her in the best way. He radiated a confident power that even her Master couldn’t match. Hannah knew she should have been humiliated when he knelt and inspected her like a piece of meat. I am their piece of meat, she shamefully admitted. He was also a gorgeous man. His dark, matinee idol looks matched obviously expensive clothes. The way he moved told the soccer mom that he’d look even better without clothing.

Marco, her other stranger suitor, wasn’t as smooth as Aziz, but he was even hotter. The man looked like he’d been chiseled from a solid block of ebony—a huge block. Marco was a mountain. A white t-shirt contrasted nicely with his dark skin and barely stretched over his flawless body. Hannah had never been with a Black man before, but only because the chance had never come up. She found the idea of an interracial taboo silly and had swiped right on several handsome Black men on the apps. They just didn’t respond.

The rough way Marco grabbed her ass was jarring. He truly handled her like a piece of meat. It made her heart race. Her cheeks were still sore from her punishment, but she liked the sting. Hannah thrilled when she thought about what else those hands might do to her. She winced when he tapped the toy filling her ass. This one felt much larger than the vibrating plug she’d been gifted by her landlords. Hannah’s ass throbbed around the thing and irrationally feared it might ruin her rosebud.

Paige was excused to fetch drinks, leaving the soccer mom alone with the three men. She tensed in anticipation of what they would do to her. The powerful toy still rumbled against her pussy. She’d stopped rubbing against it and learned she could tilt her hips just enough to minimize its impact. The toy simply felt great rather than orgasmic.

Hannah didn’t want to come without Master’s permission. The prospect of the array of paddles and straps she’d seen laid out in the hands of Aziz or Marco made her determined to be a good girl.

“This one likes toys, does she?” Marco asked, tapping the plug again. Hannah whimpered and tried to wriggle away, which only pushed her mound against the rumbling toy beneath her. The whimper turned into a deep moan. “Yeah, she does.”

“I’ve found they all do when the implement is in the right hands,” Aziz commented. She realized he had a hint of a British accent, which only made him hotter.

Marco pressed her tailbone, forcing Hannah hard against that blunt, rumbling toy. She quaked and moaned. The soccer mom held her breath and fought the building climax as hard as she could. The pressure made the vibrations from the toy so strong they rattled her teeth. She gasped when Marco released her.

“Have you let her come? This one needs it,” Marco remarked.

Nate chuckled. “She always needs it. Hannah is a very horny slut. She’s denied what she truly needs for so long that I don’t think she even knows what she’s capable of doing.”

“I’m right…ahhh…here,” she complained from her restrained position.

“No one asked you, bitch,” Marco snarked. The comment was followed by a sharp strike to her rear. Hannah wailed and squirmed from the stinging pain.

“I’m sorry, sir,” she whined.

“That’s right.” Marco gave her another whack. He made the Rawlings seem gentle.

“Take it easy, Marc. And we don’t call her bitch,” Nate warned. His protection made her dedication to Master swell.

“Don’t lose your spirit, Hannah. That’s what makes this so much fun,” Aziz said, crouching to deeply kiss her.

Can he tell Master’s cock was just in my mouth? she wondered. Aziz seemed like the kind of man who might not care. One couldn’t be too uptight when sharing a woman with other men.

Paige returned with three lowball glasses of an amber liquid. Two of them contained ice. She clearly knew how the men liked their drinks. Nate raised his glass.

“To Hannah, the sexiest MILF in our fair city. May she live up to all your expectations.”

“To Hannah,” Aziz echoed. “And I have no doubt she will.”

“Agreed,” Marco said. “To Hannah.”

The men tossed back their drinks. Paige surprised Hannah by presenting a glass with a straw. The tenant didn’t even question but sucked the drink down. The Rawlings would not drug her without consent. The single malt burned, making her cough, but it was smooth. Master liked his high-end liquors.

“Well, guys, what are you waiting for?” Nate asked. “Hannah is here for your pleasure.”

“I’m ready, brother,” Marco said, laughing. He set his glass aside.

Hannah sighed deeply when Marco took the rumbling toy away from her pussy. She was relieved she didn’t have to keep fighting off an orgasm and didn’t think about why he took the toy away. Thick fingers filled her. Her dripping pussy greedily accepted them. The Black man had massive hands, and his two fingers were as thick as her husband. She moaned when the digits pressed deep inside her.

“Ahhh…yeahhh…”

Aziz and Nate, in front of her, looked amused by how easy it was to make her moan. The Egyptian stared at her hungrily while he unbuttoned his shirt. Watching the sexy man disrobe with Marco’s fingers inside her brought Hannah racing back toward an orgasm.

“Don’t you dare come without permission, pet,” Nate warned, reading her expression.

“It’s not fair…ahhh…” she whined. “You all keep teasing me…mmm…”

“But isn’t it so much sweeter when it’s earned, Hannah?” Aziz asked. He stripped his shirt and handed it to a waiting Paige. He continued while he unbuckled his expensive oxblood belt. “I’m sure you’ve found the orgasm is so much more intense when it’s been denied you.”

Aziz snapped his fingers. Paige dropped to her knees and untied his perfectly un-scuffed oxblood shoes. Those shoes looked more expensive than every pair of shoes Tom owned.

Hannah hated comparing her husband to the man. Tom had been a good partner through most of their marriage, but when she looked at Aziz she couldn’t help thinking, This is the kind of man I belong with. It was a visceral reaction. Hannah knew Aziz would both pamper her and give her the discipline she needed.

Paige carefully removed his shoes and socks and stayed on her knees to collect his pants and, finally, his silk boxers. Hannah was jealous. She wanted to be on her knees serving Aziz. Master still owned her pussy, but the Egyptian’s power drew her like a moth to a flame.

Aziz was just as finely built as Hannah thought. He wasn’t chiseled like Marco—which was obvious even through his tight t-shirt—but the Middle Easterner was compact, without an ounce of body fat. His chest was hairy in a masculine way but groomed enough that she made out lines of Arabic script on his left pectoral. A treasure trail pointed to the main attraction.

The dark meat that hung between the man’s legs was impressive. It nestled against his heavy sac. The thing didn’t hang to his knees, but it was mouth-wateringly thick. Aziz was also uncut. Hannah had never been with an uncircumcised man. He was not shaved like Nate but nicely buzzed down. His cock pulsed while he looked from Hannah to Paige. The soccer mom wanted that hard-on to be for her.

“Which of you sucks cock better, Paige?”

“Mmm, Daddy says Hannah is very good, sir, but I’ve perfected my craft. Would you like to fuck my throat?”

Aziz laughed joyously. “Now that’s what I call hospitality! Very good, Paige. I’d like you to suck it, yes, but enjoy it. No need for fucking any throats—yet.”

Paige lifted Aziz and her lips stretched obscenely wide to accept his girth. Her grip tightened and peeled back his foreskin so she could lavish his head with her tongue. Hannah didn’t know what to make of such a thick, uncircumcised cock, but she wanted to trade places with her friend, even though Marco’s large hand firmly massaged her mound, squishing her lips when he pressed. She pushed back at his hand. Hannah wanted Marco too, but Aziz captivated her attention at that moment.

Hannah still wasn’t used to watching other people having sex. She was acclimating to being displayed but watching an intimate act between two people felt lurid and wrong. Or maybe she preferred the anonymity of listening rather than being in the room. But watching was hot. Paige looked like she was going to unhinge her jaw when her lips sealed around Aziz’s root. The artist didn’t gag at all. Her cheeks hollowed, and her eyes closed as she worshipped that cock. It was impressive.

“You want that cock, don’t you, baby?” Marco growled in Hannah’s ear, pulling her head back by her ponytail. He didn’t need to make her stare. She couldn’t take her eyes off Paige sucking cock.

“Yeah, I do…”

Marco playfully slapped her pussy. It didn’t not hurt. Unexpected pleasure jolted through the soccer mom. No one had ever done such a thing. He did it again, just a bit harder than a love tap. Hannah grunted. Marco chuckled.

“I like a bitch who likes it rough,” he chuckled. There was that word again. Bitch. Hannah didn’t love it, but the subjugation it represented thrilled her. “Do you like it rough, baby?”

“Ahhh…I think…so…ahhh…”

“We’ll teach you to like it, baby.” He pressed three fingers inside her. Hannah was so filled. She saw stars.

“Awwww god…fuck…”

“Heh heh. You like that.”

“Yeah…fuck…I do…it’s sooo good…”

Marco pumped her pussy with half his hand, and she fit him like a mitten. Like she’d discovered with so many other things, it hurt so good. Hannah wanted it—she needed it—even if she was kind of afraid that he might hurt her.

“Awww fuck…god…please…”

“Please what, baby? Please fuck you?”

“Awww god yeah…please fuck me…I need it…”

“I feel you fucking need it. You might need it more than any of these slutty wives I’ve been with.”

“Ahhh fuck…I am a slutty wife…treat me like a slutty MILF…”

Hannah was playing it up to entice Marco to plant his cock in her, but she meant every word. Funny, she didn’t think of herself as anyone’s wife anymore, but she liked calling herself a slutty wife. It was deliciously dirty. She wished Tom were there to hear her say it. I’m a slutty wife, Tom! I need all the dick in this room. I might even need yours! It was also the first time she’d ever called herself a MILF. Master loved seeing her that way, but it felt silly to Hannah.

“Have you ever had two men, slutty wife?” He pulled her ponytail and pushed his hand as deep into her pussy as it would go. It mashed her slippery lips and sent a tremblor through her body. Hannah wailed.

“Ahhh…no sir…I…”

“You want us both, don’t you? You want me and my boy to pound that tight MILF body of yours.” The words were an accusation Hannah couldn’t deny.

“Yesss…oh fuck yesss…please…fuck my tight MILF body…” The deranged words came so easily. A huge, powerful man like Marco made it so easy to tap into her secret slutty side.

“What’s your husband’s name, slutty wife?”

“Ahhh god…Tom…his name is Tom…”

“Does he know what a slut you are?”

“Yeah…he saw me…I told him…ahhh god…please…”

“Sounds like you want him to know what a slut you are.”

“Yeah…I do…I wish he…ahhh god…wish he…”

“Knew how to use you like a slut?”

“Yeah…oh fuck yeah…” It was the truth. If Tom knew how to use her like the men in that room, she’d still be happily married.

“Do you wish he was here so we could teach him how to use a slut like you?”

“Yesss…please sir…god I wish he knew…use me…I’m yours, sir…”

“Yes, you are, you horny bitch. Yes, you are.”

Marco took his hand from her pussy, and Hannah deflated. Once again, she’d been edged to the point of madness and denied. It left her desperate to please because she knew it would get her what she needed. She refocused on Aziz and Paige. He rubbed his thick hog all over her landlord’s lips.

“That was delightful, Paige,” he said, petting her violet hair. “Really got my blood flowing. Now I need to see what Hannah has. Be a dear and fetch me a stool.”
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“It’s my pleasure, sir,” Paige said, giving that cock a final sloppy kiss. She didn’t look like she meant it.

Paige didn’t want to turn that thick cock over to Hannah. The soccer mom stared at that, unable to decide if she wanted Aziz to feed it to her so she could prove her oral skills or if he should give her the fucking she desperately needed. It was proof of how submissive she’d become that she wasn’t entirely focused on getting fucked. Hannah preferred to think she was just being competitive with her landlord.

The artist returned with a short stool and set it in front of Hannah. Aziz’s dick bobbed when he walked over and sat, putting his cock right in the soccer mom’s face. She could have reached out and grabbed it—if her hands were free.

“Why are you staring at my cock like that, Hannah?” Aziz sounded amused.

“I want it.” Her breathing had calmed since Marco stopped touching her, and she was thinking clearly—almost. Her mind was still covered in a horny haze.

“Not going to pretend to be a proper lady?”

Hannah wiggled against her restraints. “I think we’re past that.”

“Some women want to be restrained so they can tell themselves they were forced to do it.”

“No one is making me do anything.”

“No?”

“I like pleasing my Master and Mistress. It feels good when they take control. My body—my pussy—belongs to them.” Hannah was relieved to admit it. She’d never so completely stated the truth. She wasn’t looking for any of it, but the Rawlings showed Hannah a side of herself that she was eager to embrace. She couldn’t help the residual shame that might go with it, but this was what she wanted. For good measure, she added, “I want to be a good girl and earn Master’s cock.”

Aziz clapped and laughed joyously. “You’ve done a very good job with this one, my friend. You’ve taken a square middle-class sports mom and broken her. Bravo!”

Hannah didn’t like thinking the Rawlings had broken her. She now understood that this submissive slut side had always been there, just so deeply buried she couldn’t see it. Her landlords unearthed that slut. They educated and transformed her and enabled Hannah’s surrender.

“Paige deserves just as much credit as I do. Probably more. Hannah was her special project.” Nate beamed with pride.

“Thank you, Daddy. This MILFy whore is my present to you,” Paige replied. She’d moved behind Hannah, out of her line of sight, where Marco remained.

“Fuck, you’re one lucky man, brother,” Marco marveled. “You’re amazing, Paige.”

“Don’t I know it,” Nate agreed.

“We’re all lucky today,” Aziz said.

Hannah liked the objectification as much as she should have hated it, but all of the congratulations were getting in the way of the men giving her what she needed.

“Please, sir, give me your cock,” she asked, batting her sparkling jade eyes at Aziz.

“Can you handle it, pretty girl?”

Hannah licked her lips. “I know you’ll help if I have trouble, sir.”

“You are a very good girl, Hannah.”

“Thank you, sir.”

Hannah barely got the words out. Aziz pressed his thick meat to her lips, and she opened to accept it. His foreskin when he pushed forward, filling her hungry mouth with the familiar shape of his crown. She eagerly sucked and lavished it with her tongue. Aziz moaned, encouraging her to suck harder. He pushed deeper into her mouth. The stool was the perfect height for him to feed her his meat.

“I’ve got to see this,” Marco said, coming into view.

The giant Black man was gloriously naked, revealing that everything about him was giant. His cock stood at half-mast, seemingly levitating about two big, hairless balls. Marco was completely hairless, except for the mass of long dreads pulled into a loose ponytail.

His smooth, dark body was Hannah’s perfect ideal of a man, from his insanely cut abs to his handsome, square jaw. But his massive shaft demanded all her attention. Hannah had no idea how he’d fit that thing inside her. Marco was nearly as thick as Aziz but much longer. The man had a horse cock. No way is that thing going in my ass, she thought. It would literally tear her in half. Paige molded her latex-clad body to him and wrapped her hand around his cock. Hannah was jealous even though she had a nice, thick cock of her own to enjoy.

Aziz was not patient with his distracted pet. He wound Hannah’s ponytail around his fist and forced his cock deeper into her mouth. She grunted and stretched her mouth as wide as it would open. It was barely enough. He held still and pulled her mouth back and forth on his shaft.

“I know seeing so much cock can be overwhelming for a slut like you, Hannah, but try and stay on task. I’d hate to have to tan that cute ass of yours,” Aziz corrected.

Hannah had no choice. Aziz relentlessly used her mouth. He wasn’t rough with her or trying to make her gag, but he steadily fed her his cock like a machine. It felt like he was following a secret rhythm in his head. Her lips wrapped around his base just as Paige’s had, but Hannah barely managed, and it made her jaw ache. She drooled from the strain, but Aziz didn’t slow.

Paige slid to her knees beside Marco and slavered all over his huge prick. Hannah watched out of the corner of her eye, fascinated to see how much of that beast her landlord could swallow.

Aziz lightly slapped her cheek. “Pay attention, Hannah. My cock is your focus.” He pushed it all the way to the back of her throat and held it there. Her nose was pressed to his body and filled with his musky, masculine scent. More importantly, she couldn’t breathe—at all. Hannah’s head swam, and she pulled against her wrist restraints. The harder she struggled, the dizzier she felt. She couldn’t even use her safe word because her mouth was stuffed full of cock.

At the last moment, Aziz pulled out, and Hannah coughed, saliva running from her lips while she sucked in great lungfuls of air, coughed, and did it again. Aziz still held her head up by her ponytail. Tears brimmed in her eyes, and her cheeks burned. Hannah wanted to please, but she was still angry that he’d pushed her so close to the edge.

“We still need some training when it comes to surrendering our mouth, I see. I’m sure Nate will see the matter handled.”

“I…I…” Hannah gasped.

“I’m sorry she disappointed you,” Nate said.

“Oh, she didn’t. Hannah just needs to learn she can handle so much more than she thinks she can. Perhaps you should send her to yoga classes to work on her breathing.”

Hannah wasn’t so far gone that she didn’t find the idea of going to yoga to learn how to not choke on dick absurd.

“Do you like having your mouth used, Hannah?”

“Yes,” she panted, despite her animosity. “My mouth belongs to my Master, and today it’s yours.”

Aziz pressed his cock to her lips again, and she was recovered enough to kiss it. “What a delightful slut you are, Hannah.”

“Thank you, sir.”

A leather paddle cracked harshly on her rear. Hannah yelped, and the paddle landed again. The stinging pain was real. Her spankings hurt before, but still felt playful. Hannah felt like Master was seriously punishing her.

“Do not disappoint my guests, pet,” he admonished.

“I’m sorry, sir…please…I can’t…”

“Is spanking your go-to punishment?” Aziz asked.

“We haven’t gotten into the more interesting implements and punishments.”

Aziz walked behind her. “Pain is necessary, but sometimes the threat of it is enough. Besides, I know she’s a new submissive. I’m not disappointed.”

Something new snapped down on her back. It felt similar to her last punishment before the paddle but didn’t land as harshly. She was whipped again and yelped. The blows hurt, but that quickly dissipated. Her butt still ached from the paddle.

“You’re going to be a good girl for us, aren’t you, Hannah?” Aziz asked. He whipped her again. She jumped, reacting to the blow more than the pain.

“Yes, sir. I promise. I’ll be so good!” she whimpered.

Aziz whipped her a couple more times. Each strike made her heart race faster. The fear of being whipped was nearly as potent as actually being struck. But Hannah liked the pain. Her burning cheeks throbbed in time with her pussy. She was more disappointed than relieved when the punishment stopped. With shame, the soccer mom realized she craved punishment.

Hannah tried to calm her speeding heart, but that was difficult when Paige was getting throat-fucked right beside her. The tenant’s eyes went wide when she saw the way her landlord was being used. Marco held the back of Paige’s head and pounded his big pipe into her mouth. He looked impossibly deep. Obscene sounds escaped the artist’s throat. Hannah’s core tightened as she thought about being used like that, even if it scared her to death. She’d never be able to handle that. Paige was a goddess.

“Ahhh god…yeah…oh please…yesss…” Hannah cried.

After what felt like an eternity, the soccer mom finally got what she needed. A thick, wonderful cock was shoved deep into her pussy. Hannah knew it wasn’t Nate because he walked past her to fetch his camera. Aziz grabbed her harness straps and thrust hard into her again. Hannah squished around him, and her body throbbed.

“Ahhh fuck…thank you sir…ahhh god yes…”

“How long have you been torturing this poor woman, man? She’s in desperate need of a serious fucking,” Aziz grunted, pumping his cock into her for a third time.

“Ahhh god…I am…I need to be fucked…please sir…”

“I have been making her earn it, but Hannah’s also a needy whore. I could probably tie her to the bed in there and use her all week, and she’d beg for more.” Nate laughed.

“Ahhh god…”

The slow, deep thrusts were their own form of torture, but at least Hannah finally had a cock inside her. And god, what a cock! The soccer mom had never been so stretched. She only took him so easily because she was drenched from all the teasing, and it was still a tight fit. Her pussy clung to his girthy shaft like a second skin. Hannah tried to think back to her lovers before Tom, but she couldn’t recall ever being so filled.

Aziz must have decided she was ready. The harness straps bit into Hannah’s soft flesh when he pulled them to drive into her molten canal. She cried out with escalating joy as he worked at opening her pussy.

Being fucked with such a thick cock while she was strapped to the bench gave the soccer mom a wild high she’d never felt before. It truly drove home how much she loved being helpless while she was being used. Aziz said some women wanted to feel like they were made to do it. Hannah made the choice to be there—no one made her do anything—but she loved knowing the men could do anything to her and that she was powerless to stop them.

Hannah watched Marco using Paige’s throat while Aziz used her from behind. Marco watched Hannah getting fucked. Never in a million years did she think she’d be part of an orgy. Even though her pussy was stuffed full, the soccer mom was still jealous that her friend had one of the cocks meant for her. She only felt okay about it because the muscular Black man watched her with obvious desire. Hannah tried not to fault him for keeping his dick wet while he waited for his turn with her.

Marco pulled his cock from Paige’s throat, and the artist swayed on her knees. She coughed and wiped her mouth on the back of her hand. Her face was nearly as bright red as her latex catsuit. Hannah didn’t want to be a mess like that, but the darkest part of her longed to be used like Paige just had. Marco stepped past her landlord. Maybe he didn’t want to wait for his turn. Hannah was hypnotized by his bobbing dick as he walked.

“How’s that cunt?” Marco asked, stroking his shaft to keep it firm.

“Fucking tight, man. I can’t believe this woman’s been married and had a kid. Either her husband hasn’t been taking care of her, or he’s a pencil dick, or both.”

Hannah thought Aziz was giving it to her hard, but he didn’t even sound out of breath. She didn’t like him bad-mouthing Tom like that. Maybe he hadn’t been taking care of her for the last couple of years, but it wasn’t Aziz’s place to judge. It was unimaginable she would defend Tom, even in her thoughts.

Marco laughed. His cock hovered right in front of her face, so close she saw it glisten with Paige’s saliva. “Most of these MILFs haven’t had a good fucking in years. Their lame men get complacent and don’t appreciate what they have. It’s like having a Maserati and never taking it out of the garage.”

“So many guys need another man to open their eyes to what a slut they married,” Aziz agreed.

“I promise you that Hannah’s husband had no idea what a whore he was sharing his bed with. I know he’s kicking himself now that he knows what he missed out on.”

“His loss is our gain. Isn’t it, slut?” Marco asked, slapping Hannah in the face with his meat. It was a fresh humiliation in a day filled with them.

Soccer Mom Hannah would have clawed the eyes out of anyone who so casually called her a slut, let alone smack her in the face with a wet dick. Whore Hannah tried to capture that dick in her mouth.

“Isn’t it, slut?” he repeated, slowly dragging his fat crown around her face and leaving a trail of sticky precum.

“Yeah…ahhh god yeah…I’m yours…ahhh…”

“I know your throat is mine.”

Marco held her head in place just as he had Paige’s and fed the soccer mom his cock. Opening for the big man was easy after being force-fed Aziz’s girthy beast, but that wasn’t the real challenge. The thick black meat hit the back of her throat, and Marco kept pushing.

“You’d better relax and start sucking, or this is gonna be rough, baby,” he warned.

“Oh, she knows how to suck dick. That mouth was fantastic,” Aziz said. “Dammit, this cunt is good. I love your damn cunt, Hannah. I’m honored to be the one to stretch it open. Goddam!”

“That’s it, baby. That’s it, baby. Just try to relax. You can take it all,” Marco encouraged.

Marco held her head with both hands, tilting it back while he pushed her mouth wider. Hannah tried to suck, but it was difficult when he stretched her mouth so wide. His blunt head kept pushing at her throat, but she didn’t know if she could open any wider. Nor did she know how she’d breathe. Marco pulled back before pushing again, like his cock was a battering ram.

Paige was at her side. She rubbed Hannah’s throat and whispered for her to relax, but the soccer mom had too many things going on at once. Aziz began fucking her even harder when Marco filled her mouth. The Egyptian’s heavy balls slapped the backs of Hannah’s thighs while he took her deep. And now Marco was trying to take her throat deeper than was humanly possible. Hannah didn’t know if she could handle taking two average men at once. Handling two studs like Aziz and Marco felt impossible. She bucked against her restraints, but there was no escape.

Hannah’s body revolted when Marco finally did it. His big head popped into her throat, and she panicked. Breathing was not an option. Flight won out over flight, and she pulled her arms as hard as she could, but the cuffs had no give. Marco stayed embedded in her throat. It was only a matter of time before she passed out. And then the most amazing thing happened.

The soul-shattering orgasm broke the soccer mom into a million pieces. Hannah was only vaguely aware of Aziz asking who gave her permission to come. It was her first taste of being utterly used without regard to her needs, and Hannah came so hard she fell apart. Marco began pounding her throat, and Hannah figured out a way to steal breaths, but she didn’t even care. The cocks pounding her felt so good that they could fuck her to death. She screamed into her mouthful of cock, but no one could hear it.

“Dammit…goddam it…this MILF is milking it right out of me…” Aziz exclaimed.

“Can’t wait to get that sweet cunt,” Marco grunted, filling her at the other end.

Aziz flooded Hannah with his powerful seed. He kept pumping, packing it deep inside her. She felt like he claimed her in the most primal way, and she came all over again. She didn’t care if they punished her for it. Part of her hoped they would. Hannah was out of control.

Marco pulled out of her mouth and wiped his wet cock on her face. Her lips stayed parted like she wanted him back. Hannah wasn’t thinking. She’d stopped fighting the restraints and lay limply on the bench.

“Ohgodohgodohgod…ahhh fuck…” she muttered, trembling.

“You’re doing so good, pet. Do you want more?” It was Nate kneeling in front of her. He pulled her head back to make her look at him.

“Yes…please…sir…My body belongs to you…”

“It belongs to your Daddy.”

“Master…please use me, Master. Use your cunt…”

Nate smiled like he enjoyed her resistance to calling him Daddy. Hannah had lost her mind in one sense but recovered it in another. Master had tormented her enough to call him Daddy in the past, but no more. She would not call the man who used her body Daddy.

“It is mine, pet. Can I do whatever I please with you?”

“Mmm…yesss…sir…I’m helpless…I’m yours…Master…”

“Jeez, I really need to fuck her now,” Marco marveled. “You’re a god, brother.”

“Do you trust me, pet?”

“Yes, Master.” Hannah was so blissful that she would have agreed to anything.

“We’re going to find out.”

Nate slipped a blindfold over her eyes. He asked, “Is this everything you hoped it would be?”

“I…I can’t believe it.”

The voice didn’t belong to either Aziz or Marco. Someone else was there to watch Hannah be used. Her tummy fluttered and she hoped they liked her show. She didn’t even know who they were, but she wanted them to use her too. Nate had broken her.
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Nate loved seeing Hannah broken. Seeing his pet so stunned by the spit-roasting she’d just taken made him wonder if she would ever be the same. Her appeal was that she was a suburban MILF with a dirty side. He wanted her to keep that duality. He needed it. The only person who seemed more surprised by Hannah’s transformation was her husband, Tom Peterson.

Tom was never part of the original plan. Nate took Hannah’s word that her marriage was over. He would have never rented to her if he thought she might break her lease and go back to her old life. Nate didn’t know that was going to happen—it probably wouldn’t—but when the MILF fucked her husband that night, Nate had to consider the possibility. And that was when he decided that he had to expose Tom to the whore his wife truly was. He needed to know the man’s reaction. Besides, if Tom were the man Nate suspected he was, he would enjoy the show more than anyone else in the room.

Paige greeted Tom an hour before Hannah arrived. He was ushered into the bedroom, where he would remain until allowed out. Paige had permission to use the time to amuse herself with Tom.

The suburban square was given a stiff drink and ordered to sit in a chair in the corner and watch while the couple edged each other. It was her idea. Nate would not allow himself to come, but Paige did everything she could to make it happen. His balls were left aching. Afterward, Nate used a magic wand on his wife until she was begging him to come, but he didn’t let it happen. Tom never said a word. He sat in the corner like a good boy, although he looked like he thought he’d slipped into The Twilight Zone.

Paige asked if he liked what he’d seen, and Tom barely croaked out an answer. She judged for herself, and the poor man came when she rubbed him through his dad jeans. He looked like he was going to faint when she licked her sticky palm clean.

Nate only stayed for a moment when his wife ordered their guest to baby powder her body and help her into the latex catsuit. Tom rushed over like she was the last lifeboat on the Titanic. Nate wasn’t jealous. The poor bastard deserved the treat.

Tom was allowed out while Aziz and Marco had Hannah distracted. He was under strict instructions to stay where his wife wouldn’t see him. It was another advantage of the MILF’s restraints. Tom stood in the corner and watched the men objectify his wife before they began manhandling her. He was clearly unprepared to see Hannah strapped down with her ass in the air in a room full of people. Nate’s friends never even asked who the other guy was.

Nate spent almost as much time watching Tom’s reactions as he did Hannah being used. He placed his camera on a tripod so he wouldn’t be distracted. Yes, he was recording everything. His handheld camera was just the most obvious camera. Others around the living room caught every angle of the action. The video would be a nice keepsake for all of them and evidence that Hannah had freely assented to everything that happened. Nate would only regretfully erase the video if his tenant asked him to.

Tom looked woozy when Aziz shoved his cock into Hannah. Nate was sure the man had never heard his wife make that sound before. What’s it like to watch another man fuck your wife better than you ever could? Nate wondered. He was glad he’d never have to know.

The two studs plowed Hannah like a fertile field, and Tom couldn’t tear his eyes away. He tensed when she choked on Marco’s horse cock but didn’t step forward to save his wife. The look on his face said it all. Suburban square Tom Peterson loved watching his sweet wifie being used by other men. The wet spot on his jeans was tented out. He probably had no idea he even had that kink. Seeing Paige use Hannah had only been a preview of what it could really be like.

Nate’s friends used the MILF like the whore he’d transformed her into. They talked about her like she was paid by the hour. Tom’s face flushed deeper and deeper red, but not from anger. The man looked clammy.

“Dammit…goddam it…this MILF is milking it right out of me…” Aziz exclaimed, stuffing her cunt. Nate was jealous that he didn’t get to experience her first, but he’d made this decision.

“Can’t wait to get that sweet cunt,” Marco grunted, filling her at the other end.

“Fuck me,” Tom murmured when it was obvious Aziz was pumping Hannah full of jizz.

Nate had never thought to ask if the MILF was on any kind of birth control. He knew a woman in her mid-forties wasn’t easily knocked up, but Hannah was going to get a lot of cum over the next few hours. If it was possible to breed her, these guys could do it. Is Tom thinking what I’m thinking? Is he prepared to watch another man—men—knock up his wife? No one wanted that, and Paige kept a supply of Plan B handy.

Marco pulled out of her throat. Hannah needed the break. Nate was very impressed she’d taken him so deep. She deserved a reward just for that. His hung, Black friend was far from done with the MILF. He just wanted her cunt now that Aziz was done with it. Done for the moment, anyway.

Nate checked in on Hannah. He thought she might tap out and was ready to uncuff her. The sexy older woman surprised him again when she said, “Yes…please…sir…My body belongs to you…” Her voice was raspy from the throat-fucking she’d just taken. She was going to need something warm to soothe her throat. Nate knew just the thing.

Hannah really couldn’t get enough. Nate began to wonder if she had any limits. He loved his wife, but he was enthralled by Hannah. He hoped she had no plans to return to her husband. They had so many things to do together.

The MILF docilely accepted her blindfold. She was already helpless, but darkness meant anyone could do anything to her. Nate could have had a line of guys waiting to use her body. Her trust made him yearn for her. A less disciplined man would have dismissed everyone and taken her right then, but he was in control. He also had an ulterior motive for blindfolding his pet. Tom was going to get involved and Nate looked forward to a dramatic big reveal.

“Is this everything you hoped it would be?” Nate asked Tom.

“I…I can’t believe it.” Tom sounded like he didn’t know where he was or why he was there.

“What is so hard to believe?”

“She… All of it. That’s not my Hannah.”

“I don’t know that she’s been your Hannah for some time, but this was always inside her. I didn’t hypnotize your wife. I just unlocked her potential. You really had no idea?”

“She never said… I never thought… If I’d known…”

“What would you have done if you knew this side of her, Tom?”

That was the most interesting question to Nate. Did the man also have a wild tiger lurking inside of him? He had a hidden cuck. That much was clear. But was there another level to it? Was Tom capable of being the man Hannah needed? He’d never get her back and keep her if he wasn’t.

Tom didn’t answer the question because he was all about his wife and she was on the move. Or rather, she was being moved. Aziz and Marco were unclipping the MILF from the bench and guiding her to her feet. Hannah’s knees went weak when she tried to stand, and Marco lifted her, but not to cradle her in his arms. He tossed the dazed woman over his shoulder like a bag of laundry. Tom looked stunned to see the mother of his child thrown around like that.

Marco stood Hannah at the foot of the pullout bed and waited to make sure she was steady before he clipped her wrist cuffs behind her back. The harness had so many convenient rings to clip to. She could try to blindly run, but the MILF was just as helpless as when she’d been on the bench. His big, dark hands covered her creamy rounds.

“These are great tits, Hannah. You’re got nicer tits than some girls half your age.” He sculpted her flesh and wasn’t gentle about it.

“Ahhh…thank you, sir…” she whimpered, adding a sharp AHHH when he squeezed harder.

Marco pulled the chain connecting her nipples, and Hannah shrieked. Her swollen, crimson tips were pulled perfectly taut. Nate was impressed that she tolerated it. Tom stared with fiery intensity. Yeah, that guy wants to see his wife punished, Nate thought. But I don’t know if he can handle the pleasure they’re going to give her. Pleasure he’ll never match.

“Sir…please…” she whined.

“Yeah?”

“Please…gentle…please sir…”

“But you did come without permission, you naughty slut,” Aziz said, coming to her other side. Hannah looked around, trying to triangulate their positions.

Marco tugged the chain harder. Nate thought he may need to step in. He had no desire to see his pet actually damaged. Hannah could walk away sore but not truly hurt. His old friend was not skilled in the subtleties of dominance like Nate and Aziz.

“Please…I’m…ahhh…sorry sir…”

“Turn her around,” Aziz instructed.

Marco spun Hannah to face the bed and held onto a harness strap to lower her. She couldn’t catch her fall with her hands clipped behind her back. He used the harness to pull her butt into the air. Hannah knelt but with her face in the mattress. Marco slapped his thick shaft into her hand. She gripped it and tried to jerk it, which was impossible in her position.

“This girl wants all the dick,” Marco chuckled. She whimpered when he stepped back and took his cock away.

Aziz stepped up and whacked her ass with a large-handled board that looked like a cricket bat with holes drilled in it. Hannah shrieked.

“Ahhh fuck…no!”

“If you want this all to stop, just say the word, Hannah. You’re our plaything right now. We’ll do whatever we please with you.” Aziz leaned down and whispered in her ear, caressing her glowing cheek. Circular welts were already forming.

“But…” she sputtered.

“Do you want this to stop, Hannah? Say your word.” Aziz was stern, not comforting.

Hannah hesitated with a sob. Nate’s stomach clenched, thinking this was it. He’d pushed his MILF too far too quickly, and she was done. He’d flown too close to the sun. She was not ready for this extreme play.

“No…”

“No what, Hannah?” Aziz trailed the edge of the paddle up her spine. She trembled and then stiffened when he drew it back toward her rear.

“No…I don’t want…to stop…sir… I’ll be good…”

“Why don’t you want to stop, Hannah?”

“Because I’m a needy slut. Master taught me what I need.”

“What’s that, slut?”

“I…ahhh…need to be a dirty girl…I need to submit and be used…oh god help me…I need to be fucked…I need your cock, sir…both of them…all of them…ohhh fuck…”

Nate glowed. It was the third proudest moment of his life. The first was when Paige agreed to marry him. He knew he’d found the perfect woman and couldn’t wait to spend his life with her. The second moment was when his beautiful Paige got on her knees and begged him to be her Daddy. She pledged she’d always be his good girl. Nate pledged he’d always pamper and treasure her. When this trial was over, Hannah would learn what it was to be treasured too.

Aziz cracked her ass again with the paddle. Hannah shrieked but held her ground. Tom gasped beside Nate.

“Why is she letting him do that? Why is she like this?” Tom spoke sheepishly like he had no idea who his wife was anymore. He never really did. Nate pitied the man.

“Because Hannah wants to obey. She finds strength in being tested and found worthy. And she wants a strong man to please. She finds pleasure in being a good girl,” Nate informed him.

“But that looks like it hurts.”

“Her ass will be sore for days, but Paige will give her something for it. Hannah will be stronger for enduring it.”

“I don’t get it. Who wants pain?”

“It isn’t really about the pain,” Nate replied. Tom didn’t sound like he’d ever get it. “I mean, it is. The pain turns her on. But it’s what taking the punishment represents. How long were you two married?”

“Sixteen years.”

“And you never thought to punish her?”

“Hannah isn’t—wasn’t—the kind of woman you do that to. Believe me. She would have thrown something at me if I tried to spank her.”

He’s probably right, but only because neither of them understood her true nature. But he could have tried. Nate asked, “You never ever tried to spank her in bed? Look at her, Tom. Hannah craves a strong hand.”

“She never asked,” he replied defensively.

“Hannah didn’t want to ask. A strong man just does it.”

Tom looked like he was going to argue, and Nate knew exactly what he’d say. That’s not how to treat a lady. You don’t just do it. I respect women. I’d never make Hannah do anything. And all of that was correct.

Nate would never force a woman to do anything, either. Only weak, savage men forced themselves on women. But a strong, perceptive man read the signs. He sensed what a woman needed. He anticipated. He took the time to learn a woman’s inner life so he could be sure—1000% sure. And when he truly understood her, he gave her what she needed. No, a strong man doesn’t ask because he knows.

A strong man isn’t just taking from his submissive woman. He’s giving her what she needs. Nate saw that inside of Hannah the day they met. Tom was married to her for sixteen years and didn’t have a clue.

Aziz gave her a moment to catch her breath and swatted her again. Hannah wailed, but not as loudly. She was gathering strength. Does the pain make her pussy throb? Nate wondered. He moved closer and ran his hand across her smoothly shaved mound. Paige had done a good job with that. Hannah had such a pretty cunt. The MILF was drenched. Yeah, she’s using the pain. She craves the punishment. Tom appeared beside him.

“Touch her cunt. Feel how much she likes it.”

Tom looked like he was afraid it would burn him, but he touched her anyway. His wife whimpered. He pressed his fingers inside her—three of them. Had he ever given her more than one? Hannah moaned with gratitude.

“What have your learned, slut?” Aziz asked.

“I…ahhh…my pussy…belongs to you…I can’t…I need permission…ahhh…to come…”

“Did anyone give you permission, Hannah?” Aziz continued.

Nate seized Tom’s wrist and made the man finger fuck his wife. She worked her hips to push back, craving the penetration. Hannah just had to have something in her needy cunt. Aziz’s creamy seed oozed out of the MILF, coating her husband’s fingers. Does Tom like feeling another man’s cum in his wife’s cunt?

“Nooo…I’m sorry…ahhh god…I’ll be good…ahhh…I promise…”

“Are you ready for more cock?”

“Ahhh god yes…”

“Beg. Earn it.”

Nate grinned. Aziz really was a bastard. He would have cracked and fucked Hannah silly—or for as long as he could last the first time—but the Egyptian was a true master.

“Please…fuck me…ahhh…I’m begging…I’ll be such a good slut…use me…use all of me…felt so good when you came in…ahhh…me…more…please…”

“Jeez…fuck…” Tom murmured.

“Who…ahhh…”

Aziz laughed. “Maybe we have even more cock and cum for you, Hannah. Would you like that?”

“Yesss…please…fill me…give me all the cum…”

Tom’s fingers blasted his wife. Nate didn’t need to push him at all. Hannah moaned and tried to push his digits deeper. He pulled his dripping fingers away and staggered back. He stared at the jizz smearing his fingers. This wasn’t his wife. Or the mother of his son. He didn’t know what to do with this version of Hannah. Tom burned with a dark desire for her but couldn’t process that.

Aziz had been patient, letting Tom enjoy their toy, but it was time to give her what she’d earned. He turned to Marco and asked, “Are you ready, big man?”

Marco pulled Paige’s mouth off his cock. She’d dropped to her knees and worshipped his cock to keep it plump while he waited. Nate didn’t think his virile friend needed it, but he appreciated Paige’s eager sluttiness. She worshipped Marco’s dark root for herself as much as for him. Nate’s balls ached watching his wife. He was going to need to come somewhere soon.

“I was ready the second I saw her MILFy ass. This is exactly the kind of woman who needs a hard Black dicking. Their husbands bring them to me because deep down they know it.”

“Yesss…please…” Hannah whimpered. Nate’s pride swelled.

“I might need to walk your side of the fence someday, my friend. These cucks and their wives sound like a lot of fun,” Aziz said, stepping aside for Marco.

Nate watched Tom when Marco rubbed his thick head into Hannah’s slit. The man held his breath. Has he ever fantasized about a hung Black guy fucking his wife? Nate knew his friend wasn’t wrong. A lot of white guys had fantasies of their wives being ravaged by hung Black guys. Tom was definitely a cuck, but how much of one?

Marco pushed it into Hannah. He grabbed her harness right where her wrists were cuffed and pulled the MILF onto his cock. Her long, low moan signaled how much she loved the intrusion. Tom moaned too. He might have loved it as much as his wife.

“Feels good getting nice and filled, doesn’t it?” Marco asked. He kept it buried in her and lightly slapped her ass.

“Ahhh…yeah…god…”

“Tell me you need this Black dick, baby.”

“I…ahhh…need it…fuck me…give me your…Black…dick…”

Hannah forced the last words out. Nate realized she was performing for Marco. The MILF wanted to be fucked, and she wanted a big dick, but Nate didn’t think the race mattered. But he did wonder how much her reactions had been a performance for the men. Hannah was smart enough to give them what they expected to get what she wanted. Nate thought he could tell a genuine reaction, but maybe not.

Marco gave the MILF what she needed. He used the harness to slam her back and forth on his huge cock like she was a simple fuck toy. He started slowly, but his speed built as her tight cunt got to him. Nate knew she had to be snug around that thing. Hannah’s cries and moans were not acting then. She loved every second of taking the biggest cock she’d seen. Nate’s blood surged, watching the MILF lose it for his hung friend.

“Have you ever seen Hannah so wild?” Paige asked. She was on the other side of Tom. He stared at his wife getting railed like he hadn’t heard Paige. She grabbed Tom’s dick through his jeans.

“No,” Tom grunted. He only briefly glanced at Paige. Shrieking Hannah demanded all the attention.

“She really loves being manhandled. I don’t think she can go back to missionary in the dark,” Paige teased, still gripping his manhood.

“That’s not all we did.” Tom sounded pained. Either Paige’s grip was too tight, or watching his wife scream for a giant Black cock was existential torture. Nate guessed the answer was both. It would have been terrible if Tom didn’t enjoy this on some level.

“No, but did you fuck her like that?” Paige licked the side of his neck and tugged his earlobe with her teeth. “Tell me the truth.”

Tom winced and replied, “No, I…”

“You couldn’t, I know. Trust me. I’ve felt what Marco can do. A man like you could never match that. But don’t feel shame, Tom. Be happy that Hannah gets to experience it.”

“She fucking loves it,” he growled.

Aziz reached under Hannah and held the nipple clamp chain. Her tips were tugged every time Marco pulled her back into his cock. She knelt there with her forehead pressed into the mattress and took it all, screaming like she never stopped coming.

“She does. Hannah is a true whore. Do you see that now, Tom? She needs cock. A lot of them. And the bigger, the better.”

“I do. She’s a fucking whore,” he murmured, sounding like he didn’t want to believe it, but angry that it was true.

“Look at me, Tom.”

Tom couldn’t tear his eyes away from the sex show, so Paige turned him by his cock. When he still tried to turn his head and watch Hannah, Paige directed his attention to her huge tits, framed by the red latex. That got the man’s attention. His hands twitched. He wanted to touch them but was afraid to. Nate smiled. His wife was a true goddess.

“Don’t be angry, Tom. You love Hannah, don’t you?” Paige asked, peeling the latex back a bit more so her nipples were exposed. Tom actually licked his lips.

“Yeah…” For the first time, Tom wasn’t thinking about Hannah.

“So, you must love all of her, Tom. Love the sweet wife and mother you have at home, but also love the filthy whore who needs to be used by strong men.”

“I don’t know…”

“Don’t know if you can? I think you can because you need this too.”

Paige pulled Tom’s face to her tits. He latched on to a nipple and sucked like he really expected to nurse. She’d hypnotized him with her world-class rack. Nate realized that Paige had seduced both Mr. and Mrs. Peterson. Nate wanted to fall to his knees and worship his wife for a change. Paige could keep Tom as a pet, but he didn’t think she wanted to fuck the guy. She just liked toying with him.

“Have you ever wanted Hannah more than right now?” she asked.

“Fuck me…no…”

“Slutty Hannah is good for everyone. You can have her heart if she wants you back, but her body belongs to us. Maybe you can make it work if she gets the missing piece somewhere else. And Hannah will be the wet dream you’ve always needed.”

Tom looked bewildered. Of course, Paige’s suggestion didn’t seem possible. That didn’t happen in his world. Nate knew 99.9% of men could never handle such an arrangement. But a true cuck like Tom could thrive on it if he could let go and accept it. Nate realized his wife had a plan. Has she been cooking this up all along, or did pulling in Tom give her the idea?

Nate was displeased that his wife had kept her scheming from him. Such a novel arrangement could be brilliant if it worked. They had no idea how Hannah truly felt about her husband. But Nate would still have to punish Paige for keeping secrets.

“Go over there and get some relief, honey,” Paige said, stroking Tom’s thinning hair while he worshipped her tits. “I want you to experience what it’s like to use Hannah’s mouth while she’s getting properly fucked.”

Tom looked uncertain.

“Do it, Tom. She’s here to be used. You heard her. Hannah wants to be used, so give her what she’s asking for. Feel your wife getting fucked by a real man.”

Tom walked haltingly toward the pullout bed.

“Yeah…yeah…yeah…oh fuck…I’m coming again…I love your big, Black cock…please fuck me sir…” Hannah screamed.

“Yeah, you do,” Marco grunted. “You need every inch. Opening up that…tight…white…cunt…fucking hot cunt…’

“Yes sir…open me…open my cunt…fuck me…ahhh god…fuck…”

Tom pulled down his jeans and slid on the bed in front of his moaning wife. He grabbed her head with both hands and forced his cock into her mouth. Paige was right. The other men in the room were bigger, but he wasn’t a small man. Hannah might not feel him when everyone else was done with her, but there was no reason Tom couldn’t get her off. But Nate realized that Tom probably felt tiny in that moment. And from the way he groaned when Hannah’s lips closed around his shaft, he loved the feeling. The poor bastard was OK with his wife being used by stronger men.


fifteen
. . .



Hannah was in the middle of begging, “Fuck me…give me your big, Black cock…” when a dick was shoved into her mouth. Her lips closed, and she sucked on instinct. The blindfold added a fun new wrinkle to the sex games. Plunged into darkness, she had no idea who decided to use her mouth. Well, she knew it wasn’t Marco because his cock was busy giving her non-stop orgasms.

The shaft being frantically thrust into her mouth didn’t belong to Master either. She’d become very familiar with his cock. And it couldn’t be Aziz because her mouth wasn’t stretched to the limit. Her new lover didn’t have the command of those men anyway. Whoever was feeding Hannah their dick was hurried. They acted on instinct as much as she did.

Hannah had heard a third male voice when she was blindfolded, but the guys didn’t give her time to dwell on it. She should have been horrified that an anonymous stranger was there to witness—and participate in—her degradation, but Aziz or Marco were also virtual strangers. They took her because Master said so, and Hannah accepted it. This third stranger would have her too.

“There ya go. A slut like you loves being spit-roasted, don’t you,” Marco grunted. “It’s a shame you can’t keep your hands busy too.”

Hannah moaned mmhmm through her mouthful of meat. It was all she could do. Although, this stranger wasn’t the mouthful that the other men were. His cock was ample. Is that why he’s timid? Is he intimidated? Did Master invite some random stranger off the street to use me? She felt dirtier than ever, and her pussy clamped down on the huge shaft pounding her.

God, Marco was big. So big! Choking on him was one thing, but when he rammed it inside her, Hannah had to scream. She stretched and he touched depths no man ever had before, and then he opened her even more. The soccer mom thought the dicks in porn were somehow fake, but Marco proved they were real. Her canal was drenched and further lubricated by Aziz’s load, but Marco still would have torn her apart if he hadn’t started slowly. A man like Marco had a lot of practice and knew how to use his equipment. He said he was a bull, whatever that was. Hannah was sure he had women lining up for that thing.

Marco proved his dominance by not fucking her but instead fucking her onto his powerful cock. Technically, Hannah fucked him. The harness bit into her sore body when he pulled her back onto his shaft, but that only enhanced her pleasure. The right mix of pleasure and pain was proving to be so intoxicating. Hannah never be the same. Marco let her adjust to his superior cock, but once she had, he slammed her pussy onto him over and over. That hurt just a little bit, too, but in the good way. Hannah saw how a girl could get addicted to a cock like his.

“Do you feel how hard Marco is fucking her? Isn’t it incredible? Did you think Hannah’s cunt could take such a pounding?” Paige sounded like she was right beside them.

“No…I didn’t…damn…” The strangled groan was familiar, but all the orgasms scrambled her brain. Mistress spoke to him like he knew Hannah.

“You like feeling sweet Hannah getting pounded, don’t you?” Paige again.

“Yeah…fuck me…yeah…”

“My Daddy’s right. You love this just as much as she does. You’re both so naughty.”

“Uhnn…fuck…fuck her…fuck her…”

The hands tightened on her head. Her anonymous mouth-fucker had been letting Marco push her mouth onto him, but he jacked his hips upward. Hannah’s nose banged into his pubic bone, but she was powerless to stop it. His cock pushed into her sore throat too, but that was easy after being trained on Marco’s monster. Why does he sound so familiar?

A chill went through Hannah when she thought the Rawlings had found a way to contact Charlie. Were her landlords trying to prove to him what a slut she was? Hannah had done a good job of that herself. She just couldn’t see Charlie participating in this. She couldn’t imagine any man she knew playing the Rawlings’ kinky games.

“Fuck…I’m gonna nut…where does she want it…can I fill her?” Marco grunted.

“I know you’re clean. Fill that cunt. Let’s see how many loads this MILF can handle,” Nate answered for her. It was his pussy, after all.

Oh god, I do belong to him. Master owns my body. Charlie pulled out when they had sex, but Aziz came inside her without even asking. And now Marco was going to add his thick gift to his friend’s. Let’s see how many loads this MILF can handle. What did Master mean by that?

Hannah had only ever been with two men in a day once in her life, back in college. One of them—the hot guy from her Econ class—used a condom. That evening, her boyfriend didn’t. She felt slutty enough then, and she was much freer with her body in college. How many men are going to fuck me today? Hannah was on the pill then. She wasn’t now. The soccer mom hadn’t had sex with any sleazy men—until that day—and didn’t do it often enough to worry. At forty-four, she probably couldn’t get pregnant if she tried, but if these men kept packing their strong seed into her pussy…

Marco grunted and shanked it so deep inside her. His balls rested on her thighs and drew tight while he pumped what felt like a gallon of jizz into her soccer mom pussy. The danger triggered a throbbing orgasm deep inside her. Actually getting pregnant by these guys—by anyone at her age—would be a nightmare, but the risk was so hot when she was in the grip of her submission.

“He’s coming inside her!” Paige excitedly announced.

“Uhnn…dammit…” The anonymous mouth-fucker crammed it into Hannah’s mouth and gripped her head so tight.

“Another man is filling your wife with come, and you love it. You love your little whore wife!”

“Fuck me…yes…yes! She’s a dirty whore, and it’s so fucking hot!”

Hannah’s mouth flooded with a new load—her third of the day overall—when she realized Mistress said your wife. She said, You love your little whore wife! The soccer mom choked on the realization. Jizz bubbled from her lips and ran down her chin. An icy hand gripped her heart, and she couldn’t swallow the load squirted into her mouth. That was Tom’s load. Her husband was there!

“Suck it down, Hannah. Tom’s earned this. Not a lot of men could stand by and watch their wife be used by a pair of powerful studs,” Paige said, laughing.

Hannah tried to respond, but Tom’s softening dick and his load were still in her mouth, and it came out like a mumble. Marco softened too, but his thick meat still filled her pussy. He was so big he wouldn’t just fall out. That log kept his load packed inside her with Aziz’s.

“So, this is the husband. Thank you for sharing your beautiful wife. She’s quite a talented slut,” Aziz said.

I’m not his to share! Hannah complained in her head. Tom has no say in who I fuck! The real truth followed. I belong to my Master. She tried to twist her head to get Tom’s dick out of her mouth.

“Heh, you’re one of those,” Marco commented, now that he’d caught his breath. “A lot of guys bring me their wives, but I never had one quite like this. They’re always eager for a real dick, but no one’s wanted it like Hannah does. Why didn’t you tell us this one has a cuck, Nate? I thought she was a cougar.”

“Oh, she’s a cougar. Hannah’s not here because of him. She didn’t even know she had a cuck husband. The whole cuck thing came out of the blue. She’s here because she needed a strong hand to guide her passions. Isn’t that right, pet?”

Why are you letting them talk about you like that? Hannah wondered. But then, they kept telling her what a dirty whore she was, and she loved it. Tom withered enough that her mouth was free. She swallowed the residual jizz and twisted her head to the side. It rested on her husband’s thigh. Her blindfold was ripped away and when her eyes adjusted to the light, there was Tom, staring down at her in disbelief. It was true. He was there, seeing Hannah at her most depraved.

“Yes, sir. I need you to guide me, Master,” she said, starting up at Tom. She wanted to see him hear it. His face was red and twisted and she barely recognized him. To her husband, “What are you doing here?”

Tom fumbled for an answer. Nate broke in. “He’s my guest, so show some respect, pet. Or I’ll give him the paddle to use on you. He may be a cuck, but while he’s my guest you’ll serve him too.” Something shifted behind Tom’s eyes when Nate made the threat.

He wouldn’t. Tom wouldn’t torture my ass like Aziz did. He doesn’t have it in him. But was her husband the same man after seeing her like this. Hannah wasn’t the wife he knew. What if this broke something in him? They were separated. She shouldn’t care, but she did. Hannah still wanted him to cherish her. It was good that Tom wasn’t like the other men in the room. She was struck by a thunderbolt. In the weirdest way possible, Hannah realized she still had real feelings for her husband.

“Yes, Master,” she replied. Staring into Tom’s soul, she told him, “I’m still yours, too, honey.” Tom still had a part of her that no other man ever would. But she added, “You can have me any way you want, if Master says so.”

“This domestic drama is bloody sweet, but I’m hard again and I’m not here for a Hallmark movie,” Aziz said. “Move aside, buddy.”

Hannah burned to talk to her husband. She needed to understand why he wanted to see her like that. They had so much to talk about, but the middle of an orgy was not the place, and the men were not going to give her a break.

Tom slid aside so another man could have her. He didn’t question it. Hannah’s heart broke for him, but he didn’t look broken. He still looked confused, but he was electrified. Her husband was eager to see what Aziz had planned for her. She didn’t understand because they weren’t even together anymore, and Hannah was jealous that Paige handled Tom’s dick.

Aziz lay on the bed and pulled Hannah toward him. The harness was useful for manhandling her. She felt like she’d been tossed around all afternoon. The soccer mom was awkwardly jostled into position, so much dead weight without the use of her hands. They should have at least uncuffed her so she could help.

“A hand please, Paige,” he said.

Mistress giggled. “That’s one of my favorite places for my hand to be.”

The strong Egyptian locked his hands on Hannah’s waist and lifted her. Mistress grasped his shaft and held it in place. Aziz speared the soccer mom on it. She was stretched and then stretched some more. Marco was huge, but Aziz was thick. Aziz didn’t feel like he was going to poke out of her mouth the way the Black man did, but it felt like he was going to tear her in half. Hannah was so drenched that her juices ran down his cock, but it was still unreal that his girthy meat fit inside her. Hannah never thought she’d experience such big men.

“Ohhh…my…god…fuuuuck…”

“I love the look on their face when I first them. That’s why I don’t usually start from behind. I just couldn’t help it with you, sweetheart,” Aziz grinned.

“Ahhh…fuck…it’s too…I…”

“No offense, buddy,” he said, turning to Tom, “but this is one tight pussy, even after Marco reamed her. I expect it from a former Sunday School teacher, but your woman is in serious need of a real cock to stretch her. Trust me, you’ll both thank me later. Look at Hannah’s face.”

She didn’t want to think about how she looked at that moment. Her mouth hung open while he moaned and panted, trying to get used to the log splitting her in two. She knew her face was twisted and red.

Impossibly, she settled onto Aziz, her slit hugging his tree trunk base. Her entire body throbbed as one with her pussy. Hannah was so tight down there that she felt him rubbing the butt plug. She’d felt Marco bumping it too, but Aziz stretched her so tight it made the plug feel twice as big. The soccer mom groaned, soaking in the ache. It didn’t quite hurt because she was so horny, but the slight discomfort was a reminder that this was all supposed to be a punishment. Hannah was getting more dick than she could handle—except she couldn’t have the one she desperately wanted.

“Look at her face. She loves a thick cock. Don’t you, Hannah?” Aziz said. He massaged her ass, making her body throb harder. She winced when his movements shifted the clamps, but they’d been on for so long that she was almost numb to them.

“Ahhh…yeah…can’t believe…feels so good…” Hannah shifted her hips, trying to adjust to him, and she shivered from the intense feeling.

“Hate to break it to you, Tom—was it Tom? I think your wife is a size queen. You’ve got nothing to be ashamed of, but I don’t know if anything short of a baseball bat is going to satisfy her after this. She’s going to be walking into church funny, that’s for sure.”

Aziz sounded too pleased when telling Tom how he was ruining her pussy, and Hannah didn’t like that her husband stood there and took it. She looked at him, standing off to the side, and his hunger shocked her. Tom truly did love seeing her used. Why didn’t he ever say anything? Hannah didn’t think she would have entertained such a thing before the Rawlings, but who knew? His hunger fed her depravity. Hannah wanted to show her husband how dirty she could be.

“I’m…not…a…Sunday School teacher…ahhh…anymore…”

“You’re not correcting me, are you?” Aziz tugged the chain, the pull on her nipples making her whine.

“No sir…ahhh…I’m a dirty…slutty…Sunday School teacher…”

The words were ridiculous, but Hannah had been performing for the men the entire time. She truly felt all those things but also knew what they wanted to hear, and she was a people-pleaser. Saying them pleased her, too. Hannah loved leaning in to being as dirty as she could be.

“Show me how much you love a thick cock, Hannah. I want to see how you fuck,” Aziz instructed.

Hannah rolled her hips and found a way to squeeze him in her hot canal, even though she was so stretched. Every motion gave her shivers of delight. She didn’t want to think of herself as a size queen, but maybe Aziz was right. Part of her felt like she’d never truly been fucked before these big men.

Keeping her balance without her hands was a challenge. Hannah liked the control of being on top, but she’d never done it with her hands pinned behind her back. Her fitness paid off. The soccer mom had a strong core, and she used it to churn on Aziz. The thick shaft summoned sounds she’d never made before, low, animal grunts that proved all her focus was on working that delicious cock in her pussy. Hannah arched her back, jamming on him and thrusting her tits forward. Aziz massaged them.

“Work it…work that sweet cunt…take the pleasure you need Hannah…” Her lover’s grunts proved he needed it just as much as she did. She was so proud.

“Yeah…ahhh…so good…ohmygod…so good…”

“That’s a woman who’s satisfied, Tom,” Paige said. Hannah barely heard her. The soccer mom’s world was fucking Aziz.

“She’s…so…” Tom stammered.

“Beautiful? Sexy? Slutty? She’s all those things, Tom. Daddy’s unlocked her slutty potential.”

“She’s amazing. This is so damned wrong, but she’s amazing,” he gasped.

“Hold onto that. You want her again, don’t you?”

“Yeah…goddam it, I do,” he groaned.

Hannah sizzled. Why do I want him to see me like this? A husband should never see his wife as a slut. God help me, why does that make me want him more? She worked Aziz’s cock harder, figuring out how to make tiny hops on it by squeezing her thighs. If I could use my hands, I’d blow his mind. Somehow, that frustration made her hotter too. Being helpless was so much fun. All the worst things made her the horniest.

Aziz gripped her arms and pulled her forward, and slid her back and forth on his cock. He pumped his hips, driving it into her. Hannah saw stars. It felt like that insane meat was going to turn her inside out. She’d never been so full down there. The big cock and the larger anal plug felt like they controlled her body.

“Yeah…yeah…ahhh…yeah…oh god yeah…yesss…yes…fuck me…yesss…ohmygod…fuck me…”

The words spilled forth like they were pushed out by Aziz’s superior cock. Her brain wasn’t engaged because it was short-circuited by pleasure. Hannah had been consumed for weeks with the idea that her body belonged to Master, but now she felt utterly possessed by Aziz’s cock. She started coming, and it felt like she’d never stop.

“Yes…let it all out Hannah…surrender to it…”

“Ahhh god…yesss…ahhh yesss…”

“You need that cock…” Aziz grunted. Her snug pussy was getting to him.

“Yesss…please…I need your cock…”

“You need to be…uhnn…fucked hard…”

“So hard…ahhh…fuck me…oh god I need it…”

“Why, pet? Why do you need it?” Master was on the bed beside them.

“Ahhh…I’m a whore…you made me a whore…and now I…ahhh…I need it…I need to be fucked…oh god…yesss…I need to be fucked all…the time…I’m your whore!”

Hannah shrieked the last part and was relieved when Master pushed her flat against Aziz’s chest. She still throbbed from head to toe, but she had a moment to catch her breath. Aziz pulsed so hard inside her that she thought he was coming. Instead, he held the soccer mom and stroked her hair.

“You’re such a good girl, Hannah,” Aziz panted. “Such a perfect little whore. This feels so right, doesn’t it?”

“Yesss…it does…I never knew…I want to be good…”

“It’ll all be different now, Hannah. You can still have your old life, but when Nate calls…”

“When Master calls, I’m his. I need to belong to him.”

“That’s right, Hannah. You can love your husband. but your slutty body belongs to your Master.”

“Yes, sir…mmm…please…”

Hannah groaned in relief when the anal plug was popped out of her rosebud. Her butt ached in its absence, but the thing was destroying her ass. It was always present, no matter what else was happening. The object was the perfect symbol of her submission.

“Now, that’s an open asshole,” Nate chuckled. “Tom, come look at this. Did you ever think you’d see Hannah’s ass so stretched?”

“Damn,” Tom exclaimed. “How?”

“I’ve been training her ass for weeks now. But don’t even think about taking advantage. This is my ass. Understood?”

“Uhn, yeah, sure. Damn, that’s…”

“Ahhh…thank you, sir…that’s nice…”

The slippery goo Master spread all over her rosebud soothed. Her knot gaped open. He used three fingers to slather lube into her chute, and they met little resistance. He kissed her shoulder while slowly fingering her ass.

“Do you want my cock in your ass, pet?”

“Yesss…but go slow…”

“I promise you’ll like it.”

“Ahhh…thank you sir…”

“Beg for it, Hannah.”

“Ahhh god…fuck my ass…please sir…put your cock in my ass…I need it…”

“Are you ready for double penetration, pet?”

“Do it…please…do it Master…I want your cock…please fuck my ass…”

Saying anything like that would have been as unthinkable as asking for poison before Hannah signed her lease with the Rawlings. She didn’t use words like cock, and she never would have begged to be fucked in the ass. She certainly wouldn’t have called any man Master. But the Rawlings had transformed her, and she was willing to do almost anything they wanted.

Hannah didn’t think about what double penetration actually meant. The answer was obvious—if she wasn’t so high on wild sex. Begging Master had just become second nature. She gave him the answers he wanted because she wanted to be a good girl.

The soccer mom nearly fainted when Master pressed his wonderful cock into her backdoor. He took his time but firmly buried it in her tight chute. Her ass didn’t feel nearly as open when it was filled with his hot meat. Everything was impossibly tight back there. The meaning of double penetration was literally driven home by Master’s cock. Hannah was utterly unprepared for such a thing because it was never a possibility, but there she was with two thick men embedded in her holes.

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

Hannah fumbled for her safe word, but then Master started moving, and everything changed. She was totally full and totally possessed, and she felt like a slutty goddess. Her rational mind might hate that she allowed it later but loved being so fully owned.
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“You can’t what, pet?” Nate grunted. It was hard to speak when the MILF’s ass was squeezing the life out of his cock. Her virgin ass was a vice around his shaft. He paused, sheathed in it, his balls resting on her upturned ass.

“Ahhh…fuck…so much…too much…I can’t…can’t take it…”

“Should I stop?” Nate had no intention of doing it if Hannah didn’t want it.

“No!” The quick answer revealed her true desires.

“Do you want us to fuck your ass and cunt, Hannah?”

“Ahhh…yeah…do it…fuck me…please do it…ohmygod…fuck me Master…”

Nate had everything he needed. Getting her consent on video was a plus, but he wanted her enthusiastic consent for his own kinky reasons. The pretty MILF was fully his. If she’d beg to be DP’d, she’d let him do anything to her. Hannah was lucky he wasn’t a cruel man. He’d hoped for this, but he didn’t truly believe he’d ever get that sexy soccer mom who moved in upstairs to this place. She’d been embarrassed by the movers wanting her tight MILF body back then.

Hannah was motionless while they used her. Nate half-knelt behind her and held the harness to keep her at the right angle for his penetration. He slowly sawed his cock in and out of her snug anus because he’d come in a second if he just slammed it. Nate was crazy turned on, and her ass was that tight.

Aziz waited to move. He understood an anal virgin like Hannah needed a minute under the easiest circumstances. Taking double penetration as your first anal experience was anything but easy. Nate saw the admiration on his friend’s face. He was proud that Aziz was so impressed with his pet. The Egyptian held her hips and joined the fun through a combination of moving the MILF and his hips.

The men needed a moment to find their rhythm. Drilling the MILF’s two holes together required careful choreography. Nate pulled out on Aziz’s upstroke and felt his friend’s girthy meat penetrate Hannah. It was the strangest sensation. They used her like a fuck doll, and she willingly accepted it, her moans punctuated by dirty gibberish. He felt like she wanted to move with them, but that was impossible. Nate had full control while holding her harness, like he was riding a prized filly. Hannah Peterson was his thoroughbred.

“You should see her face, man,” Aziz grunted, red-faced from the strain. Nate was jealous that he couldn’t, but he’d see it on the video later. “She’s lost it. We might kill her.”

“This tight…ass…might…kill me…holy fuck you’re incredible Hannah…”

“Uhnn…god…uhnn fuck…uhnn yesss…uhnn Daddy…uhnn Master…”

The grunted words were the chant of a woman doing nothing but feeling. Hannah was as in the moment as Nate. Together with Aziz, they moved as one unit. Nate switched it up and thrust into her with his friend. Their cocks pulled out and pounded her holes together, relentless as a machine.

“Fuuuccckkk…yesss…ahhh…fuuuckkk…AHHH…”

Hannah hung limply from the harness, and Nate feared the orgasm might have knocked her out, but then she wailed again. Her ass contracted around him. Nate wanted to scream, too, and used every last shred of willpower to hold out just a little bit longer.

“This…fucking…slut…is going to…milk…the cum…right out of me…fuck you’re good Hannah…” Aziz grunted.

“Isn’t she glorious?” Paige asked.

She stood between Tom and Marco, stroking their pricks. Both men groped her in return. Nate loved seeing his wife being treated like the goddess she was. As much as he loved his cock in Hannah’s ass, he had to pay attention to Paige. The size difference between the men was comical. The Black man towered over Hannah’s husband in every way. Nate was impressed that Tom was hard again, based on what his pet had said. Seeing his wife being used brought out the real man in him. But then, Paige could make any man hard.

“They’re both…fucking her…in the…” Tom haltingly replied.

“It’s called double penetration. Yes, Daddy is taking her anal virginity, and Aziz is stretching her cunt. I’m jealous. She must be so full.”

“We could take care of that for you, baby. I mean, Tom here isn’t stretching anyone, but we can fill you.”

“Thanks, sir, but I want to watch.”

“How is she…” Tom stammered.

Marco chuckled. “You’ve never seen a bitch take two dicks in porn, man?”

“But Hannah…”

“I think poor Tom didn’t think the woman who bakes cupcakes for kids’ parties would ever get reamed by two big dicks. I’m sure the wildest thing they ever did was leave the lights on. I know you never had her ass, Tom.”

“She never asked…”

“You got to stop waiting for her to ask, man. Give her what she needs,” Marco said. “This is why cucks bring me their wives. They can’t get the job done.”

“I’m sure they’re never the same after you’re done with them, baby,” Paige purred.

“That’s for sure. Don’t expect to get the same wife back, man.”

“Look at how she loves DP, Tom. Maybe Daddy will let you try it with him next time. I have a feeling Hannah’s becoming a real anal slut. It feels so good in the ass.”

Tom groaned and swayed like he was going to pass out.

Nate felt the same way. DP’ing the needy MILF was almost too hot to believe, but the velvet vice locked around his cock was very real. His arms burned from suspending her in the right position by the harness. Hannah was coming. He had no reason to hold back any longer.

“I’m gonna fill your ass with my cum. Do you want it?”

“Fuck yesss…fill me…fill my ass Master…”

The words sizzled through Nate, and he unleashed. All the edging and denial left him with a huge load. He drove it to the hilt and pumped his full delivery deep in his pet’s ass. She moaned and tightened around him when she felt it.

“You’re getting it from both ends…I’ve got another one for your needy pussy Hannah…” Aziz grunted.

“Ahhh…yesss…please…”

Nate loved hearing his pet beg for cum. She was so deliciously dirty. Aziz’s eyes rolled back in his head, and he pumped Hannah’s cunt full of even more cum. The MILF was turning into quite the cum dumpster. Later, when they were all calm, he’d ask her if they set a record for the number of loads she’d ever taken in a day. Nate was sure it had to be, just as he was sure it was a record they would break in the future. Hannah seemed to love having multiple men even more than his Paige.

The men pumped the MILF full of their dominant seed, and Hannah was left limp with exhaustion. Nate let her fall onto Aziz and stepped back. Her asshole gaped even wider than before. Paige was going to need to instruct their pet on proper ass care. He needed a drink. Hannah had taken everything out of him. Aziz rolled the MILF onto her back and fanned himself. He was as spent as Nate.

“Let’s get a closer look,” Paige said, dropping Marco’s dick and leading Tom to the bed by his.

Hannah was a sweaty, panting mess on the bed. Her thighs stayed open, and the many loads she’d taken leaked from her slit. Her cunt looked well-used. She looked glorious to Nate. Does Tom feel the same way? Can he handle seeing his wife like this? It might not matter that it turns him on. It might be too weird for him, Nate thought.

Tom’s eyes poured over his wife’s flushed body like he was memorizing every detail. He still looked like he didn’t believe it was real. The woman on the bed was not the woman he’d known all those years. Paige released his shaft, and it twitched while he regarded his wife.

“What do you think, Tom?” Paige asked.

“She’s glowing.”

“That’s because she’s getting what she needs. It’s probably hard to understand, coming from where you do, but shouldn’t you let Hannah have this if it makes her this happy?”

“But she’s my wife.”

“Could you fuck her like this? Have you ever done this to her?”

“No,” Tom quietly admitted.

Nate pitied the man. It had to be a hard realization. Cucks got off on it, but did any husband want to admit he couldn’t fuck his wife as good as another man? Tom could have the best of both worlds if he could just wrap his head around this being just as much a part of Hannah as the wife and mother he knew. Nate decided he was okay with letting Hannah go back to her husband if she remained his pet. Using a married MILF could be even hotter than having a live-in sex slave just upstairs. Maybe I need to reward Paige instead of punishing her.

“I don’t know what the future holds for you two, but if she takes you back, you have to accept all of her,” Paige said.

Marco brushed past Tom and scooped up Hannah. “Now that you boys are done with her, it’s my turn again.” She clung to Marco while he carried her. Amazingly, the MILF was ready to keep going.

Hannah was placed into the sex swing. The muscular Black man was strong enough to maneuver the limp woman into position with no help. Her bottom went into the sling, and her ankles were cuffed to the suspension straps, spreading her legs wide open. Marco unclipped her wrists from her back and clipped them to rings high on the swing. Hannah was practically spread eagle.

Marco didn’t even ask if she was ready for more. He just plunged his monster inside her, and the MILF submissively moaned, grateful to be fucked yet again. One day, Nate would find out what her limits truly were.
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Everything was a blur after Aziz and Nate filled Hannah with their cocks. Having her ass and pussy filled at the same time took the soccer mom to a raw, primal place. Tom and Paige stood over her, and Mistress encouraged him to love her for who she was. Why did she act like they were back together? Hannah still didn’t understand why Tom was there.

The sex just kept going. Marco put her in that sex swing thing and savagely fucked her. Standing and pulling her onto his beefy cock gave him his full power. She’d never had a pounding like that in her life. The other loads in her pussy squished out around his commanding cock while he railed her.

Hannah screamed and felt like she was climaxing the entire time. Marco demanded she beg for it and Hannah happily obliged. She said every filthy thing she could think of, sounding like the craziest porn star. She was proud of how low she could go. Marco bragged about all the wives he pleasured. Hannah wanted to be his best, dirtiest fuck.

Marco did not fill her with his seed again. Instead, he jerked it all over her stomach and tits. Hannah was stunned by how much he had left. Her perky rounds were absolutely glazed

Aziz was right there for another turn when Marco finished. Did these guys take a little blue pill? she wondered. The Egyptian was relentless. The men lasted forever on their third turns with her. It was just about all she could take by the time Aziz drained his balls in her a final time. Hannah didn’t think it was possible, but she came with him. It wasn’t the sharp orgasms she’d had earlier, but it washed over her like a warm wave.

Master did not take another turn. As worn out and sore as she was, Hannah was disappointed. She was pleased he finally put his cock in her and took her anal virginity, but that wasn’t what she needed from him. Hannah needed him in her pussy. She needed his cum more than any of the other men. It would seal his claim over her.

Tom was invited to fuck her when the other men were finished with her. Hannah was still helplessly strapped into the sex swing. It felt wrong to let Tom fuck her in front of the others and feel her wrecked pussy, but he could have her if he wanted her.

He wanted her. Tom stood between her spread legs and gaped at the cum-covered, cum-leaking mess his wife had been transformed into. But he went soft when he slipped it into her gooey, stretched pussy. She was unexpectedly disappointed. Hannah wanted to be reclaimed by her husband. She didn’t hesitate to think of him that way because Tom was her safe space. Master clapped him on the back and told him it was okay. “Most guys can’t fuck in front of other men. We’re a rare breed,” he said.

Hannah was taken down from the sex swing and fell into Mistress’ arms. Master held her and stroked her hair. “You’re such a good girl, Hannah. You were so perfect. Daddy is so pleased.” That moment was the highlight of her day.

“Take her upstairs and take care of her,” Master said, handing Hannah off to her husband.
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Hannah’s coat was thrown over her for the short walk up to her apartment. Tom leading her back to her apartment felt strange because he wasn’t a part of that life. He took her straight back to the bedroom, and the coat slipped off her shoulders. She was sore and tired and needed to rest, but that wasn’t the only thing she felt.

“I don’t know how to get this thing off you,” Tom said, tugging at her harness. He was frantic like it meant freeing his wife.

“It’s fine. You don’t have to. You don’t have to do anything.” She waved him off.

Tom pulled Hannah in and kissed her. She returned it, slipping her tongue past his lips. Returning a kiss had become second nature. If a stranger grabbed her on the street, she’d probably kiss him back without thinking. It was over as soon as it began when he pushed her away. The cum all over her body was smeared on his shirt.

“I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have done that.”

Hannah saw how badly he wanted her and smoldered. Her body was drawn to his desire like a moth to a flame despite her soreness and exhaustion. There was the other thing she felt. Hannah wanted Tom to fuck her and reclaim her. Reclamation made no sense because they weren’t even together, but she needed it. Tom was a tether to her old self.

“I need you. Make love to me,” she whispered.

“Hannah, I…”

The sentence was unfinished when she kissed Tom. She tore at his maroon and white baseball t-shirt and threw it away. He chased her tongue with his, and Hannah realized he was desperate to kiss her even though three other men had been in her mouth that day. The other men didn’t kiss her after she’d been fed so much cock. Tom groaned hungrily as if he liked the taste.

He grabbed her breasts, even though they were crusted with Marco’s jizz. She had to wonder, Does he like feeling that? Hannah winced when he brushed her sore nipples but didn’t want him to stop. Her fingers twisted the knobs and finally freed her tortured tips. The clamps and their heavy chain clanked to the floor. She unsnapped his jeans and reached into them. His underwear was crusted, and she wondered if Paige made him come in his pants or if he just came from watching her. Tom grunted when she pumped him. He was impressively hard again. Her normal-sized husband felt small after all the other cocks, but she didn’t mind. Her pussy was so sore.

Hannah pushed down his jeans and pulled him toward her bed. She sat on the bed and stroked Tom, who was right in her face. He pushed her onto her back before she could suck him. Hannah wanted to be just as slutty for Tom as she had been for the other men. He knelt and buried his face in her puffy, well-used pussy. Hannah was horrified.

“Tom, no! Don’t! You don’t have to! You shouldn’t!”

He resisted when she tried to pull him away by the hair. Her protests ended when his tongue slithered into her sore pussy. His tender kisses on her ruined sex were delightfully soothing. Tossing her head back, Hannah moaned with deep contentment. Tom had always been good at going down. He’d just stopped doing it years ago. He spread her folds and dove deep.

“Ahhh honey…feels so good…yesss honey…”

Hannah literally couldn’t remember the last time her husband licked her, but the long drought didn’t fully explain his hunger to taste her. Forbidden energy sizzled through her when she realized, He wants to suck my used pussy. Tom wasn’t turned off by all the cum her lovers had deposited there. He likes it! Her husband eagerly devoured where the huge cocks had stretched her open. She couldn’t understand it, but she didn’t understand her feelings either. Tom’s devotion thrilled her.

His loving kisses and curious tongue eased the throbbing soreness Aziz and Marco left in their wake. Mistress was very good, but this may have been the best oral sex she’d ever received. Hannah had never needed it more. Her boot-clad legs went over his shoulders, restlessly sliding like a bow on violin strings. Tom sucked her button, and pleasure pulsed through her. Exhaustion didn’t matter. He was going to make her climax again.

“Honey…honey…ahhh yesss…please…like that…”

Tom’s fervor increased with her moans. He loved licking her cum-flooded pussy. Is he gay? Bi? Is that why he wouldn’t touch me anymore? That didn’t make sense because he came when they fucked last week. No, the other men were right. Oh god, Tom is a cuck. We’ve been married so long. Why didn’t I know?

“Ahhh god…ahhh fuck…yesss…lick my used pussy…lick the cum out of my cunt…yesss…do it honey…they gave me so much cum…”

Tom grunted and pushed three, then four fingers inside her. The ache was back, and she liked it. Hannah’s slick canal took them all, and she exploded seconds later. The orgasm rolled through her. She tightened her thighs around his head, locking her knees together to trap him. The humiliating words she hurled at her husband should have disgusted the soccer mom, but they inflamed her. Empowered, Hannah’s climax kept rolling, and her cuck husband kept licking her.

“Honey…you have to stop…it’s too much…” she pleaded, hooking one of her heels on Tom’s shoulder to push him back. The cuck would have kept cleaning her pussy all evening. Hannah was sure of it. His eyes were wide when he looked up at her.

“Come here, Tom. I need you,” she implored, scooting back on the bed and holding her arms open to him.

Tom looked unsure but only hesitated for a moment. His body slid over hers, and Hannah grasped his shaft, guiding it to her red, swollen cleft. He thrust into her with a grunt. She expected it to hurt more, but Hannah’s messy pussy easily accepted her husband. He didn’t stretch her the way the other men had—over and over again.

Hannah wondered if she was too loose and sloppy to get him off. She felt guilty and tightened her sheath around him. It wasn’t her fault, but Tom just felt small compared to the men who’d taken turns with her. He probably would have slid right into her ass, too, after Master opened it, but it was understood that her back door belonged exclusively to her landlord now.

The frenzied thrusts felt good. She felt him. He just didn’t stretch her. But that was good because Hannah couldn’t have taken any more from those huge cocks. She wouldn’t have refused it because she was a good girl, but they’d left her sore enough as it was. She wanted to be able to walk normally when she went down to see Master in the morning.

“Honey…yeah…yeah…feels so good…make love to me…I need you Tom…”

Her legs locked around his waist, drawing him deeper, but he’d never touch her as deep as Aziz—certainly not as deep as Marco had. Hannah didn’t think any man could. Does he feel the difference? Is my pussy ruined for him? He must feel all of the cum inside of me. He just tasted it! Tom rode her faster, spurred by her boots wrapped around him.

“You…uhnn…need cock…any cock…they made you…a slut…”

Tom grunted the words like they were painful to get out, but his eyes were filled with intense excitement. The words tickled the submissive part of her brain just like when Master and Mistress—and their guests—said it. Hannah was torn. She wanted him to make love to her. This was supposed to reassure Hannah that she could still be the same woman. He was supposed to be her safe place, but Tom needed something else from her.

“I…have to…Master owns my body…I have to obey…ahhh….to be good…”

“To be a slut…you want it…want to be a slut Hannah…you need dick…”

“Ahhh yeah…I do…I’m sorry…I do…so horny…all the time…they ruined me…”

“Uhnn…fuck…Hannah…awakened you…revealed you…”

“Ahhh god…Tom…”

“Always wanted to be a slut…see it now…slutty wife…needy whore…”

“Tom…I’m sorry…can’t help it…you’re right…ahhh god, I’m a whore…”

“Such…a…dirty…whore…” He punctuated each word with a powerful thrust—powerful for him. Tom could never feel as powerful as the other men. But Hannah still loved that he was trying to reclaim her. He needed to prove she was still his wife.

“I am…ahhh I’m sorry…your wife…a slut…your slutty wife…I’m…ahhh god…sorry honey…”

Her head was spun around. The confession brought a swell of emotion she couldn’t process, but Tom finally really seeing her made Hannah burn for him. She was guilty but felt so good.

“Uhnn fuck…no Hannah…you were…a goddess…so incredible…so hot…Ohmyfuckinggod…perfect…a perfect slut…so hot…”

“You loved it…”

“Yeah…goddam it yes…”

Tom sounded as confused as she did.

“You liked watching them fuck me…”

“Ohhh fuckinggod…yeah Hannah…”

“They made me a slut…so big…had to have them…had to have it…”

“Yeah…need it…”

“I do honey…your wife is a dirty slut…”

“Fuck Hannah…yeah…”

“They’re going to keep fucking me…”

“Yeah…”

“Master owns me…owns my body…”

“Yeah…”

“You’re fucking his pussy…”

“Goddam it, Hannah…”

“I’m your wife…but…ahhh god…my pussy…my ass…belong to Master…”

“Fuck Hannah…say it…”

“Your wife…Master’s whore…your wife is owned by another man…”

“Ohhh fuck Hannah…ohhh fuck Hannah…”

“I love you honey…but you’re a cuck now…Master will use me…”

“Godfuckingdammit Hannah…you whore…”

“Master’s whore…he’ll take me…”

“Yeah…”

“Whenever he wants…”

“Fuck Hannah…”

“You’ll let him…you’ll love it…my cuck husband…waiting until he’s done using me…”

“OHHH FUCKING GOD…DAMMIT…HANNAHHH!”

Tom’s entire body heaved, and he detonated inside her. He didn’t have nearly as much to give as the other men who’d filled her pussy to the brim, but she was still thrilled to receive it. Taking his essence confirmed that part of her still belonged to her husband. And now that everything had changed, Hannah wanted to belong to him again. She tensed and came with him. They kissed, and she tasted jizz in his mouth. It was jarring.

After several minutes, Tom said, “Can I move? It’s really hot up here.”

“Right, sorry.” Hannah didn’t realize she clung to him so tightly. Tom rolled to her side. Cum was smeared all over his chest. She snuggled into his side and traced her fingers through it. She didn’t want it to be weird. “I meant what I said. I’m sorry you had to see all of that today.” She did not—nor would she—apologize for what she did.

“I didn’t have to. No one made me be there. Nate proposed this plan and said he wanted me to be there. A sane man would have told him to fuck off.”

“You didn’t.”

“No, I didn’t.”

“He told you his plan? So, you knew what was going to happen to me? You knew those…men…were coming to use me?”

“Nate told me that since you needed cock so bad, he was going to make sure you had as much as you could handle. He said we’d find out how much of a whore you really are.”

“And you were okay with that?” Hannah was incredulous. That was not the man she’d married next to her. He’d always leaned toward passive, but this…

“Okay is a strong word, but I guess I wanted to know too.”

“How much of a whore I am?” She had no right to be offended, but her traditional side was anyway.

“Really, Hannah?”

“Did it occur to you to warn me? I didn’t know what was going to happen.”

“But you wanted it. I didn’t see you fight it or try to leave. Did they make you do anything?”

Hannah looked away. “No.” After a beat, “I’m sorry.”

“You don’t have to apologize to me. We’re not together. I understand that, and I understand how much of that is my fault. I was so deep in my own shit that I couldn’t see—or didn’t want to see—what was going on, even when you tried to tell me.”

“And now you see it?”

“Some of it. I’m sure not all of it. I know this doesn’t change anything. I have no right to expect anything from you. I came to my senses too late.”

Hannah took his hand. He still wore his wedding ring. She did not. “It’s never too late while we’re alive, Tom. If we want it, if we’re willing to work for it, it’s never too late.”

“You tried to tell me that before.”

“But maybe you’re ready to listen now.”

“I think I am.”

“Then I think I am too.”

“I need to be willing to do something else, don’t I?”

The question confused her. Only their future together mattered at that moment, but he was right. It wasn’t just them anymore. Hannah wanted to tell her husband it would be just the two of them and Tommy, but that wasn’t true. She wasn’t going to walk away from Master and Mistress.

“Can you? I’m sorry. I know it’s a huge thing to ask. It probably makes trying again impossible, but that wasn’t just all dirty talk. I feel weird even saying it—and I know it’s not like a literal thing—but my body does belong to Nate, to Paige too, through him. I don’t know how to ask you to be okay with that.”

“You don’t have to. And I won’t ask you to choose because I know you can’t. If I want you, I must share you. I think this only works because I’ll share you. It’s a good thing I don’t have a huge ego. Admitting he can give you something I can’t is rough.”

“I know, Tom. I’m…”

“Stop apologizing, Hannah. I don’t want you to apologize for who you are. Who you need to be. If I want you, I have to want all of you. And I do. I want you back.”

“And you won’t hate me for this?”

“I could never hate you, Hannah. I love you. I never stopped loving you. You’re not making me do anything. I choose this—I choose you—freely. Just like you did.” He turned sheepish. “And if you hadn’t noticed, this does something for me too. I’m going to have to figure out why, but we have a lot to figure out, don’t we?”

“You like having a dirty, slutty, whore wife.” Hannah giggled when she said it. Being able to say it like that and be playful was liberating. Maybe Tom really did understand her and love her for this bizarre turn she’d taken.

“I guess I do. Knowing those men can own you, seeing the things they do to you—that you beg for—hearing you make those noises… God, Hannah, most men will never hear that from their wives. They’ll never see their wives that way. No one can ever know because I understand how the world will see it, but I’m lucky that I get to see it.”

“That’s an interesting take on it.”

“Do you hate me for liking it?”

“I have a lot to figure out too, but I can’t hate you either, and I’ve tried. I love you even more than ever because I’ve never felt so accepted.”

“I love you.”

“I love you too. Can you stay the night? Do you have a sitter?”

“Tommy’s at my mom’s. I want to stay.”

“You know I have to go see Him in the morning.”

“I know. It’s okay. I’ll help you get ready. Now let’s get you out of this contraption and get you cleaned up.

Hannah had never loved Tom more.


eighteen
. . .



Nate waited for her in the bedroom. Paige would greet their tenant at the door, inspect her, and then send her back through to him. Part of Nate feared she wouldn’t come after he sent Hannah off with her husband. His sixth sense told him that the couple was finding their way back to each other. Stranger things had happened.

The MILF exceeded all his expectations the day before when she showed the fully sexual being she could be. Paige somehow saw that potential the day she showed Hannah the apartment, and he saw something special when he met her too. And now that their tenant was broken and had fully become their pet, they could begin really enjoying each other—if she didn’t go back to her husband.

Ordinarily, he would have granted her a few days to recover. Hannah had never taken a pounding like that in her life. He was sure of it. She had to be feeling it that morning. But he needed to do one more thing to seal their peculiar relationship and reward his pet for her good behavior.

The ringing of their video doorbell was followed by the murmur of voices from the living room, which was still in disarray. The pullout bed had been folded back into the couch, but the toys were still lying about, and the spanking bench was still in the living room. The swing still hung in the corner. Nate wondered how Hannah felt about returning to the scene of the crime.

Nate and Paige had quite a celebration when they were finished with their tenant and collapsed into bed in exhaustion afterward. He was just too happy to punish her for pulling Tom into their play. Paige had hoped to have fun with his friends, but they’d given Hannah everything they’d had. Nate took good care of her anyway. His wife didn’t need other men. She just enjoyed them.

Paige ushered Hannah into the bedroom. His wife was nude, but their tenant was not. The latter looked very MILFy, indeed, in a baggy Penn State sweatshirt, black leggings, and Chuck Taylors. Her face was scrubbed of makeup, and her hair was pulled back into a messy ponytail. Hannah looked like a cute mom at the grocery store, not the sex bomb he’d enjoyed yesterday. Nate loved the contrast. Seeing her this way was what made dirtying her up so much fun.

“Good morning, sir,” she meekly said. She looked tired. Did Tom keep her up all night too? Nate didn’t think her husband was capable of that.

“I hope you got some rest, pet. You had quite the workout yesterday.”

Hannah smiled. The sweetness of it warmed his heart. “I’ve never had a session at the gym that left me feeling like this.”

“Or one that was so much fun,” Paige said, hugging the MILF from behind. Hannah hugged her arms to her body. He liked seeing his girls together.

“No,” Hannah replied, laughing. “I’ve never had that much fun in my life.”

“Did Tom take good care of you last night?” Paige kissed her neck while asking.

“He was wonderful. He put me in the tub and scrubbed me clean and washed my hair and put me to bed. I don’t know if I had the energy to do all of that myself. I would have just fallen into bed and figured out the mess this morning.”

“Was that all he did?” Paige asked, her kissing and sucking Hannah’s neck growing more passionate. Her hands slipped under the baggy sweatshirt. The MILF both moaned and winced when Paige massaged her tits.

“Did he have you, pet?”

“He did. I’m sorry, Master. I’ll take my punishment, but I needed him after everything that happened.” She purred the answer with closed eyes, enjoying Paige’s caresses and kisses.

Nate’s cock grew while he watched his girls. Tom had her as he feared, but it was a good sign that she admitted it and asked for punishment. He would refrain from the latter. That morning was about rewarding the MILF for her unparalleled slutty behavior.

“No need, pet. I understand. And I did tell you to give him what he wanted, after all. Tom was my guest. But you do still understand who you belong to?”

“My body is yours, Master. You own my tits, my pussy, my ass, and my mouth. Which would you like this morning, sir?”

The MILF said it smoothly like she was proud to serve. This was not the uptight woman who’d resisted his instructions at every turn. She’d been put into her place, and it made his dick throb.

“Show me your body, pet.”

Paige stepped back, allowing their tenant to present herself to him. Hannah’s jade eyes smoldered when she pulled the sweatshirt over her head and dropped it to the floor. Her nipples were still dark and distended from their torture the day before. Hannah kicked off her sneakers and rolled her leggings down.

Not only her creamy tits but the MILF’s entire pale body was covered with red marks where she’d been manhandled. Red lines showed where the harness had bit into her soft flesh when she’d been pulled around by it. She turned to show Nate her ass. It still bore round welts where Aziz had punished her with the wooden paddle. Nate was proud that his pet still held her head high.

“Your body is a masterpiece. The evidence of your strength and obedience is there for all to see, Hannah. You should be very proud.”

“Mmm, I wish I could paint you today. I want to preserve you like this,” Paige cooed, touching the red marks on Hannah’s body.

“Come to me, pet,” Nate said, holding out his hand.

Hannah crawled onto the bed while he set his glasses aside on the nightstand. He didn’t need them when she was so close. The MILF knelt beside him and stroked his shaft without being asked. She understood her role. He caressed her as his wife had, enjoying her softness. She whimpered when he brushed her tips. Nate felt a pang of guilt but understood she’d get used to her nipples being tormented. Hannah liked the pain.

“Hannah, you’re so beautiful.” The compliment made her glow.

“Thank you, Master,” she said, followed by a gasp when his fingers dipped into her delta. Her eyes closed, and she sharply inhaled when his fingers pushed deeper.

Nate was pleased his pet was soaked. He expected it. Her cunt wasn’t as it had been before, but it would be in time. He wasn’t one of those fools who thought a big cock truly ruined a woman.

“Are you sore, pet?”

“Yesss,” she hissed, rolling her hips to enjoy his fingers. Her body instinctively sought pleasure now, just as he’d taught her to.

“Should I stop?”

“No, sir…please…”

“Do you think you’ve earned a reward?”

Hannah smiled. “I do. I was so good yesterday, sir.”

“Yes, you were. Come and lay on me.”

Nate pulled the MILF until she was between his legs, with her back against his chest. His hands slipped around to lovingly massage her tits, intentionally skipping her tortured tips. She moaned and purred against him. His fingers slipped back into her smooth cunt, and she squirmed in his arms.

“Paige, baby, come here and reward my pet.”

“Mmm, my pleasure, Daddy.”

His wife also crawled onto the bed, her round ass high in the air, and buried her face between their tenant’s legs. Hannah cried out when Paige kissed her mound.

“Ahhh god…ahhh yesss…ahhh Paige…Mistress…”

“Let her worship your cunt, pet. I know you’re sore from all that cock you enjoyed, but Paige will make it all better,” Nate whispered, kissing her neck. Hannah’s hair smelled of vanilla. He’d never noticed that before.

“Ahhh…yesss…so sore…but so much fun…”

“Spoken like a true whore.”

“Yesss Master…I’m your whore…I let them all fuck me because you commanded it…”

“Is that the only reason, Hannah?”

“Nooo…I’m a slut…I needed it…I always need it now…”

“Do you still need it, pet?”

“I do…ahhh, I do Master…I need your cock…I need you inside me…”

That MILFy body squirmed all over Nate while Paige devoured her pussy. Hannah quickly came once, crying out and grinding her ass against his cock. He almost spilled his seed then. Hannah kept moaning and kept coming. Paige was very good at eating pussy. Nate kept massaging her tits and kissing her neck, and he knew she was in heaven. Being between the couple was a good reminder that she belonged to the Rawlings.

“I want you to show me, Hannah. Show me how much you need my cock.”

Paige pulled away, and the MILF turned and mounted him. Hannah held her breath when she impaled herself, her sore cunt adapting to his girth, but she was drenched and ready for him. I bet she had no trouble taking Tom. Nate was a competitive man.

“Ohmygod…yeah…yesss…finally…” Hannah was all smiles as she settled onto his shaft.

“Looks like you really need that cock, pet.”

“I need your cock Master…god do I need it…the others were good…but I need my Master…ahhh…”

Hannah tightened and fluttered her cunt around him. He moaned and pushed up at her, slipping even deeper. Nate wished he’d been in her pussy before his friends hammered it, but the MILF still felt incredible, hot, wet and inviting. He rubbed her haunches and let her work her magic. She rolled her hips, slowly working his cock like she wanted to savor it now that she finally had it.

Nate flattened his palm on her belly to feel her core work. He loved the little bump a mature woman had right there. It was evidence she was a true MILF, and it was sexy as hell. His thumb stroked down to rub her clit.

“Ahhh god…yeah…ahhh yesss Master…”

“Such a sweet cunt, pet,” Nate moaned. “No wonder my boys couldn’t get enough.” He worked his hips with hers.

“Ahhh…they never stopped…kept doing it…using me…fucking me…”

“Ohhh…because you were theirs to use, Hannah…”

“Yeahhh…yesss…ohhh god help me…I loved it…thank you sir…”

Hannah leaned forward, hands on his chest, and began truly riding him. Her tits hung forward, swaying with her increasing rhythm. Nate was nearly hypnotized by them. He pulled her hair out of that messy ponytail, and it tumbled around her face. Hannah was breathtakingly beautiful.

“Ohhh…fuck me…fuck me Hannah…show me how you need it…”

“Ahhh yeah…I need it Master…I need your cock…ahhh god…it’s so good…”

Paige crept in behind the bouncing MILF. His little wifey was always planning trouble. She winked at Nate and slid a slender, well-lubed vibrator into the horny MILF’s ass.

“OHHH FUCK! OHMYGOD! Ahhh…fuck…fuck me…”

Hannah exploded, coming so hard she froze on top of Nate and trembled. It wasn’t a real DP as she’d had before, but it was clear the MILF had learned to love ass play.

“That’s my good girl, you love DP, don’t you?” Nate grunted, trying not to come with her.

“Ahhh…yeah…my ass…is yours…Master…”

“Should I bring someone over so we can fuck both your holes again?”

“Ahhh, god yesss! Please…ohmygod…please…yes Master…”

Nate nodded, and Paige withdrew the vibrator. He swiftly flipped them—never slipping out of Hannah—and ended up on top, thrusting down into her. The desperate MILF moaned and dug her claws into his back.

“Ahhh…ahhh…yeah…fuck me…fuck me Master…ahhh god…thank you…”

“Your cunt is mine Hannah…”

“Yesss Master…yours…use your cunt…”

“Do you want my cum, pet?”

“Oh god yesss…please…fill me…ahhh god…yesss…”

“So beautiful…so sweet…Daddy treasures you Hannah…”

“Ahhh…thank you Daddy…Master…thank you…”

“So sweet…so perfect Hannah…”

Nate kissed her. He couldn’t resist. Hannah responded with her tongue, and his hips stopped churning. He ground his thick shaft deep into her pussy and unleashed, flooding her with his jizz. His dirty, sweet MILF had taken loads from four different men in less than twenty-four hours. He loved what a whore she was and evilly wondered again how high that record could go.

She pulsed around him, massaging his shaft like she craved every last drop of his essence. Hannah was one of those women who truly needed a man’s seed. He was sure it made her feel possessed.

“Fuck that was good, Hannah. I can’t believe I made myself wait for it,” Nate breathed, gazing down at her. His cock still throbbed inside her.

Hannah smiled, perfectly content. “You could have had me any time you wanted, sir. I literally begged you for it.”

“You probably could have had her that first night she moved in,” Paige suggested.

“I don’t know about that,” Hannah hedged. Paige gave her a look. “Maybe…”

“But would it have been this good if you hadn’t waited?”

“Yes! I love your cock. It would have been amazing.” Hannah laughed.

“Good, because you’ll be getting a lot more of it.”

“Oh, please, sir. I’ll come down every night for it.”

“We’ll see, pet.” They shared another slow, passionate kiss. “Now get down there and clean me.” He rolled off her.

Hannah leaned over for another kiss. “My pleasure, Master.”

The MILF of his dreams went down and got to work. Nate would never tire of her lips wrapped around his cock.


epilogue
. . .



One year later…

Hannah and Tom sat together in the stands at Tommy’s soccer game. When they didn’t stand to clap and cheer, they held hands. They’d never been happier together. The Petersons had become the picture of the perfect, together suburban couple. No one knew the dark secret that made their reconciliation possible. Well, almost no one.

Earlier, Hannah overheard her friends talking by the snack bar. Apparently, everyone was mystified by how the Petersons came back together.

“Do you see the way they are together? They’re like newlyweds. It’s gross,” Erica said.

“I think you’re just jealous of how happy they are. Isn’t it wonderful they found their way back to each other?” Tara replied. “Don’t be such a downer.”

“I’m glad they’re back together,” Brenda agreed. “Divorce is always a tragedy. But they don’t need to hang on each other the way they do. They could act like adults. I swear I saw Tom pawing at her when they thought no one was looking.”

“I think she got out there and got something out of her system and is ready for domestic life again,” Erica said.

“You definitely sound jealous now,” Tara replied.

“If Hannah went out there and got her rocks off with some hot guy, or guys, I am jealous. She got the best of both worlds. Hannah got tossed around in the sack for a while and Tom took her right back like nothing happened. But you’ve got to think he wonders what she was up to while they were apart.”

“I can’t imagine. What sort of man would take her back if she’s been with other men? Frank would never, and I wouldn’t blame him.”

“Or maybe she got out there dating and found out the grass isn’t greener,” Tara suggested.

Hannah fought the urge to reveal herself and put them in their place. Yes, girls, I did go out and get tossed around in the sack. I had the hottest sex of my life, and I’m still having it. And Brenda, there are a lot of men who would love to know their wife is a dirty slut. They’d welcome their wives going out and having fun. I’m blessed to have such a man. Maybe Frank would be all over you, too, if you’d loosen up a bit.

“I’m sure that’s true,” Erica said, agreeing with Tara. “Men just generally suck. Even if they’ve got a nice dick, they’ll let you down eventually. Hannah was smart to get out and get some and come home to the devil she knows.”

“You’re talking about Hannah like she spent that time spreading her legs for anyone who asked. That’s unfair. Whatever fun she had, I’m glad she did it, and I’m glad she and Tom found their way back to each other. You guys hated it when they split, and you don’t seem to like them back together either,” Tara said.

“I’m glad they’re back together. It’s what’s best for Tommy. I just don’t need them getting it on in public,” Brenda huffed.

Hannah thought about how it would kill her friends to know the truth. But the truth would make the Petersons social pariahs. No one in their community would understand that Hannah had a Master and Mistress, and that Tom was a happy cuck.

“Are you going to lurk around the corner all afternoon, or do you plan on telling them hello?” Whitney’s voice came from behind her. Hannah jumped.

“I’m just learning how much of a slut everyone thinks I am. It’s very informative.”

“To be fair, they aren’t entirely wrong, are they?”

Both women laughed. Whitney was one of the few people who knew all of Hannah’s dirty secrets.

“But they don’t know that!”

“Okay, that’s fair too.”

“Does everyone really think I was fucking everything that moves when Tom and I were separated?”

“I don’t think so, but I do think some of the moms around are jealous that you got to have a break and have fun. Maybe they’re being catty, but they’d trade places with you in a second. And can you blame them? Look at you. You’re a hot momma.”

“This old thing?” Hannah laughed and held out the sides of her blue maxi dress.

“Please, you know how good you look.”

Hannah actually did. Master picked the dress from three choices. He was good about not making her dress too slutty for normal activities, but he did like to push her boundaries. She loved it when Master chose her outfits. Tom had learned to enjoy showing her off too, after initially worrying about what people would think. Hannah suspected her husband came around when he realized he had no say in the matter.

The maxi dress was entirely appropriate, but it skimmed her figure nicely and was much lower cut than anything the ladies in her mom group would have worn to a soccer game or any other community function. Hannah wasn’t falling out of the dress, but the girls were on display. However, if the shoulder-strap knots were to come loose and the dress floated to the ground, everyone would see she wore nothing under it—except the jewel-based butt plug Master insisted she wore to the game. She didn’t wear a plug all the time, but he liked making her extra dirty in wholesome, public settings. Hannah liked it too.

“I may have noticed a dad or two looking my way, especially when I bent over to get my water bottle from the floor.”

Whitney laughed. “You knew exactly what you were doing!”

“Are you calling me a slut now, too, Whit?”

“No. I know you’re not going to fuck any of the guys here, except maybe one of the hot, young coaches.”

“Forget about that,” Hannah replied, shaking her head. “I have enough men in my life. I’m only open to others when Nate tells me to do it.” She didn’t call him Master to her friend.

“I still don’t fully understand. I love it for you. I do. I see how much more confident and happier you are, but Master is such an extreme term. I’ll admit I’m a little jealous, too, although I don’t know if I could handle everything you do—or if I even want to try.”

“Have you and Cal had that conversation?”

“We’ve had…conversations…and they’ve been fun. I don’t know if it will ever be more than conversations. We’ll see.”

“If it moves in that direction, I expect all the gory details. You know mine, Whit.”

“I promise.”

“Hey, you two,” Tara called out. “Are you just getting here?”

All three of their friends flushed and refused to make eye contact. They didn’t need to worry. Hannah wouldn’t tell them she’d heard everything. She did notice Brenda tracking the points of her swaying nipples when she stepped forward and clocked the disapproval—or jealousy.

“Yes, I was coming for water, and I ran into Hannah. How are you, ladies?”

“We’re good, although I think Hannah’s doing better,” Erica snarked, looking her friend over with clear jealousy. The redhead was pretty, but she hadn’t kept her figure like Hannah. She wanted the kind of attention her friend routinely got from the men around them.

The women chit-chatted about kids, work, and husbands, and everything seemed normal. Hannah liked the normalcy, even if she felt like she fit in even less than ever. She was one of them, lived the same quiet, predictable life, but she had a foot in the other world. Both worlds mattered to her, and she was determined to keep the balance so she could have them.

The last year had been wild. Hannah and Tom did not reconcile right after that day with the Rawlings but did begin seeing each other. Dating her husband again was a joyful surprise. Tom proved to be a devoted suitor.

Hannah was surprised her landlords encouraged rekindling her marriage. They truly cared about her. They also made sure she wasn’t going to leave them. Master and Mistress needn’t have worried. Hannah was more devoted to them than ever after that day. She frequently spent the nights she didn’t have Tommy down at their place, serving them all evening and snuggling between them all night. They formed quite the kinky triad.

But Hannah wanted to try and make things work with Tom one more time, as long as he could accept their marriage would be different. He had to understand that it was best for everyone. He’d never responded to her overtures before, but Tom was dedicated to making their marriage work—in whatever form it took.

Hannah would never fully understand how he could live with his wife being a plaything for others, but she respected his choice. And she fed his newfound kink. Hannah may not have understood how he lived with it emotionally, but she completely understood the things he got out of it. She loved playing the insatiable slut for her husband.

Tom was only allowed to fuck her when Master gave permission, which was usually a couple of times a month. He always, however, licked her clean when she returned home to him. He’d lick her tits clean, too, if they were covered with Master’s cum—or his friends. Master shared her with friends on special occasions. Hannah loved being the center of attention for a roomful of men. Her record was five strangers using her while strapped to a table at a private house party. Tom was there for every second of it.

If Hannah asked Master nicely, Tom could enjoy her mouth the way the other men had. Otherwise, he had to settle for her hand—or his own while he watched her play with herself. He was invited to come along and watch his wife be used when Master was being generous. Tom was like a kid on his way to Disneyland when that happened. Paige still toyed with Tom, and it still made Hannah jealous. She would have complained but knew she would be punished if she did. Mistress never fucked Tom but allowed him to go down on her and jerked him off if he was very good.

The Petersons were also provided with an edited copy of the video of her afternoon with Aziz and Marco. At first, Hannah was angry that Master recorded it without asking her ahead of time but came to be grateful that she had a record of the occasion. Tom watched it all the time. It was a harder watch for Hannah, but she watched it with her husband, becoming dripping wet watching what a desperate whore she was that day. Hannah almost couldn’t believe it was her doing all those things on that video. Paige also had Hannah pose for a painting in her harness. Staying still was difficult with the plug in her ass and a toy buzzing her pussy, but the result was beautiful. The painting made Hannah feel like a goddess. It was kept at the back of the walk-in closet in their bedroom. She often caught Tom staring at it with a hard-on.

After several months and a lot of marriage counseling, the Rawlings magnanimously allowed Hannah to break her lease and return to her husband. Immersing herself in her old life felt strange after everything she’d been through, but it felt good to be home. And she was always at the Rawlings’ beck and call.

Hannah rejoined Tom in the stands as halftime ended. She bent deeply forward when she caught Ben Epstein looking at her and then fed Tom her tongue just because she knew it would scandalize their uptight friends. Her husband was thrilled to have the hottest wife in their neighborhood. Hannah used to feel silly when Master called her a MILF, but she’d accepted it was true.

She’d barely settled in when the plug nestled tightly in her rosebud buzzed to life. Hannah gasped and stiffened, thrusting her braless tits forward. That was noticed by the soccer dads too, but only Tom knew why she jumped like that. She would never get used to her anal plug just coming to life.

A text from Mistress soon followed. Daddy wants to see you after the game. He wants to hear all about the neighborhood dads lusting after his pet. Tell Tom there will be video. Hannah tried to keep from moaning aloud, and with trembling hands, she replied, Yes, Mistress. Tell Master I’ll be there in about an hour and a half. Hannah understood that she would now be punished if she was a minute later than that. She may have intentionally underestimated the time of her arrival.

Tom beamed at his slutty, sweet wife, and Hannah reflected on how amazing her life was. And then the soccer game resumed, and all the parents leaped up to cheer. Her braless tits bounced, and she prayed her plug didn’t slip out and clang on the metal bleacher. Okay, her life was complicated, but she wouldn’t have it any other way.
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hannah surrenders to the landlords
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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. It’s almost enough to send her running back to her husband, Tom, who’d take her back in a heartbeat.

Hannah longs for what Paige and Nate have but is torn when she realizes they’re willing to open their bedroom and share it. That sort of thing just isn’t done in the suburbs where Hannah’s spent most of her life. The Rawlings offer forbidden temptations but accepting them just feels wrong. When the landlords finally seduce the proper suburban wife, she can’t help but surrender.
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It was supposed to be a one-time thing. Carol’s husband, John, always pulls out the stops for her birthday, but he had to go big for her 40th. John made one of his wife’s wildest fantasies come true when he invited the three sexy, younger contractors from their kitchen remodel to join them on a weekend away. Carol had an incredible night, but it was supposed to end there.

Carol can’t keep thoughts of “her guys” out of her head. John can’t stop thinking about all the things his wife did that night. Everyone wants a repeat performance. Someone just needs to step up. And then one day, Carol comes home to find the hunkiest of the men, Connor, working under the sink. Next, he’s working in the bedroom.

Soon, Carol is meeting all three guys with her husband’s blessing. She had no idea men could share like that, but she loves it. Sometimes, she sees them alone, and sometimes, they’re together in groups. The guys’ worship makes Carol feel like a queen. She can’t imagine ever giving it up. Carol doesn’t know if she has the energy to keep three younger admirers AND her husband happy, but it’s fun trying!

But can a marriage survive when three more men enter it? Will temptation lead Carol to make dangerous choices? And can feelings be kept at bay when they’re all so intimate? Carol and John will be put to the test like never before.

Carol’s Trinity: The Complete Series combines all 5 books of the popular series into one volume for the first time! Don’t miss your chance to take this wild journey with Carol. Discover if you would be able to resist or happily surrender to temptation.

CLICK HERE TO ORDER NOW!


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.

ORDER NOW!


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?

ORDER 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?

ORDER NOW!


magic hands


[image: Book cover]

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?

ORDER 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.

ORDER 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?

ORDER NOW!

These and other titles are available everywhere books are sold


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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