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Lucy’s Master

Learning to relax on a night like this had taken a lot of concentration and effort, but he had mostly succeeded. After all, what choice did he have? When Harry's wife, Lucy, announced she would start going out whenever she felt like it (without him), there was nothing this guy could do about it.

In some relationships, the power dynamics could be ambiguous. Usually, a husband and wife would make about the same amount of money. In most relationships, the two people involved would be equally attractive. Sure, there might be a little bit of deviation in one direction or the other, but people were roughly the same. It wasn't like most husbands clearly wielded all of the power while most wives obediently served as second-class citizens. Even in bygone decades when women lacked political power, wives still found ways to influence their husbands.

For Harry and Lucy, however, things were quite different.

Lucy was in charge.

There was no question of her supremacy in their relationship because she was better than him. Even if most people didn't like that kind of language, it was true. With her straight, shining blonde hair and vividly sparkling blue eyes, she was gorgeous. In addition to her flawless features, she also had large breasts, a small waist, and a perfect ass. Every time Harry and Lucy walked into a restaurant, he couldn't help but notice how guys would instinctively turn in her direction. They would study her, sweeping their eyes along her body as they wished they could be with a woman like that.

Not only was she more attractive, but Lucy also made a lot more money. Ultimately, she bought this house (her name was the only one on the deed). Yes, Harry cared about her, and he wished to make her happy, but he understood that he would never, ever get another woman like her, which meant she had all of the power.

So when she decided to go out with some of her friends for "adventures," there was nothing Harry could say about it. At best, he could express his concerns, but it wasn't like she had to listen.

And then, after a couple of nights of coming home late after going to bars and clubs, she said, "I met someone."

At once, he understood what she meant, but he still had to ask, "You met someone?” It sounded like such an inane question, but he couldn't help himself.

It was late, and he was already in his pajamas, but she still looked amazing in her little black dress and of those high heels. She stood in front of the mirror, leaned forward, and she grinned at her reflection. "That's right. His name is Michael, and I went home with him for a little while."

"Did you sleep with him?"

"I did," she said. "We had sex, and it was amazing."

"You cheated on me…"

"I did," she agreed. Lucy almost sounded cheerful about it. "Don't pout, Harry. I'm sure this is going to be a blow to your fragile, male ego, but I want more. And frankly, I think I'm entitled to more. Do you disagree?"

Her husband paused, filling his lungs as he searched for some viable argument, but then he surrendered, "No."

"That's what I thought," she said.

Day by day and week by week, he got used to those nights alone in their house. He watched movies, played video games, and worked hard to distract himself. When she came home late at night and smelled like another man's cologne, Harry pretended not to notice.

It was humiliating. It was shameful. Even so, he worked hard not to react. He tried to act like this couldn’t really affect him. Maybe he even tried to rely on esoteric arguments about how women should be free to do whatever they wished. She came home to him, didn't she? That's what counted. Right?

Sometimes, he could almost convince himself.

Only now, he was on the couch, watching the ask a ballgame, his favorite team was losing, and he heard the front door open.

She was home earlier than he expected. A lot earlier.

When he stood up and turned around to face her, Harry didn't know exactly what he expected, but she smiled at him. She had a black, plastic bag in addition to her purse. She dropped her purse by the front door, and then she said, "I have something special planned for you."

"You do?"

She sauntered forward, gently swinging the black bag forward and back. The light glistened along the edges, and he had to wonder what it contained. Before he could ask, this beautiful woman was right in front of him. She was almost exactly his height, so she leaned forward and pressed her forehead to his. Then she touched her lips to Harry's, and he stopped thinking. His body reacted immediately as the pleasure and anticipation coursed through his body. They hadn't done this in quite some time. Why would they when she could go out and meet up with some hot guy?

Refusing to question his good luck, Harry kissed her passionately. He ran his hands along her body and tried to hold her tight.

His shaft stiffened with desperate need, and that's when she placed her hands on his chest and nudged him back. "Strip for me," she ordered.

"What?"

"Get naked," she said.

He started to remove his shirt and noticed how she had crossed her arms over her chest.

"Aren't you going to get naked too?"

"No," she replied.

His brows tightened with confusion, but her glare sharpened with silent intensity, so he knew he had to obey. Harry pulled off his sweatshirt, the T-shirt he wore underneath, his pants, socks, even his boxers. Soon, he was naked and standing there in front of his wife.

She had on a red dress, matching lipstick, and her lips were bright as she smiled at him. Even so, she didn't seem pleased. Rather, there was a hungry, almost predatory expression playing across her beautiful face.

"Fascinating," she said as she circled him. Without thinking about it, he brought his hands together, and he held them in front of his waist. As his fingers tightened and the nervous energy rippled through his body, Harry didn't know what to do. Lucy brushed her fingers along his chest, she squeezed his ass, and then she stepped right in front of him.

"Let's see how hard you can get," she said. Coming from another wife, those words would have seemed playful and friendly. Coming from Lucy, they almost seemed like a taunt. "Hold your hands behind your back."

Part of him wanted to growl back at her, to tell her that he didn't have to do what she said it. And yet, his arms automatically moved behind his back. He crossed his wrists, and he stood there, powerless as she started to stroke him. She moved her fingers along the length of his cock. With her other hand, she cupped his balls. She gave him a gentle squeeze, yet there seems to be something else in the gesture, perhaps a threat.

If she wanted to, she could squeeze a lot harder. The pain could explode through his body, but this was only a threat...for the moment. His chest tightened, and soon he was closing his eyes and basking in the sensations she gave him.

"Look at that," she said. "You're hard." If anything, she sounded mildly surprised, like she didn't think this was going to happen. "Is that as big as you get?"

He didn't understand at first. His thoughts blinked, and there was this pulse of embarrassment that ran through his frame. It started behind his eyes and washed down the length of his back. "It's okay," she said with a little smirk. "I mean, I have been with a lot of guys, and I understand. People are different. You were different. You don't need to be as big as those other men, do you? You don't have to compete."

Her eyes twinkled.

Hot blush coursed along his cheeks. He didn't know how he was supposed to respond to this. His heart started pounding faster, and she pulled her hands away. She cupped his cheeks, and she said, "There’s nothing wrong with doing your best. I mean, you work hard, and you obviously love me. Isn't that right, Harry?"

"Yes," he said. What was it about the way she has said his voice? She sounded like a boss talking down to a subordinate…

"Tonight's going to be very different," she said. "So right now, you just have to relax. Can you do that for me? Can you get nice and soft?"

His brows creased.

"Because there's no way you and I are having sex tonight," she said and smiled.

"You're not turned on?" Harry had no idea what prompted this question to jump from his mouth, but the words were out there, and he could only watch as his wife's expression shifted again.

At first, she pulled back her shoulders like she didn't know how to answer. Eventually, something seemed to harden behind her expression, and she told him the truth, "Yes. I'm definitely turned on right now."

"So you want to have sex?"

"I do," she said. Then she added those extra words, the ones that drilled straight into his chest, "I just don't want to have sex with you."

He gulped like he didn't understand. Yes, there had been the allusions, references, and the obvious implications. Even so, he had never been able to summon the bravery to confront her, and now she made it impossible because she grabbed him by his cheeks, cupping his face between the palms of her hands, and she leaned forward, pressing her soft red lips against his mouth. When she kissed him, the passion burned through his body.

"Oh, sorry about that," she said. She broke off the kiss. "I was just curious. I wanted to see if you had any chance at all. I mean, your cock obviously isn't enough to satisfy me, but maybe you could just use your mouth where your hands or something? That's supposed to be a possibility, right?"

By this point, Harry was having a hard time keeping up and understanding what she meant.

"It's okay," she said. "I still want you. I want to keep you around to cuddle from time to time, maybe to tease and play with. You can be like my pet!" When he looked into her eyes, Harry understood what she meant. He had lost her respect, and now this shiver of shame ran through his body until his shaft softened.

"Perfect timing," she said. "I have something I want to show you."

"What?"

"It's in the bag. Right now, let's go to the bedroom," she said.

She grabbed him by his hand, picked up her bag, and she practically skipped back toward the bedroom. Harry felt like he had no choice; he followed along, disoriented and confused by everything he had heard.

Too soon, he found himself in the bedroom with her. That's when she reached into her bag, and pulled out a red, silk blindfold. She held it out and let it dangle right there in front of his face. "Are you ready?"

No. He had no idea what was going on. He couldn't comprehend what this young woman had planned for him.

Perhaps he still hoped that she might have something fun planned for him. In some ways, Harry could be so incredibly naïve. Perhaps that was one reason why she needed to find someone different, someone better. (No, it really came down to his physicality and aggressiveness as a boy. Harry was sweet, but sometimes she craved something different, something more intimidating and powerful...like a real man.)

"Get on your knees," she said.

Harry lowered himself down, and he felt a little bit of relief as she did the same. She crouched in front of him, and she kissed him on the forehead. Then she slipped behind him, and she grabbed his arms. Before he could even ask what was happening, he felt the handcuffs snap around his wrists. "What are you doing?"

"Getting you ready," she answered quickly.

He tried to pull on the restraints, but those cuffs kept his arms locked behind his back. Next, he tried to reach for some kind of release latch or something. He couldn't find anything. "These are real handcuffs," he exhaled.

"They are!"

"Get these things off of me!" Harry demanded.

"And why would I do that?" Lucy asked. She shoved his heels together, and then he felt the next set of restraints. Another pair of shackles and circled his ankles, and he tried to pull away, but it was too late...again. As hard as he tried, Harry simply couldn't comprehend what this woman was doing to him.

Then she pulled out one final set of restraints, and she locked the two sets of handcuffs together. Now he was stuck right there. He wouldn't be able to stand or walk or even hop. Maybe he could try to inch way forward on his knees, but he wouldn't be able to pull his hands out from behind his back, nor could he straighten his legs.

Then Lucy stood up. She towered over him, and she touched her fingertips to the underside of his chin. She forced Harry to look up along the length of her body. A vicious smile curved over her lips. "Harry, Harry, Harry…" She shook her head from side to side. "I know that I gave you a fair chance. As far as I was concerned, you could have been what I wanted. And in some ways, you are. But then, you're still really, really disappointing."

His lips parted, and he knew he had to say something, but what?

"It's okay, I'm going to keep you. Don't worry. I'm going to make sure that you can't get away. After tonight, you might get some silly ideas, so I want to stop at those right here and right now. There's no escape for you. No, there isn't."

Lucy reached into her black bag and pulled out a blindfold. She slipped it over his eyes, snapped the elastic band into place, and she watched as he shook his head from side to side, like he thought he could dislodge this thing.

"You don't need to see what's happening next," she told him.

"What, what are you going to do?"

"Whenever I want," she replied.

"Lucy, this isn't funny," he said.

"No, it's not. It's not meant to be either," she agreed.

"Why are you doing this?"

"Because I think it's going to be good for us. Or at least, it's going to be good for me!" She chirped through those words, one after another, and that's when he felt the plastic tube slide over his shaft. His heart pounded faster, and he tried to squint at her, but he obviously couldn't see anything through the opaque fabric of his blindfold.

"What, what is that?"

Yes, the humiliating remarks and comments had been enough to make him soft. He couldn't help it, not when his wife knew exactly how to embarrass him. He had never been especially proud of his cock. He wasn't some powerful guy with a huge chest and broad shoulders. Harry had learned to be successful enough in life, but he couldn't muster any powerfully masculine or antagonizing energy. He might have been kind and sweet and competent, but that was about it. He wasn't the kind of boy who could ever intimidate a woman like Lucy, no matter what he did or how hard he tried.

He would always be "the best friend" or "like a little brother". To make matters worse, when women described him with those terms, they meant each word affectionately. None of those terms were supposed to be insulting or degrading.

Next, he felt her cupped his balls in one hand and she slid the plastic ring up underneath his scrotum. Finally, he could feel her slide different pieces into position. Then the clicks vibrated through his body.

"What was that?"

"Just a couple of locks," she said.

"Locks?"

"Let's see if you can figure out what I’ve done," she replied. Her voice tightened with a playful lilt and she grabbed him by his cheeks again. She tilted his head to the side, leaned forward, and kissed him. Lost in the dark of his eye mask, Harry had no idea what was going on. Perhaps this was just denial, like his mind wasn't capable of processing with this beautiful girl was doing to him.

When they first got together, he had understood that there would probably be extensive compromises. She was so beautiful, smart, funny, and capable. She was an amazing woman and way, way out of his league. With that in mind, he had promised himself he would do whatever it took to please her. Other guys complained about going down on their girlfriends or whatever, but Harry never had that problem. He would have lick eagerly for as long as she wanted.

Somehow, that still wasn't enough.

Perhaps he had suspected this for a long, long time, only Harry had never been willing to really face the reality of his situation.

"Would you like to see?"

"Yes…"

"Beg."

Her one-word answer cut through the air, and he sucked in a breath. For just a moment, Harry yearned to marshal his bravery; he wished he could tell her something like, "I'm not going to beg. In fact, you’re going to let me out of these restraints right now. If you don't, there are going to be consequences." Perhaps even a few half-formed fantasies flashed through his head: he could grab this girl, and her bend over their bed, spank her, and claim her. He would be the man she had always craved: powerful, intimidating, and domineering. He would be able to seize control and make her feel like a woman.

Right away, Harry understood that none of this could happen. He wasn't strong enough or brave enough. If he tried to resist her, his voice probably would have cracked like he was some pathetically naïve teen boy. He licked his bottom lip, dipped his head down like he couldn't match her gaze, and he waited for several seconds.

Lucy brushed her fingers up along his forehead and through his hair. As she touched him, a little whimper left his mouth. He still hadn't spoken. Although her patience wouldn't last forever, she seemed to enjoy his uncertainty. "Go on, boy. Tell me what you want."

"Please," he started. Once Harry began, he knew there was no way for him to stop. "Please, please take this blindfold off of me. Please, just let me see what you’ve done. Let me out of these restraints."

"There are a couple of requests right there," she said with a little titter. "But to answer all of them with one word: no. I don't have to do whatever you say. You see, you aren't strong enough. You're not like him."

"Please, you have to let me see what's going on."

"What's wrong?" Lucy asked as she crouched down. She ran her fingers along his naked thighs, and then she stroked his balls all over again. Next, she grabbed his cock, only he couldn't really feel it. Instead, there was something else, a plastic barrier around his circumference. His heart started beating faster, and the possibility occurred to him. He had seen them online before, but he never thought he would be wearing one…

"Oh," Lucy said, apparently amused. "Do you have an idea? Are you starting to figure it out? Perhaps you’d like to guess?"

"Just get this thing off of me!" A burst of anger laced his demand, but Lucy didn't answer right away.

When she did respond, she replied with one word, "Cute."

His mouth opened, and he tried to summon another burst of rage. As hard as he tried, he knew that this woman was in charge. He knew she could do whatever she liked with him, plus he wouldn't be able to stop her. The frustration flew through his body, scratching at his insides. His heart kicked, and the adrenaline granted him extra strength. With his wife watching, Harry pulled and twisted on his restraints. He yanked on the shackles like he thought he might have some chance of escape. The chains clanked against one another, but he still couldn't get free. His arms and legs were stuck.

"I like seeing you struggle," she said. "It's cute when you fight as hard as you can, especially because I think you know the truth, don't you?" She tapped the tip of his nose. "No matter how hard you fight, you're not going to be able to break free."

"What do you want?"

"You'll see," she replied.

Her husband squirmed helplessly therefore another minute or so. He kept pulling and twisting, writhing helplessly as he tried to free himself.

And then he stopped right when he heard a different sound vibrated across the air: their doorbell.

"What, what was that?" Harry asked although he already knew.

Lucy didn't bother answering. Instead, she spun around and rushed toward the front door. He could hear her soft footsteps against the carpet as she raced away.

Left alone, he started to squirm against his restraints. This time, he could think a little bit clearer since his wife wasn't there. Instead of trying to just break free from the restraints, Harry did his best to narrow his wrists. He tried hard to slip out of them, but the rounded edges scraped against his skin again and again. Whether he liked it or not, he wasn't going anywhere.

What about his feet? He tried to approach this problem like an engineer, but that didn't help, especially because he froze in place, paralyzed as he heard those footsteps.

Harry opened his mouth, and he strained to hear. That's when he picked up on the sounds of soft, satisfied moans.

Suddenly, his shaft tried to get hard. He pictured his wife, and he saw her tight body, her big breasts, the curves of her ass, her scent, the flavor of her lips—every detail came flooding back. Only now, his shaft pressed up against the curves, plastic walls of...something. He still couldn't think about it, but then Lucy was giggling and asked, "Can I take the mask off of him right now?"

Who was she talking to?

She had to be messing with him, Harry decided. There was no way another person was actually here. He was naked!

Lucy hopped over to her husband, she grabbed the mask, and she pulled it away from his eyes before tossing it down onto the floor. At first, he had his eyes aimed downward, but he blinked as he tried to get his vision to adjust to the sudden blast of light. That's when he saw the pale blue of his chastity cage. His eyes widened, and he tried to reach for it, but he couldn't, not with his hand still cuffed behind his back.

Harry jerked his head up, and he looked at his wife. Next, he finally noticed the other figure standing there. Tall and dressed in an immaculate suit, this man looked like everything Harry could never be. From his strong jaw to his broad shoulders, he seemed powerful and intimidating. More than that, he carried himself with a masculine potency Harry could never match.

"Who, who is that?"

"This is Anthony," Lucy said. She hopped back over to this man, and she placed her palm on his chest even as she rested her head against his shoulder. She giggled like a schoolgirl with a crush and said, "He's my lover!"

Time froze.

Everything seemed to stop.

Harry couldn't think, couldn't breathe. In fact, it felt as though his heart stopped, like he had been trapped between moments.

Perhaps it would have been genuinely merciful for him to get paralyzed or frozen, but the seconds piled on, one after another, and Harry had to face the new reality arrayed before him because his wife explained, "We’ve been together for a while. Basically, he tells me what to do, and I obey."

"What? No," Harry said for so many different reasons.

"It's true," Anthony replied. "Your wife is an obedient little slut."

Harry turned his gaze back to his wife as he expected some flash of hot anger to play across her features. She should have slapped this man across the face before pounding his chest with her palms and ordering him to get out. Lucy was a gorgeous woman, smart and unstoppable. She would never let someone talk to her like that.

Right?

Harry was wrong.

Instead of getting angry, Lucy dipped her head down, and she held her hands in front of her stomach. Again, she seemed so shy, so innocent and sweet, like she was just a naïve girl who do whatever this man told her. How could this be happening? It was impossible!

Those automatic responses splashed through Harry's skull, but the stranger continued, "When I first met her, she was just looking for a fling, and then she found me, and I have tamed her. Isn't that right, Lucy?"

"Yes, Sir," she said.

Sir?

No way! Lucy wouldn't defer to a man like this. She was an ardent feminist, the kind of female who routinely argued with men and almost always won. Only now, she peered back at him with this needy expression on her face.

"Tell your husband about your status when you're with me."

At once, Lucy lowered herself down onto her knees. She faced Anthony, only she glanced at Harry for just a moment. Then she turned back to this man, and she said, "Anthony is my Master. When we first met, I thought I was just looking for something quick, but he has been training me. He has shown me how good it can feel to worship a real man's cock. I belong on my knees because I'm a slut. He keeps me, trains me to obey, and he teaches me how to be his obedient girl. He wants me to serve him. And now, because I'm his slave, you’re his slave too, Harry."

"What? No!"

Anthony stepped over to Harry.

Lucy's husband should have been able to say so much more. There should have been dozens of different arguments and retorts just waiting at the back of his throat, but he looked up along the length of this man's body, starting at his leather shoes, moving to his black slacks, his white shirt, his coat and tie…

Every word abandoned Harry as he struggled to speak.

"That's what I thought," Anthony said. "From now on, you belong in that chastity cage. Oh, and guess what? I'm the only one with the key."

"Lucy, that can't be true," Harry said, his voice stretched and strained as he pleaded with her.

"Only my master can hold the key to your chastity cage," Lucy said, her head bowed down.

"It looks like your husband doesn't believe us," Anthony said. "Perhaps a demonstration is in order. But first, gag him."

"Yes, Master!"

Master?

Again and again, Harry struggled to come up with some kind of logical, coherent explanation for what was going on. Deep down, he had been able to understand how and why his wife would be able to cheat on him. But this?

Her surrender? Her subservience and subjugation?

"Beg for the chance to suck my cock, slave girl."

"Yes, Master," she said. That's when she held her hands up in front of her chest. She wrapped her fingers around her knuckles, and she looked at him with these big, desperate eyes. Harry knew he should speak, especially because Anthony had already suggested that he be gagged. Having apparently forgotten about this, Harry could only watch as she licked her lips.

"Please, Master. May I service you with my mouth? I know nothing but a dumb slut and your slave, but I hope I can pleasure you. Please, use me. Please, allow me to satisfy you?"

"You may," Anthony said.

Lucy scurried forward, unzipped his cock, slipped her fingers into his pants, and she slid his erection out from beneath the folds of his boxers.

Anthony was huge!

At first, Harry did his best to not to notice, but then he did this ridiculous double take. He couldn't believe it as he saw the curves and outlines of this man's huge shaft. To make matters worse, Lucy obeyed. She leaned forward, and she started licking, sliding her tongue along his left side, then he's right. From there, she wrapped her lips around the tip of his member. She gently sucked, hollowing her cheeks.

As she worked Anthony's cock, another set of words echoed through Harry's head. I really like being with you, and I think we're going to have a wonderful marriage, but I want you to understand something. I'm never going down on you. You get back, right? This is a dealbreaker for me. I'm not interested in going down on you or sucking your cock. Not ever. It's just not going to happen. If that's a problem, you can leave right now.

Of course, Harry had nodded along and told his wife that he understood. The idea of going down on a guy must've been pretty disgusting. Besides, he knew he had to make compromises for this woman. She was amazing in every way, and he would never find someone else like her.

Anthony didn't have that same problem.

In fact, he reached down, slid his fingers through her soft blonde hair, and he took a firm grip. That he started pumping her face right there against his cock. He was using her. He was turning this beautiful specimen of femininity into his own personal sex slave.

Harry knew he needed to respect his wife, which meant shutting his eyes or turning his head away.

As hard as he tried, this boy couldn't do it. It was humiliating, seeing this proud woman brought low as she serviced her Master. At the same time, some part of Harry wanted and needed to watch this. His shaft struggled to stiffened again and again. Even if he was somewhat smaller than Anthony, Harry still wished he could enjoy the freedom of an erection.

If he had been given the chance, he would have started stroking his own cock. He would have gripped his member in one hand, rubbed himself, and climaxed within the span of just a few seconds.

Anthony, however, possessed much more self-control.

Yeah, there was this blatantly satisfied look on his face as he enjoyed her soft lips. She bobbed her head forward and back, licked and slurped. She gave up on her usual self-possession; instead, she really did become his slut. In those moments, she was nothing but his sex toy. He had trained at this girl so thoroughly that she was willing to sacrifice every iota of her dignity and self-respect.

"Oh, that feels good. That's so good," he said. "Now pull back just long enough for to beg for the chance to swallow."

Swallow?

No way. She wouldn't do that!

In spite of their game, whatever it was, Harry had to believe that his wife wouldn't debase herself like this. Only then, she pulled away, she wiped her lips with the back of her hand, and she peered up at the man she worshiped. "Please, Sir, may I suck you off? May I go down on you and swallow? Please, Master?"

Harry hadn't been gagged, yet it hardly mattered. Up until now, he hadn't been able to speak. Now he finally found his voice, "Lucy, you can't do this!"

"Silence him," Anthony ordered coldly.

Harry was about to say something else, but his wife grabbed a ball gag from her black bag. Right as he opened his mouth, she shoved between his teeth, pulled the straps tight around his cheeks, and connected them just above the nape of his neck. Now her husband had been silenced. He could watch or close his eyes, but those were his only two choices.

In the end, it wasn't a choice at all…

Without waiting, Anthony grabbed his girl by her blonde hair, and he pulled her right back against his cock. He impaled her pretty mouth with his long shaft, and she sucked once again. She got ready.

Again and again, Harry told himself to turn away. He couldn't allow himself to watch this, especially because the frustration mounted within his body. His cock was desperate for the chance to get hard, to get some satisfaction.

That wasn't going to happen, not while Anthony and Lucy were otherwise engaged. He pumped her pretty head against his shaft, going faster and faster. Suddenly, he could hear her gulping down his load. At the same time, Anthony closed his eyes and raised his chin as he embraced the sensations.

Then he finished with her, and he said, "Strip and show your husband what he's never going to have."

Harry didn't understand, not until his wife stood over him once again. Only now, she unzipped her dress, and she let it fall down along the length of her body. She stepped forward, and now she leaned down. He drank in the sight of her cleavage pressed in place by her bright red bra. That didn't last long either. She pulled off the garment and dropped it to the floor. Next, she kicked off her high heels, and now she shimmied out of her panties.

"You see this?" Lucy asked him. "This is me hot, wet, and needy with arousal. This is something you could never accomplish." Her eyes sparkled with wicked delight as she told him, "I'm so turned on right now because I'm with a real man. He's going to take me to our bed, and he's going to hold me down and do something you never could. He's going to fuck me hard and make me come even harder!"

She held up two fingers, licked them slowly, and slid her hand down between her legs. Right as she parted her thighs, he saw her crevice was already glistening.

Whenever they had been together, she had needed so much lubricant. She said that was normal, but she had obviously just been trying to spare his feelings…

Lucy touched herself for only a few seconds before Anthony became impatient. Apparently ready for another orgasm, he grabbed his girl, through her on the bed, and now Harry could only watch from the floor like a loyal dog.

Just as he promised, he threw this beautiful girl down onto the mattress, only he wasn't about to give her the dignity of something like missionary sex. Instead, he took his naked slut, and he positioned her on her hands and knees. Harry had no idea whether or not that was for his benefit, but it didn't matter.

Her husband looked up, and he could see her right there on her hands and knees with her firm breasts on display. He desperately wished he could cup those mounds in the palms of his hands, which was exactly what Anthony had planned for her. He groped this pretty girl even as he shoved himself forward. He pumped into her, thrusting once, twice, three times, and Lucy arched her back, jerking her chin up right as he grabbed her hair. His hands moved along her body, and he enjoyed owning her.

"She's so tight," growled Lucy’s Master.

He pulled back, only to thrust into her again and again and again!

Powerless on the floor, Harry watched his wife get taken by another man.

"Come for me, slut," Anthony commanded.

"Yes, yes, Master! Yes, I'm coming! I'm coming so hard!" She called out those words, one after another, each syllable strained by her breathless anticipation.

He slowed down. He sped up. From one minute into the next, he took his time with her as he enjoyed having Lucy right there on her hands and knees, ready for him.

"Both of you belong to me. Both of you are my slave's," he promised. In that moment, he looked down at Harry.

Bound and gagged, Lucy's husband probably wanted to imagine some scenario where he could fight back. Once he was out of the handcuffs, he could throw a punch or something, right? No. No way. Instantly, Harry already knew that a man like Anthony would have no problem intimidating him.

One way or another, Harry would do whatever he was told.

Right as that realization flutter to his body, the two lovers climaxed again. Anthony growled, Lucy moment, and it was obvious what was happening from one second to the next.

Anthony jerked back. He patted Lucy on the head and said, "Go make me a sandwich, slut."

Without bothering to get dressed, Lucy obeyed, "Yes, Master!"

Harry's wife disappeared from the room, but Anthony remained. He walked over to Harry, crouched down, and reached up to loosen the straps holding the gag in place. "This is what's going to happen, boy. I'm moving in. You will take the guest room. You will obey my command. From now on, you will address me as Sir or Master. You will be responsible for the domestic chores, and I expect you to continue working. From now on, your paycheck will be directly deposited into my account. Now, there's only one thing I expect to hear from you."

Naked, locked in chastity, bound and humiliated right there on the floor, Harry understood what was expected of him. His throat clenched, and he tried to bow his head down, but he couldn't. There was something about this man's powerful, unyielding stare that made it impossible for this boy to turn away.

"Yes, Sir," Harry said for the first time—the first of many.

The End
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