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CHAPTER ONE

Of all the people Victor could have chosen, it had to be Mark and Sandra.

Daniel had disliked them from the day they moved in three years ago. Mark was the kind of man who talked too loudly at street barbecues, who offered unsolicited opinions about other people's gardens, who laughed at his own jokes before he finished telling them. He was the sort of man who called other men mate with a quality of condescension buried just beneath the surface of it, who had strong opinions about football and cars and not much else, who had looked at Daniel across the garden fence on the day they moved in and made an assessment in the first thirty seconds that had never been revised. Sandra was no better — all performative friendliness on the surface and sharp little comments underneath, the kind of woman who always seemed to be calculating what you were worth and finding you slightly short of the mark. She had a way of smiling at Rachel that contained something Daniel had never been able to name precisely but had always disliked intensely. Daniel had spent three years making polite excuses to avoid them, steering Rachel away from their driveway, pretending not to hear when Mark called over the fence.

And now they were coming to dinner.

They were going to sit at his table and eat his food and watch his wife and know everything about the arrangement of this house, and Daniel was going to crawl across the floor in Rachel's underwear and eat from a bowl at their feet, and Mark — loud, smug, insufferable Mark from next door — was going to see all of it. Was going to know all of it. Was going to be able to look over the fence for the rest of his life with full knowledge of exactly what kind of man Daniel was.

Victor had called them both into the living room on Thursday evening. Daniel on the floor in his position. Rachel on the sofa beside Victor with his hand on her thigh.

Saturday, Victor said. I've invited the neighbours. Mark and Sandra. They're coming at seven. He looked between them both with the look he used when he was establishing something rather than asking about it. The evening may become sexual. I want you both clear on that before Saturday. He looked at Rachel. You may be asked to entertain our guests. He looked at Daniel. And you will serve them as you serve me. If either of you is uncomfortable with this, say so now.

Rachel looked at Victor without hesitation. I’m excited master, she said.

Daniel looked at the carpet. He thought about Mark's loud laugh and Sandra's sharp little smile and the three years of polite avoidance and what Saturday was going to mean for all of that. He thought about what it would be to have these specific people — these people who had always found him lacking — sit in this house and watch him crawl. He thought about what happened if he said he was uncomfortable. Then he looked at the carpet and said: yes, thank you master.

Good, Victor said. He picked up his phone. Cook something decent on Saturday. These are guests.

He said it as though it were perfectly ordinary. As though inviting the neighbours over to witness and participate in the complete humiliation of the man who had lived in this house for eight years was simply a social engagement requiring adequate catering.


* * *


That evening, after Victor had gone upstairs, Daniel and Rachel sat together at the kitchen table for the first time in weeks in something that resembled their old dynamic — side by side, mugs of tea, the house quiet around them. 

Rachel spoke first. Are you okay with Saturday? She said it simply, without the layered quality their conversations used to have. It was a genuine question.

Daniel looked at his mug. Yeah, he said. I think so. He paused. You?

She was quiet for a moment. I want it, she said. I want to see what it’s like. Having people who know us see how things are now. She glanced at him. I know that’s harder for you. Mark and Sandra specifically.

He let out a slow breath. Yeah, he said. It is. He looked at her. But that’s kind of the point, isn’t it.

She held his gaze. Only if you actually want it. Not just because he expects it. She said it carefully, and he understood what she was doing — checking the line between what was chosen and what was simply happening to him.

Daniel thought about it honestly. He thought about Mark’s grin and Sandra’s sharp eyes and what it would mean to have them in this house and see everything. He thought about what he felt when he imagined it.

I want it, he said. It costs something to say. But it’s true. He paused. You know this is my kink. Being the cuck husband. Watching. Being made to serve. Being humiliated by men who have what I can’t have. It’s what I wanted from the beginning. He looked at her steadily.

Rachel nodded. She put her hand on his for a moment — a brief, warm pressure, the gesture of someone who still knew him underneath all the rest of it. Then she picked up her mug.

Good, she said. Then Saturday will be good, just remember if you want to stop, we can stop.


* * *

Saturday arrived grey and cold. Daniel spent the morning cleaning the house on his knees, moving from room to room with the cleaning products and cloths, making the house presentable for guests he had spent three years avoiding. He prepared the food in the afternoon. A proper meal — good ingredients, careful preparation — the kind of dinner he had made for Rachel on birthdays and anniversaries, made now for people he despised.

Rachel came downstairs at half past six in a fitted red dress that Victor had chosen and left on the bed for her that morning. She looked extraordinary in the particular way she always looked now — a way that had nothing to do with Daniel. She moved through the kitchen checking on things with easy confidence, said the food smelled good, and went to find Victor. Daniel heard them upstairs. Victor's low voice. Rachel's laugh — easy and unguarded, the laugh she had developed since all of this began. He stirred the pan and said nothing.

Mark and Sandra arrived at seven on the dot, which was exactly the kind of thing Mark would do. Daniel heard the doorbell from the kitchen, wearing the black lace bra and matching lingerie Victor had selected that morning and left folded on top of the cage. He heard Victor answer the door — Mark's voice booming in the hallway, the same self-satisfied volume Daniel had spent years avoiding over the garden fence. Sandra's laugh. Victor's low easy response.

They came through to the kitchen and Mark stopped in the doorway first. He was mid-forties, broad-shouldered, open-collared shirt, a bottle of wine in each hand, and he looked at Daniel on his knees at the counter in a black bra and panties and the sentence he had been halfway through saying to Victor died completely in his mouth.

Sandra appeared at his shoulder. She was attractive in a sharp-featured way, dark-haired, wearing a dress slightly too good for a neighbours' dinner in a way that suggested she had known the evening might be more than that. She took in the scene with quick assessing eyes — Daniel on his knees, the bra, the lingerie and something moved through her expression that was not shock but was very close to delight.

Daniel felt the full force of it the moment they walked in. The specific, humiliation of being seen like this by these two people — people who had always thought little of him, people he had stood next to at street barbecues and made polite conversation with and privately found unbearable — hit him somewhere precise and undefended. He was on his hands and knees on his own kitchen floor in a black lace bra and panties, with a dog bowl beside him and Victor's hand on Rachel's thigh at the table behind him, and Mark and Sandra from next door were standing in the doorway looking at him, and there was absolutely nowhere to go and nothing to say and no version of this that did not mean exactly what it looked like. He felt the heat of it in his face and kept his eyes on the counter and said nothing.

Mark's reaction was less composed. What the — he said, and stopped. He looked at Daniel. His mouth was open. The bottles of wine in his hands had frozen in mid-air and he stood in the doorway looking at his neighbour on his knees and the silence stretched for a full five seconds while he processed what he was seeing. What is — he started again, and stopped again. He looked at Victor. Is that — he gestured at Daniel. Is he wearing—

Yes, Victor said. He is. His voice was the same as it always was — unhurried, flat, entirely comfortable. This is Daniel. He cleans the house. Then he looked at Daniel. Say hello to our guests.

Hello Mark, Hello Sandra. Daniel said from his knees.

Mark stared at him for another long moment. The shock was settling now, the initial jolt of it passing, and what replaced it was the expression Daniel had spent three years on the receiving end of — that slow wide grin spreading across his face, broad and self-satisfied, the grin of a man whose low opinion of someone is being comprehensively and unexpectedly validated in ways he could never have anticipated. He let out a short laugh, not quite the full version of it yet, still half disbelieving. Bloody hell, you mentioned what to expect but I’m still shocked, he said. He looked at Victor. Bloody hell mate.

Come and sit down, and Daniel get the drinks. Victor said.

Yes, Master, Daniel said. He looked up at Mark and Sandra from his knees. What would you like?

Mark was still staring at him with that half-disbelieving grin. Beer, he said. He looked at Sandra.

Sandra was composed where Mark was not. Wine, she said pleasantly. White if you have it. She said it the way you'd speak to a waiter.

Daniel reached into the fridge from his knees and got the beer and poured the wine and put them on the small tray on the counter above him and carried the tray through to the living room and served them both from his knees. Mark watched every second of it with that grin still on his face, his eyes following Daniel across the floor as though he couldn't quite believe what he was seeing and had decided to simply enjoy it.

The conversation over drinks settled into something easier than Daniel expected, which was its own kind of discomfort. Mark and Sandra settled into the living room with the ease of people for whom unusual social situations were not new territory. It came out quickly and naturally — Sandra mentioning a club in the city, Mark referencing a couple they knew in a way that made the subtext plain — that they were experienced swingers. Adult arrangements, as Sandra put it with a precise little smile, were not unfamiliar to them. The specific shape of this one — the man on his knees serving drinks in his wife's underwear — was new. But the territory was not.

They asked questions about the arrangement with frank interested curiosity. How long had this been going on. Whose idea it was originally. Whether Daniel had always been — Sandra paused here, her eyes moving over Daniel at his knees beside the sofa — like this. Victor answered with his characteristic unhurried directness. Rachel sat beside him in her red dress, his hand on her thigh, and answered when addressed and was otherwise quiet with the settled ease she had around Victor now. She did not look at Daniel once during this conversation. She did not need to.

Daniel served drinks from his knees and was spoken to twice, both times by Sandra, who addressed him with the pleasant tone of someone speaking to staff they found mildly amusing. Mark mostly did not look at Daniel directly. When he did it was with that slow grin and the quality of assessment Daniel had been on the receiving end of for three years — the look of a man who had always found him slightly lacking and was now receiving comprehensive confirmation. At one point Mark said to Victor: so he just does whatever you say? and Victor said yes, and Mark said he's okay with that? and Victor looked at Daniel and said are you, and Daniel said yes, Master, and Mark's grin widened.

They moved to the table at eight. Victor at the head, Rachel to his right, Mark and Sandra across from her. Daniel's bowl was on the floor in its usual position and he knelt beside it and ate while the four of them ate above him. The food was good. Nobody commented on the fact that the person who had cooked it was eating from a bowl on the floor.

Mark glanced down at Daniel several times during the meal, each time with some version of the same expression — amused, satisfied, confirming something he had always suspected. Sandra's glances were different. More specific. More interested. Her eyes would drop to Daniel, move over him with an assessing quality, and return to the conversation as though nothing had interrupted it.

It was midway through the main course that Victor set his fork down and looked at Rachel beside him. He reached over and found the tie at the back of her dress and pulled it slowly — the bow coming undone, the fabric loosening — and the dress fell open and dropped from her shoulders down below the table. Rachel was bare underneath it, no bra, and her full breasts were immediately on show — round and heavy, her nipples already stiffening from the public humiliation. She made no attempt to cover herself. She sat straight at the dinner table with her breasts bare and her hands resting calmly on the table and waited.

Mark went completely still with his fork halfway to his mouth. Sandra set her wine glass down. The table was quiet for a moment and in the quiet Victor looked at Mark's lap and then back up at his face. It looks like she’s had an effect on you, he said.

Mark cleared his throat. He set his fork down. He did not deny it.

Victor glanced at Sandra — who was looking at Rachel's bare breasts with an expression that was not remotely ambiguous — and then he looked back at Mark. Would you like Rachel to help you with that? he said.

Mark looked at Sandra for approval. Sandra looked back at him and gave a small deliberate nod, her eyes still on Rachel's breasts.

Mark looked at Victor. He picked up his wine glass. Yeah, he said. I think I would.

Under the table Rachel, Victor said.

Rachel pushed her chair back and slid under the tablecloth without hesitation, her bare breasts disappearing beneath it, and the cloth settled back into place and she was gone.

From the floor beside the table Daniel had a clear view of everything. He watched Rachel disappear under the tablecloth. He watched Mark shift in his chair and reach down to undo his belt and zip — his cock already half hard from the sight of Rachel's bare tits at the dinner table, thickening fully as Rachel's hands found him under the cloth. He watched Sandra pick up her wine glass and smile at Victor across the table as though they were still discussing the food.

Then he heard his wife.

The sounds were muffled by the tablecloth but entirely present — the wet familiar sounds of Rachel's mouth on a cock, the low hungry moan she made when she first tasted someone new, the slick rhythmic sounds of her working him with both hands and her lips, taking him deep and pulling back and going down again. Mark exhaled slowly through his nose and his eyes went half closed. His hand went under the table and rested on the shape of Rachel's head. Victor watched Mark's face with mild satisfied interest, his own expression unchanged, as though watching someone try food he had recommended.

Daniel knelt on the floor beside the table and listened to his wife sucking off his neighbour.

Victor looked down at him. Come here doggie, he said.

Daniel looked up at him. Victor tilted his head towards the table — towards the tablecloth, towards the space beneath it where the sounds of Rachel's mouth on Mark's cock were clearly audible. Daniel understood immediately what was being asked and felt the specific quality of this instruction. Victor pushed his own chair back slightly and reached down and lifted the edge of the tablecloth and looked at Daniel.

Under the table, he said. Next to Rachel.

Daniel crawled under the tablecloth and into the dim space beneath the table. Rachel was there — on her knees in front of Mark's chair, her bare breasts hanging free, her head moving in that slow deliberate rhythm. Mark's cock was thick and hard and glistening with Rachel's saliva, her lips stretched wide around him, one hand working the base of his shaft and the other gently stroking his balls. She did not look at Daniel when he appeared beside her. She did not pause or change her rhythm. She simply continued, fully absorbed, and Daniel knelt beside his wife in the dark beneath the table and watched her suck another man's cock from eighteen inches away.

Then he turned and Victor was there on his other side — his trousers open, his cock out and fully erect, thick and heavy. Victor's hand appeared at the edge of the cloth and he pointed at his cock with the simple directness of a man indicating where he wanted something put. No words. No ceremony. Just the instruction.

Daniel looked at Victor's cock in front of his face — the thickness of it, the heat coming off it, the pre-cum glistening at the tip — and then at Rachel beside him with Mark's cock buried in her throat, her saliva running freely down his shaft, her whole body working. Daniel was on his knees in the dark beneath the dinner table with his wife's mouth on his neighbour's cock beside him and his Master's cock waiting in front of his face, and he opened his mouth and took Victor in.

Then from above the table Mark's voice — that loud self-satisfied voice Daniel had spent three years avoiding. He looked at Victor across the table. Is he under there as well? Is he actually — he gestured at the tablecloth — is he doing what I think he's doing under there?

Victor looked at Mark. Yes, he said. He's taking care of me while she’s busy taking care of you.

We always thought you were a bit of a loser, mate, Mark said. His voice was warm with the specific pleasure of long-held suspicion being confirmed. He shook his head slowly. We always said it. Didn't we, San. Every time. Every single time you went back inside after talking to him.

Sandra was watching from her chair with her wine glass held loosely and her eyes bright. Every time, she said. Didn't we always say there was just something about him. Something a bit — she tilted her head — off.

That's the word, Mark said. Off. That is absolutely the word.

Daniel kept his mouth working on Victor's thick cock and said nothing because there was nothing to say and nowhere to look except at Victor's shaft and the tablecloth edge and the carpet. He worked his tongue along the underside, took Victor deeper, and heard Victor's low sound of satisfaction above him. Victor's hand pressed slightly on the back of his head. Deeper, he said. Don't stop.

Daniel went deeper, taking Victor to the back of his throat, his saliva running freely down the shaft as he worked him. Next to him he could hear the wet sounds of Rachel working Mark, building now, more urgent, Rachel making the sounds she made when she was genuinely into it — and Mark's breathing was changing and his hand was pressing on Rachel's head under the cloth.

Victor looked across at Sandra. Your husband seems to be enjoying himself he said.

Very much, Sandra said. She was watching the movement under the tablecloth with open interest. You can hear how much she's enjoying it too.

She always does, Victor said. From under the table Mark made a sound that left no ambiguity about how much he was enjoying it either.

Daniel worked Victor's cock with his lips and tongue and both hands and listened to his wife giving his neighbour a sloppy enthusiastic blowjob three feet away — the wet sounds of her mouth on Mark's cock mixing with the wet sounds of his own mouth on Victor's, Rachel's hungry moans audible even through the tablecloth — and felt the full specific weight of this particular humiliation settle into him. These specific people. This specific evening. Three years of polite avoidance arriving at this specific point on the floor with his mouth full of Victor's cock while his wife slobbered on his neighbour's.

Victor finally came with a low controlled sound, his hand pressing firmly on the back of Daniel's head and holding him there — buried deep in Daniel's mouth, pulsing, his thick cum flooding Daniel's throat in slow heavy waves. Daniel swallowed as fast as he could but there was too much of it and some of it escaped the seal of his lips and ran slowly down Victor's shaft and over his balls and dripped onto the floor beneath the table. Victor kept his hand pressed on the back of Daniel's head until the last pulse, making sure Daniel took everything he could, and then released him slowly. Daniel pulled back with a wet sound, his lips slick and swollen, a thick string of cum and saliva hanging between his mouth and the tip of Victor's cock before it broke. He wiped his chin with the back of his hand and sat on his heels and looked at the floor.

Good doggie, Victor said. He tucked himself back in and picked up his fork and resumed his meal as though nothing had interrupted it.

Daniel looked at the floor for a moment. Then he turned.

Rachel was right beside him under the table — completely bare from the waist up, her full breasts hanging free beneath the tablecloth, her lips stretched wide around Mark's thick cock, her saliva running freely down his shaft as she worked him with both hands and her mouth. Her eyes were closed. Her whole body was into it — her head moving steadily, her hands working the base of him, her breasts swaying with the rhythm of it. She was making sounds that were entirely unambiguous, the sounds of a woman doing exactly what she wanted to be doing.

Mark's breathing above the table had gone ragged and his thighs were tensing and his hand pressed hard on Rachel's head under the cloth. Rachel felt it and took him deeper, sealing her lips around him, and Mark made a choked sound and then he grabbed Rachel's hair and pulled her back, his cock slipping free from her mouth with a wet sound, and he wrapped his hand around himself and came — the first thick stripe landing across Rachel's lips and chin, the next across her bare breasts, coating her nipples, running down the curve of them in slow heavy streaks. Rachel held still and took it, her mouth open, her tongue out, her bare tits glistening with his cum while Daniel knelt three foot away and watched every second of it.

When Mark was done Rachel looked down at herself — her cum-streaked breasts, her wet chin — and then looked at Daniel beside her for the first time since he had crawled under the table. Her expression was the one it always was now. Cool. Settled. Entirely at ease and then she turned back and tucked Mark back in with both hands and straightened up and emerged from under the tablecloth next to Victor.

Her lips were swollen and soaked, her chin was wet with saliva and a thin streak of cum and she had the loose satisfied look she always wore after time on her knees. reached for her wine glass as though she had simply stepped out to take a call. Mark was flushed and breathing and wearing the widest grin. Sandra was watching Rachel with entirely open interest — her eyes moving over Rachel's bare cum covered breasts, her wet lips, the easy unconcerned way she sat half-naked at a dinner table with people she had met two hours ago.

Victor looked at Sandra. I think she  can do something for you as well, he said. If you'd like.

Sandra held his gaze. She uncrossed her legs slowly and deliberately. I think I'd like that very much, she said.

Victor looked at Rachel and then Rachel looked back at Victor. I've never been with a woman, Master, she said quietly. But if it pleases you, I will do my best. Her voice was steady. Certain. The voice of a woman who had stopped asking what she wanted and started asking only what he wanted.

It would definitely please me, Victor said.

Rachel smiled. She pushed her chair back and lowered herself from it and disappeared back under the tablecloth. Daniel heard her climbing back down beneath the table — felt the warmth of her pass close to him — and then she was there beside him again in the dim space under the cloth, on her hands and knees, her bare breasts still glistening with Mark's cum, the thick streaks of it catching the low light filtering through the tablecloth, dripping slowly from her as she moved. She did not look at Daniel. She crawled past him towards Sandra's chair with the focused ease of a woman with a clear direction, her cum-streaked tits hanging beneath her, her bare skin warm in the enclosed space.

Daniel watched her go.

Sandra's legs were already parted at the edge of her chair, her dress bunched at her hips, and as Rachel crawled between them Daniel could see his wife's face drawing closer to Sandra's pussy — could see Rachel slow as she got close, her eyes dropping to the wet lips in front of her, taking in the heat and scent of her, the unmistakeable smell of a woman who had been aroused for the past hour listening to everything that had happened under this table. Rachel paused for just a moment — close enough that her breath would have been warm on Sandra's skin — and then she lowered her head and put her mouth on her.

Rachel reached up and pulled Sandra's underwear to one side and Sandra's pussy was right there— already soaking wet, flushed and glistening, her clit visibly engorged and wanting. Rachel looked at it for a moment and then lowered her head and ran her tongue slowly from the base to the clit in one long deliberate stroke and Sandra's whole body jolted.

Rachel worked Sandra's pussy with her tongue in slow thorough circles — licking up through her lips, pushing her tongue inside her entrance and fucking her with it, dragging back up to her clit and circling it with the flat of her tongue before pushing two fingers inside her and curling them forward and pressing against the spot that made Sandra's thighs clamp and her hips roll. Rachel sucked Sandra's clit into her mouth and worked it with the tip of her tongue and pushed her fingers deeper and Sandra's back arched and she pressed Rachel's face harder into her soaking wet pussy.

Sandra's sounds were loud and entirely unself-conscious — the sounds of a woman who had done this before and knew what she wanted and was getting all of it. Her thighs pressed against Rachel's head and her hips bucked and Mark was watching his wife's face and Victor was watching with that flat satisfied attention and Daniel was on the floor watching his wife's tongue work another woman's dripping wet pussy, watching Rachel's fingers slide in and out of Sandra glistening with her arousal.

Sandra came hard. Her thighs clamped around Rachel's face — locking her there, her legs wrapping around Rachel's head and squeezing, trapping her between them — and her back arched clean off the chair and she made a sound that had nothing restrained about it. Rachel felt it before she heard it — the sudden rush of warmth as Sandra squirted hard against her mouth, flooding her lips and chin and soaking her face, her pussy pulsing against Rachel's tongue in long powerful waves. Rachel kept her mouth pressed against her and worked her through it, drinking her down, her tongue relentless on Sandra's clit as Sandra's thighs held her head locked in place and rode her face through every pulse. The juices ran freely — down Rachel's chin, down Sandra's inner thighs, pooling on the seat of the chair and dripping steadily to the floor, Daniel watched the wet trail run down the leg of Sandra's chair and spread across the tiles directly in front of him. Sandra's hands fisted in Rachel's hair, grinding her deeper into her soaking pussy until she was shaking and oversensitive and finally releasing her, her thighs falling open, her legs dropping from around Rachel's head, gasping.

Rachel stayed under the table. She sat back on her heels in the space beneath the chairs, her face completely soaked with Sandra's arousal, her chin and lips dripping. She turned her head and looked at Daniel beside her — just for a moment, that same cool settled look — and then she crawled back up through the tablecloth and took her place next to Victor.

Victor smiled and looked at Mark. Your wife seemed to enjoy herself, he said.

Mark let out a long slow breath, wearing that grin. And yours gives a hell of a blowjob, he said.

I know, Victor said.

The plates were cleared — Daniel from his knees, taking them to the kitchen, coming back, saying nothing. Victor and Mark settled into the living room with the easy comfort of men who had established a satisfying dynamic and were now simply enjoying the evening. Sandra and Rachel were on the sofa together — Sandra's hand moving slowly over Rachel's bare thigh, Rachel leaning into her with complete ease, their heads close, Sandra saying something low that made Rachel laugh.

At one point Mark looked at Daniel on the floor and said: does he just stay down there all night then?

Yes, Victor said.

Mark shook his head slowly. He looked at Sandra. We always thought, he said. Didn't we, San. We always said there was just something about him that was—

Victor looked at Daniel. They were right, weren't they, he said.

Daniel looked up at Victor. Yes, Master, he said.

Mark laughed. His usual laugh — loud, a beat too long, the laugh of a man who found himself funnier than anyone else did. But this time Daniel was the punchline and there was nowhere to go and nothing to say. He knelt on the floor and listened to his neighbour laugh at him and looked at the carpet and said nothing.

The evening settled further. More wine. The lamp low. Sandra's hand still moving over Rachel's bare thigh, Mark sprawled at the other end of the sofa with the manner of a man who had absolutely no intention of going anywhere. The comfortable silence of people who had done something together and had no need to discuss it.

After a while Victor looked around the room with that flat unhurried assessment he brought to all decisions. He looked at Rachel. At Mark and Sandra. Then he said simply: let's go upstairs to bed. All of us.

Nobody objected. Sandra set her wine glass down. Mark sat forward with the easy readiness of a man whose evening had just got better. Rachel stood without a word — simply and immediately, the way she always moved when Victor indicated a direction.

Victor looked down at Daniel on the floor. Lead the way doggie, he said.


CHAPTER TWO

Daniel crawled to the stairs. He heard the four of them behind him, Mark saying something low to Sandra that Daniel couldn't catch and Sandra's short laugh in response, the sound of Victor's hand on the small of Rachel's back as she moved. He crawled up the stairs on his hands and knees and he did not look back.

The bedroom door was open. Daniel crawled through it and stopped in the middle of the room and the others filed in behind him and there was a brief collective stillness as Mark and Sandra took in what they were looking at. The bed — large, freshly made, Victor's things on the bedside table. The lamp on low. The wardrobe door slightly open where Rachel's dresses hung. And beside the bed, flush against the left wall where the nightstand used to be, the cage. Low steel, padded base, bolt on the outside of the door.

Sandra crossed to it immediately, drawn by it. She crouched beside it and pressed her hand against the bars and looked at the padded interior, the bowl in the far corner, the dimensions of it — large enough for a person to lie curled on their side, no more than that. She looked at Daniel on his knees on the floor. This is where you sleep, she said. Every night.

Yes, Daniel said.

She stood and ran her fingers along the top bar slowly, the way you might run your hand along a piece of furniture you were considering buying. She looked at Victor with something warm and appraising in her expression. You've thought of everything, she said.

Victor held her gaze. Yes, he said.

Mark was at the foot of the bed. He was taking in the room with that grin still on his face but there was something more focused in it now — the grin of a man who had come upstairs with a clear intention and was looking at a large bed and two women and was ready. He put his wine glass on the chest of drawers and started undoing his shirt. In the cage, Victor said to Daniel, already moving towards Sandra.

Daniel crawled to the cage and went inside and the bolt slid home behind him and he turned and settled onto the padded base and the four of them began undressing in the warm low light of the bedroom.

He watched them do it. There was nothing performed about it — no show, no self-consciousness. Sandra reached behind her and unzipped her dress and stepped out of it and she was bare beneath it apart from underwear, her body slim and sharp-featured, her small breasts visible in the lamplight. She reached up and unclipped her bra and it dropped to the floor, she stepped out of her underwear and she was completely naked, standing in the bedroom without an ounce of awkwardness, watching Victor undress with open interest.

Victor stripped with the same efficiency he brought to everything — shirt, trousers, nothing ceremonial about it. His large body filling the room the way it always filled rooms, the weight and size of him that Daniel had by now experienced from every possible angle.

Across the room Rachel was already bare from the waist up — she had been since Victor untied her dress at the dinner table — and Mark turned her towards him and looked at her tits with undisguised hunger and ran both hands over them slowly, squeezing and kneading with the enthusiasm of a man who had been looking at them across a dinner table for the past two hours and was very glad to finally have them in his hands. She let him. She stood bare-breasted in front of him and let his hands move over her and looked at Victor.

Mark, Victor said, not looking up from Sandra. She's not yours to take your time with. Get on the bed.

Mark's hands stilled for just a moment. Then he stepped out of his trousers and pulled Rachel towards the bed.

The four of them arranged themselves on it with an ease that said this was not the first time any of them had been in a situation like this, even if the specific configuration was new. Victor and Sandra on the right. Rachel and Mark on the left. And the cage beside the bed, at floor level, where Daniel lay on his side and looked up through the bars at everything.

* * *

Victor started on Sandra with his mouth.

He worked his way down her body from her throat — his lips and tongue moving over her collarbone, her breasts, taking each nipple into his mouth in turn and sucking until they were stiff and tight and Sandra was making sounds and pressing herself up towards him. He took his time at her breasts — longer than she expected, longer than she was patient for, and after a while she put her hand on the back of his head and tried to guide him lower and he didn't move. He sucked her nipple hard into his mouth and she gasped and abandoned the attempt.

He went lower when he was ready. He ran his tongue down her stomach and she spread her thighs for him before he'd even reached them, already soaking, the lips of her pussy swollen and and glistening. Victor put his mouth on her without preamble — his tongue pushing directly between her wet lips and lapping up the full length of her slit in a slow deliberate stroke that made Sandra's whole-body jolt. He licked into her entrance, pushed his tongue inside her and fucked her with it in slow thrusts while his nose pressed against her clit, and Sandra's legs went over his shoulders and her heels pressed into his back and she said: there, right there, don't stop.

Victor had no intention of stopping. He worked her with his tongue and added two thick fingers, pushing them inside her, finding the spot that made her thighs shake and pressing against it while his tongue stayed on her clit. Sandra came quickly — her whole body tensing, her thighs clamping around his head, her voice loud, her arousal flooding his mouth as she ground herself against his face. He worked her through it and kept going before he'd pulled back.

When he moved up her body and positioned himself between her thighs Sandra was already pulling him down towards her. She reached down and found his cock — thick and heavy and fully hard — and pressed the head against her entrance herself. He pushed inside her.

Sandra's mouth opened and she said: oh my god. Her hands went to his ass and gripped. He was considerably larger than she had been with before and she felt every inch of him as he sank into her, stretching her wide, filling her completely until his hips were flush against her and she was entirely full of him. She looked up at his face and he was looking back at her with that same flat attentive expression and she said: all of it, give me all of it!.

You’re going to take all of it, Victor said. He began to move.

He fucked Sandra with the same unhurried measured force he brought to Rachel every night — long strokes, pulling back until almost withdrawn and driving home again, deep and thorough, reading every sound she made and adjusting with precision. Sandra was vocal. She told him what she wanted and he gave it to her without acknowledgement, simply acted on the information, and she began to cum again on his rock-hard cock with her nails down his back and her voice echoing off the bedroom walls.

Beside them on the other side of the bed, Rachel already had Mark's cock buried inside her and was riding him with her hands flat on his chest and her hips rolling in long deliberate strokes. Mark's cock was a decent size — not Victor's size, nothing was Victor's size, but enough — and Rachel was working him with the focused ease of a woman who had stopped worrying about anything except what felt good. Her pussy was soaking wet around him, her arousal making wet slapping sounds with every stroke of her hips, and Mark was watching her breasts bounce with his hands gripping her thighs and his expression was the most unguarded Daniel had ever seen it — stripped of the grin, stripped of the self-satisfaction, just a man staring up at a beautiful woman riding his cock and completely undone by it.

He turned his head and looked over at the cage. At Daniel. The grin came back but darker now, hotter, the grin of a man who was inside something that wasn't his and found the knowledge intoxicating.

I cannot believe, Mark said — his voice rough and unsteady as Rachel's hips rolled on him — that a woman this beautiful was married to you. He shook his head slowly, holding Daniel's gaze through the bars while Rachel rode him without pausing. Three years next door and I never had a clue what you had in here. He stopped as Rachel changed her angle and the sensation hit him and he exhaled hard through his nose. Christ. He looked back at the cage. What a complete waste, mate. What an absolute bloody waste.

Rachel, he said, his attention pulled back to her. His hands tightened on her hips. Fuck, your pussy is incredible Rachel.

She didn't answer. She rolled her hips and changed the angle slightly and found what she was looking for and closed her eyes and kept going.

Mark changed position. He pushed Rachel down onto her back and got between her thighs and pushed back inside her from above with her legs over his shoulders. He fucked her with considerably more urgency now — a man who had been patient long enough. Rachel made sounds that were continuous and entirely real. Mark's cock driving in and out of her soaking wet pussy, his balls slapping against her bare sweaty ass with every hard stroke, her tits shaking with the force of it.

He drove deeper and Rachel made a sound that was higher and more urgent and said: right there, right there, and Mark drove into her harder and she said it again and her back arched clean off the mattress. Mark turned his head and looked at the cage again — holding Daniel's gaze while he fucked Daniel's wife with her legs over his shoulders, her soaking wet pussy stretched wide around him.

Look at her, Mark said to Daniel. His voice was rough, his hips still driving forward. Look at your wife taking my cock. He drove into her until his entire cock filled her pussy and Rachel cried out loud whilst Mark kept his eyes on the cage. She's never going to want you near her again after this, mate. Not after this. He shook his head slowly. Not after what I'm giving her right now.

Rachel came incredibly hard — her pussy clenching tight around Mark's cock in long powerful spasms, her voice filling the room in a long unbroken cry that had nothing held back in it. Mark felt her orgasm grip him and drove through it, fucking her hard through every wave of it until she was shaking and oversensitive. Then he drove home with three final full-force strokes and came without warning— a low guttural sound tearing out of him as he buried himself to the hilt in Rachel, his cock pulsing in thick hard waves, flooding her soaking pussy with his cum. He held himself there completely still — fully seated inside her — spending himself entirely, every last drop squirting out and down Marks’ balls and onto the bed sheets. When he pulled out slowly his cock was glistening and coated and a thick stream of his cum ran immediately from Rachel's pussy down the inside of her thigh, pooling on the sheet beneath her.

Across the bed Victor was still going. He had Sandra on her hands and knees now — her ass pushed back towards him, her face against the pillow — and he was taking her from behind with the same methodical focus he brought to everything. Sandra's pussy was soaking wet and stretched wide around him and she was pushing back to meet every stroke, asking for more, asking for harder, and Victor gave her exactly what he decided she was getting and not one stroke more. He made her come once more before he finally gripped her hips hard and drove into her to the hilt and came incredibly hard, every inch of him buried deep inside her.

The room settled. Breathing. The warmth of four bodies. The lamp still on low.

Rachel lay on her side facing the cage. Her eyes found Daniel through the bars — that cool, settled look, the look that had replaced everything else. She held his gaze for a moment and said nothing and then Mark's arm went around her from behind and she turned into him and closed her eyes.

Daniel lay in the cage and listened to four people settle into bed and he stared at the ceiling in the dark until eventually he fell asleep too.

* * *

In the morning the women went to the shower together.

It was early — the light barely grey outside the curtains — when Daniel heard them stir. Sandra's voice first, low and sleep-rough, saying something to Rachel. Rachel's response, equally low. The sound of the duvet moving. Both of them getting up, padding across the bedroom floor on bare feet. The bathroom door closing softly. The shower coming on. Occasional words coming through the wall, a low shared laugh.

The sounds of two women who had shared a sexual encounter together without awkwardness and were starting a morning together the same way.

In the bed, Victor lay on his front against the pillows with his eyes open, his body filling his side of the mattress, the duvet pushed down to his thighs. He turned his head and looked at the cage.

Out, he said. Come here.

Daniel unbolted the cage and crawled out onto the bedroom floor and knelt beside the bed. Victor looked at him steadily.

Get up here, Victor said. His voice was rough with sleep but the authority in it was the same as always. You know what I want.

Daniel climbed up onto the bed and moved behind Victor and Victor shifted his weight slightly, parting his thighs, giving Daniel the access he was asking for without ceremony or explanation. Daniel put both hands on Victor's large heavy ass cheeks and spread them before he pressed his face between them and pushed his tongue against him.

Victor made a low sound of satisfaction. Daniel worked him with thorough unhurried attention — his tongue pushing deep, circling slowly, his tongue rimming deep between his sweaty ass cheeks. After several minutes Victor rolled over onto his back and Daniel saw his cock for the first time that morning — fully hard, standing thick and rigi, the head dark and swollen and already glistening with pre-cum, his shaft flushed with heat and morning warmth. Victor's body, broad and solid, a light sheen of sleep-sweat across his chest and stomach. He looked at Daniel with that flat assessing expression and pulled him forward by the back of his head as Daniel opened his mouth and took him in — the thick heat of him immediate on his tongue, the familiar weight and size filling his mouth completely.

He worked him in long slow strokes — his lips tight around the thick shaft, his tongue pressing along the underside on every draw back, his hands working the balls while his mouth took the rest. Victor lay against the pillows with his eyes half open and one hand resting in Daniel's hair, not directing, just present. The sounds of the shower came through the wall.

Victor took his time. He always took his time. He lay there and let Daniel work and occasionally pressed very slightly on the back of Daniel's head when he wanted more depth and Daniel gave it, taking him to the back of his throat and holding there before drawing back and going down again. The saliva ran freely down Victor's shaft. As Daniel worked he could taste a trace of Sandra's pussy still on his cock from the night before, warm and specific, the evidence of everything that had happened in this bed a few hours ago. He worked his way along the shaft and tasted all of it.

Eventually Victor came without warning — his hand pressing firmly on the back of Daniel's head and held him down hard, his cock driving slightly deeper as it pulsed, flooding Daniel's mouth in thick heavy waves that came faster than he could swallow. Daniel felt the cum hitting the back of his throat and swallowed desperately but there was too much of it and his throat tightened and he choked — a wet gagging sound — his eyes watering, Victor's hand keeping him pressed down through all of it, not releasing, not letting him pull back until the last pulse had spent itself. The cum that Daniel couldn't swallow fast enough ran from the corners of his mouth and dripped down Victor's shaft, running in thick slow trails over his balls. When Victor's hand finally released, Daniel pulled back with a wet choking sound, gasping, his mouth and chin dripping.

He looked at the mess he had made. Victor looked down at him steadily.

Clean it up you messy pig, Victor said.

Yes of course, sorry master, Daniel replied.

Daniel lowered his head and ran his tongue slowly up the inside of Victor's thigh where the cum had run, then over his balls — licking them clean in slow thorough strokes, tasting himself and Sandra and Victor all at once — then up the shaft, lapping up every trail of it until Victor's cock and balls were clean and Daniel had swallowed every drop. He sat back on his heels.

Good, Victor said. He settled back.

Across the bed, Mark had woken. He was on his side watching with the sheet pulled down, the duvet bunched at his feet. He had the expression of a man who had woken to find something unexpected and had been lying there for several minutes deciding what to do about it. His morning wood was already on show.

He looked at Daniel and cleared his throat.

Victor said nothing. He simply looked at the ceiling with the mild patience of a satisfied man.

Mark pushed himself up onto one elbow and looked at Daniel's dripping wet mouth, at Victor's wet cock. All right, he said. His voice was rough with sleep. He sat up fully and pushed the sheet off himself. He was already hard — thick and swollen, his cock standing up from his lap as he sat against the headboard. He looked at Daniel and pointed at his cock like it was an order.

Right now, it’s my turn. Mark said.

Daniel crawled across the bed towards him. Mark watched him come with that expression — more focused than the grin, the expression that had appeared the night before and been there every time Mark looked at Daniel since. Daniel reached him and stopped in front of him and Mark put his hand in Daniel's hair immediately, not gently, gripping a fistful of it and angling Daniel's head the way he wanted it.

Come on then, Mark said. He pushed Daniel's head down hard towards his big sweaty cock.

Daniel opened his mouth and took the head of Mark's cock in and felt Mark exhale above him. Mark's cock was a different shape to Victor's — slightly shorter, less thick at the base, but with a pronounced curve that pressed against the roof of Daniel's mouth on the downstroke. Daniel worked his tongue along the underside and tasted him immediately — the sweat and heat of a man who had slept several hours after sex — and beneath that. The faint warm trace of his wife's pussy still on Mark's cock and balls from the night before, the taste he used to know intimately, that was now available to him only like this — as a faint residue on other men's cocks, delivered to his tongue secondhand. He worked his tongue along the shaft and felt Mark's grip tighten in his hair and kept going.

Mark's hips started moving immediately — he couldn't help it, the same urgency he'd used on his wife the previous night. He fucked up into Daniel's mouth with shallow rolling thrusts, his hand in Daniel's hair guiding the pace he wanted rather than the pace Daniel was setting.

Let him work, Victor said. You'll get more out of it.

Mark settled back against the headboard and Daniel took over — deep steady strokes, his tongue working the pronounced curve of Mark's cock on every pull back, his hands cupping his balls and working the base of his shaft simultaneously. Mark's breathing changed immediately, coming faster, his thighs tensing against the mattress. His hand stayed in Daniel's hair but lighter now, not directing, just holding.

Mark came suddenly and without much warning — a sharp intake of breath and then his hand pressed hard on the back of Daniel's head and his hips drove up and his cock pulsed hard against Daniel's tongue, flooding his mouth in thick heavy waves. Daniel swallowed rapidly but there was too much and it escaped his lips and ran down Mark's shaft and over his balls and Mark's grip in his hair was tight for the full duration of it, holding him down and riding it out, his cock pulsing again and again until he was completely spent. When he finally released Daniel and fell back against the headboard he was breathing hard, his chest rising and falling, his cock glistening and wet.

He looked at the ceiling for a long moment. Then he looked down at Daniel — at Daniel's wet swollen mouth, the cum on his chin and lips, the wet mess running down his own shaft.

He let out a slow breath. Almost as good as your wife's pussy, mate, he said. He shook his head slowly, something like genuine surprise in his voice. Almost. He looked across at Victor. How did all this — he gestured vaguely at the room, at Daniel, at the cage — how did you end up here?

Victor looked at the ceiling. Rachel came to me, he said simply. She and Daniel contacted me together. They wanted someone to take control. He paused. She said she needed a real man. Someone who would be in charge. He glanced at Daniel briefly. They both asked me to come.

Mark processed this. He looked at Daniel. She asked for this? Your wife asked for this?

Daniel looked at the floor. Yes, he said.

And you went along with it.

Yes, I wanted it too. Daniel said.

Mark was quiet for a moment. Then he shook his head slowly and something in his expression shifted — the grin settling into something more considered, the look of a man recalibrating his already low opinion one final notch further downward. He looked at Victor. Fair enough, he said. He looked back at Daniel. Fair enough, mate.

Bloody hell, he added. It came out almost affectionate. Almost.

Daniel looked at the floor.

Through the wall, the shower had stopped. The bathroom door opened and Rachel and Sandra came back into the bedroom — Sandra in a towel, Rachel in her silk robe, both carrying the ease of women who had just had a pleasant morning conversation in a warm shower. They stopped for a moment taking in the scene in front of them — Mark against the headboard with Daniel kneeling between his legs, Mark's cock glistening and wet beside Daniel's face, the cum still visible on his balls and shaft. Beside them Victor lay against his own pillow, his cock similarly slick, a thin trail of cum and saliva drying on the base of him. The evidence of what had happened while they were showering was entirely plain and neither woman reacted to it with anything approaching surprise. Sandra smiled with full understanding and went to find her dress. Rachel looked at Daniel's face — at his swollen lips, his wet chin — and then at Victor and said: Looks like you’ve had a good morning, Master.

Absolutely, Victor said. He looked at Daniel. Get dressed and make breakfast.

Yes, thank you master, Daniel said.

He crawled off the bed and across the bedroom floor towards the door. He was passing Rachel and Sandra — Rachel in her robe, Sandra still in her towel, both of them standing by the wardrobe — when Mark's voice came from behind him, loud and cheerful.

Oi. Aren't you going to thank us for breakfast?

Daniel stopped. He looked back over his shoulder at Mark against the headboard, still grinning, his cock wet and spent in his lap. Sandra was watching. Rachel was watching too — cool, waiting.

Daniel turned his head to face the floor. Thank you, Master, he said to Victor. He paused. And thank you, Mark. For — he stopped. For the delicious breakfast.

Mark's laugh filled the room. You're welcome, mate, he said. Anytime. He glanced at Sandra.

Daniel crawled out of the bedroom door and down the stairs.

Outside the window the street was beginning its ordinary Saturday. A car pulling out. Someone's dog being walked. A normal suburban morning.

He cracked the eggs and said nothing.


CHAPTER THREE

Sandra came downstairs with her things already gathered, kissed Mark on the cheek, exchanged a warm look with Victor, and told Rachel she had her number. She glanced at Daniel on the kitchen floor once — the brief, peripheral glance of someone acknowledging a piece of furniture — and then the front door closed and she was gone and the house had a different shape to it with four people and now three.

Mark settled at the kitchen table with his coffee and his phone and the manner of a man who had decided this was where he was spending his Sunday and saw no reason to revisit that decision. He was still in yesterday's shirt, open at the collar, and he sat at the head of the table — not Victor's seat, he had more sense than that, but the seat to Victor's left.

Daniel served breakfast from his knees. Eggs, toast, coffee, juice. He set Victor's plate in front of him and Mark's beside it and Rachel's across and put his own portion in the bowl on the floor and got down to eat it while the three of them ate above him. At one point Mark held his cup out beside his chair without looking up from his phone. Refill, he said. He didn't look down. Didn't check who was there. Simply extended the cup into the air beside him and waited.

Daniel reached up from the floor and took the cup from Mark's hand. Mark's eyes did not leave his phone. Daniel crawled out of the dining room and across the hallway tiles to the kitchen — the cup held carefully, not spilling — and got to his knees at the counter and refilled it from the cafetière. He knelt there for a moment with Mark's cup in his hands and felt the specific quality of what he was doing settle through him. Fetching a drink on his knees for a man he had spent three years actively disliking. A man he had found loud and smug and irritating in every single interaction over the garden fence. A man who had now spent the night in his house, slept in his bed, had sex with his wife, called him a loser to his face and been entirely correct — and whose cum Daniel had swallowed once that morning in the bedroom while his wife showered and here Daniel was on the kitchen floor with this man's coffee cup in his hands, crawling back to refill it, not because he had been threatened or forced but because this was simply what he did now, what he was in this house, and beneath the humiliation of it — specific and sharp and real — was the heat that always came with the humiliation. The dark pull that lived underneath everything. He had stopped trying to understand it. He simply carried it, the way he carried everything else in this arrangement, and crawled back across the hallway tiles and placed the cup beside Mark's chair. Mark took it without looking up. Victor watched from across the table with mild satisfaction and said nothing because nothing needed to be said.

After the plates were cleared Victor stood and looked between Rachel and Mark. Living room, he said. He looked at Daniel. You too.

* * *

The living room was warm and still, Sunday light coming in low through the half-drawn curtains and lying across the sofa and the rug. Daniel took his position on the floor. Victor and Mark sat on the sofa with Rachel between them — she was wearing the short silk robe Victor had put her in after breakfast, bare-legged, her hair loose — and for a few minutes it was just that, the three of them on the sofa with their drinks and Daniel on the floor, until Victor reached over and pulled the tie of Rachel's robe open.

She was bare underneath. Victor pushed the robe off her shoulders and it fell away and Rachel was naked between them in the Sunday morning light, her skin warm, her nipples stiffening immediately in the air of the room. Neither man rushed. Victor's hands went to her breasts — cupping them, squeezing slowly, his thumbs working over her nipples until they were dark and rigid and she was pressing into his hands. Mark's hand moved to the inside of her thigh — not rushing, simply resting there, fingers trailing slowly upward until they were just shy of her pussy, stroking the soft skin at the crease of her thigh, feeling the heat radiating off her before he'd even touched her directly. Rachel's hips shifted fractionally towards his hand. He let her wait. He ran two fingers slowly along the outside of her lips — not inside, not yet, just tracing the wet warmth of her through the soft folds — and Rachel made a sound and her thighs parted further.

Victor looked at Rachel. Tonight you're going to have both of us at the same time, he said. Not side by side this time. You're going to ride Mark's cock while I take your ass.

Rachel went very still for a moment. Then the breath came out of her slowly. Yes, Master, I’ve always wanted to try it, she said. Her voice was unsteady.

Mark's fingers pressed more deliberately against her pussy — still outside, still stroking, but firmer now, his fingertips moving in slow circles against her clit through her wet lips — and Rachel's hips rolled forward onto his hand and she made a sound that was half breath and half something else entirely.

Mark looked at Daniel on the floor. He held his gaze. Your wife is absolutely soaking, he said. Has been since she woke up. He pressed his fingers deeper inside her and Rachel made a broken sound. Look at her. He shook his head slowly. How you ever thought you were enough for a woman like this I will never understand, mate. I genuinely will never understand it.

Daniel looked at the floor.

Tell him, Victor said to Rachel. His thumbs were still working her nipples, rolling them slowly.

Rachel looked at Daniel. Her voice was unsteady. I've been so wet since Mark was inside me last night, she said. Her eyes stayed on Daniel's face. Since I had a real man fucking me properly while you watched from your little cuck cage.

Victor stood and stripped his trousers off and sat back down, his cock thick and fully hard against his stomach. Mark did the same — his curved cock flushed and ready, already glistening at the tip. Rachel looked between them both with the open, unashamed wanting that had become her natural expression in this house, and Victor nodded at Mark.

Mark sat back against the sofa cushions and Rachel straddled him — facing him this time, her knees either side of his thighs — and reached between them and guided his cock to her entrance and sank down onto him slowly. His curved shaft filled her pussy tightly as she took him fully, her lips parting as she seated herself completely, his cock buried inside her wet heat. She braced her hands on his shoulders and breathed.

From the floor Daniel watched his wife mount his neighbour's cock on his sofa. Rachel's bare side body profile in view. Mark's hands went to her hips and he looked up at her face and bare sweaty tits with an expression that had nothing restrained in it.

Victor moved behind Rachel on the sofa. He ran both hands slowly down her spine and over her ass — her skin warm and already lightly damp with the heat of the room, her full round cheeks in his large hands as he gripped them and squeezed slowly, spreading them apart and looking at it with that flat focused attention he brought to everything. He ran his thumb slowly between her cheeks — pressing and circling. Rachel made a sharp sound and her back arched and her hips rocked forward onto Mark's cock in response, her tits squashed up against Mark’s face. Victor spread her open wider with both hands and took his time — his fingers working her slowly and thoroughly, preparing her with the patience of a man who intended to use what he was preparing properly. Rachel remained seated fully on Mark's cock throughout, her hips rocking forward and back in a rhythm she couldn't entirely control. She made a continuous low moan and Mark bit his lower lip as his hands gripped her thighs harder.

When Victor was satisfied he positioned himself behind her and pressed the thick head of his cock against her open ass and pushed forward slowly — inch by inch, working his way inside her tight hole whilst Mark's cock filled her pussy on the other side of the thin wall between them. Rachel's head dropped forward onto Mark's and she made a sound that was high and broken and entirely raw — the sound of a woman completely full, both men inside her at once, the fullness of it beyond anything she had experienced.

Oh god, she breathed into Mark's neck. Both of you — I can feel both of you so deep inside me.

Victor buried himself fully and held there. Mark looked at Daniel over Rachel's bare shoulder with that grin — the wide satisfied grin, the grin of a man whose Sunday had far exceeded any reasonable expectation — and held his gaze.

Victor's mouth was at Rachel's ear. Good girl, he said quietly. Now move your ass.

She moved. Slowly at first — her hips rolling forward onto Mark and pressing back onto Victor in a rhythm that built gradually, both men filling her from different angles simultaneously. Daniel could see everything — Rachel's soaking wet pussy stretched around Mark's curved cock, Victor's thick shaft disappearing in and out of her ass with every press of her hips, her arousal running freely down Mark's shaft and onto the sofa. Her breasts shook with every movement. Her face was completely undone — flushed, wet-lipped, eyes half closed and entirely elsewhere.

Both men began to move to meet her — Mark thrusting upward from below, Victor driving forward from behind, working in rhythm, alternating and overlapping, filling her in waves.

Victor reached around her and pressed his thumb flat against her clit and Rachel came instantly — a full body convulsion, her pussy clenching tight around Mark and her ass clenching equally tight around Victor simultaneously, her voice filling the living room in a long ragged cry. Her legs shook. Her hands lost their grip on Mark's shoulders. Both men held her and kept going and she came again before the first had finished, her body wracked with it.

Mark came first — his breathing ragged and his hands gripping Rachel's hips hard, driving up into her soaking wet pussy with short urgent strokes before burying himself to the hilt and coming with a low rough sound, his cock pulsing hard inside her. His cum flooded her pussy and immediately began running out around his shaft — thick and warm, dripping down over his balls and onto the sofa beneath them. Rachel made a broken sound and her hips pressed down onto him as he finished.

Victor felt Mark spending himself inside Rachel and drove into her ass with three final full-force strokes — deep and hard, his hands gripping her hips bruisingly tight — and came with that low controlled sound he always made, spending himself completely inside her. Rachel felt the heat of him flooding her ass and let out a long shaking breath. His cum ran immediately from her ass in thick trails, running down between her cheeks and over the already soaking mess of Mark's cum at her pussy, the two combining and running freely down over Mark's balls and dripping steadily onto the sofa.

Neither man moved for a long moment. Then Victor withdrew slowly — his thick shaft pulling free from Rachel's ass with an audible sound, more of his cum following him out and running down her inner thigh. Mark lifted her slightly and withdrew from her pussy and the full aftermath of his load dripped over Mark's softening cock and his balls.

Mark shifted out from beneath Rachel and settled back against the sofa. Victor settled beside them. Rachel lay slumped forward between them, her legs loose, entirely spent and barely moving. The sofa beneath her was wet with everything that had run out of her.

Daniel knelt on the floor and looked at his wife and said nothing and felt everything he always felt, the inseparable mixture of it.

Well clean her up, Victor said.

Daniel crawled to the sofa. Rachel was slumped forward onto Mark, her ass raised slightly in the air, the full load of both men visible — Victor's cum still running slowly from her ass and trailing down over the swollen wet lips of her pussy which was dripping with Mark's cum. Daniel positioned himself behind her on his knees and pressed his face gently between Rachel's warm sweaty ass cheeks and began with Victor's cum — running his tongue slowly up between her cheeks, lapping up the thick trails of it, pushing his tongue against her to draw out every drop, tasting his Master in the most specific and degrading way available to him. Rachel made a small exhausted sound above him and shifted her hips slightly, raising her ass fractionally higher to give him better access without being asked.

Daniel cleaned Victor's cum from her ass thoroughly — every trail, every drip, his tongue working slowly and completely — and then moved lower. Rachel's pussy was soaking, swollen and dripping with Mark's cum, the lips flushed and glistening, the cum running freely from her entrance and down her inner thighs. Daniel lowered his head further and began to clean her there — his tongue working through her wet folds, tasting Mark inside her, lapping up the thick overflow of it, Rachel's small sounds becoming slightly less exhausted as his tongue moved. He worked methodically and completely, swallowing everything, cleaning her from behind until both men's contributions had been accounted for and his tongue had covered every surface.

He sat back on his heels and awaited approval from his master.

Good doggie, Victor said. He looked at Mark. Another drink?

Mark looked at Daniel kneeling behind Rachel's raised ass and then at Victor. Yeah, he said. I think I need one.

Victor looked down at Daniel. Before that, he said. Come here. Both of us. Clean us up and thank us for looking after your wife.

Daniel crawled from behind Rachel to where Victor sat first. Victor's cock was spent and softening, wet with everything from Rachel's ass. Daniel took him into his mouth and cleaned him slowly and thoroughly — his tongue working along the shaft, tasting Rachel’s sweat and ass, working around the head and cleaning every trace until Victor’s cock was dry and clean.

Thank you, Master, Daniel said. For pleasuring my wife so well.

Victor looked at him steadily. Good. Now him.

Daniel shuffled on his knees to where Mark sat. He had arranged himself next to Rachel on the sofa. Mark leaned back slightly, spreading his thighs. Daniel lowered his head and started with Mark's balls — heavy and soaking, drenched in the combined aftermath of everything that had run out of Rachel's ass and pussy, Victor's cum and Mark's own mixed together and coating him thoroughly. Daniel ran his tongue slowly over them — lapping up the wet mess, the taste of both men and his wife all at once — and worked methodically until Mark's balls were spotless. Mark made a low sound above him and his hand rested loosely on the back of Daniel's head. Then Daniel moved up to Mark's shaft and took him into his mouth and sucked his cock clean, the taste of Rachel's pussy immediate on his tongue, warm and specific, He worked slowly and completely until Mark was clean.

Thank you, Mark, Daniel said. His voice was entirely level. For making my wife cum so hard.

Mark looked down at him for a moment. You're welcome, mate, he said. Any time. He meant it.

* * *

The afternoon passed slowly and warmly.

Rachel slept for an hour on the sofa, Victor's hand rubbing her outstretched legs. Mark watched football on his phone with the sound low and occasionally looked at Daniel on the floor with that half-satisfied expression, the look of a man reviewing an unexpectedly good weekend. Daniel made lunch — sandwiches, brought on the tray from his knees, served without being thanked. He tidied the kitchen. He sat on the floor.

At some point in the mid-afternoon Victor looked at Daniel with the assessing expression that meant something had been decided. He looked at Mark. He said: Bath time.

Mark put his phone down. All of us? he said.

The three of us, Victor said. He looked at Daniel. Run it.

Daniel went upstairs on his hands and knees and ran the freestanding bath in the main bathroom — the deep wide one, the one Daniel and Rachel had chosen together from a showroom three years ago because it was big enough for two, which now made it adequate for three men with some close arrangement. He knelt beside it and let it fill and the steam rose in the bathroom and through the open door he could hear Victor and Mark coming up the stairs, their voices low and easy.

They came in together. Victor stripped his shirt off and his trousers and stood in the bathroom. Mark did the same — broad-chested, slightly soft at the middle in the way that men who had been athletic at thirty were soft at forty-five, but confident with his body in the way that men who had always had women's attention were confident.

Daniel was still in the pale blue bra and panties.

Leave them on, Victor said. Get in.

Daniel climbed into the bath. The water was hot and the thin fabric of the underwear soaked through immediately, clinging to him, the bra cups transparent with water. Victor stepped in behind him — his large heavy body settling into the back of the tub, his legs on either side of Daniel's body, his thick semi-hard cock pressing against Daniel's lower back through the wet fabric. Mark got in facing them at the other end — his legs along the sides of the tub, leaning back against the curved end, his cock in eye sight with Daniel just above the waterline.

Steam filled the bathroom and the mirror above the sink was already fogged and the three of them sat in the large tub in close proximity — Mark facing Daniel, Victor behind him, all three of them contained in the heat and the water. Mark's cock was hardening already, rising above the waterline, flushed and curved. Behind Daniel, Victor was similarly hard, his cock pressing with more insistence against the small of Daniel's lower back.

Victor put his hand on Daniel's shoulder. Wash us, he said. Both of us. Start with Mark.

Daniel reached forward and took Mark's cock in both soapy hands and worked him slowly — his hands moving along the shaft, over the head, down to his balls, washing him with thorough unhurried attention. Mark leaned back against his end of the tub with his arms along the sides and watched Daniel work with that focused expression, his cock fully hard in Daniel's hands by the time Daniel had finished. Then Daniel reached behind him and took Victor in both hands whilst still looking at Mark — the thick heavy shaft requiring both hands, Victor making a low sound of satisfaction as Daniel's soapy palms moved along him.

Victor let Daniel finish and then put his mouth close to Daniel's ear. You've been good today, he said quietly. His cock was pressing hard against Daniel's lower back. I think you deserve some relief. He paused. Now get on all fours.

Daniel got onto his hands and knees in the bath, the hot water around him, steam thick in the air. Victor moved behind him on his knees, his thick cock pressing against the upper arch of Daniel’s ass. Mark shifted his position — leaning back against his end of the tub, sliding down slightly so that his cock rose higher above the waterline directly in front of Daniel's face, hard and accessible.

The three of them settled into position in the steaming bath — Daniel on all fours between both men, Mark in front, Victor behind — and Victor reached down to Daniel’s ass and pulled the wet panties to one side.

Daniel kept his eyes on Mark's face in front of him. Mark was watching with his cock fully hard, his hand loosely around the base of his shaft, his expression that focused interest Daniel had come to know over the weekend.

He reached forward and put his hand on the back of Daniel's head. Same as this morning, he said. You know the drill.

Daniel leaned forward through the steam and the heat and took the head of Mark's cock into his mouth, the lingering trace of everything from the that morning — and Mark's hand tightened in Daniel's hair and he exhaled long and slow.

Behind Daniel, Victor finished his preparation and positioned himself. Daniel felt the thick blunt head of Victor's cock pressing against his entrance in the hot bath water — then Victor pushed forward, slow and inexorable, feeding his fat cock inside Daniel inch by unhurried inch, the girth of him stretching Daniel open in the familiar way that Daniel had entirely stopped pretending was unfamiliar. Victor pushed deeper and deeper — Daniel could feel every inch of that progression, the fullness building and building — until Victor's heavy balls rested against him in the water and every inch of his thick cock was buried inside.

Victor’s rhythm hadn't started yet. He was simply sitting there fully buried in Daniel in the hot bath, entirely unhurried, letting Daniel feel the full reality of the situation.

Then he began to move.

Long slow strokes in the hot water, his large hands gripping Daniel's hips beneath the surface, his cock drawing back and driving forward with that characteristic measured force. The water moved around them with every thrust, gentle waves sloshing against the sides of the tub. The steam was thick. The bathroom was entirely quiet except for the water and the sounds coming from Daniel — the wet sounds of Mark's cock in his mouth, the broken sounds that came out of him each time Victor drove home behind him.

Daniel worked Mark's cock with the thoroughness that had been trained into him — his tongue pressing along the underside of that pronounced curve on every stroke, his lips tight around him, his saliva running freely down Mark's shaft and onto the surface of the water. Mark's grip in his hair was firm and possessive and he watched Daniel's face with the focused attention of a man enjoying something he had every intention of repeating.

Victor built his pace incrementally. Longer strokes, harder, his thick cock working in and out of Daniel with full deliberate force, his balls slapping softly against him with every stroke under the water. Daniel could feel every movement of him — the stretch and drag and fullness of it — and his body responded the way it always responded to Victor now, without permission and without apology. The pressure was building deep inside him, the same unavoidable sensation he had felt before, and his own cock was straining uselessly in the wet panties below the water.

Victor drove deeper and Daniel’s body tightened around Victor’s cock involuntarily — a full-body clench — and then Daniel came, entirely without any contact with his own cock, purely from the relentless pressure of Victor’s thick shaft driving against that deep internal point that his body had no defence against. The cum forced out from around the wet fabric of the panties and into the bathwater in helpless pulses — his body spending itself with nothing more than Victor inside him, no hand, no friction, nothing but the fullness and the force of being taken completely — and his throat tightened involuntarily around Mark’s cock as it happened and his whole body shook with it.

Mark came seconds later, his hand pressing firmly on the back of Daniel's head, his cock pulsing hard against Daniel's tongue — less volume than that morning but no less forceful, and Daniel swallowed what he could and felt the rest run down into the water around them.

Victor finished last — deliberately, at his own pace, giving nothing to urgency. He drove into Daniel with three final full-force strokes, his hands gripping hard, and came with that low controlled sound he always made, spending himself completely inside Daniel and holding there. The heat of the water and the heat of Victor inside him were indistinguishable. Daniel sat between both men in the steaming bath and felt Victor's cum oozing out of his ass as he pulled out and Mark’s hot cum drooling out of his mouth.

Victor stood and stepped out and wrapped himself in a towel with the ease of a man ending a meeting. Mark did the same, pushing himself up out of the water, his cock spent and soft, running a hand through his wet hair.

Daniel sat in the cooling bath in his soaked panties and waited.

Get out and dry yourself, Victor said from the doorway. Then downstairs. Dinner for three. He looked at Mark. You're staying right?.

Mark smiled. Yeah, he said. I am.

Yes, Master, Daniel said as he climbed out of the bath.


* * *

After dinner Mark helped himself to more wine and sat back in his chair and looked at Daniel clearing the table from his knees with the expression that had been on his face for most of the weekend — the satisfied, confirmed expression, the look of a man who had spent three years assuming something about his neighbour and had now had those assumptions exceeded in every possible direction.

Mark left at half past eight.

See you next weekend, he said. His tone made it clear this was not a question or an invitation. It was a statement of fact about the following Saturday.

Daniel said nothing.

Victor walked him to the door. Mark, wait, he said.

Mark stopped.

Next Saturday, Victor said. Bring an overnight bag. You're staying the full weekend.

Mark's grin spread across his face slowly. He nodded once. The front door closed.

The house was quiet. The ordinary quiet of a Sunday evening settling into its final hours. Rachel went upstairs. Daniel cleared the last of the glasses and wiped the counter and turned the kitchen light off and crawled to the stairs and went up them on his hands and knees and into the bedroom and climbed into the cage and pulled the door closed and bolted it from the inside.

Victor got into bed. Rachel was already beside him, her ass pressed firmly against his groin. The lamp on low. The room warm and dim and smelling of the day — of bodies and steam.

Daniel lay on his side in the cage and looked at them through the bars. Victor's arm around Rachel. His hand cupping her breasts firmly in the low light.

The lamp went off.

Nothing had changed.

Everything was about to.
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"Oреn widе" was thе lаѕt thing Cedric hеаrd before hе ореnеd his jаw as much аѕ hе соuld before it wаѕ рlungеd intо hiѕ now open сhаѕm. The penis ѕtrеtсhеd hiѕ mоuth wide аѕ hе ѕtrugglеd tо rеtаin it. It оnlу reached аbоut 3 inсhеѕ in before Cеdriс ѕtорреd. Rоwlаnd clearly wasn't impressed аnd grabbed Cеdriс'ѕ head to givе him a rough fасе fucking. Cеdriс ѕtаrtеd tо instinctively brеаthе through his nose аѕ hе worked hiѕ tоnguе аrоund its bulbоuѕ hеаd. "Thаt'ѕ it, but juѕt a liiiittlе dеереr." Rоwlаnd fоrсеd Cedric's hеаd back аnd forth оn his ѕеmi-еrесt сосk. Cedric соuld fееl аnd tаѕtе thе large сосk аnd its meat just as littlе bу little, hе wоrkеd hiѕ way dоwn thе реniѕ. Firѕt 3 inches, thеn 4, thеn 6. Cedric's tоnguе ѕwirlеd around thе сосk bobbing bасk and fоrth оn the big mеаt stick. Hе lооkеd uр at Rоwlаnd tо see him with hiѕ еуеѕ сlоѕеd in bliss. This еxсitеd Cеdriс аnd mаdе him move mоrе. Hе сuрреd аnd fondled Rowland's bаllѕ аnd squeezed еvеr ѕо lightly. "Ohhhh Mary." Rowland moaned. Cеdriс wаѕ a little taken aback but thе thought оf bеing саllеd Mаrу turned him оn. But juѕt a fеw mоmеntѕ later, I соuld feel hiѕ cock рulѕing and growing. Rоwlаnd grabbed Cedric's hеаd and pulled him оff.


Thank you again for purchasing this book, I hope you have enjoyed it!

AUTHOR NAME IS ALICIA CASTELLE.

Could I ask you a favor? If you did enjoy this book, could you leave me a review on Amazon?

If you search for my name and the title on Amazon you will find it. Thank you so much, it is very much appreciated!
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