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CHAPTER ONE

The idea had lived between them for nearly two years before either of them said it out loud.

It had started as a whisper — a sentence half-finished in the dark, a question disguised as a hypothetical, a fantasy that Rachel had offered up one night with her face turned away from Daniel, her voice quieter than usual, as though she needed distance from the words as she said them. He hadn't reacted badly. He hadn't reacted the way she'd feared. He'd gone quiet in the careful way he did when he was thinking rather than retreating, and then he'd said, tell me more about that.

So she had.

And then, slowly, over the months that followed, so had he.

What surprised them both was how natural it felt once they'd started talking about it — not shameful, not alarming, but honest. More honest, maybe, than a lot of conversations they'd had in eight years of marriage. They were in their thirties. They had a detached house in a quiet street in the suburbs. They had a joint mortgage, a shared Netflix account, and a sex life that was still good — genuinely good, they both agreed — but that had started, in certain moments, to feel like a room they knew too well. Every corner familiar. No surprises left.

The fantasy, when they finally articulated it fully, was specific.

Not just a threesome. Not just another man in the bed for a night. They'd talked around that for months and it hadn't quite lit the match. What Rachel wanted — what she admitted, haltingly, over a bottle of wine one Friday evening while Daniel sat across the kitchen table watching her face — was something with more weight to it. More structure. More surrender. She wanted to be taken. Not asked, not negotiated with. Taken. And she wanted Daniel to see it. She wanted him present, watching, unable to do anything about it, and she wanted — this was the part that made her voice go quiet again — she wanted to watch him accept it. Watch him be made smaller. Not because she didn't love him, she said. But because the dynamic of it, the power and the helplessness of it, made something pull tight inside her that she'd never quite been able to explain.

Daniel had listened to all of it without interrupting.

When she finished, he picked up his wine glass. Set it down again without drinking. And then he said: I've thought about it too.

She looked at him.

Not you being with someone else, he said. That part's not — it's not what it is for me. What I think about is the other thing. The loss of control. Being reduced. Being made to watch something I can't stop. Being humiliated, he said, and the word cost him something to say out loud. She could see it. But he said it anyway.

They sat with that for a while.

Then Rachel said: so we want the same thing.

He looked at her across the table. Yeah, he said. I think we do.


* * *

The research took three weeks.

They did it together mostly — sitting side by side on the sofa with a laptop between them, navigating forums and fetish sites with a mixture of fascination and nervous laughter, learning the vocabulary of a world they'd circled around for two years without ever properly entering. Cuckolding. Female-led relationships. Dominant men. The terminology was abundant and the community, they discovered, was larger than either of them had imagined. There were couples like them everywhere — ordinary, normal, mortgage-and-Netflix couples who'd found their way to this same edge and stepped over it.

That helped.

Rachel was the one who created the profile in the end. She sat at the kitchen table on a Tuesday evening while Daniel made dinner, and she built it with quiet concentration — a username, a brief description of what they were looking for, an outline of boundaries and intentions. She read it back to him before she posted it. He stirred the pasta and listened and told her it sounded right.

What they were looking for, the profile said, was a dominant man. Older preferred. Confident, experienced, someone who understood the dynamic they were after and didn't need it explained to him. They were not looking for games or negotiation. They were looking for someone who would take control and mean it. The husband, the profile noted, would be present throughout. That was part of it. That was non-negotiable.

The messages started coming within forty-eight hours.

Most of them were wrong immediately — too eager, too crude in the wrong ways, too focused on Rachel alone as though Daniel's presence was an obstacle rather than a central element of what they were after. Rachel screened them without sentiment, replying to none, archiving them in a folder she didn't look at twice.

And then, on the fourth day, a message arrived from a profile with no photograph and three words as a username: V.M.Controls.

The message said: I read your profile twice. You've described what you want clearly and without apology. That's rarer than you'd think. I'm not going to tell you what you want to hear. I'm going to tell you what I am and you can decide if it fits.

Rachel read it standing up. Then she sat down and read it again.

She called Daniel in from the other room.


* * *

His name was Victor.

He was fifty-six. He lived forty minutes away. He had been doing this — not playing at it, not dabbling in it as a novelty, but living it as a genuine way of being — for nearly fifteen years. The women he'd been with understood what they were entering into. The men who'd been present during those arrangements had understood it too. He didn't use the word lifestyle because he found it reductive. He used the word arrangement. An arrangement was honest. An arrangement had structure. An arrangement meant everyone knew their place.

He wrote well. That was the first thing Daniel noticed — the precise, unhurried quality of his sentences, as though he chose each word from a considered shortlist rather than reaching for the nearest one. There was nothing boastful in what he wrote. He didn't list his conquests or describe his body or make promises about what he would do. He described himself and his expectations with a flatness that was more intimidating than any bravado would have been.

Over the course of that first evening, they exchanged six messages.

By the end of the sixth, Daniel was sitting very still.

Rachel was not.

She was leaning forward slightly, one knee pulled up onto the sofa cushion, her wine forgotten at her elbow, and Daniel could see in her face something he recognised — the particular brightness that meant she was interested, genuinely interested, in a way that went beyond curiosity and into desire. He knew that look. He'd been the cause of it, years ago, more often than he was now.

Watching her wear it for someone else's words did something complicated to him.

He didn't try to name it. He let it sit.

Victor's final message that evening was brief. He wrote: I'd like to meet you both. Dinner at your home. I'll let you know which evening suits me and we can discuss whether to proceed from there. I don't audition. If we meet and the fit isn't right I'll tell you directly and we'll part without drama. If it is right, things will move quickly. That's how I work. Think about whether that suits you and let me know tomorrow.

He didn't ask if they were comfortable with that.

He didn't sign off warmly.

He just stopped writing.

Rachel closed the laptop and looked at Daniel. What do you think? she said.

Daniel realised he'd been holding his breath slightly. He let it out. He's real, he said. That's what I think. He's actually real.

She nodded slowly. Yeah, she said. That's what I think too.

* * *

They agreed the following day, and Victor replied within the hour.

Saturday, he wrote. Seven o'clock. Cook something simple, nothing that requires fussing over. I'll bring wine.

Not: does Saturday work for you. Not: would seven be okay. Saturday. Seven o'clock.

Rachel showed Daniel the message and he read it twice and then put his phone face-down on the counter and said: right.

The week between agreeing and Saturday was the strangest week Daniel could remember in years. The anticipation of it — the knowledge that something was coming, something irreversible, something they'd invited in themselves — settled into his body like a low continuous hum. He found himself distracted at work, his thoughts sliding sideways in meetings, returning always to the same images: Victor's profile, the flat authority of his messages, Rachel's face lit up with that brightness, the Saturday evening they were walking towards with open eyes.

He and Rachel talked about it every evening. Not anxiously — there was no panic in it, no second thoughts articulated — but carefully, the way you might talk about a journey you were about to take to somewhere neither of you had been, turning over the details, checking the map.

Are you sure? he asked her on Wednesday night, lying in the dark.

She turned towards him. Are you? she said.

He thought about it honestly. Yeah, he said. I am. I just want to make sure you are.

She was quiet for a moment. What I feel, she said, is like standing at the top of something very high. Not scared exactly. More like — aware. Aware of what I'm about to do.

He understood that.

They made love that Wednesday night with a tenderness and an urgency that was different from their usual rhythm — something heightened by the proximity of what was coming, both of them knowing without saying it that this particular dynamic, the two of them as equals, was running out of days. He moved slowly, attentively, and she held onto him with both hands and made sounds he hadn't heard from her in months, and afterwards they lay tangled together in the dark and neither of them spoke for a long time.

He stroked her hair. She pressed her face against his shoulder.

It felt, he thought, like a farewell. Not a sad one. But a farewell nonetheless.

* * *

Friday night, the evening before Victor was due to arrive, neither of them slept particularly well.

Daniel was awake by five, lying on his back staring at the ceiling while Rachel breathed steadily beside him, finally asleep after what had clearly been a restless few hours of her own. He lay there and let his mind do what it had been doing all week — circling, returning, circling again.

What exactly was he afraid of? He tried to look at it directly.

Not Rachel's safety. They'd been careful, diligent — they'd talked to Victor at length, established clear parameters, agreed on a word that would end everything immediately if either of them needed it to. The practical layers of protection were in place.

Not his own feelings for Rachel. Those hadn't shifted. If anything the week had drawn them closer together in a strange way, made their conversations more honest, their evenings more deliberate. The closeness between them felt more present, not less.

What he was afraid of, he decided in the grey early morning, was himself. What he might feel. What he might discover about what he wanted. The fantasy, when it lived in the abstract, was controllable — a story in his head, something he could direct and pause and revise. What was coming tomorrow was not abstract. What was coming tomorrow was a man walking through their front door and making himself at home, and Daniel had agreed to it, and a part of him — the part that made him lie awake at five in the morning with his heart beating slightly too fast — wanted it with an intensity that still surprised him.

He got up. Made coffee. Stood in the kitchen in the quiet house and drank it slowly in the dark.

By the time Rachel padded downstairs at seven, he'd made a second cup and had it waiting for her.

She took it without a word and stood beside him at the kitchen counter and they looked out at the garden together in the early morning light.

Tomorrow, she said.

Tonight, he said. It's Saturday already.

She looked at him. He looked back at her.

Okay, she said. Tonight.

* * *

He spent Saturday trying to be normal.

He went for a run in the morning, showered, read the news on his phone without absorbing any of it, went to the supermarket and bought the ingredients for the pasta dish he'd decided on — nothing complicated, nothing that required attention, something he could make on autopilot. He cleaned the kitchen when he got back. Then the living room, though it didn't need it. Then the bathroom. Rachel caught him wiping down the bathroom mirror with a cloth and raised an eyebrow at him.

He's not coming to inspect the grout, she said.

I know, Daniel said. I just need something to do.

She took the cloth gently from his hand and set it on the side of the sink. Go and sit down, she said. I'll sort dinner. You pour yourself a drink and just — stop moving for five minutes.

He did. He sat in the living room with a glass of red wine and made himself stay still, and after a while the movement of his thoughts slowed slightly, became less frantic. The winter light outside was fading now, the sky going orange over the rooftops, and the house around him was warm and quiet and familiar. Their house. Their life. Their decision.

He heard Rachel moving in the kitchen, the gentle sounds of preparation — a pan, running water, music from her phone at low volume. Normal sounds. Saturday sounds.

Everything was about to change, and nothing had changed yet.

He sat with the wine and watched the sky go dark.

* * *

Rachel was ready by half past six. Daniel came downstairs to find her in the kitchen tending to the sauce, wearing a fitted dark red dress that he knew she'd bought earlier in the week — not new-occasion formal, but deliberate, intentional, chosen with care. Her hair was down. She was wearing the perfume she kept for evenings that mattered.

She looked, he thought, extraordinary.

She turned and saw his face and smiled at him — a small, complicated smile, warm and self-aware. Too much? she said.

No, he said. Not at all. You look beautiful.

She held his gaze for a moment. So do you, she said. Go and change. Wear the grey shirt.

He changed into the grey shirt.

At seven o'clock precisely, the doorbell rang.

Daniel was in the hallway when it did. He went still for exactly two seconds. Felt his heart do something sudden in his chest. Then he walked to the door and opened it.

The man standing on their doorstep was not what Daniel had pictured, and was simultaneously exactly what he'd pictured.

Victor was large. Not just tall — though he was that, well over six feet — but broad and solid, a heaviness about him that was not fat but was not lean either, a body that had lived in itself for a long time and was completely at ease with its own dimensions. He was fifty-six and looked it without apology — grey at the temples, lines in his face, a jaw that had probably been sharp twenty years ago and was now heavier, more settled. He was wearing dark trousers and a plain white shirt, open at the collar, and he was holding a bottle of red wine loosely at his side the way a person holds something they intend to give away.

He looked at Daniel with dark, steady eyes. Not appraising, exactly. More like — measuring. Taking in the dimensions of something.

Daniel, he said. His voice was low, unhurried.

Yes, said Daniel. Victor?

Victor stepped across the threshold without being invited in.

He looked around the hallway briefly — not with the curiosity of a guest, but with the attention of a man who was establishing the layout of a space. He looked back at Daniel. You've got a good house, he said.

It sounded less like a compliment than an observation.

Thank you, Daniel said. Come through.

He led Victor into the kitchen where Rachel was standing by the counter. He watched Victor's eyes move to her and watched the deliberate, unhurried way they took her in — not the quick glance of politeness, but a long, open, unembarrassed look, the look of someone who had already decided he was entitled to it. Rachel met his gaze steadily. A faint colour came into her face.

Victor held out the wine. For the house, he said.

Rachel took it. Thank you, she said. I'm Rachel.

I know who you are, said Victor. He looked around the kitchen, then at the table set for three. Sit down, he said to neither of them in particular, or perhaps both. Let's eat. We can talk.

Daniel glanced at Rachel. She was watching Victor move to the table and pull out a chair — not the chair that had been set as the obvious head place, but the one at the head of the table, Daniel's usual seat — and sit down in it with the unhurried ease of a man who sat at the head of tables as a matter of course.

It was a small thing.

Daniel noted it carefully. Set it down somewhere in the back of his mind. Said nothing.

He served the food.

The dinner was not what Daniel expected either.

He'd prepared himself for some version of a negotiation — a laying out of terms, a careful navigation of what each of them wanted and what they were prepared to offer. Instead, Victor ate well and spoke with the ease of a man who found most conversations straightforward, and what he said was not about logistics but about them. He asked Rachel about her work — she was a graphic designer, freelance for the last three years — and listened to her answer with genuine interest, asking follow-up questions that made her lean slightly forward in her chair. He asked Daniel about his job, how long he'd been at the firm, whether he liked it.

Daniel answered. He felt, he noticed, slightly out of his depth — not because of anything Victor said but because of the quality of attention Victor brought to the room. The way he occupied the space at the head of their table. The way Rachel was already, already, orienting slightly towards him, the way a plant turns towards a light source without deciding to.

At one point, Victor reached across and refilled Rachel's wine glass without asking.

She let him.

Daniel's glass sat half-full. Victor didn't refill it. Whether this was deliberate or simply unremarkable to him, Daniel couldn't tell. He reached across and refilled it himself.

There was a silence. Victor looked at him.

You're quieter than I expected, Victor said.

Daniel met his eyes. I'm listening, he said.

Victor considered him for a moment. That's a good instinct, he said. Then he picked up his fork and resumed eating, and the moment passed, but Daniel sat with it for the rest of the meal, turning it over. That's a good instinct. Not a compliment. More like an assessment.

After the plates were cleared and the second bottle was open, Victor leaned back in his chair and looked between them both.

Tell me why you want this, he said. Not from the profile. From the two of you. Tell me what it actually is.

Silence.

Then Rachel spoke. She said it more plainly than Daniel expected — not haltingly, not nervously, but clearly, looking at Victor across the table. She described what she wanted. The dominance. The taking. The control exercised openly and without apology. She described wanting Daniel present — wanting him to see it, to witness it, to be made to understand his new position.

She wasn't performing it for Victor. She was telling the truth.

Victor listened without reacting. When she finished, he looked at Daniel.

And you, he said.

Daniel was quiet for a moment. Then he said: everything she just said. The same but from my side. I want to be — taken out of the equation. Reduced. I want to watch her with someone I can't compete with and I want — he stopped. Continued. I want to know what it feels like to have no say.

Victor was watching him. To have no say in your own home, he said.

Yes, said Daniel.

Victor nodded slowly. He didn't say anything immediately. He turned his wine glass in his fingers, and Daniel had the distinct impression that the room had shifted somehow — that something had just been established that hadn't been established before.

Then Victor said: if we do this, it won't be part-time. It won't be a game you play at weekends and put away in a drawer on Monday morning. I don't operate that way. If I come into your house, I'm in your house. Do you understand what I mean by that?

Rachel and Daniel looked at each other.

I think so, Rachel said.

I want you to be certain, Victor said. Not I think so. Certain.

A pause.

Yes, Rachel said. We understand.

Victor looked at Daniel.

Yes, said Daniel.

Good, said Victor. He placed his wine glass on the table. I'll come back next Saturday. We'll start then.

He said it as though the decision had already been made — not as a question, not as a proposal, but as a statement of what was going to happen. And sitting at their kitchen table in his grey shirt, Daniel felt the first clear, unmistakable pulse of something that he had spent two years trying to put a name to.

It was not fear.

It was not reluctance.

It was need.

Raw, specific, undeniable need.

He picked up his wine glass and drank.

* * *

Victor left at eleven.

He stood at the front door and put on his coat and looked at Rachel for a long, quiet moment. She held his gaze. He lifted one hand and touched her jaw — just his fingertips, just for two seconds, tilting her face up slightly. She didn't move away.

Saturday, he said.

Saturday, she said.

He looked at Daniel then. Keep her happy this week, he said. It's the last week that's your job.

He opened the door and walked out into the dark street, and Daniel closed the door behind him, and they stood in the hallway listening to the sound of his car starting and pulling away down the road.

Rachel turned to look at Daniel. Her face was flushed. Her eyes were bright.

Daniel, she said.

He looked back at her.

She laughed — a short, slightly astonished laugh — and covered her mouth with one hand. Oh my god, she said. He's real.

Yeah, said Daniel. He's real.

She crossed the hallway and wrapped both arms around him and pressed her face against his neck, and he held her, and the house was quiet around them and smelled of dinner and wine and perfume and the faint trace of someone else's presence.

One week, she said against his shoulder.

One week, he said.

In the kitchen, the wine bottle sat half-empty on their table — Victor's wine, the bottle he'd brought and set down on the counter with the easy confidence of a man who was already beginning, quietly and without announcement, to make himself at home.

Daniel looked at it through the kitchen doorway.

He thought about next Saturday.

He thought about what Victor had said — it's the last week that's your job — and the casual certainty with which he'd said it, as though the shift in ownership had already occurred and he was simply being polite enough to give it a seven-day notice period.

He held his wife and felt her warmth against him and looked at the bottle on the table and thought: this is the last ordinary night.

Whatever comes next week, it will not be ordinary.

Whatever comes next week, we asked for it.

Whatever comes next week — and his pulse quickened with the thought of it, his body already answering the question his mind was still forming — he was ready.

He was, finally, ready.


CHAPTER TWO

The week passed the way weeks do when something enormous is waiting at the end of them — too slowly and too quickly at the same time, each day both dragging and vanishing, the hours between work and bed feeling simultaneously endless and inadequate.

Daniel and Rachel barely spoke about Saturday directly. They spoke around it — asking each other how they were feeling, checking in with looks across the kitchen table, touching each other more than usual, a hand on a shoulder, fingers brushing in passing. As though they were both quietly making an inventory of what they had before the ledger changed.

On Thursday evening, Rachel received a message from Victor.

She showed it to Daniel without comment. It said: Saturday. Seven. I'll eat whatever you cook. Make sure you're both dressed properly. By which I mean Rachel should be wearing something that reminds you both why I'm coming.

Daniel read it twice. Put the phone down on the coffee table. Picked it back up and read it again.

She's going to wear the black dress, Rachel said, as though this had already been decided.

He looked at her. The one with the—

Yes, she said. That one.

He nodded. The back of his neck was warm.

And you? she said. He's going to expect you to be — she paused, finding the word — presentable. But not like an equal. More like a host who knows his place.

Daniel looked at her for a moment. She said it matter-of-factly, not cruelly. But the words sat in the air between them with a weight he felt in his chest.

I know, he said.

She reached over and touched his hand briefly. It's still us, she said. Underneath all of it. It's still us.

He turned his hand over and held hers for a moment. Yeah, he said. I know that too.

* * *

Saturday arrived the way Saturdays always do — indifferently, without ceremony, the morning light coming through the curtains the same as any other weekend. Daniel was up first. He showered, dressed in plain clothes for the day, and stood in the kitchen making coffee and watching the back garden in the grey morning light and trying to locate a feeling he could actually name.

What he found was a cluster of things that wouldn't separate cleanly from each other. Nervousness. Anticipation. A low, persistent heat that he'd been carrying in his body all week and that intensified now that the day was actually here. And underneath all of it — something that might have been relief. The waiting was almost over.

Rachel was calm in a way that surprised him. She moved through the day with a quiet focus — made breakfast, ran a bath, spent an hour in the afternoon on her hair and face with the bathroom door partly closed and music playing softly. She wasn't anxious. She was preparing. There was a difference, Daniel thought, watching her from the hallway — a distinct and significant difference between a person who was nervous and a person who was getting ready for something they wanted.

Rachel was getting ready for something she wanted.

He cooked. A proper meal — lamb, roasted vegetables, good bread — and the kitchen filled with warm smells and he moved through the preparation on autopilot, his hands busy while his mind did its circling. The table was set. The wine was open. The house was clean and warm and lit in the soft way that made it look like a home rather than a house.

At six-thirty, Rachel appeared in the kitchen doorway.

The black dress was exactly what he'd known it would be — fitted, low-cut at the back, ending above the knee. She was wearing heels. Her hair was down. She had more make-up on than usual, a darkness around her eyes that made them look different, larger, more intent. She looked like herself and not like herself at the same time. She looked like a woman who had decided something.

He stopped what he was doing and looked at her.

She met his eyes steadily. Well? she said.

He swallowed. You look incredible, he said.

Good, she said. That's the point.

She moved past him to check on something on the hob, and he stood in the kitchen and watched her and felt the week's accumulated tension arrive all at once, compressing itself into the next thirty minutes, the doorbell that had not yet rung, the evening that had not yet started.

At seven o'clock precisely, it rang.

Victor was wearing a dark jacket over a plain shirt, no tie, carrying a bottle of whisky this time instead of wine. He looked at Daniel when the door opened and nodded once — not a greeting exactly, more an acknowledgement — and stepped inside.

He smelled of something clean and faintly woody. He moved through their hallway with the same ease he'd moved through it the week before, as though the geography was already familiar to him, already belonging to him in some unspoken way. His gaze moved past Daniel to Rachel, who had come to stand in the kitchen doorway.

The look he gave her was long and undisguised. He took her in from the heels up, slowly, without apology, without any performance of politeness about it. His expression did not change exactly, but something in it settled — something that said: yes, this is what I expected, this is satisfactory.

Rachel held his gaze. A faint colour came into her cheeks.

You look exactly right, Victor said. His voice was the same — low, unhurried, not raised for effect. He crossed the hallway and stood in front of her and reached out and touched her cheek with the back of his fingers, a brief, proprietary touch. She didn't move away. She tilted her face almost imperceptibly towards the touch.

Victor glanced back at Daniel over his shoulder. Dinner smells good. Pour me a drink while Rachel shows me the living room.

It was not a request.

Daniel went to pour the drink.

* * *

Dinner had been underway for perhaps twenty minutes — the food good, the wine moving around the table, Victor asking questions with the ease of a man who found most conversations straightforward — when he set his fork down with a precise, deliberate movement and looked between the two of them.

The shift in the room was immediate. Not dramatic. But present — the way the air changes before rain, a drop in pressure that the body registers before the mind does.

Before we go any further this evening, Victor said, there is something that needs to be established. His voice was exactly the same volume it had been throughout dinner. That was, Daniel was beginning to understand, one of his particular qualities — he never raised his voice to indicate that something mattered more. Everything he said was delivered at the same steady low register, which meant the weight of a thing had to be carried by the words themselves rather than any theatrical amplification of them.

He looked at Rachel first. Then at Daniel. Then at them both.

From tonight, in this house, you will both address me as Master. Not Victor. Not sir. Not any variation. Master. Every time you speak to me, without exception, and without needing to be reminded. He let that settle for a moment. This is not optional and it is not a courtesy. It is a condition of this arrangement. Do you both understand?

A silence. Short but complete.

Then Rachel said: Yes, Master. Quietly. Without hesitation. The word came from her with the ease of someone who had been waiting for permission to say it.

Victor looked at Daniel.

Daniel was aware of his own heartbeat. He met Victor's eyes. Yes, Master, he said. The word sat differently in his mouth than it did in Rachel's — heavier, more loaded, carrying the weight of everything it meant. He said it anyway. He said it clearly.

Victor nodded once. Good. Now — he picked his fork back up — I want to be clear about something else. He ate a mouthful of food with the ease of a man entirely comfortable in the silence he had just created, and then he set his fork down again and looked specifically at Daniel.

I do not have rules without consequences, he said. That is important for you to understand. A rule without a consequence is not a rule — it is a suggestion, and I do not make suggestions. If either of you forgets my title, there will be a punishment. Not a warning. Not a discussion. A punishment, administered immediately, so that the correction is connected directly to the mistake. Is that clear?

Yes, Master, Rachel said.

Yes, Master, Daniel said.

Victor looked at Daniel with a directness that left no room for looking away. For Rachel, punishments will be of my choosing and physical in nature. He glanced at Rachel briefly before returning his gaze to Daniel. For you, the punishment for forgetting my title will be this. He folded his hands on the table. You will get down on your hands and knees. You will crawl to whatever bathroom I have most recently used. You will clean the toilet seat with your tongue — thoroughly, every surface — and when you have finished you will crawl back to wherever Rachel and I are. You will kneel. And you will inform me that the toilet has been cleaned. He held Daniel's gaze steadily. If I judge the cleaning to have been inadequate, you will go back and do it again. You will do this each time you forget, without complaint and without discussion.

The kitchen was very quiet.

Rachel was looking at her plate. The colour at her throat had deepened.

So, Victor said, his tone returning to the easy register of before, I suggest you practice the word until it is as natural as breathing. He picked his fork up again. Now. The lamb is excellent. Let's continue.

And just like that, the evening resumed.

Daniel picked up his fork. Yes, Master, he said quietly, practicing exactly as instructed.

Victor did not acknowledge it. But the corner of his mouth moved, very slightly.

* * *

The meal continued. Victor commanded the table with his presence rather than his volume, the conversation flowing wherever he steered it. Partway through the second course he reached across and refilled Rachel's wine glass.

After the plates were cleared Victor leaned back in his chair and looked at Rachel.

Come here, he said.

Rachel stood and moved around the table to where Victor sat. He pushed his chair back and took her by the hips and looked up at her from where he sat. She was still taller than him at this angle in her heels but the geometry of it felt the opposite — she seemed smaller somehow, standing between his large hands, and he seemed to fill more of the room than before.

You've been thinking about tonight all week, he said.

Yes, Master, Rachel said.

Tell me.

About you arriving, she said. About what you would do.

He slid his hands slowly from her hips down over the curve of her ass and gripped her there, both hands, firmly, and she drew a sharp breath.

Victor looked at Daniel. You can watch. That is exactly what you are here for. You stay in that chair. You do not touch yourself. You do not speak unless I address you. And when you do speak — he held Daniel's eyes — you will remember what we discussed at dinner.

Yes, Master, Daniel said.

Victor reached up and unzipped Rachel's dress at the back with slow, deliberate hands, watching Daniel over her shoulder as he did it — maintaining that steady eye contact while he peeled the dress from her shoulders and let it fall to the kitchen floor. She was wearing a small black lace thong beneath it and a matching bra, and she made no move to cover herself.

He reached behind her and unclasped her bra with single-handed efficiency. It fell away and her breasts were bare — full and round in the warm kitchen light, her nipples already stiffening in the air of the room. Victor cupped them in both large hands and squeezed slowly, thoroughly, his thumbs moving over her nipples, and she arched forward into his hands and let out a slow breath.

Beautiful tits, he said, with the flat appreciation of a man reading aloud a fact he found particularly satisfying. He rolled her nipples between his thumbs and forefingers and she made a small broken sound.

Then he hooked his fingers into the waistband of her thong and pulled it slowly down her thighs, down to her ankles, and she stepped out of it, and her bare pussy was right there in the warm kitchen light — smooth and already visibly wet, glistening between her thighs, her lips swollen and flushed with wanting. Victor looked at her there with open, unhurried appreciation. He ran two fingers slowly along her — not inside, just along the length of her — and she shuddered and gripped the back of his chair.

Soaking, Victor said. He looked at Daniel. Look at your wife's pussy. She's been wet for hours waiting for tonight.

Daniel looked. He could not have looked away.

Living room, Victor said. Both of you.

* * *

The living room was warm and low-lit. Victor settled onto their sofa and drew Rachel down into his lap facing him, a knee on either side of his thighs, and put both hands on her face and kissed her — deep and unhurried and entirely certain, one hand gripping lightly in her hair. Rachel made a sound against his mouth and gripped his shoulders and kissed him back with an openness that hit Daniel somewhere below the ribs.

He was in the armchair. He did not move. He did not look away.

Victor broke the kiss and looked at her face. You're going to be very good, he said.

I want to be, Master, she said.

He took her breasts in his hands again, squeezing and kneading them, bending his head to take one nipple into his mouth. He sucked hard and she gasped and pressed herself against him, her hips grinding down against his lap. With one hand still on her breast he slid the other between her thighs and pushed two thick fingers inside her without preamble and she cried out — a full, raw, open cry — and her back arched and her head tipped back.

God, she breathed. Master—

Victor worked his fingers inside her slowly, curling them, his thumb finding her clit and pressing in slow circles, and she rode his hand with her hips, her wet pussy gripping his fingers, her thighs shaking. He watched her face as he did it with the focused attention of a man learning an instrument — noting every sound, every movement, cataloguing what worked and filing it for use.

He indicated the rug in front of the sofa with a tilt of his head. Closer, he said to Daniel. On the floor.

Daniel got up from the armchair and sat down on the rug directly in front of the sofa. Three feet from his wife and this man. Close enough to see every detail — his fingers moving in and out of her glistening wet pussy, her thighs slick with it, the wet sounds she was making that filled the warm quiet room.

Look at your wife, Victor said to Daniel, not pausing the movement of his fingers. Look how wet her pussy is. This is what she needed. He looked at Daniel steadily. And you couldn't give it to her.

Daniel said nothing.

Victor looked at him. Acknowledge it, he said.

You're right, Master, Daniel said.

Victor held his gaze for a moment. Then he withdrew his fingers from Rachel slowly and held them up — glistening and soaked with her — and looked at them with satisfaction. Then he looked back at Rachel. On your knees, he said. Show your husband what a good wife does.

Rachel slid from his lap and down onto her knees on the rug directly in front of Daniel — so close he could have reached forward and touched her hair. She reached for Victor's belt with steady hands and worked it open, then the button and the zip, and reached inside and pulled him free.

Victor's cock was thick and heavy and fully hard — considerably thicker than Daniel's own, and longer, the head dark and swollen. A bead of pre-cum glistened at the tip. Rachel looked at it for a moment with an expression of entirely unconcealed hunger. She wrapped both hands around his shaft — her fingers barely meeting around his girth — and stroked him slowly from base to tip once, twice, feeling the full weight and size of him. Then she looked up at Victor's face and lowered her head and took him into her mouth.

She opened wide to accommodate his thickness and took him deep on the first stroke, her lips stretching around him, and the sound she made was a low, wet, greedy moan that vibrated through the room. She worked him with her lips and tongue and both hands — one at the base of his shaft, one cradling his balls — taking him deeper with each stroke, saliva running freely, making no attempt at neatness or restraint. She sucked him the way a woman sucks a cock she has been thinking about for a week — thoroughly, hungrily, with her whole body in it, her ass moving as she worked, her soaking wet pussy on full display between her thighs as she knelt on the rug.

Victor watched her with one large hand resting on the back of her head — not guiding, not forcing, simply resting there with the casual ownership of a man marking what belongs to him. His eyes moved to Daniel.

She's good, isn't she, he said. Conversationally.

Yes, Master, Daniel said. His voice came out rough.

Better than she's ever been for you, I'd imagine, said Victor.

Yes, Master, Daniel said. The truth of it landed as a specific, clean pain.

Victor let his hand apply the faintest additional pressure to the back of Rachel's head and she took him to the back of her throat and held him there for a moment, her throat working, before pulling back with a long wet gasp and immediately taking him deep again. Strings of saliva connected her lips to his cock as she worked. Her eyes were half-closed and dark with wanting.

Good girl, Victor said to her. His eyes stayed on Daniel. Watch every second of this, he said. This is your education.

* * *

Victor had Rachel for the first time that night over the arm of the sofa.

He pulled her up from her knees by the hips and positioned her exactly where he wanted her — bent forward over the arm of the sofa, her hands flat on the seat cushions, her bare ass in the air facing him. She was still in her heels. Her pussy was soaking wet, the lips swollen and parted, glistening openly in the warm light of the room, her inner thighs slick with arousal. He stood behind her and looked at her laid out for him for a long moment, running both large hands slowly over the curves of her ass — squeezing, spreading, taking his time — and she pushed back against his hands and made a small impatient sound.

He looked at Daniel on the rug. Eyes on her face, he said. I want you watching her when I go inside her.

Yes, Master.

Victor took his cock in one hand and ran the thick head slowly along Rachel's wet slit — up and down, coating himself in her, pressing against her clit so that she gasped and her hips jerked — and then he notched himself at her entrance and got down on one knee behind her, settling his weight, gripping her hips with both hands. He looked at Daniel one more time to confirm he was watching. Then he pushed inside her.

He went in slowly — not tentatively, but with deliberate, measured force, feeding his thick cock into her inch by inch, stretching her wider than she'd been stretched before, and Rachel's mouth dropped open and she made a long, broken, helpless sound that rose in pitch as he went deeper. He didn't stop until he was buried in her to the hilt, his hips flush against her ass, every inch of him inside her, and he held himself there and let her feel the full size of him filling her.

Fuck, Rachel breathed into the sofa cushion. Her hands were white-knuckled on the upholstery. Master—

Victor drew back slowly until just the head of his cock remained inside her, and Daniel could see from where he sat the way her pussy gripped him, slick and stretched around him, not wanting to let him go. Then Victor drove back in — deeper, harder — and Rachel cried out and the sofa shifted under the force of it.

He built a rhythm from there — long, powerful strokes, drawing back and slamming home, the wet slap of his hips against her ass filling the room along with Rachel's voice, which had lost all its restraint. She was loud and getting louder, pushing back to meet every thrust, her whole body shaking with the force of what he was doing to her. Victor fucked her with the thorough, focused attention he brought to everything — reading her sounds, her body, every clench of her around him — and he used the information with precision, adjusting his angle until she keened and her thighs trembled, finding the exact stroke that made her lose the ability to form words.

At one point she turned her head to the side and her eyes found Daniel — still on the rug, still exactly where Victor had told him to stay — and for a moment they looked at each other across the room. His wife's face was completely undone. Flushed, wet-lipped, her mascara beginning to run, her mouth open, her body being rocked forward with every stroke of Victor's cock inside her. She held his gaze for two seconds and then Victor drove into her harder and her eyes rolled back and she cried out.

Daniel sat on the floor and watched.

Victor reached beneath her and pressed two fingers against her clit without breaking his rhythm and Rachel came apart — a long, shaking, vocal orgasm, her pussy clenching hard around him, her whole body shuddering. She cried out Master into the cushion and he said good girl and kept going, drawing it out, making it last until she was whimpering and oversensitive and still he did not stop.

He made her come a second time before he took his own. When he finally came he drove into her to the hilt and stayed there, his jaw tight, his hands gripping her hips with bruising force, spending himself fully inside her. Rachel's legs were shaking. The sofa cushions were damp with her arousal.

Victor straightened up slowly. He looked down at Rachel — still bent over the arm of the sofa, catching her breath, his cum beginning to run out of her and down the inside of her thigh. He looked at her with that settled, proprietary expression. Good girl, he said again, quietly. Then he looked at Daniel.

Get her a glass of water, he said. Then come back here.

Daniel stood on legs that felt strange beneath him. Yes, Master, he said, and went to the kitchen.

* * *

When he returned Rachel was wrapped in the throw from the sofa, curled in the corner of it, heavy-eyed and warm and deeply settled in her own body. She took the water and drank half of it without speaking.

Victor was dressed, jacket back on, standing in the centre of the room with the easy manner of a man who had done exactly what he intended this evening. He looked at Daniel when he came back in.

Sit down, he said.

Daniel sat.

Victor looked between them both. There's something that needs addressing, he said, before tonight is finished. He looked at Daniel specifically.

You used my name twice this evening. Once in the kitchen when you handed me my drink, and once during — he glanced at Rachel and back — during the main event. Both times you said Victor.

Daniel ran through the evening in his mind and felt, with cold clarity, that Victor was right. Both times the name had come out automatically, the habit of a week overriding the instruction of a dinner table.

Yes, Master, Daniel said. I'm sorry.

Victor shook his head once. You don't apologise, he said. You correct. An apology is just words. A correction is an action. He nodded towards the door and the hallway and the stairs beyond it. Go upstairs, he said. The bathroom. You know what to do. Clean the toilet seat. Thoroughly, with your tongue — every surface. When you are done you will come back down here on your hands and knees, you will kneel in front of me, and you will report that the toilet has been cleaned. And because you forgot twice, you will do this twice. He met Daniel's eyes steadily. Begin now.

The room was quiet.

Rachel was watching Daniel from the sofa with an expression he couldn't fully read — not cruel, not sympathetic. Watching. Attentive. And in it, something very small and very new, something that had not quite been there at the beginning of the evening. He catalogued it and set it aside.

He stood. Yes, Master, he said.

He walked to the door of the living room. He stopped.

Victor's voice, level and calm: on your hands and knees. From here. Not from the stairs.

Daniel looked at the floor. He got down onto his hands and knees on the living room carpet and felt the full weight of it arrive all at once — the carpeted floor under his palms, the warm lit room above him, Rachel watching from the sofa, Victor standing in the centre of the room with his arms folded.

Daniel crawled out of the living room. Across the hallway. Up the stairs on his hands and knees.

He knelt in front of the toilet and stopped thinking about what he was doing and simply did it — bent forward and ran his tongue slowly across the toilet seat, top and underside both, methodically and thoroughly, because Victor had said thoroughly and would know from the time taken whether it had been done properly. He finished and sat back on his heels for a moment in the quiet of the bathroom, then turned and crawled back down the stairs, across the hallway, into the living room.

They both looked at him as he came through the door on his hands and knees. He crawled to the centre of the room and stopped and looked up at Victor.

Master, he said. The toilet has been cleaned.

Victor held his gaze for a moment. Good, he said. Don't forget my title again.

No, Master.

Victor looked at Rachel. I'll sleep upstairs. He looked back at Daniel. You have the sofa.

* * *

Daniel lay on the sofa.

For a while there was nothing — just the ordinary sounds of a house at rest. Then, from upstairs, through the ceiling above him, the sounds he had known would come. Rachel's voice, low and then less low. Victor's low response. The bed beginning to move.

He lay on his back with his hands at his sides and stared at the ceiling.

He was hard. Had been almost continuously since the moment Victor had walked through the door. He did not touch himself. Victor had not given him permission, and there was — he examined this thought carefully — no desire in him to break another rule tonight. Not after the bathroom. Not after kneeling on the living room floor and reporting back with his tongue still tasting of porcelain.

The sounds from upstairs grew and Rachel's voice rose with them — louder than she had been downstairs, completely unguarded — and he heard his wife cry out Master, and heard Victor's low response, and lay in the dark and felt every layer of it move through him. The shame of it. The heat of it. The precise and specific way those two things were not separate from each other but were the same thing, and had been all along.

After a while the sounds faded. The house went quiet.

He closed his eyes. Sleep was a long time coming.

* * *

In the morning he woke before either of them.

He got up and went to the kitchen and made coffee and stood at the counter looking at the back garden in the early grey light. Through the open living room doorway he could see the evidence of the night before — the throw on the sofa, the glasses on the coffee table, Rachel's dress still on the kitchen floor where it had fallen, her thong beside it.

On the counter, the small steel padlock sat where Victor had left it. He picked it up, turned it in his fingers, set it down.

Footsteps upstairs. The shower. Then both voices — low, comfortable, easy with each other.

He poured a second cup.

Victor appeared first. Fully dressed, jacket over his arm, completely rested. He looked at Daniel and then at the two cups of coffee and sat at the kitchen table without being invited and Daniel brought the coffee to him without being asked.

Victor drank. He looked at Daniel over the rim of the cup.

You'll do better with the title, he said.

Yes, Master, Daniel said.

Victor nodded. He set the cup down and looked around the kitchen with slow, taking-stock attention. Then he looked back at Daniel.

Next Saturday I arrive at five, he said. I'll be bringing some things with me. We'll establish a proper arrangement — how the house runs, what your role in it is, what Rachel's role is. He paused. Prepare yourself for the fact that things will change significantly. The hierarchy here is going to be different. Everything in this house is going to reflect that. He met Daniel's eyes. You invited this. Don't forget that when it becomes difficult.

No, Master.

Victor held his gaze a moment longer. Then, unhurried, he reached across the counter and took Daniel's left hand. He looked at the wedding ring. He slid it off.

Daniel went very still.

Victor held the ring between his fingers for a moment — a plain gold band, eight years old, worn smooth at the edges. Then he placed it on his own right hand, ring finger, and made a slow fist.

He looked at Daniel.

She's mine now, he said. The same flat, unhurried certainty with which he said everything. Not cruelty. Not theatre. A statement of fact delivered in the tone of a man for whom facts required no embellishment.

Daniel looked at his bare left hand. He looked at his wedding ring on Victor's finger. He held Victor's gaze.

Yes, Master, he said.

Victor held his gaze for another moment. Then he picked up his coffee and finished it.

Rachel appeared in the kitchen doorway in her dressing gown, hair damp from the shower. She looked at Daniel across the room with a careful, searching look, and whatever she found in his face settled something in her because she came across the kitchen and put her arms around him.

He held her back. Over her shoulder he could see Victor at the table watching them both with the patient, proprietorial attention of a man watching something that belongs to him.

Victor stood and put on his jacket. He looked at Rachel. Saturday, he said. Wear less than last night.

Yes, Master, she said.

He looked at Daniel. Everything changes next Saturday. Be ready.

Yes, Master, Daniel said.

Victor walked out of the kitchen. The front door opened and closed. His car started in the street. Then the ordinary quiet of a Sunday morning — birds, a distant lawnmower, the kitchen clock.

Rachel turned and looked at Daniel. She took his bare left hand in both of hers and looked at where the ring had been.

He let her look.

She looked up at his face. How are you? she said.

He thought about it honestly. I don't have the words for it yet, he said. But it's not bad. What I feel. It's not bad.

She nodded. She was still holding his hand. Okay, she said softly.

He looked at the kitchen table where Victor had sat. At the steel padlock on the counter. At his wife's face in the morning light — still his wife, still Rachel, and yet something between them had moved overnight, some weight had shifted on the scale, and both of them could feel which direction it had moved.

Saturday, he said.

She met his eyes. Saturday, she said back.

It was agreed.


CHAPTER THREE

The week between Victor's first Saturday and his second was a different kind of week to the one that had preceded it.

The first week had been anticipation — the waiting of people who did not yet know what they were waiting for, the nervous energy of a door not yet opened. This week was something else. This week, Daniel and Rachel knew exactly what was coming. They had seen it, heard it, felt it in their separate ways. The door had been opened and Victor had walked through it, and the only question now was how much further it would open on Saturday when he arrived at five with his things and his rules and his calm, absolute certainty about the hierarchy of this house.

Daniel thought about it at work. Sitting in meetings, in front of his screen, at his desk with a sandwich at lunch — the thought was always there at the back of his mind, a constant low frequency beneath everything else. The chastity device Victor had mentioned last week but not yet produced. The arrangement he had promised to establish properly. Everything changes next Saturday. He had said it the way he said everything — not as a warning, not as a promise, but as a weather report. This is what is coming. Prepare accordingly.

He and Rachel talked more this week than the last. The things they said were quieter, more specific. She told him she'd ordered new underwear — not asked his opinion, simply mentioned it as information. He'd nodded and said nothing and later that evening had thought about why that particular detail had settled in him the way it had, like a stone dropped into still water.

On Thursday she received another message from Victor. She read it and showed it to Daniel without comment.

It said: Saturday. Five o'clock. Have the house clean and dinner ready for six. Rachel — wear the red underwear you bought. Daniel — be showered and in the house when I arrive. I'll let myself in.

He'll let himself in, Daniel said.

Rachel looked at him. He already has a key, she said.

Daniel looked at her. When did that happen?

She held his gaze steadily. I had one cut for him on Monday, she said. He asked me to.

She said it plainly, without apology, without drama. As though it were a simple logistical thing, a sensible arrangement. And Daniel sat with it — the image of his wife going to the key-cutter on a Monday morning and having a copy made of the key to their house for a man who had been inside it twice — and felt the stone drop again, felt the ripple spread outward.

Okay, he said.

She watched him. Is it? she said.

He thought about it honestly. Yeah, he said. It is.

She nodded. She turned back to her phone. Good, she said.

* * *

Saturday. Five o'clock.

Daniel heard the key in the front door from the kitchen where he was finishing the sauce for dinner, and something moved through him that he had no clean word for — not quite a start, not quite relief, but something between the two, the body's response to a thing it has been bracing for finally arriving.

Victor came through the front door carrying a large holdall over one shoulder and a paper bag in his other hand. He set both down in the hallway and looked around the house with the slow, taking-stock attention he brought to everything, and then he looked at Daniel in the kitchen doorway.

Good, he said. You're here. He looked Daniel up and down briefly. Shower was recent?

Yes, Master, Daniel said.

Victor nodded. He picked up the holdall. Where's Rachel?

Getting dressed, Master.

Victor looked at the stairs. He picked up both bags and went up them without another word, as though climbing the stairs of this house were the most natural thing in the world, as though he had been doing it for years.

Daniel stood in the kitchen doorway and listened to his footsteps cross the landing and the bedroom door open, and then Rachel's voice — a small sound of surprise and then a laugh, warm and immediate — and Victor's low response, and the bedroom door closing again.

He went back to the sauce.

* * *

They came downstairs together forty minutes later.

Victor had changed into a fresh shirt — dark, open at the collar — and had the easy, settled quality of a man who has spent time in a space he considers his own. Rachel was wearing the red underwear under a thin silk robe that she had clearly been instructed to leave open at the front. The underwear was new — a deep red bra with lace detailing, matching briefs cut high on her hip — and she wore it with the particular combination of self-consciousness and deliberateness of a woman wearing something chosen by someone else.

She looked extraordinary and she knew it and Daniel could see in the slight set of her expression that she was already in a different mode — already oriented towards Victor, already operating inside the arrangement rather than alongside it.

Victor sat at the kitchen table and looked at Daniel at the stove. When is dinner ready? he said.

Twenty minutes, Master.

Victor nodded. He reached across and pulled Rachel gently by the wrist so that she came and stood beside his chair, and he put his arm around her waist and pulled her close against him in the easy, proprietary way of a man arranging something that belongs to him. He looked at Daniel.

Before we eat, he said, we're going to go through the arrangement. The rules of this house. He said it the same way he might say we're going to go through the shopping list — practical, procedural, completely matter-of-fact. You will listen and you will not speak unless I ask you to. When I'm finished you may ask questions. He paused. There won't be many questions, I think. Most of it will be self-explanatory.

Yes, Master, Daniel said.

Victor reached into the pocket of his jacket on the back of the chair and produced a small device — white plastic, a padded ring with a locking mechanism — and set it on the kitchen table. The chastity device. Daniel looked at it.

That goes on tonight, after dinner, Victor said. It doesn't come off without my permission. He looked at Daniel with flat, steady eyes. You will not touch yourself, you will not seek relief of any kind, and you will not ask me to remove it. If you are a good doggie, I may consider it occasionally. If you are not — he left the sentence there, not needing to finish it.

Daniel looked at the device on the table. The word landed in him — doggie — matter-of-fact as everything else Victor said. Yes, Master, he said.

Victor continued. In this house, he said, you will always address me as Master. You will address Rachel as whatever Rachel chooses, but you will remember that your relationship to her has changed. He glanced at Rachel and back. She is mine now. You are aware of this. You will conduct yourself accordingly. He paused. In practical terms, this means the following. He held up one finger. You sleep in the spare room. The master bedroom is mine and Rachel's. He held up a second finger. You cook for Rachel and me every evening.

Daniel said nothing.

There is one more thing, Victor said. His voice did not change. From now, in this house, you will move on your hands and knees. When you are in a room with Rachel and me, you do not walk upright. You crawl. He let the silence sit for a moment. You are the doggie of this house. You will conduct yourself like one. He looked at Daniel with the same even gaze he always used. Is that understood?

A pause. Not long. But real.

Yes, Master, Daniel said. His voice was steady. Something in him that might have been the last of his resistance set down whatever it had been carrying and was quiet.

Good, said Victor. One more thing. He reached into the paper bag and produced a dog bowl — ceramic, plain white — and set it on the kitchen floor beside the table. Meals are at the table for Rachel and me, he said. Yours will be served in the bowl. On the floor. Where you belong.

The kitchen was very quiet.

Rachel was looking at the bowl on the floor. Daniel watched her face. Her expression was complicated — not cruel, not uncomfortable, but containing something he recognised now as the thing he had first seen on the night of the first Saturday, the thing that had been growing incrementally since. She was enjoying this. Not performing enjoyment — experiencing it, the way a person experiences a meal they have been looking forward to.

The timer on the stove went off.

Dinner, Daniel said. He looked at Victor. Master, he said, correcting himself immediately.

Victor looked at the floor pointedly.

Daniel got down onto his hands and knees and crawled to the stove.

* * *

Dinner that evening was the strangest meal Daniel had eaten in his adult life.

Victor and Rachel sat at the table — Victor at the head, Rachel to his right, close enough that his hand rested on her thigh throughout the meal as though she were a possession he was keeping warm. They ate the food Daniel had cooked, drank the wine Daniel had poured while on his knees, and talked with the easy intimacy of people who had known each other considerably longer than two Saturdays.

Daniel ate from the white ceramic bowl on the floor beside the table.

Victor had filled it himself — ladled Daniel's portion directly into the bowl and set it on the floor tiles without a word, and Daniel had crawled to it and lowered his head and eaten, and the first mouthful had been its own particular experience — the food was the same food, the same lamb and vegetables he had cooked for the three of them, but eaten from a bowl on the floor of his own kitchen while two people ate at the table above him, it tasted like something else entirely. Like his new position in this house made physical and put in his mouth.

He ate everything in the bowl.

At one point Victor looked down at him and said: good doggie. Conversationally. The way you might tell a dog it was behaving well under the table at Christmas.

Rachel laughed — not unkindly, but without hesitation. The laugh of someone who found something genuinely amusing. Three weeks ago that laugh would have been different, would have contained a protective edge, a qualification. Tonight it did not. It was clean amusement, unguarded, directed downward at Daniel on the kitchen floor, and Daniel kept his head lowered and ate the last of his food and felt the laugh land on him like something warm and something cold at the same time.

* * *

After dinner, Victor pushed his plate aside and looked at Daniel on the floor.

Come here, he said.

Daniel crawled from beside the bowl to where Victor sat at the table. He stopped in front of him and looked up.

Victor picked up the chastity device from the table where it had been sitting throughout dinner. He turned it in his large fingers and looked at it and then looked at Daniel.

Take your trousers and underwear off, he said.

Daniel looked at Rachel. She was watching from her chair with a glass of wine in her hand, her legs crossed, the silk robe still open over the red underwear. Her expression was attentive and unreadable and she did not look away.

He undid his belt and trousers and pushed them down and then his underwear, and knelt there on the kitchen floor of his house with everything bare below the waist, and did not try to cover himself.

Victor looked at him without expression. He reached down and took Daniel in hand without ceremony — not rough, not gentle, simply functional — and fitted the chastity device around him with the ease of someone who had done this before, threading the ring into place, positioning the cage, clicking the small padlock shut. The whole thing took less than a minute.

Daniel looked down at the device locked onto him. The cage was small and close-fitting. There was no question of arousal inside it. There was no question of anything.

Victor dropped the key into his shirt pocket. He looked at Daniel. Pull your trousers back up, he said. Then go and clear the table.

Daniel pulled his trousers back up, feeling the unfamiliar weight and constraint of the device as he did, and crawled to the table and began clearing the plates.

Rachel watched him over her wine glass. She said nothing. But she watched.

* * *

The living room, later.

Victor was on the sofa — their sofa, his sofa — and Rachel was beside him, tucked under his arm, her legs across his lap, the robe fallen open entirely now so that she was simply in the red underwear against his side. The television was on, low, something neither of them were watching. Victor's hand moved idly over Rachel's thigh, up and over the curve of her hip, slow and possessive and entirely without urgency, the touch of a man who owned what he was touching and was in no hurry about it.

Daniel was on the floor.

Victor had indicated the rug in front of the sofa when they came through from the kitchen and Daniel had lowered himself and sat there, cross-legged, and now he sat on the floor of his living room and watched the television without watching it while above him and behind him his wife lay in another man's arms on their sofa and that man's hands moved over her body with casual, unhurried ownership.

At one point Rachel made a small sound — Victor's hand had moved between her thighs, pushing the fabric of her briefs to one side, two thick fingers sliding into her wet pussy without preamble — and Daniel heard her breath change and heard the small wet sound of it and stared at the television and said nothing and did not move.

The device was an unrelenting pressure.

Victor said, without looking away from the television: tell your husband what you feel right now.

Rachel turned her head. Her voice was slightly unsteady. Full, she said. I feel full.

Of what? Victor said.

His fingers, Rachel said.

And? said Victor, pressing his thumb against her clit.

Rachel gasped. And — happy, Master, she said. Really happy.

Victor looked at Daniel over the back of the sofa. She hasn't said that about you in a while, I imagine, he said.

Daniel looked at the television. No, Master, he said.

Victor made a low sound of satisfaction and returned his attention to Rachel, and Daniel sat on the floor and listened to the sounds she made as Victor worked his fingers inside her and outside the window the street was dark and quiet and ordinary and inside the house everything was exactly what they had asked for it to be.

* * *

Later still, Victor stood and stretched and looked down at Daniel on the floor.

Get up here, he said. He was not talking to Rachel.

Daniel got to his knees. Victor sat back down on the sofa and looked at him.

Rachel, said Victor without looking at her, go and get on the bed. Strip down and wait for me. I won't be long.

Rachel unwound herself from the sofa and stood and looked at Daniel briefly — that searching, complicated look she'd been giving him all evening, the one that contained something new and unnamed that he still hadn't found the right word for — and then she walked out of the room without speaking and they heard her feet on the stairs, and then the bedroom door, and then silence.

Victor looked at Daniel on his knees in front of the sofa. He was entirely relaxed — one arm along the back of the cushions, legs apart, the ease of a man who had nowhere to be and nothing to prove.

Before I go up to your wife, he said, you're going to do something for me. He held Daniel's gaze. You're going to get me hard. So that I can go upstairs and fuck her properly. He said it with the same flat practicality with which he discussed everything — not as a provocation, not as cruelty, but as a simple statement of the function Daniel was about to serve. You are going to suck my cock until I'm ready for her. Then I'm going to go upstairs and give your wife exactly what she needs. And you are going to stay down here and know that every stroke I give her, you made possible.

He let that settle.

Daniel said nothing. He looked up at Victor's face — the dark steady eyes, the unhurried expression, the absolute certainty in every line of him — and then he looked down at Victor's lap, and Victor reached down and undid his belt and zip and freed himself, and Daniel found himself looking at Victor's cock at close range for the first time.

It was heavy and thick even now, not yet fully hard, hanging between Victor's thighs with the weight of something substantial — the same cock that had been inside his wife last Saturday, that had made her cry out in ways Daniel never had, that she had described as much bigger when Victor had asked her on the stairs while Daniel knelt with his tongue on a toilet seat above them. Up close, inches from his face, Daniel could smell him — warm skin, a faint trace of the evening, something deeply male that hit some part of his brain that was not connected to his thoughts or his will.

He felt the chastity device pressing insistently against his trousers.

Victor placed his hand on the back of Daniel's head. Not forcing. Not yet. Just resting there.

Go on then, doggie, he said quietly. Get me ready for her.

Daniel leaned forward. He opened his mouth and took the head of Victor's cock onto his tongue — the taste of him immediate and specific, warm skin and salt — and felt Victor's cock begin to respond at once, thickening and lengthening under his mouth. He worked his tongue slowly around the head, then took more of him in, feeling Victor grow fully hard as he did, the girth of him stretching Daniel's mouth wide, his jaw working to accommodate the thickness of it.

He could feel every inch of Victor hardening in his mouth — the cock that was going to go upstairs in a few minutes and bury itself inside his wife, that was going to make her moan and cry out and say Master the way she had last Saturday and the Saturday before. He was making that possible. That was his role here, his specific and deliberate function, and Victor had stated it plainly and without apology and Daniel sucked him steadily and felt all of it settle into the right place inside him.

Good doggie, Victor said above him. His voice was slightly lower now, the control in it the same but the edge beneath it sharper. That's it. Get it nice and hard for your wife.

Daniel worked his tongue along the underside of Victor's shaft, base to tip, and took him deep on the return stroke, and Victor made a low sound of satisfaction and his hand pressed lightly on the back of Daniel's head.

He could hear Rachel upstairs. A small movement. The bed shifting as she settled on it, waiting.

He kept going until Victor's cock was fully, completely, unambiguously hard — rigid and thick and slick with Daniel's saliva — and then Victor's hand applied a little pressure and Daniel pulled back and sat on his heels and looked up at him.

Victor looked down at his own cock and then at Daniel. He looked satisfied in the practical, assessing way of a man who has confirmed a tool is in working order. Good, he said. He stood without hurry and pushed his trousers down and stepped out of them entirely, leaving them on the floor, and stood there in the living room bare from the waist down — his cock thick and fully hard and glistening with Daniel's saliva — with no more self-consciousness than a man stepping out of wet shoes. He reached into his trouser pocket before dropping them and produced Daniel's wedding ring, held it up between his fingers so that Daniel could see it clearly in the low light — the plain gold band, worn thin, the ring from a marriage that had been rearranged entirely.

He turned it once in his fingers. Then he put it in his shirt pocket.

Sleep in the spare room, he said. That bed is yours from now on. He looked down at Daniel on the floor for a moment with that flat, measuring look. You did well tonight, he said. All of it. The same tone he might use to tell a dog it had performed a trick correctly. Then he turned and walked out of the living room and up the stairs bare from the waist down, his hard cock leading the way, heading straight for Daniel's wife waiting on his bed.

Daniel heard the bedroom door open. Heard Rachel's voice — warm and immediate and wanting, a sound she had not made for him in longer than he cared to examine — and Victor's low response. The door closed.

He sat on the floor of his living room with the chastity device locked tight around him and the taste of Victor's cock still on his tongue and the knowledge of exactly what was about to happen directly above his head, and he did not move for a long time.

* * *

From upstairs, after a few minutes, the sounds changed.

Rachel first — a sharp gasp, then that long open moan he had heard last Saturday and had heard in his memory every night since. Then the rhythm of the bed, steady and purposeful. Then her voice rising — she was loud tonight, louder than last Saturday, the restraint of the first time gone entirely now, replaced by something completely unguarded.

Daniel sat on the floor below and listened to every second of it.

He heard Victor tell her to be louder. He heard her comply immediately. He heard Victor ask her — his voice carrying down through the ceiling with almost deliberate clarity — whose pussy is this?

Yours, Master, Rachel said. Her voice was ragged and full.

Say it properly, Victor said.

My pussy belongs to you, Master, Rachel said. Oh god — my pussy belongs to you—

Victor's voice again: and your husband downstairs — does he get to touch it?

No, Master, Rachel said, between the sounds the bed was making. No, never—

Victor's low, satisfied sound.

Daniel sat on the floor and took it all in — the words, the sounds, the device locked onto him in the dark, his wife's voice saying never with the same conviction with which she had once said I do — and felt it move through him in layers. The devastation of it. The heat of it. The way those two things were the same thing, were in fact the only thing, and had been from the beginning.

He sat there until the sounds faded and the house went quiet.

Then he got up. He went to the spare room. He had his hand on the door when he heard Victor's voice from the top of the stairs.

He looked up. Victor was standing on the landing in the dark, unhurried, as though he had come out simply to deliver a piece of information and would return to bed immediately after.

The spare room is temporary, Victor said. He kept his voice low — Rachel asleep behind the closed bedroom door, no need to disturb her. Something is being delivered during the week. He held Daniel's gaze in the low light of the landing. You'll be sleeping in the bedroom from now on. Close to the bed. He let that land for a moment. I want you present for everything that happens in that room. Is that clear?

Daniel stood at the spare room door and looked up at Victor and understood, in a general and then a specific way, what close to the bed meant. The understanding arrived in layers — the first layer practical, the second personal, the third that dark and familiar place where everything eventually arrived.

Yes, Master, he said.

Victor nodded once. He went back into the bedroom and closed the door.

Daniel stood on the landing for a moment. Then he went into the spare room and lay down on the narrow bed in the dark.

The chastity device did not permit sleep to come easily. It was not designed to.

He lay on his back and stared at the ceiling and thought about what had been delivered that evening and what was going to be delivered during the week and what close to the bed meant in practice, and what it would mean to be present for everything, and eventually, a long time after the house had gone quiet, he slept.

CHAPTER FOUR

Victor had said the spare room was temporary. He had said enjoy it while it lasts. He had said nothing else and Daniel had spent the week turning those words over without finding their bottom — lying in the spare room each night, riding the train each morning, sitting at his desk with the chastity device a constant reminder beneath his clothes, wondering what temporary meant and when it would arrive.

It arrived on a Wednesday.

He came home from work at the usual time, let himself in with his key — Victor had never taken his key, only his wedding ring — and called out that he was home. No answer from downstairs. He assumed the house was empty. He went upstairs to change out of his work clothes, walked along the landing, pushed open the bedroom door.

He stopped.

In the space beside the bed — the left side, where the nightstand used to be, which Victor had moved to the other side without discussion sometime in the previous week — stood a cage.

He stood in the doorway and looked at it.

It was a low steel structure, maybe three feet high, bolted to a solid base, with a hinged door on one side secured by a bolt on the outside. The interior had a fitted pad on the floor — dark grey, practical — and was exactly large enough for a person to lie curled on their side or to sit with their knees drawn up. A ceramic bowl, plain white, had been placed in the far interior corner. No other furnishings. No concessions to comfort beyond the minimum.

Daniel stood in the doorway of his bedroom and looked at the cage beside his bed and understood, completely and without ambiguity, what temporary had meant.

He stood there for a long time.

Enjoy it while it lasts.

He heard the front door open downstairs. Victor's voice in the hallway, unhurried. Then Rachel's voice — she must have arrived at the same time, or just after — warm and immediate.

He heard Victor's footsteps on the stairs.

Victor appeared in the bedroom doorway behind him and looked at Daniel looking at the cage, and his expression was the same as it always was — flat, assessing, entirely comfortable with itself. He looked at Daniel the way a man looks at someone who has just received a piece of news he had been holding for them.

You've seen it, he said.

Yes, Master, Daniel said. His voice came out steadier than he expected.

Victor looked at the cage briefly, then back at Daniel, with the same mild satisfaction a person might feel looking at a piece of furniture they had placed correctly. Good, he said. Dinner at seven. He returned to his phone.

Daniel stood for another moment in the doorway. Then he went to the spare room and changed out of his work clothes. He moved slowly. He was thinking about the bolt on the outside of the cage door. About the bowl in the corner. About what present for everything meant now that he knew the specific shape of it.

He went downstairs and started dinner.

* * *

Rachel came home at half past six.

She moved through the house with the particular quality she had developed over the past weeks — a kind of settled ease, an orientation towards Victor that was no longer effortful but simply natural, the way a room orients towards its light source. She kissed Victor at the kitchen table, a real kiss, unhurried, her hand on his jaw. She glanced at Daniel at the stove and said hi in the tone of someone acknowledging a piece of furniture they are fond of, and then she sat beside Victor and they talked while Daniel cooked.

He listened to them talk. Victor's hand on her thigh under the table. Rachel laughing at something he said. My wife, Victor said at one point — casually, in the middle of a sentence about something else, the phrase dropped in as naturally as breathing — and Rachel did not react because it required no reaction. It was simply true. My wife had been going to the gym more. My wife was thinking about her hair. My wife looked, he said, turning to look at her with that flat, appreciative attention, absolutely fucking beautiful tonight.

Rachel met his eyes and smiled — a specific smile, private and warm, the smile she used to give Daniel and no longer did.

Daniel stirred the pan and said nothing.

* * *

After dinner, with the plates cleared and Daniel washing up at the sink, Victor appeared in the kitchen doorway.

Leave that, he said. Come upstairs. Both of you.

Daniel dried his hands and followed them up.

In the bedroom, Victor stood by the chest of drawers — Rachel's chest of drawers, her clothes, the underwear drawer he indicated with one hand. Open that, he said to Daniel.

Daniel opened the drawer. Inside were Rachel's underwear — folded, organised, the everyday things alongside the newer things Victor had been buying her: lace, silk, cut high and small and deliberately provocative.

Victor looked at Daniel. Pick a pair of knickers, he said. And a bra. His voice was the same unhurried register it always was. Something that fits you well enough. His tone suggested this was a practical instruction rather than an unusual one.

Daniel looked at the drawer. He was aware of Rachel standing behind him, close, watching. He was aware of Victor's eyes on him. He reached into the drawer and took out a pair of Rachel's briefs — plain black cotton, one of the everyday pairs — and a simple black bra.

Victor looked at them. Good enough, he said. Put them on.

The bedroom was quiet.

Daniel looked at the underwear in his hands and then at Victor and then at Rachel. Rachel's expression was the one he had been cataloguing for weeks now — that attentive, assessing look that had been quietly shedding its complexity and becoming something simpler and cooler. She was watching him the way one might watch a thing being demonstrated, with interest and without particular investment in the outcome.

He undressed. He stepped into Rachel's briefs and pulled them up, the thin fabric tight across his hips, the fit close enough. He put the bra on — it took him two attempts to fasten the clasp behind his back — and stood in the bedroom in his wife's underwear and looked at Victor.

Victor looked him over with the calm, unhurried appraisal of a man assessing his work. Good, he said. This is what you are in this house. He held Daniel's gaze. You are not a man here. You are a pet. A sissy doggie. You will dress like this whenever you are home — my wife's underwear, or whatever I choose for you. He glanced at Rachel. He looks better already, he said. Don't you think?

Rachel looked at Daniel — at his chest in the black bra, the briefs — and the thing in her expression was less ambiguous now than it had ever been. Yes, Master, she said. She said it easily, and the corner of her mouth moved.

Daniel stood in his wife's underwear and felt that move through him — her amusement, her ease with it, the distance between what he was and what Victor was that she now measured openly and without cruelty or guilt — and felt all of it arrive at the same place everything always arrived. That dark and specific place that was no longer unfamiliar.

Victor looked at the cage. In you go, he said. It's bedtime.

* * *

The cage was exactly what it had appeared to be from the doorway.

Daniel got down onto his hands and knees and crawled through the door and Victor bolted it behind him and Daniel turned and sat on the padded base with his knees drawn up, his back against the bars, and looked at the bed. The bed was three feet away. At this level — sitting on the floor inside the cage — he was looking up at it, at the height of the mattress, at the cream duvet and the pillows, at the space where Victor and Rachel would be in a few minutes.

He noticed, for the first time, that a small ceramic bowl had been placed inside the cage, pushed into the far corner. It was plain white, identical to the one he ate from on the kitchen floor. It was empty. He looked at it and looked away and did not ask about it.

Victor and Rachel undressed without ceremony or performance. Victor stripped efficiently and got into bed on his side — the right side, Daniel's old side — and Rachel took off the silk robe she'd been wearing since dinner and unclasped her bra and stepped out of her underwear and she was bare in the bedroom light, and she got into bed beside Victor, and Victor put his arm around her and pulled her close and Rachel went to him easily, her body fitting against his, her back against his chest, his large arm draped over her.

The light went off.

In the dark, Daniel sat in the cage in Rachel's underwear with the chastity device locked underneath and listened to them settle. Victor murmured something. Rachel laughed softly. The particular intimate sounds of two people who were comfortable with each other in the dark.

After a few minutes, the sounds changed.

The rustle of the sheets. Then Rachel's breath changing — the specific quality of change that Daniel knew from the sound of it, could map precisely now, could read in its individual stages.

Victor turned the bedside lamp on.

He did it deliberately, Daniel understood immediately. Not because he needed the light. Because he wanted Daniel to see.

In the low warm light of the lamp, Daniel could see everything from the cage. Victor had Rachel on her back, her hair spread across the pillow, his large body above hers. He was kissing her throat, his hands moving over her breasts — squeezing them, kneading them, his thumbs working over her nipples until they stiffened visibly, standing hard and dark in the warm light, her body betraying exactly how much it was enjoying his hands. He took one nipple into his mouth and sucked hard and she gasped and her hands went to the back of his head and pressed him there.

You are so fucking beautiful.

She made a sound that was an agreement and a plea at the same time.

He worked his way down her body — his mouth on her stomach, her hip, the inside of her thigh — and then he settled between her thighs and put his mouth on her pussy and Rachel's back arched clean off the mattress and she cried out. Daniel could see it all from the cage — could see Victor's tongue working between her wet lips, lapping slowly up the full length of her slit before pushing his tongue inside her entrance, fucking her with it in long slow strokes while she writhed against his face. Then he moved his tongue up to her clit and circled it slowly, deliberately, and Rachel's thighs clamped around his head and her hands fisted in his hair and she ground herself against his mouth.

Her nipples were rigid. Her chest was flushed. Her whole body was advertising exactly what he was doing to her and Daniel sat three feet away and watched every second of it.

Victor slid two fingers inside her while his tongue worked her clit — curling them, finding the spot that made her cry out and pressing against it rhythmically — and Rachel came hard into his face, her hips bucking up, her thighs shaking, a long desperate sound tearing out of her. Daniel could see her arousal glistening on Victor's chin, running down his jaw, and Victor didn't pull back — he pressed his mouth harder against her and worked her through every wave of it, his fingers still moving inside her, his tongue relentless on her clit until she was pulling at his shoulders, gasping please, Master, please, too much—

He came up slowly, his mouth and chin wet with her. He looked down at her — flushed, chest heaving, her pussy swollen and soaking — and then he looked directly at the cage. At Daniel. He made no attempt to wipe his face. He held Daniel's gaze and let him see exactly what his wife tasted like on another man's mouth.

He knelt between her thighs and took his cock in his hand and pressed the thick head against her soaking entrance, and pushed inside her slowly, all the way, in one long continuous stroke. Rachel's mouth dropped open and a long, broken sound came out of her as he filled her completely — stretching her wide around him, inch by inch until he was buried to the hilt and held there, his hips flush against hers.

Feel that? Victor said.

Yes, Master, she breathed.

Tell me what you feel.

My pussy feels so good with your big cock inside me, Master, Rachel said. Her voice was shaking. You stretch me so wide — god, you fill me up so completely—

He began to move.

From the cage Daniel had a clear and complete view of everything. Victor fucking his wife in the missionary position — Rachel's legs wrapped around his back, her heels pressed against him, her whole body rocking with each powerful thrust, her stiff nipples and flushed breasts shaking with the force of it. Victor's hips driving forward and back, his thick cock sliding in and out of her glistening wet pussy, coated with her arousal each time he drew back, the wet sounds of it filling the room along with Rachel's voice — completely uncontained now, saying his name, saying Master, saying please don't stop, my pussy needs your cock.

This cock, Victor said against her ear, his rhythm building — this is the only cock that gets inside this pussy. Say it.

Your cock is the only one that gets inside my pussy, Master, Rachel gasped. The words broke apart as he drove deeper. Only yours — only ever yours, I promise—

Victor looked at the cage. He looked at Daniel sitting there in Rachel's bra and knickers with the cage bars between them and the chastity device locked underneath and the ceramic bowl in the corner, and he held that gaze for several long seconds while he fucked Daniel's wife steadily and thoroughly, and his expression said everything that words would have been redundant to say.

Daniel gripped the bars of the cage with both hands and watched.

Victor pulled out and flipped Rachel onto her stomach — one decisive movement, his hands on her hips pulling her ass up towards him. Rachel got her knees under her immediately and pushed her ass back and Victor ran both hands slowly over her ass cheeks, squeezing them apart, looking at her dripping wet pussy spread open and waiting for him. He pressed the head of his cock against her slick entrance from behind and pushed in — and from the cage Daniel could see every explicit detail of it, his thick cock disappearing inch by inch into his wife's soaking pussy, her arousal glistening on him as he began to stroke in and out with long, powerful thrusts.

Her back was arched, her hands braced against the headboard, her ass pushed back to meet every stroke. Victor fucked her from behind with building force and she cried out with each thrust, louder and louder, her voice filling the bedroom. He reached around her and pressed two fingers against her swollen clit as he fucked her and she came hard — a full-body shudder, her pussy clenching tight around him, her face buried in the pillow and then lifted as she cried out his title into the room.

He made her come once more before he finished — pulling her upright so she was sitting in his lap facing away from him, his cock deep inside her, his hands on her hips lifting and dropping her down onto him. She rode him with her head tipped back against his shoulder, her bare breasts bouncing, her thighs slick with her own arousal, crying out with every drop.

From that position Daniel could see everything — Rachel's face completely lost, her mouth open, her body being used with thorough and absolute ownership. Victor's large hands lifting and dropping his wife onto his cock over and over, his teeth against her neck, her nipples hard in the warm light.

Victor came deep inside her — a low controlled sound, pulling her down hard and holding her there, buried to the hilt, his jaw tight. Rachel felt it and moaned and her body shook with the last of her own orgasm. When it was done she slumped back against his chest, boneless, his cock still inside her, both of them breathing hard. Neither moved for a long moment.

Then Victor looked at the cage.

Good view from in there? he said.

Daniel said nothing.

Victor looked at him steadily. Answer me.

Yes, Master, Daniel said. His voice came out rougher than he intended.

Victor made a sound of satisfaction. He lifted Rachel gently off him and laid her down on the bed and pulled the duvet over her, and she curled immediately into him as he lay down — her body fitting against his, her head on his chest, his arm around her. His hand moved slowly over her — her hip, her ass, her thigh — the idle, proprietary touch of a man handling something that belonged to him.

Rachel was already half asleep. Her breathing slowed. Victor's hand kept moving over her body, slow and continuous, even as his own eyes grew heavy. Owning her even in sleep. Groping her without needing to be awake to do it.

The lamp stayed on.

Daniel sat in the cage in the warm light and watched them sleep — his wife's bare body tangled with Victor's, both sweat-damp and satisfied, the room smelling of sex and the particular warmth of two bodies that had just thoroughly used each other. The chastity device was an unrelenting pressure. His hands were still on the bars. He did not take them off.

He sat there for a long time.

Eventually, he lay down on the padded base and curled on his side, his face towards the bed, and closed his eyes, and did not sleep for a very long time.

* * *

In the night — he didn't know what time, the room was dark, the lamp finally off — he woke to something pressing lightly against the side of the cage. A single tap of a finger against the bars. Quiet. Deliberate. Not enough to wake Rachel.

He opened his eyes.

Victor was crouching beside the cage in the dark, completely bare, his face close to the bars. He had one finger pressed against them — the thing that had woken Daniel. His expression in the darkness was the same as it always was. Unhurried. Entirely comfortable.

He put a finger to his lips. Then he pointed at the ceramic bowl in the corner of the cage.

Daniel looked at the bowl. He looked at Victor. He picked the bowl up and pushed it carefully towards Victor without making a sound.

Victor didn't open the door. Instead he stood up. He looked down at Daniel through the bars with that flat, assessing look.

Midnight snack, he said. Very quietly. Almost a murmur. His mouth moved slightly at the corner — not quite a smile. Not quite.

He reached through the bars.

Come here, he said. Quietly. His voice barely above a breath.

Daniel looked at what was being pushed through the bars towards him — Victor's cock, already thickening, still carrying the faint smell of Rachel on it from hours earlier, warm skin and the unmistakeable scent of sex and his wife's arousal. He was close enough to smell it clearly. Close enough to see the way Victor was already hardening, the head darkening as blood moved into it.

Kiss it first, Victor said, still in that low murmur designed not to wake the woman sleeping three feet away on the bed. Show it some respect.

Daniel leaned forward and pressed his lips against the head of Victor's cock. The taste hit him immediately — the taste of Rachel, specific and unmistakeable, her arousal still present on the skin of the man who had spent himself inside her hours ago. He kissed along the shaft slowly, as instructed, and felt Victor harden fully under his mouth.

Good doggie, Victor breathed. Now use your tongue.

Daniel ran his tongue slowly along the underside of Victor's shaft, base to tip, tasting the evidence of everything he had watched through the bars earlier that evening, now transferred to his tongue in the dark. Victor's hand came to rest on the outside of the cage bars near Daniel's head — not touching him, just present — and Daniel worked his tongue around the head slowly, thoroughly, until Victor made a low controlled sound.

Then Victor pulled back slightly and wrapped his own hand around himself and stroked slowly, looking down at Daniel through the bars, He then put his hard cock through the bars and came hard into Daniel’s ceramic bowl. Unhurried. Deliberate. Every drop.

He pointed to the bowl with a stern look.

I want that clean before you sleep, he said. His voice was still barely above a murmur. His eyes moved briefly to Rachel's sleeping shape on the bed and back to Daniel. And make sure you don't wake my wife.

He straightened up and went back to bed. The mattress dipped. Rachel stirred slightly and Victor put his arm around her and she settled without waking, pressing back into him, and the room was quiet again.

Daniel sat in the cage in the dark with the bowl in front of him and the taste of his wife's arousal still on his lips from licking Victor's cock through the bars. He looked at the bowl for a moment — Victor's thick cum pooled at the bottom, white and heavy. He lowered his head and pressed his tongue into the bowl and lapped slowly, the taste hitting him immediately — thick, salty and unmistakeable, coating his tongue in long slow strokes as he worked his way across the surface of the bowl. He lapped up every drop methodically, the way Victor had taught him to be thorough about everything in this house, tasting all of it, swallowing it down in slow mouthfuls, running his tongue into the curved edges of the bowl until the ceramic was clean, shiny and there was nothing remaining. He sat back on his heel, hunched in the dark cage and swallowed the last of it.

By the time he lay down and closed his eyes, the bowl was clean.

* * *

The week had its own rhythm now.

Daniel went to work each morning. He showered, dressed in his ordinary work clothes — jacket, trousers, the professional presentation of a man with a job and a desk and colleagues who knew nothing — and he commuted and sat in meetings and ate lunch at his desk and performed the ordinary functions of an ordinary working day. And underneath all of it, all week, the chastity device. A constant, unignorable physical reminder of what he was outside of these offices and these meetings and these ordinary working interactions.

The texts started on Monday.

He was in a meeting — a project update, nine people around the table, his manager talking about Q3 targets — when his phone buzzed in his pocket. He left it. It buzzed again. He excused himself quietly and stepped into the hallway and took out his phone.

The message was from Rachel. Just a photograph with the message We took a day off.

The photograph was of Rachel. She was in the bedroom — his former bedroom, Victor's bedroom — on her hands and knees on the bed, completely naked, looking back over her shoulder at the camera with an expression that Daniel had been seeing for weeks now and still felt like a fist to the chest every time — open, aroused, entirely uncomplicated in her desire. Victor's hand was visible at the edge of the frame, gripping her hip.

Daniel stood in the hallway of his office building and looked at the photograph for a long moment. Then he put his phone back in his pocket and went back into the meeting.

The phone buzzed twice more before lunch.

The second photograph was of Rachel on her back, her legs in the air, Victor between them — taken from above, the full explicit geometry of what they were doing entirely clear, Rachel's face turned towards the camera with her mouth open.

The third was a short video. Rachel's voice first — saying Master, saying please, saying yes — and then the sounds that needed no caption.

Daniel sat at his desk and ate his lunch and thought about the cage waiting for him at home and the bowl in the corner of it and the device that had not been removed since the kitchen floor three Saturdays ago, and the phone sat on the desk beside his sandwich, face down, and he did not turn it over again until he was on the train home.

There were four more photographs.

He looked at all of them on the train, standing in the crowded carriage with his phone low and tilted away from the people around him, and he looked at every one of them carefully and completely, and then he put his phone in his pocket and stood with the bars overhead and felt everything he felt and said nothing to anyone.

* * *

Thursday morning he woke before it was properly light.

He was dimly aware of having slept better than the first nights in the cage, his body beginning to adjust to its dimensions.

Then he heard it.

A sound from the bed above him. Wet and rhythmic, slow and unhurried, the unmistakeable sounds of a mouth working on something with practised thoroughness. He opened his eyes fully and looked up through the bars.

The duvet had been pushed most of the way down the bed. Victor was on his back against the pillows, entirely visible in the grey morning light — bare chest, one arm behind his head, the image of a man entirely at ease. Rachel was between his thighs, also largely uncovered, her hair loose around her face, her bare back and ass visible as she knelt over him. Her head was moving in a slow, steady, deliberate rhythm and Daniel could see everything from the cage — his wife's lips stretched wide around Victor's thick cock, her saliva glistening on the shaft each time she drew back, her hand working the base in slow strokes while her mouth took the rest of him. She was making sounds as she worked — low, wet, hungry sounds, the sounds of a woman doing something she wanted to be doing rather than something she had been asked to do.

Daniel lay on the cage floor and watched his wife give another man a long, thorough, sloppy morning blowjob three feet above his head.

She took him deep on a downstroke and held him there, her throat working, a thick string of saliva running down the shaft when she pulled back — and then she went down again, setting a rhythm that built slowly, her whole body moving with it, her bare ass rising and falling as she worked. Victor's hand rested in her hair with that same loose, possessive weight. His eyes were closed. He was in no hurry whatsoever. He was a man being attended to in the morning by someone whose job that was.

After a long time — long enough that the room had lit perceptibly up. Victor made a low controlled sound and his hand pressed once in Rachel's hair and his hips pushed forward and held. Rachel took it all — her throat working, swallowing every pulse as he spent himself in her mouth, keeping her lips tight around him until he was done.

Rachel lifted her head slowly, drawing back along his cock with her lips tight around him until the head slipped free from her mouth with a soft wet sound. A thick string of cum and saliva connected her lower lip to the glistening tip of his cock for a moment before it broke and fell against her chin. She didn't wipe it away immediately. She looked up at Victor with his cum on her lip and her chin, her mouth swollen and slick, her eyes dark and satisfied, and a thin trail of white ran slowly down toward her jaw as she held his gaze.

Victor looked at her with that flat, warm appreciation. He reached down and ran his thumb slowly along her chin, collecting the trail of cum, and pressed his thumb against her lips. She opened her mouth and took it and sucked it clean without breaking eye contact.

Good morning, my wife, he said.

Rachel smiled. Good morning, Master, she said. Her voice was rough. Thank you for giving me such a delicious wet breakfast.

Victor looked down at the cage. Morning, doggie, he said.

Good morning, Master, he said.

Good, said Victor. He looked at Rachel. What time does my girl need to be at her desk?

Nine, Rachel said.

Victor nodded. He looked at the cage. Shower and make breakfast, he said to Daniel. We'll be down at eight.

Daniel unbolted the cage from the inside — Victor had explained early on that the bolt was on the outside for the night and could be opened from the inside in the morning, a deliberate structure: locked in at night, freed in the morning to be useful — and crawled out onto the bedroom floor and stood and felt the morning stiffness of having slept in a confined space. He went to the bathroom. He showered. He went downstairs in Rachel's underwear and made breakfast for Victor and his wife.

He set two places at the table and put his own portion in the bowl on the floor.

By the time they came downstairs together — Victor in a fresh shirt, Rachel in her work clothes, both of them carrying the ease of people who had woken in their own space in their own way — the coffee was made and the food was warm and everything was exactly as it should be.

Victor sat at the head of the table and picked up his coffee and looked at Daniel on the floor beside his bowl.

My wife looks beautiful today, he said to Daniel. Don't you think?

Daniel looked at Rachel. Yes, Master, he said. She does.

Victor smiled — a small, genuine smile, the rarest of his expressions. He put his hand on Rachel's across the table and she turned hers over and held it, and they ate breakfast together while Daniel ate from the bowl on the floor below them, and outside the morning was beginning and the street was filling with ordinary people living their ordinary lives, and inside the house the new order held, complete and settled, as though it had always been this way.


* * *

A few mornings later, the routine was different.

Daniel was in the cage, curled on his side in the grey early light, when he felt Victor's hand come down and grip the bar of the cage beside his head. A single deliberate tap. He opened his eyes.

Open it, Victor said quietly. Get out.

Daniel unbolted the cage and pushed the door open and crawled out onto the bedroom floor. Victor had not moved from his position against the pillows. Rachel was already between his thighs, his cock wet in her hand, looking up at Victor with a questioning expression as Daniel emerged.

Victor looked at her. Stay where you are. He shifted his own position — rolling onto his side, taking Rachel with him so that she was now lying facing him at his hip, his cock still in her hand, able to continue from the side. This new angle left his ass accessible, the geometry of it deliberate and completely obvious.

He looked over his shoulder at Daniel on the floor.

Get up into this bed, he said, and get your tongue in my ass. Now.

Daniel got up from the floor and climbed onto the bed behind Victor. Victor's ass was large and heavy at close range, the warmth of him immediate. Daniel spread both hands across Victor's cheeks and opened him and pressed his tongue against him and pushed inside.

Rachel lowered her head and took Victor back into her mouth at the same moment — and the three of them were connected, all in the same bed, Daniel's tongue working Victor's ass from behind while his wife's mouth worked Victor's cock from the front, Victor lying on his side between them receiving everything with his eyes closed and one hand resting in Rachel's hair.

The three of them settled into it.

Rachel worked Victor's cock from the front with her mouth and both hands — deep wet strokes, her saliva running freely down his shaft, the hungry sounds she made filling the grey morning bedroom. Daniel worked Victor's ass from behind — his tongue pushing deep, circling slowly, his hands spread across Victor's cheeks to open him further. Victor lay between them with his hands behind his head and received both of them with the unhurried satisfaction of a man who had arranged his household exactly as he wanted it and was in no hurry to change a thing.

Daniel could hear his wife from behind Victor's body — the specific wet sounds of her mouth on Victor's cock, the low moans she made when she tasted him, the sound of her taking him to the back of her throat and holding. He worked his tongue deeper and listened to his wife servicing the man he was currently rimming and kept his tongue moving.

Victor's breathing changed. His hips moved slightly — a small involuntary roll, forward into Rachel's mouth and back against Daniel's face, using both of them simultaneously with the ease of a man entirely at home in his own pleasure.

Then he started to cum into Rachel's mouth

Daniel felt it in the sudden tension of Victor's body — the clench of his ass against Daniel's face, the low controlled sound, the way his hips pressed forward into Rachel and held. Rachel swallowed and kept her mouth on him, working him through every pulse, her throat moving as she took it all down.

Victor relaxed. Good girls, he said. His voice was rough with morning and satisfaction.

Daniel pulled back and sat on his heels on the bed behind Victor.

Victor looked back at him over his shoulder. He held Daniel's gaze for a moment — the same assessing, flat look.

Back in the cage, he said. I'll let you out when we're ready.

Daniel crawled off the bed and back into the cage and Victor bolted it from the outside and lay back down and pulled Rachel against his chest and the room went quiet again in the morning light.


CHAPTER FIVE

This was what a Tuesday looked like now.

Daniel was home first, as he always was. He let himself in, hung his jacket on the lowest hook in the hall, and went upstairs to change. He took off his work clothes and put on what had been left for him — a pale pink bra and matching briefs that Victor had selected from the drawer that morning and left folded on top of the cage. He went back downstairs and started dinner.

This was his life now. Not a game, not a weekend arrangement they discussed and evaluated. Just his life, with its particular shape and its particular rules, which he no longer examined and simply inhabited. He cooked on his knees where he could. He stood only at the stove and the counter because Victor had decided standing was for cooking and nothing else.

Outside the window the evening was grey and damp. An ordinary Tuesday.

Victor arrived at half past six.

He came through the front door with his key and came directly to the kitchen doorway and looked at Daniel at the stove. Good, he said, his eyes moving over the bra strap visible above Daniel's collar, the pink fabric of the briefs, the evidence of a house running exactly as it should. He sat at the table. Pour me a drink, he said.

Yes, Master, Daniel said. He poured Victor's drink and brought it to him on his knees and went back to the stove.

Victor sat with his phone and his drink and the ease of a man in his own home, and Daniel cooked, and the kitchen was quiet and warm.

Rachel arrived at quarter past seven.

He heard her key in the door and her bag dropping in the hall and then her heels on the kitchen tiles and he did not turn around from the stove because he already knew — had watched it develop over weeks, incremental and then all at once — what she would do when she came into a room where Victor was sitting.

She went to Victor.

He heard the soft thud of her knees on the kitchen tiles.

He turned around.

* * *

Rachel was on her knees in front of Victor's chair.

She had not taken her coat off. She had come through the door, walked into the kitchen, and gone straight to her knees in front of him the way other women went straight to the kettle — out of want, out of habit, out of the pull that had grown in her since the first Saturday and was now simply the dominant fact of any room Victor occupied.

She had his belt open before Daniel had fully registered what he was seeing. Victor sat back in his chair and watched her with that flat, satisfied attention he used when something was happening exactly as intended, and Rachel freed him and looked up at his face and then lowered her head and took him into her mouth.

The sound she made was immediate and hungry — a low wet moan that said she had been thinking about this all day, that she had been carrying the wanting of it through meetings and emails and the commute home and had arrived at the thing she wanted. She took him deep on the first stroke, lips stretching wide around his thickness, saliva running freely as she worked him. Still in her coat. Still in her heels. Kneeling on the kitchen floor with her husband three feet away at the stove, sucking her Master's cock with total single-minded devotion.

Daniel turned back to the stove.

He stirred the pan. He adjusted the heat. He stood in his wife's pink underwear and listened to the sounds behind him — the wet, greedy sounds of Rachel's mouth working on Victor, the occasional low approval from Victor, the creak of the chair. He did not turn around. He cooked dinner and listened and the chastity device was its constant unignorable self and he stirred the pan and said nothing.

Rachel worked him with both hands and her mouth, unhurried, making the sounds of someone with nowhere else to be. Victor's hand rested on the back of her head with that loose proprietary weight. At one point he said good girl and Daniel heard Rachel make a muffled sound around him that was pure satisfaction.

Then — calm, conversational, exactly as though asking Daniel to pass something from the counter: Daniel. Come here.

Daniel set down the spoon. He turned. Rachel was still on her knees, Victor's cock wet and fully hard in her hands, looking up at Victor's face with that open, wanting expression that was entirely his now. Victor was looking at Daniel.

On your knees, Victor said. Come here.

Daniel got down onto his hands and knees and crawled across the kitchen tiles and stopped beside Rachel. The two of them kneeling side by side — Rachel in her work coat, Daniel in her pink underwear — and Victor looked between them with the expression of a man surveying something he found entirely satisfactory.

Stay there, Victor said to Daniel. He looked at Rachel. Finish getting me ready. But don't make me come. His hand tightened slightly in her hair. Not yet.

Rachel understood. She lowered her head and worked him again — slower now, deliberate, building him without tipping him over, her tongue working the underside of his shaft, taking him to the back of her throat and holding, pulling back with a long wet sound. Daniel knelt beside her and watched Victor's face and kept his eyes exactly where he'd been told to keep them.

Victor's jaw tightened. His hand pressed once on Rachel's head — stop. Now.

Rachel pulled back. Her lips were swollen and slick, her chin wet with saliva, a thick glistening thread connecting her mouth to the head of his cock before it broke. She sat back on her heels and looked up at him, her chest rising and falling.

Victor looked at Daniel. Closer, he said.

Daniel moved forward on his knees until he was directly in front of Victor. Close enough to see every detail — the full hard length of him, thick and dark-headed and glistening with Rachel's saliva, the heat coming off him.

Eyes open, Victor said.

He wrapped his hand around himself and stroked slowly, looking down at Daniel's upturned face with that flat, assessing expression, and came.

The first stripe landed across Daniel's cheek. Victor was deliberate, unhurried — covering Daniel's face methodically, his forehead, the bridge of his nose, his jaw, his lips. Daniel knelt on the kitchen floor with his eyes open as instructed and felt each warm stripe land and did not flinch.

Rachel was watching from beside him. Not with discomfort. Not with guilt. She watched with the cool, interested expression of a woman watching something that confirmed something she already understood about the correct order of things.

Victor looked down at Daniel. He reached out and lifted Daniel's chin with two fingers, tilting his face upward, examining the result with the same attention he gave everything.

Good doggie, he said. He released Daniel's chin. Now get up and serve dinner.

Daniel got to his feet and went to the stove with Victor's cum drying on his skin and served dinner.


* * *

Victor and Rachel sat at the table — Victor at the head, Rachel beside him, his hand on her thigh — and ate and talked with the easy, private intimacy they had built over weeks. Daniel ate from the bowl on the floor in his pink underwear, and on his face the evidence dried slowly in the warmth of the kitchen, tightening on his skin.

He ate everything in the bowl.

Rachel glanced down at him once during the meal. Victor did not look at Daniel at all during dinner. He didn't need to.

When the plates were cleared Victor pushed his chair back from the table and looked between Rachel and Daniel with the settled, assessing expression of a man deciding how the next part of the evening was going to run.

He looked at Rachel. Come here, he said.

She stood and came to where he sat and Victor pulled her in front of him and looked up at her and then reached up and began undoing her blouse button by button with unhurried fingers. She stood still and let him. When the blouse was open he unclasped her bra with one hand and let it fall, and her breasts were bare in the kitchen light, and he looked at them with that flat, appreciative attention and ran both thumbs slowly over her nipples until they stiffened.

He looked at Daniel on the floor. Stay there, he said. Eyes up.

He turned his attention back to Rachel and undid her trousers and pushed them down along with her underwear until she stepped out of them and stood bare in front of his chair in the kitchen. Victor ran his hands slowly over her body — her breasts, her stomach, the curve of her hips. He slid two fingers between her thighs and found her already wet and she made a soft sound and her hips moved.

He withdrew his fingers and looked at Daniel again. He held up his hand — two fingers glistening with Rachel's arousal — and looked at Daniel with that steady, flat gaze.

Come over here, he said.

Daniel crawled across the kitchen floor to where Victor sat. He stopped in front of him.

Victor held his fingers in front of Daniel's face. Open, he said.

Daniel opened his mouth. Victor placed both fingers on his tongue — the taste of Rachel immediate and specific, warm and intimate, the unmistakeable flavour of his wife's arousal delivered on another man's hand.

Victor looked at him for a long moment with that flat, measuring satisfaction. Then he looked at Rachel and smoothed her hair back from her face with one hand. Good girl, he said to her. Then he looked back at Daniel. Now clear this table. Then upstairs.

When the plates were cleared Victor leaned back in his chair and looked at Rachel. Shower, he said.

She was already standing. Already reaching for the buttons of her work blouse as she left the kitchen and headed upstairs.

Victor stood. At the kitchen doorway he paused and looked back at Daniel on the floor.

Clean up, he said. Then upstairs to the bathroom.

Then Victor went upstairs.

Daniel cleaned his face at the kitchen sink. He cleared and wiped the table, rinsed the plates, loaded the dishwasher. Then he crawled to the stairs and went up them on his hands and knees.


* * *

The bathroom door was open, and the shower was already running.

Steam was curling out into the landing and Daniel could smell Rachel's shower gel from the doorway. He crawled across the landing and into the bathroom and stopped.

Victor had positioned the shower screen fully open — pushed it back against the wall so that the shower was completely visible from floor level, from exactly the height at which Daniel was going to be kneeling. The deliberateness of it was so characteristic it barely needed remarking on. Victor arranged things. Victor arranged everything.

They were in the shower together.

The water ran over both of them — Victor's large, heavy body and Rachel's smaller one, both entirely bare, both entirely unselfconscious in the steam and the hot water. Rachel had her back to Victor's chest, his arms around her from behind, his hands moving over her body under the running water — her breasts, her stomach, her thighs. Her head was tipped back against his shoulder and her eyes were closed and her face had the open, settled look it wore whenever his hands were on her.

Victor glanced at Daniel in the doorway.

Victor turned Rachel to face him and kissed her — his hands on her face, deep and unhurried, the water pouring over both of them. He kissed his way down her throat and she arched against him, her wet hands gripping his shoulders. He crouched slightly and took one of her nipples into his mouth and she gasped and pressed herself against his face, and Daniel ran his tongue across the underside of the toilet seat and tasted cold porcelain and watched his wife's wet body shaking with pleasure three feet away.

Victor straightened and turned Rachel to face the wall. He ran one hand down her spine and she understood and planted both hands flat against the tiles and pushed her ass back towards him and he positioned himself and pushed inside her in one slow, complete stroke.

Rachel's head dropped forward. A long, broken sound came out of her and echoed off the bathroom tiles, the steam, the running water. Victor gripped her hips and began to move — long deliberate strokes, the sound of the water mixing with the sound of her, both of them loud and unguarded.

Daniel sat back on his heels.

Victor looked over his shoulder at Daniel — still moving, Rachel's hands flat against the tiles, her wet hair plastered to her neck, her back arched and her ass pushed back to meet every stroke. He held Daniel's gaze for a moment.

Wait outside, he said.

Yes, Master. Daniel crawled out of the bathroom and sat on the landing with his back against the wall and listened to the sounds of them through the open door — Rachel's voice building, Victor's low control, the slap of wet skin and the sound of his wife saying Master, Master, Master into the bathroom tiles until her voice broke and the shower ran on and the house was loud with what he was not permitted to be part of.


* * *

Later, the three of them were in the living room.

Victor and Rachel on the sofa — Rachel in the silk robe she wore in the evenings now, Victor in a dark shirt, his hand on her thigh. Daniel on the floor in his position, the television low, the room warm and lamp-lit and ordinary in all the ways it was no longer ordinary.

After perhaps twenty minutes Daniel became aware of a pressure that had been building quietly for the past hour. He waited as long as he reasonably could. Then he looked at Victor.

Master, he said. I need to use the bathroom.

Victor looked down at him from the sofa. His expression did not change. He looked at Daniel for a moment with that steady, assessing calm and then he looked towards the back of the house. He stood without a word and led Daniel to the patio doors and unlocked it and opened it and the cold evening air came in immediately — dark and damp, a fine drizzle falling, the garden wet and black beyond the threshold.

Victor pointed outside. His expression said everything the gesture did not.

Daniel looked at the wet garden. He looked at Victor. Victor's expression was the same as it always was — unhurried, entirely comfortable.

Daniel crawled out onto the cold wet patio. The stone was wet and cold under his palms and knees. Behind him he heard the door close. He heard the lock turn.

The crawled onto the grass which was soft, wet and cold beneath him, soaking through Rachel's underwear immediately, the mud pressing up between his fingers. He went to the far dark end of the garden where the shadows were thickest and crouched on all fours in the cold wet grass and did what he needed to do. The neighbour's television was audible through the fence. A car passed in the street beyond. An ordinary Tuesday evening in a suburban garden, and Daniel kneeling in the mud in his wife's underwear attending to nature like an animal.

He was still crouched at the dark end of the garden when the light inside the house changed.

He looked up.

Through the patio doors — floor to ceiling glass, the living room was fully visible. Warm and lamp-lit, every detail clear from where Daniel knelt in the dark outside.

Victor had Rachel in the centre of the room.

He was undressing her with the unhurried thoroughness he brought to everything — the silk robe falling first, then her underwear, and then she was bare in the warm lamplight, her body fully exposed, and Victor turned her towards the patio doors. Towards the glass. Towards Daniel kneeling in the cold mud at the bottom of the garden.

Victor looked through the window directly at Daniel. Something moved in his expression that was not quite a smile but contained all the elements of one. Then he put both hands on Rachel's hips and walked her forward until her body met the glass.

Rachel's front pressed against the cold glass doors — her bare breasts flattening against the glass, her nipples hardening immediately against the cold surface, her hands going up to brace against the frame above her. Her face was turned slightly sideways and Daniel could see her expression from the garden — open and wanting and entirely Victor's.

Victor positioned himself behind her. He looked at Daniel through the glass one more time, making sure Daniel was watching, making sure Daniel understood the geometry of what was happening. Then he pushed inside her.

Rachel's mouth opened and her forehead went forward against the glass. The sound she made was audible even outside through the door and the garden and the cold damp air — muffled but unmistakeable, the sound Daniel knew by heart now, the sound of his wife taking Victor's thick cock and being completely undone by it every single time.

Daniel was still crouched at the far end of the garden. He had not finished what he had come outside to do. He finished it now, in the cold mud, on all fours, a dog in the garden, his eyes on the French doors the entire time.

Victor fucked his wife against the glass slowly and then less slowly — his hips driving forward in long hard strokes, Rachel's body rocking against the door with every one, her bare breasts pressing and dragging against the cold glass as she was rocked forward. Her hands were flat against the frame above her. Her face was tilted sideways, her eyes half open, every expression visible to Daniel through the glass in the warm lamplight — the pleasure building, the helplessness of it, the total and complete surrender of a woman who had stopped pretending she wanted to be anywhere else.

Daniel crawled back through the wet grass towards the patio, his palms and knees in the mud, the wet underwear clinging to him in the cold. He stopped at the patio's edge and knelt there and watched.

Victor changed the angle — gripping Rachel's hips and pulling her back from the glass so she was bent forward, her hands still on the frame, her ass pushed back towards him, and he drove into her from behind with full measured force and she cried out properly now, loud and uncontained, and began pushing back to meet every stroke. Victor looked through the glass at Daniel the entire time. Not gloating. Not performing. Simply making sure Daniel was watching. Making sure Daniel understood who was inside the warm lit house and who was outside in the cold dark, and why.

Rachel came hard — her whole body shaking, her hands white-knuckled on the door frame, Victor's name coming out of her in broken pieces. Victor worked her through every second of it and then buried himself and came, a low controlled sound, his eyes on Daniel through the glass until the very last.

Afterwards he held Rachel upright — she was limp, boneless, her forehead against the glass, both of them catching their breath. Victor pressed a kiss against the back of her neck. His eyes found Daniel again through the window.

He reached past Rachel and turned the key in the French door lock. The door opened inward.

Daniel crawled inside.

The warmth of the house hit him immediately — the contrast of it after the cold garden, the smell of the room, the lamplight. He knelt on the living room carpet with mud on his palms and knees and the cold wet underwear clinging to him and looked up at Victor.

Victor looked down at him for a long moment. Rachel had wrapped herself in the robe and curled into the corner of the sofa, watching. Neither of them spoke.

Then Victor said: go and clean yourself up. Bedroom in ten minutes.


* * *

Daniel cleaned up in the bathroom — the cold mud from his knees and palms, the wet underwear replaced with a fresh pair from the drawer — and when he came into the bedroom Victor was sitting on the edge of the bed. Rachel was already under the duvet, propped against the pillows, watching. The lamp was on.

Victor looked at Daniel in the doorway. Come here, he said. On your knees.

Daniel got down and crawled to where Victor sat at the edge of the bed and stopped in front of him. Victor looked down at him for a long moment with that flat, assessing expression.

You're going to thank me, Victor said. For what I do for my wife every night. He said it with the same matter-of-fact certainty he used for all arrangements. The way I take care of her. The way I fuck her. The way I give her everything she needs that you never could. He let that land. You're going to thank me for it properly. He reached out and turned Daniel by the shoulder so that Daniel was facing away from him, facing the bed, facing Rachel who was watching from the pillows with her arms folded.

Victor pulled the briefs to one side slowly — not removing them, simply moving the thin fabric out of the way, exposing Daniel while keeping him in his wife's underwear, which was its own specific and deliberate statement. He ran one large hand slowly over Daniel's bare ass — both cheeks, squeezing them apart, spreading them, the same thorough proprietary inspection he gave everything that was his.

Reach back, Victor said. Spread yourself open for me.

Daniel lowered his head to the carpet. He reached both hands behind him and took a cheek in each hand and spread himself open, his face pressed into the floor, his back arched, holding himself exposed for Victor's inspection. He held that position and did not move.

Victor looked at him like that for a moment — Daniel's face in the carpet, his own hands pulling himself open, the thin fabric of the briefs pulled to one side. Good doggie, he said quietly. He reached to the bedside table for the small bottle he kept there and took his time preparing Daniel with his fingers — one first, working slowly in circles, then two, stretching and opening him with the patient thoroughness of a man who intended to use what he was preparing properly. Daniel kept his hands where they were throughout, holding himself spread, his head down, and said nothing.

When Victor was satisfied he positioned himself — Daniel could feel the thick blunt heat of him pressing against his entrance, the broad head nudging insistently forward — and then Victor pushed inside. He went in slowly and completely, feeding his fat cock between Daniel's spread cheeks with the briefs still pulled to one side, the thin fabric tight against the shaft as he sank deeper inch by inch, the girth of him stretching Daniel open wider with every forward movement. A pressure that built and built as Victor proceeded with that characteristic unhurried force, not stopping, not rushing, until his heavy balls were pressed flush against Daniel's ass and every inch of him was buried to the root. He held himself there.

Daniel's breath came out in a long, broken sound that he could not have stopped if he'd tried.

Victor stayed fully seated for a moment — letting Daniel feel the complete size of him, the full weight of it, the absolute and specific reality of his position. Then he reached forward and gripped Daniel's hair and pulled his head up so that Daniel was looking directly at Rachel on the bed — her face, her expression, the settled and entirely unsurprised way she was watching her husband on his hands and knees in front of her, impaled on the cock that had been inside her every night for weeks.

Now, Victor said. His voice was low and entirely steady. Thank me.

Daniel looked at Rachel's face. Thank you, Master, he said. His voice came out rough and unsteady.

What for? Victor said. He drew back slowly — Daniel could feel every inch of that withdrawal, the drag and stretch of it — and then drove forward again, his balls slapping against Daniel's cheeks, burying himself to the hilt with a force that rocked Daniel forward on his hands.

For — Daniel stopped, caught the words, found them. For pleasuring my wife, Master. For giving her what she needs. Each word produced against the rhythm of Victor's strokes, which had settled into a steady, unhurried pace — long pulls back until just the head remained inside, then forward again, full and complete, his thick shaft working in and out of Daniel with the same methodical thoroughness with which Victor did everything. For being the man in this house. For fucking her so well—

Good doggie, Victor said. His pace built incrementally — deeper, harder, his large hands gripping Daniel's hips with force now, pulling him back to meet every stroke. The sounds of it filled the bedroom — the slap of Victor's hips and heavy balls against Daniel's ass with every thrust, Daniel's broken sounds, the creak of the floor under them.

Victor built his pace — deeper, harder, his large hands gripping Daniel's hips and pulling him back to meet every stroke, his fat cock like a piston in and out with full force, his balls slapping against Daniel with every thrust. And then something shifted inside Daniel — a pressure building from deep within that had nothing to do with his own arousal and everything to do with the relentless stroking of Victor's thick cock against something inside him that his body had no defence against. He felt it rising before he understood what it was. A clenching. A tipping point. And then his cum was forcing its way out from around the edges of the chastity device in helpless thick pulses — squirting onto the carpet beneath him without warning, his body spending itself involuntarily, spurt after spurt forced out by the pressure of Victor inside him, completely beyond his control. He had not touched himself. He had not been touched. Victor's cock had done it, stroking against him from the inside, and Daniel's hands pressed hard into the carpet and his breath came out in a broken sound as it happened and he could not stop it and could not pretend it was not happening.

He became aware of it at the same moment Victor did.

Daniel had come. Without being touched, without any direct stimulation beyond what Victor had been doing to him — the relentless pressure of Victor's thick cock working against him had been enough, some combination of fullness and friction and the specific quality of complete surrender, and he had spent himself onto the carpet beneath him without being able to stop it.

Victor continued to drive into him with full force for the final strokes — his fat cock buried completely with every thrust, his heavy balls pressed hard against Daniel's ass, his hands gripping like vices — and came with a low controlled sound, spending himself fully inside Daniel and holding there, every inch of him buried to the root. He stayed for a long moment, fully seated, letting Daniel feel every pulse of it. Then he withdrew slowly — gripping Daniel's hips and pulling back with the same unhurried deliberateness with which he did everything, his thick shaft sliding out inch by inch, the stretch and drag of it unmistakeable, until the head slipped free with an audible sound and Victor's cum began to run immediately from Daniel, thick and warm, trickling down between his cheeks and onto his inner thigh.

Victor looked at the carpet. He looked at Daniel. His expression did not change — it never changed — but something moved through it that was between amusement and satisfaction. He crouched down and looked at the small wet patch on the carpet and then looked up at Daniel's face.

Well, he said. Quietly. Look at that.

Daniel said nothing.

Victor stood. Well… clean it up then, he said. His voice was the same as it always was — flat, unhurried, the voice of a man giving a sensible instruction about a domestic matter. Every drop.

Daniel looked at the carpet. He lowered his head and pressed his tongue to it and licked — the taste of himself, warm and salty on the fibres of the carpet, the rough texture of it against his tongue. He worked methodically across the patch, lapping slowly, until the carpet was clean and there was nothing left. He sat back on his heels.

Victor looked down at him and said nothing further about it.

He went to the bathroom.

Daniel remained on his hands and knees on the bedroom floor. He could hear Victor in the bathroom, the tap running. Rachel looked down at him from the bed. She said nothing. She reached over and turned the bedside lamp down slightly and settled back against the pillows.

When Victor came back he got into bed beside her without looking at Daniel again.

* * *

Several nights later.

Daniel was in the cage, curled on the padded base in Rachel's underwear, the lamp on low. Victor was sitting on the edge of the bed looking at him with that particular quality of attention that Daniel had learned to read over the past weeks. The quality that meant something was about to happen.

Victor reached into his bedside drawer. He produced the small key on its chain — the key to the chastity device — and held it between his fingers.

Daniel's eyes went to it immediately. He could not help it. He had not been released in weeks. The sight of the key produced a physical response that was immediate and involuntary — a constriction in his chest, a heat moving through him, the body's desperate arithmetic of deprivation.

Victor crouched in front of him. He reached down and unlocked the device with the same efficiency with which he did everything, and removed it, and set it to one side.

The relief of it was staggering. Physical, immediate, overwhelming — weeks of relentless constraint gone in a moment, sensation returning to parts of himself he had almost forgotten. Daniel let out a breath he hadn't known he was holding.

Victor looked at him. He held his gaze steadily.

There is something you need to understand, he said. His voice was the same register it always was — low, unhurried, carrying everything in the words rather than the volume. He glanced at Rachel and back. My wife and I have discussed this.

The device is coming off permanently, he said. You've earned that — you've been a good doggie. He said it matter-of-factly, the way he said everything. He met Daniel's eyes steadily. You exist in this house to serve. That is what you are. That is what you will continue to be.

The room was very quiet.

Daniel looked at Victor. He looked at Rachel.

Rachel was watching him from the bed. Her expression was not unkind and it was not cruel. It was settled.

Victor looked between them both. He sat back onto the bed and against the headboard with Rachel against his side, his arm around her, his hand moving over her hip with that slow proprietary ease. He looked at Daniel in the cage the way a man looks at something he has built and is satisfied with.

There is one more thing, he said. His voice was the same as always. He looked at Rachel briefly — something passed between them, a private understanding, the look of two people who had already discussed what was coming — and then he looked back at Daniel.

I've been speaking with the couple next door, he said. Nice people. The husband has been asking questions — curious about the arrangement here. Apparently the walls are not as thick as you'd think.

He let that settle for a moment.

I've invited them over next Saturday, he said. Rachel is going to be a very good hostess. He looked at Rachel,. Isn't that right?

Yes, Master, Rachel said. Her voice was quiet and entirely certain.

Victor looked back at Daniel in the cage. And you, he said, will serve the drinks. On your knees. In your underwear. As you are. Our neighbours are going to learn exactly how this house works.

He reached over and turned the lamp off.

The room went dark. Daniel lay in the cage and heard Rachel make a soft sound as Victor's hands moved over her in the dark — the familiar sounds of them settling into each other, the creak of the bed, the low murmur of Victor's voice saying something too quiet to make out and Rachel's low response.

He lay in the cage and felt everything he felt and said nothing and stared at the dark and eventually, a long time after the room had gone quiet and Victor's breathing had slowed into sleep and Rachel was curled against his chest with his hand resting on her bare hip, Daniel closed his eyes.
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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.


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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