
        
            
                
            
        

    
Power

Surrendered

Chloe Daily


Copyright © 2025 Chloe Daily

All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.




Contents

Title Page

Copyright

When Words Spill Out

A Single Thought

Give Me A Minute

Decision Time

Shopping With A Smile

Are You Ready?

Regaining Control

A New Dawn

Home Sweet Home

Finding The Strength

What Now?

Books By This Author


When Words Spill Out

As I woke, Emily was nestled against me, her body warm and relaxed, her head resting on my shoulder as if she belonged there. The soft rhythm of her breath tickled my skin, and the smooth heat of her bare body pressed into mine, her firm, generous breasts molding against my chest. A slow, drowsy pleasure settled over me as I drifted in that hazy space between sleep and full consciousness.

I could tell she was awake too, though she remained still, her presence wrapped around me in quiet intimacy. My mind, still steeped in the remnants of sleep, began to replay the night before—flashes of tangled limbs, her cries echoing in the dark, the raw, unchecked hunger between us. The memory alone sent the faintest stir through my cock, though after the kind of relentless, unrestrained fucking we’d indulged in, it was no surprise that my body had little left to give.

Still, the sensation was there, a pleasant hum beneath the surface, a quiet satisfaction that lingered in my muscles and in the vivid, intoxicating images of what had undoubtedly been one of the most intensely gratifying nights we’d had in years.

We had held nothing back. Every last indulgence had been on the table. Our small collection of toys—long neglected and tucked away in a forgotten drawer—made a rare appearance, though not before I had to hunt down fresh batteries to coax the vibrator into even the faintest hum. But it hadn’t been about the toys. The night had belonged to Emily, to her pleasure, to the raw, uninhibited abandon of her body beneath mine.

Not that I hadn’t found my own satisfaction along the way—far from it. But this had been about her. About wringing every ounce of pleasure from her, pushing her past every threshold, drawing out every last tremor of bliss until her body barely knew how to stop. I’d used everything at my disposal—my hands, my cock, my mouth, my teeth, and especially my tongue—to keep her on the precipice for nearly four relentless hours.

She had moaned, whimpered, cried out, her voice a symphony of desperate need, building until it erupted into unrestrained screams as one orgasm after another tore through her. Each one hit harder than the last, her body arching, shuddering, utterly wrecked by sensation. At one point, she’d clamped her thighs around my head so tightly that I had to fight to keep breathing, her legs trembling as my tongue worked her over, forcing her into the deepest, most uncontrollable orgasms of the night.

Even in the spaces between those earth-shattering peaks, I never truly let up. I kept her trembling, her body caught in the endless ripple of aftershocks and smaller orgasms that left her whimpering, gasping, nearly delirious. I gave her only the briefest pauses, a handful of stolen minutes here and there, just long enough for her to catch her breath—before I pulled her right back under.

During her night of indulgence, I’d cum three times myself—each one coaxed from me at the moments she swore she couldn’t take any more. That was always my cue. I’d slide inside her, holding myself still at first, letting her body adjust, letting her breathing slow. The heat of her, the slick, trembling grip of her pussy around me, was almost too much, but I held back, savoring the feel of her utterly spent beneath me.

And then, just as she began to settle, I would move—slow, measured thrusts, rocking into her with deliberate care, lulling her into relaxation before inevitably drawing her back toward the edge. Each time, despite her protests, her body betrayed her, the tension winding back up, the need too strong to ignore. As I increased my pace, she met me with weak but instinctive thrusts, her exhaustion battling the pleasure until she was swept up in it all over again.

These orgasms were gentler, more subdued compared to the ruthless torment I had inflicted earlier—nothing like the brutal overstimulation of my tongue against her clit or the moments when I had pressed the vibrator directly to that swollen, desperate bundle of nerves. But they were still potent, still undeniable, wringing the last vestiges of resistance from her.

By the time I finally stopped, she was utterly wrecked, her body given over completely, too drained to move. The number of times she had cum was long lost to both of us—at least twenty earth-shattering peaks, with an almost constant ripple of smaller orgasms threading through the night. She was spent, reduced to a beautiful, quivering mess, sprawled across the bed like a rag doll.

She looked breathtaking. A deep, flushed glow covered her body, the evidence of her surrender written across her skin. Her nipples remained swollen, sensitive to the touch, her pussy lips still plump and puffy, slick with the remnants of her pleasure. A thin sheen of sweat glistened over her, and her hair clung in damp, tangled strands to her forehead. She was the picture of absolute, glorious ruin, and I had never seen her look more perfect.

I went to the bathroom and returned with a warm, damp cloth, gently wiping the sheen of sweat from her face, neck, and chest, tracing slow, soothing strokes over her flushed skin. She didn’t stir, lost in the depths of exhaustion, her body boneless, completely surrendered to sleep. I found a brush and ran it lightly through her tangled hair, untangling the damp strands with care before pulling the covers over her. She barely reacted, only the softest sigh escaping her lips, her breath settling into a slow, steady rhythm, the faintest hint of a snore following as I moved around the bed to crawl in on my side.

It took mere minutes before sleep claimed me too—after a night like that, there was no fighting it. I was spent, drained in the best possible way.

Beyond those three times I had let her come down, cradling her body in mine, keeping my cock nestled deep inside her before coaxing her into one more slow, tender fuck that pulled yet another orgasm from her, there had been so many other moments. Times when I ignored her desperate protests of “too much, stop, please!” and pressed on anyway—pinning her down, refusing to let up until her body betrayed her. Until “Don’t! Stop!” melted into “Don’t stop!” and she was grinding against my mouth, her hips bucking, helpless to do anything but chase that next overwhelming peak.

Now, before you get the completely wrong idea—before you think I’m the kind of husband who disregards his wife’s feelings, ignores her protests, or forces her into anything against her will—let me give you some context. Because everything leading up to that night, and the night itself, was just the beginning. A prelude to something far more significant—a life-altering journey that neither of us saw coming.

After more than a decade of marriage, our sex life had withered into something unrecognizable. Not just dull—sporadic to the point of nonexistence. Infrequent? Hell, let’s be honest—weeks would pass between clumsy, awkward attempts at intimacy, each one leaving me more frustrated, more unsatisfied. And I could tell Emily felt the same.

But instead of talking about it, I let resentment fester. I convinced myself she’d lost interest in sex altogether—or worse, that she’d lost interest in me. Every time I tried to initiate something, she pulled away, disinterested, distracted. Eventually, I stopped trying as much. I started assuming rejection before I even reached for her, and with each dismissal, bitterness took root. I became irritable, short-tempered, snapping at things that had nothing to do with sex but everything to do with how disconnected I felt from her.

And yet, in my infinite wisdom, when Emily asked what was wrong, I gave her the same gruff, dismissive answer every time—"Nothing’s wrong." Because she should have known, right?

But she didn’t. And the distance between us only grew.

Until one night, after what felt like a lifetime of pushing this aside, I hit my breaking point. I couldn’t keep swallowing my frustration, couldn’t keep pretending like everything was fine when it wasn’t.

So, right after dinner, without any preamble, I just blurted it out—"We have to talk."

I know, I know—that’s supposed to be the woman’s line. But what the hell.

Before I get to the rest of the story, there’s something else I need to explain—because it played a bigger role in all of this than I realized at the time.

For longer than I cared to admit, I had been getting by with the help of fantasy. It was a coping mechanism, a way to deal with the growing void in our sex life. I’d always enjoyed browsing online, seeking out soft porn—not just images and videos, but stories, forums, discussions about every imaginable kink and scenario. Because let’s be honest, after a while, how many gifs, jpegs, and mpeg clips of tits, cocks, and messy fucks can you really look at before it all starts to feel the same? Maybe that saturation point varies from person to person, but for me, it came quickly.

Words, though—words did something different. Stories pulled me in, built tension, made my mind work in ways that images never could. And sometimes, those stories ventured into places I never would in real life. But in fantasy? In the safe, detached world of my imagination? They were intoxicating.

At some point, I stumbled into the world of Female Domination—and more specifically, teasing and orgasm denial. The idea gripped me instantly, though I wasn’t entirely sure why. I read everything I could find—stories, forum posts, discussions from people who actually lived it. The concept fascinated me: a woman controlling a man’s pleasure, keeping him on the edge, denying him release purely for her own amusement—or to make the moment of release so much more intense when she finally allowed it.

I began to fantasize about Emily in that role—imagining her teasing me, playing with my arousal, taking control of my pleasure. I wasn’t delusional; I knew it was just a fantasy, a way to distract myself from the fact that our real sex life had all but disappeared. But it became a kind of escape, a private indulgence that made things a little more bearable.

Eventually, I took it a step further. I started experimenting with teasing myself—stroking my cock to the edge, stopping just before the breaking point. Sometimes, I’d push it for days, building the tension, seeing how long I could last before I caved and let myself cum. It was exhilarating in a strange way, a self-imposed game of restraint.

But no matter how much I played with denial, I never had the discipline to go too long without release. A few days, maybe—then I’d give in. It was a way to pretend, to create a makeshift Walter Mitty sex life in my head.

But in the end, it was still just that—pretend. A temporary fix for a problem that wasn’t going away.

One thing became glaringly obvious—the longer I went without an orgasm, the more it consumed my thoughts. Duh. But something else happened too. Because I was pretending Emily was the one in control, I found myself treating her differently. I was more attentive, more patient, more eager to please. I doted on her in ways I hadn’t in years.

I’d read about this effect—that women who practiced teasing and denial on their men often found them more affectionate, more devoted. And now, I was starting to get it. The problem was, Emily had no idea what was happening, no clue that I was in my own head, twisting our reality into something that wasn’t real. So, naturally, the impact was minimal.

And when, after days of extra attention, nothing changed—when our sex life remained just as barren as before—I did what I always did. I gave in, stroked myself to a mind-numbing orgasm, and let it all go.

Until I couldn’t anymore.

I reached my breaking point. The fantasies, the quiet frustration, the slow-burning resentment—it was all too much. I needed to say it. I needed to fix it.

"We have to talk."

Emily looked up at me, her expression unreadable. "About what?"

I took a deep breath, bracing myself, thinking I was the one steering this conversation. "Emily, I think our marriage has a serious problem."

For a second, she just stared at me. And then, she laughed—a short, bitter sound that cut through the air like a blade. "No shit. You’ve figured that out already, have you? What’s it taken you—what, a year? I’m actually shocked you noticed."

Her words stunned me, knocking me off balance. I had expected resistance. I had expected denial. But not this.

She wasn’t oblivious. She wasn’t indifferent.

She was angry.

“In fact,” she continued, her tone sharp, “I read an article recently about sex and marriage. And James, we don’t just meet the definition of a sexless marriage—we blow the hell out of it.”

I stared at her, reeling.

If she knew, if she felt this too—then why? Why had she let it go on for so long? Why had she let things get this bad?

And more than anything—if she was this frustrated too, then why hadn’t she said something sooner?

Before I could even form a response, Emily barreled on, her voice rising with emotion. "In fact, I’ve seriously considered leaving you. But I love you too much for that. Since you’ve finally brought it up, we better do something about it—before it really is too late!"

Her words hit like a slap. My mind reeled. Leaving me? That thought had never even crossed my mind. I had been miserable, sure. But I had never once imagined she was at the point of considering leaving.

I was completely floored. "If that’s how you feel, then why do you never want to have sex?"

Her eyes flashed. "ME? What about you? You don’t even come to bed with me anymore!"

I scoffed, frustration boiling over. "That’s because it’s too fucking frustrating to lie there next to you every night, wanting to fuck you so badly, only to get rejected again and again!"

My voice had risen to a near shout. So had hers.

What started as a long-overdue conversation spiraled into something dangerously close to an all-out fight—not physical, but a raw, explosive argument that neither of us saw coming. Accusations flew. Years of pent-up resentment spilled over.

Until, finally, it hit us.

Somewhere in the middle of our shouting match, we both realized the awful truth—we had been completely misreading each other.

We weren’t enemies. We weren’t even on opposite sides.

We were two people who had been hurting in silence for far too long.

The anger ebbed, giving way to something quieter, more painful. We each took a breath, stepping back from the brink, and finally started listening—really listening—to each other. We laid it all out. The assumptions, the loneliness, the missed signals.

By the time we were done, we were almost laughing—but not quite. It was too raw. Too sad. Because we had come so close to wrecking something we both still wanted, something we still loved.

In the end, we saw it for what it was—one of the worst cases of marital miscommunication imaginable. But at least now, the truth was out. We knew, without a doubt, that we still loved each other. We knew we were both miserable with our sex life. And we knew we wanted to fix it.

That night, we crawled into bed together and tried to start making things right. I say tried because, well… years of neglect don’t disappear overnight. We had too much emotional baggage, too much damage to undo in a single evening.

We even sought out counseling a few times, just to help us figure out how to move forward. Because for the first time in a long time, we were finally on the same page. And for the first time in even longer, there was hope.

I’m happy to report that things turned around quickly. Once we finally started talking—really talking—we found our way back to each other, and before long, our sex life was just as vibrant as it had been in the early days of our marriage. The tension eased, the distance between us closed, and soon enough, we were rediscovering the passion we’d nearly lost.

Which brings me back to that unforgettable Saturday night—Emily’s night of absolute indulgence, the one I just described.

But as much as things had improved, there was still something missing. Yes, we were having sex again—good sex—but it still felt… predictable. Safe. A little too plain vanilla. And after everything we had been through, after how much progress we had made by being open and honest, I knew I needed to voice what was on my mind.

Some of our counseling sessions had touched on this—on the importance of communication, of being vulnerable about our desires. And after mulling it over for weeks, I finally worked up the courage to bring it up.

One evening, as we lay in bed together, I took a breath and said, "Emily, don’t you have some fantasies you’d like to experience?"

She blinked at me, clearly caught off guard. "Fantasies?"

I nodded, trying to sound casual despite the nerves buzzing in my chest. "Yeah. You know… things you’ve thought about but never tried. Anything that excites you."

She hesitated, biting her lip. "Well…" She paused, then let out a small laugh. "Ever since Tom and Sally talked about it, I have given it some thought from time to time."

That piqued my curiosity instantly.

"Oh?" I prompted, my pulse kicking up. "And what exactly have you been thinking about?"

She hesitated again, but there was something in her expression—a flicker of intrigue, of possibility—that sent a surge of anticipation through me.

Tom and Sally—Doctor and Doctor Edwards—were our counselors, a husband-and-wife team who specialized in helping couples navigate their relationships. We had worked with them both together and separately—joint sessions, one-on-one discussions—diving into the underlying issues that had brought us to the brink. They had talked about sex as play, about how fantasy wasn’t just a guilty indulgence but an essential part of a healthy sexual connection.

Their words had stuck with me. And now, I swallowed hard and forced myself to speak.

"Well… we’ve got our sex life back, finally. And it’s good, really good. But it still feels…" I hesitated, suddenly unsure how to say it. "It seems kind of… boring."

Emily arched a brow, but I pressed on.

"You know. Tab A, slot B. No surprises, no excitement. None of the things we used to do. Just… boy on top, girl on bottom. Pump, pump, cum, done."

The moment I said it, she flushed slightly. Not out of embarrassment—more like recognition. Her body language shifted, just enough for me to catch it. She knew exactly what I meant. She had felt it too.

Still, she hesitated.

"Well… since you bring it up," she started, glancing at me, "I, uh… sort of… think that too." She exhaled, rubbing at the blanket absently before meeting my eyes. "I was afraid to say anything because we’ve made so much progress. I didn’t want to mess that up."

Her voice softened, but there was a spark in it now—an unspoken but.

"But?" I prompted.

She smiled, just a little. "But… yeah. I’d kind of like it to be even more."

There it was.

An opening. An invitation. And suddenly, the conversation wasn’t so nerve-wracking anymore—it was exciting.

"Come on, babe. We only got things back on track by talking. We need to keep talking—really talking—and be honest with each other." I reached for her hand, giving it a gentle squeeze. "So how about this? You tell me one of your sexual fantasies—something you’ve thought about but never tried—and I’ll do my best to make it come true."

She blinked, clearly caught off guard by the directness of my offer.

I pressed on, letting a small, teasing grin tug at my lips. "Then we switch. I’ll tell you one of mine. No judgment, no pressure. Just… a way to explore. What do you think?"

Her fingers twitched slightly in my grip, and I could see the thoughts racing behind her eyes. Hesitation, curiosity, maybe even a little excitement.

This was a risk. A leap into something unknown.

And I held my breath, waiting for her answer.

"Uh… well… okay. Yeah, let’s try that," she said, stumbling over her words slightly, as if still processing what she had just agreed to.

I could feel my pulse quicken. This was happening.

I grinned, keeping my tone light, careful not to make it feel like pressure. "So, tell me… what does that sexy body and that even sexier mind want?" I leaned in just a little, wanting to encourage her, make it clear this was about her—not about complaints or unmet expectations.

Emily hesitated for only a second, but then something shifted. The uncertainty faded, replaced by something warmer—excitement. Real excitement.

"Well… there is something," she admitted, her voice gaining confidence. "Even back in our early days, when sex was great and uninhibited, I never experienced it. But I always thought I’d like to try."

That was all it took. A thrill shot through me, but I managed—just barely—to keep my expression neutral, to not give away the surge of anticipation coursing through me.

Instead, I kept my voice even, casual. "Oh?" I asked, tilting my head slightly. "And what, exactly, is that?"

She hesitated for only a second, then squared her shoulders, her voice steady, full of determination.

"Well… I’ve always wanted to be made—even forced—to cum over and over again. More than I’d normally want to or even allow. I want you to keep making me cum… even when I say ‘enough, no more’—I want you to push me past that. Keep going until I’m completely wasted, until my body just can’t anymore."

As the words left her mouth, a deep flush spread across her cheeks, but her expression was anything but embarrassed. She was excited—grinning, bright-eyed, her whole body practically humming with anticipation.

I stared at her, caught somewhere between shock and absolute, stunned admiration. I had never imagined this kind of confession from her. But she wasn’t shying away from it—not at all. And the fact that she had not only thought about this but was willing to say it out loud? That was more than I had ever hoped for.

And there was no way in hell I wasn’t going to make this happen for her.

I forced my voice to stay calm, casual, even as my pulse pounded in my throat. "That seems like a pretty normal kind of fantasy," I said, as smoothly as I could manage. "How about I do my best to make it reality for you this Saturday?"

It was Wednesday night.

Emily hesitated, just for a breath, then broke into a wide, eager smile. Any trace of her earlier nervousness was gone.

"Yeah," she said, her voice strong, her excitement unmistakable. "I’d really like to go for it."

I didn’t need to say anything else. I just pulled her into me, capturing her lips in a deep, consuming kiss.

What followed wasn’t just sex—it was passion, raw and unfiltered. We didn’t rush. We indulged, reveling in every touch, every moan, every slow build of pleasure. It was one of the most connected, deeply satisfying moments we had shared in a long time.

And that was how we arrived at the night I had just described.

From the moment the conversation ended, an unspoken electricity charged the air between us. The anticipation started that very night and built steadily, growing stronger with each passing day.

By Saturday, it was nearly unbearable.

Neither of us brought up the fantasy again, but the weight of it lingered in every look, every touch. Especially that day, when we kept catching each other’s eyes—big, knowing grins spreading across our faces, wordless but full of promise.

We were both tingling with anticipation.

And neither of us had any idea just how far the night would take us.

We kept dinner simple—a quiet, light meal, just one glass of wine each. Neither of us wanted anything too heavy. And though we didn’t speak of it outright, the energy between us was unmistakable. The air was thick with anticipation, every glance, every small movement charged with the unspoken promise of what was to come.

We ate earlier than usual for a weekend, neither of us wanting to wait any longer than necessary.

When we were both finished, I stood, reaching my hand out to Emily.

"It’s time," I said softly.

I saw the shiver roll through her, a visible ripple of nervous excitement. But she didn’t hesitate. Without a word, she placed her hand in mine, letting me guide her toward our bedroom.

The moment felt significant—like we were crossing a threshold into something unknown, something uncharted.

Inside, I turned to face her, my grip on her hand gentle but firm. "Are you sure?" I asked, searching her expression for any lingering doubt.

She hesitated only briefly, then met my gaze with quiet conviction.

"Yes."

Still, she continued, making sure I understood exactly what this was—and what it wasn’t. "Just so we’re clear, this isn’t a rape fantasy, not at all" she said, her voice steady. "I just… I want to experience complete sensual overload."

I nodded, my chest tightening with something between relief and sheer, unfiltered desire.

"Understood," I murmured.

But before we went any further, there was one more thing.

"You need a safe word."

She blinked, clearly thrown by the suggestion. "A… what?"

I could see she had no idea what I meant, so I explained—briefly but firmly. "It’s something I’ve read about. A way for you to let me know if it’s too much—if you need me to stop, no questions asked. I’ll respect it immediately."

Her expression shifted—curious, considering. She hadn’t thought about it before, but she was thinking about it now.

And as I waited for her to choose one, the air between us grew even heavier.

And so there we were—the morning after.

Snuggled close, tangled in the sheets, our bodies warm from sleep. Awake now, both of us. Silent.

The weight of the night lingered between us, thick and unspoken.

I waited.

And waited.

Until I couldn’t anymore.

"So?" I finally asked, my voice quiet but pressing.

A long pause.

I shifted slightly, pressing a kiss to her temple. "Emily, you okay?" I asked gently.

She exhaled, her voice firm. "Yeah… it was just—" She hesitated. "Pretty intense."

I studied her expression, searching for something beneath the words.

"You sorry?"

She turned her head slightly, meeting my gaze. "Well… you were a little more exuberant than I expected." Her tone wasn’t exactly accusing, but there was a sharpness to it. "There were moments where I thought you went a little too far."

A pang of worry settled in my chest.

"Then why didn’t you tell me?" I asked, concern creeping into my voice.

She blinked. Then her expression shifted—understanding flickering across her face.

"I did—" she started, then stopped. Her brow furrowed. "Oh… you mean why didn’t I use the safe word."

It wasn’t a question.

"Right."

After a moment, she exhaled and continued, her voice quieter now.

"Well… I, uh… actually, I forgot about it."

I frowned slightly, waiting for her to go on.

"Not only did I forget what it was, I completely forgot it existed." She let out a small, breathy laugh, shaking her head. "It was just so intense… I got lost in it. I didn’t even think about the safe word."

I didn’t reply right away, letting the weight of her words settle between us.

A long silence stretched out.

"Sorry?" she asked hesitantly.

I turned to look at her. "Well… are you?"

She paused, then shook her head. "No. No, I’m not."

That should have been reassuring. And yet, something about her tone still held uncertainty.

"Do you wish we hadn’t?" I asked, keeping my voice gentle.

She was quiet for another long beat, then slowly, softly admitted, "No, I don’t."

But then she added, "It was just… a lot. You could have eased up a little."

There was little conviction in her voice. It didn’t sound like regret. It sounded like she was still processing it, still working through what it had meant to feel that much, to be pushed past where she thought her limits were.

"Wasn’t it what you fantasized?" I asked carefully.

She nodded. "Yeah… mostly."

I caught the hesitation.

"But?"

She exhaled. "But I really do think… if I’d remembered the safe word, I might have used it."

That admission made something flicker in my chest—an awareness, a realization.

The fact that she hadn’t known much about safe words before—that she hadn’t even considered them until I brought it up—was something worth noting.

And something to think about for next time.

I repeated my question, watching her carefully. "Are you sorry?"

She let out a breath, then shook her head, her voice more certain this time. "No, no, James. It was my fantasy. I don’t want to spoil it in any way. I’m just… a little confused." She paused, then let out a groan. "And damn sore this morning!"

Finally, she giggled, the tension in her shoulders easing.

And just like that, I knew everything was okay.

I pulled her close, pressing a kiss to her temple, and for a while, neither of us spoke. Just lay there, tangled together, letting the quiet settle between us.

Then, after a long pause, she broke the silence.

"Okay… how about you?"

I felt my body stiffen. And no—not my cock. Though now that I thought about it, that might have happened too.

I knew exactly what she was asking.

And yet, something tight clenched in my chest. A flicker of something I wasn’t quite ready to put into words.

So, I deflected. Smoothly. Casually.

"I’m fine," I said, keeping my tone even. "A little tired in the jaw, maybe, but no—not sore anywhere."

Emily huffed, rolling her eyes. "Oh, come on, James. You know damn well that’s not what I was asking."

She tried to sound stern, but there was laughter beneath it, teasing warmth curling around her words.

I should have known better.

After nearly fifteen years together—through both our early days and everything since—she could read me like an open book.

And no amount of deflection was going to stop her from turning the page.

I took a deep breath, feeling the weight of the moment. This was it—I had to say it.

"Well… I want you to tease me."

There. I’d started.

Emily tilted her head slightly, curiosity flickering across her face. "Tease you? How?"

Her tone was gentle, encouraging, like she could sense how hard it was for me to admit.

I swallowed, forcing myself to push through the nerves.

"I don’t just mean a little teasing," I clarified. "I want you to really tease me. I want you to be a complete cocktease—push me right to the edge, make me almost cum… and then stop."

I glanced at her, searching for a reaction.

She didn’t interrupt, just waited, watching me.

I took another breath, feeling a heat rise in my chest. "And I want you to do it over and over again. Until I can’t stand it anymore… and then keep going anyway."

Her lips parted slightly, her breath hitching.

"I want you to tease me so much that you have to tie me up—because I’ll be so horny, so desperate, that I wouldn’t be able to stop myself from trying to make it end. But you’d be totally in control. I wouldn’t be able to stop you. And you’d just keep going. Teasing me. Driving me absolutely mad… but not letting me cum."

Once I started talking, I couldn’t stop.

The words poured out of me, faster than I could control. I told her everything—how much I wanted her to tease me, to deny me, to push me to the absolute limit and keep me there. I described my fantasy in detail, laying it all out for her, no filter, no hesitation.

And the longer I talked, the quieter Emily became.

That was when the nerves hit.

Had I said too much? Was this too far for her? Did she find the whole thing repulsive—too weird, too kinky?

Then, finally, she spoke.

"Why?"

Soft. Curious.

But that one word knocked the air from my lungs.

Why did I want this? Why did I crave something I knew would be maddeningly frustrating? I didn’t have an easy answer. I just knew that reading about it, fantasizing about it, sent a thrill through me like nothing else. And I had reached a point where it wasn’t enough to just imagine it anymore.

I needed to experience it.

So, I told her that.

I told her how I’d obsessed over it, how it had consumed my thoughts, especially during the long drought in our sex life. How it wasn’t just about the frustration—it was about the control, the surrender, the way it rewired something deep inside me.

Still, she was silent.

The longer she didn’t respond, the more desperate I became to fill the space between us.

So, I kept talking.

I told her how I’d read about men in orgasm denial becoming incredibly attentive to their wives, how they became more eager to please, more willing to do anything for them. How some men would practically worship their wives if they controlled their pleasure.

How this wasn’t just about me—it could be good for her too.

And I just kept going, babbling on, trying to convince her. Trying to sell her on it, as if I needed to justify the thing that had been gnawing at my fantasies for so long.

Because with every second she stayed quiet, I couldn’t shake the feeling that maybe—just maybe—she wasn’t interested at all.

Finally, she spoke.

"How long are you thinking this fantasy of yours is going to last?"

Her voice was calm, measured.

For a second, I was thrown. I hadn’t really thought about duration—I’d just been spilling everything out, my fantasy pouring from me in a rush. But now, as I replayed my own words in my head, I realized I hadn’t just described a one-time thing. I had been talking about something ongoing.

Was I ready for that?

I wasn’t sure. But after opening up to her so completely, there was no point in holding back now.

I took a breath, considering my response, then said, "Well… I guess that would be up to you. The whole point would be that you control it, not me. I’d only be allowed to cum when you decided… or—" I swallowed hard, forcing myself to say it aloud, "or not at all, if that’s what you chose."

A slow smile curved at the edges of her lips.

And then she reached for me.

Her fingers wrapped around my cock—already painfully hard, throbbing from the sheer admission of my desires. As she began to stroke me, slow and deliberate, my breath hitched.

"Well," she murmured, watching me intently, "I see the thought of it excites you." Her tone was thoughtful, teasing. "But I know you, James. You get incredibly horny, and I think the reality of this would be a lot less of a turn-on than your fantasy."

She wasn’t stroking me now—just lazily playing with my cock, rolling my balls in her palm, exploring me with an almost absentminded touch.

It wasn’t gentle, exactly. It was something else.

It was casual control.

And that, more than anything, sent a shiver down my spine.

"Besides," she mused, her fingers still idly toying with my cock, "what’s in it for me? Last night, during my fantasy, you got to cum several times. This sounds like a lot of work for me."

I could tell she was teasing, but there was a thread of seriousness in her words too—an unspoken challenge.

She started stroking me again, slow and steady, with that maddening, practiced rhythm she knew would get to me. My breathing quickened almost instantly, my body responding before my brain could catch up.

I swallowed hard. "Well… you'd probably want me to eat you to orgasm off and on through the night. At least once before we even start. And then… whenever you feel like it. Especially if you need to stop so I don’t cum." My voice was rough with need, but I tried to keep it measured. Hopeful.

Emily had always said she preferred intercourse—that it felt more intimate, more connected, more loving. But she absolutely loved cumming on my tongue.

And I was damn good at making her do it.

She’d even started asking for it—something she never used to do. Now, if it had been too long since I’d gone down on her, she had no hesitation in letting me know exactly what she wanted.

That thought alone sent another jolt of heat through me.

I watched her closely, my pulse hammering. Her questions… her teasing… the way she was touching me—was she just playing with me? Or was she actually considering this?

Because if she was seriously entertaining the idea, if she was truly thinking about trying this…

Then my fantasy was already starting to become real.

She stopped talking, but her hand kept moving—slow, steady strokes that made my cock throb with need. Each time she slid her fist over the head, she rubbed that one perfect spot with her thumb, sending a shiver straight through me.

"Mmm…" I groaned, my body responding instinctively. She wasn’t going fast—not yet—but it felt damn good. The combination of our conversation, the sheer admission of my fantasy, had me wound up tighter than ever. And Emily… well, Emily was doing a hell of a job pushing me toward a big, inevitable release.

I could feel it building. Not quite on the edge yet, but getting there. My hips had started moving without me even realizing it, thrusting just slightly, chasing the sensation.

And then—she stopped.

Just stopped.

I groaned, my body immediately protesting the loss of friction. And before I could think—before I could stop myself—the words slipped out.

"Oh, baby, don’t stop now!"

The moment I said it, I regretted it.

I wanted to snatch the words back, but it was too late.

Emily’s hand was still, her expression unreadable. And then, with maddening calm, she said, "See? I told you. The reality of teasing won’t work for you. You weren’t even that close, and already, you’re whining."

She released me and climbed out of bed like it was nothing.

"You could never handle a real teasing," she continued, her tone cool, almost dismissive. "I know you."

I opened my mouth to argue, to explain, desperate to fix what I had just messed up.

"Well, baby, that’s part of the excitement—not wanting you to stop, but not being able to do anything about—"

I never got the it out.

She had already turned, walking toward the bathroom, completely unbothered.

The door swung shut with a soft click.

And just like that… it was over.

I stared at the ceiling, frustration curling tight in my gut. I had totally blown it.

One stupid moment, one knee-jerk reaction, and I might have just shut down the one conversation that had the potential to make my fantasy real.

Would she ever bring it up again?

Damn.


A Single Thought

All day long, I kept running through different ways to bring up the subject again. But no matter how I framed it in my head, it felt like I’d botched it too badly to push any further. Maybe I needed to give it a rest—for now.

That night in bed, Emily curled into me, and we kissed, slow and unhurried. I let my hands roam over her, caressing the curves of her body, reveling in the warmth of her skin. I was already hard, aching for her, and as my fingers drifted lower, I started to tease between her legs, hoping to coax her into making love.

But after just a moment, she reached down and gently stilled my hand.

"Baby, I’m just too worn out and tender after last night," she murmured. "I’m sorry, but we need to give it a rest for a day or two."

I swallowed back my disappointment, nodding against her shoulder.

"Okay," I said lightly. "I guess last night was pretty rambunctious."

I didn’t want to push. Didn’t want to do anything that would make her second-guess what had happened between us.

So I let it go.

But as I drifted off to sleep—still hard, still wanting—my mind was right back where it had been all day.

Thinking about her. About my fantasy. About how the hell I was going to bring it up again without ruining everything.

Monday morning at work was unbearably slow.

I should have been grateful for the break, but all it did was give my brain more space to wander. And it kept wandering back to her. To us. To that conversation, to the way she had stroked me so effortlessly, to the maddening thought that I might have let my one chance slip away.

Was I obsessing?

I worried that I was.

Then, right after lunch, my problem solved itself.

The boss came storming in, frantic—something about a massive project that had to be finished by end of day Wednesday.

Within minutes, the entire team was buried in work.

And for the first time in days, I was too busy to think about my fantasies at all.

I didn’t leave the office until nearly seven that night. By the time I got home, I barely had the energy to scarf down a quick bite before heading straight to bed.

Tuesday was no different. I was out the door by six—a full two hours earlier than usual—and the day was just as relentless as the one before. Another late night, another rushed dinner, another collapse into bed without a second thought.

Wednesday was a repeat performance. We pushed hard, racing against the clock, and finished just before five—just in time to rush the package to the client by overnight express.

Relief barely had time to settle in before the boss, riding high on the success, insisted on taking the whole team out for celebratory drinks.

I really just wanted to go home.

And judging by the looks on my coworkers’ faces, so did most of them. But there was no getting out of it—he wouldn’t take no for an answer.

So, off we went. A couple of rounds, some hors d’oeuvres, and the next thing I knew, it was almost eight before I finally made it out of there.

I had called Emily before leaving work to warn her. Called again in the car on my way home, letting her know I was completely wiped and planned to head straight to bed. She was understanding, never once complaining or even mentioning that she had already fixed dinner for both of us.

I appreciated that more than I could say.

Thursday morning, I let myself sleep in later than usual, and by the time I got to the office—half an hour late—I actually felt human again.

Not surprisingly, I wasn’t the only one rolling in past schedule.

The boss made his rounds, personally thanking and congratulating everyone again, but once that was done, it was back to business. Since we had spent the entire first half of the week locked into the project, everything else had piled up. The day was packed with catching up on normal work.

By the time five o’clock rolled around, no one needed to be told twice—it was a mass exodus. And I was right there with them, finally heading home at a decent hour for the first time in days.

That night, I was feeling especially horny.

It had been nearly a full week since we’d had sex—since that Saturday night—and my body was more than ready. As soon as we were in bed, I started to initiate, trailing my fingers over Emily’s skin, pressing slow kisses along her neck, my hand already beginning to wander lower.

But before I could get too far, she stopped me.

"James, I’m sorry. I just don’t feel very well tonight."

That gave me pause.

Emily almost never turned me down outright—not since we’d rebuilt our sex life. And the fact that she was saying it now, especially after teasing me with that fantasy earlier in the week, was enough to make me pull back.

"Okay, babe," I said, trying to keep my disappointment in check. "Do you think you’re getting sick?"

She shook her head. "No, just tired. And I’ve got a headache."

I smirked. "Oh, the old headache routine?"

She huffed out a tired little laugh, then reached over and wrapped her fingers around my achingly hard cock, giving it a few slow, teasing strokes. My breath hitched, my body immediately responding, but before I could take it as an invitation, she spoke again.

"I’ll make it up to you this weekend. I promise. Okay?"

"Okay," I groaned, barely resisting the urge to press her for more.

She let go, rolled over, and within minutes, she was asleep.

I, however, was not.

Friday crawled by.

After the madness of the past few days, the entire office was in a bit of a post-project slump. The energy was low, the pace slower than usual. But for me, the real reason the day dragged had nothing to do with work.

I couldn’t stop thinking about Emily’s promise.

The whole week had conspired against me sexually, leaving me unbearably pent-up. I hadn’t gone this long without cumming since we’d rekindled our sex life, and every hour that passed only made my anticipation grow stronger.

So the moment quitting time rolled around, I was out the door.

On the way home, I made a quick stop, picking up a nice bottle of wine. Then, on impulse, I grabbed a single long-stemmed red rose.

I didn’t buy flowers often—only occasionally, and never for any particular reason.

Emily always loved it when I did.

And tonight, as I handed it to her, her face lit up in the way that made it completely worth it.

The moment I stepped through the door, Emily’s eyes landed on the rose, and her face lit up with a radiant smile.

"For me?" she asked, her tone playful, though the delight in her expression was unmistakable.

I grinned, playing along. "Of course—for you, beautiful."

She closed the distance between us in a heartbeat, throwing her arms around my neck and pressing a long, deep kiss to my lips.

When she finally pulled back, her eyes were dancing.

"And that’s just the beginning," she said, still beaming. "I’m very horny and have plans for you tonight."

A thrill shot through me, my body instantly alert.

"Good," I replied, barely containing my excitement. "Me too."

Things were working out very nicely indeed.

As much as I was eager to head straight to the bedroom and take full advantage of the moment, I had enough sense to play it cool.

We poured ourselves a glass of wine, settling in on the couch, and for the first time all week, we took a breath. The past few days had been a whirlwind, so we caught up—laughing, unwinding, sharing bits and pieces of our week that had gotten lost in the chaos.

When it was time to start dinner, I volunteered to make the salad.

Now, I usually shared in the cooking, but salad? I hated making salad. Emily, on the other hand, was sick of always being the one stuck doing it, so this was a small but meaningful gesture.

She smirked, watching me with amusement.

"Somebody is trying awfully hard to impress," she teased with a laugh.

"With a sexpot like you around, who wouldn't?" I said, feeling like a silver-tongued devil after my second glass of wine. If she thought it was corny, she was kind enough to let it slide, offering only a knowing smirk as she sipped from her glass.

Leaning into the mood, I poured us each one final glass and told her to head into the living room, put on some music. "I'll be there in a few minutes after I clean up the kitchen," I added, playing it smooth.

Emily chuckled, shaking her head as she stood. "Wow, you must have it bad," she teased, but she didn’t hesitate, didn’t challenge it—just did as I suggested.

I was usually fast in the kitchen, but that night, I set a world record. Dishes clinked, the faucet ran, and my pulse quickened with every passing second. The sooner I was done, the sooner I'd be in there with her.

When I finally joined her, she was curled up on the sofa, the soft strains of a familiar Kenny G playlist drifting through the speakers. She’d picked one of our favorites. No words were needed as I sank down beside her, feeling the warmth of her body against mine. The music wrapped around us, the last of the wine in our glasses, the dim glow of the lamp casting a hazy intimacy over everything.

We sat like that for a long time—just listening, just breathing, just being.

Then, as the final song faded and the wine was gone, Emily shifted beside me. Her voice was soft, almost reluctant to break the quiet. "Ready to head to bed?"

"Sure, can't wait," I said, probably too quickly. But at least I had waited until she suggested it.


Give Me A Minute

We stepped into the bathroom, the glow of soft white lights reflecting off the double vanities. It was part of our nightly rhythm—separate sinks, a few minutes of quiet routine before bed. I splashed cool water on my face, brushed my teeth, and ran a hand through my hair, eager to get to the bedroom.

As I started to leave, Emily called over her shoulder, "Close the door, will you? I need a couple of minutes of privacy. I'll be right there."

It was a bit unusual, but I wasn’t about to question it.

I turned out all the lights in the bedroom, leaving only the flickering glow of a couple of candles—something we often did on weekends to set the mood when we knew where the night was heading. A warm anticipation curled in my chest as I stretched out on the bed, letting the moment sink in. It had already been a perfect evening, and the best was clearly still to come.

It felt like forever—though it was probably only five minutes—before Emily finally emerged from the bathroom. And when she did, I damn near lost my breath.

She looked fucking incredible. No pun intended.

She had on a set of lingerie unlike anything I’d ever seen her wear before—something entirely new, something designed to make my brain short-circuit. It wasn’t just sexy—it was devastating. The kind of thing that made me wonder if my cock could handle what was coming.

The sheer fabric teased more than it covered, her curves accentuated in a way that made my pulse thunder in my ears. Her nipples pressed insistently against the thin material, two sharp points begging to be kissed, sucked, devoured. The soft dip of her stomach led down to a pair of panties that clung to her hips and framed her cunt in a way that made me throb instantly. The candlelight made everything more intoxicating, casting slow, flickering shadows that made each contour of her body look impossibly sensual.

Then she moved closer, and the scent of her perfume—something rich, something deep, something saved for nights like these—hit me like a drug.

Another pulse of heat surged through me, my cock stiffening almost painfully.

Fuck.

"My God, you look totally stunning!" The words tumbled out of me before I could think.

Emily's lips curled into a teasing smile. "Oh, I hoped I looked sexy," she murmured, her tone playful, but there was a flicker of something more—anticipation, satisfaction—dancing in her eyes.

"You are so far beyond just 'sexy' that I don't even know the word for it," I said, my voice thick with desire. And I meant every damn word.

She giggled softly, tilting her head. "Hmm, not a bad reply," she teased.

Without another word, she turned back the covers and slid onto the bed, her body sinking into the soft sheets. Her gaze drifted down, settling on my cock—so hard it almost ached—and she didn’t hesitate.

Her fingers wrapped around me, slow, deliberate, sending a pulse of heat straight through me. She stroked, just enough to drive me wild, just enough to make me throb under her touch.

Then, as if she had teased herself as much as she had me, she rolled toward me, pressing her body—silk-clad and impossibly soft—against my bare skin. The contrast was electric.

Her lips met mine, and suddenly, there was no more waiting, no more teasing—just pure, burning passion. Her kiss was deep, hungry, stealing my breath and setting me on fire all at once.

We lost ourselves in it, in the slow, intoxicating press of mouths and tongues, the heat building between us like a fuse burning down. I could feel the way her body reacted to mine, the way her breath hitched when my hands roamed over her, the way she melted into me.

And fuck, I was burning for her.

And by the way she clung to me, I knew she was burning just as much.

Finally, we broke apart, both of us breathing hard, our bodies humming with heat. My hand slipped beneath her top, finding the warm, soft swell of her breasts.

God, I loved touching her.

Her 36D curves fit perfectly in my hands, and I took my time exploring, tracing slow circles over her sensitive skin, teasing, kneading, relishing the way her breath hitched when I grazed her nipples. I knew exactly how she liked it, the way to roll and pinch them just enough to send pleasure shooting through her.

She let me play for a while, sighing, shifting against me, but then her voice cut through the heated air—low, commanding, unmistakably turned on.

"Remove my bottom and lick my cunt until I cum."

I froze for half a second, more from sheer arousal than surprise. Emily had never been this direct before—not until we met Tom and Sally. There had been a shift in her, a new confidence, a boldness in the way she claimed what she wanted. And fuck, I loved it.

I didn’t hesitate.

She lifted her hips as I slid her panties down, the flickering candlelight illuminating the glistening heat between her legs. I was already moving toward her, desperate to taste, when her voice stopped me again.

"And James," she added, her tone edged with challenge. "I'm going to suck your cock while you eat me, but you don't get to cum until you make me cum. If you do a real good job…" She paused, letting the words settle, letting them torment me. "I might let you cum in my mouth."

Jesus Christ.

I groaned, my cock throbbing almost painfully at the thought. It was something she had rarely done, something I knew she didn't particularly enjoy. But the fact that she even mentioned it told me just how turned on she was.

And fuck, that was all the motivation I needed.

I was already at her cunt, my tongue pressing against her slick heat, determined to make her beg to swallow my cum.

Over the years, I’d learned exactly how to push Emily’s buttons, how to drive her higher and higher until she lost herself in pleasure. And that night, I was relentless. My tongue worked her with precise, knowing strokes, teasing, exploring, pulling those gorgeous sounds from her lips. She was squirming beneath me in no time, her thighs trembling, her moans spilling out between desperate breaths.

But the difference tonight? She was pushing my buttons just as much.

Her lips were wrapped around my cock, her tongue gliding along the underside, her movements slow, controlled—too controlled. Every time I groaned, every time my hips bucked in desperate response, she adjusted, pulling back just enough, keeping me teetering at the edge but never quite letting me fall.

I was wrecked. The way she worked me—knowing exactly when to take me deeper, when to slow, when to let her tongue swirl over the sensitive head—was almost torturous. She was giving me the best blowjob I could remember in a very long time, if not ever, and all the while, I was drowning in the taste of her, the way she gasped and arched against me, the way she flooded my face with her wetness.

I was barely holding on. If she had kept going like that, I would’ve exploded before I had the chance to push her over the edge. But she seemed to sense it—whether it was the way I tensed or the desperate way my hips jerked toward her—and whenever I got too close, she eased up, slowing, pausing just long enough to keep me from spilling too soon.

Fuck. She was toying with me.

I groaned against her cunt, dragging my tongue through her slick folds as she whimpered. She was getting closer—I could feel it in the way she trembled, the way her thighs tried to clamp around my head, the way her body shook.

Then, all at once, she broke.

“OH YES, BABY,” she cried, my cock slipping from her mouth as her body arched off the bed. She threw herself back, her breath catching, and then—

“FUCK!”

The scream ripped from her throat as she came hard, her body jolting, her pussy pulsing against my tongue. I kept licking her, gentle now, avoiding her clit because I knew how sensitive it would be. She was gasping, twitching, her body coming down from the peak in slow, shuddering waves.

I let her ride it out, my hands soothing over her trembling thighs, my mouth still tasting her, savoring every bit of it.

Minutes passed before she stirred again, her body finally settling back into the bed. And then, without a word, she reached for me.

Her mouth found my cock again, wrapping around me with a sudden hunger that made my entire body tense. This time, there was no teasing, no games—just deep, wet, desperate sucking.

I groaned, my head pressing back into the pillow as she worked me, her lips sliding down, her tongue pressing and swirling, her movements more urgent now. I was barely holding back, every muscle in my body tight, every fiber of my being focused on the slick heat of her mouth, the way she took me deeper, the way she let me fuck her mouth as I pumped my hips in helpless need.

Fuck, I was close. So fucking close.

And then—

She stopped.

Cold air hit me where her mouth had been, and my entire body jerked in protest.

“Shit,” I gasped, my pulse hammering. “I was so close. God, Emily, I wanted you to finish!”

The words spilled out before I could think, before I could stop them.

She just smiled.

And that was when I knew—she was enjoying this.

"I know, baby. But we need to talk."

Those four words again. But this time, they came from her.

My stomach twisted, my pulse still racing from the abrupt way she'd pulled away. The night had been perfect—damn near perfect—until she stopped. And now, here we were.

I didn't know what she wanted to talk about. Couldn’t even begin to guess.

But I didn’t want to screw this up. Not after the way she’d teased me, tormented me, controlled me in a way she never had before. So I swallowed my frustration and just let myself fall back onto the bed, exhaling as evenly as I could.

Emily didn’t hesitate.

"James, I've been thinking about what you said regarding your fantasy."

My breath caught.

Shit.

My heart started pounding in a way that had nothing to do with how close I’d just been to cumming. I’d let that go. Or at least, I’d told myself I had.

I hadn’t brought it up again. Not after the way she’d reacted the last time. Not after how hesitant she’d seemed. And I sure as hell hadn’t planned to mention it again this weekend—maybe not ever.

But now, she was bringing it up.

"And?" It was all I could manage. My voice felt rough, tight, as if my body was bracing itself for whatever she might say next.

Emily shifted beside me, and when she spoke again, her voice was softer now. Measured.

"Do you still want it?"

It hung there between us, thickening the air, stretching the moment into something unbearable.

My mind raced, my body still wound up from everything she'd just done to me. Still want it? Fuck, I didn't even know how to answer that.

The silence dragged on, long enough that I felt the weight of it pressing down on me.

And finally, I said the only thing I could.

"Why?"

"Come on, James, that's a bullshit answer," she said, her tone carrying the slightest edge of impatience.

I exhaled sharply, dragging a hand over my face. "Well," I said carefully, "I got the impression that it wasn’t something that worked at all for you. That’s why I asked." It was the truth—maybe a little defensive, but I needed to say it.

Emily let out a breath, and for a moment, I wasn’t sure how she’d respond.

"Oh," she murmured, as if processing that. "Well… that probably was my initial reaction. But we said we were going to keep working at our sex life, right? And, well…" She hesitated, then continued, her tone softer now, more open. "I've been thinking about it. And if that’s really your fantasy, I should try to give it to you—just like you did for me."

My chest tightened.

I stared at her, waiting for the but, the caveat, the catch.

But she just looked at me—steady, patient, letting her words settle.

I paused. A long time.

And she just waited.

"Yeah, I guess it is," I admitted, my voice quieter than I intended. "I've fantasized about it for a long time, and I honestly think I’d like to see what it’s like."

Emily’s eyes stayed locked on mine, unreadable, but I could see the wheels turning in her head. She exhaled slowly.

"I still think you’re not going to like it when fantasy and reality clash," she said, her tone measured, deliberate. "But if you're really, really sure—then I’m going to give you your fantasy this weekend." She paused, letting that sink in. "So, is that what you want?"

My stomach clenched.

The silence stretched between us, heavier than before. I knew she was giving me space to think, to let me be sure before I answered.

And still, when I finally spoke, my voice felt rough. "Yes. I want to find out what it’s really like."

I meant it. I knew I did. But fuck, I was scared as hell that Emily was right—that the reality of my fantasy would be nothing like what I'd imagined.

She didn’t say another word.

She had shifted so we were face to face as we talked, and now, after a moment of holding my gaze, she leaned in and pressed a soft, fleeting kiss to my lips. There was no hesitation, no second-guessing—just a quiet, simple acceptance of what was to come.

And then, without another sound, she moved.

Sliding down the bed, she positioned herself between my legs, her body framed by the candlelight, her dark lingerie clinging to her curves in a way that made my pulse stutter. I was already rock-hard, still aching from the teasing she'd put me through earlier, and the way she looked at me—sultry, knowing—made it almost unbearable.

She lowered her mouth to my cock, wrapping her lips around me without hesitation. And this time, there was no teasing, no slow buildup—just pure, hungry intent.

She sucked me deep, her tongue pressing firmly along the underside, her hand stroking in sync with her movements. My entire body tensed, pleasure rolling through me in sharp, electric waves.

Fuck, I wasn’t going to last. Not with the way she was working me.

I gritted my teeth, my hips bucking involuntarily. She didn’t slow down—if anything, she wanted me to lose control, wanted to push me over the edge.

I could feel it building, hot and inevitable, pleasure coiling so tightly inside me that I was seconds away—

And then she stopped.

I let out a loud, helpless groan, my body jerking in frustration.

She just watched me, her lips slick, her breath warm against my skin.

And I realized—this wasn’t just about the blowjob.

This was her taking control.

"Okay," Emily said, her voice steady, deliberate. Her eyes locked onto mine, unblinking. "You told me how you wanted this to be—that you hadn’t cum for a while, that you’d be really horny when we started. So, we’re starting right now."

She sat back slightly, her posture shifting, radiating authority in a way that sent a fresh pulse of arousal through me.

"Here are the rules," she continued, her tone brooking no argument. "You do everything I tell you. Exactly as I tell you. If you don’t, it’s over. And we will never come back to this fantasy of yours. Ever."

Her words sent a sharp jolt of adrenaline through me.

"I’ve heard you, James. I know what you want. And I’m going to give it to you." She paused, letting that promise sink in. "Though I’m quite sure you’re going to regret it."

Her expression didn’t waver. There was no hesitation, no softness. Just unwavering confidence, dominance radiating from her in a way I had never seen before.

"Once we start," she said slowly, deliberately, "I’m in total control. You don’t get a say anymore."

The weight of her words settled over me like a vice, my pulse hammering in my ears.

"So…" She tilted her head slightly, watching me. "Is that what you want? Do you agree?"

I swallowed hard.

She was dead serious. And fuck, that only made me want it more.

I hesitated, my mind spinning, my body screaming for release. My cock throbbed, harder than it had ever been, a desperate ache coursing through me after being edged so mercilessly.

The weight of the moment pressed down on me.

I knew—knew—this was my only chance. If I said no now, it would never come up again. Emily had made that crystal clear.

But her words echoed in my head. I’m quite sure you’re going to regret it.

Fantasy had always been safe, controlled, something I could mold to fit exactly what I wanted. Reality… was unpredictable. And once I gave up control, there would be no turning back.

I sucked in a breath, heart pounding. Then, finally, I took the leap.

"Yes," I said, my voice hoarse. "That’s what I want, and I agree to your rules."

The words felt heavier than I expected. I exhaled, long and slow, trying to steady myself.

Emily’s expression shifted into something I had never seen before. A slow, knowing smile curled her lips—not the soft, affectionate kind, not teasing either. This was something else entirely. Something powerful. Something that sent a pulse of nervous excitement straight to my gut.

She reached for my cock, wrapping her fingers around it with a deliberate slowness, giving me a few agonizing strokes. My body jolted, muscles tensing, the pleasure almost painful after everything she’d put me through.

"Okay then," she murmured, watching me. "It’s settled."

Then, just as I braced for more, for her to finally push me over the edge—

"Now roll over and go to sleep. Tomorrow is going to be a long day for you."

I blinked.

What?

I opened my mouth, instinctively about to protest, but stopped myself just in time. Her challenge from earlier still hung in the air. You do everything I tell you. Exactly as I tell you.

I swallowed hard, my cock twitching helplessly in her grip, every nerve in my body screaming for relief. But she had already let go.

The power shift was dizzying.

I forced myself to roll onto my side, fists clenching against the sheets, my mind racing. My body felt like it was on fire, my arousal throbbing between my legs, pulsing with frustration.

She wasn’t playing.

She meant it.

The room fell silent except for the sound of her shifting under the covers, settling in as if nothing was out of the ordinary.

Meanwhile, I lay there—aching, throbbing, my mind a storm of anticipation, doubt, and raw, unrelenting need.

Sleep didn’t come easily.

And when it finally did, my dreams were just as torturous as my reality.


Decision Time

I woke early, long before Emily stirred beside me.

Anticipation, I was sure.

I lay there, staring at the ceiling, my thoughts racing in an endless loop.

Did I really want to go through with this?

My cock was already half-hard, aching from the previous night’s denial, and I knew without a doubt that Emily would fully commit to this. That was just who she was. Once she decided to do something, she didn’t half-ass it—no matter how she felt about it. She would throw herself into this with the same determination she brought to everything else in life.

And that thought sent a sharp jolt of arousal through me.

But still, the question lingered in the back of my mind. Could I handle the reality of it?

It didn’t matter. The die was already cast. I had agreed. And I wasn’t the type to go back on my word. Not if I could help it.

As I lay there, trying to imagine what the day—and more importantly, the night—was going to bring, I felt Emily stir beside me.

"Morning, sunshine," she murmured, her voice still husky from sleep.

I rolled onto my side, pressing a gentle kiss to her lips. "Good morning yourself," I replied.

She stretched, then turned her gaze to me, something unreadable in her expression.

"Go put on the coffee," she said, her tone carrying the same quiet authority as the night before. "Then come back while it's brewing. I want to ask you something. And then"—she paused just long enough to make my pulse quicken—"I want you to do something for me."

It wasn’t a request.

I swallowed, my heart kicking up a notch. My cock twitched in response, thickening slightly at the way she was already taking control.

So we were already in it.

Emily’s prediction from last night echoed in my head. Tomorrow is going to be a long day for you.

I had no doubt now.

I hurried to the kitchen, my body still humming with arousal, still wound tight with the frustration of the night before. I started the coffee, my mind whirling, trying to anticipate what she had planned.

When I returned, she patted my side of the bed, a clear command. "Lie back down."

I obeyed, settling beside her. She was on her side, one hand propping up her head, her expression unreadable—but intense.

Her gaze flickered over me, studying me.

Like she was about to test me.

"When you were acting out this fantasy, you'd play with yourself until you almost came, then stop, right?"

Emily’s voice was calm. Too calm.

I blinked, caught off guard.

"Uh, well… yeah…" I admitted, shifting slightly. My mouth felt dry, my pulse thudding in my ears.

I thought about asking why she wanted to know, but something in her expression told me it was better if I didn’t.

I wasn’t exactly comfortable with this conversation. Hell, what man would be? I think every guy on the planet jerks off from time to time, but that doesn’t mean we talk about it. And I was definitely not the kind of guy who did.

But apparently, I didn’t have much of a choice.

I could already see where this was going.

I had told Emily a lot about my fantasy last Sunday—back when I still believed she was completely against it. I had laid everything bare, desperate to convince her, to make her understand why it turned me on. And now?

Now, it was coming back to haunt me.

I’d thought she hadn’t been fully paying attention. That maybe she’d tuned some of it out.

I had been dead wrong.

Emily shifted slightly, her expression unreadable, then delivered the bombshell.

"Okay," she said, her tone utterly matter-of-fact. "Do it now. I want to watch you."

The words hit me like a punch to the gut.

I stared at her, stunned into silence.

She couldn’t be serious.

But the look in her eyes told me otherwise.

"What?!" The word shot out of me before I could even think. It wasn’t a conscious response—just pure, knee-jerk reaction.

Emily didn’t even blink.

"I want to watch you," she repeated, her voice even, unwavering.

My stomach twisted. My skin prickled with heat.

"I'm not really… comfortable with that, to tell the truth," I admitted, my words coming out uneven, stumbling.

She didn’t let me off the hook.

"James, look." Her tone was different now—not just firm, but commanding. "I told you the rules last night. You agreed to them. Have you changed your mind about going through with this?"

Her eyes locked onto mine, serious, steady. She wasn’t asking to tease me. She wasn’t asking to push a boundary and then back off. This was real.

And suddenly, I realized what she was doing.

She was testing me.

Giving me the out. Offering me one last chance to walk away before things went any further.

But I didn’t hesitate.

I had already come too far. If I backed out now, it would be forever. And I’d always wonder. What if?

My throat tightened, but I forced the words out. "No, I didn’t change my mind. You just… caught me off guard, is all."

Emily’s expression didn’t change.

But the slight, knowing smile that curved her lips told me everything I needed to know.

She wasn’t done with me yet.

"Okay, I understand," she said, her tone calm but firm. "But this is your last chance. If you want out, say so now. Otherwise, from this moment forward, you do exactly as I say, when I say, or I stop—and this will be over for good."

I swallowed hard. She wasn’t playing. But I already knew that.

Then, just as the weight of her words settled over me, her voice softened.

"You know I won’t do anything to hurt you or humiliate you," she reassured me, her fingers tracing lightly over my stomach. "You made it clear that’s not part of your fantasy. And when we go out, no one but us will have any idea what’s happening."

I exhaled slowly, my nerves still frayed, my cock still throbbing with the frustration she had built so expertly.

"But," she continued, her eyes glinting with something unreadable, "I’ve never seen a man masturbate before. And I think most women would find it sexy to watch." She paused, tilting her head slightly. "I know I would."

I felt a fresh surge of arousal pulse through me at the way she said it, at the undeniable power shift between us.

Then she gave me a small, knowing smile and slid her hand down my stomach.

"Here," she murmured. "I’ll get you started."

And with that, she took hold of my cock.

Her fingers wrapped around me, slow, deliberate, stroking with just enough pressure to make my breath hitch. I was only semi-hard when she started, but it didn’t stay that way for long.

It took seconds for me to swell fully in her grip, my body responding instantly to her touch.

The combination of not having cum for nearly a week, the teasing she’d already put me through, and the sheer insanity of the situation had me so turned on I could barely think. My cock throbbed in her hand, each slow stroke sending jolts of heat through my entire body.

She kept up the rhythm, watching me closely, her expression unreadable.

Once I was completely hard, she gave me another few agonizingly slow strokes, then—just when I was starting to lose myself in it—she let go.

"Okay," she said smoothly. "Time for you to take over."

I hesitated for half a second—maybe out of instinct, maybe out of sheer disbelief at what I was about to do—but then, much to my own surprise, I complied.

I took myself in hand and started stroking, as if she wasn’t even there.

Or at least, I tried to act like she wasn’t.

I closed my eyes, attempting to block her out, to mentally remove her from the picture. It barely worked. The weight of her gaze, the awareness of her watching, was impossible to ignore.

Time blurred. It felt like minutes—maybe more, maybe less—as I kept up the slow, steady rhythm, my body gradually climbing higher. I could feel the pressure building in my balls, the unmistakable churn of pleasure coiling low in my stomach.

And then Emily’s voice cut through the haze.

"Tell me what you’re feeling," she said, her tone calm but edged with something else. "And tell me exactly what you’re doing as you build up."

My breath hitched.

My mind rebelled at first. The idea of putting words to it, of narrating my own pleasure while she listened, while she watched, was almost too much.

But somehow, I didn’t resist.

Somehow, I just… obeyed.

"I'm just stroking steady… as I start to feel my orgasm coming."

The words felt strange leaving my mouth, but I obeyed, my hand continuing its slow, deliberate rhythm over my aching cock.

I stopped talking after that, focusing on the sensation, letting the pleasure build.

It wasn’t long before Emily spoke again.

"Come on, tell me more!"

There was an insistence in her voice now, a growing impatience that sent a new pulse of heat through me.

I swallowed hard. Shit. I had never thought about how I jerked off before. Never analyzed it, never narrated it—never even considered why I did certain things. I just… did it.

"Well…" My voice was tight, uncertain. "As I get closer, I go faster."

Not exactly a revelation.

Emily let out a small, exasperated sigh. "Come on, James. Think about what you’re doing and feeling and tell me!"

There was a sharper edge to her tone now—not quite anger, but firm enough to send a thrill of both nervousness and arousal through me.

She wasn’t asking anymore.

She was expecting.

I hesitated, then forced myself to focus—not just on the act itself, but on what it felt like.

And then, slowly, I started to speak.

"Well," I began, my voice a little uneven, "I make sure that on each stroke, I slide my hand over the ridge at the base of my cock head… and I’m always sure to rub my finger over the most sensitive spot, right where the cleft of my head meets the shaft."

I could hear my own breath hitch as I said it, the act of describing it making the experience even more intense.

Emily didn’t say a word. She just watched.

And fuck, knowing she was watching—listening to every detail—sent an even stronger pulse of arousal straight through me.

I could feel it now, the tight, coiling pressure deep in my balls, the familiar tension winding through my stomach. I was getting close. Too close. And yet, I was still stroking fast, caught up in the rhythm, caught up in the moment.

I forced myself to say it aloud.

"I'm getting really close now," I admitted, my breath coming quicker. "I'm going to have to slow down soon to keep from cumming."

I’d done this so many times before—so many fucking times—and I knew exactly how to push myself to the very, very edge without going over. But something about this moment, about her watching me, made it different.

Made it better.

For reasons I couldn’t quite explain, I suddenly found myself completely caught up in it—not just in the sensation, but in explaining it to Emily as clearly as I could.

"Oooh," I groaned, my strokes slowing as I carefully danced along the precipice. "Close now… very close."

My voice was rougher now, tinged with need, with the exquisite torment of being right there.

"Mmm," I exhaled, "I have to stop for a sec… now I can stroke again a few times… oh God, so close…"

I could barely form the words. My body was thrumming with need, my muscles tensing each time I let myself take just one… more… stroke.

"Stop… wait…" I murmured, forcing myself to hold still, to deny myself just enough. Then, after a breath, I started again—just a few slow, aching strokes, prolonging the unbearable pleasure.

It was incredible.

The control. The edging. The way talking about it—being made to talk about it—turned it into something even more erotic, even more teasing.

And Emily?

She was still watching. Still silent.

But I could feel her absorbing every single word.

"I…urm…fuck…. I th-think…this is… shit, it’s uh… IT!"

The words barely made it out of my mouth, my breath ragged, my body rigid with the sheer force of holding back.

Emily didn’t flinch.

"Are you sure?" she asked, her tone calm—too calm—like she was testing me, pushing me just a little further. "Wait just a few more seconds. Try a few more strokes."

I groaned.

I was right there, right at the edge where everything inside me screamed for release. But she wasn’t letting me have it. Not yet.

Still, I obeyed.

My hand trembled as I stroked myself three more times—excruciatingly slow, each motion sending fresh, unbearable jolts of pleasure through my already straining cock.

I twitched.

My whole body spasmed.

My balls pulled up tight, that last fraction of control shattering into helpless surrender.

And then—

A single, thick drop of cum oozed from the tip, glistening in the dim light, teasing, taunting, proof of how much she had wound me up.

And Emily?

She watched—silent, focused, utterly in control.

"Oh shit! Fuck, that’s so close… that’s as close… as close as I can get… without cumming!" I gasped. My entire body trembled, my cock still twitching, every muscle in my stomach tensed, straining against the unbearable edge.

It was definitely the closest I had ever pushed myself without going over.

Emily’s voice came soft, almost gentle—but I wasn’t fooled.

"What happens if you touch it now?"

I barely had time to think, my body still riding the razor-thin line between pleasure and torment. "I’m very sensitive… it’s pretty intense," I admitted, my words spilling out without hesitation.

"Where’s the most sensitive spot?" she asked, her voice still maddeningly calm, like she was just gathering data.

I should have known better. I did know better.

But my brain wasn’t functioning properly anymore—I was just reacting.

"Right here," I murmured, pointing to the cleft in my cock head. "It’s always the most sensitive, as you probably know… but right after cumming—or almost cumming—it’s extremely so."

What the fuck was I doing?

I knew what she was going to do with this information.

I knew she was going to use it against me.

But I couldn’t seem to stop talking.

"Right here?" she echoed, her voice deceptively innocent as she reached out and dragged the tip of her right index finger exactly where I had pointed.

I groaned—helpless, raw, my entire body tensing at the contact.

"Mmm-hmm," I managed, barely more than a breath.

Emily tilted her head, studying me, her lips curving ever so slightly.

"Anywhere else ultra-sensitive?" she asked, her voice smooth, composed, like she was genuinely curious.

I swallowed hard, my cock pulsing under her light touch.

And I knew—I fucking knew—I was about to make things even worse for myself.

"Mmm, urm… er…"

I could barely form words, barely think, as Emily continued to stroke the most excruciatingly sensitive spot with an almost featherlight touch.

It wasn’t enough to push me over—but fuck, it was enough.

A sharp jolt of sensation pulsed through me with every delicate movement of her fingertip, sending waves of overstimulation through my already strained body.

"Uh, th-these two places," I finally managed, forcing the words out through clenched teeth. "Here… and here."

I pointed—shakily—to the two spots just beneath the ridge of my corona, on either side of my cock. The places that, in any other situation, I would’ve instinctively avoided touching this soon after an orgasm that almost happened.

Emily’s lips twitched, amusement flickering in her eyes.

"If I keep this up, will you cum?" she giggled, her tone deliberately playful.

I swallowed hard.

"N-n-no…" I stammered, my voice strained, breath ragged. "Not for a l-long time at least if, uh… if y-you keep d-doing it l-like th-that… lightly!"

The words barely made it out, my body twitching beneath her hand, struggling to process the intense mix of pleasure and torment.

At last, she stopped.

I let out a shuddering breath, my entire body trembling. I wasn’t sure if it was from the sheer overload of sensation or the dawning realization of what had just happened.

Emily laughed—a light, satisfied sound.

"Hmmm, that was rather educational."

Oh, fuck.

What had I done?

I had handed her everything she needed to drive me insane. I had given her the blueprint to break me. And we hadn’t even really started yet.

My cock was still throbbing, still aching from the relentless teasing, and my brain was only now catching up to the reality of what I had agreed to.

Oh my God.

How the hell was I supposed to survive what I had asked for?

"Would you go pour us each a coffee and meet me in the family room?"

It was phrased as a question. But it wasn’t a question.

Emily always said please when she asked me to do something—always. Even for something minor. But this time, there was no please, no softness. Just an expectation.

My stomach tightened, my body still too raw, too overwhelmed to process it all.

"Sure," I replied, trying to gather the tattered remnants of my mental balance.

I started to move automatically, but my brain was still sluggish, still trying to recalibrate. Emily took cream and sugar in her coffee—something she always prepared herself. And yet, she was telling me to do it.

It was a small thing.

But it wasn’t.

Normally, I would’ve grabbed my sweats and pulled them on. But something in my gut told me that wasn’t the right move. That going as I was—buck naked—was the only real option.

I hesitated for just a second, then made my choice and stepped toward the door.

As if she had read my mind, Emily called after me.

"Good choice."

A fresh jolt of arousal pulsed through me.

In the kitchen, I focused on the simple, automatic task of pouring the coffee, trying to steady myself. I added the cream and sugar to hers, stirring it carefully—another small shift, another subtle reinforcement of what was happening between us.

By the time I carried both cups into the family room, it was impossible not to notice how different the morning felt. This was where we always spent our weekends, coffee in hand, reading the paper, lingering in quiet companionship—unless something really pressing demanded our attention.

I glanced around, hoping Emily had grabbed the paper.

No such luck.

She was already seated, looking at me expectantly.

She didn’t say a word.

She didn’t need to.

The question was written all over her face.

I exhaled and resigned myself to what had to be done, heading toward the front door.

I had no idea what I’d do if the paper wasn’t right up against it.

Every month, I tipped the paperboy an extra five bucks to make sure it landed right on the porch, sheltered from the elements. But he didn’t always get it right. And if this was one of those days when he’d tossed it out into the middle of the driveway, well… there was no way in hell I was stepping out there nude.

My heart pounded as I unlocked the door, already bracing for the worst.

I cracked it open—

And nearly sighed in relief.

The paper was right there, leaning against the door. When I pulled it open, it practically toppled inside.

Thank God.

I quickly snatched it up and shut the door, my pulse still thrumming, my skin prickling at the realization of how close I had come to an entirely different kind of morning.

I brought the paper to Emily, setting it in front of her just the way she liked. She had a particular way of organizing it, a small habit I had long since learned to respect.

I stood there for a moment, shifting slightly, acutely aware of how exposed I was.

She, in her terrycloth bathrobe, looking completely at ease.

Me, naked, vulnerable, very aware of it.

She hadn’t asked me to stay this way. Hadn’t outright told me to sit there nude while she remained clothed. But she didn’t have to.

It was implied.

And at this point, I wasn’t going to rock the boat over something that minor.

So, I sat.

Emily flipped through the paper as if nothing was out of the ordinary, sipping her coffee, taking her time.

Then, after a few minutes, she wordlessly handed me the sports section—my usual first read.

And just like that, other than the fact that she was clothed and I was stark naked, it was a normal Saturday morning.

Except it wasn’t.

Soon, I was ready for a second cup. As usual, I asked Emily if she wanted a warm-up.

She had a habit that I’d always found mildly annoying—taking one last long sip from what was left before handing me her cup. I had expressed my irritation at it more than once, and to her credit, she almost never did it anymore.

But this morning?

She lifted the cup to her lips and took an excruciatingly slow drink, her eyes locked onto mine, a barely-there smirk tugging at the corners of her mouth.

She was playing with me.

And fuck, it was working.

On the way to the kitchen, I felt like I was mentally shaking my own brain, trying to clear my thoughts, trying to recalibrate.

But despite my dazed state, when I refilled her coffee, I didn’t just splash more in and stir like I normally would.

This time, I rinsed out her cup completely, poured fresh coffee, added just the right amount of cream and sugar, and stirred it thoroughly.

And as I did, it hit me.

I was conforming too.

I was already going out of my way to do little things—small, unnecessary gestures—to make her happy.

The realization sent another strange, thrilling pulse through me.

By the time we finished our coffee and worked our way through the paper, the quiet sense of normalcy was almost eerie.

Then, Emily broke the silence.

"I want to go do some shopping," she said casually. Then, after the briefest pause, she added, "But first, let’s go back to the bedroom. There’s something I want to try."

My stomach twisted.

Shopping? Fuck, like most husbands, I hated shopping.

And want to try? That phrase rarely led anywhere good.

But I didn’t hesitate. Didn’t push back.

I just nodded and followed her without question.

When we stepped into the bedroom, she turned to face me.

"Lay down on the bed," she instructed.

I obeyed, sinking back against the sheets, my nerves sparking to life again.

She moved with quiet confidence, gently spreading my legs before crawling up onto the bed between them—without another word.

Then, holding my gaze with deliberate intensity, she lifted her hands to the sash of her robe.

And slowly, teasingly, she peeled it off.

The soft fabric slid from her shoulders, pooling around her, leaving her completely naked except for a pair of bikini panties I’d never seen before.

My breath hitched.

The material was delicate, new, hugging her curves in a way that left very little to the imagination.

And from the waist up, she was completely exposed.

Her tits—full, incredibly sexy—were on perfect display, nipples taut, teasing me, taunting me.

She watched me closely, her expression unreadable.

And I had no idea what was about to happen next.

This is probably the place to describe Emily further.

I mentioned her breasts briefly near the beginning of this story, but I didn’t do them justice. Because there’s really only one word for them: perfect.

They are flawless.

Very, very firm, with no sag whatsoever. Large, but not too large—full and proportional in a way that just fits her body. They have a natural, irresistible roundness that I could never ignore, and sensitive nipples that respond to even the lightest touch.

I flat-out love them.

It’s not just admiration—it’s obsession. And I don’t say that lightly.

I told Emily once, long after we were married, when we could share things like this in the safety of our intimacy, that her tits were the first thing that attracted me to her. It wasn’t her smile, or her legs, or even her eyes—though I’d eventually come to appreciate all of those, too. It was her breasts. They hooked me before anything else ever had the chance.

I’m not ashamed of it.

Think what you will of me—it doesn’t matter. The truth is, my favorite body part on a woman is, and always has been, her tits.

The first thing I notice about a woman? Her breasts.

The second thing? Her breasts.

The third thing? Well… you get the point.

Now, before you rush to judge me, understand—I’m not some mindless caveman who thinks a woman’s worth is in her body. I’m fully aware that the most important feature of a woman is her mind. That goes for men, too. The brain is the real sex organ, the place where everything—desire, seduction, connection—truly begins. I know that.

But from a purely physical standpoint?

Tits.

I love looking at them. Touching them. Feeling them under my hands, my mouth. Playing with them. Sucking on them.

They do something to me. Always have. Always will.

Hell, maybe it’s some deep-seated, unresolved psychological thing. Maybe my mother breastfed me; maybe she didn’t. I honestly have no idea. And frankly, I don’t care.

What I do know?

By now, you should have a very clear idea of just how much I love them.

I’m the luckiest man on the planet.

Emily isn’t just gorgeous—she’s breathtaking.

Yes, I’ve spent an absurd amount of time fixating on her tits, but her entire body is something else. Smooth curves, toned in all the right places, soft in all the best places. The kind of body that catches attention without trying. But it’s her—the whole of her—that makes her so fucking irresistible.

She’s funny. Fun. Vivacious, sensual, sexy, playful, loving. She has this energy that pulls people in, holds their attention like gravity. I’ve lost count of how many times I’ve noticed men subtly—or not-so-subtly—checking her out. I can feel it when we walk into a room. The glances. The quick, barely concealed double takes. The way guys size me up, then her, and I know they’re wondering how I got so damn lucky.

Because she’s a definite head-turner.

And it’s not just that she’s sexy—she’s as sexy as it gets.

And I adore her.

But looks alone aren’t what make Emily who she is.

Let me take a minute to go back to her mind.

Because if this story proves anything, it’s that she lacks nothing there either.

She’s incredibly smart—sharp, perceptive. She sees everything. And when she commits to something? She commits fully. It’s one of her defining traits—her nearly obsessive need to do everything she takes on perfectly.

And given the way this adventure had started?

That trait had me very worried.

A worry that, as it turned out, would be more than justified.

Emily locked eyes with me again, a slow, wicked grin spreading across her lips.

Her hand was still on my cock, playing—and play was the exact right word.

She wasn’t stroking. She wasn’t jerking. She was just touching it, feeling it, teasing it in a way that was maddeningly deliberate.

She ran her fingers along the shaft, twisting lightly—not painful, just… exploratory. Testing. Toying.

Like she was figuring something out.

And fuck if that didn’t make me even more nervous.

I was instantly hard again.

The moment her teasing touch shifted into something more deliberate, my cock responded with a sharp throb, standing at full attention.

And then, she started stroking.

At first, I was too lost in the sensation to notice anything beyond the overwhelming pleasure coursing through me. But after a few moments, something clicked.

She was stroking me exactly the way she had watched me do it earlier.

The same rhythm. The same technique. The only difference? Her hand was coming from the opposite direction—her grip reversed. And fuck, whether it was the change in angle or just the sheer state I was in, the stimulation was even more intense.

It sent sharp, electric pulses straight through me, every nerve in my cock hyper-aware of her touch, her grip, the way she knew exactly how to play my body now.

Or maybe it wasn’t just that.

Maybe it was the knowledge that she was doing this on purpose. That she had been paying attention. That she had learned how to control me without me even realizing it.

I was aching now, teetering closer, spiraling toward the inevitable. My breath came faster, my hips twitching involuntarily, my balls tightening with the telltale signs of my impending release.

And then Emily spoke.

"I bet you'd love for me to make you cum," she mused, her tone smooth, knowing. "Let you get it all out and give you a chance to recover before we start the serious part of your fantasy this evening, wouldn’t you?"

She let that sink in for a moment, her grip tightening ever so slightly.

"I know you must be pretty horny already," she continued, her strokes not slowing, not letting up. "And the buildup must be significant, huh?"

I swallowed hard, my entire body tense, every muscle wound tight as I hovered right there.

The edge was right in front of me.

And she knew it.

"Oh God, baby," I gasped, my voice rough, almost pleading. "I think that would be best, yes!"

I was spiraling, barely able to think past the pounding need surging through my body. Every muscle was locked tight, every nerve attuned to her touch, to the slow, deliberate strokes she hadn't stopped.

"I'm sure my fantasy would work better that way!" I implored, my words spilling out in a desperate rush.

Because in that moment, I believed it.

I had said I wanted to be crazed before the real tease started. That I wanted to be pent up, desperate.

But fuck, this was already unbearable.

Her suggestion—letting me cum first, letting me get it out of my system before the real torment began—was the most reasonable, sensible thing I had ever heard.

She understood.

She got what I was feeling. She knew how badly I needed it.

Or at least, that’s what I thought.

Because Emily simply gave me a small, unreadable smile and said,

"Well… let’s see what happens."

She kept stroking, her pace steady, deliberate, mercilessly smooth.

And I was so close.

So fucking close that every stroke sent another shudder through me, my entire body tensing as I hovered on the razor-thin edge of release.

But just when I was about to tip over—just at that critical point where, during my "demonstration," I had slowed down to keep from cumming—Emily did the same.

My eyes, which had been squeezed shut, flew open.

She was watching.

Not casually, not absentmindedly. Her gaze was locked onto my cock with an intensity that sent another sharp pulse of arousal through me.

She wasn’t just teasing me.

She was studying me.

And then she did exactly what I had shown her—just like before, she picked up the pace for a few seconds, stroking faster, letting me build up again.

Then she slowed—just enough to keep me on edge, just enough to keep me suffering.

It was maddening.

She repeated the pattern—speed up, slow down, speed up, slow down—mimicking the precise rhythm I had unknowingly taught her about 45 minutes earlier.

And fuck, she had perfected it.

Then she took it further.

When I was so close that even the slowest stroke would’ve made me cum, she stopped completely.

I gasped, my body begging for friction, for relief. But before I could even process the denial, she started again—just a few more strokes, just enough to keep me teetering.

My breath was ragged, my hands gripping the sheets in helpless frustration.

Finally, I reached that final, unbearable peak—that moment when any more stimulation at all would send me spiraling over the edge.

She gave me three more strokes—slow, deliberate.

And then she let go.

My balls tightened, my cock spasmed, my entire body convulsed with a climax that started and stopped in the same instant.

A strangled groan escaped me as a single, thick dollop of cum oozed from the tip, the only proof of the orgasm that should have been.

I barely had time to process the sheer frustration of it before Emily moved again.

After about fifteen seconds—just long enough to let me think she was done—she reached out, her index finger sweeping over the tip of my cock, collecting the slick drop of cum.

And then, using it as a lubricant, she began rubbing it all over my swollen, sensitive cock head.

I jerked, my body reacting instantly.

She took her time, circling her fingertip over the ridge, over the exact spots I had stupidly pointed out earlier.

I groaned, helpless, my cock twitching with every agonizingly light stroke.

She wasn’t letting me cum.

She was keeping me right there—right on the verge—without any chance of going over.

It felt like an eternity.

Time stretched, distorted. Every second was another endless wave of unbearable, exquisite torment.

It seemed like thirty minutes.

In reality, it was only two.

Two long, drawn-out, merciless minutes.

And Emily?

She was enjoying every second of it.

I had been moaning and groaning since the first time she slowed down, my body betraying every ounce of frustration and need.

And as she continued—keeping me dangling on the edge, her fingertip relentlessly teasing the most sensitive spots of my cock head—the sounds spilling from my lips had only grown louder, more desperate.

By the time she was circling her slick fingertip over me in those slow, unbearable motions, I was babbling.

"Oh baby… baby… oh God, baby!" The words tumbled out, raw, wrecked, broken by shuddering breaths.

And then—

She stopped.

Just stopped.

I gasped, my entire body still pulsing with the aftershocks of the orgasm that never happened.

"Wow!" Emily exclaimed, her voice bright with amusement, completely unaffected.

"NO!" I exclaimed at the exact same time.

I turned to her, eyes wide, heart still hammering. "Baby," I practically begged, my voice thick with need. "I thought you were going to make me cum and give me some relief before we started my fantasy this evening! Why did you stop?"

I sounded desperate. Because I was.

Emily just grinned—wide, teasing, completely in control.

She ignored my question entirely, her eyes twinkling with mischief as she tilted her head.

"I bet you wonder how I could so exactly tell when you were about to cum, don’t you?"

I blinked, still breathless, still trembling from the overwhelming frustration she had just inflicted on me.

"Well… yeah, actually, I do," I admitted, my voice uneven as my breathing finally started to return to normal.

The deep ache in my groin eased—not disappeared, not completely, but enough that I wasn’t about to lose my mind.

I felt my cock begin to soften, retreating slightly from the rigid, aching hardness it had been trapped in for so long.

But even as my body slowly, reluctantly calmed…

I knew she wasn’t done with me yet.

"When I watched you do it to yourself, I learned something I bet you don’t even know," Emily said, her voice carrying a kind of excitement I didn’t hear from her very often.

I swallowed hard, my body still tingling from the relentless teasing she had just inflicted.

She smiled—wide, almost giddy.

"Every time, just before you would slow down or stop, your cock does the same thing," she continued. "The skin of the head gets darker, and the texture changes just a bit—it goes from smooth to slightly bumpy. And right before you have to stop completely, it swells in a certain way that says you’re about to cum."

I stared at her.

Oh. Fuck.

If she had picked up on all that just from watching me once—and not only noticed it but used that knowledge to perfectly reproduce the exact pattern of edging I had shown her—then I was totally fucked.

I had handed her everything she needed to drive me insane.

I knew Emily.

I knew how she was when she really put her mind to something.

She was a fast study. Always had been.

And somehow, in the pit of my stomach, I just knew this was going to be one of those times.

She had already mastered me on her first try.

And by the end of the evening?

I could only imagine how much more proficient she was going to become at frustrating the absolute hell out of me.

"But you said you were going to let me cum before we started tonight!" I implored, desperation creeping into my voice.

Emily just arched a brow, her smirk widening.

"Don't whine," she said smoothly, as if my plea was nothing more than a childish complaint.

Funny, how one person’s heartfelt imploring could sound like whining to another.

My stomach twisted.

"Besides," she continued, her voice light, teasing, utterly in control, "I never actually said I was going to. I said I bet you’d love for me to."

My heart sank.

She had never promised.

I had assumed.

Fucking hell.

Emily’s grin widened as she leaned in slightly, watching my realization fully settle in.

"Don’t you remember telling me how verbal teasing was part of your fantasy?" she went on, her tone feigning innocence. "Besides, you are really horny, and you haven’t cum in a while—just like you said you wanted."

She let that hang between us for a beat.

"And I want to be sure your fantasy is completely fulfilled," she added, her smirk turning downright wicked. "Just like you did for me."

The biggest shit-eating grin was plastered across her gorgeous face.

"Anyway," Emily continued, as if we were having a perfectly normal conversation and not one where she had just denied me one of the most intense orgasms of my life, "I wasn’t sure, after only watching you that once, if I’d really be able to push you right to the edge but still stop short."

I swallowed hard, still trying to recover, still feeling the aftershocks of an orgasm that had never actually happened.

"So I decided to try it now," she went on, her voice casual, too casual. "I figured worst case, you’d cum, I’d learn more, and we’d still have tonight."

She flashed me a bright, satisfied smile.

"But it worked perfectly," she added, practically glowing with accomplishment. "And now I’m sure I can do that consistently!"

A shiver ran through me.

Because I was sure, too.

And I was beginning to realize that I had gotten myself into something far, far more intense than I had ever bargained for.

Then Emily spoke again—

And I immediately removed the word might from that equation.

"And one more thing, James," she said sweetly, her grin turning mischievous. "You’ve been very sweet so far this morning. I’d suggest you be sure to continue to dote on me all day…"

She paused, her eyes twinkling with amusement.

"If you want to get to cum at the end of the evening."

I knew my jaw dropped open.

I clearly remembered telling her that I wanted her to be in charge of not only when, but if I came. At the time, the idea had been thrilling, intoxicating—something I had fantasized about for so long.

But now?

Now, it sounded like a very bad idea.

I almost said something. Almost tried to backtrack, to soften what I had agreed to.

But I caught myself just in time.

Emily must have seen the struggle flash across my face, because she didn’t miss a beat.

"James," she said smoothly, as if responding to the words I hadn’t even spoken, "your fantasy was giving up control. And you did that last night when you agreed to my rules."

I swallowed hard.

"So," she continued, her voice calm but firm, "I will be deciding if you get to cum tonight. Or not."

My stomach clenched.

"And like I said," she added, tilting her head with a smirk, "the nicer you treat me all day, the better your chances tonight."

My pulse pounded in my ears as something else dawned on me.

Of course Emily would have done research. That was her way.

She never did anything halfway.

She had probably found everything. The websites I had visited. The forums. The articles.

She was way better with computers than I was. And even though I had tried to cover my tracks, I probably hadn’t done a good enough job to fool her once she really started looking.

A fresh wave of panic surged through me.

Oh God. What had I gotten myself into?

And then—before I could process that horrifying realization—Emily’s expression shifted into something new.

An unfamiliar, almost devious smile curved her lips.

"In fact," she said, her tone carrying something dangerous, "I’m going to give you a chance right now to do something real nice for me."

I barely had time to react before she continued.

"This is making me quite horny—far more than I expected."

She paused. Let that hang in the air for just a second.

Then, her voice dropped into something that sent a sharp, unmistakable pulse of arousal through me.

"James," she commanded, "make me cum with your tongue."

There was no other way to describe it.

She wasn’t asking.

She was ordering.

I took to my assignment with delight, eager to please her, but the intensity of the moment only added to my frustration. My cock remained rock hard the entire time, throbbing, aching, as I lost myself in the taste and scent of her. The feel of Emily’s juices coating my lips, my chin, my entire face was like pouring gasoline on an already raging fire inside me. Every moan, every shudder, every breathy gasp she let out sent another jolt straight to my groin, making my already desperate need even worse.

Emily was undeniably very turned on. She had been dripping wet the moment I started, and she climbed toward orgasm far faster than usual. It had only been a couple of minutes before her thighs trembled around my head, her body arching off the bed as she came hard, crying out in pleasure. Normally, it took her much longer to reach that peak, but this time—whether it was the power she held over me or the sheer arousal of the morning—it happened fast, overwhelming, undeniable.

She laid back afterward, chest rising and falling, eyes closed, basking in the aftermath of her release. I stayed where I was, watching her, waiting, my own body still humming with unfulfilled need. Finally, after a couple of minutes, she sighed contentedly and murmured, "Mmm, that was nice indeed. You earned at least a couple of brownie points for that."

That sounded good to me. At that point, I was already dying to cum. Or at least, I thought I was.

After another moment, she sat up, stretching lazily before glancing down at me with a satisfied smile. "I'm going to get dressed to go shopping," she said casually, as if she hadn’t just completely wrecked me with need. "Would you please go clean up the kitchen and then get ready yourself?"

It was phrased politely, but we both knew it wasn’t really a question.

Naturally, I smiled and said, "Sure, honey. Glad to." I knew exactly what she was up to.

I hurried straight to the kitchen, my body still buzzing, my cock still aching. Emily never took long to get ready, and I sure as hell didn’t want to keep her waiting.

I was amazed at how much I wanted to please her—not just for the sake of earning the right to cum later, but because I genuinely wanted to make her happy. This was exactly what I had read about, exactly what had fascinated me for so long. The difference between fantasizing about her being a tease and actually experiencing it was staggering.

I finished up the kitchen in record time and hurried back to the bedroom to get dressed. But the moment I walked in, I knew it was going to be a very long day.

I’ve already told you how gorgeous Emily is, and believe me—it’s not just my opinion. But what I hadn’t mentioned was her legs. They go on for miles, ending in the most perfect, heart-shaped ass you’ve ever seen.

And today?

Today, she was wearing jeans so tight they might as well have been spray-painted on.

The kind with that kind of seam—the one that fits right up into the crack of her ass, accentuating every single perfect curve. The kind that left just enough space at the tops of her thighs to form that achingly sexy gap right over her pussy.

You know the look.

It didn’t matter that I was already desperate, that I was so horny I could barely think straight. If she had walked in wearing that on a normal day, my cock would have reacted exactly the same way.

But then she added the heels.

Not just any heels—spiky, fuck-me heels, the kind that made her legs look even longer, her ass even perkier, her entire presence downright dangerous.

And just when I thought it couldn’t get any worse, she turned around.

Her shirt was tight. So tight that it clung to every curve of her torso, outlining her breasts perfectly. The neckline dipped just low enough to be tantalizing without crossing into trashy, teasing the barest hint of cleavage with every breath she took.

My cock twitched.

Then throbbed.

Then hardened.

I couldn’t stop it.

Hell, even if I had just cum, the reaction would have been the same. But right now—still painfully pent up, still wound so tight I could barely breathe—it was unbearable.

And Emily?

She saw.

She took one glance at me, then let out a soft, amused laugh. "Well," she teased, "I don’t have to ask if you like my outfit, I see."

I looked down, following her gaze—

And fuck.

My cock was sticking straight out.


Shopping With A Smile

"Hurry up, I want to get to the mall before it gets too crowded," Emily instructed, her voice brisk, leaving no room for debate.

I scrambled to get dressed as fast as I could, wrestling my still semi-hard cock into my jeans with considerable difficulty. The tight denim pressed way too snugly against my straining erection, making me groan under my breath as I tried to adjust.

Emily, of course, watched the whole thing.

She stood by the door, arms crossed, grinning to herself as I struggled. She didn’t say anything—she didn’t have to. The soft, amused chuckles were enough to let me know she was thoroughly enjoying my predicament.

In a few minutes, we were out the door and on the road.

I hate shopping.

I especially hate shopping at malls.

Emily knows I hate shopping, especially at malls.

So, I was certain that this was some kind of test.

I promised myself I would be a good sport. I wouldn’t sigh. I wouldn’t complain. I wouldn’t let myself get grumpy, no matter how long she dragged this out.

And she did drag it out.

We stomped from one end of the mall to the other—then back again—what felt like a dozen times.

We looked at furniture—which was completely unnecessary, considering we already had more than we knew what to do with. We wandered through every kitchen specialty store in the building. Admittedly, Emily didn’t actually buy anything; she was a shopper, not a buyer. That didn’t make the endless browsing any less painful.

She looked at shoes.

She tried on dresses.

And, of course, she modeled them for me.

Now, normally, I’d sit there, nodding politely, tossing out a halfhearted “Yeah, that looks nice” just to get through it.

But this wasn’t normal.

This was calculated.

She was showing off.

The dresses weren’t just flattering—they were stunning on her. And she knew it.

My cock kept fighting against the confines of my jeans, throbbing in response to the little performances she put on. She didn’t just change from one dress to another—she flaunted.

Stripping down to the bare essentials, she stretched out the process, making sure I saw everything.

It was far sexier than just getting naked.

She’d unclip her bra slowly, letting the straps slide down one at a time before turning away just as she pulled it off completely. She’d bend at the waist, rolling her panties down her legs in a way that was completely unnecessary—except for the fact that it made my dick ache.

Then she’d slip the next dress on—teasing me with the fabric clinging to her curves, smoothing it down with slow, deliberate hands.

And every single time, she looked at me.

She watched my reactions.

She knew exactly what she was doing to me.

Then she hit me with the inevitable question.

"Which one do you like best?"

Under normal circumstances, I would have dodged the question entirely—mumbled something noncommittal, avoided picking a favorite, just to be safe.

Emily hated that.

And considering the situation I was currently in? I knew better than to test her patience.

So, with my best good husband face on, I gave her an actual answer.

"I like the light blue one best," I said, making sure my voice sounded genuine.

That wasn’t just a safe answer—it was the truth. The soft blue complemented her eyes perfectly, and the fit was just tight enough to showcase her figure in a way that was elegant, sexy, and utterly irresistible.

I even took it a step further.

"It really brings out your eyes," I added, "and it shows off your figure in such a tasteful way."

For me, that was practically effusive.

I could tell she was actually impressed that I was trying so hard. The little smirk on her lips wasn’t teasing anymore—it was something closer to appreciation.

I was certain this had been another test when she casually started putting both dresses back on the rack.

And that’s when I completely betrayed myself.

Before I even thought about it, I heard my own voice say, "No, it really looks good on you, why don’t you get it?"

What the hell was I doing?!

She was going to put it back. The whole thing could have ended right there. And that dress was not cheap.

Emily turned toward me, eyebrows raised in mild surprise, studying my face.

Then, slowly, a huge smile spread across her lips. "Are you sure?" she asked, her voice sweet, playful—but there was genuine happiness in it.

Well, shit.

Now what the hell could I do? There was no backing out now.

"Of course," I said, trying not to sound like I had just sealed my own fate. "You can wear it next week to that dinner we have to go to."

I grabbed the dress from her hands and headed straight for the register, already reaching for my wallet. I could feel Emily’s eyes on me the whole time, but she didn’t say another word.

As we walked out of the store, I could tell I had scored big time.

Emily wasn’t playing in that moment—this wasn’t part of the game.

She reached for my arm, squeezing it affectionately as she looked up at me, her voice completely sincere. "James, that was really nice of you. I love you."

Love had never been in question. We were, and always had been, as in love as two people could be.

But right then?

Right then, I knew I had earned something from her. Maybe not a release, maybe not mercy—but something.

I smiled, feeling strangely proud of myself. "I think you’re really going to look great in that dress," I said honestly.

And fuck—she really, really was.

"Ready to head out?" Emily asked, her tone casual, as if this had been just another ordinary shopping trip.

"Sure," I answered—much too eagerly.

Emily’s lips curved into that now-familiar shit-eating grin. "I want to make just one more stop, okay?"

I knew that grin.

I had walked straight into this.

"Of course," I said, forcing a neutral expression, settling deeper into the role I had carved out for myself—obedient, eager, playing along.

It turned out that her "one more stop" was Victoria’s Secret.

Oh shit.

The moment we walked inside, my pulse spiked.

Emily strolled leisurely through the store, her fingers skimming over delicate lace and sheer fabrics, pausing to admire some of the sexiest lingerie they had.

And my cock?

Straining against my jeans. Again.

I barely even tried to adjust this time. I knew it was pointless.

She took her time, deliberately dragging out the experience, glancing at me occasionally, as if just checking in to see how much suffering I was in.

Finally, she picked out a few incredibly sexy items labeled as sleepwear—though calling them that was a stretch.

Thin straps, plunging necklines, slits that barely held together.

I could already see what they would look like on her, how they would cling to her curves, how they would torment me even further tonight.

Then, as if this entire ordeal wasn’t already unbearable, she turned to me with mock innocence and said, "I insist that you come into the changing room and check each of them out."

I swallowed hard.

This woman was going to break me.

She stripped down to absolutely nothing, taking her time, as if completely unbothered by the fact that she was standing there, naked, in front of me—in a tiny fitting room, no less.

Then, one by one, she started trying on the different pieces, each more revealing than the last.

I was dying.

My cock ached inside my jeans, pulsing with need, straining against the unforgiving denim with no hope of relief. Every movement, every slow, sensual adjustment she made as she slipped into each outfit, was excruciating.

And then… she put on the short baby doll sleeper.

Fuck.

I damn near came just from looking at her.

I had never seen her look so sexy—so completely irresistible.

"That’s it," I blurted, my voice rough, nearly desperate. "Please, PLEASE, buy that one. You look soooo sexy, I can hardly stand it! You can wear it tonight!"

I meant it. Every word.

It wasn’t just a line—it wasn’t just me trying to flatter her.

I wanted her to wear it.

I wanted her to tease me in it, to torment me in that exact outfit, to drive me to the brink in the biggest turn-on I had ever experienced.

Emily beamed. A genuine, pleased, wickedly satisfied smile.

She reached down, peeled it off in a way that was entirely too slow, and handed it to me.

My cock hurt.

It was so hard, so painfully, relentlessly stiff that even breathing felt like agony.

Looking at her—completely naked, her body glowing under the fitting room lights, knowing I couldn’t touch, couldn’t have, couldn’t relieve myself—was sheer torture.

And she knew it.

"Go!" she barked, her voice sharp but playful, her lips curling into a knowing smirk.

I went, stumbling out of the changing room, gripping the delicate little scrap of fabric in my hands as I made my way to the register. My cock was still rock-hard, still throbbing, and I had no idea how I was going to survive paying for this damn thing without making a spectacle of myself.

As we drove home, my mind was in a complete twirl.

I couldn’t think straight.

Couldn’t process how I was going to get through the rest of the day, let alone the night.

What had I done to myself?

As I drove, Emily reached over, her fingers barely grazing my thigh. It was a slow, teasing touch, deliberate in its restraint. She stroked lightly, tracing the inside of my leg, her fingertips gliding up and down in a maddening rhythm.

She got so close to my balls—so fucking close—but never actually touched them.

My cock swelled painfully inside my jeans, throbbing against the tight fabric, every nerve in my body attuned to her almost touches.

I gripped the steering wheel harder, forcing myself to keep my focus on the road, but it was a losing battle. She was toying with me, amusing herself at my expense, and we both knew it.

Finally, we pulled into the garage.

As we walked into the house, Emily stretched, letting out a small sigh. "I've had a really long week, and I feel like a nap," she said casually.

I nodded, trying not to look as desperate as I felt.

"While I'm resting, would you go to the store and get dinner?"

Once again, it wasn’t really a question.

"Sure," I said quickly, knowing full well that being agreeable was the expectation. "What do you feel like?"

She turned, flashing me a devilishly playful smile. "Surprise me. You know what my favorites are."

And with that, she sauntered off toward the bedroom, leaving me standing there, aching.

"Uh… okay," I muttered, my brain struggling to keep up.

Eloquent, huh?

I turned toward the door, about to head back to the car, when I heard her voice calling from the bedroom.

"Before you leave, there's something else I want to do."

My pulse spiked.

I immediately turned on my heel and headed straight back to the bedroom, my body already buzzing with anticipation.

When I stepped inside, she was already stripped down to her underwear—lying back on the bed in that effortlessly sensual way she always did when she decided to take an afternoon nap.

"Come over here and stand in front of me," she said as she sat on the edge of the bed.

I had no idea what she was up to, but the way she looked—confident, deliberate, undeniably sexy—sent a thrill straight through me.

She didn’t say another word. Her silence, paired with the way her gaze stayed locked on my crotch instead of meeting my eyes, made my cock stiffen even more. It wasn’t just arousal—it was the anticipation, the way she was in control, as if she already knew exactly how this would play out.

Without hesitation, she reached forward, fingers deftly working the buttons of my jeans. I’m a Levi’s 501 kind of guy—the ones with the rivet buttons, no zipper—so it took her a moment, but she handled them with ease. I just stood there, frozen, barely breathing. Every tiny movement of her hands sent jolts of awareness through me.

When she had the last button undone, she slid my jeans down, stopping just at my knees, leaving me exposed but still restrained. Then, with deliberate slowness, she pressed her palm against the front of my underwear, trapping my cock between her warm hand and my stomach. The first slow, measured stroke was enough to make me exhale in a sharp, uneven breath.

Almost instantly, I was as hard as I could possibly get, my cock straining beneath the fabric. Her touch was unhurried, deliberate, like she was savoring every reaction. Then, without looking up, she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of my underwear and eased them down just enough to free me.

Her fingers closed around my balls, rolling them in her palm with an excruciating kind of gentleness. My body tensed, my legs barely holding me upright. The sound of my own ragged breathing filled the room, a quiet, helpless moan slipping from my throat as she finally curled her fingers around my shaft.

She started to stroke me—slow, sure, torturous. I knew exactly where this was leading, but fuck, I didn’t care. It felt too good, too perfect, and I wanted her to keep going.

And she did.

As I edged closer to release, Emily shifted, her fingers abandoning their slow strokes along my shaft to return to my balls. Both hands cradled and rolled them with an almost maddening tenderness, the kind that made my whole body tighten in anticipation. Then, without a word, she parted her lips and slid her mouth over the swollen head of my cock.

The first wet, silken pull of her lips sent a shudder through me. Slowly, deliberately, she licked and sucked, her tongue swirling over the sensitive ridge before taking more of me, inch by inch. The heat of her mouth wrapped around my length, and when she finally took in as much as she could handle, my cock was buried halfway inside her, stretching her lips around me.

I nearly lost it right then and there.

She didn’t rush. Instead, she eased back just as slowly, letting me feel every slick inch of her retreat until only my throbbing tip remained between her lips. Then came the slow, agonizing swirl of her tongue, a teasing motion that sent pleasure spiking up my spine.

It felt so damn good I couldn’t think straight. My body took over, instincts drowning out reason, and before I even realized what I was doing, my hands found her head. I wasn’t rough—just resting my palms against the sides of her face, trying to guide her into a rhythm, urging her to take me deeper.

She reacted instantly.

The first thing she did was pull her mouth completely off my cock, her head slipping from between my hands like I hadn’t even had a grip on her. My cock, slick with her spit, throbbed in the sudden cool air.

Then came the second thing—sharp and unexpected.

A firm slap against my ass, quick and decisive.

I stood there, stunned, my cock bobbing in the space between us, pulse hammering, mind blank.

"Behave yourself!" she said sharply, her voice firm but playful. It was the first time she had looked up at me since she’d started, and the smirk on her lips sent a fresh jolt of arousal straight through me.

"Now, put your hands at your sides and keep them there."

There was no hesitation in my obedience. I dropped my hands instantly, pulse hammering, body tense with anticipation.

She held my gaze for a beat longer, then lowered her eyes back to my cock. Without another word, she parted her lips and took me back into her mouth, slow and deliberate, wrapping me in that intoxicating wet heat. The first swirl of her tongue against the sensitive underside made my legs feel weak, and when she pulled back just enough to flick the tip before sinking down again, I barely stopped myself from groaning out loud.

She set a rhythm—not hurried, not greedy, but calculated, measured. She sucked me deep, her lips sealing around my shaft, then pulled back until just the tip remained in her mouth. Every time, she lingered there, her tongue teasing, tracing maddening circles around the swollen head before she swallowed me down again. The contrast was devastating.

Over and over, she repeated the motion, slow enough to make me ache for more but never fast enough to push me over the edge. My breathing grew ragged. I could feel the pressure mounting, my balls tightening, heat pooling low in my stomach. She knew exactly what she was doing, exactly how close I was getting.

And just when I thought I couldn’t take any more, when the pleasure was a razor-thin edge I was teetering on, my body betrayed me.

Without thinking, my hands found her face again. I didn’t move them, didn’t try to control her—just the simple act of resting them there, needing to feel her, needing to anchor myself to her warmth.

And naturally, that was the exact moment she stopped.

With ruthless precision, she pulled her mouth away completely, leaving my cock slick, throbbing, and desperate for more.

"Okay, Mister, that does it. No more of that for you!" she said, locking eyes with me once again, her expression wickedly amused. If anything, the smile on her face had grown even bigger, like she was reveling in just how much control she had over me.

All the while, her fingers never stopped teasing my balls. The slow, deliberate movements sent pleasure pulsing through me, my whole body wound so tight I thought I might lose it right then and there. I had never cum just from that kind of stimulation before, but then again, I had never been this turned on—this utterly desperate—either.

"Since you can’t behave," she said smoothly, her voice a perfect mix of sweet and dangerous, "clasp your hands behind your back. And if you let go before I’m done this time, you will really regret it."

Her smile remained, but the sharp edge to her tone made it clear—this was not a suggestion. There would be consequences.

I obeyed instantly, locking my hands behind me. The motion thrust my hips forward, my cock and balls now completely exposed to her touch, more vulnerable than ever.

She wasted no time. With practiced ease, she took the head of my cock between the four fingers of her right hand, spreading them evenly around the ridge while her thumb pressed firmly against that one spot—right at the cleft, where I was most sensitive. Her left hand never ceased its slow, torturous massage of my balls, each movement measured, calculated.

The slickness of my cock—coated in precum and the lingering wetness of her mouth—made every touch unbearably smooth, every stroke featherlight and devastating. She didn’t squeeze, didn’t pump—just teased, tracing the head with delicate, almost lazy precision. And yet, the effect was relentless.

The pleasure built in excruciating increments, slow and unstoppable. My body strained, desperate for more pressure, more friction, more something, but she kept me right on the edge of sensation, giving me just enough to drive me wild but not enough to push me over.

I groaned, the sound escaping before I even realized it.

This was worse than stopping. Worse than denial.

This was the most maddening, drawn-out, torturous pleasure she had inflicted so far, and I knew—knew with absolute certainty—that she was going to stop the second I got too close.

I wanted to grab her. I wanted to seize my cock and jerk myself off hard and fast, force my own release, anything to break free from the exquisite agony she was keeping me trapped in.

But I didn’t dare.

I kept my hands locked behind my back, muscles shaking from restraint, because whatever punishment she had in mind if I let go… I wasn’t ready to face it.

So instead, I endured.

Helpless under her touch, completely at her mercy, I let her torture me.

Finally, despite the unbearable gentleness of her touch, I was right there—on the edge, past the point of no return. My balls pulled tight, my cock started to twitch, the heat coiling inside me, ready to erupt.

And that’s when she stopped.

The pleasure didn’t vanish—it just hovered, stalled at the peak, refusing to break. My body clenched, aching for release, but she had already mastered this moment. She knew exactly how far to push me, exactly when to stop.

Just as the overwhelming pressure began to recede, she touched me again.

A featherlight caress over the head of my cock, teasing, coaxing, reigniting everything that had just barely settled. The pleasure surged again, sharp and inevitable, my cock pulsing in her grasp. My breath hitched, my body locked up—

And she stopped.

I groaned, trembling, my head dropping forward. She was ruthless. Again and again, she brought me back to that breaking point, only to deny me. Three times she did it. The last was the worst—because this time, when my balls sucked up tight, when the spasms started, when my cock knew it was too late to stop, she still pulled away.

At the very last possible instant, she let go completely.

My cock jerked violently in the air, a single thick drop of cum oozing from the tip—but that was all. The orgasm that had been clawing its way through me was suddenly gone, dissipating like smoke, leaving me wrecked and shaking. The frustrated groan that tore from my throat was raw, desperate.

"Oh God, Emily," I moaned, my voice thick with need. "That felt so good, please don’t stop, please!" I wasn’t even thinking about what I was saying—I was too lost in it, too desperate to care.

But Emily had already decided.

"No," she said softly, settling back against the bed. "I think that’s enough for now. It’ll give you something to think about while you’re at the store."

The casual cruelty of her words made me shudder.

I had no choice but to comply. My hands were unsteady as I stuffed my aching, still-throbbing cock back into my pants, trying to contain it as best I could. My legs felt unsteady as I turned for the door, every step slow, reluctant. Behind me, Emily rolled over, completely at ease, as if she hadn’t just reduced me to a trembling, unsatisfied mess.

I had nearly reached the door when her voice stopped me.

"James."

I turned, pulse still hammering.

"I clearly see what you mean about needing to be tied up," she said, her tone light but firm. "Because if you had the chance, there’s no way you’d let me keep teasing you like that." She paused, stretching lazily before adding, "And you know I’m terrible with ropes and knots and such, so you need to figure out a way to rig up something simple for me to use to tie you to the bed."

Her voice softened, but there was something in it that sent a chill through me.

"And James... make sure it’s secure enough that you can’t get loose by yourself."

Of course, I had always known that was going to be part of it. But the way she said it—so calm, so certain—made my stomach tighten.

She wasn’t asking.

She was deciding.

As I drove to the store, Emily’s comment about thinking about tonight refused to leave my head. Not that I would have thought about anything else anyway—but the more I replayed her words, the more I realized just how serious she was.

She wasn’t just teasing anymore. This wasn’t playful, spur-of-the-moment experimentation.

She was taking control.

And I was beginning to understand that I might have gotten myself into far more than I had anticipated.

A sliver of doubt crept in, an uneasy whisper in the back of my mind. Did I really want to go through with this? Could I handle what she had in store for me? Because it was clear now—Emily wasn’t just indulging me. She was embracing this dynamic, stepping into it with a confidence and certainty that both excited and unsettled me.

I swallowed hard, gripping the wheel tighter.

But one thing I didn’t have to think about was the restraint system.

What Emily didn’t know—what I had never told her—was that I had already designed one.

Self-bondage had always been a part of my private fantasy play, something I had experimented with in secret. I had rigged up a system that allowed me to tie myself spread-eagled to the bed, the knots pre-set so that all Emily would have to do was slide them into place.

Of course, since it had been a self-bondage setup, I had always left myself a way out. It wasn’t easy to escape—I had designed it to be restrictive—but I had never taken it to its absolute limits. I had never tightened the final wrist restraint all the way, always leaving just enough slack to ensure I could free myself if necessary.

But I had known.

Even back then, even when it had only been a fantasy, I had known exactly what I would need to make it truly inescapable—just in case the day ever came when I wasn’t the one in control.

At the time, it had felt like wishful thinking. A fantasy that would never actually happen.

But now?

Now it was happening.

Emily had made it clear—this had to be foolproof. She wasn’t going to accept half-measures or clever tricks. If she tied me up, she expected me to stay tied.

And there was no way I could con her about it.

I let out a slow, steady breath, my pulse hammering as the realization settled deep inside me.

Before I went home, I would have to make one extra stop.

I needed to pick up the final piece—the one thing that would make my restraint system truly inescapable.

Emily’s comment about thinking about tonight was like telling someone not to think about an purple rhino—except in reverse. The moment she said it, it became impossible to think about anything else.

I was sure my mind would have been consumed by it anyway, but the fact that she had deliberately planted the thought gnawed at me in a way I couldn’t quite put my finger on. There was something unsettling about her confidence, the way she had spoken as though tonight was a certainty, not a possibility. Like she already knew what was going to happen—what she was going to do to me.

And God help me, I already needed to cum. Desperately.

But the worst part? I kept reminding myself—she hadn’t even started the real teasing yet.

At the store, I was a mess. Every remotely attractive woman sent a fresh wave of heat through me, a twitch of arousal in my crotch. My mind, already trapped in an endless cycle of frustration, seized on every little thing—an exposed shoulder, a glimpse of bare legs, the sway of hips beneath tight fabric. It was ridiculous. I wasn’t usually like this, but tonight was different.

Tonight, I was primed.

Between my wandering thoughts and the ever-present throb between my legs, I had to loop through the aisles three times before I finally had everything I needed for dinner. Even then, I double-checked my list, ran through the menu in my head again, and made one final lap just to be sure.

It was a good thing I did. I had almost forgotten a key ingredient.

Lastly, I picked up a single rose, just like I had the night before.

Hell, it couldn’t hurt.

But my final stop wasn’t for groceries—it was for something else entirely.

At the marine store, I found what I needed—the last piece of my restraint system, the one thing that would make escape impossible. As I paid for it, my heart pounded. This was it. Once I installed this, there was no backing out.

By the time I pulled into the garage, I was a completely conflicted mess.

Did I really want to go through with this?

That was the question clawing at the back of my mind, louder now than ever. I sat there for a few minutes, gripping the wheel, staring blankly ahead. My pulse was unsteady, my thoughts spiraling.

Then I exhaled slowly, forcing my body to relax.

I had already come this far. Turning back now would be stupid.

And besides—if I didn’t do this, if I didn’t experience it, I knew I would never stop wondering.

And that uncertainty would haunt me for the rest of my life.

Feeling like that decision was finally behind me—settled, once and for all—somehow helped. The weight of uncertainty lifted, and with a clearer head, I headed to the kitchen to put away the groceries, tossing my newly acquired boat parts onto the workbench on my way.

Once everything was stored, I took a few minutes to get the kitchen organized for later, making sure I had everything set for dinner. The routine helped settle my nerves, grounding me. But there was still one more thing I needed to check.

Quietly, I made my way to the bedroom.

As I peeked in, I saw Emily just beginning to stir, stretching lazily against the sheets. I hesitated for a moment, then stepped back into the hallway, heading to the guest bath to relieve myself.

By the time I returned, she was fully awake.

"Have a good snooze?" I asked, leaning casually against the doorframe.

She arched her back in a slow, indulgent stretch, her bare skin shifting against the sheets. "I did indeed," she murmured, her voice still laced with the last remnants of sleep. Then, with a sly smile and a twinkle in her eye, she added, "Well-rested for tonight now."

A shiver ran through me.

"James?" she said, her tone shifting, a question laced in her voice.

"What, babe?" I asked, curious.

She studied me for a beat, then smiled again—this time slower, more deliberate. "Like I told you this morning, the anticipation of your fantasy has made me hornier than I'd expected."

Her words sent a bolt of heat straight through me.

"Yeah, I know what you mean," I said, my voice rougher than I intended.

We both laughed, but there was a charged undercurrent to it now—an unspoken tension thick in the air.

She tilted her head, watching me expectantly.

And then, suddenly, the light bulb went on.

"Would you like me to do something about it for you?" I asked, though we both knew the answer.

Emily’s smile widened, slow and sultry. "Mm-hmm," she purred, her voice thick with desire.

That was all the invitation I needed.

I moved onto the bed, my fingers hooking into the waistband of her panties. With one smooth motion, I slid them down over the curve of her ass, leaving her completely bare beneath me. My cock throbbed painfully against my jeans, but I ignored it, focused only on her.

I lowered myself between her legs, inhaling the intoxicating scent of her arousal before pressing my mouth to her pussy. She was soaked, the heat of her body radiating against my tongue before I had even begun. I groaned into her, the taste of her sending a fresh pulse of need straight through me.

I took my time at first, savoring every reaction, every sharp inhale and breathy moan. My tongue flicked, teased, before I sealed my lips around her clit, sucking just the way I knew drove her wild. Her fingers tangled in my hair, hips lifting instinctively toward my mouth, her need matching mine in intensity.

It didn’t take long.

Her body tensed, thighs trembling, her breath hitching into desperate little gasps as I pushed her higher, faster. When she finally came, it was with a shuddering cry, her back arching, her hands fisting the sheets as pleasure wracked through her.

I barely had time to pull back before she collapsed against the bed, panting, her body still humming in the aftershocks.

When she finally recovered, she rolled onto her elbow, still glowing in the aftermath of her orgasm. Her eyes were heavy-lidded, satisfied, but there was something else there too—a spark of intent, something calculated beneath the haze of pleasure.

"James," she murmured, her voice smooth and knowing. "Did you get what you needed for me to restrain you to the bed?"

She already knew the answer.

"Of course," I replied, feigning indignation. "You know I have."

If she was fazed by my act, she didn’t show it. Instead, she just studied me for a beat longer, her gaze unwavering. "Where is it?"

I hesitated, curious now. "Out in the garage. Why?"

She stretched languidly, then sat up, the movement slow, deliberate. "Well," she said lightly, "I’m going to take a shower and get ready for our evening now." She met my eyes, her expression deceptively casual.

"While I’m doing that," she added, voice smooth as silk, "why don’t you rig it up?"

It wasn’t a question.

"Uh, okay, I can do that now," I responded, my voice coming out steadier than I felt.

As she turned toward the bathroom, she tossed one last instruction over her shoulder. "James, when you get back from getting the stuff out of the garage, undress before you start setting it up."

I blinked, caught off guard.

It wasn’t just what she said—it was how she said it. Casual. Certain. Like it was simply expected.

I hesitated for a fraction of a second, but her words left no room for argument.

Still processing, I headed out to the garage, gathering up my restraint system, including the final piece I’d picked up that afternoon. The weight of it in my hands felt heavier now, more real. Before, it had just been an idea, a fantasy—something I had designed in secret, never knowing if it would ever serve its true purpose.

Now it was happening.

Returning to the bedroom, I carefully placed everything at the foot of the bed, laying it out methodically. The sight of it—the straps, the fastenings, the system I had built to keep myself helpless—sent another sharp pulse of anticipation through me.

Then, remembering Emily’s words, I stripped.

There was something strange about doing it alone, about pulling off my shirt, stepping out of my jeans, neatly putting everything away as if I were simply getting ready for bed. But I wasn’t just getting ready for bed.

Somehow, I knew I wouldn’t be needing my jeans again until the next day.

My self-bondage system was simple—but effective.

It consisted of four lengths of rope, each about six feet long. At one end of each, I had tied a slipknot that formed an adjustable loop, carefully designed with a single overhand knot inside to prevent it from tightening too much. I had always made sure that the loops would never cut off circulation, especially for longer sessions. And something told me—without a doubt—this would be one of those sessions.

That was all it took. Four ropes, secured to the sturdy legs of the bed, each adjusted to the perfect length so that I would be positioned right in the center. I had allowed just enough slack to let me shift slightly—to prevent cramping—but not enough to let me exert any real control. Once inside, I would be completely helpless.

The final touch was the new addition: the sheet locks I had picked up from the Marine Center earlier. They were small but effective—once in place, there would be no easy way out. But that part… that part Emily would see for herself soon enough.

I worked quickly, tying each rope in place, testing the tension, adjusting where needed. Once I was satisfied, I lay down on the bed, stretching out my arms and legs to check the positioning of the loops. They were nearly perfect—just one of the arm ropes needed slight shortening.

I made the adjustment, then settled back again, spreading myself out for one final test—

Just as the bathroom door swung open.

I turned my head just in time to see Emily step out, steam curling around her from behind. Her body was wrapped in a towel, another twisted around her damp hair. The scent of soap and warm skin drifted into the room, and fuck, she looked incredible—flushed, glowing, effortlessly dominant without even trying.

And there I was. Lying spread out on the bed, ropes in place, already preparing for my own surrender.

Her eyes swept over me, and I saw it—the flicker of amusement, of control, of satisfaction.

I swallowed hard.

This was really happening.

Her gaze went straight to my crotch.

That was when I realized—fuck—I was sporting a full, unapologetic erection.

Heat rushed to my face. There was no hiding it, no covering myself up. The ropes were already in place, my body sprawled across the bed, fully exposed. The realization only made it worse—made my cock twitch under her scrutiny.

Emily smirked. "I see getting this ready has you a little excited," she commented, her voice dripping with amusement.

I started to sit up, but before I could move, she stopped me.

"No," she said smoothly, her tone making it clear this wasn’t a suggestion. "Just lay there for a minute. I want to see what this is going to be like."

Her words sent a shiver through me.

She moved to the side of the bed, surveying the setup, her expression unreadable. Her fingertips traced lightly over one of the ropes, testing the tension, examining my handiwork.

And that was when it hit me.

She had known exactly what she was doing when she told me to strip before setting this up.

She had wanted me like this—naked, vulnerable, fully aware of my own arousal. She had known the effect it would have on me. Counted on it.

My cock throbbed, still standing rigidly between us, and I could feel her amusement without even looking at her.

"I think that looks perfect," she quipped, casting a glance down at me before her gaze flicked to the ropes. "The ropes look good too."

I swallowed hard, my breath unsteady.

Then her expression shifted, just slightly, the playfulness still there but layered beneath something more serious.

"You’re sure that you won’t be able to get loose by yourself?" she asked, her voice smooth, but unmistakably firm.

She wasn’t just teasing anymore.

She wanted certainty.

"I'm positive. You'll see when you secure me," I said, my voice steady, though my body betrayed just how much I was already at her mercy.

Emily didn’t respond right away. Instead, she sat down beside me, her fingers wrapping around my cock in one smooth motion.

I sucked in a sharp breath as she gave me a slow, measured stroke—just enough to make my already stiff erection throb harder beneath her touch. It was barely anything, a teasing handful of strokes, but it sent a fresh pulse of need flooding through me.

She cupped my balls, rolling them gently in her palm, and let out a quiet, thoughtful sound.

"Hmm."

It wasn’t a moan. It wasn’t approval. It was something else—like she was considering something, turning a thought over in her mind.

And then, just as easily as she had started, she withdrew her hand.

"Okay," she said breezily, as if she hadn’t just toyed with me like it was nothing. "Well, then, you go get showered while I dress. I’m starving."

Still aching from her touch, I forced myself to move, sitting up and heading for the shower.

My cock was still rock hard as I walked away.


Are You Ready?

When I returned to the bedroom after my shower, I found that Emily had laid out something for me to wear—a pair of silk boxer-style shorts and a matching smoking jacket she had bought for me a long time ago.

I had only worn them a few times. They weren’t exactly practical. But the way the silk slid over my skin, cool and indulgent, made it clear why she had chosen them tonight.

It felt sexy.

And I had no doubt that was precisely her intention.

I slipped them on, adjusting the waistband as the fabric draped over me, then headed toward the family room, where I was certain Emily would be waiting.

When I stepped inside, my jaw nearly hit the floor.

She was sitting on the couch, her legs elegantly crossed, wearing the baby doll shorty we had bought that afternoon.

It was barely clothing.

The delicate, translucent fabric clung to her breasts, stretched taut across her curves, her nipples just visible beneath the sheer material. The hem skimmed the tops of her thighs, teasing the barest glimpse of what was beneath, and her long, toned legs looked absolutely flawless.

My cock twitched, stiffening almost instantly.

Not that I had really been soft at any point today—but this? This sent a fresh, insistent pulse of arousal through me, hot and immediate.

For a moment, she didn’t look at me. She just sat there, exuding effortless confidence, knowing exactly the effect she had on me. When she finally lifted her gaze, her eyes trailed from my face down to my crotch and back again.

I didn’t need to follow her line of sight to know what she saw.

The silk boxers weren’t exactly subtle—my arousal was tenting the fabric, betraying me completely.

And then I realized something else.

My mouth was still hanging open.

I snapped it shut.

Emily’s lips curved into a knowing little smile, the barest flicker of amusement playing across her face.

I swallowed hard, trying to recover. "Would you like me to fix you a cocktail?" I offered, my voice just a shade rougher than normal.

On a Saturday night, we would usually have a drink or two while making dinner, then share a bottle of wine with our meal.

But Emily shook her head. "No," she said smoothly. "I think we should just have wine with dinner. I don’t want either of our senses to be dulled tonight."

Her words sent a subtle shiver through me.

I wasn’t entirely sure why, but something about the way she said it—soft, deliberate, enigmatic—made my pulse quicken.

"Uh, okay. Shall I start dinner now?" I asked, unsure of what she expected next.

"Sure," she said, her tone light, almost indifferent.

As she leaned over to pick up her book, my eyes couldn’t help but drop—fuck. Her baby doll shorty dipped low, giving me an even better view of her cleavage. My cock twitched yet again, and I forced myself to turn away before I got completely lost in the sight of her.

I headed into the kitchen, trying to refocus.

I had chosen filet mignon with a red wine reduction, a favorite of both of ours. It was elegant but not overly complicated, something that required just enough effort to feel special. I knew Emily would appreciate that I hadn’t just thrown together something simple.

First, I uncorked the wine—a nice, rich Merlot—and set it aside to breathe. Then I prepped the salad, crisping it in the fridge before getting to work on the steaks. Searing them to the perfect crust took my full attention for a solid thirty minutes before I could let them rest while I finished the sauce.

With that done, I took the time to set the dining table properly—pulling out the good china and crystal. We rarely used them except for holidays or the occasional anniversary. But tonight… tonight, without question, qualified as a special occasion.

And still, my mind refused to settle.

I kept sneaking glances at Emily, unable to stop myself. I felt like a voyeur in my own home, my own marriage—watching her like she was some forbidden temptation I wasn’t supposed to have access to. But she was mine. My wife.

And she looked so fucking hot I could hardly stand it.

The baby doll barely covered her, riding up the slightest bit when she shifted, teasing just enough to make my imagination go wild. The sheer fabric hugged her breasts, outlining every perfect curve, every subtle movement.

My entire mental state was a mess. I was restless, wound too tight, a constant loop of frustration and desire simmering inside me. The waiting—the anticipation—was making it all worse. Or better, depending on one’s perspective.

I was back at the stove, stirring the sauce, when suddenly Emily's hand slid over my ass.

I jolted slightly, startled by her touch, and she laughed softly behind me.

Before I could react, she reached around from behind, her palm pressing against the front of my boxers.

A slow, deliberate stroke.

I inhaled sharply as my half-hard cock twitched and thickened instantly under her touch.

She knew exactly what she was doing.

And just like that, I was right back where she wanted me—aching, desperate, completely at her mercy.

"Mmm, nice," Emily murmured, her voice low and husky.

I exhaled slowly, forcing myself to focus. "Dinner is almost ready," I said, trying to act as if her touch hadn’t just sent a fresh wave of need rolling through me.

"That’s not all that’s almost ready," she quipped, her tone dripping with amusement.

I busied myself plating the food, using the task as a distraction. Shortly after, dinner was on the table and the wine was poured.

We ate slowly, the room filled with an unusual kind of silence—not awkward, not tense, but thick with unspoken anticipation. Every glance I stole at Emily sent my pulse spiking. The way the baby doll shorty hugged her breasts, the way the fabric did little to hide the shape of her stiffening nipples—it was impossible to ignore.

My cock never went completely soft.

I shifted in my seat, adjusting myself as discreetly as possible, but it didn’t help. The ache had been constant all day, and now, sitting across from her, watching the way she toyed with the stem of her wine glass, looking so effortlessly in control—it only made it worse.

When we finished dinner, I instinctively started to rise, reaching for the plates to clear the table, assuming that was expected.

But then Emily spoke.

"Just leave them," she said smoothly. "You can do that in the morning."

That wasn’t completely out of character for us on a weekend night. But the way she said it—offhand yet firm—sent a ripple of awareness through me.

Then she continued.

"You ready now?"

Her expression remained composed, a slight smile playing on her lips, but there was little discernible emotion behind it. No teasing, no overt seduction. Just a quiet certainty that sent a shiver through me.

I swallowed hard.

This was it.

There was no point in pretending, no point in playing games. "I'm not sure," I admitted, my voice steady despite the turmoil inside me. "But… well, I'm not sure, and that isn’t going to change."

Emily studied me for a moment, then nodded. Her smile softened, her voice gentler now.

"I know," she said simply.

Then, without hesitation, she stood.

"Let’s go."

Both of our wine glasses were empty now, the bottle holding just enough for one final pour. Without hesitation, Emily tipped the bottle, filling her glass the rest of the way.

Then, with her wine in one hand, she reached for mine with the other, her fingers curling around mine in a silent command.

She led me toward the bedroom.

My heart pounded with every step.

Once inside, she released my hand, setting her glass on the bedside table with deliberate ease. Then, she turned to me—her expression shifting, her entire demeanor sharpening with a seriousness I had never seen before.

She held my gaze, steady and unyielding.

"You sure?" she asked, her voice smooth but unmistakably firm. "Because if you say no now, we’ll stop. But if you say yes, I won’t give you a choice again."

The weight of her words settled deep inside me, twisting my stomach into a tight knot.

This was real.

This was it.

I could feel the gravity in her voice, the absolute certainty in her posture. She meant it—there would be no turning back, no renegotiating once I agreed.

But I had already made my decision.

If I said no, I would spend the rest of my life wondering what I had missed.

I swallowed, steadying myself. "Yup, I'm sure," I said. My voice sounded much stronger than I felt.

Emily’s lips curved slightly, a knowing smile playing at the edges.

"Undress," she said simply, her tone offering no room for hesitation as she settled onto the bed.

I obeyed immediately, stripping quickly, my cock already standing at full attention.

Her smile widened at the sight.

Then she leaned back against the pillows, stretching out with deliberate ease, her body laid out before me in that sheer, nearly nonexistent fabric.

"Before we get started..." she murmured, trailing off, her meaning unmistakable.

I didn’t need further instruction.

I moved between her thighs, my mouth finding her, my tongue working with practiced enthusiasm.

She responded instantly, her body arching, her breath catching.

It didn’t take long. Within minutes, she was writhing against the sheets, crying out as her orgasm overtook her. I kept at her, relentless but gentle, pushing her over again—this time even faster, her second climax coming in a shuddering gasp.

She trembled beneath me, her fingers tangled in my hair, her body still pulsing with aftershocks.

And as I pulled back, looking up at her, I knew—this was only the beginning.

"Enough for now," she rasped, her voice thick with lingering pleasure.

I pulled back, watching as she took a long, steady breath, her body still trembling slightly from the aftershocks.

A minute passed as she composed herself. Then, with a slow, deliberate motion, she sat up and swung her legs over the edge of the bed, pushing herself to stand.

"Is everything all ready?" she asked, her voice smoother now, more in control.

"Almost," I replied.

I moved efficiently, turning down all the bedding, stripping everything away except for the contoured bottom sheet stretched over the mattress. Then, I picked up the four restraints, laying them out from the corners of the bed toward the center, carefully positioning them for what was to come.

I barely had time to register Emily’s sharp intake of breath before—

"Wait a minute!" she nearly shouted, her tone suddenly charged.

I looked up, startled, as she fixed me with a knowing stare.

"I’ve seen those in the garage for some time."

My stomach tightened.

She knew. Maybe not everything. But enough.

I told you—Emily is very bright.

And just like that, the light had gone on.

Her expression sharpened, her eyes flicking between the restraints and me as the realization hit her like a bolt of lightning.

"You used these by yourself during your fantasies, didn’t you?" she demanded.

My stomach dropped.

I suddenly felt like a little boy caught red-handed, exposed for something I knew better than to do.

"Well… uh… I, uh… well," I stammered, scrambling for something—anything—to say.

Emily didn’t wait for an answer.

"Never mind!" she cut in, waving off my pitiful attempt at a response. "Obviously you did. But that’s not the point."

She crossed her arms, her voice turning sharper. "You said you wouldn’t be able to get loose by yourself. But if you’ve used these alone, then clearly you can!"

Her tone carried frustration—not because I had fantasized about this, but because she felt like I had misled her.

Oddly enough, I felt a surge of relief.

If we were talking about this, then at least we weren’t focused on my private self-bondage confessions. This part—I could explain.

Quickly, I jumped in.

"No, Emily, I never used them on both wrists because I was afraid I wouldn’t be able to get undone by myself," I clarified, my words coming out in a rush. "But to be absolutely sure, I added something extra just today."

I met her gaze, holding firm.

"There is no way I’ll be able to get free unless you release me," I assured her.

I had already explained my simple but effective restraints.

What I had added today were two sheet locks—devices used on sailboats to hold lines tight under immense force. They were designed to withstand the pull of wind in sails, so they would easily restrain even the strongest of men.

I had installed one on each of the ropes for my arms. Once in place and pushed up next to the knots, they prevented the loops from loosening until they were intentionally released.

And the release mechanism required two hands—one to push the release button, the other to flip the lever into the unlocked position. There was no possible way to free myself with only one hand, meaning that once I was secured, I was staying secured.

There would be no escape.

Only Emily could release me.

Her initial frustration faded as she quickly realized that I had, in fact, followed her instructions to the letter.

She exhaled, her posture relaxing. "Show me how it works," she said, far more composed now.

I nodded and demonstrated.

I showed her how to slide the knots tight, then latch the sheet locks and push them up to the knots, ensuring they couldn’t slip. I also made sure she knew how to release them, emphasizing that it took both hands.

To my surprise, Emily took it seriously, listening intently.

Then, just to be sure, I made her practice undoing them herself.

She caught on quickly.

When she was satisfied, she smirked. "Afraid I won’t be able to release you and we’ll have to call the fire department?" she teased.

I let out a short laugh, shaking my head.

But the truth was—she wasn’t far from the facts.

"Okay, time to lie down, sweetheart," she said, her voice warm but laced with unmistakable intent. There was a glint in her eye, a spark of excitement that sent a fresh shiver through me.

I obeyed.

In a matter of minutes, I was completely at her mercy. The restraints held firm, securing my arms and legs wide, keeping me spread open while still allowing just enough movement to keep me comfortable. My cock and balls were completely exposed—accessible—for whatever she chose to do next.

Too late, a thought struck me.

"What about my safe word?" I asked, a flicker of uncertainty creeping into my voice.

Emily laughed, the sound rich and amused.

"Oh, James," she said smoothly. "You don’t need a safe word. I’m not going to hurt you in any way."

She leaned in closer, her expression soft but teasing.

"Besides, safe words are for making the other person stop—and that’s the last thing you’re going to want. Quite the opposite."

She chuckled again, the confidence in her voice making my stomach knot all over again.

Then, without another word, she crawled onto the bed, moving between my legs. Settling back on her calves, she took a moment to look me over, taking in my restrained form, my helpless arousal.

Then she bent forward and kissed me.

It wasn’t rushed or demanding. It was slow, deep, full of meaning.

By the time she pulled back, my pulse was thudding in my ears.

Her gaze softened as she looked down at me, brushing a thumb lightly over my jaw. "James," she murmured, her voice tender, "I love you very much."

I swallowed hard, my throat tightening around the weight of everything happening between us.

"I know," I whispered back. "I love you too."

And in that moment, it hit me—fully, completely.

What was about to happen wasn’t just a fantasy anymore.

It was real.

Here I was—completely helpless, hornier than I had ever been in my entire life—trapped in the exact fantasy I had confessed to my wife.

And Emily—who never did anything halfway—was about to drive me mad with desire, denying me orgasmic relief for as long as she pleased.

The worst part? I had given her all the tools to do it.

I had told her my deepest fantasies, laid out every weakness, every craving, every maddening thing she could do to push me to my absolute limit. And if I knew Emily, she had done her homework.

I was certain she had discovered techniques I had never even imagined.

She started with words, teasing me before she had even touched me—reminding me of something she had said that morning.

"So," she mused playfully, "do you think you chalked up enough goodwill today that I’ll let you cum tonight?"

She giggled as she said it, and I groaned in frustration.

"Oh God, Emily, you have to! You just have to!" I begged, my voice raw with need.

She only giggled more.

"We’ll see," she said lightly, the amusement in her tone only making it worse. "But I don’t have to."

And with that, she began.

Her hand wrapped around my cock, her touch smooth, practiced—firm enough to make me gasp but not too tight, not too much. She stroked in a steady, unhurried rhythm, building pleasure with agonizing precision.

Not too fast. Not too slow. Not too hard. Not too soft.

It was just right—designed to rush me to the edge as quickly as possible, to make me feel like I was about to explode, to make me think—this time, she’s going to let me cum.

But the moment I got too close, the moment my body started tensing for release—

She loosened her grip, slowed her strokes, teasing me right at the brink.

Then, at the exact second my balls tightened, the second my cock gave its first desperate contraction—

She stopped completely.

I let out a strangled moan, my body trembling, my cock twitching helplessly in the air.

Seconds passed—long enough for the wave to recede—before she gave me another slow, featherlight stroke. A cruel flicker of pleasure. Then another. A pause. Another.

Each touch sent me hurtling back toward the edge, and just when I thought this time she might let me fall over, she denied me again.

She repeated it.

Four times.

Five.

I lost count.

By the time she finally stopped, my cock was twitching on its own, jerking slightly even without stimulation, every muscle in my body locked in unbearable frustration.

Somehow, I still hadn’t cum.

I had no idea how that was even possible, but the only thing more intense than my need for release was the mind-numbing frustration crashing through me.

Emily waited until she knew it was safe—until my body had fully surrendered to denial.

Then, with her fingertips, she tortured me further.

She barely touched me, skimming over the sensitive places I had foolishly shown her, dragging me deeper into a torment I could never have imagined.

And the worst part?

She was just getting started.

Finally, Emily broke the silence.

"Wow," she murmured, her voice filled with a kind of amused awe. "That was pretty good for the first one."

Her words sent another ripple of awareness through me, another step toward fully grasping the reality of my situation.

This was only the beginning.

The full weight of what I had gotten myself into still hadn’t completely sunk in. My body was on fire, my cock aching, my balls swollen with need—and yet, she was just getting started.

After a brief pause, her attention returned to me, her gaze flicking down to my cock. She reached out, wrapping her fingers around my shaft, her grip firm but not stroking.

She wasn’t teasing me now.

She was examining me.

I could feel her thumb press slightly, feel her fingers exploring, as if assessing my state, though for what purpose, I couldn’t tell.

Her other hand moved to the swollen head, tracing over it, not with the featherlight touches meant to drive me crazy, but something else entirely. Something methodical.

Then, just as slowly, she shifted to my balls.

She cradled them in both hands, rolling them, feeling their weight, her movements deliberate and almost analytical.

Finally, she spoke again, her voice carrying a fascinated edge.

"My God, James… I can’t even imagine the state you’re going to be in by the time I’m through with you."

She let the words hang between us for a second before continuing, her tone laced with satisfaction.

"Your cock is bigger and harder than I’ve ever seen it. And your balls…" She gave them another slow squeeze, enough to make me gasp but not enough to truly hurt. "They’re already so full… they must be aching."

The added pressure sent another bolt of sensation straight through me.

Not pain.

Just an unbearable awareness of how swollen and tight they already were—how badly I needed release.

She held me for a beat longer before finally letting go, a pleased little smirk flickering across her lips.

Then, without another word, she crawled off the bed, moving with an effortless grace, and settled into the nearby chair.

She picked up her wine glass—the one she had set on the table before we began—and took a slow sip.

And then she just watched me.

No words.

No movement.

Just a slight, knowing grin as she sipped her wine, letting me sit in my frustration, in my helplessness, in the full realization of what she was doing to me.

And what she would continue to do.


Regaining Control

I stared back at her for a long moment, watching the subtle amusement playing on her lips, the slow, deliberate way she sipped her wine. Then, finally, I closed my eyes and drew in deep, steady breaths, trying to calm myself, to regain control of my body.

Gradually, my pulse slowed, the frantic pounding in my chest settling into something closer to normal. I could feel my cock beginning to soften—not much, but some.

Minutes passed.

By the time I opened my eyes again, I was still nowhere near flaccid—still thick, still aching, but no longer at full, desperate attention.

Emily hadn’t moved.

She was still perched in the chair, still holding her wine glass, still watching me with that same knowing little smile. I noticed the level in her glass had barely dropped.

She had all the patience in the world.

And I had none.

Then, finally, she spoke.

"Now that you have no choice but to behave," she said smoothly, setting down her wine, "I’m going to show you what I wanted to do earlier—when you wouldn’t hold still."

A fresh wave of anticipation shuddered through me as she rose from the chair and moved toward the bed.

She slid onto the mattress, positioning herself across my thighs, close enough that I could feel the warmth of her body pressing against me. She held my gaze for a moment, letting the weight of the moment settle between us.

Then, without another word, she cradled my balls in her palm, lifting my softening cock so that it pointed straight up.

And then she wrapped her lips around the head.

I gasped, my body jerking involuntarily against the restraints.

The first wet pull of her mouth sent a shock of pleasure through me—sharper than before, almost too much. My cock was so much more sensitive now, every nerve raw from what she had already put me through. Or maybe it was just the helplessness, the sheer awareness that I had no way to stop her, no way to rush her, no control over what she chose to do next.

Emily didn’t rush.

Her hand remained cupped around my balls, kneading them gently while she sucked only the head, her tongue flicking against the ridge, gliding over the most sensitive spot just beneath the glans.

The rhythm was slow, methodical, almost lazy—the kind of teasing that made my skin crawl with frustration even as it sent white-hot pleasure licking through me.

She sucked me like I was a lollipop, savoring every inch of what she took into her mouth.

And, as if my body had been waiting for permission, my cock quickly stiffened again, throbbing, swelling back to full, aching hardness.

Before my cock had fully hardened again, Emily took the entire length into her mouth in one slow, deliberate motion.

Then—she swallowed.

The muscles of her throat constricted around me, and the sensation sent a violent shudder through my entire body. I groaned, my hands flexing uselessly against the restraints.

And then, just as slowly, she began to pull back, her lips dragging up the shaft inch by inch, her tongue pressing against every sensitive ridge along the way. By the time only the swollen head remained in her mouth, I was already panting.

She lingered there, teasing the tip with delicate, rhythmic suction before taking me down again—deep, swallowing, pulling back in that same devastating motion.

She only managed it twice before I had grown back to full size.

Or so I thought.

Because the next time, she didn’t stop.

Fully hard now, I felt her shift, adjusting her angle. Then, slowly—so slowly—she lowered herself over my cock.

Deeper.

Deeper still.

My breath hitched, my muscles going rigid as I realized what was happening.

She wasn’t stopping.

She wasn’t stopping.

My entire cock disappeared into the hot, wet heat of her mouth, and instead of pulling back, she swallowed again—twice, the constriction sending an unbearable surge of pleasure straight to the base of my spine.

I barely had time to register what was happening before she finally lifted off, dragging her lips all the way up, her mouth leaving me entirely.

I was stunned.

The sensation was unlike anything I had ever experienced before. A raw, liquid pleasure that felt almost forbidden. My cock spasmed violently in the air, straining, pulsing, as if my body still believed she might let me cum.

She never had before—but this had felt so close.

And then there was the other thing—the thing that almost shocked me as much as the feeling itself.

Emily had never deep-throated me before.

I hadn’t even thought she was capable of it.

As if reading my mind, she lifted her head, wiping a slow, satisfied hand over her lips and grinning.

"You didn’t think I could do that, did you?" she asked, her voice brimming with pride.

I barely had time to gasp out a response before she did it again.

With my cock right on the edge of cumming—throbbing, twitching, so painfully close it almost hurt—Emily stopped moving.

But she didn’t pull away.

She just held me in her mouth, sealing her lips tight around the head, hollowing her cheeks to create a slow, constant suction.

No movement. No flick of her tongue. Just that devastating pull, like a vacuum around the most sensitive part of me.

The sensation was unreal.

It kept me right there, right at the very peak, teetering over the edge—but it wasn’t quite enough to push me off. My cock throbbed, jerking helplessly in her mouth, but the orgasm never came.

She held me like that, perfectly still, while my entire body screamed for release.

Then, finally, she stopped.

But she still didn’t let me go.

She kept the head of my cock between her lips, breathing softly through her nose as she waited. After a couple of agonizing minutes, the peak began to fade—just slightly, just enough for my body to stop convulsing, but not enough to make the need go away.

And that was when she struck again.

A slow lick.

Right over the most sensitive spot beneath the glans.

Then another.

And another.

She dragged her tongue over me six times, each one careful, precise, perfectly placed. The pleasure surged back instantly, sharp and undeniable, and just like that—I was right back on the edge.

That was when she did it again.

The suction.

Holding me still, keeping me trapped in that unbearable, pulsating limbo, my cock throbbing so hard I thought it might just force the orgasm through anyway.

I was thrashing beneath her, moaning without even realizing it, my muscles straining, my entire body begging for more. But the way she had positioned herself, the way she had anchored my legs beneath her weight, kept me from getting any leverage.

I couldn’t do anything. I could only take it. And she wasn’t done. She repeated the cycle. Pushing me to the edge, letting me slip just barely back, then dragging me forward again. Five times.

By the end, I was shaking. I could feel myself going insane, my body locked in a torturous loop of pleasure and denial so intense that every nerve felt raw, every part of me burning with frustration.

And then—

She stopped.

Without a word, without a final touch, she got off me.

Leaving me there, spread wide, trembling, and completely wrecked.

"There," Emily said, her wicked smile practically glowing with satisfaction. "Now don’t you wish you’d let me do that earlier today?"

I barely had the strength to respond. My body was still humming, still trembling from the relentless teasing, my nerves stretched so tight they felt like they might snap.

"God, Emily, you’re driving me insane," I rasped, my voice rough with desperation.

She laughed, the sound light and playful but carrying something far more dangerous beneath it. "Oh, James," she purred, leaning down just slightly, her breath ghosting over my skin. "We’ve barely started. Later, I’ll drive you insane."

I swallowed hard. Oh God, I was so fucked.

Her smile widened as if she could read my every thought, then—without another word—she stood and left the room.

I had no idea how long she was gone. Not long enough to regain any real sense of composure, but long enough for my cock to finally soften, the constant ache of arousal momentarily easing—though I knew it wouldn’t last.

When she returned, she sat gracefully on the edge of the bed, her gorgeous smile disarming as always, though I knew by now just how dangerous that look could be. Then, in a slow, deliberate motion, she reached for me. Her fingers curled around my balls, fondling them with the same casual ease one might use while making idle conversation.

"James, I have a confession to make," she murmured, her tone laced with something dangerous. I sucked in a breath, my body already betraying me, already responding before she had even done anything real.

"I never dreamed," she continued, her grip tightening just slightly, "that having a completely defenseless cock at my total mercy could be such an astounding turn-on…" She exhaled, biting her lip, her expression shifting into something darker.

"But it is."

Her fingers stroked me lazily, rolling my balls between her palms, her nails grazing ever so lightly over the sensitive skin. "Knowing that I can do whatever I want to tease your cock," she murmured, tilting her head as she watched me, "and that you are completely unable to do anything about it… it's making me so horny. So wet."

Her voice dropped into something even softer, more intimate. "I need to cum again."

Her words sent a sharp, involuntary pulse straight through me. A knot tightened in my stomach. And yet—my cock responded, thickening once more, helpless to resist.

She had progressed to lightly stroking the underside of my cock, dragging just her index finger from the base to the tip and back in an excruciatingly slow motion. It wasn’t enough pressure to provide any real stimulation, just the barest touch—a tease, a whisper of sensation that kept my body primed and aching.

As she continued, she spoke, her voice smooth and composed. "James, do you want a chance to do something that would make me more likely to let you cum at the end of this evening?"

"Oh God, yes, Emily, please, anything!" I nearly begged.

She laughed, clearly amused by my desperation. "Anything!" she echoed with a chuckle. "You better be careful what you say—I may just put you to the test. But not this time. This is easy. I'm going to crawl up on your face, and I want you to make me cum with your tongue, okay?"

I knew exactly where this was coming from—our earlier conversation about what was in it for her when I had tried to convince her to do this in the first place. Not that it mattered. She was right. This was easy. Naturally, I agreed immediately, as if I had any choice.

Emily shifted, moving up my body with deliberate ease. When she reached her position, she lowered herself onto my waiting mouth, pressing her dripping, soaking cunt against my lips.

I didn’t hesitate.

I licked and sucked with my very best effort, my tongue moving in firm strokes, flicking against her clit, circling, teasing, pulling her deeper into pleasure. I wasn’t just trying to please her—I needed to. If there was even a sliver of a chance that this would work in my favor later, I had to make sure she didn’t just cum—I had to make sure she exploded.

Emily hadn’t been exaggerating about how turned on she was. Her wetness coated my lips and chin instantly, her taste thick and intoxicating. She was already gasping, already shifting against my tongue, chasing the pleasure, needing more.

I redoubled my efforts, sucking her clit into my mouth, rolling my tongue over it just the way I knew she loved. Her breathing turned ragged, her thighs tensing around my head, her fingers threading through my hair as she began to grind down against me, using my mouth exactly how she wanted.

That was when I realized something.

She wasn’t touching me.

My cock was rock hard, throbbing against my stomach, desperate for even the lightest attention, but she was completely ignoring it. No teasing, no stroking, not even a casual brush of her fingers.

It struck me as odd—until I realized why.

Just as I started to suck on her clit, knowing that within seconds she would explode, she suddenly lifted off me and spun around so quickly that I gasped in surprise. Before I could even process what was happening, her hand wrapped around my cock, and in one swift, determined motion, she impaled herself on it.

She laid flat against my chest, pressing her body into mine as she started to ride me, hard and fast. It was a position we both loved under normal circumstances—her completely in control, grinding, taking exactly what she wanted. But this wasn’t normal circumstances.

She was really going at it, slamming down onto me with unrelenting force. I tried to thrust back as best I could, but bound the way I was, I had no leverage. I could lift my hips slightly, just enough to meet her halfway, but I was completely at her mercy.

Not that she seemed to mind.

She had been so close when she’d pulled away from my mouth, and it didn’t take long—within moments, she was coming, her body tensing, her pussy clenching around my cock in wild, erratic spasms. She let out a sharp cry, her movements stuttering, her nails digging into my shoulders as the orgasm wracked through her.

And fuck, it was maddening.

Feeling her cunt squeeze and pulse around me, feeling the way she took her pleasure while I remained achingly hard, unable to chase my own release, unable to do anything except lie there and endure it—it was the most frustrating thing she had done yet.

Even after her orgasm crashed over her, she didn’t stop. She kept riding me, prolonging her pleasure, letting herself use my cock for exactly as long as she wanted. I tried desperately to keep moving, to keep fucking her, but she was draped over me now, her full weight pressing down, making it impossible.

All I could do was squirm.

After a minute or two, as her breathing slowed and her body relaxed, she still didn’t let me go. Instead, she started to contract her pussy around me, squeezing me in slow, deliberate pulses. I groaned, my cock throbbing inside her, unable to do anything about it.

She did it again. And again.

Then, just as slowly, she started moving again, fucking me in long, unhurried strokes, her body undulating over mine as she kept milking my cock with the same measured, torturous control.

I was so close, right on the edge, my body locked in a desperate race toward release—when suddenly, on one of her thrusts, she just kept going up. My cock slipped free from her velvety tunnel with a loud, wet pop, slapping down against my belly.

"NO!" I screamed, my voice raw with frustration.

Emily simply rolled off me, draping herself against my chest, her head resting on my shoulder like she hadn’t just ruined me in the worst way possible. My entire body was shaking from how close I had been, every muscle wound tight, my cock still throbbing in the empty air.

And then—she wasn’t done.

Almost instantly, she started stroking me again, but not in the way I needed. Her touch was light, delicate, the tip of one finger tracing over all the spots I had stupidly told her were the most sensitive. A soft caress over the ridge just below the head, a teasing stroke along the underside, the maddening flick of a nail right at the seam.

It wasn’t enough.

It wasn’t enough to let me cum, but it was too much to ignore, keeping me trembling, holding me at the very edge of pleasure without ever letting me fall over.

Finally, finally, she stopped—only when my balls had begun to tighten, pulling up against my body, my cock twitching so violently that she knew I would cum any second if she kept going.

I groaned, a deep, guttural sound of frustration. My balls ached. Ached more than I had ever imagined possible. Every part of me was crying out for relief.

And then, as if things weren’t bad enough, Emily shifted slightly, her fingers finding my balls again. She cupped them gently, giving them the lightest squeeze before bringing her lips to my ear.

"You must not want to cum very badly," she whispered.

My entire body seized.

"What?!" I screeched, completely stunned. "What do you mean?"

She chuckled, completely unbothered by my absolute devastation. "Well, you didn’t make me cum with your tongue," she teased, her voice playful and maddeningly sweet.

I took a deep breath, trying to calm myself before I spoke, forcing my voice to be steady, reasonable. "Emily, you did cum. And hard, too! You know I would have made you cum with my tongue if you hadn’t pulled away!"

She just laughed, her body vibrating against mine with amusement at my desperation.

I forced myself to think, to regroup, to find some kind of logic that would convince her to let me try again. "Emily," I started carefully, "I can still make you cum with my tongue. Just… move back up here."

She hummed softly, as if considering. Then, with a playful giggle, she mused, "Hmm, now you’re starting to sound like you might want to cum after all."

I let out a frustrated breath. She had me completely, completely trapped in this game, and she knew it.

She shifted slightly, propping herself up on one elbow, her eyes glinting with mischief. "At least you have something to think about for the rest of the evening," she said, her tone almost too casual.

I hesitated. I shouldn’t ask. But my brain was scrambled, my body desperate, and I couldn’t stop myself. "What do you mean?"

Emily’s smirk widened. "Well," she purred, "you’ve now experienced a hand job, a blow job, and a good, hard fucking." She paused, letting the words sink in before adding, "You can be thinking about which way you want to cum when the time finally does arrive."

My stomach tightened.

When it arrives.

Not if.

But when.

And that one tiny, dangling promise was just enough to keep me hanging on.

And without another word, Emily did indeed crawl back into position, straddling my face and letting me bring her to another orgasm. This one took far more effort—she had already cum so hard, and her body was sensitive, requiring more precision, more patience. I worked tirelessly, licking, sucking, teasing, adjusting every movement based on the tiniest reactions I could feel from her body. My tongue flicked, my lips wrapped around her clit, drawing the pleasure out slowly, steadily, until finally, her thighs tensed around my head and her entire body shook.

She let out a breathless, shuddering moan as her orgasm crashed over her. I could feel every pulse of it, every delicious aftershock as she rode it out against my mouth. By the time she finally collapsed beside me, spent and trembling, I could barely move my jaw. My tongue was raw, my neck stiff, but none of it mattered.

I felt proud.

Despite everything, despite the aching frustration that still burned inside me, I felt something—like I had truly done something special. The realization struck me again just how consumed I was with pleasing her, how deep into this she had pulled me.

Emily lay beside me, catching her breath, her body still humming with the remnants of pleasure. As she rested, my cock finally—finally—began to soften. Not completely. Not the way it normally would. It was still engorged, still thick, still heavy between my legs, but at least the excruciating hardness had faded.

She was still motionless when my erection had finally reduced as much as it seemed it was going to. It wasn’t getting fully flaccid anymore—just hovering in this strange state, softer but still swollen, as if my body refused to fully let go.

Then, slowly, Emily stirred.

I watched as she reached over to the nightstand, retrieving something I couldn’t quite see. My stomach tightened slightly as I caught the subtle shift in her expression, the quiet intent in her movements.

A little nervously, I asked, "What’s that?"

She didn’t answer.

Instead, she knelt between my legs again, her eyes flicking to mine for the briefest moment before she tipped a bottle over my cock and dribbled something cool and slick onto my skin.

I sucked in a sharp breath as the liquid spread over me, sliding down my shaft, pooling at the base.

Emily set the bottle down without a word.

"It's some stuff called Astroglide," Emily said casually, as she spread the liquid over my cock, her fingers gliding effortlessly over the slick surface. "It's a personal lubricant, and it's supposed to be super slippery. I figured with what I plan to do to your cock for the rest of the night, if I didn't use something, you'd be as raw as uncooked hamburger!" She laughed, clearly amused at her own comment.

I, on the other hand, was not.

Having one’s cock compared to raw hamburger is not exactly an arousing mental image. Believe me.

I opened my mouth to respond, but before I could, Emily leaned forward, pressing a single teasing kiss to the tip of my cock, her lips barely making contact before she pulled back with a wicked smirk.

"Now," she purred, "I’m going to really tease your cock and make you ache to cum."

She laughed again, the sound light and playful—but I could hear the intent behind it.

Her words sent a familiar tightness through my chest again, even though I knew this was just part of her act. She couldn’t possibly tease me worse than she already had. Longer, maybe—but not worse.

Or so I thought.

I was wrong.

I realized it the moment she started stroking me. The difference was immediate.

She had used baby oil on my cock in the past, but this was entirely different. The friction was almost nonexistent—this was the slipperiest stuff I had ever imagined. Her hand glided over my cock with the barest contact, each stroke feeling impossibly smooth, like liquid silk.

And she was going agonizingly slow.

Much slower than before.

She had mastered the movement, drawing her hand up in a deliberate, unhurried rhythm, her wrist twisting just enough at the peak of each stroke to let her fist swirl around my corona, teasing the most sensitive places with unbearable precision.

It was maddening.

She was taking me toward orgasm so much slower, but the sensation—fuck—the frustration was far worse than before. My cock responded instantly, growing rock hard in just a couple of strokes, but I could already tell—this new technique, combined with the slippery, almost frictionless glide of the Astroglide—meant she could draw this out forever.

And I was so much more desperate now.

I started squirming uncontrollably, my body reacting on instinct, trying to chase the pleasure she kept just out of reach. I pulled against the restraints—my own damn restraints—my wrists straining, my muscles flexing, every inch of me fighting against what I knew I couldn’t escape.

I was losing my mind.

When she finally pushed me right to the very edge, right there, I braced myself for the denial, expecting her to stop.

But she didn’t.

Instead, she changed tactics.

Just as I reached the breaking point, she added a final twist at the top—then abruptly stopped her downward stroke at the very base of my cock, tightening her grip and holding me there.

I gasped, my entire body seizing up.

Then, after a few agonizing seconds, she did something new.

She gave me one incredibly loose, barely-there stroke, dragging her hand up so lightly over the head of my cock that it sent an immediate shudder through me. My balls tightened, my cock spasmed—

But nothing happened.

I didn’t cum.

I couldn’t cum.

Fifteen seconds passed—fifteen excruciating seconds—before she did it again.

Then again.

It was worse than anything she had ever done to me.

She was keeping me on the edge, sustaining it, holding me in a place where my body thought I was going to cum, but wouldn’t let me.

I was thrashing beneath her, my arms and legs yanking at the ropes so violently I was sure I would tear the bed apart. My moans had turned to desperate groans, raw and involuntary, my brain reduced to nothing but need.

I didn’t even realize she had stopped until my cock finally slapped back against my stomach, twitching uselessly.

Even then, it took me minutes to unclench, to release the tension in my arms and legs. My entire body was trembling, my breathing ragged.

It was, without any question, the most frustrating, maddening, devastating experience of my life.

And I had a very strong suspicion she was nowhere near done.

When I was finally able to focus again, Emily was sitting there, just smiling at me, looking completely at ease while my body remained a trembling wreck of frustration.

"You know, James," she mused, tilting her head slightly, "I can do that over and over and over for as long as I feel like… and there is absolutely nothing you can do but suffer through it." She paused, watching my reaction, then giggled. "And I feel like doing it a lot."

"Oh God, Emily," I groaned, my voice ragged with need. "Please, I can’t stand it! Please make me cum now!"

I wasn’t just begging anymore—I was desperate. The aching pressure in my balls had reached a point that felt almost unbearable, my cock still throbbing even as it twitched helplessly against my stomach.

She only laughed, shaking her head with a kind of cruel amusement. "Oh, James," she said lightly, "we’re so far away from that, you can’t even imagine."

And with that, she simply walked out of the room.

I lay there, panting, staring up at the ceiling, her words echoing in my head.

The truth of it was undeniable.

She could keep doing this for as long as she wanted, and I was completely powerless to stop her. I had given her this control, put myself entirely in her hands, and now… now I had no way out.

What in the hell had I done?

When she finally returned, my cock had softened almost completely, my body still trying to recover from what she had put me through. But it wasn’t long before her intent became obvious.

She was going to do it again.

She settled between my legs, drizzling more lube over my cock, spreading it with the same agonizing slowness. I groaned, my hips twitching involuntarily as she worked me back to full hardness, her strokes careful, methodical—designed to draw me toward the edge at a pace that felt excruciating.

And then, just like before, she held me there.

Minutes passed with my cock spasming helplessly, my balls tightening again, beginning the contractions that should have sent me spiraling into release—but didn’t.

She was too precise.

Every touch, every slow drag of her fingers, every teasing flick was calculated to almost be enough—but never quite enough. My cock tried to cum, my body wanted to cum, but she never let me.

And then she let me go soft.

Only to start again as soon as I had.

The pattern repeated—endless, relentless cycles of unbearable stimulation, of being driven to the edge, of being left trembling in a state of pure, maddening denial. Each time, she varied her technique slightly—sometimes slowing her strokes even more, sometimes focusing entirely on the head, sometimes stroking me with just the tips of her fingers. And every once in a while, she would come up with something new—some new way to push me even further, to keep me trapped even longer.

She went on for God knows how long.

I had lost track of time completely.

I had no idea how many times she had brought me to the brink only to leave me there, my cock throbbing, my body twitching with need.

All I knew was that I was drowning in pleasure so intense it had become its own kind of torture.

Finally, I really reached my breaking point.

"Emily, I'm begging you, PLEASE! I really, really can't stand anymore. Honest, I'm not exaggerating—I can’t stand any more!" My voice was hoarse, raw with desperation, every word coming from the very depths of my soul.

She didn’t respond right away. Instead, she left the bed, returning a moment later with a damp cloth. Carefully, gently, she wiped down my face, her touch soothing, her voice soft as she spoke. "I know, James. You really are finally at the point where I know you can’t take any more without being allowed to cum."

Relief surged through me so intensely I almost felt dizzy.

And then—finally—she reached for the bottle again.

She poured a little of that vicious liquid into her palm, and this time, when she wrapped her fingers around me, it was different.

She stroked faster, firmer, her grip tight, purposeful—no more teasing, no more maddening slow torture. She was jerking me now, working my cock with clear intent, and fuck, I was so close—closer than I had ever been in my life.

It was going to be explosive.

I could feel it coming, my balls tightening, my body tensing, every muscle straining against the ropes as the pressure surged higher, building, raging toward the most mind-shattering orgasm I had ever experienced—

And then she stopped.

Completely.

I screamed.

"NOOOO! Emily! YOU SAID YOU KNEW! MY GOD, DON'T STOP!"

I thrashed against the restraints, my cock twitching, my entire body trying so hard to push itself over the edge without her, but it was impossible.

She didn’t speak. She didn’t touch me. She just waited, letting me calm down, letting me feel the full weight of my own helplessness.

"Why, Emily? Why?" My voice broke, pleading, wrecked. "You said you knew!"

She smiled down at me, her gentle eyes ablaze with something dangerous, something unshakable.

"James," she said smoothly, her voice full of satisfaction, "you explained your fantasy as—and I quote you exactly—‘And do it over and over until I can’t stand any more, then do it some more anyway.’" She let that hang in the air for a moment, watching my reaction before delivering the final blow. "So this is the anyway."

Her smile widened.

"And when you recover from this one, I’m going to do as many more of those really good ones as I want."

Then, without another word, she turned and left the room again.

I lay there, panting, my cock still twitching, my balls aching beyond anything I’d ever known. And in that moment, I realized—I had created a monster.

She was loving this.

She was going to follow my fantasy to the letter, taking me far beyond what I could handle, knowing full well it was truly more than I could stand.

My mind raced. How can I make her stop? The question spun in my head over and over, but there was no answer. There was no way out.

And true to her word, when she returned, she did another one of those really good ones—the kind that wrecked me completely, the kind that nearly drove me out of my mind all over again.

Then she did another.

And another.

By the time she finally gave me a longer break, my body was limp, drained, my arms and legs trembling from how hard I’d been pulling against the restraints. I felt like I had nothing left—but at the same time, I still wasn’t allowed release.

She sat on the edge of the bed, watching me, but this time, she didn’t reach for me. She didn’t start stroking me again.

She just looked at me.

And then, finally, she spoke.

"You know, James, I’ve been thinking." Her voice was casual, thoughtful, like she was just musing about something she had only just considered. "You still have no idea if I’m going to let you cum tonight or not."

I sucked in a sharp breath.

Frankly, that thought hadn’t crossed my mind in a while—I had been too lost in the immediate torment of each denial, too consumed by the relentless cycle of pleasure and frustration.

But the moment she said it, it became the only thing I could think about.

"Oh, Emily," I rasped, "that would be too much. I never expected you to push me this far in the first place—but to not cum at all? That would be intolerable!"

She tilted her head slightly, considering me.

"Probably true," she admitted, her voice eerily even. "But that’s what you asked for, remember? Intolerable."

I opened my mouth to protest, but before I could say a word, she continued.

"But that isn’t what I was getting at."

A slow, wicked smile spread across her lips.

"I could decide not to let you cum tonight," she mused. "Or even tomorrow." She let that sink in, savoring my reaction. "You don’t actually know when I might finally let you cum."

I gasped.

The air rushed out of my lungs, my stomach twisting into knots.

The thought had never occurred to me.

"Guess you hadn’t thought of that, huh?" she murmured, her voice full of dark amusement.

And the look in her eyes told me—she meant it.

"Emily, don't do this, please!" I beseeched her, my voice raw, desperate.

She didn’t look moved. If anything, she looked amused.

"Well," she said thoughtfully, tilting her head slightly, "like I said, I’ve been thinking." She stretched out her legs, completely at ease while I lay there shaking in my restraints. "I really haven’t decided when to let you cum. But this is so exciting for me that I’m not very likely to let you tonight—no matter what."

My stomach clenched.

"But…" she continued, drawing out the pause, watching my reaction, "I still might." She let that hang in the air, letting me dare to hope before adding, "However… if you begged me to promise that I won’t—if you really convinced me that cumming tomorrow for sure would be more important to you than a slim chance of cumming tonight… or, even more importantly, the risk that you wouldn’t be allowed to cum until after tomorrow—then I’d probably make that promise. See?"

My mind was spinning, trying to keep up.

"Emily, please!" I groaned, my voice breaking.

"Please what, Darling?" she purred, eyes flashing with mischief.

"I— I don’t understand," I admitted, truly confused. I was pretty sure she wasn’t going to let me cum tonight anyway, and as unbearable as that already was, the thought of not being allowed to cum tomorrow either was unfathomable.

She smiled sweetly, as if she wasn’t torturing me in the cruelest way imaginable. "I know you’re probably having a hard time thinking straight, James, so let me help. If you beg me not to make you cum tonight, no matter what, then I’ll promise not to. Simple as that."

My entire body tensed.

I was crazed, but not quite that far gone yet. "But what about cumming tomorrow?" I managed, forcing myself to think through the haze of desperation.

She laughed.

"So you can still think after all this? Very good." She grinned, clearly enjoying how wrecked I was. "Okay. Just ask me to make the promise, so you’re satisfied."

My heart pounded.

I had to think.

I knew her too well—there had to be a trick in here somewhere. She wouldn’t make this easy.

Swallowing hard, I carefully chose my words.

"Emily, please promise me that you won’t make me cum tonight—no matter what—but that you will make me cum tomorrow instead," I said, my voice strained but deliberate.

She smirked.

And the way her lips curled, the way she paused, made my stomach twist all over again.

"Oh, James," Emily said, shaking her head with a teasing sigh. "I don’t think you really mean it. You’re just repeating what I said. That’s not the same as you actually choosing to wait until tomorrow to cum."

"NO! NO! Really, Emily, that’s really what I want!" I pleaded, my voice rising in desperation. "I want you to promise me that you’ll make me cum tomorrow and not before, no matter what! Honest!"

Even as I said it, I felt a strange shift inside me. Somehow, somehow, I had actually embraced the idea. She had messed with my head—thoroughly—but at the same time, the idea of knowing when I would finally be allowed to cum brought a sliver of control back into the chaos. It gave me something I had lost the moment I let her take over this fantasy—a timeframe.

Emily tilted her head, considering me. Then she smiled.

"That sounded much more sincere," she said approvingly. "Okay, I promise that I won’t make you cum before tomorrow under any circumstances. Okay?"

She bent over, pressing a soft kiss to my cheek, her lips warm against my flushed skin.

Relief washed over me so intensely I almost felt dizzy. "Thank you, baby, thank you!" I gasped, and the wildest part? I actually meant it.

Emily chuckled, shaking her head like she couldn’t believe how far she had pulled me into this. "And now, I think you’ve had enough for a while. It’s getting late, and we have a long day ahead of us."

There was a strange tone in her voice—something I noticed but couldn’t quite decipher.

Then she looked at me, a slow smile forming on her lips.

"James, look at the time," she said, her voice tinged with curiosity.

A flicker of unease curled in my stomach.

I looked around, my heart pounding. The clock was still on the bedside table, but Emily had turned it away from me earlier, keeping me completely unaware of how much time had passed during my torment. Now, with a slow, deliberate motion, she picked it up and turned it toward me so I could finally see.

It took a few seconds for my brain to process what I was looking at.

The clock read 12:18.

Before I could even react, before I could wrap my head around what that meant, Emily confirmed it.

"James," she said smoothly, her voice utterly calm, "it was already Sunday when I made my promise. 'Tomorrow' means Monday, and you know I won’t break a promise. Now—let’s get some sleep."

The realization hit me like a freight train.

"NO!" I screamed, thrashing against my restraints, my voice raw with panic. "No, Emily, you can’t! YOU CAN’T!"

She didn’t flinch. She didn’t even blink.

"Yes, James," she said evenly, her voice composed, unwavering. "I can. I will. And I am. Now, go to sleep."

I was fucked.

She had outsmarted me again.

I should have known. I should have checked the time, should have realized she was waiting to make that promise until after midnight. But she knew how far gone I was, how incapable of rational thought I had been, and she had played me perfectly.

How the hell was I going to get through this?

Emily sighed, stretching her arms above her head, looking completely satisfied with herself. "I’m afraid that if I turn you loose, you won’t be able to control yourself," she mused. "So, I’m going to loosen these, but I’m leaving you tied up tonight. I’ll go sleep in the guest room."

I opened my mouth to protest, but I knew it was pointless.

Without waiting for an argument, she loosened the restraints just enough to let me shift and flex my muscles, but not enough to roll over or—most importantly—reach my cock. The moment I realized I still couldn’t touch myself, a deep, painful frustration settled into my gut.

And worse?

She was right.

If I could have touched myself, it would have been over right then and there.

Satisfied with her work, Emily got up, smoothed her nightwear, and without another word, she walked out of the room, leaving me there—tied, aching, and utterly wrecked.

I expected to toss and turn all night, to lay there helplessly tormented by my own arousal, caught in a never-ending loop of frustration.

But to my shock, sleep overtook me almost instantly.

I had been so mentally exhausted, so completely drained, that my body gave out the moment my mind let go. Evidently, I was physically exhausted, too.

And as I slipped into unconsciousness, the last thing I felt was that constant, dull ache still throbbing between my legs.

Emily had won.

And I still had a whole day to go.


A New Dawn

I awoke to the unmistakable sensation of Emily's fingers lightly playing with my semi-hard cock. My entire body tensed, the dull ache from last night still present, still lingering in my balls like a ghost of every denied orgasm I had endured.

"Oh God, Emily," I groaned, my voice thick with exhaustion and frustration. "Please, just release me so we can roll over and make love. I can't take any more!"

She only smiled, her fingers continuing their slow, teasing strokes.

"Oh yes, you can," she said smoothly. "And you will. This is just a little morning wake-up."

I groaned again, already knowing there was no use fighting it.

Emily was in full control, and there was nothing I could do to change that.

She toyed with my cock for a few more agonizing moments before speaking again. "I have no intention of short-changing you on your fantasy," she mused. "You certainly didn’t short-change me." She paused, then gave me a pointed look. "When you were so desperately trying to talk me into this, you said you wanted me to be a complete and total cock-teasing bitch."

My stomach clenched as she repeated my own words back to me.

"How am I doing so far?" she asked, her voice full of amusement before letting out a laugh that could only be described as depraved.

I let out a breath, forcing my voice to remain steady. "Oh, you’re doing quite well, I’d say," I said dryly, unable to stop the hint of sarcasm that slipped into my tone.

She grinned.

"Good," she purred, giving my cock one last teasing squeeze. "I always try to please you."

She laughed again, clearly enjoying every second of my torment.

Then, finally—finally—she reached for the restraints and began undoing them.

For the first time in what felt like forever, I was free.

I stretched my limbs, relief flooding my muscles, but before I could even consider doing anything else, Emily leaned back, watching me with that same wicked glint in her eye.

"Now," she said smoothly, "be a good little boy and go make your loving wife some coffee."

I exhaled sharply, clenching my jaw. She was already on a roll again.

But as much as I wanted to collapse, as much as I ached in ways I never had before, I knew better than to argue.

I climbed out of bed, every muscle in my body still tingling with the aftermath of last night’s torment, and headed for the kitchen.

But as I moved, I heard the sound of soft footsteps behind me.

I glanced over my shoulder—Emily was following me.

Evidently, she didn’t trust me to be alone.

And in all honesty…

She shouldn’t have.

When I had made the coffee, we returned to the bedroom, and Emily patted the bed next to her, signaling for me to lie down.

Of course, I obeyed.

The moment I was settled, she reached for the bottle of Astroglide, drizzling the slippery liquid over my still-aching cock before wrapping her fingers around me and going to work.

"Earlier was just a gentle little tease," she mused, sliding her hand in slow, agonizing strokes. "What is it you call what I was doing last night again?"

I knew damn well she already knew, but I answered anyway. "Edging," I said through clenched teeth, already bracing myself for what was coming. "Though what you were doing was edging and then some."

She grinned, her fingers twisting just slightly at the tip before she continued. "Right. Edging. As in to the edge." She paused, looking at me with a mixture of amusement and something darker. "Well, this is going to be a serious edging. And today, you’re going to have to endure them without being restrained."

I swallowed hard.

"So," she continued, her tone turning stern, "you’ll have to be on your best behavior."

The way she said serious edging sent an immediate knot into my stomach.

And as it turned out, I had every reason to be afraid.

True to her word, she performed a truly brutal edging session—far more intense than the ones she had done the night before. And for some reason I still don’t fully understand, not being restrained made it worse.

Somehow, knowing I could move, that I could grab her, that I could throw myself over the edge if I just ignored the rules—that made the denial even more unbearable.

She worked me up slowly, methodically, taking me right to the point of no return again and again, never letting me so much as teeter beyond the edge. And every time she stopped, every time she let the orgasm slip just out of reach, my entire body shook with frustration.

I was suffering, and Emily knew it.

And she loved it.

Finally, when she had thoroughly tortured me, when I was panting and gasping and barely able to think straight, she pulled her hand away and smiled.

"Now, my love," she purred, settling back against the pillows, her thighs already parting, "that made me very horny again… and I want you to make me cum on that wonderful tongue of yours."

I could barely function.

But that didn’t matter.

Because I knew—without hesitation, without question—if I wanted any chance of relief, if I wanted any hope of cumming tomorrow, I had no choice but to obey.

Emily shifted, stretching out on the bed with a slow, satisfied sigh, her legs spreading in a way that made it very clear what she expected from me.

"Come on, baby," she purred, her fingers trailing down between her thighs, parting herself so I could see just how ready she was. "Put that wonderful tongue to work for me."

I was already moving before she finished speaking, lowering myself between her legs, my hands sliding over the soft skin of her thighs. As my lips met her swollen, drenched cunt, a deep groan rumbled through me. She was soaked—not just wet, but dripping, her arousal slick on my tongue as I parted her folds and began to lick.

The moment I started, my cock reacted violently.

It throbbed, pulsing so hard that I could feel my heartbeat in it, the pressure unbearable. It wasn’t just hard—it was a painful, aching hardness, so engorged with denied arousal that I could feel my skin stretching. Precum was leaking from the tip in thick, steady droplets, smearing against my stomach and the sheets beneath me, the sheer frustration of my unrelenting arousal making every movement torturous.

And the harder I got, the worse it became.

My balls felt full—too full—so tight and heavy that every pulse of my cock sent a fresh ache radiating through them. They weren’t just aching anymore. They hurt. The kind of hurt that made my thighs tremble, that made my breath stutter as I licked and sucked, trying to focus on her pleasure while my body screamed for my own.

Emily moaned above me, arching into my mouth, her hands sliding into my hair to guide me exactly where she wanted. I redoubled my efforts, flicking my tongue over her swollen clit, sucking her into my mouth, teasing her just enough to make her gasp. The way she moved, the way her body responded—it sent an electric thrill through me. But that thrill only made my cock throb harder, only made the pain in my balls worse.

I groaned against her, the vibrations making her shudder.

"Fuck, James," she gasped, her grip tightening in my hair. "That’s so good… just like that, baby, don’t stop."

I couldn’t stop.

I was beyond thought, beyond rationality. I needed to make her cum. I needed to watch her come apart, to see her lose herself in the pleasure I was giving her. It was the only thing I could do.

And then it happened.

Her moans pitched higher, her thighs squeezing against my head as her entire body stiffened. Her breathing turned ragged, her fingers gripping me so tight it almost hurt—then she broke, crying out as she came, her cunt pulsing against my tongue as she rode out the waves of pleasure.

I kept going, lapping up her arousal, not giving her a second to recover.

"James—fuck—oh my God," she gasped, writhing beneath me.

I was relentless.

The harder I worked, the harder my cock got, the pain in my balls unbearable now, so tight and swollen I swore I could feel the weight of my own desperation pressing down on me. Precum was pouring from me, dripping onto the sheets, onto my stomach, leaving a sticky mess beneath me—but it didn’t matter.

Nothing mattered except her.

She was climbing again, her body already winding back toward another release, her breath catching as she felt it coming. I could sense it—taste it—the way her thighs trembled, the way her muscles tensed, the way she pulled me in even closer.

And then, just minutes after the first, she shattered again.

Her body jerked violently, her head tilting back as she let out a strangled cry. Her second orgasm hit her even harder than the first, rippling through her in deep, rolling waves that made her shake beneath me.

I felt every spasm against my tongue, felt the way she pulsed and clenched—and my cock pulsed with her, twitching so hard I thought I might actually cum from nothing but the sheer pain of it all.

But of course, I didn’t.

Because Emily wasn’t done with me yet.

When I had finished my task—when she had finally caught her breath, her body still humming from the aftershocks of her second orgasm—Emily looked down at me with a lazy, satisfied smile. Then, with a simple tilt of her chin, she gestured for me to stand.

I pushed myself up onto shaky legs, my cock still achingly hard, still throbbing and leaking precum in humiliatingly steady drips. My balls felt heavy, a deep, almost bruising ache radiating from them with every movement.

When I stood in front of her, Emily reached out, her fingers wrapping around my cock with a gentleness that only made it worse. She stroked me lightly, her touch maddeningly soft, and with her other hand, she cupped my balls, rolling them carefully in her palm, feeling just how full and tight they were.

"I’m afraid, my wonderful man," she said, her tone sweet but edged with wicked intent, "that it is my intent to increase the ache in these nice, full balls all day long."

A low groan escaped me, my hips jerking involuntarily into her hand.

"And," she continued, her fingers tracing oh-so-lightly along my shaft, "to keep your cock hard and frustrated as much of the time as possible."

I clenched my jaw, my body trembling as I fought to keep still.

She knew exactly what she was doing to me.

Then, as if reading my mind, she leaned in slightly, her voice turning even softer, more dangerous.

"Now, just so you don’t lose your motivation to please me in every way possible," she murmured, "let me point out that ‘tomorrow’ starts in just over twelve hours... but doesn’t end for over thirty-six."

My breath hitched.

Holy fuck.

That meant I still didn’t actually know when I would be allowed to cum. I had been so focused on making it to "tomorrow" that I hadn’t fully thought through the fact that tomorrow lasted an entire day and a half.

Emily smiled, watching my reaction, letting it sink in.

"When during that window you get to cum," she said smoothly, "will be dictated by how happy you make me."

I groaned, the ache in my balls deepening at the sheer cruelty of her words.

Then, as if she hadn’t just completely wrecked me all over again, she released my cock, sat back, and said, "Now, I’d like another cup of coffee, please."

I damn near ran to the kitchen.

And I was certainly back in record time.

As she sat up in bed, Emily stretched lazily before casually remarking, "You know, we haven’t been to the Garden Terrace at Fairmont in ages. What do you think?"

I knew exactly what she was doing.

She knew I hated that place.

An upscale afternoon tea venue—elegant, refined, and completely at odds with everything I would ever choose for myself. No coffee, no proper drinks, just delicate little pastries and tiny crustless sandwiches—more garnish than meal. And, of course, it was the kind of place where I had to wear a jacket and tie just to be allowed in the door.

But I also knew why she was doing this.

So I swallowed my immediate reaction, forced a smile, and said, "No, babe, we haven’t. And I know how much you love the place. Shall I see if we can get in this afternoon?"

Emily’s lips curled in satisfaction.

"Well," she mused, her voice smooth, teasing, "if that’s what you’d like to do today, it would be fine with me."

FUCK NO, that’s not what I want to do! is what I thought.

"I think it would be nice," is what I said. "I’ll call and see."

Jesus. I could hardly recognize myself.

I made the call and was dismayed to find out they were fully booked for the entire afternoon. Panic! What to do? Then, suddenly, I had an idea.

I had a friend—well, an acquaintance—who wrote for the Lifestyle section of the local paper. I dialed his number and, after a bit of bargaining, managed to secure a favor. In exchange for a very expensive round of golf at my club—one that would cost me a small fortune—he agreed to pull some strings.

He called back not long after.

We had a 2:30 reservation.

I reported the outcome to Emily, though not the process.

She smiled approvingly.

Soon, it was time to clean up and get dressed for our lovely afternoon tea.

The process was mostly normal—except for one cruel little detail.

Every single time I walked past Emily, or she walked past me, she would stop—reach for my cock—stroke me just until I was about to cum—and then let go.

It was infuriating.

It wasn’t a serious edging session, not like before—but she made sure to push me right up to the limit every single time. Each time, I could feel my balls start to tighten, my body preparing for release, and then—just when I thought she might actually let me go—she stopped.

Every. Single. Time.

Just before she took her shower, Emily had me on my knees before her, my lips and tongue working tirelessly to bring her to yet another orgasm. She was becoming insatiable. This was turning her on far more than I had ever imagined—far more than she had imagined too, I was certain.

She stood over me, legs slightly spread, gripping my hair to hold me in place as I licked and sucked, my tongue dragging over her swollen, slick folds. Every moan she let out sent a sharp, aching pulse through my cock. I was rock-hard, my entire body tuned to her pleasure, and Emily knew it.

Then, as if just to underline my helplessness, she lifted her foot and pressed it against my cock.

A deep, shuddering groan escaped me as the weight of it settled over my throbbing shaft, pinning it to the cool, hard floor. My body jerked in response, a fresh flood of precum leaking from the tip, smearing against the wood beneath me.

She felt it.

She felt my cock swell beneath her foot, felt the way it throbbed, the way it pulsed in pure, desperate frustration.

I moaned against her pussy, the vibrations making her shudder.

"Good boy," she purred, rolling her hips forward slightly, grinding against my mouth, my tongue slipping over her swollen clit. "Look at you, kneeling so perfectly, your poor cock aching under my foot while you serve me."

I groaned again, lost in the scent, the taste, the sheer helplessness of it all.

Emily rode my tongue with slow, deliberate movements, using me exactly how she wanted, her fingers gripping my hair tightly. I licked harder, pressing my tongue against her clit in firm, teasing strokes, then sucking it between my lips, feeling her body react as she got closer.

Her foot shifted slightly against my cock, pressing down just enough to make me twitch beneath her. I whimpered, hips straining upward for even a fraction more pressure, but she didn’t allow it—she just held me there, keeping me pinned while I focused on her pleasure.

She shuddered, her body tightening, her grip in my hair turning almost painful as she came, moaning deeply above me. Her foot pressed even harder against my cock as she came, as if soaking up the power of my complete and utter desperation.

It was pure agony.

And pure bliss.

After catching her breath, she pulled away, her foot finally lifting off my aching cock as she sauntered toward the shower. She didn’t look back, didn’t acknowledge my state.

She didn’t need to.

I was left kneeling there, panting, my cock twitching against the floor, soaked in precum, my balls screaming for release.

But release would not be coming.

After her shower, as we started to get dressed, I foolishly thought I would be given a reprieve. But before I could even fully get my bearings, Emily decided I needed one final tease—and this one was brutal.

She knelt before me this time, looking up with a devious smirk as she grabbed the bottle of Astroglide and coated my cock with it in one slow, deliberate motion.

"You know," she mused as she wrapped her fingers around me, "I don’t think you’ve had a proper edging yet today."

I barely had time to respond before she took me into her mouth.

The sensation was immediate.

The combination of the lube and the wet, velvety heat of her mouth made me jolt, my body locking up in shock as she started working me over.

This wasn’t slow, playful teasing.

This was intense.

Emily fucked my cock with her mouth, her tongue swirling, her lips tightening as she bobbed up and down, her hands gripping my thighs to keep me still.

I whimpered, gasping for breath, my hands trembling at my sides.

And I was already so fucking close.

My balls ached, swollen and tight, so full that every pass of her lips sent a fresh wave of painful need surging through me.

She felt it—felt the way my cock was twitching, felt the spasms as I fought not to cum.

And then she slowed.

She pulled up, sucking just on the head, flicking her tongue over the most sensitive part, keeping me right at the precipice without pushing me over.

I groaned, my thighs trembling, my body desperate for just a bit more.

Then she sank back down, deep, swallowing me until her lips were wrapped around the very base.

I almost lost it.

But before I could spill, before I could even beg—she stopped.

She pulled off completely, leaving my cock throbbing and leaking, my entire body convulsing with denied pleasure.

I yelped, my voice cracking as I tried to grind into the empty air, but she just sat back, grinning.

Looking up at me with pure satisfaction, she reached out, cradling my swollen, aching balls in her palm.

She hefted them slightly—then squeezed just enough to make me flinch.

"Oh," she chuckled, feeling the weight of them, the tightness that had grown unbearable. "We’re finally starting to fill these babies up nicely."

I grunted, my knees weak, barely able to respond.

"I imagine they ache pretty good by now, huh?" she added sweetly.

That was the understatement of the century.

A strangled sound escaped me. "Uh-huh," I managed, my voice wrecked.

Emily smirked, completely unbothered by the absolute devastation she had left me in.

"Bet you agree with me now about fantasy versus reality, don’t you?" she teased.

I took a shaky breath. "Well, pretty much, yeah," I admitted, struggling to find words. "The reality certainly is different than I thought it would be… but I’d remind you—my fantasy had me cumming at the end of last night!*"

She laughed.

"You know that’s not completely true." She leaned forward, pressing a soft kiss to the tip of my achingly hard cock, watching it twitch uselessly before pulling away.

"Now get dressed," she said, completely unfazed. "I don’t want to be late."

Now, Emily and I had been together a long time. She was a strong, confident, and liberated woman, and this was the 21st century. I had always treated her with respect, always been polite, but I wasn’t the type to make grand gestures of chivalry. I didn’t rush to open car doors, didn’t pull out chairs, didn’t insist on ordering first at restaurants. That just wasn’t our dynamic.

Not today.

Every door? I opened it. Every single one. Always her first? Absolutely. Chair at the restaurant? Pulled it out like a gentleman. Made sure she ordered first? Without question.

The whole nine yards, as they say.

It felt strange, I had to admit. Not uncomfortable, just… foreign. But Emily? She ate it up.

She was glowing.

I could see it in the way her lips curled in satisfaction, in the little glances she gave me as I played the part of the perfect old-fashioned gentleman. She loved every second of it, basking in the attention, in the care, in the way I catered to her every whim.

So, I made sure not to rush her.

She loved this place, and I could tell she was savoring it—the ambiance, the delicate little foods, the experience of it all. Under normal circumstances, sitting there while she took her time with every sip of tea and every tiny sandwich would have driven me a little crazy.

But today?

I didn’t mind.

Because she was happy.

And that was all that mattered.

Finally, we headed home.

Emily sighed in contentment, stretching slightly in her seat as I drove. "Thank you for that, James," she said, her voice warm, genuine. "I really enjoyed it. I know it’s not your favorite place, but you were so nice."

I glanced at her, offering a small, honest smile. "I’m glad you had a nice time. You’re right—it isn’t my favorite, but it really is a nice place."

Honest, but thoughtful. Right answer.

She studied me for a moment, something contemplative in her expression.

"You know, James," she murmured, "I asked you what I was going to get out of this fantasy of yours, and you explained some of it. But what amazes me is that I can tell you aren’t faking this. You’re really being nice to me because you want to. I didn’t understand what you were describing until I actually experienced it."

I thought about that.

She was right.

I wasn’t putting it on. I wasn’t forcing it. I wanted to make her happy.

No—had to make her happy.

Another honest response, "Well, I hadn’t ever actually experienced it until now either. I’d read about it and all, but you’re right—you can’t fully comprehend it until you’ve lived it."

And fuck—was I living it now.


Home Sweet Home

Once we arrived home, we headed to the bedroom to change into something more comfortable. Emily stripped out of her clothes entirely, which struck me as a little odd, but at this point in the weekend, nothing really surprised me anymore.

I took off my good clothes, reaching for a pair of old jeans.

"No," she said firmly, "get completely undressed."

Ah.

I should have realized.

I obeyed without hesitation, standing naked before her as she sprawled back on the bed, spreading her legs in the lewdest possible way. The invitation was clear—no words needed.

I bent to my task with vigor, my tongue immediately diving between her slick, swollen lips, lapping up the wet heat that had already begun to pool there. She moaned, grinding herself against my face, already wound up from the teasing at the restaurant, from the control she had wielded over me all day.

It didn’t take long before she shuddered beneath me, her back arching, her fingers tightening in my hair as she came, gasping my name.

I started to pull back, but before I could, her grip in my hair tightened.

"Don't stop yet," she growled. "One more—first."

I barely had time to process the words before she shifted, rolling onto her stomach, pushing up onto her knees—presenting herself to me in a way we had never done before.

I froze, my breath catching in my throat.

Emily looked back over her shoulder, her eyes dark, challenging. "Lick my ass, James."

My entire body went rigid.

We had never done that before. Not once.

And yet here she was, spreading herself for me, waiting—expecting me to do as she said.

Humiliation twisted inside me, hot and sharp, my face burning at the sheer depravity of the request.

And yet—

Fuck.

There was arousal there, too.

Something dark, something twisted in the way she was making me submit, in the way she was taking everything from me—even my dignity.

I swallowed hard.

Then, slowly, hesitantly, I leaned in, my hands gripping her ass as I spread her open, my tongue dragging across the sensitive ring of muscle.

Emily moaned.

A deep, filthy, guttural moan that sent a pulse of something primal straight to my aching, untouched cock.

I kept going, my tongue circling, teasing, pushing past my own embarrassment and deeper into the new, forbidden act she had claimed for us.

She shuddered, her moans turning desperate, her hips rolling against my face. "Oh, fuck, James… Keep going, keep going—"

I did.

I licked, sucked, teased, my tongue pressing into her in ways I never would have imagined myself doing.

And she loved it.

Her body shook, her fingers gripping the sheets as she tensed—then she came, crying out, her body trembling beneath my mouth.

I pulled back, panting, my face flushed with a mixture of shame and pure, unrelenting arousal.

Emily collapsed forward onto the bed, catching her breath before finally shifting to lie beside me.

I barely had time to register what had just happened before her hand was wrapping around my painfully stiff cock, toying with it, stroking just enough to make me twitch, but never enough to push me over.

"I think I'll take a little nap," Emily said, stretching out with a satisfied sigh. "Why don't you do whatever chores need doing around the house? Figure out dinner too. If you need to, run to the store—but if not, stay naked for me, okay?"

It still wasn’t a question.

I swallowed hard, nodding automatically, my cock still painfully hard, still dripping from everything she had put me through.

Emily smirked, rolling onto her side and closing her eyes, already settling in to rest as if she hadn’t just shattered yet another boundary between us.

She was really getting into this.

I had no doubt now.

And the worst part?

I clearly understood the implication of "whatever chores need doing."

She expected me to figure it out.

Something which she frequently pointed out I was terrible at.

But today?

Today, I couldn’t risk disappointing her.

So, as she drifted off into sleep, I forced myself to move, my body still aching with the frustration she had left me in.

I was naked.

Hard.

Needy.

And cleaning the damn house.

It was the most humiliating thing I had ever done.

And somehow, I loved it.

walked around the house, forcing myself to really look, to take in the little details I normally overlooked. Given my current mindset, I noticed things I would have ignored on any other day—dust on the shelves, smudges on the glass, the way the pillows on the couch weren’t quite arranged properly.

I added them all to my mental to-do list.

And then, without hesitation, I set to work.

I cleaned thoroughly, more meticulously than I ever had before, making sure that every chore I did would be something Emily would notice. If she was testing me, I wanted to pass.

It felt strange at first, moving around the house completely naked, but soon I got so caught up in the work that I barely noticed.

I left cleaning up the kitchen for last, scrubbing down the counters, making sure everything was put away just right. I was just finishing up when I heard Emily’s footsteps behind me.

I turned to find her standing in the doorway.

She was dressed in normal, weekend casual—nothing overtly sexy.

And yet…

Fuck.

To my cum-obsessed, ache-ridden, painfully needy mind, she looked hotter than I had ever seen her.

She crossed her arms, glancing around with an unreadable expression. "You’ve been busy, I see," she remarked casually.

A noncommittal comment.

Had I passed the test or not?

She gave no indication.

"Yeah," I said, attempting to sound casual, "and don’t mess up MY kitchen either!"

Emily let out a soft chuckle, tilting her head. "Okay," she said smoothly, "just remember, you’re the one who said it was YOUR kitchen, mister."

I hesitated.

Shit.

Had she just outmaneuvered me again?

Probably.

"I was just going to make a list and go shopping," I said quickly, hoping to escape—even if just for a little while.

Of course, that wasn’t going to happen.

Emily stepped toward me, closing the distance with purpose, her expression unreadable but focused. I instinctively took a half step back—only to find my ass pressing against the counter’s edge.

Fuck.

Her lips curled into a knowing smirk.

"Hands on the counter," she instructed, her tone leaving no room for argument. "And keep them there."

I groaned under my breath but complied, my palms flattening against the cool granite as my heart started to pound.

"Legs apart," she continued smoothly, "and lean back a little."

I exhaled sharply.

I knew I was in for it.

The moment I spread my legs, giving her full access, Emily reached out and took my aching, swollen balls between her fingers—one in each hand—rolling them back and forth with a slow, assessing touch, as if she were testing fruit for ripeness at the grocery store.

I twitched, immediately squirming at the sensation, my cock hardening instantly as the ache in my balls deepened into something almost bruising.

Her eyes flicked up to mine.

"Hold still," she said evenly, her voice deceptively calm. "Or this will be much worse."

I was sure that wasn’t true—that she’d do her worst no matter what—but I didn’t want to find out for sure, so I forced myself to stand still, my fingers gripping the edge of the counter so hard my knuckles turned white.

Emily hummed in amusement, still lazily rolling my swollen, aching balls between her fingertips.

"We need to work some more on filling these babies up even more," she teased, her voice light, casual—like she wasn’t systematically destroying me.

I sucked in a breath through clenched teeth.

"I think I have some ideas that will have them about ready to burst by the end of tonight," she mused, her thumbs lightly brushing over the heaviest part of my balls, pressing just enough to make me jerk.

Her smirk widened.

"Is the ache coming back, baby?" she asked, though I didn’t think she actually expected an answer.

Then—

A sharp squeeze.

Not enough to hurt, but enough to send a message.

"James, I asked you a question." Her tone was smooth, patient—like she was speaking to a child. "Is the ache coming back?"

This time, I was quick to respond.

"Oh God, yes!" I gasped, my thighs tensing involuntarily. "Very much so!"

"Good," she murmured, as if she was pleased with herself. "That’s what you wanted, wasn’t it?"

I knew better than to hesitate this time, but my brain was too scrambled to come up with anything coherent.

"No! Yes! Uh— not like this!" I babbled, desperate, not even sure what the right answer was.

Emily laughed, clearly enjoying my incoherence.

"You mean you wanted this," she said slowly, "but you didn’t think it would be like THIS, don’t you?"

"Yes! Yes!" I stammered, my breath ragged, my cock dripping precum onto the floor, completely untouched and throbbing with frustration.

She let out a mocking sigh, shaking her head like I was a foolish child.

"I warned you," she reminded me, "that you didn’t know what you were asking for."

Then she tightened her grip, her nails just barely pressing into the sensitive flesh of my aching, swollen balls.

"But I promise—before we’re done—you will understand thoroughly what a serious cock teasing really is."

I let out a strangled noise, somewhere between a whimper and a moan.

"Oh God," I groaned, my legs shaking beneath me.

Emily just giggled, her fingers still cruelly toying with my tortured, overfilled balls.

And fuck—she was only getting started.

Once my cock was hard as a rock and my balls ached with a dull, insistent throb, she shifted her focus entirely to the head. Not neglecting my balls, of course—no, she was too calculated for that. She smeared my precum across my glans, tracing over the most sensitive ridges, finding the exact spots that made my breath hitch and my body jerk. Her fingertip teased the underside, barely skimming the frenulum, and the effect was devastating. Each touch sent sharp, electric pleasure racing up my spine, my cock twitching in response, desperate for more.

Not once had she given me a proper stroke. That realization hit me like a shock. This was the first time she'd edged me without actually working my shaft. The torment was exquisite, unlike anything she'd done before. And as the minutes dragged on, I understood—this was why. Without stroking, she could keep me here indefinitely, hovering in that unbearable space between pleasure and release. It was maddening. No, it was worse than that. It was hell.

She kept it up—relentless, unyielding—for over half an hour. Thirty minutes of featherlight touches, of hovering just on the brink, my entire body locked in a state of near-climax that never came. My legs shook beneath me, knees threatening to buckle, my breath ragged. My muscles trembled with exertion, with restraint, with raw, desperate need. Still, not a single stroke.

And then, just when I thought I might break, she finally—finally—granted me five delicate, deliberate strokes. Slow, barely there. My whole body seized, every nerve firing at once. It was too much. My balls pulled tight, my cock throbbed violently, and I knew—this was it. The orgasm tore through me before I could stop it.

But she did.

Her fingers clamped around the base of my cock like a vice, cutting off my release in an instant. My cock pulsed, my balls contracted, and I felt it—felt my body trying to cum, only to be denied. A single drop leaked from the tip, the only evidence of what had almost happened. The frustration hit like a gut punch, primal and overwhelming. I nearly screamed.

"I bet they really ache now," she murmured, that knowing grin curving her lips as she cupped my balls, rolling them lightly in her palm.

A massive understatement. The ache was unbearable, an almost painful throb, radiating outward, seeping into every inch of me. My need to cum was all-consuming, suffocating. I could barely stand, barely think. My grip on the counter was the only thing keeping me upright, and I knew—if I let go, I’d collapse.

Then, as if this were just any ordinary Sunday, she said casually, "You haven't been to the store yet, right?"

I swallowed hard, my throat tight, my voice barely more than a rasp. "Right," I croaked, the sound brittle, unsteady—humiliatingly weak.

She didn't even acknowledge it. Didn't spare me a second glance. Just tilted her head slightly, her tone cool, almost dismissive. "Well, you better get dressed and go. It's getting late."

And just like that, she turned and left the room.


Finding The Strength

It took me a few minutes just to summon the strength to move. My legs still felt unsteady, my body drained, every throb in my balls a cruel, pulsing reminder of what she'd done to me. Eventually, I managed to drag myself to the bedroom, pulling on a pair of jeans and a shirt with sluggish, uncoordinated hands.

The store was almost a relief—something normal, something routine to ground me after everything she'd put me through. I settled on a simple dinner, though I made sure to include plenty of Emily’s favorites. A stuffed avocado for the salad course, lamb chops with fettuccini, asparagus on the side. And because I wanted the night to feel special, I stopped at a small deli that made crème brûlée—one of her absolute favorites. I skipped the rose this time. No need to be overly repetitive.

By the time I got home, she was curled up on the couch, a book in one hand, a glass of wine in the other, looking like the embodiment of effortless sensuality. She was wearing one of my old dress shirts, sleeves rolled up, the top buttons undone, draping off her body like she’d thrown it on without a second thought. But it wasn’t just casual comfort—it was calculated. It barely covered her pussy, leaving her long legs on display, the soft fabric teasing glimpses of her thighs as she shifted. Her nipples pressed stiffly against the material, making it abundantly clear she hadn’t bothered with anything underneath. The sight of her—utterly relaxed, still turned on, completely in control—sent another wave of frustration rolling through me.

I forced myself into the kitchen, poured a glass of wine, and focused on preparing dinner. Anything to steady myself, to push back against the restless energy still burning under my skin. But I knew. I could feel it already. She was planning another long, frustrating night for me.

And at the time, I didn’t know the half of it.

"James! Would you bring me some more wine?" she called from the other room.

Like everything else that weekend, it was phrased as a question. But it wasn’t.

I had expected a bit of a show when I returned, and Emily didn’t disappoint. She had shifted slightly, just enough to make it look effortless—but it wasn’t. Her right leg was exposed all the way up to her hip, the curve of one perfect cheek peeking out where the hem of the shirt barely covered her. The fabric had pulled taut against her chest, stretched by the angle of the sofa back, leaving little to the imagination. Well, not quite nothing—but close enough that my imagination had plenty to work with.

"Thanks," she murmured, her voice low, sultry, as I poured her wine. The way she said it, the way her lips curved around the word—it sent heat curling through my stomach.

Soon, dinner was ready, and we ate while making easy conversation, the moment deceptively normal. Emily wasn’t doing anything overt, wasn’t teasing me the way she had earlier. But she didn’t need to. Sitting across from me in that shirt, her skin exposed just enough, her bare legs stretched out, the occasional shift making the fabric part just a little more—she was driving me insane without even trying.

Earlier, I had wondered why she’d let me stay dressed. Now, I almost wished she hadn’t. The pressure in my jeans was bordering on painful, my cock thick and aching against the denim. Every glance at her, every accidental brush of her fingers as we passed dishes, made it worse.

After dinner, I cleaned up, forcing myself to focus on the simple, mundane motions. When I finally joined her in the family room, she was curled up again, nose buried in her book as if she hadn’t spent the entire night making my restraint feel like an exercise in self-torture.

"Wanna watch a movie or something?" I asked, half-hopeful.

She chuckled, the sound light, teasing. Amused. "Nice try," she said, snapping her book shut. Her eyes flicked up to mine, a slow, knowing smile curling at the edges of her lips. "But I think it’s time to head up to the bedroom."

I tried not to groan, but I already knew what she really meant.

Soon, we were in the bedroom, where Emily had me strip and lay back on the bed. She moved with quiet efficiency, securing me tightly once again, each tug of restraint sending another pulse of anticipation through me. I watched her closely, waiting for the usual next steps—but something was different this time. She hadn’t even unbuttoned the shirt. She hadn’t demanded that I service her first, hadn’t so much as hinted at wanting me between her legs before binding me down. That wasn’t like her.

The evening was still young, and Emily was well-rested. That alone told me she had plans—long ones. The mere act of being tied down had me achingly hard again, my body responding instinctively, eager despite the ache that had already been wrung from me throughout the day. The restraints only deepened it. The knowledge that she was about to put me through something I had no control over, that my body would react whether I wanted it to or not—it made my breath uneven, my pulse thrum in my ears.

She stepped back, admiring her work with a small, satisfied smile. Then, as casually as if she were leaving to grab a glass of water, she quipped, "Don’t go anywhere—I’ll be back shortly."

And just like that, she was gone.

I waited. At first, my cock stayed stubbornly hard, anticipation alone keeping me aroused, the restraint against my wrists a constant, delicious reminder of my helplessness. But time dragged on. The seconds stretched, turned into minutes, turned into a wait long enough that the edge of arousal dulled, my cock settling into a half-hard state. My mind wandered, uncertainty creeping in. What was she doing? Why leave me here like this?

And then she returned.

The moment I saw what she was carrying, my breath hitched. A collection of leather straps, interwoven into something unfamiliar. My mind scrambled to place it, but before I could ask, she was already moving.

With swift precision, she wrapped the first strap around the top of my scrotum, snug but not painful. Then another—this one separating my balls from each other, tugging them apart just enough to make me gasp at the sensation. A third strap followed, cinching firmly around the base of my cock, pressing into me as I swelled back to full hardness beneath her hands.

The second it locked into place, something changed. My cock throbbed fiercely, standing harder than before, every vein thick and pulsing, the head flushed a deeper, angrier shade of purple. My balls sat stretched and exposed, drawn away from my body, positioned perfectly for whatever she had in store.

"There," she murmured, admiring her work. A satisfied lilt in her voice. "Now, we’ll see if what the sales lady said was true."

She didn’t elaborate.

I had nothing to lose by asking. "Which was what?"

Instead of answering, she reached out and dragged her nails lightly over my balls.

A bolt of sensation shot through me, so intense it made me jolt against the restraints. It wasn’t pain—it was sharper, more insidious, something that felt like pure electricity crackling over my skin.

I sucked in a breath, my body already bracing for more.

"Which was," she said, her voice tinged with amusement, "that this wouldn’t just display you nicely—which, I must say, it definitely does—but that it would make you more sensitive. Especially your balls. And," she added with a smirk, "it’s supposed to help delay orgasm too."

She laughed softly, as if the idea of extending my torment was a delightful bonus. Then, without warning, she stroked me—just a few slow, teasing glides of her fingertips along my shaft before her nails scraped lightly over the head of my cock.

The effect was instantaneous.

A full-body jolt wracked me, my muscles seizing, a sharp gasp tearing from my throat. The sensation was unreal—somewhere between agonizing and euphoric, like my entire cock had been rewired for pleasure and overloaded in the process. My hips bucked involuntarily, my wrists straining against the restraints as if I could somehow escape the unbearable sensitivity.

A few hours of this, and I’d lose my fucking mind.

As if reading my thoughts, Emily let out a low whistle. "Wow. No question about the sensitivity issue," she mused, her eyes flicking between my cock and my face, studying my reactions with wicked fascination. "I barely touched you, and you practically jumped out of your skin. I really hope the rest of what the clerk said is just as accurate."

She wasn’t exaggerating. If the sensitivity was this overwhelming, what would it be like when she finally let me cum? Would she let me cum?

For the next hour—an hour—she toyed with me relentlessly.

Her fingers, her nails, the lightest brushes of her lips—every touch ignited a fresh wave of raw, unbearable pleasure. I thrashed against the restraints, my body jerking with every cruel flick of sensation. I groaned, I begged, I pleaded, my voice breaking more than once. It was too much. I needed release, craved it with a desperation that bordered on madness. My body ached, every muscle locked tight from the sheer, excruciating denial of it.

And yet, she just kept going.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity of unrelenting teasing, she paused.

Emily leaned back, her expression one of wicked satisfaction as she admired her handiwork—my flushed, trembling body, my cock so hard it ached, my balls stretched taut and swollen.

"Now," she murmured, running a single fingertip down my shaft, making me shudder violently. "Let’s see if this thing really helps hold back your orgasms too."

During that first hour of teasing, Emily had been merciless—her fingers never pausing, her touch relentless, keeping me in a constant state of torturous arousal. She stroked, teased, dragged her nails over my skin, keeping me on the brink but never quite there. Yet despite how agonizing it had been, she hadn't done one of her serious edgings.

That was about to change.

I watched, breathless, as she poured lube into her palms, rubbing them together slowly, deliberately. My cock twitched in response, already knowing what was coming. When she wrapped her slick hands around me, I nearly groaned in relief. She started slow—long, loose strokes, dragging her fingers deliberately over every swollen, overstimulated inch of me. There was no hesitation this time, no cruel teasing. She was working me now, deliberately pushing me toward orgasm—but at an excruciatingly slow pace.

I couldn't stop the moans spilling from my lips, raw and desperate. It felt so fucking good—too good. And yet, beneath the pleasure, there was something else. A growing frustration, because I knew. I knew she was only going to stop again. She always stopped. That was the whole point. And this damn harness—God, it was making it harder to reach the edge, holding me in check, forcing me to climb toward release at an unbearable crawl.

But I was getting there.

The tension built, rising in slow, steady waves, my whole body tightening, coiling, every nerve locked onto that single, inevitable moment. My breath hitched. My hips bucked. My balls pulled even tighter.

And then—

"Cum, baby. I know how bad you need to. So cum."

I froze, my brain struggling to process what I'd just heard.

It had to be a trick. It had to be. But my mind was too far gone, my thoughts a scrambled mess of pleasure and desperation. Could she really be serious?

The only thing I knew for certain was that she hadn’t changed how she was stroking me. Her pace remained steady. The pressure constant. Another stroke—then another—

"Come on, baby, you can do it. CUM."

MY GOD. She was really going to let me cum.

"OH GOD!" I screamed, the orgasm rushing up to claim me, unstoppable now, my whole body seizing with the force of it. My balls drew up, my cock tensed, everything inside me bracing for that final, blissful explosion—

But it didn’t happen.

The pleasure locked me in place, an unbearable, unspeakable almost, every muscle seizing as if my body was betraying itself. My orgasm had started—

BUT IT HADN’T.

"AHGGG!" My scream tore from my throat as my body spasmed violently, every fiber wound too tight, caught in some cruel, impossible limbo between climax and nothing at all.

Finally, Emily released my cock. My whole body twitched violently, muscles spasming from the sheer overload of sensation. I had reached the point of orgasm—but I hadn’t. Somehow, impossibly, I hadn’t cum.

It made no sense. I’d felt it—felt that unmistakable, electric rush, the full-body tension, the inevitable plunge into release. But it hadn’t happened. There had been no eruption, no relief, nothing to soothe the agonizing pressure building inside me. My balls were still full, still aching, still throbbing as if the orgasm had been stolen from me at the very last second.

Impossible.

And then, finally, the realization slammed into me.

The harness.

That fucking cock and ball harness had kept me from cumming. The strap around my scrotum had stopped my balls from pulling up, and the one at the base of my cock had acted like a tourniquet, choking off my orgasm before it could happen.

"FUCK! OH FUCK!" I roared, my voice hoarse, ragged. My chest heaved like I’d just run a marathon, my breath coming in short, frantic gasps.

Even after a minute—two? three?—the feeling didn’t fade like an orgasm would. Whatever it was, whatever almost had just wracked my body, it wasn’t release. It had drained me, left me physically and emotionally wrecked—but not in the way I needed. My cock still throbbed, still stood painfully hard, still needed what it had been denied.

And Emily? She was undaunted.

Before I could fully process what had just happened, she started again.

Her hands wrapped around my cock, slick and practiced, resuming that same slow, merciless rhythm. I barely had time to react before the sensations rushed back, before my body betrayed me and responded all over again.

It didn’t take long.

"GRRRRAAAAAAAAAAA!" The sound tore from my throat, not even words, just a guttural, animalistic cry as it happened again. That same impossible, unbearable peak—another orgasm that never arrived, another release that never came.

And then again.

And again.

I lost track of how many times she did it, how many times she brought me right to the brink only to force me to endure the impossible denial. Each time, the sensations grew more severe. My balls felt like they were being wrenched away from my body, like they were swelling beyond capacity, straining, desperate for release that would never come. My cock throbbed with an ache so deep it bordered on pain, as if the pressure inside was going to force it to split open.

But the last two times—fuck.

She changed it.

Instead of full strokes, she used only the lightest, shortest movements, keeping all the stimulation focused at the most devastating spot—right at my frenulum. The sheer precision of it made it so much worse, stretching out the peak even longer, drawing out the suffering until I was beyond words, beyond reason.

By the time she finally stopped, I was drenched in sweat, my skin slick, my muscles trembling with exhaustion. My breath was ragged, my chest heaving, my entire body shaking uncontrollably.

I only realized she had truly stopped when the silence hit me, the absence of sensation somehow just as jarring as everything before it. I’d had my eyes clenched shut so tightly that when I finally forced them open, they ached, my vision blurry as I tried to focus.

There, kneeling between my legs, was Emily, sitting back on her heels, just staring at me. Her expression was one of pure incredulity—wide eyes, slightly parted lips, as if she couldn’t quite believe what she’d just witnessed.

We locked eyes, neither of us speaking at first. The air between us was heavy, charged. My body still trembled from the raw, impossible torment she’d just put me through. My cock still throbbed, still ached unbearably, still stood hard despite the absolute devastation of being denied over and over again.

Finally, in a hushed whisper, she spoke.

"That was absolutely unbelievable."

A pause. Then, louder, voice full of unfiltered excitement—

"TOTALLY FUCKING UNBELIEVABLE!"

Her chest rose and fell quickly, still breathless, still exhilarated. "My god! It works even better than the clerk said. I can’t believe what just happened! That was so hot!"

I swallowed thickly, my body still trying to recover, still shaking from the relentless overstimulation.

Then, like it was the most natural thing in the world, she sighed contentedly and stretched. "I need a little break after that," she said.

Thank. Fucking. God.

Or so I thought.

A foolish thought.

Emily slid off the bed and went to her nightstand, rummaging for something. My pulse hadn’t even begun to settle when she turned back toward me, something small clutched in her fingers.

A condom.

And—

My breath caught.

The little clit stimulator.

I hadn't seen that thing in years. A small, sleek, unassuming device—but I knew better. It was designed for direct clit stimulation or anal play—according to the Adam & Eve website where we’d bought it once upon a time. About the size of a pinky finger, perfectly straight, made of hard plastic, nothing fancy—but deceptively powerful. It ran off a single AAA battery, which didn’t sound like much, but I remembered what it could do.

And the fact that she was holding it now, looking at me with that gleam in her eyes, sent a fresh wave of adrenaline through me.

Emily was far from done.

She turned it on, and the moment the vibrator touched my cock and balls, a sharp, electric jolt shot through me. Not actual electricity, but it might as well have been—my entire body jerked, muscles tensing, every overstimulated nerve firing at once. Given the state I was already in, the sensation was almost unbearable. Almost.

She dragged it over my skin in slow, teasing circles, letting the vibrations sink in, working over every swollen, sensitive inch. At first, she moved it at random—along the underside of my shaft, over the base, tracing deliberately over my balls, which were still pulled tight and aching. Then, after a few minutes, she honed in on the one spot that wrecked me. The one that never failed to send me hurtling toward orgasm.

It didn’t take much. Just the slightest pressure, the faintest motion, and I was already spiraling upward again. The build was instant, my body too primed, too desperate for release to resist. The climb toward the peak felt almost automatic, the pleasure spreading in hot, pulsing waves.

But then—she stopped moving it.

I groaned, my hips twitching involuntarily, trying to chase the sensation. She wasn’t stopping, exactly—she was still holding it against me, still keeping it aligned with my cock. But she wasn’t moving it anymore.

At first, the steady, concentrated vibration still sent pleasure racing through me. But then frustration settled in. It was maddening, teasing in the worst possible way. Stimulating—but not enough. I squirmed, gasped, ached for more, needed more to push me over the edge. But it wasn’t happening.

And then it hit me.

It never would.

Not like this. Not with that fucking harness strapped around my cock and balls, controlling me in ways I hadn’t even understood until now.

Emily must have come to the same conclusion at nearly the same moment. She had been watching me the entire time, studying every reaction, measuring my frustration. And, just as I realized what was happening, a knowing smile curled across her lips.

Satisfied, she set the vibrator aside—briefly—and reached for something else.

The snap of a foil packet sent a new wave of panic racing through me.

My stomach clenched. "No."

She tore open the condom, slipped it over the head of my cock with practiced ease, then picked up the vibrator again. Before I could even fully process what she was doing, she tucked the narrow tip inside the condom—just barely—then slowly rolled the condom down the length of my shaft.

The vibrator was now trapped against me. Fixed in place.

My breath came in short, uneven gasps. My mind scrambled to process what she’d just done.

"NO! Oh God, NO! PLEASE, EMILY!" My voice was raw, frantic.

She just grinned, eyes gleaming with amusement, and smoothed the condom into place.

"There," she said with a satisfied chuckle. "That should keep you out of trouble while I’m gone."

The moment she stepped back, I knew I was in for hell.

The vibrator, still humming, still pressing against me, was relentless. The constant, unyielding sensation kept me aching, kept my cock pulsing, kept my entire body wired for pleasure—but it wasn’t enough. It was never quite enough. It kept me locked in a cycle of nearly there, every muscle in my body tense with unfulfilled need.

I clenched my fists, sucking in a sharp breath. The frustration built with every passing second, consuming me, twisting inside me like a living thing.

And then, a thought flickered through my mind—darkly ironic, almost funny under any other circumstances.

That fucking harness.

It turned out, I was about to find out just how literal that name really was.

I had no idea how long she’d been gone. Time had lost all meaning, stretched thin by the constant, maddening pulse of the vibrator still strapped against me. My entire body was wound tight, every muscle tense, my cock locked in a torturous state of almost, never enough, never close enough. I had long since squeezed my eyes shut, lost in a haze of frustration and desperation.

The first sign that she was back was the soft, amused giggle from the doorway.

My eyes snapped open.

She was standing there, watching me, an unmistakable look of delight on her face.

"That's quite a sight," she giggled. "I guess that setup makes you want even more, huh?"

I barely managed a groan in response.

She strolled toward the bed, her eyes drinking me in, still grinning like she had just walked in on something deliciously entertaining. Without another word, she reached down and removed her little home-rigged torture device, finally freeing my cock from the relentless hum of the vibrator.

But I barely had time to catch my breath before she climbed onto the bed, straddling my face, lowering herself until her wet, needy pussy hovered just inches from my mouth. The message was clear.

And I obeyed.

I latched onto her clit with fevered intensity, flicking my tongue, sucking, drawing sharp moans from her lips as she rocked against me. Her thighs clenched, her hips rolling, her body moving in rhythm with my tongue as I worked her with everything I had. She was already close—I could feel it, taste it, sense it in the way her breath hitched and her grip on my head tightened.

It didn’t take long before she came with a sharp cry, shuddering above me, drenching my face with the evidence of her release.

"Mmm, you are getting very good at that," she moaned, her voice thick with pleasure as she lifted off my mouth—but not by much.

Still catching her breath, she lowered herself again. This time, I attacked her clit with raw desperation, licking and sucking with everything I had left. She gasped, her fingers tightening in my hair, her hips grinding down harder against my mouth. It took only another minute before she shattered again, her juices flooding my tongue, her body jerking as another climax tore through her.

She barely gave herself time to recover before she spoke, her voice breathless but full of hunger.

"I have to feel that big cock inside me," she panted. "I sure hope that harness works as well as I think it does."

Then, without hesitation, she turned, lined herself up, and sank down onto me.

The sensation was almost too much. The way she stretched around my cock, the heat of her wrapped so tight and wet around me after everything she’d put me through—it sent fresh pulses of pleasure crashing through my already overstimulated body.

She sat up, riding me slowly, rolling her hips in a slow, deliberate rhythm, grinding down rather than bouncing. She moaned, deep and drawn out, the sounds spilling from her lips some of the most erotic I’d ever heard from her.

It took me a few moments to realize why.

The harness.

The strap that had been torturing me was now working for her. The rough leather pressing against her clit was providing its own relentless stimulation, dragging over her with every slow rock of her hips.

The fucking thing was doing double duty.

It was choking my cock, keeping my balls trapped in their tight, aching state—denying me yet again—while at the same time, giving her a kind of stimulation she’d probably never experienced before. The friction, the intensity, the constant pressure against her clit as she ground down onto me—it was driving her wild.

And the way she moved—slow, grinding, rolling—meant she could keep this up for as long as she wanted.

A long time.

A very long time.

Without ever pushing me over the edge.

It turned out I had vastly underestimated just how long she could keep this up.

She came hard—twice—before shifting, pressing her body against mine, her slick, trembling thighs hugging my hips as she began to move again. This time, she didn’t grind—she fucked. Long, slow strokes, dragging my cock in and out of her soaked pussy, coating every inch of me in her arousal as she set a deliberate, unhurried rhythm.

It was driving me mad.

Unlike before, when her teasing had kept me trapped in that unbearable almost, this was more. More stimulation, more friction, more pleasure. It felt like she was finally giving me what I needed—like I was actually going to cum. My body tensed, my cock throbbed inside her, desperate for release—

But it didn’t happen.

Again.

The harness still held me in check, still kept me locked in this fucking state of denial. I could feel it—right there, right fucking there, closer than before, but never tipping over the edge.

She, however, had no such problem.

Another orgasm crashed through her, making her walls clamp down around me, squeezing and milking my cock with shuddering intensity. And then—again. She came a fourth time, her moans dissolving into breathless gasps before she finally collapsed onto my chest, spent, her body draped over me like she had wrung every last ounce of pleasure from herself.

Meanwhile, my cock pulsed deep inside her, still painfully, unbearably hard, still throbbing for relief that wouldn’t come.

I knew—I knew—that little beads of cum were leaking from the tip, uselessly dribbling into her. But it provided no release, no satisfaction. Just another cruel reminder of what had been taken from me.

Emily let out a soft, utterly contented sigh, her breath warm against my skin.

"Mmm, that was absolutely fantastic," she whispered, her voice thick with pleasure.

Then, just like that, she drifted off, her breathing slowing into that peaceful, steady rhythm of sleep—while I lay there, still suffering.


What Now?

I don’t know how long she slept. Long enough for my muscles to ache, long enough for my mind to sink deeper into that gnawing frustration, long enough for me to accept that I was truly, utterly helpless.

And then she stirred.

Still wrapped around me, still keeping me buried inside her, she stretched with a soft, sleepy hum. Then, without a word, she flexed her cunt muscles—clenching down around me in a way that made my cock jump inside her.

She felt it. She felt how hard I still was, how easily she could make me twitch and pulse with just the slightest squeeze.

So she did it again.

And giggled.

Finally, she crawled off me, moving with languid satisfaction. My whole body tensed as I felt her shift, anticipating what was next. She had to let me cum now. She had to.

But instead, she only loosened the restraints—just enough for me to stretch, to move a little.

Not enough to free my hands.

Not enough to let me touch myself.

She knew. Of course she knew.

The first thing I would have done was rip off that insidious harness. The second would have been to pump my cock with furious, desperate strokes until I finally—finally—exploded, unleashing the massive load that was aching in my swollen balls.

But she wasn’t going to let that happen.

Not yet.

Maybe not ever.

"That's as much as I'm going to loosen you tonight." Her voice was calm, matter-of-fact, as if she were discussing something as mundane as turning off the lights before bed. "I know what you'd do if I turned you loose, and I'm not strong enough to stop you. I'm sure that under the circumstances, you'd never listen to anything I had to say either, so you're just going to have to stay restrained until I’m through with you."

She paused, her tone shifting into something almost amused. "I've worked too hard to let you spoil your own fantasy now."

She’d worked too hard?

WHAT THE FUCK ABOUT ME?!

The words screamed inside my head, but I had no way to say them. No way to do anything about it.

She ran a fingertip absently down my chest before sighing. "They told me not to leave this on too long, or it could cut off circulation," she mused, reaching for the harness. "We certainly wouldn’t want that," she added with a soft chuckle as she undid the straps.

I nearly moaned in relief as she finally removed the constriction around my cock and balls. The release should have helped, should have given me some kind of relief—but it didn’t. I was still just as hard, still aching, still completely fucking denied.

But that was it.

That was the end of it.

Without another word, she pulled the covers up over us and rolled over, settling in, completely sated, her body warm and relaxed against the mattress.

Just before drifting off, she murmured, voice thick with satisfaction, "Tomorrow you get to cum. I could make you cum with my mouth, my hands, or my pussy. I want you to think about which one it’s going to be."

And just like that, she was out.

Deep in sleep, utterly content, lost in the haze of her own exhaustion after so many orgasms.

Meanwhile, I lay there—still throbbing, still wired, my cock stiff and twitching despite the fact that nothing was touching it anymore. Sleep was impossible. My whole body ached with frustration, my nerves still raw, my mind unable to stop spinning.

And as much as I hated to admit it, her final words stuck with me.

I knew what she was doing.

She wanted me to obsess over it.

And fuck—it was working.

I woke to the warm, wet heat of Emily’s mouth wrapped around my cock.

A sharp gasp tore from my throat as the pleasure hit me instantly, raw and all-consuming after everything she had put me through. Her lips sealed around me, her tongue swirling with slow, deliberate strokes, her pace unhurried but devastating.

God damn, it felt good.

After a night spent in aching denial, after being edged to the brink so many times that my body barely knew what to do with itself anymore, this was heaven. I could already feel it rushing toward me, the release I had been starving for, the climax that had been stolen from me over and over again—

And then, just as I was about to fill her mouth, she stopped.

A strangled groan tore from my lips, the pleasure collapsing into sharp, agonizing frustration. My body twitched, desperate for what had just been ripped away from it.

And without a word, without a single glance back at me, Emily simply rose and left the room.

I lay there, panting, my cock still rock-hard, still throbbing, the sudden loss of stimulation almost too much to bear. The silence stretched on, her absence pressing in around me, giving me too much time to think. I had no idea where she’d gone, how long she planned to leave me like this, or what new torment she had in store.

For a fleeting moment, I considered calling out to her. But I knew better. That would only bring her back sooner, only push her to start again before I had even caught my breath.

I needed a moment.

A moment to gather myself, to brace for whatever fresh hell the day would bring. Because I had no delusions—Emily had promised that today I would cum, and I knew she would keep that promise.

But today lasted until midnight.

And right now, that felt like a fucking eternity away.

Finally, after what felt like forever, Emily returned.

She strolled back into the room, looking perfectly composed, a soft smirk playing at the corners of her lips.

"It’s eight o’clock," she informed me casually, as if she were telling me the time of day and nothing more. "You get to cum now."

My heart lurched.

I couldn’t believe it.

So early in the day? Already?

Relief crashed through me, so sudden and overwhelming that I felt dizzy with it. My whole body tensed, anticipation surging as I realized that this—finally—was it.

I should have known better.

Because an instant later, before I could even process my reaction, she continued—

"IF you pick the correct method."

Fuck.

I had reacted too soon.

"You remember the three ways I said I could make you cum?" she asked, her voice deceptively sweet.

I swallowed hard, my body still coiled with pent-up frustration. "Yes," I responded warily.

"Okay then, here’s how this is going to work."

She spoke casually, like she was explaining the rules of some harmless little game. But I knew better.

"I’m going to pick one of the three ways and write it down on a piece of paper," she continued, her eyes gleaming with mischief. "Then you choose one of the ways. If you guess correctly, you get to cum—right then and there."

A flicker of hope ignited inside me. This was fair. This was a chance.

But then she kept going.

"But if you pick incorrectly…" Her smile widened. "I’m going to take you right to the edge using the method you chose—" she paused, letting the weight of her words sink in, "—and then stop. Right before you cum."

My stomach dropped.

"And then," she added smoothly, "we’ll do it all over again in exactly one hour."

I sucked in a sharp breath.

"We’ll keep going," she continued, "every hour—until you pick the same way I wrote down."

She tilted her head slightly, watching me, waiting for my reaction.

"Understand?"

Fuck.

I understood perfectly.

It didn’t sound too bad.

One in three.

Those were decent odds. Even if I didn’t guess right on the first try, it seemed unlikely I’d have to go through more than two or three rounds before I finally got to cum.

"Okay then, here we go."

Emily picked up a notepad and pen, her expression unreadable as she scribbled something down. I watched, my pulse hammering, as she tore off the small slip of paper, folded it in half, and set it deliberately on the bedside table.

"Alright," she said smoothly, leaning back just enough to watch me squirm. "You choose now."

I hesitated, turning the possibilities over in my mind.

Emily knew how desperate I was. She knew how much I needed this. But she also loved fucking with me.

So what would she pick?

I knew she loved feeling my cock inside her most of all—she’d said as much. It only made sense that she’d choose that way.

"Pussy?" I said tentatively, my voice edged with cautious hope.

Her lips curled into a slow, knowing smile.

"You know me too well, don’t you?"

My stomach flipped.

A surge of sheer, dizzying relief crashed over me.

"Was I right?" I almost screamed, certain that I had been.

Laughing, she replied, "You'll know soon enough!"

Before I could process the teasing lilt in her voice, she moved.

With practiced ease, she reached for the restraints, tightening them until I could barely move at all. My wrists strained against the unforgiving bindings, my legs locked in place beneath her, completely helpless beneath her control.

Then, she straddled me, positioning herself over my throbbing, aching cock.

I sucked in a sharp breath as she took hold of me, lining me up with the slick, tempting heat of her pussy. And then—finally—she sank down, slowly, steadily, taking me all the way inside her.

A deep, shuddering groan ripped from my throat.

She leaned forward, her lips capturing mine in a searing, passionate kiss, her body pressing against mine as she set a pace—slow, agonizingly slow.

But it didn’t matter.

It didn’t matter how slow she moved. After everything she’d put me through, every denial, every torment, every cruelly stolen orgasm—I was racing toward the edge.

"Oh yes! OH GOD YES!" I cried out, my entire body locking up.

It was happening.

I was there.

I had made it. After so long, after being dragged through every imaginable level of frustration and suffering, I was right there.

Another second—just one more second—

And then—

At the last possible moment, she lifted her hips, sliding off me in a swift, calculated movement.

My cock slipped free of her wet heat, making a slick, obscene noise as it flopped back against my belly.

The shock hit like a physical blow.

"NOOO! GOD NO!" I screamed, my voice raw with frustration so pure, so absolute, it was devastating.

I had been so sure.

I had known she had picked pussy—I had felt it, believed it.

And now—

Now it was the most wicked denial yet.

She giggled—fucking giggled—as she slid off the bed, her eyes dancing with wicked amusement.

Still smiling, she picked up the folded piece of paper from the bedside table and held it up for me to see.

"You outsmarted yourself," she chimed, flipping it open.

My eyes locked onto the single word written inside.

Mouth.

Damn it. I had outsmarted myself. Of all the choices, I had been certain that the last thing she would pick was mouth. But Emily—as always—was one step ahead of me.

"Relax," she purred, strolling toward the door. "I'll be back in a while." And then she was gone.

I clenched my fists, my entire body still vibrating with frustration, my cock still rock-hard, still throbbing with need. The last thing I could do was relax. I spent the next hour doing exactly what I knew I shouldn’t—overthinking it. I knew I was playing into her hands, knew I was better off just picking at random, but I couldn’t stop myself. My mind kept running in circles, trying to predict how she would think, how she would counter my logic, how to outmaneuver her this time.

It felt like forever before she returned. But knowing Emily, I was certain it had been exactly one hour. She strolled back in, fresh, composed, perfectly at ease—while I lay there, still bound, still painfully, maddeningly denied.

"Ready to try again?" she asked, far too cheerfully for my state of mind.

"Yes!" I blurted out, my voice edged with desperation, praying that my ordeal was finally coming to an end.

She picked up the notepad and pen, scrawled something down, then tore off the paper and folded it as before. Her eyes locked onto mine. "Well?" she prompted, tilting her head. "What’s your pick this time?"

I took a breath. Pussy. It had to be pussy. I assumed I had finally figured out how she would think this through.

"Pussy!" I said confidently.

Emily’s grin widened. "You really want to cum inside me, don’t you?"

I swallowed hard, my pulse hammering.

"Okay," she said smoothly, setting the folded paper aside. "Let’s see if you’re right this time."

I barely had a second to process what was happening before she moved.

This time, she was far more brutal than before. The first time had been almost merciful—a slow, steady fuck, drawing me to the edge with the inevitable buildup of deep, rhythmic strokes.

But now? Now, she was playing with me.

She took my cock in her hand, guiding it between her legs—but instead of sinking down onto me, she slid just the tip back and forth along her slit. A soft, wet tease. Not enough pressure to make me cum. Not enough movement to even bring me close. Just enough to drive me insane.

She kept it up, over and over, her slick folds gliding against the swollen head of my cock. The sensation was maddening—so good, so unbearably good, but never quite enough. I groaned, my hips bucking instinctively, but the restraints held me firm. I couldn’t do anything but lay there and take it.

Emily took things even further, using my cock like it was nothing more than a toy for her pleasure. She flicked it back and forth, dragging it against her slick folds, letting it graze her clit with each movement. The contact sent a shiver through me, but it was barely stimulation at all—just enough to tease, just enough to remind me how badly I needed more. For her, though, it was a different story. The way she moved, the way she bit her lip and let out soft little moans, made it clear she was getting exactly what she needed.

Finally, after making me endure her little game far longer than I could stand, she slowly lowered herself onto my cock, taking me inch by agonizing inch until I was buried completely inside her.

"Mmm, you are certainly big and hard," she murmured dreamily, her voice dripping with pleasure.

It didn’t take me long to realize she was already closer to another orgasm than I was. All that teasing, all the stimulation she’d been giving herself at my expense, had clearly worked her up far more than what little she’d given me. At first, she started riding me the same way she had before—slow, steady, controlled. A pace designed to push me toward the edge without letting me go over.

But then, before I had a chance to get anywhere close, she sank all the way down, pressing her body flush against mine. Instead of lifting herself again, she started to grind—small, rolling motions, her clit rubbing against my pubic bone with every shift of her hips.

The realization hit me like a jolt.

She had found another way to use my cock for her own pleasure while giving me just enough to keep me suffering.

"Mmm, God, that feels good," she moaned, her voice already thick with arousal. "Oh yeah, this is going to work much better!"

Her eyes were turning glassy, her expression lost in the growing heat of her own pleasure. Meanwhile, I could feel every slick roll of her hips, every clench of her inner muscles as she worked herself toward another climax. But the stimulation was shallow, controlled, never enough friction to bring me anywhere near the edge.

She had discovered a way to get off on my cock—the way she loved—without having to think about keeping me in check. She could just focus on her own pleasure, use me for it, and keep me right where she wanted.

The worst part? It worked.

Every few minutes, she would stop grinding and switch back to the slow, torturous strokes, letting me build up, letting me think maybe, just maybe, she was going to let me have it this time. But she never let me get dangerously close. As soon as she sensed I was climbing too high, she would stop—and go right back to grinding her clit against my body, leaving me hanging while she pleasured herself.

She repeated this cycle four times, each one more maddening than the last.

By the fourth, she was too far gone to hold back. She slammed herself down, grinding harder, chasing that final peak, moaning louder as the pleasure took over. Then, with a sharp cry, she came, her body shuddering, her pussy spasming around my cock in tight, pulsing waves. The sensation was torture—hot, wet, perfect—and yet I was still denied, left to endure the unbearable frustration of feeling her orgasm rip through her while I remained locked in agonizing restraint.

And then, as if nothing had happened, as if she hadn’t just stolen another release right out from under me, she started the slow fucking all over again.

Able to concentrate more fully, she pushed me even closer before stopping. Each time she let me back off, she clenched down around me, squeezing her cunt muscles as tightly as she could, making my cock twitch violently inside her. As if that wasn’t enough, she sat up slightly, reaching behind her to cup and massage my aching, swollen balls, rolling them in her palm with slow, deliberate pressure.

"Emily, PLEASE, for God's sake, I can't take any more! PLEASE! I REALLY CAN'T STAND ANY MORE!" The words poured out of me in frantic, breathless desperation. I was begging, pleading, past the point of dignity, past the point of caring about anything except the unbearable torment she was putting me through. My body was wrecked, my mind unraveling, and I knew—I knew—if she didn’t let me cum soon, I was going to fucking break.

She leaned in close, her breath warm against my ear, her voice deceptively soft. "Okay, you finally ready?"

"GOD YES, PLEASE!" I shouted, my whole body shaking with the force of my desperation.

"Cum, baby. Cum hard," she whispered, her tone dripping with sultry promise as she started to ride me again—really ride me, fucking me at a steady, rhythmic pace. Not the torturous slow grind she’d been using before, but real, deep, perfect thrusts that had me racing toward orgasm in an instant.

I had no control left. My body locked up, muscles straining, my arms and legs pulling uselessly at the restraints as the pleasure crashed through me. I was there, finally, finally there. My balls started to tighten, my cock swelling with that final, inevitable surge, everything inside me bracing for the release I had been denied for so long—

And then, at the last possible second, she lifted off me completely.

My cock, slick and pulsing, slapped back against my stomach, twitching and jerking wildly—but nothing came.

Nothing.

Fucking nothing.

"NOOO! YOU CAN’T! OH GOD NO!" The scream tore from my throat, raw, desperate, completely wrecked.

She just laughed—laughed—as she looked down at me, her grin wicked, her eyes alight with amusement. "I bet you actually thought you were going to get to cum at last, huh?"

The way she said it—the pure mockery in her voice—broke something inside me.

"Oh God, Emily, PLEASE! I really, really can't stand any more. Please make me cum now!" I begged, my voice hoarse, my entire body shaking from the sheer, unbearable torment of it all. I had nothing left—no restraint, no composure, no pride. Just raw, desperate need.

Emily tilted her head, studying me, her expression unreadable. "You know, James," she mused, her voice maddeningly calm, "I think you're telling the truth. I really don’t think you can take any more either."

Relief hit me like a tidal wave. "Oh God, thank you, thank you!" I gasped, my voice breaking with sheer joy. The thought that this was finally over, that she was actually going to let me cum, was almost enough to make me dizzy. I had never felt so grateful, so utterly wrecked by the simple promise of release. And at that moment, in that split second of clarity, I had a horrifying realization—why in the hell had I ever gotten myself into this?

Then, just as that thought fully formed in my mind, Emily dropped a bombshell.

"BUT," she said, her voice still light, conversational, utterly cruel, "what you said you wanted was, and I quote, ‘do it over and over until you can’t stand any more, then do it some more anyway.’" She paused just long enough to let the words sink in before adding sweetly, "And since you are finally at the point where you can’t stand any more… well, now I have to do it some more anyway, right?"

My entire body seized.

"OH GOD NO, Emily!" My voice cracked, frantic, wild with disbelief. "I never imagined it would be like this, please!" I was begging, truly pleading now, desperate to escape the very thing I had once asked for.

Emily just smiled.

She had me exactly where she wanted me.

"I seem to remember telling you exactly that," Emily said, her tone deadly serious. "But you said this was what you wanted anyway. Remember? You told me you wanted me to be a merciless cock-teasing bitch."

Her words hit like a punch to the gut.

She was right—of course she was right. Emily had an infuriatingly perfect memory, and now she was using my own words as a weapon against me.

I had asked for this. Begged for this.

And now, I was completely, helplessly trapped in the very thing I had fantasized about, pushed to the absolute brink of my endurance with no way out.

I had set myself up to be totally fucked.

And Emily?

She was about to do exactly that.

"In fact, since your fantasy specifically includes more teasing after you can’t stand it, I can’t let you cum until you’ve endured quite a bit more," Emily said, her voice far too cheerful for my liking. "With the luck you’ve had so far today, it probably wouldn’t matter anyway, but just so we’re clear—you don’t even get another chance to guess correctly until I’ve given you at least three more teasing sessions."

She paused, her grin widening. "Heck, maybe I’ll just keep teasing you all day and never let you cum at all."

My stomach dropped.

"But Emily, you can’t! You promised to make me cum today!" I implored, my confidence in her promise wavering dangerously.

She laughed.

"Oh no, I didn’t," she corrected, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction. "That’s what you asked me to promise, but you didn’t listen carefully enough when I actually made the promise. I said—" she paused, savoring the moment, "I promise that I won’t make you cum before tomorrow, which meant today, under any circumstances." She grinned. "But I left out the part you asked me to include about definitely making you cum today."

My heart pounded.

"I’ve already fulfilled my promise," she continued smugly. "And now, I still don’t have to let you cum. So, you better be real nice to me."

I thought hard, scrambling through my memories, trying to remember exactly what she had said. But I couldn’t. I couldn’t recall the exact words, and that meant one thing—Emily had me. She knew she did.

And that meant she believed she had every right to keep me waiting.

Another day.

Or longer.

I was devastated.

"Now rest for a while," she said lightly, as if I could possibly rest in this state. "I’ll be back soon."

And with that, she strolled out of the room, leaving me there—still bound, still unbearably hard, still desperate—and completely at her mercy.

I didn't know how I had let myself believe she might actually let me cum, but it was clear now—crystal clear—that she had never intended to stop here. She had planned this all along, to keep teasing me even after I had reached the point where I truly couldn’t take any more. And we both knew I had reached that point. My body was wrecked, my nerves were shot, my cock was an agonizing mess of throbbing, unfulfilled need. And yet, she was going to continue. She was going to push me further, drive me wilder, keep me on the very edge of sanity for God knew how long.

The possibility that she wasn’t going to let me cum at all that day had just become terrifyingly real.

I thought I might actually cry.

‘A while’ turned out to be a very short time.

It wasn’t long before Emily was back, kneeling between my legs, her fingers idly toying with my cock like it was hers to play with—which, at this point, it was. I groaned as she started again, and she only smiled.

She didn’t rush.

She worked through everything in her arsenal, rotating through every single one of her cruel little tricks, keeping me simmering in constant pleasure, but never quite letting me boil over. Time became meaningless. All I knew was that this marathon session had to have lasted at least two hours, possibly more.

When she needed to stop to keep me from cumming, she didn’t really stop. She just shifted her focus, expertly massaging my aching, overfull balls, kneading and rolling them in her palms, prolonging my suffering while giving me no real relief.

Of course, there were breaks—for her.

Every so often, she would swing a leg over my face, lowering herself onto my tongue, forcing me to work for her pleasure as she rode out yet another orgasm.

Near the end of this particular session, she took things even further.

She talked to me.

She taunted me.

Heavy, deliberate, wicked verbal teasing—and she seemed to enjoy it just as much as everything else. Maybe more.

She was having fun with this.

And I was losing my fucking mind.

"God, James, your balls are unbelievably swollen, and the veins on your cock look like they’re about to burst," Emily mused, her voice dripping with mock sympathy. "I don’t know how you can stand this. You must need to cum so bad by now. I can’t even imagine what that must feel like."

I barely had time to let those words sink in before she giggled and added playfully, "But you aren’t going to for a long, long time."

That giggle—that lighthearted, amused giggle—somehow made it all so much worse.

I felt like I was losing my fucking mind.

The ache was unbearable. It wasn’t just a dull throb anymore; it was a constant, all-consuming need, radiating from my cock and balls and spreading through every inch of me. Every touch of her fingers felt like raw electricity, lighting up my nerves, pushing me so close to the brink that I was convinced—convinced—that one more second, one tiny bit more stimulation, and I’d explode.

But I never did.

No matter how close I got, she kept me from it, denying me the only thing that could end my suffering.

It was well into the afternoon when Emily finally decided to give me a break. I was emotionally wrecked, physically drained in the most torturous way possible, my body screaming for release that never came. She had completely broken me down, giving me far more than I had ever bargained for.

And just as she had predicted, I regretted everything.

At some point, exhaustion must have finally overtaken me, because the next thing I knew, I was waking up. I had no idea how long she had been gone, how much time had passed. But I could feel her presence again before I even opened my eyes.

Emily was back.

And I knew—I knew—I really, really couldn’t take any more.

I started to beg in earnest now, desperation pouring out of me in frantic, broken pleas. "PLEASE, Emily, no more! PLEASE! I’m being honest, I really can’t stand any more; I can’t take any more! You have to stop teasing me like this and let me cum, PLEASE! I’m really begging you, PLEASE!"

She just watched me for a moment, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction. Then, slowly, a wide grin spread across her face. "Oh sure you can!" she said, her voice far too cheerful for the state I was in. "You do need to cum very, very badly, I know that. But you can take a little more teasing first—just like you fantasized about all this time. Here, let me show you!"

Without another word, she crawled onto the bed, positioning herself between my legs before lowering her mouth to my cock.

I barely had time to brace before I felt her—her tongue flicking softly over the sensitive underside, her lips brushing against the head, her warm breath sending shivers through my overstimulated body. She licked and sucked with excruciating softness, slow and teasing, making sure I felt every delicate movement, every agonizing flick of her tongue.

It didn’t matter how gentle she was. It didn’t matter that she was taking her time. Seconds. That’s all it took before I was right there again, my cock twitching, my entire body clenching as I raced toward release.

"NO! God, no! PLEASE! MAKE ME CUM!" I yelled, my voice raw with desperation.

"Mmmh mmh," she moaned around my cock, the vibration sending a jolt of unbearable pleasure straight through me. At the same time, she shook her head slightly from side to side, just enough to feel—just enough to let me know she was denying my plea without needing to say a single word.

The sensation of her vocalization was incredible—a warm, pulsing hum wrapped around my aching, throbbing length. It nearly pushed me over the edge then and there. But it was clear that wasn’t going to happen.

She was in complete control, and she knew it.

She kept going, taking her time, giving me the softest, slowest, most teasing blowjob I had ever experienced. It wasn’t about pleasure—it was about torture. Every flick of her tongue, every subtle suck, every barely-there glide of her lips was calculated, designed to keep me on the knife’s edge, dragging it out for as long as she wanted.

Time blurred. I had no idea how long she kept me like that—ten minutes? Twenty? An hour? All I knew was that my body was wrecked, my nerves fried, and my cock had never felt so unbearably hard in my entire life.

Finally, I felt it—that telltale tightening in my balls, that electric point of no return rushing up to claim me. My cock spasmed inside her mouth, my hips twitching forward as much as the restraints would allow—which wasn’t much, but it didn’t matter. I was there.

I knew she was just an instant away from stopping again.

And fuck, I couldn’t take it.

However, to my complete shock, she didn’t stop.

She just kept up that impossibly light, teasing licking and sucking, her warm mouth still wrapped around me, her tongue still flicking softly over the head of my cock. It was too much—too much—the dam finally broke.

My entire body seized, shaking violently as the first powerful shot of cum erupted from the tip of my cock. The moment it hit her tongue, Emily suddenly switched gears, sucking me in deep, her lips sealing tight around my shaft.

She didn’t tease anymore.

She devoured me.

Her head bobbed rapidly, taking me deep into her throat with every plunge, her lips sliding all the way down until they pressed against the very base of my cock before dragging back up until just the sensitive, swollen head remained between them. She sucked hard, her cheeks hollowing, her throat working to swallow as quickly as she could.

But it wasn’t enough.

Shot after shot of cum kept coming, pumping out of me in thick, endless streams, far more than I had ever released in my life. My whole body trembled violently, my muscles spasming, my cock twitching wildly in her mouth as my orgasm kept going—longer, stronger, harder than anything I had ever felt before.

And still, she didn’t stop.

She swallowed for all she was worth, trying to take every drop, but there was too much. It spilled from the corners of her lips, dribbling down her chin, streaking her flushed skin.

I didn’t know how long it lasted. It felt like I would go on forever, cum pouring out of me in endless waves, my mind completely gone from the intensity of it. At some point, I must have blacked out or fallen into some kind of daze, because when I finally came back to myself, I was barely able to think, barely able to move.

I blinked, my vision still hazy, my breath still ragged.

And then, I saw her.

Emily sat there between my legs, her face glowing with satisfaction, a huge, wicked smile stretching across her gorgeous lips.

And dripping from her chin, running in thick trails down her throat, pooling between the curves of her luscious tits—

Cum.

My cum.

More than I had ever seen in my life.

And from the way she looked at me—gleeful, smug, utterly victorious—I knew.

She had won.

Once I had more or less recovered, Emily quickly released my restraints and curled up beside me, wrapping her arms around me. I was too wrecked to even move, my body still tingling, still floating in the aftermath of the most overwhelming orgasm of my life.

For a long time, we just lay there, my breathing slowly returning to normal as her fingers traced lazy circles over my skin. Then, without a word, she reached down and began to stroke my cock again.

This time, it wasn’t teasing.

Her touch wasn’t the featherlight torment she had subjected me to for days—it was purposeful, firm, the kind of strokes meant to get me hard again. Even in my completely spent state, I could feel my body responding to her.

Somewhat to my surprise, she was getting a reaction far sooner than would normally be the case, considering how much I had just cum. But then again, nothing about this situation was normal.

It wasn’t long before I was ready again, and Emily wasted no time. She swung a leg over me, straddling my hips, and in one smooth motion, she guided my cock inside her.

The heat, the wetness, the way she took me in so effortlessly—it sent a sharp jolt of pleasure straight through me.

Riding me was a position we both loved, but for some reason, we just didn’t do it all that often. Right now, though, it was perfect. She set a steady rhythm, rolling her hips with slow, deliberate movements, angling herself in a way that let my cock drag over every sensitive inch of her. The way she rocked her pelvis sent waves of pleasure through me, the sensation almost too much with how sensitive I still was.

Intense didn’t even begin to cover it.

But it was wonderful.

Much sooner than I would have expected after cumming so hard, I felt that familiar, mounting tension building again. Emily sensed it—of course she did—and without missing a beat, she tightened around me, her inner muscles clenching and pulsing as she picked up the pace.

That did it.

The pressure inside me snapped, and I exploded, my cock throbbing as another orgasm tore through me. Emily kept going, riding me through it, milking every last drop from me, not stopping until my balls were thoroughly drained and my cock was spent, softening inside her.

It wasn’t quite the mind-blowing, earth-shattering release that her earlier blowjob had given me—but on a scale of one to ten?

It was still a 9.9.

e just cuddled for a while, and I drifted off again, my body and mind utterly drained. The ordeal that had started on Friday night—no, really it had started over a week earlier—had left me completely spent. It was a level of exhaustion that went beyond just the physical.

When we finally woke, we took a shower together, playfully touching and teasing, but it didn’t escalate beyond that. No more cumming. Not after everything that had already happened.

Dinner was light and quiet, a comfortable sort of stillness between us. By the time we went to bed, there was a different energy in the air—something softer, more intimate. I licked Emily to a serious orgasm while she sucked and toyed with my cock, just enough to keep me aching, but not enough to finish me off. She had made it clear—she wanted real lovemaking tonight. Not the wild, animalistic sex of earlier, but something slow, tender, and deeply intimate.

And that was exactly what we shared.

Afterward, as we lay tangled in each other, warm and satisfied, we finally talked about what had happened.

She asked if it had been what I wanted.

I admitted that she had been right—it was exactly what I had asked for. But it had turned out to be far more than I had expected or even wanted in the end. I acknowledged that she hadn’t gone beyond the fantasy I had described, but I also admitted that I never could have anticipated how intense it would be.

We both laughed when we recalled just how explosive my final release had been. Neither of us had ever seen anything like it.

Emily confessed that she had enjoyed it far more than she had ever dreamed.

Then she asked the question I hadn’t quite been ready for.

"Are you sorry we did it?"

I had to think about that one. But after a moment of reflection, I told her no. Because if we hadn’t done it, I would have always wondered.

Her next question made me pause even longer.

"Do you think you’d ever want to repeat it?"

I stared at the ceiling, considering that one carefully. The sheer ordeal of it was still too fresh, too raw.

Finally, I answered. "Maybe someday I might consider it… but no time soon, that’s for sure."

Emily just smiled knowingly.

Our conversation wrapped up with her asking if she got to choose the next fantasy we acted out. Of course, I said yes—that had been our original deal. We would alternate choosing, and this time, it was her turn.

At that point, we kissed, hugged, and snuggled down, ready for sleep.

I was just nodding off when Emily leaned in close, her lips brushing my ear as she whispered, "James… what if my fantasy was to repeat this weekend?"

I groaned in response, making her giggle.

But beneath the exhaustion, beneath the overwhelming knowledge of what that would mean… I felt a small, unmistakable twitch in my crotch.

The End.
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Power: Taken

Power. It's just a five-letter word. A simple concept on the surface. But the deeper you dig, the harder it gets to define. And the more you struggle to hold onto it, the more it starts to slide through your fingers.

Well, that’s how I felt as I sat next to Becky, my pretty, much younger new girlfriend. Now I know what you're thinking: a thirty-something-year-old man, sitting on the sofa with his 20-year-old girlfriend playing with his cock, can't exactly complain. And normally, I'd say you're right.

But I wasn't just sitting there with her playing with my cock. No, I was sitting there as she dragged every detail of my wife's affair out of me. Every brutal, embarrassing detail. How I knew what she was doing. How I used to go down on her after she did it. How I just couldn't say stop.

It's like every time Becky made me cum, she took another small part of that power. As she pushed my face down between her legs, telling me to clean up the mess I'd just made while I told her how I used to do this to my wife while she was cheating on me, I don't know what happened.

But I didn’t fight. I didn’t struggle. I just let the embarrassment wash over me, letting that power slide through my fingers as I surrendered all of it to Becky.

Power: Reversed

No one who knew me would ever believe this. In fact, sometimes, I struggle to believe this is even happening.

Between 6 am and 8 pm, you'll only ever see me as the powerful, dominant alpha male, the CEO of a multimillion-dollar company, someone with a reputation that precedes me.

And at 9.30, you might find me on my knees on my penthouse balcony, with my wife bent over in front of me as she tells me to kneel and lick her ass.

Or at weekends, you'd probably walk in to find me sat on the chair, my cock locked away in that plastic cage Victoria loves so much, as she makes me watch a younger guy with a bigger cock pound her senseless.

It wasn't always this way. But there was a day when the Power Reversed.
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