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His name is Adam.

He stands at six feet and two inches, and weighs in at around one hundred and seventy pounds, give or take: a perfectly-proportioned swimmer’s build. The fact is hardly surprising. He swam regularly at university, an American college that goes some way to explaining the faint twang that dovetails so neatly with the faint Scandinavian accent he has had since birth. His college days are several years in the past, now, but the body has remained. He could easily be anywhere from his early twenties to his early thirties – the gift of good genetics and better cheekbones – but his actual age is a solid twenty-six. Birthdate, March 13th. Pisces.

I know all this, because I am the one who found him – and for my Mistress, I’m nothing if not thorough.

Adam isn’t the first man she’s made me track down for her, but that fact hasn’t made it any easier. The first two men I had found on Craigslist had lied on their profile: the first about his age – far closer to forty than thirty, if the grey in his hair and the wrinkles around his eyes were anything to go by – and the second about his height.  She had fucked them anyway, of course, but just once each, as though testing them out. After that, they had been summarily dismissed, and I had been bent over her knee until my ass felt as though I might never be able to sit down again. ‘That’s what you get for not doing your research,’ she had said once she was finished and I had been sent to kneel in the corner. ‘Next time, be better.’

She is looking for a long term prospect, not a one night stand. She wants our two to become a three, and permanently.

But who can blame her? It’s not that she’s not satisfied with my performance – she has made that clear a thousand times, even though I can’t help but notice the slight roll of her eyes that creeps out whenever she finds my performance falling just short of acceptable when it comes to whatever task she has set me – but there are things that she needs, and things I can’t do for her.

‘Sometimes,’ she said to me as I knelt in front of her one Sunday morning, my head by her feet as she had trained me to wait until I was needed, ‘sometimes I just need a really good, hard fucking, you know?’

I nodded my head, but with my eyes down it was difficult to tell whether or not she noticed. She didn’t need to see, of course; my agreement is a given.

We’d talked about cuckolding before, but it was always more of a fantasy threat than a reality – a stick she used to keep me in line, but not something I ever thought would come to anything. As I felt her fingers loop into my collar and pull my head up from the floor, I was convinced this was just another one of those times. One look into her eyes told me just how wrong I was. ‘This is going to happen,’ she said softly, her voice firm but tender. ‘I know you aren’t going to like it, but it’s something I’ve been thinking about for a long time. I need someone to fuck me the way I deserve to be fucked, and you’re going to find him for me. It’s as simple as that.’ My mouth flapped open in shock, but she pressed a finger to my lips before I could utter a single word. ‘No,’ she said. ‘Don’t speak. Don’t argue. This is an order. You can agree, or you can leave – but if you want to stay in my service, this is part of the deal. Those are your only options. Choose.’

I felt my face burning red from the humiliation of what she had suggested. Surely, she didn’t actually expect me to pick out a man for her to fuck? I didn’t even have the first clue of how to go about doing something like that, let alone any desire to have some other man added to our relationship.

But what choice did I have? She wanted it, and I wanted her to be happy. I felt my body nodding again, seemingly of its own accord; that time, I was sure she saw me. ‘Good boy,’ she said with a smile, and I knew I had made the right decision.

It’s that decision, that momentary nod of the head, that has brought me to this hotel bar on a Friday night. She is waiting upstairs for me – well, no; she is waiting upstairs for him, if he meets my approval, and to punish me if he doesn’t – and by now she is probably preparing everything she needs for a night of pleasure for both of them. The first meeting is always in a hotel, and involves me kneeling in the corner and watching them in silence as they fuck, effectively out of the way until my clean up services are needed, but if we ever get to the stage where Mistress invites a man home I’m under no illusions that I’ll be properly restrained. The dog cage that Mistress keeps in the corner of my bedroom to sleep in has been turned around at some point in the last month, as though to give it a better view of the bed, and nothing happens in our household without good reason.

She will want me to watch, to make me suffer.

But all of that comes later. It’s the best case scenario, if my ass isn’t to be a bright crimson within the hour. Before that, however, he has to pass the interview. As bad as it will be for me if I don’t bring him up with me, if I bring her someone unsuitable she’ll see to it that my punishment is a thousand times worse.

I spot him and sigh. It starts.

Our last conversations have been limited to phone and email, but I have trouble picking Adam out from the picture he sent me. He’s sitting at the bar nursing a beer, and not for the first time I feel intimidated by his presence. I approach him the way a gazelle would a lion or a lamb would a wolf: cautious, careful, filled with the knowledge that I am in the presence of a creature greater and more dangerous than myself.

As I sit by him, it’s impossible not to notice the smirk that crosses his face. He knows who I am – more importantly, he knows what I am – and there is no way it causes him any consternation. Does he not realise that I am the last barrier between himself and my Mistress’s delicious pussy? Of course he does. He knows that fact as well as I do: it’s just that he doesn’t care. His confidence will carry him through. It’s an incontrovertible truth for him, and I envy that surety, that self-esteem.

I sit two stools away from him, and wait for him to acknowledge me.

He really is shockingly attractive; the pictures he sent didn’t do him justice. He looks as though he was sculpted from marble. His cheekbones have all the definition of a model – in fact, everything about him seems as though it could just as easily fit onto a catwalk as a hotel bar. Even the suit he’s wearing is perfectly crisp, and fits as though he was sewn into it. It’s by an expensive designer, of course, but he’s not so gauche as to be obvious about the fact.

Effortless. That’s the word. Everything about Adam seems to happen without him even trying.

Seconds tick by, ebbing away into minutes, and I find myself growing anxious. Mistress will be expecting me – him, even – shortly, and if I don’t deliver… well, the night is still young enough for her to make sure I suffer.

It’s time to break the silence. ‘Excuse me,’ I say, reaching out a hand to tap him on the shoulder, but he turns to me and one look of his eyes stops me in my tracks before my fingers even make contact.

‘No,’ he says. It’s not a harsh word, but it is firm: it’s a word that expects obedience, even from someone who is a total stranger. It gets what it wants. I pull back and he goes back to his drink.

‘No?’ I repeat. The word sounds weaker coming from my lips.

‘I’m not ready for you yet. We said eight.’ He casts his eyes over at the clock. We’re still two minutes away.

I return to my seat, stunned. It was so easy for him to talk to me like that – so easy for him to impose his will on me. He did it the way a man might swat away a fly.

The barman smirks to himself. I wonder if he knows what’s going on. I bet he sees so many things over the course of an evening that this barely registers – but one look at his face makes it clear. He knows why I’m here, and he knows what will be happening upstairs.

Maybe Adam told him. Maybe he didn’t need to. Perhaps the look is written right across my face.

Adam takes a final sip of his beer, and sets the empty bottle down in front of him. ‘There,’ he says. ‘Eight o’clock. Now we can talk.’

Except suddenly I’m mute, incapable of forming the words I know I need to drive the evening on to its inevitable conclusion. It’s his tone that does it: he is running the show already, and we both know it. Perhaps I could have started the evening on a more equal footing and saved the power play for the bedroom, but that chance flew away the second he hushed me and I listened.

‘Well?’ he says. ‘What are you waiting for? You said I’m here for an interview, so start asking your questions.’ Adam sighs, already exasperated with me. It’s his interview, so why do I feel like I’m the one struggling to make a good first impression? ‘Let me save us both some time,’ he says. ‘Yes, I’m straight. Yes, I’ve seen the photo of your wife, and yes, I want to fuck her.’ He savours that word; I cringe hearing him be so blasé about an experience I haven’t had in months, before he continues. ‘Yes, I know you’ll be in the room and available for my use if I choose to – but frankly, based on what I know of your wife so far, I think she’ll more than be able to take care of me. Is that all?’

I nod. He’s covered all of my questions except one – the one I don’t want to ask.

‘Something wrong?’ he says. ‘I mean, besides the obvious.’

‘What do I…?’ The question dies away in my throat; asking it means admitting I am really doing this, that I have accepted him into a position of authority over me.

‘Speak up. Don’t stutter. Say what you mean.’

‘What do I call you?’

He smiles at that. It’s a cruel smile, one that can only come from someone revelling in newfound power. Decisions, decisions, I can almost hear him thinking.

‘Sir,’ he says at last. ‘Simple. Respectful. Shows you know your place. Definitely Sir.’

‘OK,’ I say. ‘I mean, yes, Sir.’

‘Better.’ He stands up, pushes the bottle away, and gives a nod of thanks to the bartender. Now there’s no doubt that he’s listening in; the disbelieving smile plastered across his face is a dead giveaway. Even Mistress has never been so open about my status, and she loves to watch me squirm.

‘She told you to do as you were told, right?’ Adam asks.

I nod. ‘Yes, Sir,’ I say. ‘Once I’d vetted you.’

‘And I guess it’s safe to say that I passed your little test, then?’

‘Yes, Sir.’

‘So what would you do if I told you to get on your knees and kiss my feet right here?’

The way he looks at me is cold and impassive. The tone of his voice says it’s a hypothetical, but the ice in his eyes says that it’s a distinct possibility.

‘I’d do it, Sir.’ My voice cracks as I look down at his shoes: black patent leather, impossibly neat, effortlessly classy. Can he really want that? Would he really want the scene of me dropping to my knees and pressing my lips against them, just to prove that he could make me do it? I think yes. Adam – Sir, I correct myself – seems to thrive on attention.

‘Louder.’

‘Yes, Sir,’ I say. It’s a struggle to get my voice above a whisper, but I know he’ll make me pay if he’s not satisfied – or if not directly, then he’ll be sure to tell Mistress and she’ll make me suffer even more.

‘Relax,’ he says, making no effort to keep his voice low. ‘There’s no need to be ashamed at calling me Sir. Maybe people will just think I’m your boss, rather than a stranger who’s just about to fuck your wife in front of you.’

By the time we leave, every set of eyes in the bar is on us: the tall, blonde Adonis leading the way, followed quickly by his newest plaything.

Adam is the one who unlocks the door. He clicks his fingers at me expectantly until I hand over the small plastic rectangle that will allow him entry, and I fumble it into his waiting hand. He has no such hesitation.

The door swings open, and I immediately get into position. I know it well by now: it has been drilled into me time and time again. Whenever I enter a room in which my Mistress is already waiting, I am to kneel silently out of the way until she indicates that I am to be of use.

Today, there is little chance of that. She has other things to attend to.

‘You must be Adam,’ she says, standing up and walking towards us as he closes the door behind him. It’s just the three of us now: no entry or exit until what is about to happen has come to pass. She gives him a continental kiss on the cheek as he bends down to accommodate her. At five foot four, Mistress is dwarfed by his presence – but then again, only a fool would assume her height was any reflection of her personality. Making men bend to her in one way or another is her raison d'être.

He nods. ‘That’s me. And you’re Sarah, right?’

‘To you, yes.’ She looks across at me, and even from the other side of the room I can see the look of casual disdain on her face. ‘I’m guessing he told you what I’m looking for?’

Another nod. ‘Yes,’ he says. ‘Although I admit, I wasn’t expecting someone quite so beautiful. Your photograph didn’t do you justice.’

For the first time in what may very well be forever, I detect a note of pink spreading across Mistress’s cheeks. Is it… could it be? Is she blushing? The idea seems preposterous. Mistress doesn’t blush. Mistress never loses control of her self – for me, that is. For Adam, it seems, the rules have changed.

‘Just let me clarify something,’ he says. ‘He’s your husband?’

‘Legally.’

‘And your slave?’

‘In every other respect,’ she smiles. ‘I know it’s not exactly conventional, but it’s how we work. He loves it. Don’t you, boy?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ I mumble. Adam is looking at me as though I’m the sorriest animal in the zoo: an object of pity, beaten and broken until I would agree to anything – but then suddenly his expression changes, like the scales are falling from his eyes and he is seeing what I really am for the first time. In that moment of clarity it’s as though he grasps my position in life, and that while he is as yet a fleeting part of it, my submission to Mistress is history and future and present all rolled into one.

‘So he does whatever you say?’ he asks her.

‘Without question,’ she says. ‘At least, if he knows what’s good for him. I own him, mind and body and soul. Isn’t that right?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ I say again. It’s harder under his disbelieving gaze, but the punishment for disobedience – especially in front of a stranger – will be severe. I know what she wants me to say.

The truth, and nothing but.

She reaches into our suitcase, packed with toys and equipment rather than clothes – even though we are in the hotel for just one night, it’s impossible for her to say just what might be needed, and so everything we could carry has been brought with us – and removes a collar: mine. Despite the humiliation of it all, I crave the security that being locked in will provide. I might be a toy and nothing more, but at least I am her toy. She has chosen me, and that is enough to help me weather the storm of embarrassment I know will make up the rest of the night.

‘Maybe you’d like to do the honours?’ she asks. ‘He might like that.’

Sir grins. ‘I bet he would,’ he says. ‘He even offered to kiss my feet down in the bar. Quite the little slut you’ve got trained, here.’

They’re talking about me as though I’m not there, as though I’m merely decoration – because of course, for them I am. I have served my main purpose for the evening. Now I’m the side-dish to their main course.

He takes the collar from her hand and walks towards me. I can see her snicker as he examines the strip of leather. ‘Pink?’ he says to her. ‘Really?’

She nods. ‘He picked it himself. It was the last decision I let him make.’

‘Oh really?’ He turns to me, wraps it around my neck and pulls tight. Instinctively, he finds the usual hole and fastens it; there’s no gap between where skin ends and leather begins. Normally, being collared feels like coming home… but not today. Now, it’s just another humiliation – another way of showing me my place.

‘And why would you want a pink collar, eh?’

It takes me a second to realise that he’s talking to me.

‘Tell him, slave,’ Mistress says, unable to stop the smile crossing her face.

There’s no point in fighting it, but that doesn’t make it any easier. ‘Because I’m not a real man,’ I say softly.

Mistress laughs. ‘You can say that again,’ she says. ‘That’s why you’re here, Adam. This little thing isn’t enough to keep me satisfied.’

Sir hasn’t taken his eyes off me. He’s not laughing, but the look he’s giving me has no warmth in it. ‘I bet,’ he says.

‘Prove it, slave,’ she says. ‘Show him exactly why I need him. Prove how worthless to me you really are.’

I know exactly what she’s talking about. It was always going to happen, in the long term, but I’d hoped for maybe a few more minutes of grace. I begin to take my clothes off, one item at a time, unable to stop the blush from spreading out across my face. Shirt, and then trousers – and finally, he can see just what I was hiding beneath them.

The bright pink of the panties stands out against the minimalist black-and-white of the room. They’re the focal point, drawing the eye and impossible to ignore. My face is almost as bright.

‘I see what you mean,’ Sir says. ‘He really does seem to like pink. Must be like living with a little girl some days.’

‘Further,’ she says to me. ‘Take them off.’

I slip them over my thighs, trying my best to keep my cock from his sight, but it’s inevitable; there’s no way I can hide it forever.

He laughs as it comes into view. ‘Well, well,’ he says. ‘I figured you were pathetic, but this is a whole new low.’

The cock is averagely-sized, or perhaps slightly below, but that’s not what he’s laughing at. The true focus of his derision is the steel cage that has been locked around it since the day Mistress and I got married: the day she truly claimed me as her property. It has been removed from time to time, for various reasons, but never for long – and certainly not long enough for me to forget what I am and where I belong.

She plays idly with the key that lives on a chain around her neck – she likes to keep the option of my freedom close, even if she never uses it – and waits for him to adjust to this new information.

‘There,’ Mistress says. ‘His secret. His pathetic little cock is too small to please me, so I keep it nice and locked up. If I don’t get any pleasure, why should he?’

Sir’s eyes are fixated on it, as though he can’t quite believe that any man – any real man – would let his wife do such a thing. For a second I find myself hoping that maybe it will all prove to be too much for him, that Mistress’s demands on me are more than he can wrap his mind around, but instead he turns away and walks towards her.

‘I’ve heard enough about him,’ he says. ‘I’m not here for your slave. I’m here for you.’

He kisses her, and she doesn’t protest. There’s hunger in his eyes, but no nervousness; he’s the conquering hero, not the cautious explorer. His lips touch hers and his arms wrap around her body, and I watch as she gives herself over to him, drinking in his enthusiasm. 

They’re putting on a show, and it’s for my benefit. That much is clear from their moans, and the theatrical way they remove items of each other’s clothing, dropping them onto the floor one by one. Soon they’re down to their underwear, Sir in tight black boxer shorts and Mistress in an expensive lingerie set that she insisted I buy for this special occasion. She’s rubbing his bulge through the material, knowing that I won’t be able to keep my eyes off it.

‘You like that, you little slut?’ she says as she works her hand across it. Sir smiles at me, enjoying her touch – finding it far sweeter knowing the discomfort I’m facing. I do like it, but I can’t tell why: it’s intensely humiliating, but watching her with another man never fails to make me as hard as I can possibly get inside my little cage. With Adam, though, the whole situation is even more crushing than usual. It’s not just his body, although his toned musculature and smooth skin make him look more like something out of a fashion magazine than the kind of man who could walk with the rest of us mere mortals. There’s just something about his confidence, and the way he has adapted to the situation. Of course Mistress is playing with his cock. Of course I would rather see him fuck her than fuck her myself, even if she’d let me.

It’s the natural order of things. Some men are meant to lead, and others to follow. Some men – if you can even call them men – are meant to grovel. With Adam around, there is no way I could possibly forget my place.

‘Yes Mistress,’ I say. I like it very much, but the feeling of jealousy I have at the ease with which she gives him things that I would have to serve and slave for weeks to get even a hint of is unlike anything I’ve ever experienced before.

She slips her fingers inside the elasticated waistband and suddenly pulls him free. He’s a full eight inches and almost completely erect, cut, pubic hair neatly trimmed.

His cock is beautiful. Perfect. Flawless. I can’t help but compare it to my own, shrivelled from disuse and jammed into a tight steel tube, and the comparison is not a flattering one.

‘My, my,’ Mistress says, almost to herself. I don’t even think she was expecting it to be quite so pleasing; it’s a small consolation, but later on I may be rewarded for tracking down such a suitable candidate. The fact is a bitter little pill when I consider what I know is coming next.

She lowers her lips to it and takes the head into her mouth, and I feel another pang of jealousy. How long has it been since I felt Mistress’s lips around my own cock? Months? Years? Too long for me to remember accurately, that much is for sure – and yet here she is, sucking at the cock of an almost total stranger as though it’s something she has needed all her life.

I have watched her play with other men before, of course, but those times it was different. Before, with the two previous men she had asked me to find for her, she had already shown that she was dissatisfied. I had thought it was bad enough when she used them to punish me, making me watch as my beloved Mistress debased herself in worship at these unsuitable men, but this is so much worse.

Now, it’s not a punishment. Now, she’s doing it entirely for her own pleasure.

She barely even notices I’m there.

Only Adam watches me, a smug grin on his face. This is what you could have, it seems to say. This is what your life could be, if only you weren’t such a pathetic excuse for a man.

His eyes don’t leave mine until they begin to roll up into his head in ecstasy – but Mistress is far from finished. The night will not end in a blowjob, that much is for sure. She has other plans for him.

She pulls her head off his cock, clicks her fingers and points to the floor next to them. ‘Here,’ she barks, that one syllable my call to action. It’s only once I’m kneeling that she reaches into her purse and pulls out a small black square of foil: the unmistakeable shape of a condom wrapper.

It is time. I’m not sure I can take it, but I know I can’t leave. This will happen no matter what I do. Mistress demands it, and I must obey.

‘I think it’s time Adam here saw your party trick,’ she says, and I feel my heart drop into the pit of my stomach. I had thought that was just for us – but no, of course not. Of course it was for the benefit of someone else. ‘You’ve been practicing as I instructed, haven’t you?’

She knows I have. She was been there with me every step of the way, every inch of rubber down my throat. She has insisted on it.

‘Party trick?’ Sir says, incapable of hiding the look of curiosity on his face. Perhaps there is something left that can surprise him.

Mistress nods. ‘Oh, my little slut is very good, I can assure you. It’s positively mind-blowing. It feels like nothing else in the world.’

Exaggeration, naturally: Mistress can’t possibly have felt anything but the rush of power as I sucked on her strap on. Adam, though… yes, he’ll feel something quite different.

And so, I am sure, will I.

She hands me the black package and I tear it open, noting the size – of course – is magnum, designed for only the most genetically gifted of men. I place the circle of rubber between my pursed lips, balancing it gently in position, breathing through my nose so as not to disturb it. Mistress gives me a slight nod of the head, and I move forward. Sir is looking down at me, still more amused than anything else, but his magnificent cock is just inches away from my face.

I move forward, and he doesn’t retreat, doesn’t make any effort to move away even though I would pay him every single penny I have to save me from this humiliation. Closer, then, moment by agonising moment until the rubber is pressed against his tip. Without it there it would be a kiss, no doubt about it: the first in an act of worship, regardless of the fact that the blush currently burning its way across my face is not the mark of an eager supplicant.

I can leave, I think. This is all too much. I can stand up, remove the collar, and walk.

But I don’t.

I slide my lips down the length of Sir’s cock in one smooth motion, just as Mistress taught me. The goal is to roll it from head to hilt in one turn without gagging, but his cock is so huge that I can’t manage to get the condom more than two thirds of the way down before it hits the back of my throat and I’m forced to stop. His cock is warm in my mouth, and I can feel the raw power in it.

My first blowjob.

I’ve never done this with a real penis before: all of my practice sessions were on Mistress’s rubber cock. I had just about got used to that. In fact, but for the fact that they’re roughly the same size and shape, the two experiences couldn’t be more different. The strap on is an act of performance, a pantomime for her amusement. Even at its worst, it’s only a mimicry of the real thing, but this…well, this is flesh and blood. I can feel his pulse as I take him into my mouth, and it’s only the thin layer of rubber that prevents my tongue from resting on the skin of his cock.

This is real. Fact. Visceral. Unavoidable.

‘I think he likes it,’ I hear Mistress purr. ‘Maybe next time I’ll let him suck you hard instead of me.’

Next time.

The words echo around my skull, but they’re less of a surprise than they should be. Of course there will be a next time. Mistress has been looking for a long-term play partner for weeks, and it seems the two of them have just clicked. Their cruelties mesh together in perfect unison, just as their bodies press tight against each other on the bed. There can be no doubt that my Mistress has found her true other half, and I will forever be relegated to my position on the floor. There is no way for me to convince her now, no way to show her that I can be the man she married. Compared to Adam, I will always be a poor substitute. I belong here, grovelling at their feet.

It’s what I was made for.

She rolls the condom down his cock the rest of the way, wrapping her hand around his manhood for longer than is strictly necessary. A look of blissful anticipation is topped off by a coy little bite of her lip. It’s almost as though she can’t believe this magnificent specimen is all for her.

‘So what happens to him?’ Sir says, breaking her out of her daydream. ‘Do you pack him off to another room, or what?’

Please, I think. Please spare me from this. I don’t know if I can take it.

My prayers are unanswered. ‘No,’ she says. ‘I want him to watch. I want him to see everything. Maybe he’ll pick up a few tricks.’

Sir smiles at that – a confident smile that implies both that I desperately have things to learn and that he’s eager to be the one to teach me. As Mistress holds a leash out to him, he weighs the chain in his hands, testing its strength. I know the leash well: once it’s on, I’m going nowhere.

Sir yanks my collar forward roughly and attaches the hook to the D-ring in front, before handing the other end of the chain off to Mistress, still on her back on the bed. She wraps it around her hand once, twice, three times, until there’s less than two feet of slack. I am going nowhere – the very definition of a captive audience.

Mistress spreads her legs, her smooth pussy enticing him towards her in an invitation no man could ever resist. Her eyes are on me as he presses himself against her entrance, and I get to see her face explode in agony and ecstasy as he thrusts into her in one smooth stroke. Her eyes roll back into her head, the joy of penetration by his cock – a real man’s cock, not the worthless maggot she keeps under lock and key – more than she can bear.

This is what she wanted me to see. Her point is made without words, without gestures, without anything but the unmistakeable look of pleasure that crosses her face. This is why I have to do this, it says. This is what you could never give me.

I hate that, and hate Sir for taking the place that part of me still attempts to believe should be mine, but at the same time I am almost thankful for him. Mistress deserves pleasure. She deserves more than I can give her.

She deserves more than me.

I wonder if these thoughts are crossing her mind too, but I doubt it: her thoughts are elsewhere, lost under the buffeting waves of his ardour as he thrusts into her again and again. Her body tenses up involuntarily at the sheer force of it all, but it doesn’t take long for her to relax and accommodate his massive girth. Soon she’s pushing back against him, wrapping her legs around his hips and pulling him into her in a way that says she may never be willing to let him go.

I turn my eyes to the floor until I feel a sharp tug on the leash that takes my breath away. ‘Don’t you fucking turn away from me, slave,’ she says, her voice ragged with lust. ‘Thank us for allowing you to watch what a real fuck looks like.’

‘Thank you, Mistress,’ I mumble, but another angry tug comes hot on the heels of the first, hard enough for me to almost lose my balance.

‘Not me,’ she hisses in between his thrusts. ‘I didn’t say me. I said to thank us. Thank your new Master.’

My mouth is like cotton now, all of the moisture I built up from sucking his cock suddenly feeling as though it has turned to ash in my throat. ‘Thank you,’ I say, but no matter how hard I try and no matter how strict the punishment for failure will be, I can’t force the word she wants out from between my lips. When it finally emerges, after seconds that feel like eternities, it’s with all the force of a bullet from a gun.

‘Master.’

It hangs in the air as a final mark of my shame.

She moans. ‘Good boy,’ she says. ‘Good boy. Good… good…’

She comes with his cock inside her but my name on her lips. I take some small comfort in that, but it’s soon snatched away as I see his body begin to buck and thrust as his own orgasm overtakes him. It’s on his own time, at his own speed, with my Mistress clenching tight around his cock – not for him the need to ask for permission.

‘Fuck,’ he gasps, and for the first time that night I see him lose control. ‘Fuck,’ he says again, before lowering his body onto hers and kissing her. It’s not the kiss of a comparative stranger, but of an intimate.

A lover.

The leash goes slack as they recover in each other’s arms, and I am ignored again. He pulls out from her, his cock magnificent even limp and swaddled in rubber, and they find themselves in their own little world of post-coital bliss. Nothing else matters to them, not now – especially not me.

But it doesn’t last. The relative calm can only go one of two ways. As I see her slip the rubber from his dick with an evil glint in her eye, I can’t help but think that maybe there are better options than to be noticed – that perhaps there is safety in not being the centre of her attention.

The thought lasts only as long as it takes her to bark my next order.

‘Open wide, slut,’ she says.

I do.

His come is warm as it splashes against my tongue, but even though the taste is sweeter than my own the fact that it is my first time swallowing the come of a man other than myself makes it bitter beyond belief. Still, I swallow every drop that is provided to me – less than half of his load, as it turns out, although it’s easily more than double anything I’ve ever produced. The rest of it is drizzled all over my face, perhaps by accident but more likely on purpose.

‘There we go,’ she says as she stuffs the rubber in my mouth. If I had thought it was embarrassing the first time, this is at a whole new level. ‘Now if you’re very lucky, maybe the next time your Master leaves his mark on your face it’ll be direct from the source. You’d like that, wouldn’t you?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ I say, doing my best not to gag on either the condom in my mouth or the words on my tongue. ‘Very much.’

‘Good boy.’

The words don’t come from her – not this time. They’re the first words he has spoken in a long while, but he knows his lines perfectly. They’re just what Mistress would have wanted him to say.

That cements things, more than anything else. The collar, the leash, even the humiliation of wearing his come all pale in comparison to those two little words, and the fact that Mistress makes no effort to correct him.

My life will now be spent in service to two, pleasing them both and never asking for anything in return. My mouth will learn the contours of his cock as well as it knows the folds of her pussy. My ass will take its beatings from the flat of his hand as well as from her crop. My orgasms, rare as they are, will now be for the amusement of a larger audience.

I am no longer her slave, but theirs.

‘Thank you, Master,’ I say.


Want more?
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