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Morning Service


My alarm is set for seven, as it always is.

Mistress will not be awake yet, but that does not mean there is not work to be done, and I am the only one to do it. For a while now, she has threatened to bring in a new slave – a girl, she says; someone she can actually use – but as yet she hasn’t found the right candidate, and so all of the chores fall to me.

But first, I have to prepare myself.

I sleep naked, according to her instructions. The only things that adorn my body are my collar – a solid steel ring that hasn’t been unlocked, let alone taken off, in months – and the chastity device she has locked around my cock and balls. She wears the keys to both on a delicate silver chain around her neck. It is designed to tease me, to make it clear that my freedom is always just one quick decision away.

She has never acknowledged the keys in my presence. If I didn’t know better, I’d say she might even have forgotten about them.

I shower and shave, ensuring that my body is entirely hairless for her. My pubic hair is dealt with on a weekly schedule in her presence, with the cage immediately being refitted to her satisfaction, but everything else must be maintained on a day-by-day basis. She expects nothing less than perfect smoothness.

My body prepared to her standards, I put on my outfit. She selects it every night, the way she wants to wake up to me serving her. Usually, it’s something embarrassing, designed to highlight my inadequacy in front of her. Earlier in the week, it was nothing more than a leather harness, buckled tight; yesterday, a satin maid’s outfit, complete with stockings. When she saw that, in my haste to make her breakfast, I hadn’t perfectly aligned the seams, she bent me over her knee and gave me enough swats with her favourite paddle that I can still feel the burn across my buttocks.

Today, though, my ‘outfit’ is simple: a leather hood, and a leash. I check to make sure there is nothing I’ve forgotten – God forbid she leaves me something and I don’t notice it; the punishment would be severe beyond words – before I slip it over my head and fasten the laces tight. The eyeholes and space for my mouth have been left open, thankfully, but as I lift it up I see what else she has left for me.

Underneath the hood rests a small silver padlock, unfastened. There is no trace of the key.

What she wants is obvious, even without specific instructions. I reach around behind my head and thread the loop of the padlock through the two small holes in the base of the hood, sewn especially for this purpose. As I click it closed, I give it a quick pull. It has locked tightly: the hood isn’t coming off until it’s what she wants.

I wonder if the key has joined its sisters on the chain around her neck.

Too late to worry about that now.

I clip the leash onto the sturdy D-ring at the front of my collar and let it fall down against my chest as I stand up, ready to start the day. I hold it in my hand as I head into the kitchen, desperate to ensure that it doesn’t make a noise. If I wake her before she is ready, there will be hell to pay.

I boil a kettle and scoop some coffee into Mistress’s beloved French press. A large part of my early training was devoted to making sure I could get her morning brew exactly the way she demanded it, and – modesty aside – I like to think that I surpass her expectations. I know exactly how long to leave it, exactly how much coffee to add, exactly which grounds are most pleasing to her taste buds.

I take it seriously, because it is the first act of devotion I am able to provide every morning. Kissing her feet or sorting her laundry or doing one of the myriad other little gestures tends to come down to her various whims and the way she is feeling on any given day, but the ritual of the morning coffee is a constant.

And I aim to please.

Once the cafetière is loaded, I take my opportunity to look around the room. There are clothes strewn everywhere, and not just hers. Stockings are draped over one of the stools in the breakfast nook, and under them is the one thing I had hoped that I wouldn’t see.

A man’s shirt.

It’s rumpled, certainly, but it’s not difficult to see that it’s expensive material, and well-tailored at that. Whoever it belongs to has exceptional taste, and the money to back it up.

And unless he’s wandering the streets half-naked, he’s still in the house.

A further look around confirms it. A pair of trousers – half of a suit that would cost more than I earned in three months, even back when I was allowed a career of my own – has been roughly stuffed into a pile on the other stool, and by the door a pair of black Italian loafers wait for their owner to return.

I take another mug and place it on the tray next to Mistress’s own. She has made the rules clear to me time and time again: when she has guests, no matter who they might be, I am to treat them with exactly the same respect I show to her – or else. That means greeting them correctly, providing them with any assistance they might need, and ensuring that I don’t cause her any embarrassment.

Misdemeanours in front of guests have a triple penalty attached to them, and my ass is still burning from yesterday: I don’t think I could take another round.

I place the cafetière onto the tray at last, satisfied that it has percolated long enough to be satisfactory, and walk with soft, gentle steps through into Mistress’s bedroom. Sure enough, there are two shapes under the sheets: one, the unmistakeable curves of my Mistress’s body, but the other unfamiliar.

I am sure I will be introduced to him soon enough.

For now, though, I set the tray down on the bedside table and wait silently, kneeling in the corner with the cool chain of the leash held between my teeth, hands behind my back. This is how she has taught me to be at rest when she doesn’t have a particular use for me. It shows my readiness, my eagerness to please at all times.

I find myself looking around the room. There are clothes scattered, but no toys: whatever the tastes of the man she has decided to honour with a guest-pass to her bed, she has kept it relatively vanilla. I can, however, count two – no, make that three – condom wrappers scattered along the floor.

It was a busy night for her, it seems. It’s no wonder she’s still asleep.

I wonder how much longer she will spend dozing: normally, our schedules sync up fairly neatly (by her design and instruction), but if she has worn herself out then the coffee may go cold before she has a chance to enjoy it. In that case, it will be my job to go back to the kitchen and remake it from scratch, just the way she likes it. One morning last month, it took three attempts before she woke up; for the coffee I wasted in not knowing when she was going to be awake, I spent a week sleeping on the floor and I had my orgasm privileges revoked indefinitely. She began to feel sorry for me after three weeks or so, but it’s not an experience I would like to have to repeat.

Thankfully, I do not have to. It isn’t long before I see her stirring and stretching. She lets out a satisfied yawn, and then her eyes fall on me.

‘Here,’ she says, and nothing more: nothing else is needed. It’s a one-word confirmation that she has looked me over and found my current state to be acceptable to her; if she didn’t, I would have already known I was about to be punished.

I am safe, for now.

I drop to all fours from my kneeling position and crawl to her, presenting the leash in my mouth. She takes it and gives it a quick tug, checking that is secure, and then roughly pushes my head forward in order to make sure that the padlock – and the hood – are fastened properly. Once she is satisfied, she slides her feet out of the bed.

‘Now greet me the way you’re supposed to,’ she says.

I don’t need to be told twice. Immediately, instinctively, I press my lips to the top of her foot, kissing gently. It’s her preferred method for me to greet her in the morning, or when she gets home from time spent outside the house. There’s something about the act of submission that appeals to her on a base level. It sets her up for the day, to know that no matter what else happens I will be here, beneath her, always waiting for the opportunity to lower myself for her amusement.

I don’t know if she realises that I don’t view it as an act of humiliation. It’s an honour to be given permission to kiss her feet. Some days, that is the only contact with her glorious body I am allowed, and I savour every second of it.

Once she is satisfied, she shifts, presenting her other foot to me. I kiss that too, relishing the opportunity to smell her, taste her, feel her skin against mine – and then, as every morning, I feel a twinge of disappointment as she pulls it away from my lips.

She has taken what she wants from me.

Instead, she turns to the coffee, smells it, and smiles. ‘Good boy,’ she says without looking at me, and so she doesn’t catch the smile of satisfaction that crosses my face.

With two cups freshly poured, she turns to the mass in the bed next to her and gently shakes him awake. As he stretches and sits up in bed next to her, I dare to sneak a peek at him, despite the fact that I know the punishment will be severe if I’m caught looking up from the floor without permission. I dart my eyes quickly upwards, willing my mind to take a snapshot of his features so I can see how I can compare.

My heart sinks as I see him for the first time: he is beautiful. Not merely good looking, even; whatever he has transcends that. Somehow, it goes beyond mere handsomeness too, although his attractiveness is not in any way feminine. Everything about him drips with powerful masculinity, and I do not need to see under the sheets to be absolutely certain that his cock is huge, and absolutely dwarfs mine.

I only dare lift my eyes for a second, but as I do I can see that he’s looking at me. He saw everything.

If he wants to tell Mistress, there’s nothing I can do to stop him.

Immediately, within seconds of awakening, this specimen of manliness has power over me, whether he knows it or not: the power to bring my Mistress’s wrath raining down upon me. One word from him, and I might stay caged for a month, or be beaten to within an inch of my ability to cope.

And he knows it. The look that crosses his face is one of complete, masterful control.

It’s the same look that Mistress has when she claims me for her own.

As I lower my eyes back to the ground, I find myself silently thanking her for choosing the hood for me to wear today. Without knowing it, she has somehow managed to help preserve my dignity: if they could see how much I was blushing underneath it, I think that I’d never be able to look either of them in the eye again.

Perhaps, however, she might prefer that.

I wait for seconds that feel like hours to see if my Mistress’s beautiful bedfellow will rat me out, but he does not; whether out of mercy or confusion or just a desire to keep something he can use to control me, he says nothing. She is the one who speaks first.

‘Morning, darling,’ she says, before giving my leash a sharp tug that jolts my body forward. She is not talking to me. That much is obvious. ‘You see? He’s just as obedient as I told you he was.’

I keep my eyes on the floor, but I can feel them – more specifically, him – staring at me. Measuring me. Judging me.

I know he can’t see the cage I’m in, at least not from his current position on the bed, but the hood and the collar make my status extremely clear. I am an object – a toy for Mistress. I am nothing more, and nothing less.

Even if he can’t see the cage, there’s nothing to say that Mistress hasn’t already told him. Perhaps that explains his knowing glance down at me: the knowledge that I don’t pose any sort of threat to his power, and the fact that it is enforced by a strict lock and key system.

Or maybe he just sees me for the desperate little whore I am.

Mistress’s new lover speaks for the first time. ‘Yeah,’ he says, unable to stop a smirk slipping into his voice. ‘Very obedient.’

I keep my head bowed and try not to respond: it wasn’t, after all, a direct question, and so a response is unnecessary until it is requested. Sure enough, it is only a second before Mistress pipes up. ‘What do you say?’ she says.

‘Thank you,’ I mumble.

The slap comes seemingly out of nowhere, connecting with the side of my face in a short, sharp burst of pain that is hard enough to draw a tear, even cushioned through the hood as it is. ‘Thank you, what?’ she hisses.

I don’t know how to respond. A delicate hand shoots out and grasps me firmly by the throat in a distinctly indelicate manner. I know better than to try and stop her as she squeezes, holding me in place, threatening to cut off my air supply to ensure that I have her complete attention.

‘This is our guest, you little cunt,’ she says, her voice hard as flint. ‘He’s someone I’ve chosen to allow into my home, and that means he’s just one of the billions and billions of people who rank above you. You’re going to show him the correct amount of respect, or I’m going to beat you until you scream for me to stop, and then some. Understood?’

I nod eagerly even as she holds me firm. ‘Thank you,’ I rasp.

‘Try again,’ she says.

‘Thank you... Master?’ I try, struggling to get the words past the grip she has on my neck.

She turns to him, smiling. ‘Got a problem with that, babe?’ she says, playfully.

He smirks again. ‘No, no problem,’ he says. ‘I’ll be his Master if that’s what makes you happy.’

She turns back to me, grinning. ‘There, you see? Do you see how generous he is, agreeing to take on a worthless piece of shit like you?’

‘Yes Mistress,’ I whimper as she tightens her hand around my neck.

‘Good boy. But it’s not me you need to convince.’ She pushes me backwards, and I gasp for air, suddenly relishing the freedom from her touch. ‘Now go over to your new Master and show him how well you’ve been trained. Make him happy, because when he’s happy, I’m happy. And when I’m not happy...’ She leans in close to me, hooking her finger through the D ring of my collar and lowering her voice to a whisper in my ear. ‘When I’m not happy, I make you scream. Remember that.’

‘Yes Mistress,’ I whisper back.

She releases the D ring, and with a quick one-handed gesture waves me over to the other side of the bed. I am dismissed.

I crawl around to his side, keeping my head down, dreading what is about to come. Suddenly I’m acutely aware of my position below them both, and helpless to resist: no matter what happens next, I will do as I’m told.

I have to. It’s what I’m for.

I kneel in front of him, knees spread, cock cage presented, hands behind my back, head bowed: the very model of the perfect submissive. Mistress beat this position into me over several weeks, and so now it is my default position. I present myself for the whims of my owners, like a good little toy.

I don’t know if I expected him to chicken out, but he didn’t. Instead, he reached down, took hold of the chain leash and gave it a quick tug to get my attention. I looked up at him mutely, waiting for my instructions, and saw a cruel smile in return.

Mistress bounded over the bed and came up behind him, kissing his neck. ‘Tell him what you are, slut,’ she said. ‘Just like I taught you.’

‘I’m Mistress’s pet slut,’ I say quietly. ‘I exist to please her. My purpose is to debase myself for her amusement.’

They laugh at me, their hooded fucktoy, so openly making myself available for their use.

‘Now ask him to use you,’ she says.

‘Please, Master,’ I say, trying to keep my voice from cracking. ‘Please use me however you see fit.’

He speaks unprompted for the first time. ‘Is that really what you want, boy?’

It’s been a while since I’ve been called boy. Mistress tends to prefer slave or slut, or cunt when she’s really angry with me; next to him, of course, being called a boy seems oddly apt. From my new position I can see the bulge of his cock underneath the sheets, and what a bulge it is.

I nod. ‘Yes, Master. I need to be used.’

That seems to tickle her; I hear her laughter again, but I keep my eyes firmly focused on his – Master’s – hard cock. For some reason I don’t seem to want to let it out of my sight.

‘He must have taken a liking to you,’ she says at last. ‘It took me months to get him that desperate to please me. Or perhaps he’s finally realised that he’s nothing but a pathetic little cockslut?’

I try to bow my head in shame, but a quick tug on the leash focuses my attention. ‘If he hasn’t realised it yet,’ Master says, ‘he will soon enough.’

She smiles. ‘Do you hear that, cunt? It sounds like Master has plans for his new toy. In fact...’

She moves her hands up to the back of her neck, and I can see her fidgeting. It takes me a second to realise what she is doing, but by the time I do it is too late: the clasp is opened, and the thin silver chain on which my three keys rest has been removed from its resting place. Wordlessly, she brings her arms around Master’s neck and fastens it there instead. I can see them resting against the taut muscles of his chest, and the symbolism is not lost on me. She didn’t just give away the keys. She gave away me.

The collar, the cock cage and the hood are now under his control, not hers. I am just another toy for her to trade, to her to use as a bartering chip to impress her new lover.

Before, I was a slave. Now, I am nothing.

He takes a look at the keys, and nods his satisfaction. I am a gift, and I have been accepted, at least for a while.

‘Well, sweetie,’ she says to him, gently nibbling his earlobe. ‘Aren’t you going to use your new toy?’

‘Good idea,’ he says, spreading his legs and letting the cover slip away. For the first time, I am treated to the sight of his manhood the way it was meant to be seen. It’s colossal, and the glint in his eye shows me exactly what he wants from me, but somehow I find myself hesitating. This is the first time Mistress has ever made me actually go through with it, and I find myself wondering if I’ll get a last minute reprieve.

None comes. Instead, she merely grabs the chain that is attached to my collar and yanks me forward.

‘Now, slut,’ she says, her voice firm, and it is clear that this is what she wants.

I let my mouth fall open, and I watch from outside myself as he guides his cock past my lips and into my mouth.

The meat of his penis fills me, stretching without effort right the way to the back of my throat. Instinctively, as though it is what I am designed for, I begin to suck, and I hear him moan. Mistress smiles down at me as he tilts his head back in the pleasure of my tongue around his manhood.

‘Do you see?’ she says, thrilled. ‘Didn’t I tell you he’d do it? He’s a perfect little slut when he wants to be.’

‘Mmm,’ he murmurs back. It’s hard to tell if it’s an agreement to her question or just a reaction to the feeling of me working my tongue around his cock. Either way, he seems to be enjoying himself. He reaches a hand around to the back of my head and tangles his fingers in the laces of the hood, holding me tightly and guiding me down, over and over again. His hips rise up to meet me, every push forcing himself a little more deeply inside of me.

I close my eyes and try to focus.

It’s not for him, I tell myself. I’m not doing this for him. It’s not about his pleasure. It’s all for Mistress.

I try and keep it in mind, try to rationalise my actions as those of a slave devoted to a Goddess, but the harder he grows in my mouth and the faster he rides my face, the more I find myself giving in. I don’t just want to please her: I want to please him. It’s important to me that he enjoys himself.

I want to be a good boy.

I don’t resist as he pushes my head down further, as I feel his cock tickle the back of my throat. I fight my gag reflex and focus on pleasuring him.

My Master. The one my Mistress deemed good enough for her.

That is enough for me.

‘Stop,’ I hear her say. There is so much power in that one commanding syllable that even he finds himself obeying, despite the fact that I know he must be approaching an orgasm – and if the tightening in his balls is anything to go by, a big one at that.

He pulls my head off his cock and turns to look at her.

‘Stop?’ he says laughing. ‘No fair. You’re such a tease.’

‘I have a better idea.’

She reaches over from behind him and grabs the loop at the top of the hood, pulling me forward and pushing my head into a bowed position simultaneously. ‘Unlock him,’ she says, confident and cruel – the Mistress I love and worship. ‘Take the hood.’

I feel him lean forward over me, fumbling with the chain around his neck. He tries one of the keys, but it doesn’t fit; momentarily I find myself wondering whether it was the key to my collar or my cock cage that he tried, before resolving that it doesn’t much matter either way. The second key slides in perfectly, though, and I hear the lock click open under his strong, heavy fingers. They pull the zip up, and then shortly afterwards the leather is removed from my face: my Master can see me as I really am.

He does not look impressed, and I feel myself blushing with shame. Having my lips around his cock was different, back when I was an anonymous, faceless sex toy. Now, he is faced with just what I am: a lowly, pathetic worm in the shell of a human being.

‘Hold his face close,’ Mistress says, and that seems to be enough to snap him out of his disdain for me. He grabs a rough handful of my hair and positions me between his legs, just inches away from the cock that a minute or two before I was suckling at so eagerly. I consider pulling away, but it’s a ridiculous, fleeting notion. Where would I go, naked but for a cock cage?

More importantly, where would I rather be?

‘Open your mouth, slut,’ she says as she reaches a perfectly soft hand around the stiff pole of his erection. ‘Master and I have a little treat for you, and you’re going to catch as much as you can.’

She doesn’t wait for a response from me, but as I open my mouth wide I see her begin to pump his shaft up and down. There’s a hypnotic rhythm that would make it hard to look away, even if the tight grip Master has on my hair decided to loosen. I am transfixed.

I remember the times, back in the early days of our relationship, when she would treat me like that. When the reward for an evening’s perfect service might be a few minutes squirming under the pleasure of her touch. When the worst I could expect would be to be forced to swallow my own filth.

Oh, how times have changed.

I think back to the first time she took a lover. The first time she introduced me as her slave rather than her pet. The first time I was made to sleep in the guest room while she fucked him on what had once been my bed. I find it hard to remember what those sheets feel like now. It has been so very long.

I think about how much time I have spent on my knees for her amusement, how many hours I have spent in service. I think about all the degrading acts she has made me perform, and how many things that I used to consider hard limits that she has broken and left in pieces.

I think about the past, and I think about the future. I wonder whether this man in front of me will ever been seen again – if he is to be a regular fixture, or just one more tool my Mistress has chosen to use to torture me for her own gratification. Will this become the norm for me? Will my days be spent serving two instead of one?

As my mind drifts back to the present, my Master comes, hard and fast. Thick spurts of his pleasure spew out from the end of his cock, coating my face and chest, but he doesn’t see: his head is tilted backwards in the ecstasy that can only come from Mistress’s touch. It’s her eyes that meet mine, looking down at me with a detached sadism as I feel the humiliation seeping from my every pore.

She flicks her eyes downwards, past the filth-spattered expanse of my body, and she smiles a cruel smile. It isn’t the sight of my body drenched in another man’s come that brings a smirk to her lips, but it isn’t until I look down myself that I see the reason why: my cock is straining against the bounds of its cage, aching to break free.

No matter what the rational part of me might think about what just happened, the base, animalistic side of me loved it. My body has spoken.

‘Aww,’ she says condescendingly as she gestures for her lover to look at his new plaything. ‘You see that, babe? Do you see what a little slut you turned him into? How easy it was?’

He smiles down at me, and I find myself unable to meet his gaze.

‘Thank you, Master,’ I say softly, and a hand comes out and strokes my hair softly. For a second, I can’t tell who it belongs to, but it doesn’t matter either way. His or hers, it’s a tender act that I don’t know quite how to feel about. It’s her voice that snaps me back into the room, though: a curt order that I find impossible to ignore.

‘Clean up, slut.’

I panic, thinking that she is instructing me to take his still-hard cock back into my mouth and suck it clean, but once I follow the line of her fingers I see that she is pointing downwards, and to a few stray drops of his come that have landed on the panelled floor. Without words, I lower myself – physically and mentally – stretch out my tongue and begin to wipe the salty fluid up with it.

‘There,’ she says once I finish. ‘Well done. Don’t you agree, babe?’

He nods, and turns to her. ‘You’ve trained him nicely,’ he says, before he kisses her softly on the lips. She giggles as the kiss traces its way down her jawline and along her collarbone, running down to the sacred valley of her breasts. She gasps as he flicks out a tongue and runs it in tight circles over her nipple, but that is my limit: I focus my eyes on the floor, staring at the spot of saliva where my tongue was only moments before, trying with every fibre of my being to shut out the sounds of her pleasure at his touch.

‘No, slave,’ she says to me. ‘I want you to watch.’

And against my will, as he takes her in a way I have longed to for what seems like forever, I bring my eyes up once again.

For her.


Greed


He pleads with his eyes, but the decision has been made – was made long ago, in fact, and at least partly by him. He even told her not to let him chicken out, but now, with the fact of it staring him right in the face...

Now he seems to regret it.

It’s OK, she tells herself. It’s better for us this way. Soon he’ll come to love it – almost as much as you will, even. And if he doesn’t, he’ll at least learn to live with it.

It might not be easy for him, but it will at least become easier. With time and exposure, he’ll adapt and learn. This is his life now. This is what he signed up for.

She moves a hand gently upwards in order to feel the twin keys resting on their chain around her neck. Suddenly, they feel extremely small, as though there is no possible way they could be responsible for turning her husband into the shell of a man he has become – but of course, that’s because they’re not. They’re a symbol, as much as anything else. Even the cage that rests between his legs, trapping his cock away for – what was it now? Three weeks? Maybe a month, even? – is just a symbol of the power she has over him. He wouldn’t dare to come even if he did have access.

The tight steel that encases him is just a little extra security. It protects him from his lesser urges, the ones that a real man would be able to keep suppressed if necessary. It protects him from the punishment he’d get if she ever caught him playing with himself. In that sense, the cage is for his benefit more than hers.

But that’s not to say she doesn’t love it. There’s no way of denying the thrill she gets when she hears the padlock close, trapping his cock and balls for her amusement only. It’s right up there among her favourite sounds, third only to his agonised whimpers as the blue balls set in and the quiet whimper of resignation as he realises that no, the cage won’t be coming off this week either.

And that has been fine... for a while. She has loved the extra devotion she can extract from him now. Every single part of him aches for her, even the parts that are ostensibly free. Knowing that he can’t have her is a cruel tease that whets his appetite.

But denying him is denying herself. At first, she found herself able to settle for once a week – removing the cage and fucking his cock, using him to get her off with no consideration for his own orgasm – but as the cage began to become more of a permanent fixture, the desire to have her pussy filled and not just teased by his tongue or fingers became too much to bear.

He had agreed to her taking a lover... but then again, he would have agreed to pretty much anything.

It was her cruel streak that made her want to include him. That was why he was stripped, on his knees, wearing nothing but his cage and an embarrassed expression that didn’t evoke a single shred of pity in her. She didn’t want to keep any secrets from him; she loved him far too much for that.

She just... needed more.

Yes, that was it. She needs more than he can provide – than he ever could provide, in fact. That’s why she has to take it where she can.

The gag that stretches his lips apart is likely to make his jaw sore before too long, but she suspects that she’ll be able to get a good two hours out of it before it becomes completely unbearable. That will be plenty of time.

She clicks her fingers and he slinks off to the corner begrudgingly, like a puppy who has been told off for chewing the furniture. The closet door is open and waiting for him, but he pauses before he steps across the threshold. He had expected to be in the next room, or maybe even out of the house altogether, but there was never any danger of that. From the second she knew that it was going to happen, that she would be inviting another man into their marital bed, she knew that she would have to have him within earshot. That was all part of the fun.

A gentle nudge with the tip of her patent leather kitten heels against the fresh white skin of his ass, and he crawls into place. Once there, he puts his hands behind his back almost mechanically, instinctively aware that there is no way he’s going to be unrestrained while this happens. The handcuffs lock around his wrists with a pleasing click.

She leans down, kisses him gently on the forehead, and closes the door. A slight whimper comes from behind it, but that is all. He’s taking it better than she expected.

One day, she thinks, one day none of this will be necessary. One day he’ll be so obedient and well-trained that I’ll just be able to have him kneel placidly in the corner, waiting for me to find a use for him. Maybe I’ll even be able to get him to answer the door. Maybe serve us drinks, or roll the condom onto a real man’s cock, or...

A knock on the door startles her out of her daydream. She was getting ahead of herself. There would be plenty of time for that later – a lifetime, in fact. If she had her way – and with the new direction her relationship was taking, why wouldn’t she have her way? – then she could quite happily take a new lover every week.

She smiles at the thought as she heads downstairs to let her guest in. Picturing the look on his face as she brings home yet another anonymous cock to please her for the night makes her wetter than even she had expected. Yes... yes, that was definitely an image to savour – and to tease him with later that night, once everything was finished with.

The door is opened, and the man behind it falls on her immediately. There is no small talk, no chit-chat – there is no need. He knows what he is there for, and he knows what she requires from him. His hands cross her body like explorers, charting her curves with their eager fingers, grasping her to him. His lips begin playing over the skin of her neck immediately, even before the door is closed behind him: with him here, though, it is hard for her to care what the neighbours might think.

Let them watch, for all she cares. They won’t be the only ones.

Eventually, she manages to pull herself from his clutches, and his strong arms fall away from her reluctantly. She gives a coy smile and heads for the stairs. He doesn’t need to be told to follow. He takes what he wants – not like her darling husband, locked safely out of harm’s way. He would never have kissed her like that. He would never have swatted her playfully on the ass as she ran up the stairs, causing her to yelp and then giggle.

No... it was never in his nature, bless him. He was always more inclined to wait for permission, to hold back even when it was clear that what she needed wasn’t care but force.

And oh, how she needs force sometimes. How she needs to be held down as she struggles, to feel a man – a real man, with real wants and real desires – push himself into her aching cunt to relieve himself. She needs to be used occasionally, not just cherished; to be an object of lust, not just of admiration. She needed to drive men wild.

And now, she can.

She falls onto the bed before he even makes it into the room; as soon as she does, her hand slips between her legs and finds her pussy wet and aching with anticipation. The damp patch spreading out through the fabric serves as a marker of just how much she has needed this – how much she desires the man who is about to thrust his way inside of her.

But it is not just his doing, of course. So much of the pleasure she anticipates comes from knowing that her husband – the man she loves unconditionally, the man she pledged herself to – is waiting just a few feet away, trapped behind the slanted slats of the cupboard door. Will he be watching as he takes her? Will he be able to look away?

She is distracted for a moment as her visitor bursts into the room. He pauses in the doorway and smiles her: the smile of a predator, of a man about to take what he wants because he knows that he can – that she needs him as much as he needs her.

And then he does.

He strips on the short walk to the bed, and his naked torso is soon resting on top of her. She runs her fingertips along the sculpted ridges, feeling just how hard and unyielding they are under her touch; if not for the warmth of his body, she could easily believe he had been carved from marble just for her.

His hands are on her, first pulling off her trousers and shirt, then unfastening her bra, slipping the panties down past her knees and finally removing them altogether. He casts them aside with a simple flick of the wrist, and she can’t help but smile to herself as they hit the wall of the closet.

It’s almost as if he knew... but that was impossible, surely? Does he suspect that they have an audience? Is all of this for his benefit, or was that demonstration just an act of showmanship, designed to position him firmly above the shell of a man who he knows is watching?

She casts her eyes across to the closet door for the last time. I love you, she thinks to herself, but I need you to see why this could never be you. Not as you are.

‘Fuck me,’ she says. ‘I need you inside of me. Now.’

He’s nothing if not obliging. He jumps on her, holding her hands to the bed, his cock pressing at the entrance to her cunt. He’s giving her a moment to wriggle, to fight him off – perhaps that adds a little extra spice to things for him – and as soon as she attempts to push up against his weight he bears down upon her and slides his cock home.

He fucks her with an animalistic passion she hasn’t known in months – maybe even years. Her husband wouldn’t dare, and there has been no one else, but this... this is a whole new world of sensation. Every thrust makes her feel alive, and yet there’s something so dirty about it: he is fucking her not like a gentle lover, but like someone only interested in using her body for his own interests. There’s a filthy thrill in the way he pushes himself into her, in the rabid enthusiasm of his fucking her and the way he gives himself over completely to the act. He wants her – needs her, in fact – and nothing else will do.

And yet that is another part of the thrill: the power she has over him, as well as over her husband. She loves the way she can have men wrapped around her finger as her cunt wraps around their cocks, taking what she needs. Does he know he’s a sex toy for her? Would he care if he did?

The questions lose their edge with every thrust as her thoughts become foggy; a toy he may be, but he is reaching parts of her that she had almost forgotten existed. Every time he slides his cock into her, pounding into her cunt in a tremendous display of erotic athleticism, it becomes harder for her to focus on what is going on. Instead, she finds herself giving over to the pleasure. When she comes, it washes over her in waves, threatening to subsume her completely as her body tenses up. She grips the bedclothes in clutching fingers, screams out to the heavens, and lets herself be swept away.

‘Fuck,’ he says as she reaches the peak of her climax. ‘I’m... I’m...’

He can’t complete the thought before she feels him spill inside of her, filling her pussy with the warmth of his come. He thrusts again, twice and then a third time, before rolling off her, his cock somehow miraculously erect even as her pussy aches and her thighs glisten with a mixture of his and her juices.

For a second, she considers if it would be prudent to go again, and then decides against it. There are better ways for her to occupy herself now.

He doesn’t stay: that isn’t part of their deal. He doesn’t even display much in the way of affection towards her, and she’s happy with that; in fact, short of an oddly platonic kiss on her forehead as he pulls on his jeans, the whole thing has been sterile.

She doesn’t care. It was never about him anyway. He was just a means to an end.

She listens to the thud of his feet on the stairs, and then the click of the door as it opens and shuts behind him, shutting him out of her life once more – perhaps forever, perhaps until the next time she has an itch she needs to be scratched. A few more seconds, to give him time to put some distance between himself and the house, and she speaks.

‘You can come out now,’ she says. Her voice echoes into the soft light of the room and for a moment she isn’t convinced he has heard her, but soon there is a knocking sound at the door of the cupboard, then a second, and then finally it swings open.

He is waiting there, as he was left, but there’s something different about him now. His eyes are downcast, and his face is pink with a humiliated blushing that she imagines will last a while. As he crawls towards her – slowly, given the fact that his hands are restrained – she has plenty of time to enjoy the sight.

On his chest, there is a large wet patch: a marker of just how effective the gag was. The sight of him kneeling before her, covered in his own drool, evokes a strange mixture of pity and affection in her. How could anyone not love someone so pathetic – or at least, so willing to be pathetic for her amusement? How could anyone resist a partner so willing to put her needs above his own dignity?

She reaches around the back of his head, unfastens the buckle and lets the rubber ball and leather straps fall to the floor. She watches as he flexes his jaw, trying to coax it back into life.

‘Thank you,’ he says.

‘Don’t thank me yet. We’re not finished.’

The look on his face tells her that he was hoping to skip this part of the whole affair, that he hasn’t quite resigned himself to the futility of resisting her. Without this, what’s the point? What was the point in any of what came before?

‘You agreed to this,’ she says, her voice calm and steady. ‘You know this is what you need – what we need. Now are you going to do it willingly, or am I going to have to make you?’

The blush spreads until his face is glowing a dark crimson. She sees the soft, slow exhalation as he steels himself for what he knows is about to happen – what has to happen, really – and then the slight nod, too slight to be a signal for her, that he accepts it. He has convinced himself. He will do as he is told.

He leans forward, his tongue already extended. There’s a pause as he comes close, and for a second she thinks that she is going to have to reach out and pull his face into her pussy by force, but it doesn’t last: within moments, he’s lapping away at her lover’s salty-sweet residue. There’s a certain hesitance at first, but it doesn’t take long before he has adapted himself to it.

She strokes his hair gently as he cleans her, soothing him, reminding him that he is hers and that this is OK – expected, desired and encouraged, even. By the time he has finished and she allows him to kneel in front of her, he barely even seems ashamed anymore. Instead, he is smiling, and she can see in his eyes a bright spark that hasn’t been there in months – a look of acceptance, and of happiness. It’s a joy that she shares with him.

As she sits forward and plants a gentle kiss on his lips, she tastes the residue of her almost-forgotten lover on the lips of the man she adores, and sees a bright, crisp future ahead for the both of them.


Cuckolding the Boss


The number of people at the bar was beginning to wind down, and I couldn’t help but feel that I had really lucked out.

She had been chatting to me for an hour or so, and already it was clear that she wasn’t like most other women. She was a little older than most of the girls I went for – perhaps mid-thirties, compared to my twenty-nine – but that was a large part of what made her so attractive. She still had all the beauty of youth, but she held herself with a confidence unlike anything else I’d ever seen. She was self-assured and forthright, and seemed to know exactly what she wanted. If the way she kept playing with her hair and directing her body towards my own was anything to go by, what she wanted was me – for tonight, at least.

If I was honest, I hadn’t been expecting anything to come out of tonight. My trip to the bar wasn’t planned, but I’d had an incredibly rough day at work and the reaming I’d got from my boss – all a result of one of his decisions that had backfired horribly and that he’d managed to pin on me in the eyes of the board – had put me in the kind of bad mood that only a couple of beers with a few close friends can solve. Unfortunately, they had all been busy – worse luck – and so I was drinking alone.

I’d noticed her at the other end of the bar, but even when she had looked over at me I’d tried not to give her a second thought. It had proved impossible: the dress she was wearing more than saw to that. It was a rich black, low cut, and showed off her body to perfection, highlighting every curve and drawing the eye to all the right places. She’d smiled when she caught me looking, but the mood I was in I found it too easy to write her off as being out of my league.

I never would have approached her, not feeling the way I did. As it turns out, I didn’t have to.

‘You look like you’re having a rough night,’ she said as she walked up to me. Her voice ran like honey, sweet to the ear. ‘Mind if I join you?’

‘Not at all,’ I said, gesturing for her to sit. She smiled and perched herself on the next stool along. She called the bartender and ordered a vodka and cranberry juice – a simple, uncomplicated, classic choice – and we began to chat.

The more I talked to her, the more I began to realise she was something special. Everything about her was intoxicating, from the easygoing, flirtatious smile right through to the lilting tones of her accent – high-class and well-educated, but without seeming remotely pretentious. Beyond that, though, it was hard to get over just how beautiful she was. Her hair fell in soft brown curls over her shoulders, and her high cheekbones – cheekbones that could have so easily seemed aloof and cruel – gave her a model’s definition that didn’t stop her from coming across as extremely approachable.

I considered pinching myself, to make sure I wasn’t dreaming.

‘What do you say we get out of here?’ she said as the bar began to settle down for the night.

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. ‘What did you have in mind?’ I said, trying to play it cool.

She laughed. ‘Don’t play coy. It doesn’t suit you. You know perfectly well what I have in mind.’

Everything about this woman seemed unreal: I had to be sure. ‘Tell me anyway. Humour me.’

‘Fine. You. Me. My place.’ She played with the strap on her dress teasingly, drawing me in. It worked. ‘I like you, Jack. You’re smart and you’re funny and I’m willing to bet you’ve got a great body under that suit. I plan on finding out tonight. Just a little bit of no strings attached fun, you know?’

I nodded. That couldn’t have sounded more perfect.

‘My driver is waiting outside,’ she said. ‘I sent the call out a little while ago, so she should be there by now.’

Before I could wonder about just how rich this woman was that she had a driver to take her to a bar, she had grasped me firmly by the hand and was pulling me in the direction of the door.

I didn’t put up much of a struggle.

She had pretty much pounced on me in the car, her hands grasping eagerly at my body as her lips worked their way along my jaw line and down my collarbone. I hadn’t been kissed with such passion since I was a teenager, and it was too easy to let myself get caught up in it. The feel of her skin against mine was intoxicating: the more she kissed me, the more I wanted.

I was so focused on her that I didn’t notice where the car was heading. When it pulled up in The Cedars, I was shocked. I knew Emily was obviously fairly wealthy – the expensive dress and easy confidence had made that pretty clear – but The Cedars was the kind of community that only the crème de la crème could afford to call home. Whoever she was, she was beautiful, intelligent and rich. With all that behind her, she could have had any man she wanted.

And yet here I was.

As we stepped out of the car she pulled me towards the front door, fumbling with a key to let us in. Even as she did, I pressed my body up close against her, and she seemed to approve; with a grin, she began grinding her ass against the stirrings of my erection.

‘Patience, baby,’ she said as the lock clicked. ‘We’ve got all night.’

She led me by hand into the living room, pressed a button on the wall and stood back in satisfaction as the soft light of dancing flames began to flicker in the fireplace. They lit a room that reminded me of her: simple, classy and sophisticated. The furniture was ultra-modern, all clean lines and sharp edges. In fact, the only thing in the room that didn’t seem to be composed of right angles was a sheepskin rug down in front of the fire. When she sidled away from me, gesturing to follow, that was where she headed.

‘Impressive,’ I said, but she put a finger to my lips.

‘No talking,’ she said, her eyes glimmering with reflections from the fire. ‘Not yet. Just let me enjoy you. I don’t want to share you yet.’

It seemed an odd choice of phrase, but I didn’t question it. I was distracted by her kisses, and the carefree way she moved her hands up to her collarbone and slid the straps off. The dress slipped down to reveal underwear that was barely there: a wispy lace bra that seemed like little more than a trick of the light. She didn’t rest long on her laurels, however, and within a second or two she had slipped the dress down her body and left it in a crumpled heap next to her. The same lace material that covered her breasts also covered her pussy in a skimpy pair of panties that only highlighted her natural shapeliness.

Clothed, she had looked stunning. Like this, stripped and available to me, she was like a Goddess.

Slowly, I reached out to touch her, as if refusing to believe that she could be real without some tangible proof. Her skin was as soft as velvet and danced under my touch, her body responding to even the lightest pressure. I felt myself move closer, barely in control of my own muscles, and began kissing her: first on the lips, then moving ever-downwards. Her shapely collarbones gave way to the magnificent orbs of her breasts, and for a moment or two I was satisfied just to kiss them over the lace, but soon that ceased to be enough: I had to see them, kiss, them, feel them for myself.

As if she had exactly the same thought, she reached out towards me and began unbuttoning my shirt. In no time at all, it had joined her dress in a pile on the floor. 

‘Oh, yes,’ she said happily as she ran her fingers lightly down the contours of my chest. ‘I think you’ll do nicely.’

‘Well, I aim to please.’ I continued kissing her as I snaked my arm behind her, reaching for the bra strap that would release those wonderful breasts into the care of my lips. She curved her body towards me, making it as easy as possible, and nibbled gently at my collarbone as she did so. Our bodies intertwined in the light of the fireplace, skin sliding against skin.

‘Before this goes any further,’ she said as my fingers made contact with the clasp, ‘I have a confession to make.’

‘Oh yes?’

‘I’m married.’

She said it with such a blasé tone of voice that it took a moment to sink in. How could she be married? My fingers fell away as though I’d been burned.

‘Married? What do you mean, you’re married?’ I asked. ‘Separated, right?’

She shook her head. ‘Afraid not.’

Jesus, I thought. And there was me thinking it was going so well.

For a moment or two, I tried to rationalise it – to convince myself that I could still go ahead with it, that I would be comfortable being the other man, but it didn’t feel right. Whoever her husband was, he deserved better than to have his wife fooling around on him. How could I sanction that? How could I say it was OK, no matter how hot she was?

‘Listen,’ I said. ‘I’m flattered and all, and I really wish I could carry on with this, but the whole idea of seducing some bored housewife whose husband is out of town on business doesn’t really sit all that well with me. I just can’t...’

‘Nope,’ she said, cutting me off. ‘He’s not away on business. He’s upstairs, in fact.’

That was enough information for me. I began to stand up, and reached around to find my shirt, groping for where Emily had thrown it in the excitement of our meeting. All the while, a dozen questions filled my head. What had I got myself into? Why was her husband upstairs? Was this some voyeuristic sex game on her part, or was it for his benefit?

‘Aren’t you going to say anything?’ she asked eventually.

I shrugged. ‘What’s there to say? I’m not going to help you cheat on your husband, so none of it really matters.’

Emily sighed, as though this wasn’t the first time she had explained the situation – and, perhaps, that she didn’t expect it to be the last. ‘Don’t be so parochial, Jack,’ she said. ‘How can it be cheating if he knows everything about it?’

I paused for the first time: she had baited her hook, and I had bitten down hard. ‘You mean he’s OK with other men coming in to fuck his wife?’

‘I didn’t say that,’ she said with a cruel smile. ‘I said he knew about it. He knew I was going out tonight, and he knew I was going to bring another man home. I made sure of that.’

My mind was spinning. ‘I don’t follow,’ I said.

‘My husband used to cheat on me a lot, especially in the early years of our marriage,’ she said slowly, picking her words. ‘He’s your typical rich and powerful boardroom type, and he likes to believes that the fact offered him certain... well, let’s say “privileges” that I wasn’t happy to allow.’ She paused for a second, as though reliving a particularly unhappy memory, before continuing. ‘So I made the situation clear. I told him that either I’d divorce him and take everything he had, or I could give him a taste of his own medicine.’

‘What do you mean?’

She looked at me with one eyebrow raised. ‘Why do you think you’re here, Jack?’ she asked. ‘I want you to fuck me. And I want to make him watch.’

The idea of being used like this set me off; I could feel the itch of a white-hot irritation growing beneath my skin. ‘So I’m supposed to be his punishment, is that it?’ I snapped.

She gave another fierce shake of her head, angry at the suggestion. ‘You’re not,’ she said. ‘You’re here because I like you, no other reason. I can fuck you right here on this rug if I choose, or I can send you away. That’s my call, and if I’m honest, it looks much more likely to be the first one than the latter.’ There was another pause as she searched for the words. The light from the fire danced over her face, her features cool and impassive as she watched me for any trace of what I was feeling. ‘He hurt me, Jack. That’s all there is to it. I want to hurt him back, to teach him a lesson, to show him that what he did was wrong. And I want you to help me do it.’

No matter how I tried, I found myself incapable of figuring her out. Here she was, a woman who seemingly had everything she could want, and yet she found herself going out to bars in order to pick up strange men. She had a husband and all the money – it seemed – that she could ever need, but there was a sadness to her that lurked underneath the surface.

I thought of her husband waiting upstairs. Whoever he was, I didn’t know him, and he wasn’t my problem. Besides, if what Emily had told me was true, he sounded like a real piece of work. Why shouldn’t I enjoy myself at his expense? By all accounts, he only had himself to blame.

Except deep down, I knew that was just my arousal talking. With Emily’s touch still lingering on my skin, I knew I would have agreed to pretty much anything.

‘What do you want from me?’ I asked. ‘Exactly, I mean. What do you want me to do?’

She smiled. ‘I want you to make a decision. That’s all. Nothing scary. If you choose to, you can leave right now. I’ll call up the driver and you can be back wherever you live in half an hour. Or...’

She let her voice fade away to nothingness, perhaps hoping I’d fill in the blanks myself, but I needed to be sure.

‘Or what?’

She shrugged. ‘Or you can come upstairs and find out for yourself.’

Rationally, objectively, I knew I shouldn’t have gone. I knew that whatever was going on here was trouble, and that getting involved in the marital troubles of a woman and her husband – no matter how hot she was – was a mistake. I was about to speak up and ask for her to call her driver, but as I opened my mouth she stood up and walked to the door. Her hips, covered in nothing but the faintest trace of lingerie, swung from side to side as she moved, a hypnotic accompaniment in perfect time with the metronome beat of her heels clicking against the floor.

Those hips made the decision for me.

I followed behind like a good little dog, my mind and my body enraptured by her charms.

I had tried to prepare myself for what would be waiting for me upstairs, but it hadn’t worked. It was entirely new territory, and the minute I stepped into her bedroom I knew I was a stranger in a strange land.

A man sat on a large upright chair with his back to us, facing the bed. He was naked, or so it seemed; the skin of his tight back and broad shoulders was plain to see, and his legs – where they curved around the side of the chair, were also bare. He didn’t react as we entered the room, but even if he had it would have been limited. A pair of heavy steel handcuffs held his hands tightly behind him, looped around the back of the chair, and his ankles had been secured to the chair legs with what appeared to be strong leather straps.

If Emily had put him in this position, she had made it so there was no chance of him escaping. God only knew how long he had been there.

She bounced into the room excitedly, leant down next to the seated figure, and kissed the top of his head.

‘Hello, darling,’ she said playfully. ‘Did you miss me?’ The man didn’t respond. But for the steady rise and fall of his shoulders, he might as well have been a statue.

I didn’t want to take any risks, though. I circled him from a distance, the way a jackal might circle a wounded lion, fearful of getting too close. As I got a better look at him, I could see that it didn’t matter: his face was covered by a leather hood, like something out of a cut-rate BDSM flick, and in his mouth was stuffed a red rubber ball gag. His eyes were covered by an elaborate blindfold that left me in no doubt that it wouldn’t even let a sliver of light through.

The man was naked, completely and utterly, but as Emily fussed around him I could see that wasn’t quite the case. Around his cock and balls a steel contraption had been locked, a tight tube that seemed to serve no purpose other than to keep his genitals under control. It must have been agony for him: as tight as the cage seemed to be, he also looked – from one quick glance at least – to barely fit inside it.

‘Say hello, Jack. Don’t be shy.’

‘Erm... hi,’ I said. The word seemed small and pathetic and utterly inadequate, but what else was there to say to the man whose wife I was about to fuck?

Emily seemed to catch my reserve. ‘’Oh, you don’t need to worry,’ she said soothingly. ‘You’re not the first guy I’ve brought home. In fact, Richard’s pretty well used to the whole situation now. Aren’t you, sweetie?’

The hooded man said nothing, but even I could tell that behind the bright red ball he was seething. I was sure if I could have seen his eyes they would have been practically glowing with hatred, and I didn’t doubt for a second that if he could have somehow wriggled his way out of the bonds Emily had placed him in, his first move would be to try and beat me half to death.

‘I see you noticed the arrangements I have for him,’ Emily said playfully, reaching her hand between his legs and flicking the padlock. It made a soft clink against the steel, and he groaned. ‘And yes, I know what you’re thinking: he does look to be a little excited. I wouldn’t take it too personally, though. It’s been... oh, how long has it been now, honey?’ She looked across at her husband as if expecting him to answer. ‘I’d say two or three months now. Pretty much everything gets him turned on now, poor dear. If there was a strong breeze I’m pretty sure he’d just about explode.’

‘Two or three months since what?’

She laughed. ‘Since I let him get some relief, of course!’

‘It’s been three months since you last had sex?’

‘Oh, good Christ, no. I haven’t had sex with him in at least two years. Not since the last time I caught him cheating on me. No, we have a very particular arrangement. Every couple of months I buy him the services of a prostitute – his money, of course, but who’s counting? She deals with all of that.’

The man in the hood grunted for the first time, as if telling her to stop. It was the first noise he had made since I’d entered the room. A cruel grin crossed Emily’s face.

‘Oh, is there something wrong, honey?’ she said towards her husband. ‘Do you not want me to tell our new friend about your sex life? Does that make you uncomfortable?’

The man slumped his shoulders in resignation. He knew as well as I did that Emily was going to tell me no matter what.

‘I get him a prostitute,’ she continued, matter-of-factly. ‘She takes him to a hotel room, handcuffs him to a bed, and takes his pathetic little dick out from its cage. Then she rides him until he spurts his load – not that that usually takes long – and when she’s done she locks him right back up in his cage, leaves the keys to the cuffs somewhere he’ll be able to get free within twenty minutes or so, and then brings the cage keys right back to me. It’s a simple little arrangement that makes absolutely sure he never has access to his cock without my permission.’ With every fresh detail, the man seemed to sink further and further into himself. If anything, his discomfort seemed to strengthen Emily. ‘Do you, sweetie?’ she asked, her voice as light as spun sugar.

He gave a sad little shake of his head. Apparently he knew better than to try and argue.

She walked over to him and grabbed his caged cock in her hand. The tip of it pressed against the cage opening, and had turned a dark purple. ‘I don’t want you to feel sorry for him, Jack,’ Emily said, tracing her finger along the hole at the end of the cage. Her husband moaned at the contact, and I could see him struggle against his bonds, pushing forward with his hips in a futile attempt to get as much of her contact as he could manage. ‘Part of me thinks this little pervert has learned to like this. After all, it’s the closest he’s likely to get to my cunt any time soon.’

Even after seeing just what she was capable of, it still shocked me to hear her say that word. Despite the fact that she had her husband tied up just a few feet away from me – and that she was trying to convince me to help me torture him for his past misdeeds – she still looked sweet and innocent, and it was a hard mindset to get out of.

She came and sat next to me on the bed, and immediately her hands were all over me. One quick shove and I fell backwards; in less than a second, she had swung her leg over my body and was straddling my hips as she kissed me.

And oh, what kisses they were. Every touch of her lips on mine was electric, and collected together they stormed the part of my brain responsible for rational thought. My hands moved up the soft white smoothness of her arms, clutching her close to me. I managed to all but forget about her husband, safe in the knowledge that he couldn’t see what I was doing, but there was still a part of me that wondered what was going through his mind. For the first time – and completely to my surprise – I found myself almost feeling jealous of him. Sure, he was a complete bastard by all accounts, and he couldn’t have looked more pathetic if he’d tried, all tied up and desperate – but for a while at least, he had been the focus of Emily’s world. He had been the one who kissed her, who took her to bed every night. It was his body that had been pressed against hers under the sheets.

And he had lost it all.

I wanted to take this magnificent woman and make her mine, to have her all to myself. At least he had had that once, even if he had thrown it away. Even though I could have her for tonight, I’d never have her completely: there would always be someone else waiting in the wings.

I chased the thought away. For now, I had to force myself to live in the moment.

A hand slipped behind her back and uncoupled the links of her bra. Two pale pink orbs spilled out – the breasts of a twenty year old, despite Emily’s own age. I fell on them like a hungry wolf, kissing and sucking with an eagerness that came from somewhere deep inside of me.

‘Mmm...’ she moaned, playing up to both of us in the audience. ‘That’s right, baby. Play with me. Use me. Fuck me.’

She grasped one of my hands firmly in hers and guided it down between her legs. I slid it inside her underwear, and it came back soaked: whatever it was, something had got her absolutely drenched with excitement.

It seemed almost churlish not to explore further. Quickly, exploiting her natural lubrication, I slid two fingers deep inside her hard enough to make her moan. ‘Fuck,’ she said, with a breathless gasp that suggested no other words would do. ‘More, Jack. I need more.’

I reached up inside of her, my fingers seeking out that perfect spot that would send her into fits of pleasure. With my other hand I pulled her body close, kissing her softly. As I did I felt her tighten around me, her hips riding my hand, desperate for me to take her to the edge and past it, over into an orgasm that would make her scream out loud.

I pushed forward, my lips dancing with hers.

‘Wait,’ she said, pushing me gently away. ‘Not yet.’

Reluctantly, I let my hand fall, sliding my fingers out from the wetness of her cunt.

Was she having second thoughts? Could she have reconsidered the whole idea when it came to it? Despite my early doubts, suddenly I found myself praying I was wrong. Even with her husband watching, I wanted her. My mind was made up.

She stood up and sauntered over to him, the erection that strained between my legs apparently forgotten about.

‘What’s wrong?’ I asked.

She shook her head. ‘Nothing’s wrong, baby. I promise.’

‘So come back to bed.’

‘Not yet,’ she said with a smile. I wasn’t convinced, but she did her best to placate me even as she draped herself over her husband’s naked body. ‘Trust me, Jack,’ she said. There’s something I want you to see.’

She stood up and walked behind him, and then with a viper’s quickness she reached out and grabbed something at the back of his neck. A second later there came the sound of a zipper echoing around the room, and the hood slumped down over his face. The blindfold came with it, but the gag had been secured below the hood itself, and so he remained unable to speak.

‘I believe you two might know each other,’ she said simply.

She slipped the leather away from his face, and my eyes met his for the first time.

Seeing him outside of the office – seeing him like this – it took me a moment or two to recognise him. His hair had the same salt-and-pepper colouring that I knew so well, but the removal of the hood had left it wild and unkempt, completely at odds with its usual slick, perma-gelled appearance.

His eyes burned with fury when he saw my face. Suddenly he lunged forward, pulling at his restraints, but they held firm. It was in his anger that his face clicked in my mind.

It was Richard Sanderson, the head of my department and the bane of my career. He was the one who constantly berated me at work in front of the board, who took credit for my ideas and laid all the blame for the department’s failings firmly at my door – and then had the audacity to claim I should be grateful even to have a job. He was the one who had given me such a hard time at work that day, and who had put me in a foul enough mood that I ended up drinking in a bar – where of course, I had met Emily and the whole saga had begun.

I couldn’t help but grin. In front of me, tied and gagged, sat the man who had made my life at work a living hell – and next to him, his wife was begging me to fuck her. It was too good an opportunity to turn down.

Emily must have seen the smile that passed over my face; as she crossed back over to the bed she gave me a look that told me she knew exactly what I was thinking. ‘I think you should fuck me,’ she whispered into my ear, just loud enough to leave no doubt that he could hear us.

Knowing that it was Sanderson’s wife made my conquest all the sweeter. Knowing that he would be forced to watch was the icing on the cake.

I pushed her backwards without saying a word, pressing her body against the expensive silk sheets. She played her part to perfection, slipping off the delicate mesh of her underwear, spreading her legs and revealing her sex to both of us – her husband, and her lover. The sight of it spurred me on. If she could torment him, why couldn’t I?

I reached down and took my dick in my hand.

‘Do you want this?’ I said.

She nodded. ‘Oh, yes,’ she said, lingering on the word for his benefit. ‘More than anything. Fuck me, Jack. Fuck me hard and fuck me deep.’

‘Beg for it.’

I didn’t know where the instruction came from, but it seemed to develop deep inside of me, erupting to the surface before I could even be sure what was happening. It was the truth, though: I did want her to beg. I wanted this gorgeous woman to tell me just how much she craved my cock inside her.

And then, when I was satisfied, I’d give it to her, safe in the knowledge that her husband was watching every second of it.

‘Please, Jack,’ she said, the urgency of her voice cutting through my thoughts. ‘I need it. Please. Fuck me.’

I unbuckled my trousers, and within seconds I was naked and on top of her. My cock waited at the entrance to her cunt, the head pressing gently against her flesh, waiting to take her for myself.

‘Please,’ she said again. ‘Show him. Show me.’

That was enough. I pushed into her in one firm, slow stroke that made her gasp. Her tightness wrapped around me, a perfect fit. Every time I moved forward, she brought her hips to greet mine – a perfect mirror of my arousal.

‘Do you see this, Richard?’ she screamed out as I ploughed into her, every thrust making her voice shake. ‘This is how a real man fucks. This is what you could never give me.’

I had thought Sanderson’s presence might have put me off, but in fact it was quite the opposite. Knowing I was being watched – especially by someone who I knew would absolutely loathe what was happening and yet deserved every second of it – just added to the thrill. I could imagine him behind me. Would he be watching, or would he be trying to keep his eyes averted? How would he deal with her moans, knowing that there was nothing he could do to stop them?

I fell forward onto her, pinning her to the bed – she was mine now, not his. Each thrust was met with a pornographic gasp of pleasure and a call for more, a demand for me to fill her.

She pushed me gently to the side, gesturing for a change of position. Within seconds, she was on top of me, sliding herself down onto my cock. Her body swallowed me, every bounce driving me deeper inside her and closer to an orgasm. As she raked her fingers down my chest, I moaned.

She grasped at my arms, digging her nails in. ‘You’re going to come inside me when you do,’ she said, leaving no room for doubt. ‘You’re going to show him exactly what he can’t have, do you understand me?’

I nodded, and she smiled. ‘Good boy,’ she said. 

It took almost no time at all. Her tightness around my cock was more than I could bear, and as I reached up to run my hands across her beautiful breasts, I knew that I wouldn’t be able to hold back for much longer. Every inch of me felt as though I was on fire; when I couldn’t stand it anymore, I let myself go. As I did, I felt her body buck and arch, her spine curving back on itself in ecstasy. She screamed in pleasure as I spilt myself deep inside her, grabbing at my shoulders and pulling herself close to me.

‘Kiss me,’ she gasped, as though even the simple act of getting the words out was too much for her to take. Her lips pressed against mine hungrily, alternated with biting little nips that made sure she had my complete and undivided attention.

We collapsed onto the bed together, exhausted and spent. Our heavy breaths mingled together as she gently stroked my chest with an idle finger.

I looked across at Sanderson, still gagged. His head had dropped down onto his chest and his eyes were closed, giving him the appearance of being asleep, but I could tell from the taut tendons in his chest that he was not only awake but silently seething at me.

Suddenly, I didn’t much want to stay in that room. Even with Emily’s naked body draped around mine, I felt too uncomfortable for words.

When she sloped off to the bathroom, I pulled on my pants and shoes and headed off down the stairs. I considered leaving a note, but I didn’t know what it would say. ‘Thanks for a great fuck, but I can’t believe I just did that and I’m going to head back to my mundane little life now’?

It seemed insane to even consider it.

That was the thing, though: it had been a great fuck, and not just because of Emily’s obvious skill. Having someone there to watch helplessly as I ploughed into his wife, as I used her like my own personal plaything... it had made the experience so much richer, somehow. The thrill had lingered even as I tracked down my shirt and buttoned it, ready to leave. I felt sexually fulfilled in a way I hadn’t in years.

But now what? How was I supposed to go into work on Monday, knowing what I now knew? There was no way I’d still have a job. If Sanderson didn’t fire me outright, he’d find some way to make my life miserable. I’d end up being forced out of the company for sure.

That was that, then. I’d ruined my career for one fuck. No matter how hot it was, there was no way it could be worth it.

‘Jack?’ a voice called out from the stairwell. It was Emily. ‘Where are you going?’

‘Home,’ I said. ‘I’ll call a taxi.’

‘There’s no need. I’ll get the driver to take you home.’ She paused for a second, trying to read my face. ‘What’s wrong?’

I shrugged. If she didn’t know, there was no way I could explain it – more to the point, I didn’t feel up to the challenge at that particular moment. I was tired, it was dark and cold, and I had just committed career suicide.

‘Is it because of Richard?’ she asked. ‘I thought you said you were OK with that.’

‘I was.’

‘But?’

I shrugged again. It seemed to be a perfect catch-all response. ‘I don’t know,’ I said.

There was an awkward silence. ‘I didn’t pick you because I wanted to humiliate him,’ she said eventually. ‘Well, not just for that. I admit, I thought he’d become a little too comfortable with me bringing strangers home, and I wanted to shake that up, but there was a reason I picked you in particular.’

‘Oh yeah?’ I said, a little more sarcastically than I’d intended. 

‘I know you don’t remember me, Jack, but I certainly remembered you. The office Christmas party, three years ago? I saw how he treated you – and, if I’m honest, it made me angry. I realised then that my husband wasn’t a particularly nice man. I always said that if there was ever anything I could do to make him less of a complete bastard to the people who worked for him, I would.’

I remembered the night she was talking about, vaguely. Someone had spilt a drink on him, and of course – as the youngest employee there – he’d taken his frustrations out on me, shouting at me right there on the dance floor. I wanted the world to swallow me up that night. Now it seemed that karma had balanced out. The universe is a funny old place.

‘I didn’t just do this for my enjoyment,’ she said.

I stayed silent. There didn’t seem to be too much left to say. My body was still caught up in a post-orgasmic glow, but it was rapidly winding down. All I wanted was to be out of this situation so I could take the time to think things over. It had been an eventful night.

She pressed something into my hand: a small black strip of plastic. It took me a moment to realise that it was a USB flash drive. ‘Here,’ she said. ‘Call it a souvenir.’

‘What is it?’

‘I filmed it,’ she said simply. ‘What just happened, I mean. I always do. It’s a kind of protection, to make sure Richard can’t go after any of my lovers professionally. I figured it was especially important in your case. I suspect you’ll find he’s much more pleasant to you around the office now. Perhaps you might even find yourself getting a raise sometime soon. If you ask nicely, I mean.’

I held the stick back out to her. ‘I’m not interested in blackmail.’

‘Who’s blackmailing anyone?’ she said with a shrug. ‘You haven’t threatened to release it. He just knows you have a copy. He knows you could – that for once, someone else has power over him. It’s good for him to know that, I think. It makes him less of an utter shit to people below him.’

The car pulled around behind me, and Emily’s driver – an attractive young woman, I saw for the first time – stepped out, holding the rear car door open for me.

Emily kissed me on the cheek. ‘Look after yourself, Jack,’ she said as she pulled away. ‘And who knows... maybe we can do this again sometime, eh?’

‘Yeah,’ I said. ‘Maybe.’

I stepped into the car, Emily’s scent still whirling in my head. Maybe, I thought again, but I knew for a fact that it wasn’t a night I would forget any time soon. The next time, though... the next time it would be just me and Emily, alone. It would have to be.

I smiled at the thought as the car started, taking me away from her and back to reality.


Sarah’s Cuckold


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.


If you enjoyed Second Best: A BDSM Cuckolding Collection, you may also enjoy:

Five Minutes Before Midnight

All the best things happen at midnight...

She has blossomed from a shy teen into a beautiful dominant woman, all while trying to capture the attentions of the gorgeous man who lived upstairs. Finally her efforts pay off, and he falls under her spell – and into her chastity.

The night before her birthday, she recounts in a letter just how she spent the last year training him to be hers – but with their plans to take things to the next level, how will their relationship change when the clock strikes twelve?

This story contains themes of female domination, male submission, BDSM romance and chastity.

The Sissy Maid Bet

It’s just a little wager. What harm could it do?

It's easy to be bored when you're a beautiful young woman with money to burn, but the millionaire heiresses Miranda and Jennifer have found a new game to keep themselves amused: betting on human beings. With a hundred grand on the table, Miranda gives Jennifer a sexy wager she can’t possibly refuse – in just twenty-four hours, she has to turn their hot alpha-male waiter Sam into a passable sissy girl.

Getting him to the apartment is the easy part. Convincing him to go along with being her chastity-locked maid is a little tougher. When he realises that it’s not another woman he has to convince but Miranda’s hot male friend, however  – a man who is looking for a slutty maid all of his own – Sam has to decide just how far he’s willing to go to earn his money. 

Will this sissy’s oral skills be able to convince them he’s a real woman – and even if he does, will Miranda and Jennifer ever let him go back to his normal life?

This story contains themes of sissification, forced bi, and male chastity.
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