

Serving Them

Tanya O’Neil


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED:  No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means, without the prior permission in writing of the publisher, nor be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser. Your non-refundable purchase allows you to one legal copy of this work for your own personal use.  You do not have resell or distribution rights without the prior written permission of both the publisher and copyright owner of this book.  This book cannot be copied in any format, sold, or otherwise transferred from your computer to another through upload, or for a fee. Warning:  The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this work is illegal. Don't do it. Criminal copyright infringement is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000. Publisher’s Note:  This is a work of fiction. All characters, places, businesses, and incidents are from the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual places, people, or events is purely coincidental. Any trademarks mentioned herein are not authorized by the trademark owners and do not in any way mean the work is sponsored by or associated with the trademark owners. Any trademarks used are specifically in a descriptive capacity. All characters should be assumed to be over the age of 18. They all give some form of consent (including tacit). The cover model is also over the age of 18. Cover created Shutterstock imagery.

First Edition

©2019


Serving Them

When the doorbell rings, I immediately stand up. It’s habit, especially because Jennifer is sitting right there in front of me. “Go get the door. He’s here.”

As I look back at her, I start to breathe faster. At the same time, I know that this might be my last chance.

“Jennifer, please, reconsider. Are you sure you want to do this? Are you sure I have to do this?” The words tumble from my lips, like I can barely get them out correctly. And yet, my wife smiles at me. She looks good and relaxed, like this is nothing but a game. To her, it’s a little bit of fun. To me, it’s something else entirely.

“I thought about this a lot,” she informs me. “And trust me, Dylan. I’m going to have so much fun. He knows what he’s doing. Unlike you, he’s a real man.”

A real man.

I have heard these words so many times from her.

As I walk toward the door, I think about the first time she locked me in chastity. That was just one more step toward my eventual subjugation. Now I know that I’m nothing but a slave, her plaything. On paper, I might be her husband, but I don’t get any respect. I probably don’t deserve any.

I was already tied down when she made the announcement. Naked and spread out before her, completely trapped and utterly powerless, I couldn’t stop her. Even so, she deigned to explain, probably because she wanted to enjoy the look of horror on my face.

“Dylan, Dylan, Dylan. You are such a fun boy. I always love teasing you, but I think you get too much freedom.”

“What, what do you mean?” I asked.

That’s when she held the small box for me to see.

At first, I didn’t recognize it; I didn’t know what she was holding. “It’s a chastity lock! You see, there are women out there who don’t like the idea of letting their boyfriends or husbands get erections or masturbate. I guess I’m one of them.” She giggled to herself. “So from now on, you’re going to wear this. You’re going to wear it all the time. The only instances where you will get out of your chastity cage is when I have you tied down so that I can play with you.”

I looked at her, still confused. “Shouldn’t we talk about this?” A chastity device? I could see the lock on the package, so I realized right away that I would not be able to take this thing off, not without her help. More to the point, I knew that she would be the one who would hold the key.

“Talk about this? Why? I’ve already made a decision,” she told me.

Then she grinned as she sat up. She crawled a little bit closer and kissed me on the mouth. She bit down into my lower lip and sucked on my mouth. It felt so good. I was nice and hard, just the way she wanted.

No, not just hard. Desperate.

Jennifer had already teased me for long minutes, maybe even an entire hour. Excitement dribbled from the tip of my shaft, and she had already stripped out of her panties. Underneath her tennis skirt, she didn’t have on anything at all.

She slipped back, straightened up, and lowered herself down. Inch by inch, she brought her crevice closer and closer to my shaft. Then she enveloped me, just a little bit at a time. She teased me, rubbing me first before taking the tip of my cock, then more and more until she was positioned right on top of me.

“Enjoy this. It might be a very long time before I decide to have sex with you again,” Jennifer said.

Several seconds later, she looked down at me. “Actually, I’m going to give you one more chance, Dylan. If you can get out of any of your straps on your own, without my help, then I will graciously release you. If you can’t, you’re going straight into chastity once I’m done.”

“You want me to struggle?”

“I want to watch you struggle. And then I want to see you fail.” She looked right down at me, and this time she wasn’t joking or giggling. She really meant it.

“Go ahead,” she said to me. “You don’t have much time.”

For a second or two, I sucked on my bottom lip as I contemplated her words. Part of me wondered if this was some sort of trap. No, not a trap, just a game. It was her chance to tease me and torment me, just as she had done so many times before. I glanced back at the small box, knowing full well that it really did contain a chastity cage for me. If she put it on me, I would no longer have access to my genitals. Only she would.

Worse, Jennifer would never let me forget it.

At once, I yanked on the straps, pulling them tight. I tried first with both of my arms at the same time. That didn’t work. Next, I tried to kick free, hoping that maybe I might be able to slip one of my feet out of the fabric restraints looped around my ankles. That didn’t work either.

“Oh, come on!” Jennifer sounded truly and terribly disappointed, like she thought my best efforts were simply pathetic. “You can do better than that. Show me what you’ve got!”

I didn’t know what to say, so I opted to stay quiet. I began to yank and thrash, working my body up and down. As I did so, I shoved my member deep into her. That’s what she really wanted, I realized. She wanted to see me struggle, but she also wanted me to ram up into her, to do all of the work.

Of course, she rode me easily. Braced on her knees with her knuckles pushed down into the mattress, she had no problem maintaining her position. Jennifer enjoyed every second as I continued to writhe beneath her.

“Look at that! It looks like you’re going to come pretty soon. Are you going to come?” Jennifer asked me.

The moment I lost control, I would be locked into that thing. She would wipe me down, clean me off, and confine my shaft to a new kind of imprisonment. Currently, Jennifer could snap her fingers and order me to the bed. Then she could tease me or torment me however she wanted. That was what our marriage looked like, only I was free for the rest of the time.

I yanked again, pulling as hard as I could. The straps dug down to my wrists, rubbing my skin raw and red.

“Come on. You can do better than that. Try harder. If you really work at it, I’m sure you’ll be able to earn your freedom. Hey. Maybe I would even start to respect you more.”

“You’re not going to get away with this,” I said.

“Really? And who’s going to stop me? We both know how much I love owning you and controlling you. More to the point, you let me do it!” She pulled her hands away from the mattress for a second to clap her hands together. She giggled cheerfully, and I nearly bucked her off of me.

Still, she maintained her position, and then she brought her hands back down to my shoulders. Her fingernails dug into my skin, only I hardly noticed that little jolt of pain compared to the pleasure from feeling her tight, wet slit wrapped around my member.

I wasn’t going to be able to hold out for much longer. That much was obvious.

“You could just give up.” She grinned at me. “Think about it. A life in chastity shouldn’t be that bad for a boy. I mean, you might be horny all the time, you have to beg for any kind of release, but at least you won’t be tempted to think of yourself as an independent man anymore.

“I’m not going to let you win!” I growled defiantly.

“Are you sure about that?”

She sat up straight again, and then she started to rise, lifting herself up. A heartbeat later, she slid back down. She impaled herself on my member, squeezing me, teasing me with wild sensations of hot desire. Lust overwhelmed me, and I pushed up, thrusting into her.

“That’s right, baby. Just give up. You know that you’re not going to win. Enjoy it. Accept the fact that you’re going to wear a lock for me. Don’t worry. I won’t tell any of your friends,” she said in a way that didn’t reassure me at all.

She rode me harder and faster, practically bouncing. With every second, she pushed me closer and closer to that orgasm. I tried to hold it back. At this point, I was gritting my teeth and panting through my nostrils, all without even struggling. I had to focus on staying relaxed. If I clenched down, even for a second, I would lose it. She would drain my shaft, and then she would wipe me down and cage me.

“That’s right, baby. Come for me!”

She took me.

Within seconds, I lost it. No matter how hard I tried to fight, I couldn’t resist biology. This girl was a perfect specimen with her dark brown hair, her bright, vivid eyes, her cute nose, and her sharp features. Not only that, I was a practically hypnotized by the sway of her breasts as she moved up, then down and back again. With every movement, she drained my self-control.

Trapped between the walls of her pussy, my shaft pulsated. I lost control, surrendering. Pleasure swept through my body, wiping away any trace of regret, at least for a few seconds.

Once I was done, emptied and spent, she pulled off of me.

“Very good,” she said. She opened the package slowly. Strangely enough, she looked completely put together. While my skin was hot and damp, she seemed composed. Not only that, I was naked, my shaft coated in her juices and my spent load. Her skirt had fallen back down, so there is no way to even know that she didn’t wear panties.

“Good boy,” she said as she started to wipe me down with a tissue. She cleaned me gently, but I couldn’t stay hard. Pretty soon, my member became flaccid, just the way she wanted.

“Let’s get you locked up.”

She pushed my length into this plastic, downward bent tube. Next, she looped a band under my scrotum. She connected them together with several other pieces. Finally, everything was held together with a simple, brass padlock.

“Get ready. This is my favorite part.”

Click.

With that one simple, almost innocuous sound, I lost control.

“Now I’m going to go hide your key so that you won’t be able to find it. You’re free to look, however. Of course, if I catch you looking, you’re going to earn yourself a spanking. You wouldn’t like that, would you, Dylan?”

“No,” I agreed.

She reached down and patted me on the head like I was some simple animal. Then she left me alone.

While she was gone, I raised my head and looked down along the length of my body. There it was, the cage. I was going to have to get used to wearing it. For a second, I indulged in a fantasy where I might be able to beg Jennifer to change her mind. But really, I knew that was never going to happen. Once she set her mind on a specific fantasy or a new way to control me, she would never back down. This was what she wanted; this was what she needed.

I had already known that I belonged to her, but now she had my cock imprisoned.

When she came back, she climbed up on the bed and practically hopped on me. Straddling me, she looked down. “I’m going to give you a chance to try to take it off. I want to make sure your cage is nice and secure.”

She released me from the restraints.

At once, I reached for the cage, probably because I needed to know too. Was I really trapped in this thing? Had I genuinely lost control of my shaft?

Slowly and tentatively, like I didn’t really know how to move on my own, I pushed myself up off of the bed. I looked down again at my genitals. They seemed alien and strange, especially with my manhood now encased in plastic.

For her part, Jennifer seemed content to watch me. To her, this must have been like some kind of science experiment. She wanted to know what I was going to do and how I would react.

Breathing out slowly and doing my best to remain sedate, I touched my fingers to the tube, and I tugged on it. The plastic ring locked around my scrotum pulled on my skin.

As I worked it, I looked over at her. The pressure became more intense as I pulled harder and harder, and then it started to hurt.

“You know, there different kinds of chastity locks,” she said. “I could get you one that was smaller or spiked.”

“No!”

“Then you should probably thank me for the one you have.”

I jerked my head up. Then I exhaled slowly, realizing that she wasn’t going to let me out of this. Right away, I recognized the glimmer of glee in her voice and along her irises. She loved this. She loved every second of it. It turned her on.

“Thank you for the chastity cage,” I said, my voice flat and defeated.

“No problem.”

Now something else is about to happen, and I need to open the door. I look over my shoulder at Jennifer one more time. Damn. She looks amazing. She’s wearing lingerie, little red panties, and a lacy bra with this sheer nightgown hanging from her shoulders, along her arms, all the way down to her midriff.

Jennifer still has one arm lounging over the back of the couch. Her legs are crossed, and she’s waiting for me to open the door.

“You don’t want to keep our guest waiting,” she says.

I do, but I can’t. If I hesitate much longer, I know that I’m going to be in a lot of trouble. To make matters worse, I will be punished not just by Jennifer, but also our guest. I start to turn the doorknob, all while I frantically flail about inside of my head for some kind of solution. I keep wishing that there could be something I might say, some way for me to get her to change her mind.

But even as I think about all of this, my cock aches inside of its cage. I’m desperate to get out, to get free. Maybe I should be used to this.

Jennifer loved hearing me beg. For the first couple of weeks after she put the chastity cage on me, I maintained some veneer of dignity, and I waited, thinking that she would eventually decide to let me out.

Obviously, she could enjoy oral sex whatever she wanted. She would snap her fingers and tell me to go down on her, and I would obey. Not only that, I would look at her enthusiastically, desperate for the chance to get off myself.

Maybe I clung to the hope that if I did a really, really good job, then she would fetch the key and unlock me.

It’s never happened.

Sure, she complimented me enough. She would tell me that I was such a good boy, that I did such a good job, that she loved how enthusiastic I had become. All of that appealed to her greatly, but she never actually released me to get off.

She did occasionally let me out of the cage. According to her, this was supposed to be some kind of reward.

Jennifer loved ordering me back up onto the bed. I would be naked, all except for a collar around my neck and the cage between my legs. Then she would tell me to spread my limbs, to reach for the corners of our bed. After that, she would strap me down, looping the restraints around my ankles and wrists. She would pull them tight, making sure that I could hardly move.

From there, she loved crawling along my body, touching me. At moments like this, I could really believe that she would decide she finally wanted to have sex. She couldn’t hold out forever, could she? Oral sex was great, and it pleasured her, but she had to want more, right? Some kind of biological imperative would take over, telling her that she needed more than my tongue. She needed to feel my shaft pump into her.

Or maybe that was just my hope.

In any case, she would touch me, her fingers lightly grazing my neck, shoulders, my sides, even my inner thighs. She loved caressing me.

All the while, I would wiggle with frustrated need. Inside of its cage, my shaft would try so hard again and again. I’d feel the pressure to get erect, but it wouldn’t actually work. My shaft would never be strong enough to break the walls of its plastic prison, and she knew it.

“What’s wrong?” Jennifer liked to ask. This is a good way for her to encourage me to beg.

“Please, can you please let me out? Please, I need orgasm! I need it so badly!”

“Oh, I’m sure you do.”

“Does that mean you’re going to let me have one?”

“Oh, I don’t know. You have been such a good boy. You’ve been so eager and enthusiastic, especially when it comes to going down on me. But if I let you get off, does that mean you’re going to start acting like a selfish man?”

Jennifer didn’t allow me the chance to respond. Even as she twirled some strands of hair around one finger and stared off into the distance, she would start to shake her head. “No. I’m worried about you. I want you to be the best husband you can be, which means you need to stay in chastity. But don’t worry. I’m going to let you out for a couple of minutes.”

Then she would unlock me, pulling the cage off. She would clean me and wipe me down, just to make sure that everything was hygienic. She would allow my shaft to harden, and the erection itself would feel good.

“You know, I can touch you,” she said. “Would you like that? Would you like me to touch you, Dylan?”

Somehow, whenever she said my name, it would feel like an insult. To her, “Dylan” was synonymous with slave or subjugated boy. “Yes, please. Please, touch me!”

If she was feeling really cruel, she would touch me, it was true, only she would place her hand on my chest or the side of my arm.

“No. That’s not what I meant!”

There were different variations of this game, and I should have been able to understand what she was going to do, what she wanted to do, how she enjoyed teasing me…but with the desperation pounding through my body, it always got harder and harder to think.

“But I’m touching you,” she liked to say. “Are you enjoying this? Don’t you want me to touch you some more?”

“Yes, please!”

Truthfully, I would have done anything. Eyes wide, I would start bucking and thrashing about helplessly.

“Want to try again?” Her voice could come out breezily because this was all so easy for her.

“Please, please let me have an orgasm! Please, just touch me a little bit! It doesn’t have to be much. Please!” Every syllable would be stretched out, strained and pounding with need.

“Maybe,” she liked to say, at which point she would reach down and stroke me. She would tease me gently, soft, mocking caresses of her fingertips along my scrotum, up to the base of my shaft. Once in a very rare while, she would even wrap her fingers around my member, bringing me close to an orgasm.

Then she would stop, get up, and leave me alone.

My chest rises and falls. Even my shoulders seem to move with every panted breath.

He’s out there, I know, and I need to open the door, but I’m not sure I can do it.

“You’re keeping our guest waiting,” she says to me.

I run back across the room, I drop at her feet, and I look up at her. “Please, please don’t do this! Please, I will do everything I can to please you. I swear, I will be the best slave in the world! I won’t even ask for orgasms anymore!”

“Dylan,” she says right after my outburst, “What are you so scared of?” Before I can answer, I flashback to something else, just a couple weeks ago.

I had my eyes locked shut, and I was breathing steadily. Jennifer was right between my legs. She enjoyed that spot. The chastity lock was already off of me, and she was touching me. For the most part, I was hard, but I was giving her what she really wanted.

I wasn’t begging, and I didn’t sound desperate. At this point, I had maintained some kind of self-control, some kind of dignity.

Jennifer didn’t speak.

Her lips hardened into a frown just as I opened my eyes and looked back at her. Still, I didn’t gasp or pant for her. I didn’t promise to do anything to please her. I was relaxed, doing my best to remain sedate, as though none of this affected me.

Sure enough, she brought her fingers up to my scrotum, and she stroked the underside of my balls. Still, I didn’t react.

“You aren’t going to beg, are you?”

I looked back at her, only I didn’t say anything. I didn’t want to risk antagonizing her, even though simply remaining stoic was enough to piss her off. Finally, I gave it little shake of my head. I wasn’t trying to be rude or aggressive or hostile.

“Okay,” she finally said with a dismissive nod of her head.

I didn’t know what this would mean or what she had in mind, but then she got up and she walked back over to her closet. She opened the door and started to pull out different options.

“What, what are you doing?”

“I’m going out tonight.”

“What?” Sure, it was a Saturday night, but that still didn’t make sense to me.

“You heard me,” Jennifer answered. She pulled on a short and tight denim skirt, plus a snug tank top. She quickly ran a brush through her hair, and that’s all she really needed to do. Other girls might have spent hours in front of the mirror, but Jennifer could look sexy as hell without much effort.

“Are—are you going to let me up?”

A mean smirk touched her lips. Slowly, she tilted her head to the side. “Have a good night,” she told me.

Just like that, my wife left me alone, naked and tied to the bed. My shaft was still erect, and the desires kept swimming through my body, but I couldn’t do anything about them. I was tied down, horny and helpless.

Part of me wanted to cry out before Jennifer left, but another part of me didn’t really believe she would just leave me there while she went out. Was she going to call her friends to see if any of them wanted to hang out?

No.

She was horny, I realized. And frustrated.

With a nervous gulp, I realized something. She was going to go out and find a guy. I clenched my eyes shut, realizing that I had been an idiot. I should have given her what she wanted. But I made the mistake of trying to fight back. In doing so, I sent her off to go have sex with someone else. Jennifer could do whatever she wanted. She had made that fact very clear time and time again.

I kept hoping that maybe she hadn’t really left, so I shouted her name.

Nothing.

There was no response.

When she came back several hours later, I was still helpless on the bed.

She climbed up onto the mattress, straddling me. Alcohol tinged her breath as she giggled, “I want to thank you, Dylan. Since you were such a brat tonight, I went out and had a lot of fun. I met some really nice guys.”

“What happened?” I asked.

She patted me on the head. She leaned down, and she started to stroke me again. “I met this one man, Adam. He’s taller than you, and he has this great job. Oh, and he’s funny. He definitely made me laugh. I swear, he’s the kind of alpha male who can pick up any girl. He set his sights on me, and it felt like I just had to do whatever he wanted. So we went back to his car, and he fucked me hard.”

As she said this, she wrapped her fingers around my tumescent shaft. All of the desires came screaming back through my body. It felt like every inch of my flesh buzzed with needed, only now she was telling me about how she had cheated on me, and some part of me still enjoyed it. Some part of me still got stimulated.

I clenched my eyes shut, like that could block out the sound of her voice. Clearly, it didn’t. I had to listen to every detail.

“We went back to his car, he kissed me hard. He knew exactly what he was doing. He grabbed my wrists and took me. It felt so good. I loved the way that I could feel like he was in charge. I didn’t have to do anything. He showed me what he wanted, and I gave it to him.

“What, what do you want?”

“First, he wanted a blow job,” she said to me.

My eyes widened. No! Part of me didn’t want to believe or accept it. There was no way that she would go down on a guy. Jennifer was the kind of girl who thought she was better than that.

“When you’re with the real man, you do what he wants,” Jennifer said to me. That was the only explanation she gave. But I sucked his cock for a good long while. Someone could’ve caught us at any moment, but I didn’t care. He had his hand on the back of my head, and I would have done anything for him. In fact, he rolled me over and fucked me so hard. After trying to tease you, I was ready for it. I spread my legs just like his own private slut.”

Quivering, I shook my head. I didn’t want to believe it.

But it was true.

Every word of it was true!

“I loved when he rode me. I loved being on my back and beneath him. He took me, and it felt so good!” That’s when she squeezed me harder, forcing me to climax. It had been weeks since my last orgasm, which made it impossible for me to resist. I was so turned on by the idea of my wife getting fucked by another man. I hated it. I loved it. I couldn’t stop her!

“Go get the door right now or I will let him to break you,” she says.

Taking quick, shallow breaths, I found myself operating on autopilot. I got up, and I walked back toward the door. I touched the knob again, turned it, and I faced him for the first time.

Adam.

He only stands there in the doorway, but I immediately feel like I can’t possibly compare. He’s taller, more handsome, and obviously better built. He wears a black leather jacket, a little bit of stubble accents his cheeks, and there’s something about his obvious confidence. He walks forward, and I quickly scurry out of the way.

“Hey, Jen. It’s good to see you again.” He turned back to me, looking down like I’m some alien creature he can’t quite understand. “This must be your husband.”

“That’s right. That’s Dylan,” she said. She quickly hopped up onto her feet, and she rushed over to him. She stopped a second later, perhaps realizing that she needed permission. But then, he grabbed her, sweeping my wife into his arms. He started to kiss her hard.

I watched, horrified, but I’m still helpless to do anything about it. Part of me yearns to try to speak up, to argue that she’s mine.

And yet, I already know that he would kick my ass. Worse, Jennifer would still go with him.

“If you don’t mind, I was hoping that my husband could watch tonight.”

“I don’t know. It looks like he’s going to cry.”

“If you like, I could tie him up and gag him. That way, he would watch, but he won’t get in the way.”

“Only if he goes down on me first.”

What?

I quickly glanced from Jennifer to Adam and back again. Obviously, I must have heard him wrong.

“Is that what you really want?” Jennifer asked. Do want him on his knees, sucking your cock? You want to show him that you are the only man here?” Then I realized what’s going on. They have already talked about this. They have already planned it.

And just like that, any hope of escaping my fate dissipates.

Jennifer strolled back to me, her hands went to my shoulders. She pushed me down onto my knees.

“And you keep him in chastity too?” Adam asks.

“Show him,” Jennifer orders.

Before I even know what I’m doing, I pull my pants down. He glanced at me. “Pathetic. Seriously, what’s wrong with you? Why would you let your girl do this to you?”

Jennifer still had her hands on my shoulders. She pinched, making sure that I don’t utter a sound.

“He will suck you off,” Jennifer promised. She pinched me again, making sure that I understand how important this is to her. I’m not her husband, not anymore. That would require her respect. Instead, I am her slave, her toy and her plaything. She can use me however she wants.

If she wanted me to do this, then I would obey because it feels like I have no choice.

Adam cocked his head to the side before smirking slightly. Then he pulled down the zipper on his pants. He took out his erect shaft, and my eyes got big.

“He’s going to fuck your face,” Jennifer whispered into my ear.

Sure enough, he walked up to me, he put his hand on the back of my head, and he forced me forward. Just like a that, I feel the tip of his erect manhood right there against my mouth. I parted my lips, and I started to suck. I’d never tasted another man before. I’d never been in this position before. I looked up at him, but he seemed so much taller and more powerful than I could ever be.

This isn’t about sex. It’s about control. It’s about ownership. He owns Jennifer now, and Jennifer owns me, so he is in charge.

I’m nothing but a pathetic cuckold, a boy who has been enslaved. So I lick and I suck, forced to move my head forward and back as I serve this man.

“That’s right, suck me off,” he ordered.

My head moves forward and back, my lips wet and tight against his circumference. He jams his shaft forward, and I nearly gag. I pant through my nostrils and fight to relax. Somehow, I keep my gag reflex in check.

He isn’t done with me. Adam wants more. He wants to use me because my wife is watching.

As Jennifer giggles off to the side, I continue to suck until he finally pulls me back.

“Not bad. Go ahead and tie him up. Then I’m going to have some fun with you, Jen.”

“Yes, sir,” she says with a little grin.

She grabbed me by my wrist and pulls me to my feet. She takes me right back into the bedroom, where she shoves me to my knees once again. Jennifer rushes back to the closet. Obviously, she’s eager to be taken by this man.

“Please, you don’t have to do this,” I say. But she’s coming back with a ball gag. She shoves the rubber sphere into my mouth and straps it in place. I can’t talk! She grabs my wrists and pulls them behind my back. She ties my hands and my feet.

“Don’t you dare look away,” Jennifer says. “Remember, I can always just lose the key to your lock.”

My eyes widen and water at the same time.

Seconds later, Adam and Jennifer come into the bedroom. He leads her by her hand. Then he shoves her down onto our bed. He climbs up on top of her, his fingers locked around her wrists. He pins her down.

On my knees, I watch all of this.

They make out for a little while, but then Adam decides that he wants more. He starts to strip her, pulling off her top, her skirt, her shoes and her socks. Soon, she’s down to her bra and panties.

His hand slips down under the satin of her underwear, and he begins to finger her, lightly teasing her. “Oh, that feels good. It feels so good,” she says. Then he takes his hand away, and she whimpers slightly. He knows how to control this girl, how to give her just enough to keep her eager for more and willing to do whatever he likes.

He rips through her bra, shredding the lingerie. While he still holds her down, he leans in and looks at her nipples. He sucks gently on each of her breasts.

“Oh, that’s wonderful! Thank you!”

She’s never thanked me for any of my prowess in bed.

But there’s a reason why I am tied up and gagged, forced to watch as this alpha takes what he wants.

Then he pulls back, and he’s grinning at her. He pulls off his pants and he drags down her panties. He strips her, and there he is again, so much bigger than me. He has inches on me. Adam leans in again, and he kisses her neck. Or maybe he’s biting her. I can’t tell even though I can’t look away either. He plunges down into her, his cock hard against her crevice. He slides forward, then back. He shows this girl that she belongs to him now. As he pumps into her, Jennifer spreads her legs as far as she can. Her knees are bent, and she’s taking him.

“Thank you. Thank you!”

“You’re mine, aren’t you?” Adam asks. “Say it!” This is a command, one she can’t possibly disobey.

“I’m yours, sir! I belong to you now!” Jennifer closes her eyes for a second. “I’m your slut! I’m your girl!”

“And why is that?” Adam asks. He knows that they have an audience, so I can’t tell if this is for her benefit, mine, or both of ours. Or maybe he just enjoys that restatement of status.

He pumps her hard, pushing down and pulling back, savoring the friction of their bodies against one another. For my part, I’m still tied up, still trapped in chastity.

Soon, they are growling and groaning against one another. She’s gasping, crying out with every rush of sensation. It must feel so good! He’s better than I could ever be, and he’s sparking something inside of her that I can’t.

He’s still holding her down, and he kisses her. Then, he pulls back, and they seem to climax together.

He pulls out.

“I’ll see you later,” he says. Then he whispers something else, and she giggles.

Jennifer gets up slowly. Clearly, she’s having a hard time moving after that intense session of sex. She stands above me, and she looks down into my eyes. “What have you learned?”

“You can do whatever you want,” I tell her.

“That’s right,” she says before she turns to go take a shower. She leaves me here, tied up and gagged.

The End
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