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Chapter 1

I stepped out of the en-suite bathroom, the faint whisper of my bare feet on the hardwood catching his attention instantly. My husband sat where I’d left him—naked, waiting, his body tense with anticipation. His cock was already hard, standing proudly against his stomach, about five inches of solid, eager flesh, the foreskin still drawn neatly over the head. He wasn’t the biggest man, but he was thick enough that when he was fully hard like this, there was a satisfying weight to him, a quiet confidence that always made me smile.

The air was warm and scented with my lotion, soft and sweet against the heat of our skin. I began working more into my arms, slow, deliberate strokes that caught the light as I moved down to my shoulders and breasts. His eyes followed the glide of my hands, the rise and fall of my chest, the small movements that made the tension between us hum.

“You’re staring again,” I teased, flashing him a knowing smile. “Can’t help yourself, can you?”

He grinned, trying for casual, but the twitch of his cock gave him away completely. That subtle, involuntary pulse made my stomach tighten. I loved watching him like this—caught between wanting to move and knowing I wanted him still.

I turned back into the bathroom for the lotion bottle, returning with a little sway in my hips before setting it down on the desk beside him. “You missed a spot earlier,” I said lightly, brushing my fingertips across his shoulder as I passed.

Another cool dollop landed in my palm. I started working it into my hips, then lower, letting my hands move with slow, circling pressure. His eyes were locked there, watching the rhythm, the way my skin glistened. His cock twitched again, foreskin sliding back just enough to reveal the flushed tip, and I paused deliberately, holding his gaze. The air thickened between us, heavy with unspoken promise.

Then I spoke.

I glanced at him over my shoulder, catching the way his eyes followed every move I made. “You noticed how smooth I am, didn’t you?” I teased, running another slow stroke of lotion up my thigh.

He nodded quickly, his voice a little rough. “Yeah... I noticed.”

“Mmm,” I hummed, my tone playful as my fingers glided higher. “I spent ages in the shower getting like this.”

For a moment, my smile softened. It really had been years since I’d gone completely bare—at least five, maybe more. Until recently, I’d kept a full, soft bush, the kind my husband had always said he liked. But lately... everything felt different. My skin felt different. I felt different. Standing there, smooth and exposed, I couldn’t deny the strange mix of excitement and nervousness swirling through me.

It all traced back to that night with Lydia. Work drinks, laughter, one too many glasses of wine—and then her confession. The way she’d leaned closer, her eyes a little glassy, her voice low as she’d told me what she’d done. I hadn’t been able to stop thinking about it since.

I pushed the thought away and glanced back at him. “Do you think he’ll like it when he sees me tonight?” I asked lightly, keeping my tone breezy even as his face flushed deep red.

“When he sees you?” he stammered.

“Of course,” I said, smiling as I turned toward him, loving the mix of confusion and arousal in his eyes. “You didn’t think I went to all this trouble just for you, did you?”

He hesitated, his throat tightening as he tried to find words. Finally, he nodded slowly, his voice low and rough. “Yeah. He’ll like it.”

“That’s what I thought,” I murmured, turning away again. I bent forward at the waist and began rubbing lotion into my legs, taking my time. I knew exactly what I was showing him—the full curve of my ass, the smooth gleam between my thighs, the faint shimmer of lotion where the light caught my skin.

I could feel his gaze burning into me, hungry and helpless. “You like it too, don’t you?” I said, glancing back with a teasing smile.

His breath hitched, his voice barely more than a whisper. “Yeah... I do.”

“That’s what I wanted to hear.”

“You can look all you want,” I said over my shoulder, my tone light, teasing, almost sing-song. “I know that little uncut dicklet of yours is dying for attention, but tonight it’ll just have to behave.”

He let out a strained groan, his whole body tensing as if the words alone had touched him. There were no restraints, nothing stopping him—just the choice he’d made to sit there and take it. That was what made it so delicious. He could have reached for me at any moment, but he didn’t. He stayed still, cock hard and throbbing against his stomach, the foreskin still half-covering the swollen head as it twitched helplessly under my gaze.

I smiled, slow and knowing, then turned to face him. “You like this, don’t you?” I asked softly, taking a step closer. “Watching me get ready for him. Knowing that in a few hours, he’ll be the one touching me. Kissing me. Making me cum.”

His breath hitched, eyes dark with a mix of humiliation and raw, helpless desire.

“My poor little uncut dicklet,” I cooed, letting the words drip with mock pity. “This is exactly what you wanted, isn’t it? You wanted me to take what I want, when I want it. To stop pretending. To make you watch.”

He didn’t answer, just swallowed hard, his eyes shining with that familiar cocktail of lust and surrender. I could almost see the thoughts fighting in his head—the jealousy, the arousal, the thrill of seeing me slip further into this role he’d fantasized about for so long.

I reached out and traced a finger lightly down his chest, just above where his cock strained upward. “You always said you wanted me to be free,” I murmured. “And now you get to see what that really looks like.”

His breathing quickened, the tension in him trembling just beneath the surface. He was completely undone—because he knew that even through all the teasing, every word, every look, was meant for him.

And that made it all the more powerful.

I reached for the lotion bottle again, a wicked glint in my eye. “Don’t worry,” I murmured, stepping closer, letting my voice drop to a whisper meant only for him. “I’ll make sure he knows how much you helped me get ready for him tonight.”

The sound that escaped him was half groan, half sigh, his breath catching as the meaning sank in. I could see the gratitude in his eyes—twisted up with humiliation and arousal—like he was thanking me for every cruel little word, for giving him exactly what he craved but could never ask for outright.

He wanted this. The teasing. The power I held over him. The way I made him feel small, exposed, and yet completely alive.

Satisfied that my show had done its work, I leaned in just close enough for him to smell the faint sweetness of my lotion, then turned away. “Try not to make too much of a mess while I finish getting ready,” I teased over my shoulder.

I walked back into the en-suite, leaving him sitting there, hard and breathless, his cock still throbbing helplessly in the open air. Even from the next room, I could feel the weight of his gaze following me, could almost taste the heat of his longing. The thought made me smile as I stood before the mirror, applying my makeup slowly, carefully. Each brushstroke felt like another layer of transformation—another step away from the woman I’d been, and closer to the one I was becoming tonight.

When I emerged, my husband was exactly as I’d left him—silent, wide-eyed, and trembling slightly, his cock still standing hard and proud against his stomach. I paused for a moment in the doorway, taking in the sight. It struck me how unusual it was for him to stay that way. He’d always been one of those men who lost his erection if things didn’t progress quickly, his arousal fading as soon as I stopped paying attention. But not tonight. Tonight, he was rock hard, untouched, his thick, uncut cock twitching helplessly as if my mere presence kept him there. That alone made me smile.

I didn’t acknowledge him immediately, choosing instead to move toward the closet with slow, deliberate grace. My shoulder-length blonde hair framed my face in soft, tousled waves, but my makeup told another story entirely. Normally, I went for something natural—barely-there foundation, a hint of gloss, just enough to look polished. Tonight, though, I’d gone full-on slut mode. Heavy, smoky eyeliner made my blue eyes look darker, hungrier. My cheeks were sharp and glowing under the light, and my lips—painted in a glossy, cherry-red sheen—looked almost indecent, like they belonged around something sinful. It was bold. Filthy. Exactly the way I wanted to feel.

From the closet, I pulled out the black mini dress I’d bought for tonight. It was unapologetically short, its soft fabric skimming the tops of my thighs as I slid it over my oiled skin. The halter neck tied behind my neck, leaving my back bare, while the sheer lace panel over my chest barely concealed anything at all. My nipples were clearly visible through the thin fabric—hard, peaked, and deliberate. The whole thing was designed to tease, to make people stare, and it worked beautifully.

I adjusted the neckline, smoothed the hem, and then turned to face him. The effect was instant. His breath caught in his throat, his eyes widening, that pretty cock of his giving a visible twitch.

I couldn’t help but laugh softly, letting the sound linger in the air between us. “Do you like it?” I asked, spinning just enough for the skirt to flare, flashing the tops of my thighs and the unmistakable gleam of bare, smooth skin beneath.

He groaned, his body tightening as he fought the urge to move. Watching him stay that hard without a single touch, knowing that just looking at me could do that—it sent a quiet thrill through me. I felt powerful, irresistible, and very aware that this was only the beginning.

To complete the look, I reached for my black Christian Louboutin pumps and held them loosely in one hand as I turned back toward the bed. His eyes were locked on me, wide and unblinking, every breath shallow. I didn’t rush. Instead, I slid one heel onto the floor and rested my hand on the edge of the dresser, bending at the waist to fasten the strap.

I knew exactly what I was doing—and exactly what he could see.

As I bent, I arched my back deliberately, pushing my ass out just enough to make the short hem of my dress ride up. The cool air hit my freshly shaved skin, and I could almost feel his eyes tracing the curve of my ass down to the soft, bare lips of my pussy. I shifted slightly, parting my legs just a little more, pretending to adjust the strap as I did it. The movement made me glisten faintly in the light.

Behind me came a quiet, broken sound—a strangled groan, almost a whimper. It made my lips curve into a slow, satisfied smile. I took my time slipping on the second heel, repeating the same motion, bending low, pushing my hips back even further so he got the full view. The tension in the room was thick enough to taste; his breathing had gone ragged, each exhale trembling.

When I finally straightened, I ran my hands slowly down the front of my thighs, smoothing out the dress as though nothing at all had happened. Then I moved to my jewelry box and picked up the delicate gold chain necklace I’d set aside. Hanging from it was a small, gleaming charm—a heart-shaped pendant that caught the light as I clasped it around my neck. It wasn’t about ownership tonight, or symbols of control. It was about how effortlessly I could command him without saying a word.

I turned, reaching for my handbag and phone, and walked toward him. His breathing quickened with every step I took. His eyes flicked between my lips and my chest, where the chain rested just above the lace edge of my dress.

Leaning down, I let the hem of my skirt brush his thigh, my perfume enveloping him. I gave him a soft kiss on the forehead—gentle, affectionate, almost mocking in its sweetness.

Straightening, I looked down at him one last time. “Stay naked,” I said quietly, the corners of my mouth curling. “And make sure the laundry’s done before I get back.”

I turned and walked toward the door, my heels clicking in steady rhythm against the floor, each step echoing with purpose. I didn’t look back—didn’t need to. I could feel his eyes on me, burning with longing as I disappeared down the hallway, leaving him there, hard and helpless, with nothing but the memory of what he’d just seen.

As I reached the front door, the sun was sinking low behind the mountains, washing the sky in streaks of amber and gold. I paused for a moment, feeling the warm air brush against my bare skin, the faint hum of the evening settling over everything. My heart was racing, a heady mix of nerves and anticipation thrumming through me. Tonight wasn’t just another date—it was my first night meeting him, and deep down, I already knew it would change everything.

I ordered an Uber and leaned against the doorway as I waited, the sound of my pulse loud in my ears. The excitement in me wasn’t just about what was coming—it was about how far I’d already come. My thoughts drifted, unbidden, to that night with Lydia.

We’d been at the bar after work, both of us a little drunk, laughter spilling too easily between us. Then, out of nowhere, she’d leaned in close, her breath warm against my ear, and told me—so casually it almost didn’t register at first—that she liked sucking other men’s cocks. Other men, not her husband.

I’d blinked, not sure I’d heard right. “Does your husband... know?” I’d asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

Lydia had laughed then—a deep, unashamed, throaty laugh that turned heads at the table. “Of course he knows,” she’d said, eyes glittering with mischief. “He encourages it.” Then, leaning even closer, she’d told me exactly how it worked. The secret glances, the rules, the nights she’d come home smelling of another man and how he’d look at her afterward—hungry, jealous, desperate, and completely hers.

I remembered sitting there, speechless, a heat curling low in my stomach that I hadn’t known what to do with at the time. That conversation had never really left me.

Now, standing there waiting for my Uber, the memory made my lips part in a quiet, involuntary smile. The cool air kissed my shoulders, and the thought of what lay ahead sent a pulse of warmth through me. Tonight wasn’t about my husband’s submission—or even about control.

It was about indulgence. Curiosity. Freedom.

And I intended to enjoy every second of it.

~~~~~~

As I walked into the bar, the low thrum of music and conversation washed over me, wrapping around my nerves like static. It was busy—shoulder to shoulder in places—with laughter rising from the clusters of people pressed around high tables and the glint of glass catching the dim amber light. The smell of whiskey, perfume, and faint sweat filled the air, the unmistakable scent of people chasing connection, attention, or maybe something a little dirtier.

Everywhere I went, heads turned. Some looks were quick, stolen glances that darted away when I met their eyes; others lingered, bold and unapologetic. I could feel them—men and women alike—studying the way my short black dress clung to my body, how the light caught the sheen of my oiled skin, how my nipples were clearly visible through the sheer lace panel. The attention rolled over me like heat, and I let it. I walked slower than I needed to, heels clicking softly against the worn floorboards, my confidence drawing even more eyes my way.

A pair of men at the bar elbowed each other as I passed. A woman near the back gave me a quick, appraising look, her mouth curving into the smallest smile before she turned away. I could feel it all—the quiet envy, the hunger, the curiosity—and it only made me walk taller.

But none of it mattered. None of them mattered.

My focus was singular.

I was here for him.

Tonight wasn’t just another date. I’d been on plenty before—men I’d met online, strangers who’d caught my eye across a room—but this was different. The anticipation thrumming in my chest wasn’t the usual flutter of excitement; it was heavier, sharper. The kind of anticipation that comes from crossing a line you can’t uncross.

Because this time, I already knew him.

Or at least, I thought I did.

I first discovered him late one night, the room lit only by the soft blue glow of my tablet screen. My husband was asleep beside me, his breathing slow and even, while my heart beat just a little too fast. It had started innocently enough—scrolling through the swinger sites we’d talked about earlier that evening, the ones he’d half-jokingly mentioned after a few glasses of wine. But once he’d fallen asleep, curiosity had gotten the better of me. I wanted to see what was really out there.

The site was a mix of everything—ordinary couples in dim bedrooms, endless profiles of men showing off what they clearly thought was their best feature. Page after page, it was all the same: close-ups of thick, dark cocks, descriptions full of bravado, the word experienced tossed around like a trophy. And yet, as much as those pictures stirred something in me—the sheer size of them, the contrast I couldn’t help but imagine—they didn’t satisfy my curiosity.

It wasn’t just about the body. I wanted something else. Someone else. I didn’t want to be another fantasy on someone’s checklist; I wanted to be seen.

I scrolled on, the glow of the screen reflecting off my bare shoulders as the sheets pooled around my waist. My fingers hesitated when I saw him for the first time.

His profile didn’t look like the others. No crude boasts. No anonymous photos taken in bathroom mirrors. His introduction was confident but calm—almost charming—and his gallery was... captivating. Short clips, each one different, but all unmistakably him.

I clicked play.

The video opened on a bedroom scene—simple lighting, nothing fake or overproduced—but the moment he appeared, everything else faded. He was tall, broad, unmistakably Black, his movements fluid, unhurried, completely in control. The woman beneath him wasn’t just being fucked; she was being handled, her pleasure drawn out like something sacred. He didn’t just take—he orchestrated. Every touch, every look into the camera carried an authority that made it impossible to look away.

I watched it once. Then again. By the third time, I could feel my pulse between my thighs, a slow, needy rhythm I couldn’t ignore. There was something magnetic about him—not just the size of his cock, though it was impossible to miss—but the confidence, the way every woman in those videos seemed to lose herself under him.

Curiosity turned into fascination. I tapped his username and scrolled through more. Different women, different scenes—each one just as intense, each one telling the same story. He didn’t just sleep with them; he claimed them. And every single one looked grateful for it.

As the night wore on, I found myself leaning closer to the screen, studying his face, the curve of his mouth, the way he spoke to them, the way they looked back at him—eyes glazed, lips parted, wrecked and blissful all at once. I couldn’t stop imagining what it would feel like to be one of them.

By the time I finally set the tablet down, the sky outside had already begun to pale. My husband stirred beside me, murmuring in his sleep, and I lay there wide awake, heart still pounding. I knew I’d crossed a line that night.

Because I wasn’t just watching anymore. I was wanting.

On impulse, I reached out. His contact info was right there on his profile, and before I could stop myself, I sent him a message. At first, it was harmless—a simple note saying how much I liked his videos. But he replied almost instantly. His first message was confident, direct, but not pushy. It felt different. One reply became two, then a dozen, and before long the conversation had slipped into something far more charged.

He was charming in a quiet, assured way, teasing just enough to make me blush but never crossing into arrogance. When I hinted that I might like to meet him, he didn’t jump on it like most men did. Instead, he laughed—lightly, knowingly—and said, “You’d be surprised how many people say that after watching me.”

That little tease made my stomach flutter.

I told him I wasn’t like that, that I was serious. He paused for a moment before replying, “I’ve heard that before. You sure you’re not another time waster?”

The challenge was deliberate, and it worked. I could feel my pulse quicken as I typed back, “You’ll have to find out.”

He took his time before responding, making me wait just long enough to feel it. Then his next message arrived: “Send me a picture. Something honest. Doesn’t have to be much—I just want to know it’s really you.”

I hesitated, staring at the screen, then chose a photo carefully—something suggestive but not explicit. Enough to give him a taste. When I hit send, my hands were trembling.

His reply came seconds later. I could almost hear the smile in his words. “You’re beautiful,” he wrote. “If you’re serious, we can meet. But I film every session. No exceptions.”

My stomach tightened at that. Film. The word made my skin prickle. He must have sensed my hesitation because another message followed almost immediately: “Don’t worry. I protect identities. Look through my videos again—you’ll see I never show faces unless someone asks me to.”

I did. And he was right. Watching again with new eyes, I saw the care in how he framed things—the way he cropped, blurred, or focused on touch instead of faces. It wasn’t crude. It was deliberate. Controlled. Confident.

My fear slowly gave way to something reckless and electric. Before I could talk myself out of it, I said yes.

We arranged a time and place, his messages calm and assured, mine shaky but eager. And now, here I was, standing outside the bar, my pulse racing, my body humming with a mixture of anticipation and disbelief.

None of this had been shared with my husband. Normally, I’d tell him after—the details, the sensations, every filthy thing I’d done while he listened, hard and silent beside me. But this time felt different.

This wasn’t just another man.

He was Black. And he was him.

I’d never been with a Black man before, though I’d fantasized about it more times than I could admit. Late at night, when my husband was asleep beside me, I’d find myself scrolling through interracial videos, transfixed by the contrast—their darker skin against pale thighs, the way those women looked wrecked, trembling, completely undone. I’d tell myself it was just curiosity, but deep down, I knew it was more than that.

My husband knew, too.

It had started as a joke between us, whispered during sex after too much wine, but over time those whispers had become darker, filthier, and harder to forget. He’d ask questions while he went down on me, his breath hot against my skin, his tongue working slow, deliberate circles as his words sank in.

“Do you ever imagine someone else doing this?” he’d murmur, his voice low and hungry. “Someone bigger than me? Stronger?”

The first time he asked, I’d frozen. But his tongue hadn’t stopped, and the pleasure made it impossible to think clearly.

Then he’d push further. “You think you could take him, baby? A big Black cock stretching you open while I sit right here... watching?”

The way he said it—soft, coaxing, almost reverent—made my thighs tremble. I’d tried to tell him to stop, that it was too much, but my hips would always betray me, rocking up against his mouth as he kept talking. He’d taste how wet I was and chuckle against me. “You like that idea, don’t you?” he’d whisper, his tongue flicking my clit until all I could do was moan in answer.

Soon, it became part of our routine—his mouth between my legs, his voice feeding me fantasies until I came shaking, whispering yes into the dark.

But lately, I’d started imagining it on my own. Not just the act, but the moment after. The look on his face if he ever saw it—if he watched me open my legs for another man, watched me gasp and beg while someone else took everything he used to think belonged to him.

The idea wasn’t just arousing; it was intoxicating. It was power.

And now, it was real.

The thought that my husband might one day see the video—of me spread open and filled by a man who embodied every inch of the fantasy we’d built together—sent a pulse of heat through me that made my knees weak. But for now, the secret was mine alone.

As I approached the bar, my heartbeat quickened. I spotted him immediately—broad-shouldered, effortlessly confident, sitting with the kind of calm that drew attention without trying. His dark skin caught the low light, his white shirt open just enough to hint at the strength beneath.

When his eyes found mine, the rest of the room disappeared. That slow, knowing smile—half challenge, half promise—told me he recognized me instantly.

And in that moment, I knew.

This was going to be a night unlike any other.


Chapter 2

The bar was alive with noise and light—the low thrum of bass-heavy music, the laughter of groups pressed close together, the clink of bottles and glasses. The air carried that familiar mix of perfume, alcohol, and something more human—heat, skin, sweat, desire. I paused just inside, letting my eyes adjust to the soft amber glow before scanning the crowd.

It didn’t take long to find him.

He stood near the center bar, towering over most of the people around him, his posture relaxed but commanding. The low lighting played across his dark, flawless skin, highlighting the curve of his jaw and the broad line of his shoulders. He wasn’t trying to stand out, but everything about him drew the eye. It wasn’t just his size—it was his calm. The quiet confidence that said he didn’t need to prove a thing.

As I made my way through the crowd, I felt heads turn. The brush of air from bodies and movement around me seemed to heat my skin. My dress clung to me like a second layer, and I moved slowly, deliberately—hips swaying, chin high, each step measured. I could feel his gaze before I even reached him, the weight of it heavy and sure, settling on me as though he’d been expecting me all along.

When our eyes met, the noise of the room fell away. His expression didn’t change much—just a faint smile tugging at his lips, that mix of amusement and recognition that made my pulse trip. I’d seen that face before on a screen, commanding every second of the frame, but in person, it was different. His presence filled the space. It was magnetic.

By the time I reached him, my breath had quickened. He didn’t hesitate—he extended his hand, and when I took it, his fingers wrapped firmly around mine, his grip steady and sure. He drew me closer with effortless strength, the kind of pull that didn’t ask permission.

“Didn’t think you’d actually show,” he said, his voice low, deep enough that I felt it as much as I heard it.

“I told you I would,” I replied, hoping my tone sounded braver than I felt.

He smiled, the kind of smile that reached his eyes but held just enough edge to make my stomach twist. “Most don’t. A lot of talk. Not many follow through.”

There was no judgment in his tone—just observation. I could tell he’d seen plenty of people who fantasized but never crossed the line.

“Well,” I said, trying to steady my voice, “I’m not most people.”

He chuckled softly, the sound warm and rich. “We’ll see.”

Then he stepped forward and pulled me into him, his arm wrapping easily around my waist. The move was casual but firm—possessive, even. His body heat radiated through the thin fabric of my dress, and I could feel the solid weight of his chest against mine. When his other hand slid down to cup my ass, he didn’t hide it. There was nothing tentative about his touch. His fingers pressed into my flesh, claiming space that didn’t belong to him yet but already felt like it might.

A quiet gasp escaped my throat before I could stop it. The contact was bold, brazen, and so public that it sent a jolt straight through me. A couple at the bar turned to look. He didn’t care.

“You look even better in person,” he murmured, his breath brushing my ear.

“Bold move,” I said, managing a shaky smile as I tilted my head up at him.

He just grinned, that calm, deliberate confidence returning. “You came here for bold.”

He was right. I had. And as I stood there, his hand still resting possessively against me, the noise and laughter of the bar fading into background static, I realized how easy it would be to forget everything else. My husband, the risk, the pretense. All of it blurred until there was only him—the man I’d watched through a screen, now real and close enough to touch.

And when he leaned in, his voice a low rumble against my skin, saying, “Let’s get a drink before you start shaking,” I knew the night had only just begun.

He led the way toward the bar, his broad frame moving easily through the crowd. People seemed to part without even realizing it. He didn’t need to command attention; he simply had it. Two stools near the center waited for us, and I realized instantly he’d chosen them carefully—positioned where the lighting was soft and flattering, but still visible enough for anyone to see us if they cared to look.

I slid onto the seat beside him, the edge of my dress riding up slightly as I crossed my legs. He turned toward me, mirroring the movement, his body angled close enough that I could feel the warmth radiating off his skin. The noise of the bar faded into a dull, rhythmic hum as his focus narrowed to me.

“You look stunning,” he said quietly, his gaze roaming over me with unhurried appreciation. His eyes lingered on the sheer lace of my dress, where my nipples were faintly visible beneath the dim light. His lips curved slightly. “You wore this for me, didn’t you?”

The question wasn’t accusatory—it was a statement wrapped in amusement.

I swallowed, smiling despite the heat blooming in my cheeks. “Maybe I did.”

He leaned in just enough that I caught the faint scent of his cologne—something earthy and warm. “Good,” he murmured. “I like honesty.”

Before I could reply, the bartender appeared. We ordered drinks, my voice a little too soft when I spoke. As soon as the bartender moved down the bar, he reached into his pocket and pulled out his phone.

Without ceremony, he opened the camera and tilted the screen slightly toward me. “Mind if I start recording?” he asked, his tone casual, but the glint in his eyes said otherwise.

The question hit me harder than I expected, a wave of adrenaline mixing with arousal. My heart skipped. People around us were laughing, talking, oblivious, while here he was, asking if he could capture me like this—my flushed face, my exposed skin, the first few minutes of something I wasn’t sure I could stop anymore.

I met his gaze and hesitated just long enough to feel the weight of the decision. Then I nodded, a shy smile tugging at my lips. “Go ahead.”

He smiled—slow, approving—and hit record. The red light blinked faintly as he angled the camera toward me, his voice low as he said, “Perfect. Just pretend it’s only us.”

I already was.

He pressed record, the phone angled discreetly but intentionally, the lens catching my flushed cheeks and parted lips as I sat beside him. The hum of the bar carried on around us—clinking glasses, bursts of laughter, a faint bass line—but it all felt distant now, muffled, like we were sealed inside a bubble that belonged only to us.

He leaned in slightly, his forearm brushing mine, his voice low enough that I could feel the vibration of it in my chest. “So,” he said, eyes never leaving me, “you told me online you’ve never been with a Black man before. That still true?”

I hesitated for half a second, though he already knew the answer. “That’s true,” I said quietly. “I’ve thought about it... a lot. But never acted on it.”

He smiled faintly, like he’d expected that. “And what made you finally reach out to me?”

His tone wasn’t harsh or demanding—it was calm, measured—but it carried that quiet authority that made lying impossible. I took a small sip of my drink, the chilled liquid sliding down my throat, trying to steady the flutter building in my chest.

“I guess...” I began, my fingers tightening around the glass, “because I couldn’t stop thinking about it. About you.”

He let that hang for a moment, his gaze tracing the side of my neck, the line of my collarbone. “About me,” he repeated, his voice almost a purr. “Or about what I represent?”

My breath caught. “Both,” I admitted. “The way you are in your videos—the confidence, the control... it’s different. It’s not just about size or looks. You make those women feel something.”

His lips curved into the ghost of a smile, one corner lifting. “You like that,” he said, not as a question but as fact.

I nodded, barely. “Yes.”

He leaned a little closer, the faintest touch of his knee against mine. “Tell me,” he said softly, “what exactly turns you on about it? About being with a Black man?”

I froze for a moment, feeling every nerve in my body spark. My skin prickled with heat. I could feel the weight of his eyes, the camera recording silently beside us, capturing every flicker of hesitation, every small betrayal of honesty.

“It’s the difference,” I said finally, my voice barely audible. “The way it feels in my head before it even happens. The idea of it. The strength, the... intensity. And maybe,” I added, my throat tightening, “because it’s something I’m not supposed to want.”

His hand came to rest lightly on my thigh, not high enough to be obscene, but firm enough that I could feel the heat of his palm through the thin fabric of my dress. “You like that danger,” he murmured. “The idea of crossing the line. Of doing something you’ll remember every time your husband touches you.”

The air left my lungs in a slow, uneven exhale. “Yes,” I whispered.

He studied me for a moment, his thumb brushing a small circle against my skin. “And the stereotype?” he asked, his tone calm but laced with amusement. “That part true in your head too?”

My cheeks burned. I tried to laugh it off, but it came out breathless. “Maybe,” I said. “I guess I’m about to find out.”

His smile deepened, slow and deliberate, his eyes locked on mine. “You’re not nervous,” he said, though his tone made it sound like a statement, not a question.

“I am,” I admitted, “but not in the way you think.”

“Good,” he murmured. “You should be. You’re about to find out what happens when fantasy stops being fantasy.”

The words sent a shiver through me—half fear, half raw excitement. I realized in that moment that I wasn’t just here to experience him. I wanted to be seen by him, to be captured exactly like this: trembling, confessing, on the edge of something I couldn’t take back.

And as his thumb traced one last slow circle on my thigh, I understood that he knew it too.

His eyes lingered on mine, dark and unreadable, before a slow grin spread across his face. “So,” he said, his voice low and deliberate, each word rolling off his tongue like a dare, “you want to be a naughty white wife and get fucked by a big Black cock?”

The bluntness of his question hit me like a surge of heat, my pulse quickening as my stomach knotted with equal parts desire and disbelief. Still, I didn’t look away. I met his gaze, feeling the burn of it settle deep in my chest, and answered softly but without hesitation. “Yes.”

His grin deepened, satisfaction flickering across his features as he adjusted his phone, angling it slightly so it caught more of my face—the flush in my cheeks, the way my lips parted after I spoke. His thumb hovered just below the screen as he murmured, “Does your husband know you’re out with me?” He tilted his head, his tone teasing yet probing.

I took a slow sip of my drink, the chilled liquid doing little to steady the heat that had settled low in my belly. “He knows I’m on a date,” I said finally, setting the glass down with deliberate care.

His eyebrows lifted slightly. “He does?”

I nodded, a small, knowing smile playing on my lips. “He knows I’m meeting a Black man tonight.”

That caught his attention. The faint curve of amusement on his mouth deepened, his dark eyes glinting as he leaned in slightly. “And he’s okay with that?”

I felt a flicker of nerves, but also pride. “More than okay. He wants me to tell him everything afterward. Every look, every touch, every sound.” I paused for a moment, letting the weight of that admission hang between us. “But he doesn’t know who you are. He doesn’t know I’ve seen what you can do.”

His smile widened just a fraction, and he took a slow sip of his drink before setting it down beside mine. “So he’s seen my picture,” he said quietly, “but not my videos.”

I nodded once, my throat dry. “Exactly.”

He tilted his head, studying me with quiet amusement. “And what did you tell him about me?”

I laughed softly, nervously, tracing a finger along the rim of my glass. “Just that you looked like you might be... big.”

That earned me a low, quiet chuckle. “Might be?” he repeated, his tone teasing, the edge of a smirk tugging at his lips.

I shrugged, pretending at nonchalance, though my pulse had quickened. “I didn’t want him to think I’d already made up my mind.”

He leaned a little closer, the scent of his cologne mixing with the faint sweetness of my drink. “And did you?” he asked, his voice dropping to that same dark, intimate register. “Make up your mind?”

I didn’t look away. “I wouldn’t be here if I hadn’t.”

He smiled then—slow, deliberate, confident. “You really are something,” he said softly. “Your husband knows you’re sitting in a bar with a Black man he’s fantasized about, and he’s home waiting for you to tell him all about it.”

I swallowed, heat spreading through me at the truth of it. “He wants me to,” I said quietly. “But he has no idea how much I plan to give him to think about.”

That made him laugh—low and rich, the kind of sound that vibrated in my chest. “Good,” he murmured, brushing a fingertip along the rim of his glass. “I like a woman who knows how to keep a man guessing.”

I smiled back, meeting his gaze. “Oh, I do,” I said. “And he’ll be guessing all night.”

He leaned in closer, his voice dropping to a near whisper that slid over my skin. “Alright,” he murmured. “Enough about your husband. Let’s talk about you.” His gaze traveled over me, unhurried and deliberate, lingering on the sheer halter top of my dress. “That’s a very sexy dress you’ve got on,” he said, his tone low and rich with appreciation. “I can see through it just enough to know you’re not wearing a bra. Should I assume you didn’t bother with panties either?”

Heat flooded my cheeks, but I didn’t shy away. I tilted my head and let a coy smile play at the corner of my lips. “That would be a very good assumption,” I said softly, my voice teasing but edged with desire.

His grin widened, hunger flickering in his eyes. “Then I think you should show me,” he said, his tone deepening, the command carrying a quiet, thrilling authority. “Come on, baby. Show me.”

The words sent a jolt straight through me, sharp and electric. My pulse quickened, but I didn’t hesitate. I shifted slightly on the barstool, leaning back just enough that the hem of my dress lifted with the movement. My thighs parted a little, a subtle invitation.

I let my fingertips trace a slow line down the side of my leg, catching the fabric and drawing it upward, revealing the smooth skin beneath. The air between us seemed to thicken, charged with heat and unspoken challenge.

His eyes darkened, the corner of his mouth curving in approval. “Good girl,” he murmured, the words both praise and provocation. “Now let’s see just how naughty you can be.”

I glanced around the bar, pulse racing as I checked whether anyone was watching. The low murmur of conversation and the faint clatter of glasses filled the air, but no one seemed to notice us—or maybe they were pretending not to. That thought alone sent a surge of heat through me, the risk of discovery making every nerve come alive. I drew a slow breath, then uncrossed my legs with deliberate ease, the silky fabric of my dress sliding higher until the cool air kissed my bare skin.

His gaze followed the movement instantly. Those dark eyes sharpened, drinking in the sight of me, the corner of his mouth lifting just slightly as he took in every detail. The intensity of his stare was almost physical, a touch all on its own. I held myself open, trembling beneath that heavy silence between us, the tension so thick it was dizzying. My thighs quivered with the effort to stay still, my breath shallow and quick.

When I finally began to close my legs, his hand moved—calm, confident, and utterly in control. His palm landed on my thigh with quiet authority, stopping me before I could hide again. The heat of his touch burned into me, and I froze.

He didn’t rush. His hand began to move, slow and purposeful, gliding over the inside of my thigh. His fingertips traced lazy patterns along my skin, stopping just short of where I ached for him most. The restraint in his touch made me tremble harder than if he’d touched me outright. My body was practically begging for more, every breath coming faster, my pussy clenching in empty need.

But he didn’t give in—not yet. His hand stayed there, possessive and steady, keeping me open for him as he leaned closer. When he finally spoke, his voice was deep, composed, and commanding enough to make my breath falter.

“Do you think everyone here knows I’m going to fuck you tonight?” he asked, his tone deep and steady, the kind of voice that didn’t need to rise above a whisper to command attention.

My lips parted, my breath catching in my throat. The words hit me like a pulse between my legs. “Yes,” I breathed, barely able to get the word out.

He leaned in, so close I could feel the warmth of his breath against my cheek. His fingers tightened on my thigh, not painfully, but with unmistakable control. “Does it turn you on,” he murmured, his voice low and rough, “knowing they all see you sitting here with me? That they know you’re going to be my married slut before the night’s over?”

The bluntness of it made my heart lurch. I felt the words in my body before my mind could catch up, every nerve suddenly on fire. “Yes,” I whispered again, the sound shaky but hungry.

He smiled then—a dark, self-assured grin that told me he already knew the answer. His fingers began to move again, tracing slow, deliberate circles higher on my inner thigh, each one tightening the coil of tension building inside me.

“Are you going to be my married slut?” he asked softly, the edge of a growl under his breath. It wasn’t really a question; it was a claim waiting for me to accept it.

I swallowed hard, my voice rough with need. “Yes,” I said, the word trembling but certain.

His smile deepened, his eyes locking on mine. “Then say it,” he ordered quietly, his tone so dark and sure it sent another wave of heat through me.

As I opened my mouth to speak, his hand moved—slow, deliberate, confident. His fingers slid higher up my thigh, the warmth of his skin searing against mine. Then, with a subtle pressure, he coaxed my legs wider, his fingertips curling just enough to make the motion feel both commanding and intimate. My breath hitched, a quiet gasp escaping before I could stop it. Every inch of me felt alive, trembling with need.

“I’m going to be your married slut,” I managed, my voice unsteady but full of surrender.

A dark smile spread across his lips, his eyes locked on mine. His thumb brushed the delicate skin near the edge of my slit—so close I could feel the heat of his touch, but still maddeningly restrained. The tease was unbearable, and yet I loved the way he made me wait, the control he held over every breath I took.

“Good girl,” he murmured, the words dripping with approval. It wasn’t just praise—it was a promise.

Everything else disappeared. The bar, the noise, the people—they all dissolved into background static. There was only him: his hand, his voice, his quiet dominance anchoring me in that moment. The thrill of it rushed through me like fire, and I realized with perfect clarity that I’d already given myself to him completely.


Chapter 3

After finishing our drinks—and after more than a few heads had turned to watch him with me—he stood, offering his hand. There was nothing rushed about it; his grip was steady, confident, possessive. I took it without hesitation, my pulse already quickening as he led me toward the back of the bar.

At first, I thought he was taking me outside, maybe to call a car, but then I noticed the shift in direction. He steered me toward the pool tables instead, where the lights were dimmer and the music a little quieter. The hum of conversation and clatter of glasses faded behind us, replaced by the soft crack of billiard balls and the low buzz of a neon beer sign overhead.

“Ever play?” he asked, picking up a cue and rolling it between his hands.

“I’m actually pretty good,” I said, a faint smile tugging at my lips.

“Let’s see,” he replied, setting up the break.

I leaned over the table to take my shot, the green felt cool beneath my fingertips as I lined up the cue. Normally, this would’ve been easy—pool had always come naturally to me—but his presence behind me changed everything. I could feel the heat of his body just inches away, the faint scent of his cologne mixing with the smoke and whiskey in the air.

When I bent lower, his hand came down lightly on my hip, steadying me—or maybe claiming me. The contact sent a jolt straight through my core. I exhaled, trying to focus on the shot, but then his palm slid lower, over the curve of my ass.

My cue wobbled slightly. I tried to correct, but he pressed his hand more firmly against me, his thumb grazing the hem of my dress.

“Relax,” he murmured, his voice deep and unhurried. “You play better when you’re loose.”

My breath caught as he tugged gently at the fabric, lifting it just enough for the cool air to brush across the bare skin of my now very exposed pussy. I hadn’t expected him to do it—not here—but the thrill of it was intoxicating. I could feel the open air between my thighs, the dangerous exposure of it.

He stepped closer, his hips brushing mine as he leaned in to “help” line up my shot. His large hands moved over me—one sliding up my side, the other settling on my ass again, spreading his fingers slightly. The size of his hand dwarfed me, the contrast stark and deliberate.

I tried to focus on the cue ball, on anything, but the weight of his touch made it impossible. My next shot went wide, the cue clattering off the rail.

“Thought you said you were good,” he teased, his voice brushing my ear.

“I usually am,” I managed, my voice unsteady.

“Must be the distractions,” he said, his hand gliding lower, fingertips grazing dangerously close to where I was already aching for him.

The chill of the air against my exposed skin mixed with the heat of his body behind me, and I realized I couldn’t tell which made me tremble more—the fear of being seen, or the thrill of knowing I wanted to be.

The hum of the bar wrapped around us, but all I could feel was the heat of his hands. He reached up, cupping my breasts with slow, deliberate pressure, his thumbs brushing over my nipples until they tightened beneath his touch. “Beautiful,” he murmured, almost as if he hadn’t meant to say it aloud. The quiet awe in his voice made my whole body tense, the mix of exposure and desire sending a shiver through me.

The cool air from the ceiling vent swept across my bare skin, only heightening the contrast between that chill and the heat of his palms. My mind reeled at the obscenity of it—standing there by the pool table, my chest bare, his dark hands kneading and teasing my nipples like we were alone in some dimly lit room instead of a crowded bar. Each roll of his thumbs made my breath catch, every nerve screaming for more.

Then, with a measured breath, he stepped back. His hands lingered for a moment before falling away, leaving my skin flushed and tingling where his fingers had been. He slipped his phone into his pocket, his voice low but edged with reluctance. “Let’s go.”

I adjusted my dress quickly, the fabric grazing over sensitive skin, and followed him through the half-lit back of the bar. My pulse was still racing, my body buzzing from what had just happened. As we stepped toward the door, the noise of the crowd swelled again around us, but all I could think about was how unfinished it all felt—how the night had only just begun.

Once we climbed into the back seat of the Uber, a tremor of uncertainty rippled through me. The reality of what we were doing pressed in all at once—the dim backseat, the hum of the engine, the quiet figure of the driver only a few feet away. My heart thudded so hard I could hear it in my ears.

Before I could talk myself out of it, his hand found my thigh again. The warmth of his touch cut straight through the nerves twisting in my stomach. His palm pressed firmly against my skin, grounding me, commanding me without a word.

“Hey,” he murmured, his voice low and steady. I turned toward him, and his gaze met mine—dark, calm, assured. “Breathe. You’re safe with me.”

The quiet authority in his tone loosened something in my chest. I nodded, inhaling shakily. His thumb began to move in slow, lazy circles on my thigh, the kind of motion that wasn’t meant to rush, just to remind me who was leading this moment.

When I looked down, I saw his other hand lift, phone angled discreetly toward me. My pulse skipped. The small red light blinked—a reminder that this wasn’t just between us. The thought made my nerves flare again, but before panic could take hold, his fingers squeezed lightly, a reassuring pressure that said I’ve got you.

I risked a glance at the driver. His eyes were fixed on the road, the glow of the dashboard lighting his face. That was enough to give me courage. I let my hand drift toward him, settling on his lap, feeling the heat of his body through his pants. The hard outline beneath my palm made my breath catch.

I began to move my hand, slow and deliberate, stroking him through the fabric. His body stiffened slightly at the touch, a quiet exhale slipping from him, but he didn’t stop me. He let me take the lead for a moment, my nerves melting into curiosity, into desire.

Then his hand left my thigh. I almost whimpered at the loss of contact, but before I could say anything, he was already moving with quiet purpose. His palm slid upward, over my ribs, then to my neck—firm but careful, his touch neither rushed nor rough.

“Eyes on me,” he said softly. I obeyed without thinking.

His fingers found the knot at the back of my dress, loosening it with practiced ease. The fabric slipped forward, his hand following as he drew it down slowly, deliberately. My breath hitched as the cool air touched my bare skin, my breasts falling free under his gaze.

He didn’t need to tell me what to do next; the gentle weight of his hand guided me. I kept stroking him, my fingertips tracing the length of his growing cock, my nerves buzzing with a strange blend of fear, arousal, and trust.

The car rolled on in silence except for the low hum of the tires and the sound of my own breathing. The driver’s focus never wavered, but the air inside the car was charged, every second stretching taut between control and surrender.

As if he could read the tension pulsing beneath my skin, his hand slid to the small of my back, warm and sure. The simple touch steadied me, and yet it also made my pulse race harder. Then I felt the subtle tug of his fingers finding the zipper of my dress. The soft zzzzip that followed sounded deafening in the close, quiet space of the car.

For a split second, panic fluttered through me—part fear, part disbelief at what was happening. Every rational part of me screamed that this was reckless, that I should stop. But beneath that voice, another feeling grew stronger, heavier, impossible to ignore. It was trust. Not the naive kind, but something darker and more dangerous—the trust that came from knowing he was in control, and that I wanted him to be.

The zipper slid lower, and with it went the last of my hesitation.

I lifted myself just enough for him to ease the dress down over my hips. The movement felt slow and deliberate, the leather seat cool and slick beneath me as the fabric slipped away completely. When the hem finally cleared my thighs, I exhaled a shaky breath I hadn’t realized I was holding.

The air hit my bare skin, sending goosebumps racing up my arms. Every nerve felt alive, hyperaware. I wasn’t cold, though—the heat of his body beside me was enough to keep me burning from the inside out.

I should’ve felt shame, maybe even fear, but instead there was something else—something raw and intoxicating. The danger wasn’t just the risk of being caught; it was the surrender itself, the way he stripped away more than my clothes. I felt exposed in every possible sense, and yet completely seen.

When I looked at him, he was watching me with a dark, steady satisfaction, the kind of look that told me he knew exactly what he was doing to me. His phone came up again, the faint red light blinking. Normally that would’ve terrified me, but instead I felt a surge of heat between my legs so strong it made me tremble.

I wasn’t scared. I was alive—shaking, naked, and utterly his in that moment.

I could feel him hardening beneath my touch, the heat and weight of him pressing against my palm even through the fabric. Each subtle twitch of his cock seemed to pulse in rhythm with my heartbeat, sending waves of electricity through me. The rough texture of his pants against my fingertips only made it more real, more forbidden, as I traced the length of him with slow, reverent strokes.

His other hand moved over me with maddening patience. The contrast between the strength in his grip and the softness of his touch made my skin tingle. He didn’t rush. His fingers drifted across my collarbone, down my side, lingering at the curve of my waist before sliding lower, teasing but never quite giving me what I wanted. It was control disguised as affection, and it made me ache for him even more.

My breath came faster, shallow and uneven. Every nerve in my body felt strung tight, each movement of his hand coaxing me closer to the edge without letting me fall. His palm grazed my thigh, spreading the warmth of his skin over mine, but when I shifted, silently begging for more, he only laughed quietly—a deep, knowing sound that rolled through me like a command.

That sound undid me. It wasn’t cruel, but confident, certain. It reminded me that he was the one setting the pace, that he wanted me desperate before he’d give me what I needed. I bit my lip to keep from moaning, my body trembling as the tension wound tighter, the small space of the car thick with heat and anticipation.

He leaned in slightly, his voice a low growl against my ear. “You feel that?” he murmured. “That’s what you do to me.”

By the time the car rolled to a stop, I was trembling—not from cold, but from everything building inside me. My whole body felt strung tight, my nerves alive and humming. Each heartbeat thudded in my throat, and every second between that moment and whatever came next felt impossibly slow.

I reached instinctively for my dress, craving even the smallest shred of modesty, something to make me feel grounded again. But before I could pull it up, his hand closed around my wrist. The pressure was gentle but unyielding.

“Leave it,” he said, his voice quiet but absolute.

The command stopped me dead. The tone—steady, certain, not cruel—sent a rush of heat straight to my core. He didn’t need to raise his voice; his confidence alone stripped away any resistance I might have had. For a heartbeat, panic flickered through me. The idea of stepping out like this—naked, exposed, utterly at his mercy—made my stomach twist.

But when I looked at him, his expression wasn’t mocking. It was calm, deliberate, reassuring in its control. He wasn’t testing my limits to humiliate me; he was showing me I could trust him to lead.

“Look at me,” he said softly. I did. “You’re beautiful like this. Don’t hide it.”

Something in his tone steadied me. My hesitation melted into a dizzy kind of surrender. I nodded once, swallowing hard, feeling that blend of fear and want blur into something almost unbearable.

I slid across the seat slowly, the cool leather against my bare skin heightening every sensation. When the door opened, the night air rushed in—cool, sharp, shocking. My nipples tightened instantly, and goosebumps rose along my arms. I stepped out carefully, the pavement cool beneath my heels, the thrill of exposure crackling through me like electricity.

He followed close behind, his presence a quiet wall of heat against my back. The sound of the Uber pulling away made it real—my dress gone, no safety net left. I stood there, trembling, bare under the soft glow of a streetlight.

Then his hand brushed the small of my back, firm and guiding, steering me toward the door. “Good girl,” he murmured, and the words melted every ounce of doubt I had left.

I followed close behind him, the sharp click of my heels echoing in the quiet street. Each step seemed to amplify the pounding of my heart. The night air kissed my bare skin, cool and electric, raising goosebumps along my arms and tightening my nipples until they ached. I held my head high, trying to project confidence, though every nerve in my body was alive with tension. My body betrayed me with every movement—each step sending a pulse between my thighs, the slickness there undeniable.

The house came into view at the end of the path, modest and ordinary, but it might as well have been another world. I barely noticed the details—the porch light, the neat garden, the faint sound of a television from a nearby home. All my focus was on him: the way his hand enveloped mine, guiding me forward, his stride sure and unhurried. He didn’t have to look back to check if I was following. He knew I would.

That realization made my breath catch. I was naked on a quiet suburban street, trusting a man I’d only just begun to understand, surrendering control one step at a time. The danger of it pressed at the edges of my mind, but the thrill ran deeper, hotter. I wasn’t afraid. I was alive.

The closer we got, the stronger the anticipation grew, curling low in my belly, spreading warmth through every inch of me. By the time we reached the front door, my legs were trembling—not from cold, but from the sheer intensity of wanting.

He turned to face me then, his eyes sweeping over me slowly, deliberately, like he was committing every inch of me to memory. Under his gaze, I didn’t feel small or ashamed. I felt powerful—claimed, desired, seen.

“You’re perfect,” he said quietly, his voice carrying a weight that made me shiver.

The praise washed over me, lighting every nerve on fire. I didn’t respond with words; I didn’t need to. The way my breath hitched, the way I leaned instinctively closer, said everything.

He unlocked the door and stepped aside, letting me cross the threshold first. As I walked past him into the dimly lit hallway, I realized that the woman who had stepped out of that car a few minutes ago wasn’t the same one standing here now.

The boundaries I’d thought I had were gone. I wasn’t pretending anymore. I wanted to surrender, to be his in every way he chose—and to see what it would feel like to stop holding anything back.


Chapter 4

We moved quickly through his house, the sound of my heels sharp against the hardwood floor. The hallway lights were low, casting long shadows that danced across the walls as he led me forward with quiet certainty. My pulse was pounding again, faster now, my breath shallow as he pushed open a door near the end of the corridor.

The room beyond made me stop short. It wasn’t what I expected.

The space felt almost theatrical—three tripods stood around a large bed, their cameras angled with precision. A soft white light flooded the room, bright enough to erase any shadows. For a heartbeat, my breath caught. The realization hit me fully: this wasn’t just about us. I was about to be seen—captured from every angle, every reaction, every tremor of my body recorded.

I froze, nerves tightening in my stomach. The confident fantasy I’d carried through the night suddenly collided with the stark reality of it all. But then his hand tightened around mine—not harsh, just firm enough to remind me he was there.

“Breathe,” he said quietly. “You’re doing fine.”

The steady warmth in his tone worked through my nerves like a balm. I nodded slowly, grounding myself in the way he looked at me—not like I was an object, but like I was his focus, the reason for all of this.

He gave a gentle tug, and I followed him toward the bed. The bright lights washed over my skin as I sat down, the sheets cool beneath me. I could feel my own heartbeat in my chest, in my throat, even between my legs. He moved around the room methodically, switching on each camera. The faint hum of the equipment filled the air, a sound that seemed to vibrate in rhythm with my pulse.

When he finally reached for the handheld camera on the nightstand, something shifted in him. He raised it slowly, steadying the lens on me as if he were capturing a work of art. His gaze stayed behind the camera, dark and focused, following every inch of me. The intensity of it was almost unbearable; it stripped me bare in ways the lights couldn’t.

My breath caught. I felt exposed and powerful all at once—a contradiction that made my skin prickle with heat.

“I know what you want,” he said at last, his voice low and controlled, the words vibrating through the quiet like a current. His gaze flicked up from behind the camera, locking onto mine. “So why don’t you show me. Pull it out yourself.”

The command hung in the air, quiet but absolute. And in that charged silence, the trembling inside me wasn’t fear anymore—it was hunger.

He stood over me, the faint whir of the camera the only sound in the room. From where I sat on the edge of the bed, his crotch was level with my face, the rough denim stretched tight over the unmistakable shape beneath. I tilted my head back, meeting his gaze, and that’s when I saw it—the small red light still blinking on the camera. My breath caught. He wasn’t just filming my body now; he was filming me. My face. My expression. Every flicker of uncertainty and desire written there for him to capture.

A flicker of panic rose in my chest. The agreement had been clear: anonymity, shadows, angles that hid as much as they revealed. This—this was different. My pulse quickened, the contradiction between fear and arousal twisting through me.

“I thought you said you’d keep my identity hidden,” I managed, my voice soft but unsteady, caught somewhere between curiosity and unease.

He laughed quietly, the sound low and warm, vibrating through the air between us. “Relax, baby,” he said, his tone smooth, calm, almost tender in its certainty. “You trust me, don’t you? It’s all in the edit. We’ll take care of that later.”

Something in the way he said it—confident, unhurried—slipped past my doubt. I wanted to believe him. More than that, I did believe him. Because in this moment, under those lights, I had already given him everything.

The fear that had sparked in my chest began to dissolve into something else—something darker and infinitely more consuming. His control, his calm authority, the way he looked at me like I was exactly where I belonged—it all pulled me deeper.

My mouth was dry, my pulse thudding in my ears. I swallowed hard, then bit my lip as my hand lifted of its own accord. My fingers found the waistband of his jeans, brushing lightly at first, testing. The denim was warm under my touch, his body even warmer beneath it.

He didn’t move, didn’t speak. He just watched me through the lens, steady and patient, as if he knew that the moment I reached for him, every trace of hesitation would vanish.

I concentrated on the small, simple motion of the button between my fingers, though nothing about it felt simple. The rough denim was warm from his body, scraping lightly against my skin as I worked it open and eased the zipper down. Each click of the teeth seemed impossibly loud in the quiet room. My breath came faster, the sound shaky in my throat.

When I pulled the denim down over his hips, the fabric dragged slowly against him, revealing the soft stretch of white boxer briefs underneath. The shape pressing against them made my pulse stutter—thick, heavy, and already straining against the thin cotton. I felt a tremor of anticipation ripple through me, my fingers trembling slightly as I helped him step out of his jeans.

They pooled at his feet, forgotten, and I turned my attention back to what I really wanted to see. The fabric of his briefs was tight enough to show everything—the ridge, the curve, the faint pulse beneath. My arousal deepened at the sight, a hot, twisting ache blooming low in my stomach. I hooked my thumbs under the waistband and hesitated only long enough to catch my breath before tugging them down.

The movement was slow, almost reverent, the elastic gliding over his skin until he sprang free, thick and full, the tip barely missing my cheek as it escaped its confines. I froze for a heartbeat, my mouth parting in surprise.

He was bigger than I’d imagined—thick and perfectly shaped, a faint vein tracing down the length that made him look both powerful and intimidating. The sight of him hit me like a rush of heat, my lips parting instinctively, my breath shallow. I felt a strange mix of hunger and awe, the kind of desire that bordered on worship.

He stepped out of his briefs easily, his movements unhurried, utterly at ease. That quiet confidence—his awareness of what he was doing to me—only made the tension between us more unbearable. I couldn’t look away. My body was already responding, the ache between my legs matching the rhythm of my racing pulse, the raw need building with every second he stood there before me.

For a moment, I just stared at him—at the weight and size of him, standing so close that his scent and heat filled the space between us. My throat felt dry. It had been years since I’d touched another man this way, and the realization sent a nervous flutter through my stomach. My hands hovered uncertainly for a second, trembling ever so slightly as I fought to steady my breathing.

He didn’t rush me. He just watched, the corner of his mouth curving upward, patient and sure of himself. That quiet confidence, that subtle dominance, pulled me forward until instinct took over.

I reached out, wrapping my fingers around him. The first contact made my breath catch. His cock was hot, impossibly thick, and heavy enough that it seemed to rest in my palms with its own weight. My hands didn’t quite meet around him—there was a solid gap between my fingertips, and that small, undeniable fact sent a shock of excitement straight through me.

I exhaled slowly, my nerves mingling with arousal until I could barely tell them apart. My skin tingled, my pulse hammering as I began to move my hands—slow, uncertain at first, then with growing rhythm. The smoothness of his skin against my palms, the subtle pulse beneath, the way he stiffened in response—it all fed into the heady blur of fear and hunger spinning through me.

His camera stayed fixed on me, that tiny red light blinking like a reminder of how completely exposed I was. Yet when I glanced up, it wasn’t the lens I focused on—it was him. The way he looked down at me, his eyes dark and steady, the faint smile of approval on his lips.

“Good girl,” he murmured, the low rumble of his voice vibrating through the quiet.

The words sank into me, warm and electric, dissolving what was left of my hesitation. I swallowed hard, tightening my grip, sliding both hands up and down the length of him. Even then, there was more than my hands could cover, and the sheer scale of him made me dizzy. My fingers traced the ridges of his veins, my palms gliding over the heat of his shaft until I felt him twitch against my touch.

My lips parted before I realized it, my breath shallow, my mind already spinning with the image of what he’d feel like inside my mouth—how his size would stretch my lips, how it would taste, how it would feel to surrender completely.

His dark eyes gleamed with amusement as he lifted the handheld camera, the lens catching the flicker of anticipation on my face. “Go ahead,” he murmured, voice deep and commanding. “Put it in your mouth.”

A shiver ran through me. I didn’t need to be told twice. My lips parted, breath trembling as I leaned forward, the tip of my tongue tracing the smooth head of his cock before my mouth closed around it. The heat of him filled me instantly—hard, thick, alive—and a low moan slipped from my throat.

God, it felt incredible. I’d always liked giving head, but this was different. His cock was heavier, harder, so much bigger than I was used to. I could feel every throb against my tongue, every pulse against the back of my throat. The weight of him made me ache between my legs, even as guilt flickered at the edge of my thoughts. I tried not to think about my husband—the difference between them, between what I’d known and what I was tasting now—but the comparison forced itself in anyway. His black, circumcised cock looked so perfect, so masculine, so much sexier than what waited at home.

I pulled back, gasping softly, saliva glistening on his shaft. My lips tingled, my jaw already sore, but I wanted more. I pushed forward again, slower this time, taking him deeper, working to coat every inch with my spit. My hand wrapped around the base, stroking where my mouth couldn’t reach, my tongue swirling around the ridge until I heard him groan—a deep, approving sound that made my pulse race.

That sound alone erased every trace of hesitation. I sank further, driven by a need I couldn’t explain, wanting nothing more than to please him, to make him groan again.

“Oh yeah,” he murmured, voice rough with arousal. “That’s it. Show me how a married white slut sucks a big Black cock. Hands behind your back—just your mouth now.”

The words hit me like a jolt of electricity. The command, the authority in his tone, sent a pulse of heat straight between my legs. My breath caught, but I didn’t hesitate. I dropped my hands from his shaft, clasping them behind my back as instructed. The shift left me exposed and obedient, my heart pounding as I leaned forward again.

Without my hands to steady or guide me, I focused entirely on the rhythm—on the wet glide of my lips and the swirl of my tongue around his thick shaft. Every motion was deliberate, every sound amplified in the quiet room: the soft, slick pull of my mouth, the faint hum of the cameras, the deep, rumbling groan that escaped him when I took him a little deeper.

My pussy clenched at the sound. I wanted to make him groan again, to hear that approval. I moved faster, my tongue tracing the sensitive ridge beneath the head before pulling back with a breathless gasp. Saliva trailed from my lips to his cock, glistening in the dim light.

I bent lower, dragging my tongue along the underside of his length, savoring the smooth heat of his skin against my face. He was so big, so heavy—it was intoxicating just to hold him in my mouth. My tongue flicked playfully over his balls, tasting him, teasing him, until I felt him tense above me. Then I returned to the tip, wrapping my lips around him once more, just as his hand slid to the back of my head, fingers curling firmly into my hair.

His fingers tightened in my hair, a firm, steady grip that sent a rush of heat through me. When he guided my head forward, I felt the weight of him slide deeper, pressing into the back of my throat. The moment my gag reflex kicked in, panic and arousal collided inside me—a wild, dizzy mix of surrender and want. My eyes watered, my throat spasmed, and yet some part of me didn’t want him to stop.

It was new. Unfamiliar. The loss of control made my heart race. I’d never been taken like this before, never been handled so firmly, so confidently. It should have been intimidating—and it was—but that only made the pulse between my legs stronger. The more he held me there, the more I wanted to prove I could take it.

I tried to pull back instinctively, but his hand stayed firm, his dominance absolute. My throat burned, my lips stretched wide around him, and I could feel warm spit slipping past the corners of my mouth, running down my chin and over his shaft. The wet, obscene sounds echoed through the room, mingling with the low hum of the camera and the sound of his breath growing heavier.

I couldn’t see much, only his dark skin blurred by tears, the taut muscles of his abdomen flexing as he held me in place. I focused on that—on the raw power of him, on the thrill of being used, of being wanted this way. It was too much and not enough all at once.

When he finally loosened his grip, I pulled back with a wet gasp, strings of saliva connecting my lips to his cock. My chest heaved, lungs burning as I dragged in air. My throat ached, my makeup was a mess, but my body was trembling with need. I looked up at him, dazed, my pulse hammering. I’d never felt so alive.

“Spit on it,” he said, voice low and edged with command. “Right there—let me see it.”

The roughness in his tone sent a tremor through me, equal parts nerves and need. My throat still ached, my lips swollen, but the hunger in his eyes made me obey without a second thought. I leaned closer, drew a breath, and let a thick string of saliva fall from my lips onto the head of his cock. It hit with a slick sound, glistening under the light as it trailed down the dark, rigid length.

He watched closely, a faint smirk touching his lips as his voice softened into something darker, more approving. “That’s it,” he murmured. “Just like that.”

The praise made my pulse quicken. I felt myself melt under it, wanting to hear it again. I lowered my head and pressed my mouth to him, my tongue sliding along the wet surface I’d just marked. I could taste the salt of my own spit, the heat of his skin, the faint hint of sweat that made it feel so raw, so real.

His voice came again, firmer this time, each word dripping with control. “Now,” he said, “take it back in. Let me see how deep you can go.”

Before I could even process his words, his hand was back in my hair, firm and unyielding, guiding me down onto him once more. The thick, veined length slid between my lips, heavy and hot, and this time I didn’t resist. I let go. I focused on my breathing, on staying open, on the rhythm of his hand urging me deeper. My throat tightened as the swollen head pressed past my gag reflex, my eyes watering, but the raw power of it made my whole body thrum with heat.

“Relax,” I told myself, swallowing around him, willing my body to adapt. I could feel every ridge, every pulse, the way his cock filled me completely. When he pushed forward, hips steady and deliberate, I felt my nose press against his coarse skin, the fullness almost unbearable—and yet the realization that I’d taken all of him made something inside me spark with pride.

“Yeah,” he murmured, his voice dark and thick with approval. “That’s it. All the way. Just like that.”

The praise struck deeper than the words themselves. My body reacted instantly—my pussy clenched, a tremor of pleasure running through me as I drew in what little air I could. When he eased back, I gasped, saliva clinging in strings between my lips and his skin, but he didn’t let me go far. His hand kept its hold, guiding me again, setting a slow, controlled rhythm that built with every thrust.

Each movement was deliberate, measured, his cock sliding in and out of my mouth with a wet, obscene sound that filled the room. His breathing grew heavier, a low growl escaping now and then as I adjusted to his pace. The taste, the sound, the heat—it all blurred into something primal and consuming.

I loved it. The dominance, the surrender, the rhythm of being taken and trusted all at once. The more control he exerted, the more I wanted to give. My throat relaxed completely, welcoming every deep stroke until I could feel spit dripping from my chin, down his shaft, pooling at the base as he moved with relentless, perfect precision.

When he finally pulled out, the sudden emptiness made me gasp. My chest rose and fell in sharp bursts as I dragged in air, spit clinging to my lips and chin. His cock glistened in the low light, slick with my saliva, and the look he gave me—half pride, half hunger—made the ache between my legs deepen. The camera’s red light blinked steadily, catching everything, and for a moment I could barely tell if I was trembling from exhaustion or arousal.

“Damn,” he said, almost laughing under his breath, his voice thick with satisfaction. “Didn’t expect you to take me that deep.”

The praise sent a rush of heat through me, but then his tone changed—lower, darker, the kind that made my pulse skip. “Now tell me something,” he said, leaning closer, his eyes locked on mine. “Are you ready for me to claim that sweet married pussy of yours?”

My stomach fluttered. The words hit something deep inside me—equal parts fear and hunger. I hesitated, my lips parting, breath catching as my thoughts tangled in a blur of guilt, disbelief, and raw need. I shouldn’t want this. I shouldn’t even be here. But the truth was written all over my body: the way my thighs pressed together, the wet heat pulsing between them, the tremor in my voice when I finally answered.

“I...” I swallowed hard, forcing myself to meet his gaze. “Yes,” I whispered. “I want you to.”

His lips curved into a slow, knowing smile as he took hold of my hips and guided me onto my back, my body sinking into the cool sheets. The chill against my skin only made the heat of his hands more intense as he spread my legs apart, his strength effortless, commanding. My pulse hammered as I looked up at him—broad shoulders, dark skin glowing in the low light, the thickness of his cock poised between us. The sight alone made my breath falter.

He bent closer, letting the heavy head of his cock drag along my slick folds, slow and deliberate. The touch was light, almost tender, and yet it drove me mad. Each teasing pass sent sparks through me until I was trembling, my hips rising off the bed in a futile attempt to take more of him. But he only chuckled softly, pulling back to make me ache for it.

Then came the sharp smack of his cock against my clit—a sudden, stinging burst of pleasure that ripped a cry from my throat. My back arched, the sound raw, helpless.

He hovered over me, eyes gleaming with amusement and control. “You really want it that badly?” he murmured, his voice thick and unhurried. “Tell me what you need.”

The words scraped something deep inside me. I hesitated only a second before it tumbled out—breathless, desperate, honest. “I want you,” I gasped, my voice trembling. “I want your cock inside me.”

His grin deepened, that confident glint in his eyes making my pulse quicken. “Say it,” he murmured, his voice low and commanding. “Call me Master.”

The word caught in my throat. It felt dangerous, intimate, far beyond anything I’d said in bed before. My heart raced, but so did the heat pooling between my legs. I swallowed hard, then gave in to the tension that had been building since the first moment he’d touched me. “Fuck me, Master,” I breathed. “Please.”

His expression darkened with satisfaction as he guided the heavy head of his cock to my entrance. I could feel it there—hot, solid, impossibly thick—just pressing against me, not yet inside. The first slow nudge made me gasp, my whole body tensing in anticipation. When he started to push, inch by deliberate inch, I felt the stretch immediately. My body fought it at first, trembling under the pressure as his girth forced me open.

He paused, letting me breathe, his hand resting on my thigh. The contrast between the care in his touch and the raw power in what he was doing made my head spin. “Relax,” he murmured, his tone firm but patient. “Let me in.”

I tried to. My slickness helped, but still, it was almost too much—too thick, too deep, too different. The sensation wasn’t anything like with my husband. With him, penetration was familiar, gentle, predictable. This was something else entirely. His cock filled me completely, stretching me in ways that made my breath catch. I could feel every inch, every ridge, every slow pulse of heat pressing into me until I could no longer tell where he ended and I began.

When he finally bottomed out, the fullness took my breath away. I cried out, clutching at the sheets as my body clenched around him, struggling to adjust to the sheer size of him.

“Oh my God...” I gasped, voice shaking. “You’re... so big.”

He stayed still for a moment, letting me feel him, letting me take in what was happening. Then he began to move—slowly at first, withdrawing halfway before pushing back in, the motion deep and deliberate. Each thrust sent waves of pleasure radiating through me, awakening nerves I didn’t even know existed. The sound of our bodies meeting filled the room, wet and rhythmic, the scent of sex thick in the air.

I’d never been filled like this before. Every stroke hit somewhere deeper, rougher, better than anything I’d ever known. My husband had always tried, but his rhythm was careful, measured—loving, but never consuming. This was primal. My body reacted instinctively, hips rising to meet him, chasing every thrust even as my mind reeled at the intensity.

“Good girl,” he murmured, his voice dark with approval. “That’s it. Take it all.”

I moaned again, louder this time, the pleasure blurring into something overwhelming. The friction, the stretch, the pressure deep inside me—it was too much. My muscles tightened without warning, and before I could even process it, I felt the first sharp wave crash through me. My orgasm came fast, violent, catching me completely off guard.

“Oh God—” I gasped, my body jerking beneath him. “I—I’m cumming!”

The admission tore out of me before I could stop it. My walls clamped around him, trembling, milking every inch as he kept thrusting through it, relentless and sure. The orgasm didn’t just build—it exploded, rolling through me in waves that left me breathless.

He chuckled softly, not slowing, watching the shock on my face as he drove into me again and again. “Didn’t expect that, did you?” he murmured, his voice a deep growl against my ear. “You’ve never cum like this before.”

He was right. I hadn’t. Penetration had never been enough for me, not really—but this? This had undone me completely.

“Master...” I managed to whisper, still shaking as the aftershocks rippled through me. “I—I can’t believe I just—”

He cut me off with another deep thrust, his voice steady and commanding. “Don’t think,” he said. “Just feel.”

And I did. Every nerve, every inch of me was alive under his control, each thrust pulling another moan from my throat as I surrendered to the rhythm of his body against mine.

He kept moving inside me, each thrust heavy and unhurried, his breathing deep and controlled as if he could sense how close I was again. I could feel myself tightening around him, desperate for release, but he didn’t speed up. He just looked down at me—eyes dark, confident—and smiled.

“I knew you’d look that good with your little married pussy wrapped around my cock,” he said quietly, almost to himself.

That single line broke something loose inside me. It wasn’t just the words—it was the calm certainty in his tone, the way he said it like it had always been inevitable. My body reacted before my mind could catch up. My muscles clenched hard around him, and I came again, sharp and violent, a cry tearing out of me as pleasure surged through every inch of my body.

The sound that filled the room didn’t seem human—it was me, gasping, sobbing, my back arching off the bed as I tried to take him even deeper. My heels dug into his hips, pulling him toward me, needing more, needing everything. My world narrowed to the heat of him, the pressure, the rhythm of his body driving into mine.

“Fuck,” I managed to gasp, voice breaking with each breath. “You—God, you own me. You own my body. You own everything.”

His hands tightened on my hips, fingers digging into my skin as if to prove it. Each thrust felt like a claim, each movement stamping his presence deeper inside me. I could barely think—only feel—the raw pleasure, the surrender, the strange, dizzying sense that this wasn’t just sex anymore. It was possession. It was freedom disguised as submission.

He leaned closer, his mouth near my ear, voice a low growl that sent shivers down my spine. “That’s right,” he said, slow and deliberate. “You’re mine. And I decide what happens now.”

The words washed over me, sealing the moment. I was trembling, undone, and yet I’d never felt more certain of anything in my life.

I could already feel another orgasm building, the force of his thrusts driving deeper, each one pushing me closer to losing control. But he wasn’t finished with me yet. His voice came through the rhythm of our bodies, low and rough, cutting straight through the sounds of skin on skin.

“Tell me,” he said, his tone dark and deliberate. “You think your husband’s sitting at home right now, waiting for you to crawl back to him?”

The question made my breath hitch. I could barely hold on, my body trembling as I tried to answer, but he kept going, his thrusts slowing just enough to make me focus on every word.

“Think he’s hard right now?” he growled. “Knowing you’re out here getting fucked by a man with a real cock?”

I whimpered, my voice breaking between moans. “Yes... he’ll be waiting... hard for me...”

“Yeah?” he taunted. “You gonna use him when you get home? Sit on his face and make him taste you?”

The image flashed in my mind—me straddling my husband, still dripping from this man—and it sent a shiver through me so strong it nearly tipped me over the edge.

“Tell me,” he pressed. “You looking forward to his little cock trying to fuck you after this?”

I gasped, the words catching in my throat. “No,” I moaned, shaking my head weakly. “I... I won’t even feel it.”

He let out a deep, satisfied laugh, the sound vibrating through my body as he drove into me harder. “That’s right. You won’t. You’ll just lay there and remember what it’s supposed to feel like.”

For a second, I forgot everything—where I was, who I was—until my gaze drifted to the camera still recording from the table. The red light blinked steadily, and the sudden thought of my husband watching this hit me like a shock. Seeing me say those words, watching me lose myself on another man’s cock—it was unbearable... and yet the humiliation sent a fresh surge of heat flooding through me.

My body clenched around him as the thought consumed me, and my second orgasm tore through me, raw and involuntary. My cries mixed with his heavy breathing as I came, shaking, lost in the shame and the pleasure all at once.

All I could manage was a breathless, broken whisper. “Yes... Master...”

No sooner had the words left my mouth than he seized me, flipping me onto my stomach with a sudden, effortless motion that stole my breath. His hands were strong and sure, guiding me into position with a roughness that only made my pulse race faster. The sheets twisted beneath me as he pressed down between my shoulder blades, his voice low and commanding against my ear.

“Hands and knees, slut,” he growled, his tone all control and heat. “Ass up. I’m gonna show you what it feels like to really get fucked from the back.”

The crude dominance in his words made my whole body ignite. I pushed myself up shakily, lifting my hips just the way he wanted, the anticipation alone making me tremble. Then, without hesitation, he slammed back into me—deep, hard, and relentless. I gasped, the sudden stretch stealing my voice as the air rushed from my lungs.

The new angle was devastating. Every thrust hit deeper, sharper, his cock striking that perfect spot inside me again and again until all I could do was cry out. The room filled with the sound of skin on skin, our ragged breaths, my voice breaking into raw, helpless moans.

“Oh—fuck!” I screamed, clutching at the sheets as he drove into me with savage rhythm. His hips moved like he owned me, like there was nothing in the world except the tight grip of my body around his cock. Each movement sent another surge of pleasure crashing through me until I felt my body start to quake.

The first orgasm hit hard, my back arching as I came, but he didn’t stop. He just kept going, each thrust harder than the last, dragging me straight into another. The pleasure built again, faster, fiercer, until I was shaking uncontrollably, my voice breaking as I sobbed out his name.

He still didn’t let up. My muscles gave out, my arms collapsing beneath me as my face pressed into the mattress. My pussy clenched around him again and again, another orgasm tearing through me before the last had even faded. My whole body trembled under his weight—used, shaking, and completely undone—as he took every ounce of control I had left.

Just when I thought I couldn’t take any more, his thrusts slowed for the briefest moment—and then I felt it. The firm press of his thumb against my other hole, the deliberate pressure sending a jolt straight through my body. The contact was rough, claiming, and when he pushed inside, my breath caught in my throat. The stretch was sharp at first, then melting into a deep, shocking fullness that made my whole body tighten around him.

“Oh my god, Master!” I cried out, my voice muffled against the mattress. The sound that escaped me was half-moan, half-surrender. His thumb moved slowly, rhythmically, working in time with his hips as his cock slammed into me again and again. The combination was unbearable—his length filling my pussy while his thumb pressed and twisted in my ass until every part of me felt used, filled, and claimed.

I’d played like this before, but not like this. Not with this kind of control, this deliberate possession. The way he took both holes at once made me feel entirely his, my body nothing but a trembling vessel for his pleasure. The friction, the stretch, the sheer weight of him inside me—it blurred everything else until I was crying out his name between desperate, gasping breaths.

His pace didn’t falter; if anything, he drove into me harder, using my body like he knew exactly what it needed. The soreness started to bloom, that deep, throbbing ache that rode the edge of pain but only made the pleasure stronger. I felt the next orgasm approach in waves—smaller, quicker, but no less powerful. It tore through me as he pounded me through it, my body shuddering beneath him, my mind slipping into a haze of raw submission.


Chapter 5

Then, just when I thought I would pass out from the intensity, he slowed. His thrusts became measured, controlled, a final few deep drives before he pulled out completely. I collapsed forward, my chest against the sheets, every muscle trembling, my breathing ragged and uneven. My pussy throbbed, stretched and open, the air cool against my slick skin. I could still feel the echo of his cock inside me, the faint sting where his thumb had claimed me too.

“Damn, slut,” he murmured, his voice low and satisfied as he looked down at me. “I really did a number on you. But don’t get too comfortable—I just need some water.”

I heard him step away, the sound of his footsteps fading as he left the room. For a long moment, I didn’t move. My body was still humming, every nerve alive. Slowly, my hand drifted down between my thighs. I could feel how gaped I was, how soaked I’d become, and a small, breathless laugh escaped me. He’d used me completely—and I loved it.

Rolling onto my back, I let the cool air lick across my flushed skin. My body felt heavy, sated, yet faintly trembling from the aftermath. I stared up at the ceiling, listening to him moving around in the next room, the quiet sounds grounding me as the last waves of pleasure faded into a slow, languid calm.

When he returned, he carried a glass of water, the simple domestic act so strangely at odds with what had just happened that it almost made me laugh. His calm confidence filled the room as he came closer, that same satisfied gleam still in his eyes. I took the glass from him with trembling fingers, my throat raw and dry.

“Thank you, Master,” I whispered, after gulping down several deep sips. My voice was hoarse, my body still humming from the brutal rhythm he’d left me with.

He took the empty glass from my hand and set it aside with casual precision, as if every movement he made was deliberate, controlled. Then he reached for his camera again. The red light flicked on, pulsing like a heartbeat. The sight made my pulse quicken. I could feel it—the thrill, the dread, the excitement—curling deep inside me. Whatever came next, I wanted it.

He sat back against the headboard, spreading his legs slightly, his cock standing thick and hard again, still glistening from my slick. The sight of him made my breath catch. My body reacted before my mind could catch up—my lips parted, my tongue darting across them as if my body already knew what he wanted.

“Suck my cock some more,” he said quietly. The calm in his tone made it sound like a command carved into stone. “Taste yourself.”

A shiver ran through me at his words. I moved toward him on my hands and knees, slow and submissive, the mattress dipping beneath each crawl. When I reached him, I paused only long enough to breathe in his scent—the mingling of sweat, sex, and my own arousal clinging to his skin—before I lowered my head into his lap.

The moment my tongue touched him, the taste hit me: salty, tangy, and unmistakably mine. I groaned softly, the sound vibrating against his shaft as I took him deeper, my lips sliding down the length of him. My hands clasped behind my back, instinctively assuming the same submissive posture as before.

Every motion of my mouth was slow, deliberate, worshipful. I could feel his hand slide into my hair, guiding me with the faintest pressure, making me take just a little more with each stroke. I focused on the rhythm, the taste, the weight of him on my tongue—on giving him everything he wanted, exactly the way he wanted it.

My tongue moved slowly, exploring every inch of him with hungry precision. I traced the thick veins that ran along his shaft, savoring the contrast of smooth skin and pulsing heat beneath it. My lips wrapped around the swollen head, circling it before gliding lower, down the long, heavy length until my tongue brushed the base. I dipped even lower, letting my breath fan across his balls before taking one into my mouth, then the other, rolling them gently on my tongue while my hand steadied the base of his cock. It felt decadent—almost reverent—the way he let me take my time, no guiding grip, no forced rhythm. Just me worshipping him.

He looked down at me, his voice a deep, steady growl. “You like having my big Black cock in your mouth, slut?”

I lifted my gaze, lips still glistening from him. “Yes, Master,” I breathed, my voice trembling with arousal. “I love it.”

“I bet you do,” he said, smirking, the tone both teasing and commanding. “Because from now on, it’s only my big Black cock for you. You’re my slut now, isn’t that right?”

His words hit me like a pulse. I nodded quickly, the admission spilling from me before I could even think. “Yes, Master. I’m your slut.”

The ownership in his voice, the certainty in his tone—it didn’t scare me. It thrilled me. The idea of belonging to him, of being used like this again and again, lit something deep in my chest. My body responded before my mind could process it; my hips pressed into the mattress, seeking friction, while my lips returned to his cock with renewed hunger.

I took him deeper this time, pushing past the point of comfort, forcing my throat to open until I felt him there—thick and heavy, making me gag softly. The sound only made him groan, his hand resting lightly on the back of my head as I bobbed faster. I could feel tears pricking my eyes, my throat stretching around him, and the heat between my legs surged with every muffled gasp.

The slick sounds of my mouth filled the room until his hand tightened just enough to still me. “Alright, slut,” he said quietly, drawing me off him with a slow, controlled motion. A string of spit clung between my lips and his glistening tip. “Let’s see what that ass of yours can really do. I want to know if it can take my Black cock as well as your pretty mouth can.”

His words sent a shiver through me—a heady mix of fear and raw excitement. The thought of taking him there made my stomach tighten and my pulse race. I’d played with smaller toys, teasing myself in private moments, but nothing even close to the sheer size and power of him. The idea of being filled by that, of giving him everything—every last inch of myself—made my pussy clench with anticipation.

He guided me onto my hands and knees again, his hands steady on my hips as he positioned me near the edge of the bed. When I lifted my head, the camera stared back at me, its unblinking lens fixed on my face. It would see everything—every gasp, every tremor, every moment my body surrendered to him. The thought made me tremble, torn between humiliation and need.

The mattress shifted as he moved behind me. I heard the slick sound of the lube bottle, then felt the first cool drops trickle down my skin. His thumb followed, spreading it in slow, steady circles over my tight opening. The sensation was deliberate, patient, each pass softening me, coaxing me open. My breath came in shallow bursts as his thumb pressed a little deeper, stretching me just enough to make me whimper.

He took his time, working me with slow precision until I relaxed into the motion. When he finally withdrew, I almost groaned from the emptiness. But then I felt it—the warm, heavy weight of his cock nudging against me. The blunt head pressed firmly at my entrance, unyielding, teasing, waiting.

“Take a deep breath, slut,” he murmured, his voice low and measured. “You’re mine now. I want you to feel what that means.”

I exhaled shakily, clutching at the sheets as he began to push forward. The stretch was unreal, a deep burn that made me gasp as my body tried to adjust around his size. Inch by inch, he eased himself inside, letting me feel every millimeter of his thickness as he claimed me. My moans grew louder, helpless and raw, the sound of submission and shock blending into one.

The camera’s red light blinked in front of me, and I couldn’t stop thinking about it—how it would capture this exact moment, my face twisting between pleasure and disbelief as I took him. The thought made the humiliation sharper, but also hotter, fueling the pulse between my legs.

“You ready to get your ass fucked by my big Black cock?” he asked, his tone calm, almost tender beneath the command.

For a heartbeat, fear fluttered through me. Then it vanished, drowned by the heat and hunger taking over. I swallowed hard, voice trembling but sure.

“Yes, Master.”

The air between us crackled, heavy with tension and heat. I braced myself, every muscle taut as I felt the broad head of his cock press harder against my ass. The pressure built, my body instinctively resisting, but his hand was firm on my hip, holding me still. Then, with one slow, deliberate push, he forced his way in.

The sound that left my mouth was half gasp, half cry. The sting was sharp and searing, stealing my breath as my body struggled to adjust around him. It felt impossibly big, the stretch intense, almost unbearable—but then, as the seconds passed, the pain melted into something deeper. A heavy, pulsing fullness that made me shudder.

I focused on my breathing, exhaling through my moans, willing myself to relax as he pressed further inside. Inch by inch, he claimed more of me, until I could feel him buried deep, the heat of his body pressed tight against mine.

“Fuck,” I whimpered, clutching the sheets in both fists. My walls clenched around him involuntarily, trying to take in the sheer size of him. He paused, giving me time to breathe before he began to move. The first few thrusts were slow, measured—each one dragging over every nerve, drawing new sounds from my throat. The burn softened into a heavy ache, then into something dangerously close to pleasure.

When he picked up the pace, it was steady, confident, each stroke deeper than the last. My body began to move with him, meeting his thrusts, finding a rhythm in the raw intensity of it. The feeling was unlike anything I’d known—so deep, so complete—that I could hardly think. My breath came in shaky moans, my body trembling beneath him as I realized I was taking him. Really taking him.

He must’ve seen it too—the shock, the disbelief, the hunger in my expression. His voice came through the wet sound of his thrusts, low and rough. “Look at you, slut,” he growled. “Taking my cock in your ass like you were made for it. You were built to serve me in every way—every hole, every inch.”

The words struck me like lightning, my body reacting before my mind could. I arched my back, pressing into him, moaning louder as the tension inside me coiled tighter.

“Fuck,” I gasped, my voice cracking.

He leaned closer, his breath hot against my ear. “I own all of it,” he said, his tone dark, possessive. “Your mouth, your pussy, your ass. They’re all mine now. And my fans—” he thrust hard, making me cry out “—my fans are going to love watching this. Watching you give yourself to me. You want that, don’t you? You want the world to see what kind of slut you really are.”

The words sent a wave of heat through me so strong it nearly knocked the air from my lungs. The thought of people watching—seeing me like this, hearing those words from my lips—filled me with a wild, humiliating thrill that made my whole body quake.

Every word that left his mouth lit a fuse inside me. It wasn’t just the force of his thrusts or the way his hands gripped my hips—it was the way he spoke, the way he claimed me with words as much as with his body. Each declaration peeled away another layer of resistance until there was nothing left but pure, obedient desire. The idea of belonging to him completely—body, mind, reputation—made my pulse hammer.

“Yes!” I cried out, my voice raw, trembling with need. “Oh, fuck, yes! I’m your slut! You own me! I love your dick in my ass!”

“That’s right,” he growled, his lips curling into a dark smirk as his hips snapped forward again and again. “I’m not blurring your face, slut. Everyone’s gonna see. They’ll know exactly who you are and what you are. The world deserves to see what a real slut looks like when she gives herself up.”

His words tore through me, sharp and intoxicating. The thought of the camera catching everything—the way my mouth hung open, my eyes rolling back, the pure surrender etched across my face—made my arousal surge uncontrollably. I was shaking, trembling with the mix of humiliation and pleasure, the shame only fueling the heat that coursed through me.

For a flicker of a second, I thought about what he’d said—about people seeing, knowing—but the thought vanished beneath the wave of pleasure crashing through my body. There was no room for doubt. No room for modesty or shame. All that existed was the raw, animal drive to please him, to give him everything he wanted.

“Yes! Yes! Oh my fucking god, yes!” The words tumbled out in gasping cries as my orgasm ripped through me. It was overwhelming—so deep it felt like my whole body was convulsing, every muscle tightening and shaking as the pleasure tore through my core. I could barely breathe, barely think, my voice breaking as I screamed through it, my body surrendering completely.

He didn’t slow down. His thrusts kept coming, hard and relentless, forcing me to ride every aftershock until my body was shaking uncontrollably. The bed creaked beneath us, my moans mixing with the sound of his labored breathing. Then I felt the shift—the quick, sharp pace of his hips, the tightening of his grip on my waist. The unmistakable urgency of a man about to cum.

“Fuck, slut,” he groaned, his voice low and raw with exertion. “I’m gonna cum soon. When I do, I’m marking you—right here.”

His pace grew rougher, each thrust deeper, faster, his breathing turning ragged. I could feel the tension building in him, his cock twitching inside me, the rhythm breaking into short, desperate pulses. Then, with a sharp grunt, he pulled out, leaving me suddenly empty.

His hand gripped my hip, firm and guiding, turning me over onto my back. I barely had time to catch my breath before he was towering above me, stroking himself with fierce, focused intensity. My chest rose and fell rapidly, my skin flushed and glistening under the dim light.

“Right there,” he growled, his eyes locked on my heaving breasts. “I want to see my cum all over these perfect tits.”

The sound of his voice alone sent a tremor through me. I arched my back slightly, pushing my chest toward him, presenting myself just the way he wanted.

A moment later, his body tensed—and then he erupted. Thick, hot ropes of cum splashed across my chest, streaking my skin in warm, glistening lines. Each spurt landed heavy and deliberate, painting me as his words echoed in my ears.

The sensation was intoxicating—the heat, the weight of his gaze, the raw power behind the act. I looked up at him through half-lidded eyes, watching as he finished, his breathing ragged, his expression a mixture of triumph and satisfaction.

When he was done, I lay there catching my breath, my breasts slick and shining beneath him, my pulse still racing. The sticky warmth of his release on my skin felt like a brand—his mark, his claim—and I couldn’t help but smile faintly at the thought that he’d chosen to leave it there, for both of us to see.

When he finally stilled, his breathing came in heavy, uneven waves. For a moment, neither of us moved—his body poised above mine, the air between us thick with the scent of sweat and sex. My chest rose and fell beneath him, slick with his cum, the warmth of it slowly cooling against my skin.

He looked down at me, eyes dark and unreadable, the faintest curve of a satisfied grin tugging at his lips. I met his gaze and smiled weakly, still dazed, still trembling from everything he’d done to me. I didn’t reach for him this time; I simply let the moment settle between us, my body marked, my mind adrift in a haze of exhaustion and surrender.

“Stay right there, slut,” he murmured finally, his voice low but steady. “Don’t move.”

I nodded, still catching my breath as he stood and stepped away from the bed. My body felt heavy, boneless, my skin tingling where his release clung to me. I could hear the faint sound of water running somewhere nearby, the shuffle of him moving around before returning a moment later.

When he came back into the room, something glinted in his hand—a small, circular piece of black metal. My curiosity stirred instantly, though I didn’t dare speak. I pushed myself upright, kneeling on the bed, my gaze fixed on the object as he approached.

He paused at the edge of the mattress, letting me look. The thin band caught the light as he turned it between his fingers, the sleek metal cool and dark against his skin. Whatever it was, I knew it meant something.

He smirked, the expression slow and deliberate, before lowering his hand just enough for me to see it clearly. “You want to know what this is?” he asked, his tone calm, controlled, but with that same dangerous undertone that always made my pulse quicken.

“This,” he said, holding the object between his fingers, “is an Eternity collar.” His voice carried that same calm authority that made my pulse quicken. “It’s a symbol of what you’ve given me tonight. A reminder that you belong to me now—that you’ve chosen to be mine.”

The words hit me hard, their weight sinking into me like an anchor. I hadn’t expected anything like this when the night began, but as he spoke, it felt inevitable—like every moment we’d shared had been leading to this one. My eyes stayed fixed on the collar, the sleek black metal gleaming under the light. It wasn’t ornate or flashy—just smooth, elegant, and unbreakable.

He turned it slowly in his hands, letting me watch the curve of it catch the light. “Once it’s on, it stays on until I say otherwise,” he continued. “It’s not about control—it’s about the truth of what’s already happened between us. You’ve given yourself to me, and this makes it real.”

My breath came shallow, the meaning of his words curling through me like heat. I pictured the collar around my neck, the cool metal resting against my skin, visible for only us to know what it meant. The idea made me tremble—not with fear, but with anticipation.

“I understand,” I said softly, my voice barely above a whisper.

He watched me for a moment, his expression unreadable, then asked, “Do you agree to wear it?”

There wasn’t even a pause. “I do,” I said, the words leaving my lips before I’d even thought them through.

A slow, satisfied smile spread across his face. He leaned closer, the camera still in his other hand, recording the moment. “Good,” he murmured. “Then let’s make it official.”

He reached forward, the cool weight of the metal brushing against my throat as he fastened it around my neck. The click of it locking into place echoed softly in the quiet room. My heart pounded, the sensation both grounding and electrifying at once.

When he pulled back, his eyes lingered on me—on the new addition encircling my neck. “Perfect,” he said quietly. “Now you look exactly like what you are—mine.”

The collar wasn’t heavy, but I felt every ounce of its meaning. My fingers brushed the smooth edge, and a shiver ran through me. It wasn’t just an accessory. It was a promise—one I’d made with my body, my breath, and my surrender.

Leaning closer, he brought the collar around my neck, the cold metal grazing my skin. The contrast between its chill and the lingering heat of my body made me shiver. His hands were steady as he adjusted it, aligning it perfectly before securing the clasp. When the small bolt clicked into place, the sound seemed to echo through the room—a quiet, final punctuation to everything that had happened between us.

He stepped back, his eyes sweeping over me, studying how it looked resting against my bare throat. His expression was unreadable, somewhere between pride and possession. My hands rose automatically, fingers trembling as they brushed the smooth band. It was cool, solid, immovable—so simple, yet impossibly heavy with meaning. The weight of it sank into me, not just on my skin but deeper, somewhere inside where words couldn’t reach.

It wasn’t just a piece of metal. It was a declaration. A promise. A mark of everything I had surrendered and everything I would continue to give. I was his now—fully, completely—and I couldn’t imagine wanting it any other way.

When he finally spoke, his voice had softened, though it still carried that unshakable authority. “That’s it,” he murmured. “You’re mine now.”

The words lingered as he moved away, tidying the space, the quiet hum of the camera still recording in the background. The night had taken me apart and remade me, leaving me physically spent but wide awake inside, charged with the electricity of what we’d just done.

He told me this was only the beginning—that there would be more nights, more lessons, more ways for me to learn what it meant to belong to him. But for tonight, he said, our introduction was complete.

When I rose to clean myself, I realized my dress was gone—left behind in the stranger’s car hours earlier. The thought made me laugh softly, half in disbelief. I had nothing now but my heels, the faint ache between my legs, and the black collar locked snugly around my neck.

Standing there naked in his room, every part of me exposed, I felt a strange, thrilling calm. Vulnerable. Marked. Owned. And as I met his gaze one last time before I left, I knew there was no undoing it—I didn’t want to.

My new Master drove me home in silence, the hum of the engine the only sound in the car. The cool leather pressed against my bare skin, every shift of my body reminding me how exposed I was—how completely he had stripped me, inside and out. The faint scent of him lingered in the confined space, mixing with the afterglow still clinging to my body. Outside, the streets were deserted, bathed in the dim orange glow of early morning, a quiet world unaware of the transformation that had just taken place within me.

When the car slowed to a stop outside my house, I stared at the familiar facade and felt an unexpected wave of dread. The thought of stepping out wearing nothing but my collar and heels made my stomach flutter with nerves and excitement. I hesitated, fingers brushing the door handle, when his hand came down lightly on my arm.

“I’ll be in touch soon,” he said, his voice calm but absolute. “When I call for you, you come to me. No excuses. No delays. I don’t care what time it is or where you are—you understand?”

The quiet authority in his tone left no room for negotiation. I swallowed hard, my throat dry, and nodded. “Yes, Master.”

His gaze stayed fixed on me, steady and piercing. “I’m not concerned with your husband or what he thinks,” he said evenly. “But understand this—your loyalty, your service, your pleasure—they all belong to me now. Whatever you give him happens only after you’ve pleased me. Only after you’ve earned it.”

The words sank deep, heavy and inescapable. A shiver rippled through me, part fear, part desire.

He leaned a little closer, his next words quieter but sharper. “When you come to me, you come exactly as you are now. Naked. Collared. In heels. Nothing else. Do you understand me?”

My pulse hammered in my ears as I met his gaze. The part of me that should have hesitated, should have said no, was gone—drowned out by the same need that had carried me through the night.

“Yes, Master,” I whispered, my voice trembling but certain. “I understand.”

He held my stare a moment longer, then nodded once, satisfied. “Good. Now go.”

I stepped out into the stillness of dawn, the cool air brushing against my bare skin. My heart raced as I crossed the empty street toward my front door, each step echoing with the weight of what I’d just agreed to. Naked but for the collar around my neck, I felt both terrified and alive—like I was walking into a new life I could never turn back from.

As I reached the front door, I paused, one hand trembling on the handle. The car’s engine faded into the distance, leaving only the stillness of early morning wrapped around me. I stood in the hush, feeling the weight of the night settle on my skin. My fingers lifted to the collar at my throat. The cool metal felt heavier now—warmer from my skin, yet impossibly colder in meaning. It wasn’t just a symbol anymore. It was a brand. A vow. A warning.

The latch gave with a soft click. I stepped inside.

The house greeted me with silence, thick and motionless. Familiar and unfamiliar all at once. I shut the door quietly behind me, leaning against it for a heartbeat, my pulse thudding in my ears. I could still smell him—his scent on my skin, between my thighs, in my hair. I could still feel the ache in my hips, the soreness in my throat. And most of all, the heat between my legs that refused to fade.

I was soaked. Still.

A slick trail had formed on the inside of my thighs, and every step made it worse. My panties were long gone. My heels clicked softly as I crossed the hardwood, each step punctuated by the wet, obscene slide of my body reminding me what I’d allowed. What I had begged for.

The collar tugged gently at my neck as I moved up the stairs, each creak beneath my feet impossibly loud. With every step, my breath grew shallower, my body more alert, more aware. The bedroom door was open. Light spilled out across the landing in a thin blade of yellow, slicing through the dark. I paused. Listened.

He was in there.

I stepped forward slowly, almost cautiously—like prey entering the den of something primal. And when I reached the doorframe, I looked in.

He was sitting on the edge of the bed, shirtless, wearing only boxers. His knuckles were white against his thighs, fists clenched, jaw set like stone. But his eyes... his eyes were already on me. Wide. Bright. Wild. His chest rose in deep, heavy breaths, and then I saw it.

His cock was hard.

Angrily hard. Five inches, thick and twitching, the foreskin still partially covering the head. It was familiar, known. But in that moment, all I could think about was the cock I had just given myself to. The one that had ruined me. Stretched me. Filled me so completely I wasn’t sure I’d ever forget the way it felt dragging against every inch of my walls. The one that had left me dripping and open.

This didn’t compare. It wasn’t fair to him. But it was true.

And he knew it.

He stood. No words. Just motion.

He crossed the room in two fast strides and grabbed me hard by the waist, spinning me so fast I gasped. My heels skidded across the floor as he bent me forward over the end of the bed. My palms hit the mattress. The bedspread was cool and rough beneath my hands, grounding me. I barely had time to inhale before I felt him—his chest pressed against my back, his cock grinding between my thighs through the cotton of his boxers, stiff and hot and urgent.

He shoved the hem of my dress up with a single motion, exposing my bare ass. I heard his breath catch as he saw the slick trail running down my inner thighs. I was soaked—humiliatingly wet—and I knew it wasn’t for him.

But I was still his wife.

His hands were on my hips, rough and trembling. He yanked his boxers down and his cock sprang free, slapping wetly against the curve of my ass. I felt it—hot and hard but not the same. Not as thick. Not as long. But his. And that mattered.

He pushed forward.

There was no teasing. No gentleness. He found my opening and shoved himself inside in one deep, angry thrust. I cried out—more from the shock than the stretch. My body resisted at first, still swollen and sensitive from being used so thoroughly. He wasn’t as big, but I was raw, and the friction was sharp, almost painful. Still, I arched back against him, needing it.

He grunted, deep and primal, and started to move.

His thrusts were fast, punishing, his grip bruising my hips. Skin slapped against skin, the sound wet and obscene. My body jolted with every impact, his cock driving in again and again, hitting deeper with each slam, desperate to reach the places he feared had already been claimed.

And he couldn’t. Not completely. I could feel the difference.

But I didn’t care.

My body tightened around him anyway, gasping and moaning into the bedding as he took me. I could feel the tears pricking at the corner of my eyes—not from pain, but from the twisted, unbearable mix of guilt and arousal, of loyalty and betrayal. I wanted this. I needed this. I needed him to try to reclaim me. Even if he couldn’t.

Even if my body had already learned someone else’s shape.

He growled behind me, his cock pistoning into me harder now, faster, almost frantic. His hands slid from my hips to my waist, my ribs, grabbing me tight as he fucked me with everything he had left. The bed rocked beneath us. My knees gave out completely and I collapsed onto my elbows, letting him use me however he needed.

He didn’t say a word. He didn’t ask if I liked it. He didn’t whisper endearments or demand confessions.

He just fucked me.

Hard. Desperate. Raw.

And when he finally slowed—when the edge began to creep up on him—his thrusts grew deeper, slower, grinding now. He buried himself to the base and held there, grinding into me, panting hard against my neck. I felt his cock throb inside me. The twitch of it. The thick, pulsing heat.

He was close.

His grip tightened.

One more thrust. One more grinding push—and then I felt it.

He came.

With a guttural groan and a violent shudder, he emptied himself into me. Hot, thick spurts flooded my cunt, flooding over what was already there. I whimpered, the sensation overwhelming—his cum mixing with the slick remnants of another man, oozing out of me around his cock and dripping down my thighs.

He stayed buried inside me, his body collapsing over mine, panting, broken.

Neither of us spoke.

He didn’t need to.

His body said everything.

After a long while, the rhythm of our breathing began to fall back into something human. The sound of the bed settling underneath us was the only thing that dared break the silence. My skin still tingled where he’d gripped me; the marks would be there in the morning. I turned my head slightly, expecting him to pull away, but instead he stayed close, his body heavy and warm against my back.

Neither of us spoke. The room smelled of sweat and something darker—want, jealousy, forgiveness, all tangled together. I felt him exhale, the breath ghosting across my shoulder, and then his arm came around my waist almost cautiously, as if he wasn’t sure he was allowed to hold me anymore. I let him.

For a moment it felt like the most fragile kind of peace. His chest pressed to my spine, our hearts still out of rhythm, and I stared into the dim light pooling on the wall. I could taste salt on my lips. I didn’t know if it was from sweat or tears.

He whispered my name once, barely a sound, and then stopped. I wanted to answer, to tell him I was sorry, or that I wasn’t, or that I didn’t know which one was true anymore. But no words came. The quiet between us was safer than the truth.

His hand drifted up, resting just below the metal at my throat. The gesture was hesitant, almost reverent. He didn’t tug on it, didn’t ask about it, only let his thumb trace the edge of it, like he was trying to understand what it meant now. I stayed still, pretending to breathe evenly, pretending the touch didn’t make my chest tighten.

Eventually his breathing slowed. The tension in his body eased by degrees until he was half asleep, his arm still around me as if habit refused to die. I stayed awake, staring into the dark, every thought circling back to the same question: what had we just done, and what did it change?

When I finally closed my eyes, it wasn’t peace that came. Just the sound of his heartbeat behind me, the weight of the collar at my throat, and the quiet ache of knowing we were both too afraid to speak first.


Chapter 6

It had only been a week since the night that changed everything—since my complete surrender to him, captured in unflinching detail on video. I’d agreed to be filmed only if my identity remained hidden, but in the heat of that night, boundaries blurred. When he asked—no, when he told me—I couldn’t bring myself to say no.

Now the video was online, permanent and unerasable. My submission preserved for anyone who cared to watch. The thought of it made my stomach twist; fear and desire tangled so tightly that I couldn’t tell them apart. Each time my fingers brushed the smooth, cool metal of the black collar around my throat, the same truth settled over me again. This was what I had chosen.

The collar wasn’t decoration. It was a claim, a mark of belonging. A reminder that somewhere out there, people could see the moment I stopped pretending to be in control. And instead of shame, the thought sent a shiver racing through me—dark, electric, alive.

When my phone buzzed that afternoon, I already knew it was him. The message was short. Commanding.

15 minutes from now, meet me at the shopping center parking lot..

My heart lurched at the message, a sharp surge of fear and excitement twisting together until I could barely tell them apart. I knew exactly what his words meant. He’d been explicit about the rules: whenever he summoned me, I was to come exactly as I had been when he fastened the collar around my neck—nothing on my body but my heels and the black metal that marked me as his.

The thought of doing it in daylight stole my breath. My pulse thundered in my ears while a low, insistent heat built beneath my nerves. Dread and desire traded places with every heartbeat, but the pull of obedience was stronger than either.

I moved without thinking. My hands shook as I reached for the stilettos waiting in my closet, the familiar black leather gleaming in the half-light. One by one I shed my clothes, dropping them in a careless trail behind me. Every item that hit the floor felt like a choice reaffirmed—each small sound another step back toward the woman he had made of me.

When the last piece fell away, I stood motionless. Naked except for the collar and the heels, my skin prickled with the shock of exposure. The cool air of the room brushed over me; even that simple touch felt charged. My heartbeat seemed loud enough to fill the silence.

I forced my trembling fingers to gather the small clutch that held my keys, wallet, and phone. There would be no turning back once I opened the door.

That moment—the pause before leaving—was the hardest. I stood there, hand on the knob, the weight of what I was about to do pressing into my chest. Then I drew a single, steadying breath and turned it.

The morning air poured over me, crisp and biting, washing across every inch of bare skin. I stepped outside. The sound of my heels against the pavement was soft but shockingly distinct, each click echoing in the quiet street. I clutched the bag tightly in one hand while the other drifted to my collar, fingers grazing the metal for reassurance.

I was shaking, half from cold, half from anticipation—but I kept walking.

The short walk to my car felt endless. Every sound seemed amplified—the whisper of wind, the faint scrape of a heel against concrete, the far-off chirp of a bird that somehow made the silence heavier. My skin tingled as though invisible eyes were watching from every window. I didn’t look up to check; I didn’t need to. The idea of being seen was already vivid enough to set every nerve on edge.

The cool air clung to me, lifting goosebumps across my arms and thighs. Shame and adrenaline tangled until I couldn’t tell one from the other. Each step felt impossibly slow, my heart hammering so hard I half expected the whole street to hear it.

By the time I reached the car, my hands were trembling. The metal of the handle was icy under my fingers, and for a second I simply stood there, listening to my pulse rush in my ears. Then I pulled the door open and slipped inside, the smooth leather shocking against my bare skin. The scent of the interior—faintly synthetic, faintly familiar—wrapped around me like a hiding place.

I drew a shaky breath, grateful for the dark tint of the windows that turned the outside world into vague shapes and reflections. The possibility that someone might still see me, might catch even a flash of skin as I moved, sent a quick, involuntary shiver through me. My cheeks burned, but the thought steadied me too. This was what he had asked of me. What he expected.

I started the engine. The low vibration rolled through the seat, through my legs, anchoring me. For a moment I just sat there, letting the hum settle into my body, before easing the car into motion and pulling out of the driveway, the morning light catching on the metal collar at my throat.

The drive felt almost unreal. Every passing street blurred at the edges, light and motion sliding over the windshield like a dream I couldn’t quite wake from. The absence of clothing made everything sharper—the texture of the steering wheel against my palms, the faint vibration of the tires through the seat, the weight of the collar pressing against my throat each time I swallowed. I caught myself glancing at the cars around me, wondering if the people inside could somehow see through the tinted glass. They couldn’t, of course, but the thought of being visible, of being found out, sent adrenaline racing through my veins.

By the time I turned into the shopping center lot, my nerves were taut and my heartbeat a steady drum beneath my ribs. His message had been only a few words, but the silence that followed carried its own gravity.

Rows of empty spaces stretched ahead, glittering faintly in the morning sun. I circled once, scanning the lot until I found his car tucked away near the back, far from the main entrance. My pulse spiked. I eased the wheel into the next lane and pulled into the space beside him. The engine’s hum died, leaving the kind of quiet that made every sound—the tick of cooling metal, the whisper of my breath—seem magnified.

Then his window lowered. The movement was unhurried, deliberate. A breath later I followed suit, letting mine slide down until the cool air spilled inside. It brushed over my skin and raised a fresh wave of goosebumps, as though reminding me how bare I really was.

He leaned toward his window just enough for our eyes to meet. The look he gave me was steady and unreadable, but the authority in it landed like a touch.

“Get out of the car,” he said, voice low but absolute. “Walk over to me.”

The words struck like a current. My breath caught halfway in my throat. For a heartbeat I couldn’t move; the air itself felt too thin. My gaze flicked across the lot—rows of empty cars, a delivery truck idling far off, nothing else. Still, the possibility of being seen clawed at my chest, a mix of fear and something dangerously close to desire.

I nodded once, unable to trust my voice, and rested my hand on the door handle. The world outside felt vast, exposed. I hesitated only long enough to draw a single, steadying breath before pushing it open.

Gripping my clutch tightly, I pushed the door open and stepped out. The sharp click of my heels on blacktop cut through the stillness, each sound echoing back at me like a dare. The cool air swept across my bare skin, raising goosebumps, but I forced myself forward. His order left no room for hesitation. Every step toward his car felt stretched thin, time slowing under the weight of my exposure.

When I rounded the front of his vehicle and reached for the passenger side, his voice stopped me.

“No,” he said, quiet amusement threading through the authority in his tone. “Come to my side.”

Heat rushed to my cheeks. I turned back, the movement feeling painfully deliberate, my body laid open to anyone who might look. The parking lot was nearly empty, but that didn’t matter; the risk was what made every heartbeat louder.

When I reached his window, I bent slightly, trying to hide the tremor in my hands behind the clutch that now felt absurdly small. His gaze swept over me, slow and unapologetic, lingering on the collar at my throat. The look in his eyes was all ownership—calm, assessing, satisfied.

“Have you watched your video yet?” he asked, his voice smooth but probing.

“Yes,” I answered quickly, my breath catching halfway through the word. “You told me it was posted, and I watched it right away.” I swallowed hard. “It was... intense. Hot.”

He smiled faintly, the corner of his mouth curling with approval. “Good. I like knowing you enjoyed seeing yourself that way.” His eyes narrowed slightly. “Did you let your husband watch it?”

The question hit harder than I expected. I felt the air tighten around us, the strange intimacy of standing there naked while talking about another man—the one who still shared my bed. My fingers tightened on the clutch. “No,” I said quietly. “Not yet.”

He tilted his head, studying me. “But he knows about it.”

“Yes.” My voice came out smaller than I meant it to. “I told him everything. Every detail. But I haven’t shown him the video. I don’t know if I should. I’m not sure if seeing it... actually seeing it... would be too much for him. For either of us.”

The silence that followed was heavy, filled with more meaning than any response could carry.

Then his expression shifted—less amusement now, more curiosity. “Are you going to show him?” he asked. The question sounded simple, but I knew better.

I hesitated, the instinct to obey warring with the need to protect what was left of my marriage. When I finally spoke, my voice was quiet but clear. “Do you want me to, Master?”

His smirk deepened, a flicker of approval glinting in his eyes. “I appreciate that you remembered how to address me,” he said, his voice low and measured, carrying the faintest note of praise. “And that you asked first. Good girl.” He paused just long enough for the words to sink in. “You know I own you now.”

The sound of it made something inside me tighten. My back straightened instinctively, a rush of heat spreading through me at the affirmation of what we both already knew.

“Yes, Master,” I murmured, my voice unsteady but full of conviction. My cheeks burned—not with shame, but with the heady mix of pride and desire his approval always drew from me.

“I do want you to show him,” he continued, calm and deliberate. His gaze held mine, unwavering. “But you’re going to do it my way.”

A shiver ran down my spine at his words, anticipation twisting through me like a live wire. I could feel the command coming before he spoke, the pause between his sentences thick with purpose.

“I want you to let him watch,” he said at last, his voice low and steady. “Put the video on, and while it plays, you’ll do everything you see on the screen—every movement, every sound. Find a dildo that matches what you took that night, and use it. Make it real for him. I want him to see exactly what you did, how you did it, what you’ve become.”

The words hit me like a physical touch. My fingers clenched around the clutch as the image formed—me on the floor in front of the television, the glow of the video flickering over my skin while my husband watched. The idea of reenacting everything in front of him, of showing him not just the act but the pleasure that came with it, sent a rush of heat through me so strong it made my knees weak.

It was raw and unflinching, a punishment and a confession in one. He wouldn’t just hear about what had happened anymore—he would see it, frame for frame, lived out in front of him.

“Yes, Master,” I whispered, my voice unsteady but certain.

His words sent a sudden pulse of heat through me, sharp and immediate. The image his order conjured—my husband forced to watch, every secret laid bare—was intoxicating. A thrill of power and arousal rippled through me before I could stop it. I caught myself smiling, unable to hide the rush that came with obeying him.

“That sounds... devilishly sexy, Master,” I breathed, the words coming out softer than I intended, heavy with excitement.

He watched me for a moment, the corners of his mouth curving in quiet satisfaction. “Does he know who controls him now?” he asked, his tone turning almost conversational, which somehow made it worse. “Does he know his release is in my hands, through you?”

I hesitated, then nodded. “Yes,” I admitted, feeling the warmth rise in my cheeks. “He knows. He wasn’t exactly thrilled about it—but he accepted it.”

A low chuckle escaped him, dry and amused. “Figures,” he murmured. “He always did seem the type to surrender quietly.”

The silence that followed stretched just long enough for my pulse to settle before he spoke again, his tone abruptly lighter. “Are you hungry?”

The shift caught me off guard. I blinked, unsure where the question would lead. “Actually... yes, Master,” I said at last, a faint, hopeful edge in my voice. Some part of me wondered if he meant the question the way it sounded—if he was offering food, or something else entirely.

“Good,” he said, a grin curling at the corner of his mouth. “Because I’m starving—and I want everyone to see what’s mine.” He leaned into the backseat, rummaged for a moment, then pulled out a small bundle of black fabric. “Here. Put this on.”

I took it from him eagerly, my pulse already quickening. The fabric slipped through my fingers like water—thin, soft, and indecently light. When I held it up, my breath caught. It was a black tank mini dress, simple but scandalous, the kind of thing that clung to every curve and left absolutely nothing to hide. My stomach fluttered at the thought of walking around in public like that, but the thrill of it made my skin prickle with anticipation.

“Yes, Master,” I murmured, stepping back as I gathered the dress and pulled it over my head. The cool material slid down my body, tightening around my hips and waist until it felt painted on. The hem barely brushed the curve of my ass. My nipples pressed against the fabric, clearly visible through the thin stretch of black. It wasn’t modest by any measure—but it was clothing, and that was enough.

I tugged at the hem, though it made no difference. “Thank you, Master,” I whispered, meeting his gaze through the open window. My voice trembled with a mix of shyness and arousal, but the look in my eyes gave me away. I wanted him to see me like this.

He got out of the car and motioned for me to follow. The night air kissed my bare thighs as I hurried after him, the sharp rhythm of my heels echoing on the pavement. When we reached the restaurant, I hesitated—just a heartbeat—before stepping closer. From outside, it looked like a relaxed tavern, warm light spilling from the windows, laughter spilling out to meet us. Inside, I caught sight of the waitresses—tight tops, short skirts—and felt a small wave of relief. At least I wouldn’t be the only one putting on a show tonight.

Inside, the low hum of voices and the clatter of silverware surrounded us, wrapping the room in an easy, intimate chaos. I followed him through the maze of tables, trying to look composed even as the soft weight of the collar brushed against my throat and the whisper-thin fabric of my dress hugged me like a second skin. Every step reminded me how little I was wearing.

The hostess greeted us with a bright, professional smile that faltered for just an instant when her eyes swept over me. Her gaze lingered—curious, maybe a little judgmental—before she turned and guided us toward a booth tucked along the back wall. When she set the menus down, her lips curved into a knowing smirk, and I felt heat rise to my cheeks. I could only imagine what I looked like to her: half-dressed, flushed, sitting across from a man who radiated control.

I reached for my menu, desperate for something to focus on other than the pulse of embarrassment and excitement thrumming in my veins—but his voice stopped me cold.

“Don’t worry about that, baby,” he said, leaning back against the booth. His tone was calm, assured, and left no room for question. “I already know what you’ll have. But first, I want a picture.”

He pulled his phone from his pocket, raising it with practiced confidence, his eyes gleaming with amusement as he framed me in the shot. “Big smile,” he said, the corner of his mouth lifting into a teasing grin.

For a second, I froze, my breath catching—but then I smiled, the kind of smile that felt both nervous and alive. The flash blinked, briefly flooding the booth with light. I watched him lower the phone, his fingers gliding quickly over the screen as he typed, the faint smirk on his face suggesting he already knew exactly wat he was doing.

“I’m posting this,” he said calmly, thumbs moving across his phone as if it were the most ordinary thing in the world. “Let’s see what my followers think your next picture should be.”

His tone was so casual it took a second for the meaning to sink in. My pulse quickened, a hot wave of nerves and anticipation rolling through me. He didn’t even look up as he typed, his smirk deepening. “There. Done. I sent you the link—take a look.”

My phone chimed in my clutch, sharp and immediate. I fumbled it open, my fingers unsteady as I clicked the notification. The moment the page loaded, my breath caught.

There I was—my bright, eager smile frozen beneath the soft glow of the restaurant lights, my dress stretched tight across my breasts, every curve highlighted by the unforgiving lens. The caption beneath the photo hit me like a shock of electricity:

Out to lunch with my newest married slut (see her in action on my Pornhub page). Vote below for how you’d like to see her next.

Beneath it, a simple poll gleamed on the screen:

– Posing naked in the restaurant restroom

– Naked and sucking my dick in the parking lot

– Both

For a long second, I just stared, my stomach flipping between fear, disbelief, and the unmistakable rush of arousal. The fact that he’d actually done it—put me out there like that—made my breath hitch. And yet, a traitorous part of me couldn’t look away.

My breath caught as I stared at the screen, the reality of what he’d done slowly sinking in. He wasn’t just showing me off—he was offering me, letting strangers take part in my submission as if it were the most natural thing in the world. The thought sent a rush of heat through my chest, equal parts fear and excitement. The audacity of it, the complete disregard for privacy, made my pulse quicken until I could hear my own heartbeat in my ears.

“You’ve got quite a following, Master,” I managed to say, my voice shaky but laced with nervous admiration, as if focusing on that detail could steady me.

He chuckled, low and pleased, his eyes glinting. “Of course I do. They love seeing pretty little sluts like you. And look at that—you’re already getting attention.” He angled his phone toward me, his grin widening. “You’re a hit.”

I swallowed hard and scrolled down, my cheeks burning as the comments loaded. Lines of text blurred together—some filthy, some almost flattering—but every word made it more real.

She’s perfect.

That dress barely counts as clothing.

Lucky bastard. When’s the next video?

The mix of voices—men and women alike—washed over me in a dizzying wave. My skin tingled, every nerve awake. Knowing they were looking at me, craving me, imagining what I might do next under his control sent a deep shiver through my body. I should have felt humiliated. Instead, I felt alive.

Before I could process the flood of comments and emotions twisting inside me, the clatter of heels and the soft rustle of fabric drew my attention. The waitress appeared beside our booth, her notepad poised and her smile just a little too polite. Her eyes flicked between us—lingering on me a second longer than they should have, taking in the way my dress clung to my body, how out of place I looked.

“What can I get you two to drink?” she asked, her tone professional but edged with curiosity.

He didn’t hesitate. “A beer,” he said, his voice even and relaxed, as though this were any ordinary lunch. Then he glanced at me, the faintest hint of amusement tugging at his mouth. “And she’ll have a tequila sunrise.”

The waitress nodded, scribbling quickly before turning to leave. But just before she walked away, her gaze swept over me one more time, a fleeting smirk ghosting across her lips—as if she already knew what kind of game we were playing.

The moment she was gone, he leaned back in his seat, watching me with unsettling calm. “Where’s your husband right now?” he asked, his voice quiet but deliberate, the words cutting cleanly through the noise of the restaurant.

My heart stuttered. It wasn’t just a question—it was a reminder. A sharp tug at the thread that connected me to the life I’d left waiting beyond this booth.

“At work,” I replied, forcing myself to sound steady, though I could feel the heat rising in my chest.

He nodded slowly, the faintest trace of a smile curling his lips. “And what does he do?” he asked. The tone was casual, almost conversational—but his eyes told a different story. He was testing me, making me say it out loud, forcing me to straddle both worlds at once: the faithful wife and the obedient slut.

“He runs a property development company,” I said, forcing my voice to stay calm even as my pulse picked up. “He’s the owner.”

That seemed to amuse him. His lips curved into a slow, knowing grin. “So he’s the boss, huh? Calls the shots, tells people what to build, what to tear down.” He paused, his eyes flicking over me with deliberate slowness. “Funny how different that is from you right now.”

I swallowed, saying nothing, my cheeks warming under his gaze.

He leaned in a little, his tone shifting—lighter, teasing, but with the same thread of authority beneath it. “Does he spend most of his time in the office, or is he the kind who likes to get his hands dirty on-site?”

“Mostly the office,” I admitted quietly. “He oversees the big projects, checks in on his managers. He doesn’t really go out unless something urgent comes up.”

“Perfect.” The word left his lips like a verdict. He leaned back against the booth, one arm stretching casually along the seat, his grin widening as if an idea had just taken root. “Then maybe we should brighten his day a little.”

My brow furrowed slightly, though curiosity sparked through my nerves. “What do you mean, Master?”

His eyes held mine as he extended his hand across the table. “Give me your phone.”

For a moment, I froze, the familiar weight of the device in my bag suddenly feeling heavy. But then, without a word, I reached for it and slid it toward him. The thrill of surrender coursed through me, subtle but electric, feeding that dangerous heat low in my stomach.

He picked it up easily, his fingers brushing against mine in a fleeting, deliberate touch before turning it so the screen faced me. “Unlock it,” he said—quietly, but with a command that made my pulse jump.

I entered the passcode without hesitation, though my fingers trembled just enough to betray me. When I handed the phone back, he raised it with the ease of someone completely in control, the gesture casual, almost innocent—except for the look in his eyes.

“Smile for me,” he murmured. The softness of his tone made it sound like a request, but it wasn’t.

I lifted my chin slightly, forcing a bright smile, the same one I’d given him before, though this time my pulse hammered so hard I could feel it in my throat. The faint click of the camera was barely audible beneath the low hum of conversation, but the sound made my whole body tighten. I knew exactly what that tiny sound meant—another boundary pushed, another secret I could never take back.

He lowered the phone slowly, a satisfied smirk spreading across his face as he slid it back toward me. “Now,” he said, leaning in until his voice was a low growl meant only for me, “send your little-dick husband the picture I just took.”

The words hit me like a shockwave. I froze, staring down at the screen, my breath caught in my chest. My heart raced as I pictured my husband’s phone lighting up with that photo—me in this dress, sitting across from another man, my collar glinting faintly in the light. The humiliation of it, the audacity, made my thighs clench under the table.

I hesitated, my hand hovering, but his gaze was unrelenting. “Now,” he repeated, the edge in his tone slicing through my uncertainty. “Be a good girl and show him exactly what you’re doing for me.”

The restaurant noise faded into a blur. My fingers moved on their own, trembling as they reached for the phone, caught between dread and a pulse of raw, dizzying arousal.

I glanced down at the screen, my breath catching as I realized what he’d done. At first glance, it looked like the same picture he’d just taken—me smiling sweetly across the table, pretending to be just another woman out to lunch with her date. But then my eyes caught the reflection on his phone in the shot, and everything inside me tightened.

The screen within the photo showed something far filthier—me from earlier, my lips parted, his thick black cock inches from my face, my tits glistening with his cum. The juxtaposition hit like a punch: the polished, composed woman in the restaurant against the depraved image frozen on his phone. It was obscene, thrilling, and so shockingly intimate that my stomach fluttered with equal parts shame and arousal.

For a moment, all I could do was stare. Then, slowly, my lips curved into a grin I couldn’t suppress. The idea of my husband opening this at his desk, seeing that version of me—the one he’d never truly known—sent a jolt of heat straight through my body. It felt wicked and dangerous and impossible to resist.

Without another thought, I hit send. The small whoosh of the message leaving was almost drowned out by the pounding in my chest. I set the phone back on the table, pulse racing, a trace of pride in my smirk.

Right on cue, the waitress appeared with our drinks, her smile polite but her eyes sharp with curiosity. She set the glasses down with practiced grace, her gaze flicking between us before settling briefly on me. “Ready to order?” she asked.

Her timing couldn’t have been more perfect. My phone buzzed on the table, a sharp, familiar vibration that made me jolt slightly. I didn’t need to look to know who it was.

He ordered without hesitation, his tone confident and unbothered—as if commanding a waitress were as natural to him as commanding me. “A steak for me,” he said, glancing up briefly, “and she’ll have the house salad.” Then, with a dismissive wave of his hand, he added, “That’ll be all.”

The waitress smiled politely, though her eyes flicked between us, curiosity and a faint spark of amusement dancing there before she turned and walked away. The moment she was gone, the air between us shifted again—denser, charged.

He leaned forward, resting his elbows on the table, his voice low enough that only I could hear. “I think now’s a good time for you to take that picture in the restroom for my Twitter poll.”

My breath caught, the words landing like a current through my body. “Oh,” I said softly, caught off guard but instantly aroused. “Is the poll already over?”

He chuckled, the sound dark and indulgent. “Not yet. But we both know where it’s headed. So don’t wait for permission from the internet. Get it done. And don’t hide in a stall—take it in the open.”

The heat in his voice, the command layered with certainty, sent a tremor through me. The image flashed in my mind—me half-naked in the restaurant restroom, camera in hand, the door unlocked, anyone able to walk in. My pulse quickened, my thighs pressed together beneath the table.

“Yes, Master,” I said, finishing the last of my drink in one swallow. The tequila burned down my throat, but it did nothing to calm the fever building inside me.

I rose slowly, smoothing the hem of my tiny dress, feeling the soft fabric cling to my damp skin. The subtle sway of my hips wasn’t intentional, but I knew he was watching every step. Each movement made the tension coil tighter, every breath heavier.

As I crossed the room toward the restroom, the murmur of conversation faded into a blur. I could feel the slick warmth between my thighs, my body betraying my composure. My fingers itched to touch myself, to ease the ache, but I knew better. I had a task to complete.

Later, I told myself. Later, when I’d pleased him, Master would make sure I was rewarded.


Chapter 7

The restroom was empty when I pushed the door open, the quiet hum of the fluorescent lights filling the space. The air felt cooler in here, almost sterile, a strange contrast to the heat pulsing under my skin. I paused for a moment, glancing beneath each stall to make sure I was alone, before stepping up to the long mirror above the sinks.

My reflection stared back at me—flushed cheeks, parted lips, the gleam of the collar around my neck catching the light. It was a visual reminder of everything this moment meant. Who I was doing this for. Who I had become.

I didn’t let myself hesitate. In one smooth, deliberate motion, I slid the straps of my dress down and peeled it away, the fabric whispering against my skin before pooling around my ankles. The sudden chill of the air against my bare body made me shiver. My nipples hardened instantly, the sensation sharp and intoxicating.

Folding the dress neatly, I set it on the counter beside me and lifted my phone, angling it toward the mirror. The image that stared back at me was stark and powerful—my body naked, the black collar stark against my skin, the faint shimmer of arousal visible between my thighs. For a fleeting moment, I simply admired it. The contrast of power and surrender. The way I looked owned.

I began taking pictures, my breath unsteady as I shifted my stance, turning slightly, raising my chin. Each click of the shutter echoed through the empty room, feeding the wild thrum of adrenaline in my chest. When I found the angle that felt right—a blend of defiance and complete obedience—I smiled, a slow, knowing curve of my lips that was entirely for him.

Satisfied, I lowered the phone and slipped back into the dress, the soft fabric clinging to my warm skin as if reminding me of what I’d just done. My hands lingered for a moment, smoothing it over my hips, my fingertips grazing the hem as I looked at my reflection one last time.

My face was still flushed, my pulse still racing. With a steadying breath, I opened the door and stepped back into the restaurant, my heart pounding as I made my way toward our booth—every step a reminder that under the thin fabric, I was still his.

When I returned, my drink had been replaced—fresh ice clinking softly, the glass slick with condensation. He was waiting, eyes fixed on me the moment I slid back into the booth. The corners of his mouth lifted into that familiar smirk, the kind that made my stomach twist with anticipation.

“Send me the picture, slut,” he said evenly, the quiet authority in his tone impossible to ignore.

I reached for my phone without hesitation, my fingers trembling just enough to betray me. The air between us felt thick, charged, as I forwarded the image to him. The moment it was sent, I lifted my glass, taking a long, steady sip. The tequila was sharp and sweet, its warmth blooming through my chest and softening the edges of my nerves. Each swallow made it a little easier to let go—to give myself fully to the role he wanted from me.

He looked down as his phone buzzed, his expression shifting into quiet satisfaction. “Good girl,” he murmured, almost to himself. Then, with deliberate care, he placed his phone face-up on the table—unlocked, the image of me filling the screen.

My breath hitched. The photo was even bolder than I remembered—me standing naked in the restroom, the black collar drawing the eye straight to my throat, my flushed skin gleaming under the harsh lights. Seeing it there, on open display between our drinks, made my pulse quicken.

And then, as if the universe were testing me, our waitress returned.

She set our plates down with a practiced smile, but the moment her eyes flicked toward the phone, she froze. For just a beat too long, her gaze lingered—first on the image, then on me. Recognition flashed across her face, followed by the faintest grin tugging at her lips.

“I don’t mean to pry,” she said lightly, her tone half teasing, half intrigued, “but... is that you in the picture?”

She nodded toward the phone, her smile widening just a little. The question hung in the air like a spark waiting to catch, and I could feel every eye in the room even though no one else had noticed. My heart thudded against my ribs, the heat in my cheeks impossible to hide.

I froze, my pulse skipping as her words sank in. For a second, I couldn’t breathe, my mind scrambling for a response. Then I glanced at him. He didn’t say a word—just smiled, that slow, deliberate smile that told me everything I needed to know. I was to answer truthfully.

“Yes,” I said finally, forcing my voice to stay even as heat crept up my neck. “It’s me.”

The waitress’s eyes lit up, her grin turning playful. “That’s sexy,” she said with a quiet laugh. “And it looks like... the bathrooms here, doesn’t it?” Her voice dropped into a teasing whisper. “Did you just take that?”

I hesitated for only a moment before nodding. “Yes,” I admitted softly. “I just got back.”

Her reaction wasn’t disgust or judgment—it was amusement. Maybe even curiosity. She leaned in slightly, her tone conspiratorial now, eyes darting between me and him. “That’s bold.” A quick laugh escaped her lips. “Weren’t you scared someone might walk in and see?”

Her question lingered in the air, her fascination palpable. The playful glint in her eyes made my stomach flip, the attention—this unexpected, feminine interest—adding another layer to the electric tension already humming between us.

Her intrigue was unmistakable now—her tone playful, her posture relaxed, the hint of excitement clear in her eyes. The alcohol in my blood gave me courage, loosening my tongue and dulling any lingering shame.

“I took it because he told me to,” I said easily, tipping my head toward him. “And yeah, I was nervous someone might walk in...” I paused, letting my smile curve into something a little bolder. “But that kind of made it hotter.”

She bit her lower lip, her cheeks warming as she nodded slowly. “I think I get it,” she said, her voice dropping to a near whisper. Her eyes flicked toward him, then back to me, curiosity shining through. “So you just... got naked in the restroom because he told you to?” She hesitated, her gaze catching on the collar around my neck. “And that means you’re, like... his pet?”

Her phrasing made my blush deepen, but I didn’t look away. “Something like that,” I said quietly. “He’s my Master. I do what he tells me to do.”

The way her eyes widened told me she wasn’t shocked so much as fascinated. She shifted her weight, glancing between us again, clearly unsure what to say but too intrigued to stop asking.

That’s when he stepped in, his voice smooth but edged with authority. “Tell her why I had you take the picture.”

I turned toward him for a heartbeat, reading the calm dominance in his expression, then faced her again. “He had me take it so he could post it on Twitter,” I said evenly, my voice soft but unflinching, the words hanging between us like a challenge.

Her lips parted in open disbelief, eyes wide with a mixture of shock and intrigue. “You’re really going to post it?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper, as though afraid to draw attention to the words.

He didn’t hesitate. Leaning back in the booth, his arm stretched lazily along the seat, that familiar smirk deepening. “Of course,” he said smoothly. “My followers love seeing what a good slut looks like.” His tone was casual, but the undercurrent of power was impossible to miss.

The waitress blinked, her jaw tightening before a soft laugh escaped her. “Wow,” she said, her voice catching somewhere between disbelief and admiration. A blush spread across her cheeks as she tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. “Well... I guess I’d better check in on my other tables before I get too distracted.”

She gave a playful wink as she turned to go, her skirt swaying just enough to make me wonder if she was exaggerating the movement for his benefit. Halfway across the room, she looked back over her shoulder, her smile still lingering, eyes bright with curiosity.

I watched her go, my heart hammering, a dizzy rush of adrenaline flooding through me. I couldn’t decide which thrilled me more—the danger of what we’d just confessed or the way she’d seemed genuinely intrigued. She hadn’t recoiled. If anything, she’d looked tempted.

“I think you’ve got a fan,” he said quietly, his gaze following her as she disappeared into the crowd. His smirk was unmistakable, full of satisfaction and intent.

I didn’t answer him right away, but the corner of my mouth curved into a small, knowing smile. The rush that came from what I’d just done—the openness of it—settled deep in my chest like a low, humming current. Strangers online had already seen me exposed, had already called me every name imaginable, but this was different. This was real. I had admitted it out loud, to another person’s face, and instead of disgust, I’d seen intrigue. The mix of fear and pride tangled inside me until I could hardly tell one from the other.

We turned to our food after that, the quiet between us thick with unspoken tension. He ate slowly, occasionally glancing at his phone, his expression calm and unreadable. I watched him type something, my curiosity prickling, but didn’t ask. My mind had already drifted elsewhere—back to his earlier words. Naked and sucking my dick in the parking lot. The poll.

The thought made my heart race. Just imagining it—the car lights, the sound of passing voices, the danger of being caught—sent a shiver down my spine. It terrified me. But that terror only seemed to feed the heat pooling between my thighs. I shifted in my seat, my pulse quickening.

The waitress returned after a few minutes, her curiosity clearly unsatisfied. This time she skipped the pretense of polite small talk. “Are you two married?” she asked lightly, her gaze flicking from my ring to his bare hand. “I mean, you’re wearing one, but he’s not.”

Before I could form a response, he leaned back, his posture effortlessly dominant, his tone smooth but final. “She’s married,” he said. “Just not to me.” Then his gaze found mine, the faintest smirk playing at the corner of his mouth. “Tell her what you are to me.”

The words hit like a spark. My cheeks warmed instantly, but I didn’t look away. I turned to the waitress, her wide, eager eyes watching every nuance of my reaction. “I’m his married white slut,” I said softly, my voice steady but quiet enough to make her lean in to hear.

Her lips parted slightly—not in shock, but fascination. “Okay,” she said finally, her tone thoughtful, almost analytical. Then, with a small, curious tilt of her head, she asked, “Does your husband know?”

I smiled at her question, feeling a delicious spark of boldness rise within me. Leaning in slightly, I met her curious gaze. “He knows I belong to someone,” I said, my voice low and warm with excitement. “But he doesn’t know who yet.” I let that linger for a moment before adding, a grin curling across my lips, “And honestly? That makes it so much hotter.”

Her eyes widened, a small, breathy laugh escaping her as she shook her head in disbelief—but there was no judgment in her expression, only fascination. “Wow,” she said softly, glancing at him, then back at me. “And you don’t mind that he posts... pictures of you like that?”

I lifted one shoulder in a casual shrug, the answer coming easier than I expected. “At first, I wasn’t sure,” I admitted. “It felt... scary. Exposing. But now?” My gaze flicked toward him, seeking his approval. “Now, I’ll let him post whatever he wants, wherever he wants.”

Before she could react, his voice sliced through the space between us—smooth, deep, commanding. “And why is that?”

I turned toward him, the air suddenly thick with the weight of his attention. My heart thudded in my chest, but the answer came instinctively. “Because I’m your slut,” I said quietly, my voice trembling but sure.

He tilted his head slightly, studying me, his eyes dark and unreadable. When he spoke again, his tone was lower, deliberate. “But you like it, don’t you?” he pressed. “You like knowing they’re looking at you—knowing everyone sees you as mine.”

The words sent a shock of heat through me. My lips parted, but no sound came out at first. I could feel both of their eyes on me—the waitress waiting, intrigued, and him, watching with that same quiet authority that always undid me. Finally, I nodded, my voice barely above a whisper. “Yes, Master. I like it.”

“Wow,” the waitress breathed, her eyes wide as she absorbed what I’d said. “I can’t believe how open you are about it. I’d be terrified.” She hesitated, her lips curving into a small, daring smile as a faint blush crept across her cheeks. “But... I’d be lying if I said the idea of giving in to someone like that doesn’t sound kind of hot.”

Her honesty sent a jolt through me, that same dizzy rush of electricity that had been building all afternoon. I glanced at him—Master—who leaned back in the booth, utterly at ease, his smirk widening as if her words were exactly what he’d been waiting for.

The waitress shifted her weight, her curiosity fully taking over now. “So... how long have you been his?” she asked, her voice softer, more personal this time.

“Oh, only a week now,” I replied lightly, taking another sip of my drink to steady myself.

Her brows shot up. “A week?” she repeated, incredulous. “You’ve only been collared for a week?” Her eyes darted to the black band at my throat, then back to me. “So how long did you know him before that?”

I smiled faintly, a flicker of pride warming my chest. “Only a week,” I said again. “He collared me the first day we met.”

Her mouth fell open slightly before she let out a disbelieving laugh. “Wow. Fast worker.” Then, tilting her head with growing fascination, she added, “But you said you’d heard of him before that, right?”

I nodded slowly, the memory flickering vividly in my mind. “Yeah,” I said quietly, a small smile tugging at my lips. “I knew of him before we met. I’d seen his videos online—him with other women—and...” I paused, glancing at him for a moment before continuing, my voice softening. “Something about the way he took control just... got to me. So I reached out. We talked for a bit, set up a date last week, and... well, here we are.”

Her eyes widened, the flush in her cheeks deepening as her curiosity grew. “Wow,” she said, shaking her head slightly, her tone light but tinged with wonder. “Fast worker, indeed.” Her fingers fidgeted with her notepad, betraying the excitement she was trying to suppress. “So when you said you let him post whatever he wants—does that mean you’ve already... made something together?”

Her gaze drifted toward him, lingering a little too long, the air between them charged for a moment before she looked back at me.

“Yes,” I said simply, feeling my pulse quicken as the words left my lips. “That first night we met. He recorded everything. And... he uploaded it today.”

Her breath caught, her lips parting in disbelief before curling into a slow, daring smile. “Really?” she asked, her voice lower now, almost a whisper meant just for me. “I’d love to see it sometime. You know... to see just how much of a married slut you really are.”

The way she said it—half teasing, half serious—sent a thrill straight through me. For a moment, I forgot we were in a crowded restaurant. It felt like the world had narrowed down to just the three of us, the air thick with unspoken tension and possibility.

Before I could answer, his voice cut through the air—low, calm, and carrying that familiar edge of authority. “Just give me your number,” he said to her, his smirk widening. “I’ll send it to you.”

The waitress blinked, momentarily caught off guard, then smiled shyly. “Um... okay. I guess I can do that,” she said, her voice a mix of nervous excitement and curiosity. She tore a small page from her notepad, her hands trembling slightly as she scribbled down her number. When she handed it over, her eyes darted between the two of us, her cheeks flushed, before she stepped back with a quick, breathy laugh.

Watching her give him her number sent an unexpected surge of heat through me—not jealousy exactly, but something close. The sight of her offering herself up so willingly, even if it was just for a link, lit a strange possessive spark deep inside. She was pretty, confident, and clearly intrigued by him. But he was mine to serve. That thought burned through me, hardening my resolve. I would be perfect for him—obedient, devoted, and utterly his. No one would ever outshine me in his eyes.

“Thank you,” she said softly, flashing a final smile before excusing herself. She turned, walking away with a faint sway in her hips, the hint of a grin still tugging at her lips.

I shifted my attention back to him, a slow, devilish smile spreading across my face. My heart was pounding, but not from nerves—this was something else. Possession. Desire. Anticipation. I wanted him to see it written all over me.

He caught the look and chuckled quietly, his eyes glinting with approval. “I think we’re about done here,” he said, leaning back in the booth with an easy confidence. Then his tone dropped, deliberate and controlled. “Let’s settle up... and then you can work on the second option from the poll.”

The mention of the poll made my stomach tighten and my pulse leap. The words alone—the second option—echoed through me, and I had to bite down on my lower lip to stop the grin threatening to break free. The thought of sucking him in the parking lot, knowing anyone might see, made my whole body hum with anticipation.

Just as the fantasy began to take shape in my mind, our waitress reappeared, her smile bright and disarming. “Ready for the check?” she asked cheerfully.

“Yes,” he said, his voice calm and measured, every word deliberate. Then, after a pause that stretched just long enough to make my breath catch, he added, “But before we go—how about this? As a parting gift and a little extra tip, I’ll let you choose one thing for my slut to do.”

My eyes widened, my breath catching audibly. Even after everything that had already happened, his boldness still had the power to shock me. I turned toward her, my pulse thudding in my throat.

Her expression shifted instantly—from polite professionalism to barely contained excitement. “Oh,” she said, her voice trembling just slightly. “Okay... I like that.” Her lips curved into a playful grin. “Let me think about it while I grab your check.”

As she walked away, I watched the sway of her hips, the bounce in her step, and felt a wave of nervous energy ripple through me. The idea of being part of her little game—of letting her choose what I’d do—was terrifying and intoxicating in equal measure. My imagination spun wildly: would she want a picture? A kiss? Something more daring? Every possibility made the heat between my legs intensify.

I turned to him, unable to hide the gleam in my eyes. “You’re so naughty,” I whispered, the words escaping like a confession. “And I love it.”

He chuckled softly, the sound low and rich, his eyes glinting with amusement. “I know you do, slut,” he said, his voice dropping just enough to make my breath hitch. “And this is just the beginning.”

Moments later, the waitress returned, her grin mischievous and knowing as she set the check down between us. She didn’t linger this time—just flashed a quick smile and turned toward the bar, her hips swaying faintly as she walked away.

He slid the bill across the table to me, his smirk saying everything he didn’t need to. “Go on,” his eyes seemed to say. “Handle it.”

I hadn’t expected to pay, but the act of doing so—the quiet obedience of it—felt natural. Right. I reached for my purse without hesitation, slipping out my card. As I did, I noticed a small, folded piece of paper tucked beneath the check. My stomach fluttered as I picked it up, the edges warm from where she’d held it.

Unfolding it carefully, my breath caught. The words were written in looping, feminine script—just a few short lines—but they made my pulse spike instantly. Whatever she’d suggested, it wasn’t something simple. My face flushed hot as I glanced up at the bar. She was watching us, pretending to busy herself with a tray, but the glint in her eyes gave her away. She knew exactly what she’d written.

He noticed my reaction immediately. “Let me see,” he said, voice calm but threaded with authority. I handed it over, my fingers trembling slightly.

He read it slowly, and then that wicked smirk spread across his face. “Well, well,” he murmured. “Looks like our cute little waitress enjoys pushing your limits too.” Folding the note neatly, he slid it back toward me. “A promise is a promise.”

“Yes, Master,” I said quietly, my cheeks burning as I nodded. My hands felt almost weightless as I tucked my card under the bill and placed it neatly at the edge of the table. The waitress glanced over a moment later, clearly waiting for her cue, while my mind raced ahead—trying to imagine how, exactly, I was going to make good on that promise.

She returned moments later, her smile brighter—and bolder—than before. There was a spark in her eyes now, one that made my stomach tighten as she collected the check. She moved closer than necessary, her perfume mixing with the faint scent of tequila and warm air.

I filled out the slip, my hand trembling just enough to betray my nerves, while she lingered at my side instead of stepping away. “Give her a big one,” he murmured, his tone smooth but laced with quiet authority. “For being such a great server.”

“Yes, Master,” I whispered, writing the amount and signing my name before sliding the receipt toward her. She glanced down, her grin widening. “Very generous,” she said, her voice playful but threaded with something that made my pulse quicken. Then, as she leaned over the table to pick up the slip, her fingers brushed lightly against my arm—then lower.

Before I could react, her hand moved down, squeezing my ass through the thin fabric of my dress. The touch was firm, confident—almost claiming. I gasped softly, instinctively straightening, but she only smiled, her tone dripping with amusement. “Just wanted to make sure you meant that tip,” she teased, giving me one last squeeze before stepping back.

I could feel the heat in my cheeks, my breath shallow, the shock of it mingling with a fresh wave of arousal. Across the table, Master watched with clear approval, his smirk deepening.

“Shall we?” he asked, his voice calm, casual—as if this were just another ordinary moment.

I nodded, but didn’t rise immediately. Instead, I reached for the hem of my dress, the waitress still standing close enough to watch. My fingers curled around the soft fabric, and I began to lift it—slowly, deliberately—up over my head. Cool air rushed over my skin as the material slipped free, and within seconds I stood naked except for my heels and the collar glinting around my neck.

The restaurant’s hum seemed to fade for a moment. My heart pounded so hard I thought everyone could hear it.

The waitress stepped closer again, her voice a low purr near my ear. “I’ll take this, slut,” she murmured, tugging the dress from my hand with a teasing smile. Then, before pulling away, she pressed a soft kiss against my cheek—light, deliberate, and undeniably possessive.

I stood frozen, breathless, as she turned and walked away with my only piece of clothing. Her hips swayed just enough to make it clear she knew I was watching.

For the second time with Master, I realized I’d be leaving without my outfit—bare, marked, and utterly his.

He didn’t hesitate for a second. His hand closed firmly around mine, and without a word, he led me toward the door as though nothing at all were out of the ordinary. That unshakable confidence radiated from him, steady and commanding, and I clung to it like a lifeline. If he could walk through this room as though we belonged there, then so could I.

I straightened my back, lifted my chin, and followed.

The room seemed to fall away around us, yet I could feel every single gaze. Heads turned. Conversations faltered. The air buzzed with disbelief, curiosity—and unmistakable hunger. I could hear the low murmur of voices, the sharp intake of breath as we passed. Some people whispered to each other; others just stared, mouths slightly open. Every step made my pulse race faster, the mixture of shame and exhilaration twisting deliciously in my chest.

By the time we reached the door, my skin was tingling, every inch of me alive. The moment the cool evening air hit, I gasped softly—the chill brushing over my bare body, heightening the rawness of my exposure. The parking lot stretched out before us, the pools of yellow light from the lampposts glinting off the cars. It was farther than I’d realized, and the sound of my heels striking the pavement echoed loudly in the night air.

I tried to hold onto my composure, to walk with the same calm confidence he exuded, but the world felt wide open around me. A car passed by, someone honked, and I felt a flash of heat in my chest that was equal parts fear and dark, wild thrill. Still, I didn’t falter. I kept walking, kept my head high, every nerve in my body burning with awareness.

Only when we reached the relative cover of the parked cars did I allow myself a breath, the adrenaline still pounding through me. But before relief could take hold, he turned to face me. That smirk—sharp and knowing—was back, his eyes glinting in the dim light.

“You didn’t forget about the second option in the poll, did you?” he asked softly, his tone rich with anticipation.

My breath hitched, the words slicing through the cool air like a promise. I shook my head faintly, my body already reacting, trembling with the rush of heat that surged through me. The exposure, the danger, the absolute surrender—it all crashed together inside me until I could barely stand still.

“No, Master,” I whispered, my voice unsteady but full of need.

He stopped beside the cars and turned to face me, his smirk deepening as his hand slipped free from mine. “I’m going to sit right here,” he said, tapping the hood of his car. “While you get on your knees and suck me.” His tone was calm, almost conversational, but beneath it was an edge of power that made my pulse quicken. “And I’ll be recording. Pictures, video—the works. You know how much my followers love seeing you push your limits.”

The words hit like a surge of electricity, every nerve in my body waking up at once. My breath caught, and for a fleeting second I hesitated—not from reluctance, but from the dizzying rush of realizing where we were. The open parking lot, the soft hum of passing cars, the glow of the streetlamps stretching shadows across the asphalt. Anyone could look. Anyone could see.

But that was the point. And he knew it.

“Yes, Master,” I whispered, the words trembling out of me as heat pooled between my thighs.

He leaned back casually, unzipping his pants with one hand as though this were nothing more than an afterthought. The soft scrape of metal teeth sliding apart filled the air. He didn’t look around, didn’t check if anyone was watching. His complete ease only magnified my nervousness—and my need to match it.

When he sat back on the hood, spreading his legs slightly, I felt my knees go weak. The metal creaked softly under his weight, the faint gleam of his skin catching the light as he freed himself.

“Go on,” he said simply. “Be a good slut.”

The words struck me deep. I sank to my knees, the rough pavement scraping my skin. The cool air licked over my body, heightening the contrast of heat inside me. My eyes flicked up once, just in time to see him raise his phone—ready.

I took him into my mouth, the weight of him filling me slowly, deliberately. The world around us blurred into a haze of sound and sensation—the low rumble of traffic, the faint thump of music from a passing car, the rhythmic pulse of my own heartbeat in my ears. My focus narrowed to him—the taste of his skin, the smell of leather and salt, the low sound he made when my tongue swirled around the head of his cock.

He groaned softly, his voice a slow burn in the quiet night. “That’s it,” he murmured. “Nice and deep. Show them how much you love it.”

The flash of his phone camera glinted briefly in the dark, and I felt the faint buzz of his laughter above me. “Look up at me,” he said, his tone edged with command. “I want them to see your eyes. That perfect little face while you choke on my dick.”

My cheeks burned, but I obeyed, lifting my gaze. The act felt impossibly intimate, humiliating, beautiful. The cool air brushed against my wet lips every time I pulled back, each breath a reminder of where we were—what we were doing.

“You like that, don’t you?” he asked, his voice low and taunting, every word designed to sink into my bones. “Knowing someone could drive by right now and see you like this? Naked, on your knees, sucking my cock in a parking lot?”

I could barely manage a sound, but the muffled moan that escaped me said everything. He chuckled softly, his free hand tangling in my hair, guiding my rhythm with ease.

“Yeah,” he breathed, his voice thick with satisfaction. “You love it. My little slut, putting on a show for the world.”

Each word sent a pulse of heat through me. The risk, the thrill, the surrender—it was everything he promised it would be. And in that moment, kneeling before him under the dim glow of the streetlights, trembling with nervous excitement, I knew I didn’t just want to please him—I needed to.

The sharp click of the phone camera cut through the quiet night, followed by the soft rasp of his voice. “My fans are gonna love these,” he murmured, his tone dripping with satisfaction. “You look perfect like this.”

I could feel him shifting slightly, angling for another shot, his words vibrating in the air between us. Then came the twist—the one that made my whole body jolt. “I just sent one to our waitress,” he said casually, as though he’d just mentioned the weather. “A little thank you for her number.”

For a heartbeat, I froze. My mind tried to catch up with the meaning behind his words, but my body reacted first—a wave of heat surged through me so suddenly it made my thighs tremble. She was going to see me like this. Naked. On my knees. His cock deep in my mouth. Every humiliating, obscene detail captured and delivered straight to her phone.

I should have felt mortified. And I did—somewhere in the dizzying mix of emotions churning inside me, shame burned bright. But it wasn’t clean or simple. It tangled with the pulsing arousal that had taken over every inch of me, twisting the embarrassment into something that made my chest tighten and my pussy ache.

He brushed his fingers through my hair, the gesture almost affectionate, before gripping a handful and tugging gently. “You’re such a dirty little slut,” he murmured, his tone warm and cruel all at once. “Sucking my cock out here in public without a care in the world.”

A muffled moan escaped me before I could stop it, vibrating around him. I hated how easily the words slid under my skin, how they made me want to prove him right. The part of me that would’ve recoiled once—ashamed, defensive—was gone, replaced by something hungry, something alive.

“You like this, don’t you?” he said, his voice lower now, every syllable deliberate. “Being my dirty white slut. Letting me use you. Letting me show you off however I want.”

I pulled back with a gasp, strands of spit connecting us, his cock gleaming in the dim light. My chest rose and fell rapidly, my pulse thundering in my ears. I should have looked away, but instead I met his gaze head-on.

“Yes, Master,” I whispered, the words trembling but sure. “I love it. I love being your dirty white slut. Use me... show me off... I don’t care who sees. I’m yours.”

Something in his eyes darkened with approval, the kind of pride that made me want to sink even deeper into his control. He reached down, his fingers curling beneath my chin as he guided me back to his cock. I opened eagerly, my lips closing around him again, my tongue tracing the length of him as his hips began to move.

Each thrust drew me further into the paradox of it—the humiliation and the hunger feeding off each other until I couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began. The night air was cold, my skin hot, my mind spinning with the thought of her watching the same image on her phone right now.

By the time his breathing grew ragged and his hands tightened in my hair, I was trembling—not from fear or shame anymore, but from the unbearable need to make him lose control, to hear him groan and know I’d done exactly what he wanted.

“Oh, yeah,” he groaned, his grip tightening in my hair as his hips jerked forward. “I’m gonna cum, slut. Right in that pretty mouth.”

The words hit me like a spark. My whole body tensed, torn between instinct and desire. He knew I hated that—the taste, the texture, the heat of it—but he also knew I wouldn’t stop him. Not tonight. Not when every nerve in my body was burning for him.

He pulled me in deeper, his cock pressing against the back of my throat as his breathing grew ragged. My hands gripped his thighs for balance, the rough pavement biting into my knees. The tension in his muscles built, the sound of his low growl vibrating through me before the first pulse of him hit my tongue.

I wanted to flinch. Every reflex in me screamed to pull back, to turn my head away. But I didn’t. I stayed there, trembling, swallowing every hot, bitter drop as he came in my mouth. The taste was thick, musky, unmistakable—and still, I let him finish, choosing not to resist, choosing to take it for him. The degradation of it, the submission, the raw intimacy—it all fused into something deeper, something I couldn’t quite name.

When it was done, I stayed where I was, his cock softening against my lips, my mouth still open slightly as I caught my breath. Slowly, I closed it and swallowed one last time, my throat working around the final traces of him. The aftertaste lingered—sharp, salty—but beneath it was something almost sweet: pride. I had done it. For him.

I looked up, my lips glistening, and met his gaze. “Smile for one more picture,” I whispered, my voice hoarse but steady.

He grinned, lifting his phone again. The flash lit up my face, and I saw the satisfaction in his eyes—the quiet pride of knowing he’d pushed me past another boundary and I’d embraced it. “I think the waitress will like this one too,” he said softly, a teasing lilt in his voice.

Then, without another word, he stepped around me and opened the car door. The slam of it echoed across the empty lot. I stayed kneeling, the cool air brushing my damp lips, my heart pounding in my chest.

Through the windshield, I saw his smirk—a silent acknowledgment, a reminder of who I belonged to. The engine rumbled to life, and still, I didn’t move. I waited, exposed and trembling, the taste of him still on my tongue, knowing that whatever came next, I would meet it exactly the way he wanted: obedient, eager, and completely his.

From his rolled-down window, his voice cut through the stillness of the lot—steady, deep, and utterly in control. “I had a good time, slut,” he said, that familiar smirk curling at the edges of his tone. “And I’m sure my fans loved you too.” His eyes met mine, calm but commanding. “I’ve got to get going. I’ll text you later. But when you get home, I want you to make your little-dick husband watch the video.” He paused, his gaze holding me still. “Oh, and one more thing—no cumming without my permission. Got it?”

I opened my mouth to reply, but he didn’t wait for an answer. The window slid up with a soft mechanical hum, and a second later the car’s engine roared to life. Tires squealed against the asphalt as he pulled away, leaving me standing there—naked, trembling, and buzzing with the aftermath of everything that had just happened.

The parking lot was quiet again, save for the distant sounds of traffic and the whisper of the cool night air against my bare skin. My heart thudded hard, not from fear, but from the intoxicating mix of adrenaline and satisfaction coursing through me. I took a deep breath, steadying myself, and began to walk toward my own car.

Each step echoed faintly, the cold pavement biting against my heels. The sensation grounded me, even as my mind spun. When I reached my car, I caught my reflection in the window and froze.

The sight hit me like a shock. My skin glowed faintly under the streetlight, my lips parted, my hair a tousled mess, and my cheeks flushed pink. My collar gleamed darkly at my throat—a silent, unyielding mark of ownership. I looked wrecked, undone, and yet I couldn’t tear my eyes away. There was no shame in the image staring back at me—only an odd, quiet pride. I had let him do what I’d sworn I’d never allow. I had swallowed, obeyed, submitted completely. And now I carried that proof of him inside me.

I slid into the driver’s seat, the cool leather against my bare skin making me shiver. The engine hummed to life, and in the rearview mirror, I saw myself again—the same woman, but changed. The collar, the wild flush, the hint of satisfaction I couldn’t hide—it all told a story that even I was still trying to process.

As I pulled out of the lot, his words replayed in my head: Make your little-dick husband watch the video. The command was as cruel as it was erotic, and the thought of it sent a sharp pulse of heat between my legs. I could picture it already—the confusion on my husband’s face, the flicker of hurt, the undeniable arousal. The power of it made my breath quicken.

And then there was the final order: No cumming without my permission. The phrase looped in my mind like a mantra, every repetition tightening the ache inside me. He hadn’t just taken control of my body tonight—he’d taken control of my pleasure.

By the time I turned onto the dark stretch of road leading home, the thrill had settled into something deeper—a kind of peace, laced with anticipation. I had crossed another line, one I couldn’t uncross. But for the first time, I didn’t want to.

I was his now—completely—and as the night’s memories flickered through my mind, I could already feel the pull of what was coming next.


Chapter 8

After that lunch date—the one that ended with me kneeling naked in a parking lot, my mouth full of cum and my body trembling from everything I’d just done—I knew something fundamental in me had shifted. The woman who’d gone to meet him for the first time had been nervous, hesitant, still pretending she had control. The one who drove home afterward was someone else entirely.

It was hard to believe how fast it had all happened. A few weeks earlier, I’d never imagined surrendering like that, never thought I could crave the feeling of being completely owned. But now, looking back, I didn’t feel regret or shame. If anything, I felt free. Stripped of the masks I’d worn for years, I was finally letting my true self breathe—raw, uninhibited, and unapologetically submissive.

The act of giving myself over to him, of being used in whatever way he chose, was paradoxically liberating. It wasn’t about humiliation for humiliation’s sake; it was about release—the total surrender of control I hadn’t even realized I’d been craving.

Did I feel bad for my husband? In a way, yes. I knew how far I’d gone, how much I’d crossed without ever asking his permission. But that guilt was fleeting. Because deep down, I knew this wasn’t something foreign to us—it was the culmination of what we’d always danced around. Our entire marriage had been shaped by his need to see me powerful, desired, and untouchable. His arousal came from watching me take charge, from knowing other men wanted what was his but could never quite be.

And it was him, after all, who’d asked me to do this.

That decision, one that had seemed like harmless fantasy at the time, now felt prophetic—like the first domino in a line that had finally fallen.

When he came home that night, I was ready. I’d taken my time preparing, choosing carefully what I wanted him to see the moment he walked through the door. Black lace lingerie clung to my skin, sheer stockings tracing the lines of my legs, and a pair of impossibly high heels completed the look. I stood waiting in the middle of the room, calm and deliberate, the faint scent of perfume hanging in the air.

The door clicked open. He stepped inside—and froze. His eyes widened, his breath catching as he took in the sight of me, the knowing smile playing on my lips. For a moment, neither of us spoke. The power between us had shifted completely, and we both felt it.

“Strip,” I said softly, the word falling from my mouth like a command I’d been born to give.

Once he was naked, I took his hand and led him toward his office. The air between us felt charged, heavy with everything unspoken. The dim amber light from his desk lamp softened the edges of the room, wrapping us in an intimate glow that made every movement deliberate, every sound amplified.

“Sit,” I said quietly, gesturing to his chair. He obeyed without question, his breath shallow, his eyes locked on mine.

I moved with calm precision, securing his wrists and ankles to the chair. The soft clicks of the restraints echoed faintly in the stillness, each one tightening the tension that hung between us. His muscles flexed instinctively as I fastened the last one, but he didn’t resist. He wanted this—needed it.

When I turned toward his computer, he followed my every move. I opened the browser, found the video my owner had uploaded earlier that day, and with one steady breath, I pressed play.

The screen flickered to life, and there I was—naked, kneeling in that parking lot, my mouth wrapped around his cock. The sound filled the room: my muffled moans, his low groans, the obscene wetness of my devotion. Every detail was laid bare in the dim light of the monitor.

My husband froze, his eyes widening as he watched. Shock, awe, and arousal flickered across his face in rapid succession. The reality of what he was seeing—his wife, on her knees for another man—was almost too much for him to process.

I stepped closer, my fingers brushing over his chest before sliding lower, tracing the length of his trembling thigh. His breath caught. He was hard already, straining beneath my touch, his body betraying every ounce of his confusion.

“Do you see how I looked at him?” I whispered, my voice barely audible over the sounds from the video. “How much I wanted it?”

He swallowed hard, unable to speak, his eyes still fixed on the screen.

My hand slid between his legs, my fingers wrapping gently around him. The warmth of his skin contrasted sharply with the cool air of the room. I began to stroke him slowly, deliberately, syncing my rhythm to the movements on the screen.

The footage showed me taking him deeper, my moans growing louder. My husband’s breathing quickened, his body tightening against the restraints. He wanted to look away, but he couldn’t. The humiliation and desire tangled together inside him until he was trembling.

“This is what you wanted, isn’t it?” I murmured against his ear. “To see me like this. To know someone else made me do the things you only ever dreamed of asking for.”

His breath hitched, a broken sound caught between a moan and a gasp. He couldn’t form words, but he didn’t need to. The way his hips shifted against my hand told me everything.

The power, the degradation, the raw honesty of the moment—it was all his fantasy brought to life. And now, watching him unravel in the glow of that screen, I realized it was mine too.

When the video ended, I stood slowly, my body still thrumming with energy. I pushed his chair back just enough to give myself room, then climbed onto his lap, straddling him. My heels dug lightly into the armrests, and the soft lace of my lingerie brushed against his bare skin. I could feel the tension in his body—the restrained hunger, the disbelief, the awe—as I leaned forward, forcing his eyes to meet mine.

“You see now,” I said softly, my voice low but firm, “that is the man who owns me. The man who made me his.”

His breath hitched, his chest rising and falling beneath me.

I reached up and touched the collar around my neck, letting my fingers linger on the cool metal. “When you saw this for the first time,” I continued, “you probably thought it was just another one of my games. But it isn’t. This is real. And as of tonight, so is this rule.”

I tilted my head slightly, my lips brushing the edge of his ear as I spoke. “From now on, you don’t get to cum unless my Master says so.”

He made a small, strangled sound—half protest, half moan—but I didn’t let him speak. My fingers slid down his chest, my nails tracing lightly over his skin before curling around the base of his cock. He was hard, trembling under my touch, and yet I could feel the tension in him—the knowledge that this pleasure wasn’t his to claim.

“You heard me,” I whispered, my voice sharpening. “You don’t cum unless he gives permission. Not me. Not you. Him.”

I moved against him slowly, the friction deliberate and cruelly teasing, my breath hot against his cheek. “Do you understand?”

His eyes fluttered shut, a shudder running through him as he nodded.

“Good,” I murmured, leaning back slightly so he could see my smile. “Then be a good husband. Watch. Wait. And remember who decides when you get to feel what I just gave him.”

The dominance in my tone softened just enough to make it intimate again. I reached for his face, cradling it in my hands. “You’ll get what you need when he says you can. Until then...” My hips shifted, pressing down on him, making him gasp. “You belong to my obedience as much as I belong to his.”

He nodded quickly, his breath catching in his throat, but I wasn’t done with him. I stayed close, my lips hovering just above his, my voice low and deliberate.

“You should be happy,” I whispered, my tone soft but edged with command. “Your ultimate fantasy has finally come true. Your wife is now the owned slut of a powerful Black man.”

The words hung in the air like heat, the truth of them pressing down on us both. I sat back slightly, still straddling him, watching as his chest rose and fell in short, uneven breaths. His cock throbbed against me, trapped beneath the weight of his own frustration. Every part of him screamed for release, but he knew—just as I did—that it wasn’t up to me anymore.

“You want to cum, don’t you?” I teased, dragging my nails lightly down his chest. “You want to forget what you just saw and lose yourself in it. But you can’t. Not unless he says so. And that’s how it’s going to be from now on.”

His eyes fluttered shut for a moment, his body trembling beneath me. I leaned in again, my lips brushing the shell of his ear. “You should be thanking me,” I murmured, the words sinking into him like a slow burn. “Thank me for showing you what real submission looks like.”

“Thank you,” he breathed, his voice hoarse and weak with need.

I tilted my head, smiling faintly. “Louder.”

He swallowed, the sound rough and dry in his throat. “Thank you,” he repeated, louder this time, his voice cracking under the strain.

“Good boy,” I said, my tone softening as I ran my fingers over his chest one last time.

Satisfied with the evening’s events, I leaned in and brushed a soft kiss against his cheek—a small but deliberate gesture of dominance and affection. His skin was warm beneath my lips, his breathing still uneven, his face flushed from a mix of arousal and submission. Straightening, I untied his wrists, the restraints loosening with a soft click, and gestured for him to stand.

As soon as he rose, I reached between us, wrapping my hand around his cock. The sharp intake of his breath told me he hadn’t expected it. He was already rock hard, his need pulsing beneath my palm. I slid his foreskin up and down slowly, teasing him with just enough friction to make his legs tremble. His hips twitched forward instinctively, a strangled moan escaping him before he caught himself.

I let him linger there—on the edge—his cock throbbing helplessly in my grip. Then, with a faint smile, I released him, my tone calm but edged with command. “That’s enough for now. Clean yourself up,” I said softly, “and then get dinner started.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he breathed, his voice hoarse and obedient. His eyes flicked to mine—full of need, gratitude, and shame all at once—before he turned toward the bedroom.

I watched him go, still naked, still hard, his cock twitching as he walked away. The sight made me smirk. “It’s cute,” I murmured under my breath, half to myself, “but after what I had in my mouth today...” I trailed off, shaking my head with a quiet laugh.

As the door to the en-suite clicked shut, I leaned back in his chair, exhaling slowly. The room still smelled faintly of sex and tension, of power and release. And in that moment, I let myself revel in it—the control, the freedom, the delicious, unapologetic truth of what I’d become.

Turning my attention back to the computer, I navigated to my owner’s Twitter page. The images and clips from earlier gleamed on the screen—me, naked and kneeling in the parking lot, my mouth full of him, my collar glinting under the dim light. The sight sent a shiver through me, equal parts pride and arousal. I looked powerful in my surrender, utterly devoted, utterly his.

My lips curved into a sly smile as I clicked follow, making sure my husband would see every post the moment it appeared. Every picture, every video, every reminder of who truly owned me would be right there, inescapable.

Next, I opened his profile on another site and bookmarked it, placing it front and center on the browser. This wasn’t just about access—it was about structure. It was about training. My husband would watch, he would learn, and he would understand exactly where he fit in this new order. He would see me with the man who had taken me, hear my moans, watch my submission, and know that every moment was my choice.

Satisfied, I closed the browser and rose from the chair. The cool air brushed against my bare skin, a sharp reminder of just how exposed I still was. I touched the collar around my neck—it felt heavier than before, but not in a burdensome way. It grounded me, reminding me of what I’d embraced. I wasn’t weighed down by it; I was defined by it.

For the first time in my life, I felt free—because I had chosen this. I had chosen surrender. Ownership. Desire without apology.

As I walked toward the kitchen, the faint hum of the shower reached my ears. The sound of the water, steady and rhythmic, was strangely intimate. I pictured him in there—my husband—washing the day away, unaware of how much of his old life had just been rewritten.

I didn’t see him as just my husband anymore. He was part of the dynamic now, whether he fully understood it or not. A witness. A participant. A mirror to my own awakening.

By the time he joined me for dinner, I would be ready. Ready to remind him, gently but unmistakably, who held the true power in our home—and that the power didn’t begin or end with me. It belonged to the man who owned me.


Chapter 9

Life after showing my husband the video changed in ways I hadn’t expected. That night had redrawn the lines of our marriage completely, turning fantasy into reality in a way neither of us could undo. There was no going back. I didn’t need to explain it or justify it—he understood instinctively that things were different now, that the balance of power between us had shifted forever.

To my surprise, he didn’t resist. He didn’t argue or question. Instead, he grew quieter, more obedient, as though some part of him had been waiting for this all along. Still, I could see traces of unease in him whenever he looked at me. He knew what my submission meant, knew who I now belonged to, and I think the reality of that both thrilled and unnerved him.

His nervousness deepened as my online presence began to grow. I noticed the way his eyes lingered on my phone when I received messages, or how quickly he glanced away when I opened my browser. He never said it aloud, but I knew what he was thinking—that it was only a matter of time before someone from his world stumbled upon what I had become.

And, in truth, the thought scared me too.

My face was blurred in every video and photo, but I still caught myself worrying—wondering if a coworker, a friend, or even a distant acquaintance might recognize me from a gesture, a curve, a voice. The idea of being found out should have terrified me. Sometimes it did. But that fear had become part of the thrill—the tightrope between exposure and anonymity that made each new post pulse with danger.

My owner hadn’t held back. He’d uploaded the video of me kneeling in the parking lot, my lips around his cock, the night air wrapping around us as the camera captured every obscene detail. He’d posted clips, stills, and even close-ups I hadn’t realized he’d taken. At first, the flood of content had made me anxious—the sheer visibility of it. But that hesitation never lasted long.

Because beneath the fear was something stronger. The need to please him. The need to serve.

And as each new upload appeared, as each notification pinged to tell me I’d been seen, watched, and desired by thousands, the anxiety melted into heat. I wasn’t just exposed—I was claimed. The thrill of my submission always, inevitably, outweighed the fear of recognition.

Our encounters were never leisurely; they burned with a ferocity that left me trembling, my soul laid bare. I’d slip through the door of his sleek, modern apartment, the air heavy with the sharp tang of his cologne, laced with the faint musk of our past indulgences. No words of warmth, no gentle preamble—just his piercing gaze pinning me in place, stripping away any pretense of control. He’d position me as he saw fit: on my knees, bent over the edge of his black leather couch, or sprawled across the cold, polished hardwood floor, my skin prickling under the weight of his scrutiny. His hands, calloused and commanding, roamed my body, claiming every curve as his own. Then came the relentless fucking—his cock thrusting deep, stretching me until I gasped, my moans ricocheting off the walls like a symphony of surrender. The ever-present camera, perched on its tripod under the harsh glow of a ring light, captured every shudder, every bead of sweat glistening on my flushed skin, every moment of my unraveling.

When he was done, he’d pull out with a deliberate slowness, his release spilling across my skin in warm, sticky trails or dripping from between my thighs, a tangible mark of his dominance. I’d dress in a daze, my body still thrumming with aftershocks, my mind foggy as he ushered me out with a knowing smirk. I’d step back into the world, my thighs slick, his essence a secret brand that sent illicit thrills coursing through me. Those raw, unfiltered videos found their home on his Pornhub channel, each one a testament to my submission. I’d watch the view counts soar, the comments flooding in like a tidal wave of voyeuristic hunger: “She’s such a filthy slut,” “Make her beg harder,” “Own every inch of her.” Knowing thousands of eyes feasted on my degradation was intoxicating, transforming my private shame into a public altar that stoked my addiction.

Each rendezvous pushed the boundaries further, unraveling me with exquisite precision. What began as tentative explorations morphed into rituals of delicious torment. Licking his ass became a regular act of devotion, my tongue tracing the forbidden contours as he lounged back, his fingers knotted in my hair, guiding me deeper into the taboo. The taste—earthy, intimate, utterly illicit—sent shivers of revulsion and ecstasy racing through me. He’d gather saliva in his mouth and let it fall onto my upturned face, watching it slide down my cheeks like tears of submission, or force my lips apart to spit directly onto my tongue, his whispered “Swallow” igniting a pulse of humiliated arousal as I obeyed. These acts peeled away layers of pride, leaving me raw, exposed, and paradoxically alive, my heart pounding with the collision of shame and electric desire.

One night etched itself into my soul like a scar, a session where he dismantled my dignity with meticulous cruelty. He greeted me at the door, a thin leather leash dangling from his hand, his eyes glinting with sadistic amusement. Snapping a collar around my neck, he tugged me forward, his voice a low growl that vibrated through my core. “Tonight, you’re my pet. Crawl for me—on your belly. Beg.” The command struck like a whip, my cheeks burning, but the words ignited a primal fire within. I sank to the floor, my body pressed low, slithering across the coarse rug as I dragged myself toward him, my breasts grazing the rough fibers, my hips swaying in desperate supplication. “Please, sir,” I whimpered, my voice trembling with raw need, my eyes fixed on his polished boots as he circled me, a predator savoring his prey. The camera captured every humiliating inch—my flushed skin, my quivering lips, the leash taut as I pleaded for his approval. He stripped me slowly, peeling away my clothes as I crawled, my begs growing more frantic, my body trembling under the weight of his gaze. The degradation was total, a crucible that burned away my ego, yet in that surrender, I soared, my mind blissfully empty, my body a vessel for his every whim.

His preferences had shifted, too, favoring the tight, unyielding grip of my ass over the softer warmth between my legs. “This hole is mine,” he’d murmur, slicking himself with lube before pressing in, inch by inexorable inch, until I was stretched and filled beyond comfort. The burn, the fullness—it was a declaration of ownership, a reminder that my pleasure was secondary to his desire. Between our meetings, his control lingered like a shadow: a sleek, vibrating butt plug he demanded I wear during my daily life. Nestled deep inside, it pulsed at his remote command, turning mundane moments—sitting in a boardroom, browsing grocery aisles, laughing with friends—into secret tortures. A sudden buzz would jolt me, my breath catching, my panties dampening as I clenched against the intrusion, my body betraying how thoroughly he owned me.

For many women, these acts of degradation might have broken them, a descent too steep to endure. But for me, they were a revelation, a wildfire that consumed every doubt. Each command, each spit-slicked humiliation, each invasive thrust deepened my submission, pulling me into its intoxicating depths. I craved the rush—the way his dominance shattered the polished veneer of my everyday life, freeing me from societal expectations, from the weight of being the “good girl.” In those stolen hours, I wasn’t the poised professional or the dutiful daughter; I was his, utterly and without reservation. It was liberation cloaked in submission, a paradox where losing myself meant finding a raw, unfiltered ecstasy. My heart raced not just from the physical intensity, but from the emotional surrender—the trust, the vulnerability, the thrill of being seen, used, and revered in my most shattered state. With every video uploaded, every boundary obliterated, I dove deeper, hungry for whatever depravity he’d unleash next.

From what I could tell, he reveled in having absolute control over me. Whether it was the rush of dominance, the satisfaction of molding me into what he wanted, or simply the thrill of knowing my husband was powerless to stop it—it didn’t matter. He thrived on it. And I could feel that power every time his voice cut through the noise of my thoughts, steady and commanding.

He never talked about easing up or slowing down. If anything, the control he held over me deepened with every encounter, every new line he drew and I crossed for him.

One of the most memorable nights came unexpectedly.

The phone rang in the middle of the night, the soft buzz cutting through my sleep. For a split second I was disoriented, still heavy with dreams, but the moment I saw his name glowing on the screen, I was awake—heart racing, body already responding to him before my mind could catch up.

“Slut, come over. Right now.” His tone was sharp, unwavering, the kind that didn’t invite questions.

“Yes, sir,” I whispered immediately, my voice barely above a breath. “I’ll leave right away.”

“Good,” he said, and then, after a short pause that made my pulse jump, he added, “Make sure you’ve got one of your plugs in.”

The line went dead.

For a moment I just sat there, staring at the dark screen, the silence of the room pressing around me. The order had been sudden, unexpected, but there was no hesitation. There never was. I swung my legs over the edge of the bed, my body already humming with adrenaline and anticipation.

Beside me, my husband slept soundly—peaceful, unaware. His breathing was soft and steady, the innocence of it twisting something deep inside me. Guilt flickered through me, sharp and fleeting, but it faded almost instantly beneath the heat of obedience.

I slipped out of bed and padded quietly toward the bathroom. The cold tile against my bare feet grounded me, helped steady the swirl of nerves and excitement in my chest. I washed my face, brushed out my hair, and then caught sight of myself in the mirror.

The reflection staring back was different from the woman I used to be. My eyes were wide and bright, my cheeks flushed, my collar gleaming faintly in the dim light. My lips parted on a soft exhale as I imagined what waited for me—his voice, his hands, his control.

This was who I was now. A woman who obeyed when called. A woman who found freedom in surrender.

From my closet, I grabbed a pair of black stilettos and one of my smaller plugs—there was no time to think, no time to question. My hands moved automatically, practiced from repetition. A quick touch of lube, a slow exhale, and the cool, smooth shape slid into place. The familiar fullness made me shudder, my muscles tightening around it before relaxing into the sensation. It was grounding—an intimate, physical reminder of what I was and who I belonged to, even before I’d left the house.

I slipped on my heels, the sound of them clicking softly against the floor as I crossed the room. Purse. Keys. Phone. Everything in its place. I glanced once toward the bedroom door where my husband slept, then turned away without a word. The quiet click of the lock behind me felt final—a line drawn between the world I’d left in bed and the one I was driving toward.

The streets were empty, the city hushed in that strange hour before dawn. My car moved through the silence like a secret. The rhythm of my heartbeat seemed to fill the cabin, fast and unsteady. The collar around my neck felt heavier than usual, each small shift of the plug deep inside me amplifying the awareness of my body. Every stoplight stretched the tension tighter, every turn pulled me closer to him.

When I reached his street, my headlights swept across the familiar row of houses—and something caught my attention. There were several cars parked along the curb. More than usual. My chest tightened, curiosity and unease mingling, but the ache between my legs quickly drowned out hesitation.

The moment I thought of him—of his hands, his voice, the way he filled me completely—everything else faded.

I stepped out of the car, the night air cool against my skin, raising goosebumps along my arms. My heels clicked softly on the pavement as I approached his door, every step measured, deliberate. My pulse was hammering by the time I knocked.

The door opened almost instantly.

He stood there—tall, broad, and impossibly composed. His presence alone filled the doorway, the kind of authority that made words unnecessary. His eyes swept over me, lingering on the collar, the shoes, the faint tremor in my breath. Without speaking, he reached out and clipped a leash to my collar.

The metallic click reverberated through me, sharp and electric.

He gave the leash a gentle tug, guiding me inside. The warmth of his home enveloped me instantly, a familiar scent and stillness that usually made me relax—but something was different this time.

As we moved down the hallway, I heard it—the low murmur of voices coming from the living room. My steps faltered, the leash tightening slightly in his hand as I rounded the corner and saw them.

The moment I crossed into the living room, the air shifted, heavy with musk and unspoken promises. Three men sprawled across the worn leather couches, their dark eyes snapping to me like magnets, raking over my body with a hunger that made my skin burn. Their gazes were unrelenting, peeling away the thin fabric of my dress, exposing not just my flesh but the raw, trembling want beneath it. I was a deer in a lion’s den, and the thought sent my heart hammering—half terror, half thrill. What am I doing here? The question clawed at me, but the heat pooling between my thighs answered louder.

I froze, my breath catching as their stares pinned me in place. This wasn’t just another night with him. This was bigger, wilder—a leap into something I couldn’t unsee, couldn’t undo. My husband’s face flickered in my mind, his quiet trust waiting back home, and a sharp pang of guilt twisted in my chest. But it melted into something else, something hotter, as my owner tugged the leash gently, the leather kissing my throat. I stepped forward, hips swaying despite myself, until I stood in the center of the room, the dim chandelier casting shadows that danced across my skin. The silence was a living thing, thick with my shallow breaths and the faint rustle of denim as one of the men leaned closer.

“Look at her, boys,” my owner said, his voice a low, velvet command that curled around me like smoke. He held the leash with a casual grip, but his presence was a weight, grounding me even as it unraveled me. “This is my little treasure. My sweet, filthy slut.”

The word hit like a spark, igniting shame and desire in equal measure. Slut. It should’ve stung, should’ve made me recoil, but instead it set me ablaze. I was his, collared and claimed, and the thought made my knees tremble even as my mind screamed, You’re a wife. A good wife. But was I? The woman who kissed her husband goodbye tonight wasn’t the one standing here, bared and burning under strangers’ eyes. My owner’s touch grazed my waist, a fleeting claim, and I shivered, caught between wanting to flee and wanting to beg for more.

“These are my poker crew,” he continued, his tone laced with pride, like he was showing off a prized possession. “We were deep in our game when they started asking about you—my perfect, married white girl who can’t stay away.” His words were a knife, slicing through my defenses. Married. The room seemed to tilt, the men’s smirks sharpening as they leaned in, their amusement a mirror to my turmoil. “I told them how you leave your husband behind without a second thought, how you begged for this collar the first night I fucked you. How you love it—being my dumb little slut, humiliated and owned.”

Each word was a lash, stripping me bare, and yet I felt it—power, pulsing beneath the shame. I’d chosen this. Chosen him. Chosen to stand here, trembling and alive, while these men watched, their eyes gleaming with want and mockery. My cheeks flushed, my body betraying me with every quickened breath, every tightening coil of need. I was drowning in it—guilt for betraying my vows, exhilaration for embracing my truth, fear of what came next, and a desperate hunger to find out. My owner’s voice hung in the air, his speech unfinished, the weight of his words binding me tighter than the leash ever could.

His voice curled through the room like a whip, each word cracking against my already frayed nerves. “I shared your videos,” he said, his smirk sharp enough to cut, his eyes glinting with a cruel kind of pride. “The ones where you’re writhing, taking black cock in every hole like it’s all you’re made for. I told them how you crave it—especially when your ass is stretched to its limit.” My breath caught, a wave of heat flooding my cheeks as the reality of his words sank in. Videos. They’ve seen me. My husband’s face flickered in my mind—his soft, unsuspecting smile—and guilt stabbed at me, quick and vicious. But it was swallowed by a deeper, hungrier pulse, a slick ache between my legs that begged for more.

“One of them had a bright idea,” he continued, his tone lazy but laced with menace, his gaze sweeping over the three men sprawled across the room. “Said you should come here, put on a show for us—prove you’re as desperate as those videos make you out to be. Prove every dirty word I said is true.” He gestured toward me with a flourish, like a ringmaster unveiling his main act, and the air thickened, charged with the weight of their stares. “And here you are, ten minutes later—naked, collared, ready to please.”

I stood rooted in the center of the room, the cool hardwood biting into my bare feet, my body trembling under the scrutiny of three pairs of eyes. They stripped me bare, not just of clothes but of every pretense, every lie I told myself about who I was. I’m a wife, the voice in my head whispered, desperate, clinging to the woman who’d vowed fidelity. But that woman was fading, drowned out by the one who stood here, collared and exposed, her pulse racing with a mix of shame and exhilaration. I wanted to run, to hide from the truth of my own desire, but the heat pooling in my core anchored me, made me feel alive in a way I couldn’t deny. I was theirs to watch, to want, to judge—and God help me, I loved it.

I lifted my gaze to my owner, defiance sparking through the haze of my fear. My voice came out low, almost a purr, heavy with the weight of my choice. “So, how do we begin?”

His grin flashed, a predator’s delight, and something in me soared at his approval. “That’s my slut,” he said, his voice warm with possession, like I’d just handed him another piece of my soul. “Me and Jake are still in the game, so you’ll start with Donnie and Stu—they’re out this round.”

With that, he turned, his movements casual, almost dismissive, as he sauntered back to the poker table with Jake trailing behind. The clink of chips and the soft murmur of their voices filled the room, a jarring normalcy against the storm raging inside me. My focus narrowed to Donnie and Stu, their eyes locked on me, their presence a heavy promise that made my skin prickle with anticipation.

I stepped toward Donnie and Stu, their presence a magnetic force that pulled me closer, each stride a surrender to the fire licking at my core. Dropping to my knees before them, the hardwood biting into my skin, I felt the weight of their gazes—hungry, unyielding, stripping me to nothing but want. My lips curved into a coy smile, but inside, my heart was a battlefield. This is who you are now, a voice hissed, the good wife I’d buried clawing at me, her vows a faint echo against the pulse of desire drowning her out. I looked up at them, my voice soft but threaded with a brazen edge. “You’re Donnie and Stu, right? Let me show you how much I want this.”

Their smirks widened, eyes glinting with approval and something darker, something that made my stomach twist with both dread and thrill. My hands trembled as I reached for the man in front of me, fingers fumbling with his belt, the metallic clink loud in the charged silence. I didn’t know if he was Donnie or Stu, and the realization hit me like a spark—I didn’t need to know. All that mattered was the heavy, hardening length that spilled free as his pants slid down, thick and warm in my hand. I stroked him slowly, coaxing him to full attention, my breath catching at the sheer weight of him. The other man stepped closer, his own hands undoing his zipper, revealing another thick, ebony cock that made my mouth water and my guilt flare in equal measure.

My free hand reached for him, fingers wrapping around his firm heat, and I marveled at the contrast—my pale skin against their dark, pulsing lengths. Both cocks throbbed under my touch, their size stretching my fingers, demanding more of me than I thought I could give. You’re cheating. You’re betraying him. The thought stabbed at me, my husband’s face flickering in my mind, but it only fueled the heat pooling between my thighs. I was his wife, yes, but here, I was something else—something free, something alive. Names didn’t matter. Donnie, Stu, it was all the same. My role was clear: to serve, to please, to lose myself in the act.

The air grew thick, heavy with the scent of musk and the low hum of their arousal. I leaned forward, lips parting to take the first cock into my mouth, the head smooth and salty against my tongue. A bead of pre-cum teased my senses, and I moaned softly, the sound muffled as I worked him deeper, my lips stretching around his girth. I switched to the other, my hands never still, stroking their shafts in a rhythm that felt like worship. Every gasp, every groan from them stoked the fire in me, my body humming with a need that drowned out the last whispers of shame.

Their cocks stood proud now, each a towering demand that pushed my limits. They were massive, well over eight inches, their thickness making my jaw ache with every pass. My owner’s size still haunted my thoughts, a shadow of supremacy, but the thrill of handling these two at once was its own electric rush. Donnie and Stu began to talk, their voices low and mocking, each word a lash that stung and soothed in equal measure.

“Look at her go,” one said, his tone dripping with derision, a dark chuckle underscoring his words. “Barely a minute in, and she’s already got two black cocks in her hands and mouth.”

The other laughed, the sound rough and amused. “Oh, she’s gonna get more than that. Mouth’s just the start—those other holes are next.”

The first man’s eyes locked on me, his gaze searing as I switched between them, my lips slick and stretched. “Love a white slut who knows her place,” he said, his voice thick with contempt. “Once they taste black dick, they’re ruined for anything else.”

“Bet her sad little husband can’t even get her wet,” the other added, smirking. “No wonder she’s here, begging for what he’ll never give her.”

Their words cut deep, each one a reminder of my betrayal, yet they fanned the flames of my desire higher. I was humiliated, exposed, and utterly empowered in my submission, my body singing with the truth of who I’d become.

Their taunts wrapped around me like a lover’s embrace, each word stoking the fire that roared through my veins. I moaned softly around the cock in my mouth, my arousal slick and undeniable, dripping down my thighs as I gave myself over to their dominance. He knows, I thought, my husband’s face flashing in my mind—not with betrayal, but with his quiet, eager consent, his eyes alight with the thrill of my submission. The knowledge that he was waiting at home, aroused by my surrender to these men, sent a shiver of power through me, mingling with the delicious shame of being so exposed, so wanted. I was their slut, his fantasy, and the duality made my head spin, my body trembling with the weight of my own desire.

“Well, now,” the man behind me said, his voice a low, mocking drawl as he stepped closer, “let’s see how that pretty cunt handles a real man’s cock.”

His hands gripped my hips, firm and possessive, guiding me onto all fours with a confidence that made my breath hitch. The hardwood floor pressed cold against my knees, my body bared and open, a willing offering to their hunger. The man in front of me—Donnie or Stu, their names lost in the haze of my need—stayed close, his thick cock heavy in my hand as I stroked him, my fingers trembling with the urge to please. Behind me, the other man’s fingers grazed my slick folds, his touch bold and unyielding, each deliberate probe sending sparks through my core. His hands were massive, stretching me with every deep thrust of his fingers, and I gasped, the sound muffled by the cock I worked with desperate devotion.

My body arched into his touch, craving more, even as a flicker of vulnerability danced through me. They see everything—every inch of you, every want. My husband’s awareness amplified it all, his imagined gaze a third presence in the room, watching me unravel. A sharp slap landed on my ass, the sting pulling a cry from my throat, raw and needy around the cock in my mouth. Their laughter rolled over me, dark and amused, each chuckle a reminder of my place—humiliated, adored, and utterly alive in my submission.

“Fuck, she’s soaked,” the man behind me growled, his voice thick with dominance and a trace of awe as his fingers plunged deeper, the wet sounds of my arousal loud in the charged air. “This slut’s ready for black dick, begging for it.”

The air was thick with heat and musk, a heady fog that wrapped around me as I knelt on the hardwood, my body trembling under the weight of Donnie and Stu’s gazes. Their taunts still echoed in my mind, each word a spark that ignited my submission, my arousal a slick confession dripping down my thighs. He’s waiting for this, I thought, my husband’s face vivid in my mind—his knowing smile, his quiet thrill at my surrender to these men. The thought of him at home, aroused by the image of me here, collared and claimed, sent a surge of power through me, tangled with the delicious shame of being so utterly exposed. I was his fantasy made flesh, their slut to command, and the duality set my nerves ablaze.

The man in front of me—Donnie, Stu, I didn’t know, didn’t care—dropped to his knees, his movements deliberate, his eyes locked on mine with a hunger that made my breath catch. His cock stood proud, thick and heavy, veins pulsing under the dark, silken skin, a bead of pre-cum glistening at the tip like an invitation. I leaned forward without hesitation, my lips parting as I took him in, the heat of him flooding my senses. My tongue swirled around the broad head, tasting the salty tang of his arousal, and I moaned softly, the sound vibrating against him as I wrapped my lips tighter, sucking him deeper. His girth stretched my mouth, my jaw aching with the effort, but the weight of him—solid, unyielding—felt like a claim I was born to answer.

Behind me, the absence of his fingers left my pussy clenching around nothing, a hollow ache that begged to be filled. I whimpered around the cock in my mouth, my body swaying with need, until I felt the blunt, searing heat of his cock press against my entrance. My heart pounded, anticipation and a flicker of fear mingling as he teased me, the thick head nudging my slick folds, coating himself in my wetness. Then, with one slow, deliberate thrust, he buried himself deep, splitting me open with a fullness that stole my breath. My body arched, a raw, involuntary shudder ripping through me as he stretched me wide, his girth claiming every inch of my core. The sensation was overwhelming, a burn that blurred into pleasure, my walls pulsing around him as he settled deep, his hips flush against my ass.

I was stuffed, utterly and gloriously, from both ends—two thick black cocks owning me in perfect, primal rhythm. The man in front of me thrust gently, his hands tangling in my hair, guiding my mouth along his length as I sucked and licked, my tongue tracing every ridge, every pulse. Behind me, the man’s hands gripped my hips, his fingers digging into my flesh as he began to move, each thrust a slow, deliberate drag that sent sparks of pleasure-pain shooting through me. The heat of their bodies enveloped me, their scents—sweat, musk, and raw desire—filling my lungs. Their groans wove together, a low, guttural symphony that drowned out the distant clink of poker chips from the table where my owner and Jake played, oblivious or perhaps watching, the thought sending a fresh wave of heat through me.

My husband’s imagined gaze burned in my mind, his arousal at my debasement a silent partner in this dance. He loves this, I thought, the idea of him picturing me here—kneeling, filled, surrendered—pushing me closer to the edge. But the intensity was dizzying, the fullness at both ends overwhelming my senses. The man behind me picked up his pace, his thrusts growing harder, deeper, each one rocking my body forward, making it harder to keep the cock in my mouth. My lips slipped off once, twice, my focus fracturing under the relentless rhythm driving into me. Saliva glistened on my chin, my breaths ragged as I tried to keep up, my hands gripping the man in front of me for balance.

“Focus, slut,” the man in front growled, his voice sharp with command as he tugged my hair, forcing my mouth back onto his cock. His reprimand stung, a lash of humiliation that only deepened my submission, my body trembling with the need to please them both. I redoubled my efforts, sucking harder, my tongue swirling desperately as the man behind me drove into me with a force that made my vision blur, each thrust a reminder of my place—claimed, used, and utterly alive in the surrender.

The air crackled with raw energy, the room a crucible of heat and desire as I knelt between Donnie and Stu, my body a trembling bridge between their commanding presence. Their earlier taunts still burned in my ears, each word a brand that marked me as theirs, amplifying the slick heat pooling between my thighs. He’s imagining this, I thought, my husband’s face vivid in my mind—his eyes alight with the thrill of my surrender, his arousal a silent chord that hummed through me. Knowing he was at home, consumed by the thought of me here, collared and claimed by these men, sent a surge of power through me, tangled with the exquisite humiliation of being so utterly exposed. I was his fantasy, their plaything, and the weight of that truth made my skin sing, my heart pounding with a mix of vulnerability and defiance.

“Goddamn, slut,” the man in front of me snarled, his voice a low growl that cut through the haze of my arousal. His cock, thick and pulsing, hovered inches from my face, and he punctuated his words with a light slap of his shaft against my cheek. The sharp, warm sting sent a jolt through me, my breath catching as the sensation blurred the line between shame and need. “Can’t you handle two at once? Keep my dick in your mouth, or I’ll fuck your throat raw to teach you how to serve two black men properly.”

His words were a lash, sharp and deliberate, and they struck deep, igniting a fire that burned away the last threads of restraint. My cheeks flushed, the humiliation of his reprimand mingling with the thrill of his dominance, and I felt my body respond, my pussy clenching around the cock buried deep inside me from behind. He’s watching you in his mind, I thought, my husband’s imagined gaze a ghostly presence, urging me to lean into the degradation, to embrace the role I’d chosen. The man in front gripped my hair, his fingers tangling in the strands with a possessive force that made my scalp tingle. He guided my mouth back to his cock, the broad head brushing my lips, slick with my own saliva and his pre-cum. I opened for him, eager and obedient, my lips stretching wide as he pushed deeper, the weight of him filling my mouth until the head nudged the back of my throat.

The sensation was overwhelming, a delicious burn that stole my breath, my lungs straining as I struggled to accommodate his girth. My jaw ached, my lips taut around his pulsing length, but the struggle only heightened my arousal, my body thrumming with the raw power of being so completely claimed. Behind me, the other man’s thrusts grew relentless, each deep plunge rocking me forward, making it harder to keep my rhythm. His hands gripped my hips, fingers digging into my flesh, anchoring me as his cock stretched me to my limits, the slick friction sending waves of pleasure-pain coursing through me. The scents of their bodies—sweat, musk, and raw masculinity—filled my senses, mingling with the distant clatter of poker chips from the table where my owner and Jake played, their casual indifference a stark contrast to the storm raging within me.

I moaned around the cock in my mouth, the sound muffled and desperate, my tongue swirling against the underside as I fought to please him despite the relentless rhythm from behind. My husband’s awareness pulsed in my mind, his arousal at my submission a silent partner in this act, pushing me to surrender further. The man in front tightened his grip, holding my head in place as he thrust deeper, the head of his cock hitting the back of my throat with a force that made my eyes water. My breaths came shallow, ragged, each gasp a struggle against the fullness, but the intensity was intoxicating, a heady mix of submission and power that left me trembling on the edge of something vast and untamed.

His hand was steady, guiding me, and I found my groove again, my lips sliding over him, my moans humming against his skin. It was intense, the way he filled my mouth, every move pulling me deeper into this haze of want. Behind me, the other guy was all force, his hands gripping my hips, yanking me back to meet his thrusts. I was caught between them, their control wrapping around me, and I just let go, my body giving in completely. The sounds—my wet gasps, the slap of skin—filled the air, raw and unfiltered, like the room itself was holding its breath.

“Damn, look at her go,” the guy behind me said, his voice rough with a laugh, like he couldn’t believe how much I was into it. “She’s eating this up, isn’t she? Can’t get enough.” His words hit me like a spark, making my skin burn, because he wasn’t wrong—I was all in, and it felt so damn good to be seen like that.

The man in front of me chuckled, low and smooth, his fingers tightening just a bit in my hair, sending a shiver through me. “Knew she was built for this,” he said, his tone teasing but warm, like he was proud of me. “You loving it, aren’t you, baby?”

I couldn’t speak, my mouth too full, but I let out a shaky moan, my whole body trembling as the pleasure coiled tighter, sharp and electric. It was like I was riding this edge, caught between their hands and my own wildfire desire, every nerve alive with it.

The three of us moved together, locked in this primal dance that seemed to stretch on forever. My body was on fire, every inch of me alive with need—my core slick and aching as it stretched around him, my lips working hungrily along the length in my mouth. I was lost in it, the heat, the rhythm, the way they both took what they wanted while I gave everything. Just when I thought I’d hit my limit, teetering on that edge of too much, they both pulled back, leaving me gasping, my chest heaving in the sudden stillness.

“Time to switch things up,” the man behind me said, his voice low and thick with excitement, like he’d been waiting for this moment.

Before I could catch my breath, the one who’d been driving into me was at my lips, his cock slick with my own taste—sharp, sweet, and dizzying. I didn’t think, just opened for him, taking him deep, savoring the way he groaned as I worked my tongue. He grabbed my hair, guiding me, and I leaned into it, eager, alive.

The other man settled behind me, his hands finding my hips, firm and possessive. He eased into me, slow at first, like he was memorizing the way my body gripped him, all wet and ready. But that teasing pace didn’t last—his thrusts grew harder, faster, each one hitting deeper, sparking pleasure that made my toes curl. I moaned around the cock in my mouth, the sound muffled but raw, my whole body trembling under their hands.

Then I felt his fingers brush against the plug nestled in my ass, tugging it gently, playing with it—pushing in, pulling out, slow and deliberate. The sensation was electric, a new wave of heat rolling through me, making my moans louder, needier. My nerves were alight, every touch amplified, my body caught in this perfect storm of pleasure.

“Gonna need to take this out,” the man behind me said, his voice a rough growl, tugging the plug just enough to make me gasp. “Time to fill you up proper.” His words sent a shiver racing down my spine, the promise in them bold and thrilling, making my pulse pound with anticipation.

His laugh rolled out low and dark, curling through the air like smoke as his fingers tightened in my hair, sending a sharp tingle across my scalp. “Oh, baby,” he growled, voice thick with hunger, “as soon as one of us steps back, we’re claiming every hole you’ve got.”

Behind me, the other man chuckled—a rough, mocking sound that scraped against my skin like silk drawn too hard. “Then she’ll be our perfect little white whore,” he said, his tone dripping with cruel delight, every word striking like a spark on dry tinder. My pulse kicked, heat flooding low in my belly.

Their words—vile, commanding, electric—set me ablaze. My body reacted before my mind could catch up, my pussy clenching tight around the cock driving into me. The slick rhythm of skin on skin filled the room, mixing with the heavy scent of sweat and sex. Each thrust hit deep, my thighs trembling as I pushed back for more.

The cock in my mouth was hot and heavy, the taste of him sharp on my tongue. My muffled moans vibrated against him, raw and needy, my lips stretched wide. Their control pressed down on me like a weight I craved, and I gave in completely, pliant and alive under their touch.

The air grew thick, humid, the sound of their taunts threading through the rhythm of their movements. Pleasure and submission blurred until I couldn’t tell them apart—just heat, motion, and the pulse of their dominance consuming me whole.

The steady rhythm of our bodies, all sweat and heat, stuttered when the door swung open, heavy boots scuffing the floor as another poker player, fresh off a losing hand, barged in. The air crackled, and the two men working me paused, their focus shifting. The one in my mouth looked up, a sly grin splitting his face, his eyes glinting with mischief.

“Yo, take my spot,” he said, voice rough and easy, pulling out with a slick, wet pop that made my lips tingle. “Gotta grab a drink and catch my breath.”

The new guy didn’t miss a beat, his gaze raking over me like a physical touch, hungry and unapologetic, as he yanked down his zipper. His cock sprang free—thick, dark, and heavy—and my breath hitched at the sight. I barely had time to steady myself before he was at my lips, pressing forward. I opened wide, taking him in, his girth stretching my mouth, the musky heat of him flooding my senses. My tongue swirled, eager, as my hand found the base, stroking in time with the bob of my head, every move pulling a low groan from him.

Behind me, the other man didn’t let up, his hands clamped tight on my hips, fingers digging into my skin as he drove into me, each thrust deep and unyielding. The force of it sent shocks of pleasure rippling through me, my core slick, dripping down my thighs, the wet sounds loud in the humid air. My knees shook, wobbling under the intensity, but I didn’t care—I couldn’t stop, didn’t want to. I was theirs, completely, and the thought alone made my pulse race, my body humming with the thrill of being claimed.

The guy who’d gone for a drink strolled back, the clink of ice in his glass cutting through the haze. Just then, the man inside me let out a rough grunt, his thrusts turning wild, uneven. “Fuck, I’m about to blow,” he rasped, voice thick with need, the words sending a jolt straight to my core.

“Better let her taste it,” the guy at my mouth said, his laugh low and filthy, making my skin prickle with heat.

In a quick shuffle, they switched. The cock inside me slid out, leaving me empty, aching for a split second. Before I could catch my breath, he was at my lips, thrusting deep just as he let go. His release hit my tongue—hot, salty, sharp—filling my mouth as I swallowed greedily, a soft moan vibrating in my throat. He groaned, spilling a few more pulses before pulling back, his cock painting my face with thick, sticky ropes. The warm, heavy drip of it on my cheeks, my chin, sparked a shiver—part shame, part raw arousal—as my body trembled, caught in the electric pull of it all.

When he was finished, he nudged the head of his cock against my lips, still slick and warm. Without thinking, I flicked my tongue over it, kissing softly, tasting the sharp, lingering salt of his release. “Good girl,” he murmured, low and rough, before stepping back, his breath heavy as he caught himself.

The other man moved closer, his presence looming, voice sharp and commanding. “Before I slide back into that pretty mouth, clean his cum off your face,” he ordered, the words slicing through the humid air.

“Yes, sir,” I gasped, my voice shaky, one hand trembling as I reached up to swipe the sticky warmth from my cheeks and chin. My fingers glistened as I brought them to my lips, licking them clean, the taste mingling with the heat pulsing through me. All the while, the man behind me never slowed, his hands gripping my hips, his cock slamming into me with deep, relentless thrusts. Each one sent a jolt of pleasure ripping through me, my core slick and clenching, my thighs quivering as I fought to stay steady under the onslaught.

Once I’d scraped most of the mess from my face, my skin still tingling with the faint tackiness, the man in front stepped forward again, his cock heavy and waiting. I opened for him, eager, taking his thickness into my mouth, the warmth of him pressing against my tongue, filling me until my lips stretched tight. A low moan spilled from me, vibrating against him as my hands worked his shaft, stroking in time with the bob of my head. In moments, he was rock-hard again, throbbing, his pulse alive against my lips.

“Yo,” he said suddenly, voice thick with hunger, a grin curling in his tone. “I’m taking her ass now. Time she gets fucked proper.”

Their movements were fluid, a practiced dance, each shift of their bodies perfectly timed, like they’d claimed me together a hundred times before. The plug in my ass came free with a slow, deliberate tug, the sensation sharp and sudden, leaving me open, vulnerable, the cool air kissing my exposed skin. Then came the warm, wet splatter of spit against my hole, followed by the rough glide of his cock, the thick head smearing the slickness across my sensitive rim. He didn’t hesitate, pressing forward with a slow, relentless push, his girth stretching me wide, the burn intense and immediate. I gasped, the sound smothered by the heavy cock filling my mouth, my lips stretched tight, the musky taste of him flooding my tongue. The stretch in my ass teetered between sharp discomfort and a deep, pulsing pleasure, and as his thrusts quickened—deep, forceful, unyielding—the pain dissolved into a heat that set my nerves ablaze.

The raw intensity of it, being taken so completely, so primally, sent me spiraling. My first orgasm of the night hit like a storm, my body locking tight, muscles clenching as waves of pleasure crashed through me. My muffled cries vibrated against the cock in my mouth, the sound raw and desperate, my thighs trembling, slick with sweat and arousal. The air was thick with the scent of sex—salty, heavy, mingling with the faint tang of whiskey from someone’s glass nearby. Every sense was overwhelmed: the slick, rhythmic slap of skin, the heat of their hands gripping me, the way my body shuddered under each thrust. Their laughter rolled through the room, deep and mocking, wrapping around me like a physical touch, amplifying the electric hum in my veins.

“Look at this girl,” one of them said, his voice dripping with amusement, each word a spark against my flushed skin. “Cumming her brains out just from getting her ass stuffed. She was fucking born for this.”

From there, everything melted into a fevered blur—sweat-soaked skin sliding against mine, the air heavy with grunts and moans, the relentless rhythm of their bodies claiming me. Each time a new man stumbled in, fresh from a losing hand at the poker table, he joined without pause, his eyes hungry, hands rough as he took his place. My body was never empty—my mouth stretched around the pulsing heat of a thick cock, my pussy dripping and clenching, my ass burning with each new thrust. Often, I was caught between two at once, my hips rocking instinctively, my lips working in time with their pace, the air filled with the wet, obscene sounds of my surrender. Every touch, every thrust, every growled word pushed me deeper into the haze, my body theirs to use, my senses drowning in the raw, unfiltered heat of it all.

Dwayne’s voice cut through the haze, low and taunting, carrying that commanding edge that always made my skin prickle. “Well, damn, girl,” he said, a smirk curling in his tone, equal parts mockery and awe. “Look at you, taking me and my boys in every single one of your married white holes. I hit you up out of the blue, and you’re here in a heartbeat, letting us run through you like it’s nothing. When we’re done, we’ll send you back to that sorry-ass husband of yours, all fucked out, dripping, stretched to hell. His little cock’s going to be so hard when he sees you in this state.” He leaned closer, his breath hot against my ear, the weight of his words sinking deep, sparking a fresh pulse of heat through my aching body.

I couldn’t respond, my mouth full, lips stretched around one of his friends’ thick cocks, the musky taste heavy on my tongue. My moans came out muffled, raw, as Dwayne’s other friend pounded into my ass from behind, his hands gripping my hips so hard I’d feel the bruises tomorrow. Each thrust was relentless, a deep, burning stretch that melted into pleasure, my core slick and trembling, dripping down my thighs. The air was thick—sweat, sex, the faint bite of whiskey lingering—and my senses were drowning in it, every nerve alight with the thrill of being theirs, completely, unapologetically.

Time blurred into a fevered mess of slick skin, ragged groans, and the wet, rhythmic slap of their bodies against mine. Dwayne and his two friends took turns, their hands rough, slapping, gripping, claiming me with every thrust. My body was never empty—mouth, pussy, ass, always filled, stretched, used, the intensity pushing me to the edge and beyond. The salty tang of their releases coated my tongue, my skin, spilling inside me, marking me in ways that felt permanent. By the time the night started to slow, each of them had come at least twice, leaving me a trembling, dripping mess, my senses overloaded with the raw heat of it all.

One by one, Dwayne’s friends slipped out, their low chuckles and smug goodbyes fading into the early morning air like ghosts. Then it was just me and Dwayne, his presence still heavy, commanding, even in the quiet. I lay sprawled on the floor, utterly wrecked—my body heavy, slick with drying cum, leaking from every sore, stretched hole. My hair was a tangled, sticky mess, clinging to my flushed cheeks, my skin tacky with sweat and their marks, muscles throbbing with a dull, delicious ache. But God, I was soaring, wrapped in the glow of the most reckless, liberating night of my life, every moment of surrender feeling like a victory.

Dwayne’s voice broke the silence, rough and warm, pulling me back to earth. “Well, girl, that was a hell of a ride. Gotta crash now, but I’ll be in touch.”

Dwayne didn’t look back, his broad frame disappearing through the door with a casual swagger, his final words still hanging in the air. His dismissal was sharp, unceremonious, reducing me to a piece of his world—used, savored, then set aside until he called again. And somehow, that felt right, like slipping into a role carved just for me, every nerve still humming with the thrill of it.

I took a shaky breath, my body heavy and spent, and reached up to unhook the leash from the collar around my neck, the leather cool against my flushed skin. My fingers brushed the floor, finding the discarded plug, its smooth weight slick and familiar in my hand. Standing was a challenge—my legs wobbled, muscles screaming from hours of surrender, a dull ache pulsing through my core. I steadied myself against the wall, the faint stickiness on my skin a reminder of everything I’d given. My car keys jingled softly as I scooped them up, the sound sharp in the quiet room, and with no further orders, I moved toward the door, my breath catching at the shift from the warm, musky haze inside to the crisp bite of pre-dawn air outside.

The neighborhood was still, wrapped in the soft hush of early morning, streetlights casting long shadows across the pavement. The cool air stung my overheated skin, a stark contrast to the raw, sweaty chaos I’d just left behind. My steps were slow, deliberate, my pussy and ass still slick, leaking with every movement, a quiet drip that mingled with the ache in my thighs. But as I walked to my car, a smile curled my lips. The serenity of the world around me—birds stirring faintly, the first hint of dawn bruising the sky—felt almost absurd next to the debauchery still echoing in my body. Pride swelled in my chest, warm and fierce. I was exactly who I was meant to be: loyal, obedient, unapologetically his, a slut who’d claimed her freedom in every thrust, every command, every shuddering release.

As I sank into the driver’s seat, the leather cool against my sticky, overheated skin, I turned the key, and the engine’s low rumble vibrated through me. A wave of anticipation surged, sharp and electric, my pulse quickening at the thought of Dwayne’s voice on the other end of a call—his next command, his next claim. Tonight wasn’t a one-off; it was a spark, the start of something raw and unending. My body still thrummed with the memory of their hands, their cocks, their laughter, but beneath that heat, a quiet guilt began to coil. I’d crossed lines—lines I’d sworn to honor—and the weight of my wedding band felt heavier on my finger, a small, cold reminder of the life waiting at home. Yet, even as the guilt gnawed, it was drowned out by the pulse of exhilaration, the knowledge that I’d answer Dwayne again, no hesitation, no question.

I pulled into the driveway, the faint blush of dawn painting the house I shared with my husband in soft pinks and golds. The sight of it—our tidy porch, the curtains we’d picked out together—twisted the guilt tighter, a pang that caught in my throat. I’d betrayed him, left him locked and helpless while I gave myself to Dwayne and his friends, my body stretched and marked in ways that still made my skin tingle. The drying cum on my thighs, my chest, clung to me like a secret, tacky and warm, a badge of my rebellion. My muscles ached, a delicious, bone-deep throb from hours of being used, and yet, as I stepped out of the car and my heels clicked against the pavement, a shift sparked inside me. The guilt lingered, heavy and real, but the moment I crossed the threshold of our front door, it was like stepping into a new skin. Power surged through me, fierce and unapologetic, my body alive with the truth of who I was—his slut, yes, but also a woman who’d claimed her own desires, who’d taken what she wanted and walked away stronger. The thrill of it, the mischief of what awaited my husband, curled in my chest like a secret smile. He’d see me, smell the night on me, and know—locked or not, I was untamed, and that power was mine.

As I eased into the driveway, the pale dawn light bathed our suburban home in a soft, almost mocking glow, the quiet facade hiding the storm raging inside me. The engine cut off, and I lingered in the driver’s seat, keys biting into my palm, my skin still tacky with the drying remnants of Dwayne and his friends—their cum, their sweat, their marks. My body ached, a delicious throb from hours of being stretched, filled, claimed, but it was the anticipation of what came next that set my pulse racing. Dwayne’s voice echoed in my head—his low, commanding drawl, promising more, pulling me back to him like a tether. I’d answer his call again, no hesitation, no question. But here, now, in the house I shared with my husband, guilt gnawed at me, sharp and relentless. I’d shattered our vows, left him at home while I gave myself to others. Yet, as I stepped out of the car, heels clicking against the pavement, the guilt fueled something darker, more powerful—a fierce, unyielding dominance that surged through me, ready to reshape everything.

The cool morning air stung my flushed skin, brushing against the sticky trails on my thighs, my breasts, each step toward the house a reminder of the night’s debauchery. The neighborhood was still, the soft chirp of early birds clashing with the raw, musky scent of sex still clinging to me. Guilt twisted tighter as I unlocked the door—the house was ours, built on promises now fractured—but as I crossed the threshold, that guilt burned away, replaced by a molten wave of power. I wasn’t his sweet wife anymore; I was a force, untamed, my submission to Dwayne forging me into something new, something commanding. The air inside was warm, faintly sweet with the vanilla candles we’d once lit together, but now it felt like a stage for my ascension, a place to wield the control I’d claimed in the heat of the night.

I moved through the house, my steps deliberate, the faint creak of the floorboards under my heels like a drumbeat. In the bedroom, my husband stirred, his eyes snapping open, widening as they traced my disheveled form—matted hair, smudged makeup, the red handprints blooming on my hips where my dress had ridden up. The air grew thick with the scent of my night, heavy and undeniable, and I saw the flash of recognition in his gaze—hurt, arousal, fear. “Where the hell were you?” he whispered, voice cracking. Guilt stabbed at me, seeing his vulnerability, the man I’d promised forever to now reduced to this. But I crushed it down, letting the power rise, my body humming with it. I was the one who’d tasted freedom, who’d been fucked and adored by Dwayne and his friends, and now I’d make him feel the weight of that truth.

I stepped closer, hips swaying with predatory grace, peeling my dress off slowly, letting it fall to the floor in a crumpled heap. My skin was a map of their dominance—bruises on my thighs, cum dried in streaks across my chest, my pussy still slick and leaking. His breath hitched, his rock hard cock twitching helplessly, and I reveled in it, the power coursing through me like fire. “I was with Dwayne,” I said, voice low, sharp, cutting through the silence like a blade. “And his friends. They took me, every way they wanted, while you waited here, locked up.” I climbed onto the bed, straddling his chest, my bare skin pressing against his, the heat of my body a taunt. His eyes flickered with protest, “This... this wasn’t supposed to happen, we agreed—” but I silenced him with a look, my gaze cold, unyielding, pinning him in place.

“Don’t,” I snapped, my voice a whipcrack, leaning down until my lips brushed his ear, my breath hot and deliberate. “You don’t get to talk. You get to listen.” I painted the night for him in vivid detail—the way Dwayne’s cock filled my throat, the burn of being stretched in every hole, the way I came screaming under their hands. His protests melted into groans, his body trembling beneath me, arousal overpowering his shame. Guilt lingered in me, a faint echo of the wife I’d been, but it only sharpened my edge, made my dominance feel like a crown I’d earned. “You’re mine to play with now,” I said, my voice a sultry command, dripping with authority. “You stay locked until I say otherwise, and you’ll take what I give you.”

I reached down, my fingers brushing his cock, teasing the straining flesh beneath. His whimpers fueled me, each sound a confirmation of my control. I slowly wrapped my hand around his cock his throbbing cock, stroking his foreskin up and down with deliberate, torturous slowness. “Beg for it,” I ordered, my tone unrelenting, my eyes locked on his, watching him break under the weight of my power. “Please... please, let me,” he gasped, hips bucking, his voice raw with need. I smirked, tightening my grip, pushing him to the edge until he came, his release spilling hot and desperate over my fingers, his moans jagged and broken. Guilt flashed in his eyes as he sagged back, the reality of his submission sinking in, but I wasn’t done.

“No resting,” I said, my voice cold, commanding, as I shifted up, positioning my cum-filled pussy directly over his face. “Wait, no—fuck, I can’t, it’s too much,” he protested, his hands pushing weakly at my thighs, his voice trembling with panic. But I didn’t flinch, lowering myself until the slick, dripping mess of Dwayne’s and his friends’ releases pressed against his lips, the warm, tangy evidence of my night overwhelming his senses. “You will,” I growled, my tone leaving no room for argument, my hands pinning his wrists to the bed. “Taste it. Taste what they left in me. This is who we are now.” His protests dissolved into reluctant, shuddering licks, his tongue moving against me, lapping at the mix of cum and my own arousal. The sensation was electric, my body still sensitive, sparking with pleasure as I ground down, claiming his submission completely. The guilt was gone, burned away by the raw, unshakable power coursing through me—I was his queen, his goddess, his reckoning, and in that moment, I owned every piece of him, body and soul.
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