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Ten years was a long time, and it showed: our house was filled to bursting with our friends and loved ones, each and every one of them proclaiming their best well-wishes and the sincere hope that Sarah and I would be celebrating again in another decade.

The cynic in me wondered, perhaps, how many of them would have been there if the party had been a small scale affair, rather than the lavish party Sarah had insisted on throwing, but the voice in my head was easy to keep down. The cost was worth it. Without any family of our own – both only children, both sets of parents having died early – the people who had poured into our house to eat our food and drink our wine were the closest thing either one of us had to family. As far as I was concerned, having them around on such a glorious day would have been worth ten times what I suspected Sarah had paid.

There were days when the money still didn’t seem real, even now.

I had been twenty-six when the lottery numbers had come up, living in a tiny flat I could barely afford. I didn’t even play, usually, but those seven numbers had changed everything. Now I wasn’t just comfortable: I was outright loaded, and Sarah was too. It had never occurred to me that I might not split the money with her, even though we had only been dating for a year or so at the time. I wanted to be with her, rich or poor, so I signed over half of the prize to her, and then proposed. It was the only way I could think of to make sure that she wasn’t just staying with me for the money: then, she didn’t need to.

We were married three months later – and, by and large, our marriage had been a happy one. We’d had the occasional fight, of course, but fewer than most people after a decade of being together. Part of that was the fact that we’d been able to turn our resources to something most couples could only dream about. Whenever we wanted anything – no matter how whimsical an idea it might be – we had the funds to bring it to life.

Everything, that was, except one thing.

We had spent a lot of money bringing our sexual fantasies to life, but between all the trips (sex on the beach on a deserted Caribbean island, and in a penthouse suite overlooking New York City) and new experiences (including the occasional visit to a local BDSM dungeon, where Sarah and I both let our wild sides come out and play as we switched roles over the course of a week), she had always been reluctant to bring anyone else into our bedroom. That was one thing that was sacred to us. Whatever happened, she wanted us to be together, just the two of us.

I liked the sentiment, and most of the time I felt that way – but I couldn’t dispute the fact that the idea of her having sex with another man drove me wild.

It wasn’t as though I wanted a threesome: male or female, I had no particular desire to share her with anyone else. What really aroused me about the idea of another man being there was the fact that it was proof of just how valuable Sarah was. I had something that other men wanted, that they lusted after. She had fallen in love with me back when I wasn’t rich, and she still wanted me. When they finished fucking, it would be me she’d come back to, me who’d wrap her in my arms, me who’d lay her down and fuck her and give her something no other man could give.

I had mentioned it a few times, but each time she had wrinkled her nose in a way that said she’d consider it for my benefit, but that she knew she wouldn’t get anything out of it herself. That pretty much put the brakes on the idea as far as I was concerned. I wanted her to love it. That was what would drive me nuts, not the mechanics of it all. If I didn’t have her genuine moans of pleasure, what was the point?

Still, as the party drew to a close, I knew I had a lot to be thankful for. She was wearing a tight black dress that set her body into curves that almost constituted a religious experience, and the bright red lipstick she had chosen to contrast it had been teasing me all night. Soon, I thought. Once everyone’s gone, I’m going to slide my cock between those lips and pull out just soon enough to splash all over your breasts, expensive dress or not. I couldn’t wait.

She walked back from the front door, having seen two of our oldest friends to their car – ever the hostess – and smiled as she came towards me. I wrapped one arm around her waist and pulled her in for a kiss, enjoying the feeling of her body next to mine. After ten years, I had never been more in love – and the best part was, I had no doubt she felt the same way. ‘I have a surprise for you,’ she whispered in my ear. ‘It’s upstairs, in our bedroom. Put it on. Be wearing nothing else. I’ll be up in ten minutes.’

There was no hesitation in her voice, and no indication that she expected me to do anything except exactly what I was told. I couldn’t complain. I loved it when she let her dominant streak run wild, and the idea of doing something sordid while we were still just about clearing out our final few guests made everything that much more exciting. Even the thought of it made me harden in my suit.

I waved a goodbye to the guests, and then took the stairs two at a time.

I wasn’t sure what I’d been expecting, but this wasn’t it.

The chair had been brought in from one of the other rooms, a high-backed, leather-seated and steel-framed number that looked very chic but didn’t match the cosy decoration of our bedroom. It seemed out of place, but not nearly as much as the three items she had placed on it. The first was a leather blindfold. The second was a gleaming set of steel handcuffs. The third was a note. They sat there in plain view, a daring bet against the fact that any one of our guests might have opened the wrong door by accident and got a free view of our secret sex life.

The thought did nothing to make me less turned on. Apparently the risk of being caught was an extra little thrill I enjoyed, subconsciously. I’d have to remember that for another time – but for now at least, the note and its contents were more important.

Boy, it read,

You’re going to be naked by the time I get upstairs. Hands behind your back. Blindfold on. Silent when I come in. I’ll let you know when you’re allowed to speak. It’s time to let go of your inhibitions.

Your Mistress – at least for tonight,

Sarah

xXx

I did love Sarah’s little games – the moments where her kinky side shone through and she allowed herself to go truly wild. It seemed tonight was one of them, and I couldn’t wait. I didn’t even think about what she might have in mind once she arrived; time, after all, was not on my side. I quickly stripped off my shirt and pants, my cock already bobbing in front of me, pleasingly hard and ready for anything she had planned. The blindfold slipped easily over my eyes, its expensive weave immediately blocking out every chink of light in the room. The only thing left was the cuffs. I felt for them on the seat, and ratcheted one of the bracelets tightly around my wrist: Sarah was not the kind of woman who would appreciate half-measures. Once I was sure it was in place I positioned my hands behind the high back of the chair, and fastened the other one closed.

Now I was trapped, just as she had ordered. All I had to do was wait.

Time seemed to freeze, and I soon had no idea how long I had been sitting there naked. There was a chill in the room and I could feel my nipples growing hard, but I couldn’t tell if it was arousal or anticipation.

Ten minutes, she had said. Surely she’d been longer than that? Perhaps that was all part of her plan – to leave me here, frustrated and desperate for her while she took her time, knowing that I’d be completely helpless to do anything except sit and dream about all of the things the evening had in store for me. Then again, perhaps it really had only been ten minutes, and all of the impatience was in my head – my own mind torturing me and teasing me without her even having to lift a finger.

With the blindfold keeping my eyes occupied, there was no way of knowing.

Eventually, I heard noises in the hallway outside, and then the sound of the door opening. The hinges creaked and the wood scraped against the carpet. Soft footsteps padded across the floor towards me, and then she was there by my side. I would have recognised her perfume anywhere, but up close like this it was unmistakeable.

My wife. My lover. My Sarah.

I wanted to lean forward and kiss her, to feel her lips against mine, but as I shifted in my seat I felt her press a finger to my lips. ‘No,’ she said. ‘Not yet. Behave, my darling.’

Behave.

She said it as though I was a naughty child who needed control, but somehow it spoke to some primal part of me: with the cuffs around my wrists and the blindfold covering my eyes, I felt truly helpless. I had never wanted her to take charge more. If the cost of that was my silence… well, that was a small price to pay.

‘You always wanted to watch me fuck another man, didn’t you?’ she purred in my ear. The fabric over my eyes made it impossible to tell just how close she was, and her sudden nearness made me jump. It was ridiculous how powerful the effect was. ‘You’ve certainly mentioned it often enough. Well, I decided to finally give it to you… sort of.’

I could have sworn I heard the door open again, but that was impossible: Sarah was standing right next to me. It took me a second before the obvious sunk in.

There was someone else in the room.

Instinctively I pulled against the chains that fastened me to the chair, but they held firm – that was, after all, exactly what they were designed to do, and Sarah wasn’t the kind of person who’d skimp when it came to sex toy purchases. If she wanted me restrained, it would be properly.

Now I knew why.

‘Don’t worry, pet,’ she said. ‘Our new friend knows all about your little fantasy. He’s more than happy to join in. In fact, he’s been waiting all night… haven’t you, dear?’

All night.

It couldn’t be, surely? Was the man Sarah picked someone I knew – someone we both knew? Someone who I had invited into my home, who had drunk my wine and wished me a happy anniversary? Hell, there was no one in that room who I had known for less than five years.

‘There we go,’ she said, less to me than to the stranger in the room with us. ‘I think he’s starting to figure it out.’ Whoever it was didn’t reply. ‘No trying to figure out who our friend is,’ she said, her focus on me once again. ‘I’ve told him not to speak. This is my little secret. After all, I don’t see why you should get to have all the fun tonight.’

‘Sarah, I –’ I began, but I felt her finger on my lips once again.

‘No,’ she said firmly. ‘No talking. I told you that. This is your one chance to let your fantasy come to life. I’ll let you listen as another man fucks me, but I want you to understand that it’s a one-time deal. It’s with a man I trust – a man whose identity you’ll never know. The blindfold will stay on, and he’ll be safely out of the house before I let you out of that chair. Nod your head if you want to continue, or shake if you want this little fantasy to end right now.’

I froze, my mind unwilling to admit how turned on the idea made me: my cock was almost unbearably hard. What was it about it that worked for me? I couldn’t tell. When I had pictured it in my mind, it had been completely different to this – a stranger, a nobody, and with me watching the whole thing. This was almost an entirely different fantasy altogether… and yet if anything, the idea seemed even more potent.

Slowly I nodded my head.

‘Good boy,’ she said. She moved closer to me and kissed me firmly on the lips. I couldn’t help but wonder if she had kissed him yet, whoever he was. Was it just my wife I was tasting, or perhaps her lover too?

‘One last little touch,’ she said. ‘Open your mouth.’

I did as I was told, and I felt a ball of hard rubber pressed between my teeth. It was bitter, the way only new and unused rubber can taste, and it was big enough to ensure that there was no way any noises I made would be intelligible. Somehow that was the most embarrassing thing of all. Without the ability to speak, I felt truly helpless.

‘Come here,’ she said, and for a moment I thought that she was talking to me – but of course, she wasn’t. I heard their bodies slide onto the bed – our bed – and then fabric slipping over skin. Several loud thumps followed, the sound of shoes haphazardly hitting the floor and then clothes being removed: zippers unfastened and buckles undone.

I can’t do this, I thought. I pulled against the restraints, rattling them to try and get their attention, but it was no use. All I could hear was the sound of him kissing her, and the soft little mewling moans that she made whenever I kissed her neck. I had thought I was the only person capable of eliciting those noises from her, but apparently I was mistaken.

‘I want you,’ she said. ‘I need you inside me.’

She wasn’t talking to me, and no matter how much I tried to rationalise it with myself I couldn’t change the facts. Another man’s hands were running down my wife’s body, his lips kissing her skin; in a few moments, his cock would be in her, pushing hard and fast and…

Peter.

It had to be Peter. He was a couple of years younger than us, yes, and he had the cocky, confident braggadocio that can only survive below the age of thirty and when coupled with young success. He was a star player in his law firm – the youngest partner they had ever had, in fact – and he had no problem telling people about it. He was just the kind of person who’d sleep with another man’s wife.

I heard her moan again, and bodies pressed against each other. They were moving, changing position. It could mean only one thing.

Will, perhaps?

It could definitely be Will: an old friend, trusted by us both. Would he do that, though? Would he risk our friendship for a few moments of pleasure? He always was competitive, that was for sure – and I had seen him naked in the gym showers enough times to know that he had the kind of body that would have driven Sarah wild.

There was a soft grunt and a gasp and I could tell he was inside of her. ‘Oh yes,’ she purred, her lust stretching the word out, making it unmissable to my ears. ‘Fuck.’

I could hear him speed up, his thrusts into her causing the bedframe to beat a metronome rhythm against the wall. I was torn: part of me hated knowing what was going on in front of me, obscured from view by nothing more than a thin piece of elasticated fabric, but another part of me – more of me every minute – hated the fact that I couldn’t see it for myself.

Was he holding her hands down above her head, causing him to fight back against his strength?

Was she scraping her nails down his back, spurring him on?

Would her head be thrown back in ecstasy, hair mussed against the pillows, mouth wide in an O of pleasure?

The question was simple: did she look for him the way she looked for me?

He showed no signs of slowing down – at least, not through lack of stamina. He pounded himself into my wife over and over, teasing her just as I knew she liked. As her climax approached, he slowed, drawing out the sensation for as long as possible, letting her almost regain some sense of normality before quickening his pace, the rapid jackhammering of his cock inside her cunt beating out a simple message.

I’m in control, it said. Not you. Not your husband. You’ll come when I want you to.

I knew Sarah would love that. She always complained that I was never dominant enough in the bedroom, but whoever it was currently buried to the hilt inside of her plainly didn’t have that problem.

His gasps and grunts of pleasure were soon too much for him to hold back, and I could hear him speed up, desperate for his release. Who could blame him? How long had it been since he had first entered her? In the darkness, it was impossible to tell.

‘That’s right,’ she moaned. ‘So close. So… fucking… close…’

The last word didn’t make it out in one piece; it cracked and shattered from the force of her orgasm, becoming nothing but an anguished gasp as she gave herself up to him. He came with a wordless grunt as she did, the sounds of their ecstasy spinning and circling around me, taunting me with the knowledge that it had happened, that there was nothing I could do about it.

Cuckold.

The word seemed so dirty, so raw – but that was what I was now, and no amount of wishing could change that. Did I even want to change it, though? This was my fantasy, and even though my mind rebelled my body throbbed with desire for her. All I wanted was to throw him off her and take her – claim her – for myself. If only it wasn’t for those damn chains…

Then there was only silence, or close enough. Where once the room had shook with moans and whimpers and the sound of bodies sliding against each other, there was nothing but the sound of contented breathing. He had pleased her.

He had won.

I knew better than to try and protest, even through the gag. This was their moment, earned with effort and sweat and passion. It would have been abhorrent for me to intrude.

Not your wife, I thought before I could stop myself. She’s not your wife. Not now, anyway. Now, she’s his.

The thought sickened me.

She sat up eventually and leaned over to me. ‘Good boy,’ she said. The condescending tone made it clear exactly who it was aimed at, despite the blindfold: there was no way she would have spoken to him like that, not after what he had just done. I felt her dainty fingers stroke their way along my jawline to the back of my head, her nails playing along my skin before she unbuckled the leather straps. The rubber ball fell from my lips and I suddenly realised how much it had made my mouth ache. How long had I been tied up like that?

How long had they been together, wrapped up in each other’s arms like ivy while I sat in the darkness?

‘Now you can thank him for fucking me,’ she said. Her voice was breathless, ragged with exhaustion. ‘Thank him for showing me such a good time on our anniversary.’

I shook my head.

‘Oh, you will, my darling,’ she said. ‘I can promise you that. I know how much you like the idea of letting someone else take control – and I can see how hard it’s made your cock. I don’t think I’ve ever seen you this turned on. Now, thank him, and make it believable, or maybe I’ll just have to invite him around for another session soon.’

I gritted my teeth. ‘Thank you,’ I hissed. The words were like ash in my mouth.

‘Thank you for what?’ she said.

‘Thank you for fucking my wife.’

‘And?’

‘And thank you for showing her a good time on our anniversary.’

‘Mmm,’ she purred. ‘Good boy. Isn’t he a good boy, darling?’ I could hear her lover stifling a laugh, and in that moment I hated him more than anyone else in the world. I couldn’t believe that one of my friends – someone I trusted – would be willing to let me undergo such humiliation, let alone enjoy it as much as he seemed to be doing. I would have given my right arm to know who it was, but the blindfold across my eyes made it impossible.

There was a moment of whispering, which I assumed was him agreeing with her, but it seemed to go on for a little too long.

‘You’re right,’ she said, theatrically and at last. ‘He does seem to be turned on by the humiliation of it all. Oh, he’s always like that, though. Call him a slut and he’s putty in your hands. Isn’t that right, slut?’

That was the downside of ten years of marriage: Sarah knew just how to press my buttons, and just how to get my body to react. Like a trained snake weaving to the music of a fakir, my cock rose up despite myself, entranced by that one little word.

Slut.

I had never thought I’d hear her call me that in front of someone else. It had always been our little secret, one of the games we played when she was in the mood to be dominant. I couldn’t explain why it had the very obvious effect on me that it did, but there was something about the idea of just being able to let go and give in to my most base desires that appealed to me.

‘You see?’ she said. ‘One humiliating word and he’s anyone’s. I guess that comes from being so powerful in day-to-day life. When the lights go out, you just want to be put in your place.’

I could feel myself blushing, and I was praying that the lights in the room were low so Sarah and her lover wouldn’t see my embarrassment as it spread across my face.

‘Aww… look at him,’ she said. ‘All riled up and with no idea what to say. Well, let me make it easier for you. From now on, I want you to call my lover Sir. Let’s have you showing some respect to the man who oh-so-generously pleased your wife tonight.’

No.

That was too far, even for me. It had stopped being a game a long time ago… and yet her words stuck in my mind. She had been honest with me, right from the moment I had picked up the card and read her delicate handwriting. Perhaps it was time for me to give up my inhibitions. Maybe this was a better gift than I had anticipated. She knew how much I enjoyed the feeling of lost control – well, here it was: I was never likely to find myself in a situation where I had less control than this. She had even managed to take away the risk of hurtful after-effects. There would be no lost friendship, because I would never know who it was.

‘OK,’ I said. ‘Yes, Sir.’

Another stifled laugh, as though he couldn’t believe it was actually happening. He wasn’t the only one. My cock was as hard as a rock, but I couldn’t for the life of me figure out why.

‘I told you he was obedient,’ she said. ‘You never thought someone so rich and powerful could get off on being humiliated like this, but there’s the proof. He loves it. Don’t you, boy?’

‘Yes,’ I said quietly. I didn’t know if it was true, but I knew it was expected of me.

‘Don’t tell me,’ she said. ‘Tell our friend. And make sure you tell him properly.’

I sighed despite myself. ‘I get off on being humiliated, Sir,’ I said. My dick twitched as the words came, and there was nothing I could do to hide my arousal. ‘It makes me so turned on.’

‘Good boy,’ she purred. ‘In that case, I have a special little treat for you. Be a dear and get him on his knees, would you?’

For a second I thought she might have been addressing me, but then I felt strong arms gripping my biceps and guiding me upwards into a standing position, pulling the cuffs over the back of the chair. Even though I was no longer attached to the seat, the grip was firm and there was nothing I could have done to escape it – and even if I had, would I have wanted to? I had a burning curiosity to find out who this man was, this friend-turned-stranger, but I knew that if I took the blindfold off it would ruin the whole evening, and Sarah would have no choice but to draw things to a close.

Pay no attention to the man behind the curtain, I thought to myself. That’s just where the magic happens.

The man pushed me to the ground, roughly enough that I winced as my knees hit the floor. Sarah didn’t seem to mind. ‘Poor baby,’ she said. ‘Does it hurt, having a real man treat you like his little plaything? Throwing you around? Showing you how easy it is to manipulate you, mind and body?’

I said nothing.

‘Typical,’ she said. ‘All smart answers until you’re faced with something you can’t control, and then it’s like the cat got your tongue. Well, I’m sure we can do something about that. Open your mouth, slut.’

My reaction was involuntary, and if I’d thought about it for longer than a second or two – if I’d been able to think about what it might involve, what it could only involve – I might have put up more than a mote of resistance. Instead I let my jaw slip open and my tongue hang loose, like a starving puppy begging for a bone.

Suddenly there was a hand at the back of my head – his, not hers – and a firm grip in my hair. The speed of it all made me gasp, widening my mouth even further, but that was all he needed. In one viper-quick movement, his cock was past my lips.

I struggled and wriggled as the head hit my tongue, but it was no use. With his fingers in my hair and the cuffs on my wrist, he would always have the upper hand, even if he hadn’t just displayed such incredible strength. ‘That’s right,’ Sarah’s voice said. ‘Suck it for me. Suck a real man’s cock for your Mistress.’

No.

‘You can’t resist it,’ she said. ‘You’re not fooling anyone. I can see you all hard at the thought.’

No.

Fight it.

‘Was this what you really wanted when you said you wanted to watch someone fuck your wife? To have him use you to clean him off afterwards? To reduce you to nothing but his dick-sucker?’

No.

No, no, no.

‘That’s right, my little whore,’ she said. ‘Taste me. Taste your wife on another man’s cock. Taste your Goddess.’

And I did.

He had fucked her raw, no condom – that much was clear. Mingled in with the taste of his sweat and the bitter saltiness of his come, there was her unmistakeable sweetness. It repulsed me to have his cock in my mouth, but my body reacted to the taste of her in the only way I knew how and I began sucking it, desperate for more.

Maybe it’s Marcus, I thought. Or Tom, or Liam, or…

I imagined a sea of faces, each one of them mocking me for my pathetic urges, but it did nothing to stop me sucking at the dick in my mouth. It grew at the touch of my tongue, growing hard in my mouth as I explored its contours.

It was bigger than mine – embarrassingly so, in fact. It was no wonder my wife had had such a good time writhing around beneath it.

Whoever it was knew, I thought as I serviced the man in front of me. Whoever it was knew just what was going to happen when the party ended. He sat through hours of celebration, congratulated us both, and then came upstairs with only one thing in mind. He knew.

‘Stop,’ she said. ‘Now me.’

His hand, still gripping my hair, pulled me off his cock. For a moment I was almost disappointed, but then he pushed me forward and I panicked, scared that my body would crash to the floor – and that, with my hands still secured tightly behind my back – I’d crash face-first into the carpet, but then I felt skin against my cheeks: the unmistakeable smoothness of Sarah’s thighs.

‘What are you waiting for, slut?’ she said. ‘Clean me up.’

I didn’t hesitate. My tongue shot out, ignoring the pain in my scalp, eagerly seeking out Sarah’s pussy. I probed around, trying to find her clit despite my eyes being covered, and when my tongue finally parted her lips and made contact I heard her give out a soft moan. That helped, somehow: it was nice to know that, for all the pleasure this stranger had given my wife, I still knew how to please her.

I licked and sucked at her pussy, both savouring her wetness and resenting the fact that it had been for the benefit of some other man. While I loved her taste, the knowledge that just minutes before her glorious pussy had been full to the brim with his cock and his seed sickened me and aroused me in equal measure. My helplessness before the two of them was the only thing that kept me licking, even as his come dripped from her cunt. As soon as I tasted it I tried to pull back, but it was no use: his hand held me firmly in position.

‘Not just my juices,’ she said when she saw me struggling.. ‘When I told you to clean me, I meant his come too. I want to be absolutely spotless in case he decides to fuck me again later. You wouldn’t want him to have anything less than the best, would you?’

I shook my head – and I was surprised by how much I meant it. If my Mistress wanted me to clean her, I would. Whatever she wanted from me was hers.

I began licking around her pussy lips, not just at her clit, kissing her mound in worship even as I searched blindly for spots of his come where they had splashed across her body. Whenever I found one I grimaced at the salty taste, but I knew better than to protest. One by one, I slurped them down onto my tongue and into my throat. When I stopped being able to track them down myself, Sarah guided me with the touch of her hand, occasionally scooping his load onto her finger and allowing me to suck it clean as I had sucked his cock.

The more I did it, the more the revulsion faded away and I found myself enjoying myself. I was, in their eyes, nothing but a toy – an eager little slut with no purpose except their pleasure. All I had to do was obey them: the woman I loved, and the man who had claimed her for the night.

When I was finished, I heard Sarah click her fingers right next to my ear. ‘Put him in the corner,’ she said to her lover. ‘And as for you, boy: if I get the feeling you’re even considering turning around before I give you permission, I’m going to turn that ass of yours redder than a tomato. Understood?’

She didn’t give me time to reply before I felt his hands guiding me to the corner. As he dropped me to the floor again I pressed my nose up against the wall, focusing on that – and only that – rather than the desire to look behind me. Surely he wasn’t going to fuck her again? There was no way he was ready for a second round.

He could, I thought. You’ve had that cock in your mouth. You’ve felt its power. Whoever he is, you know there’s nothing stopping him.

I was relieved when I heard them both leave the room, and even more so when the familiar sound of the front door unlocking drifted up the stairs. Things had changed between Sarah and I – irrevocably, I suspected, for better or for worse – and with the blindfold still in place there really was no way I had of finding out who it was. Perhaps it was better that way. Having to look my friend in the eye as an equal after what I had just done… no. It would have been impossible.

Once again, Sarah knew best.

When she came back in the room, she clicked her fingers and told me to crawl to her on my knees. It was harder than before, without her lover’s hands to guide me, but eventually I made it to her feet and she pulled the blindfold off my eyes for the first time.

She looked down at me, my hair plastered to my forehead with sweat and another man’s come, my eyes just about brimming over with tears of exhaustion and shame and utter, utter joy, and smiled.

‘Happy anniversary,’ she said.
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Caught in her web…

After a hard day at the office thanks to his cruel and vindictive boss, Richard Sanderson, Jack couldn’t be happier to hit the bar and drown his sorrows. The evening takes a much sexier turn when the beautiful Emily starts hitting on him, and an electric first kiss soon leads to them heading back to her place.

But Emily has a secret waiting upstairs: an unfaithful husband who has to be taught a lesson, gagged and chained to a chair in their marital bedroom – and who Jack might know a little better than he was expecting…

With the chance to humiliate his evil boss by screwing his gorgeous wife right there in front of him, how could Jack resist? But is this just an incredible coincidence… or is it all part of Emily’s plan?

This story contains themes of BDSM, female dominance, male submission, cuckolding, chastity, revenge and humiliation.

Sarah’s Cuckold

Whatever she wants, she gets…

Sarah is the light of his life, as well as his wife and Mistress – so when she tells him that she wants to find a real man to make love too, rather than her pathetic worm of a husband, he reluctantly agrees. Of course, he doesn’t expect that he’s the one who’ll have to track this hot stud down for her…

Adam, the man he chooses, can’t believe his luck. From a humiliation in a hotel bar through to their first meeting in an expensive suite, he finds himself drawn to the idea of taking another man’s wife for his own. As soon as he sees her, he knows he has to be with her – but will her sub be able to deal with the torment of seeing what he can no longer have?
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