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In the bustling coastal city of Halverton, where the hum of urban life mingled with the salty tang of the sea, Dave and Mary’s love story began in a flicker of pixels on a dating app. It was three months ago when their profiles matched, a serendipitous algorithm pairing the shy, introspective Dave, 24 with the vivacious and radiant Mary 22. Dave with his quiet demeanor and tendency to linger in the background, was drawn to Mary’s bold confidence, her curvy figure, and the way her laughter seemed to light up the virtual chatroom. Mary, in turn, saw in Dave a canvas of possibility someone whose gentle nature complemented her extroverted spark.

Their first date had been at a cozy seaside cafe, where Dave fidgeted with his coffee cup, his soft brown eyes avoiding hers, while Mary leaned forward, her voice animated, recounting stories of her travels and her love for vibrant, flowing dresses. By the end of the night, she’d already sensed his submissiveness, a quiet willingness to please that intrigued her. She teased him playfully, asking him to pick up the tab with a wink, and Dave, blushing, complied without hesitation. It was the beginning of a dynamic that would define their relationship: Mary, the guiding force, and Dave, content to follow her lead.

Over the next three months, their bond deepened, fueled by late-night texts, weekend adventures, and Mary’s knack for pulling Dave out of his shell. She was a whirlwind of energy, her beauty accentuated by her confidence and the way she carried herself in the colorful dresses she adored each one carefully chosen to highlight her curves. Dave, introverted and reserved, found himself swept up in her world, happy to be her anchor. Mary quickly understood the power she held in their relationship. She’d bat her eyelashes and ask Dave to buy her a new dress or a pair of strappy sandals, and he’d agree, his shy smile betraying how much he enjoyed making her happy. It wasn’t manipulation, not exactly Mary genuinely cared for Dave, but she relished the control, and Dave seemed to thrive under it.

Tonight, though was different. Mary had plans, and they involved pulling Dave further into her orbit than ever before. Her friend Lila was hosting a girls’ night at her stylish loft across town, a gathering of Mary’s closest friends, five women who shared her love for laughter, wine, and unapologetic confidence. Mary had decided, with a mischievous glint in her eye, that Dave would be joining them. “It’ll be fun,” she’d told him over the phone that morning, her tone leaving no room for argument. “You’ll love it. Just be yourself, okay? Well, maybe a little less shy.”

Dave, sitting in his small apartment, had felt a knot of anxiety tighten in his chest. A girls’ night? With Mary’s friends? He pictured himself surrounded by a group of extroverted women, their voices overlapping, their eyes on him as he tried to find something to say. But Mary’s enthusiasm was infectious, and he couldn’t say no to her. He never could.



The evening arrived, and Dave stood outside Lila’s loft, clutching a bottle of rose, Mary had instructed him to bring. He wore a simple navy button-up and jeans, his dark hair neatly combed but his hands fidgeting nervously. Mary, beside him, was a vision in a crimson dress that hugged her curves, her feet adorned with new gold sandals Dave had bought her the week before. Her dark hair cascaded in waves, and her smile was equal parts reassuring and commanding as she squeezed his arm.

“Relax, babe,” she said, her voice warm but firm. “You’re with me. You’ll be fine.”

Dave nodded, swallowing hard and followed her up the stairs. The loft was alive with music and chatter when they entered, the air scented with lavender candles and the tang of citrus cocktails. Lila, a tall blonde with a penchant for dramatic earrings, greeted them with a squeal, pulling Mary into a hug before turning to Dave with a playful smirk.

“So, this is the famous Dave,” Lila said, her eyes scanning him. “Mary’s told us all about you.”

Dave’s cheeks flushed, and he managed a quiet, “Nice to meet you,” as he handed her the wine. The other women—Sasha, Priya, Emma, and Tara were sprawled across plush couches, glasses in hand, their laughter pausing as they sized him up. Mary slipped her arm through Dave’s, guiding him to a seat beside her, her touch both possessive and grounding.

The night unfolded in a blur of conversation, most of it driven by the women. They swapped stories about work, dating disasters, and the latest trends, their voices rising and falling like a symphony. Mary was in her element, her laughter ringing out as she recounted a recent trip to an art gallery, her hand resting on Dave’s knee. Dave, meanwhile, sat quietly, nodding along, offering a shy smile when someone addressed him directly. He felt like an observer in a world that wasn’t his, but Mary’s presence kept him tethered.

As the evening wore on, Mary’s dominance became more apparent. She’d ask Dave to refill her glass, and he’d hop up without hesitation, navigating the unfamiliar kitchen with care. When Tara complimented Mary’s sandals, Mary grinned and nudged Dave. “He got these for me. Has good taste, doesn’t he?” The women laughed, and Dave ducked his head, his blush deepening but a small smile tugging at his lips.

At one point, Lila leaned forward, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “So, Dave, what’s it like keeping up with Mary? She’s a lot, isn’t she?”

The room went quiet, all eyes on him. Dave froze, his heart racing. He glanced at Mary, who raised an eyebrow, clearly enjoying his discomfort. “Uh, she’s... amazing,” he said finally, his voice soft but sincere. “She makes everything... brighter.”

The women cooed, and Mary squeezed his hand, her smile softening. “See? He’s sweet,” she said, and the conversation moved on, but Dave felt a warmth spread through him. He wasn’t sure if he was doing this right, but Mary’s approval was enough.

As the night grew looser, fueled by wine and the warmth of friendship, the conversation took a cheekier turn. Priya, her eyes sparkling with mischief, leaned back on the couch, swirling her glass. “You know what would’ve made this night perfect?” she said, her voice carrying over the music. “We should’ve hired a stripper.”

The room erupted in laughter, and Sasha clapped her hands. “Oh my God, Priya, yes! Why didn’t we think of that?”

Lila, perched on the arm of a chair, grinned wickedly and glanced at Dave, who was sipping his water, trying to blend into the couch. “Well,” she said, her tone dripping with playfulness, “we’ve got a man right here. Dave can strip for us.”

The laughter grew louder, and Dave froze, his glass halfway to his lips. His heart thudded, and he felt every pair of eyes in the room turn to him. Mary, beside him, tilted her head, her lips curving into a mischievous smile. She leaned in close, her voice low but clear enough for everyone to hear. “What do you think, babe? Can you give us a show?”

The room went quiet, the air charged with anticipation. Dave’s face burned, his mind racing. Strip? In front of Mary’s friends? The idea was so far outside his comfort zone it might as well have been on another planet. He opened his mouth, then closed it, his hands gripping his glass tightly. “I... uh...” he stammered, his voice barely audible. He glanced at Mary, searching her eyes for a hint of whether she was serious or just teasing.

Mary’s gaze was steady, her smile playful but with an edge of challenge. She wasn’t backing down, but she wasn’t cruel either, she was testing him, pushing him, the way she always did. The other women watched, some giggling, others leaning forward with curiosity. Priya raised an eyebrow, clearly enjoying the moment, while Emma shot Dave a sympathetic look, as if sensing his discomfort.

“I don’t... I mean, I’m not really...” Dave started, his voice trailing off. He wanted to please Mary, wanted to be the person she saw in him, but the thought of standing up, of shedding his clothes in front of strangers, made his stomach churn. He could feel the weight of their expectations, the pressure to step into Mary’s spotlight, but his shyness held him like an anchor.

Mary’s smile softened, and she squeezed his hand, her touch grounding him. “Hey,” she said, her voice gentler now, though still laced with that commanding edge. “You don’t have to. But you’d be great, you know. You’ve got nothing to be shy about.”

The women erupted in a mix of cheers and teasing “awws,” breaking the tension. Lila tossed a throw pillow at Priya. “You’re scaring him, Pri! Let the poor guy breathe.”

Mary laughed. “Okay, okay, we’ll save the stripping for next time. But Dave, you’re on notice.”

Dave managed a weak laugh, his shoulders relaxing slightly. Mary leaned in, her lips brushing his ear as she whispered, “You’re cute when you’re flustered.” Her words sent a shiver through him, a mix of relief and something warmer, deeper. He was off the hook for now but he knew Mary wasn’t done pushing him. It was part of who she was, part of why he loved her.



It was almost 12 when party ended and everyone parted. Mary took Dave to her apartment. The city hummed outside Mary’s tiny apartment, a faint pulse of neon and traffic seeping through the cracked window. The party had left them buzzed, laughter still clinging to their skin like glitter. Mary kicked off her heels at the door, her bare feet padding across the worn hardwood as she tugged Dave inside. His hand was warm in hers, a little hesitant, like he was still figuring out the rhythm of her world.

“Small, but it’s mine,” she said, gesturing at the cluttered space a sagging sofa, a thrift-store lamp casting a golden glow, and a shelf crammed with books and half-dead plants. Dave smiled, his eyes lingering on her instead of the room. He looked out of place in his neat button-down, like a boy who’d wandered into a fairy tale.

She poured two glasses of cheap red wine, the bottle clinking against the counter. “Next time,” she said, handing him a glass, her voice teasing but sharp, “you’re stripping in front of my friends. They’re dying to see what I’ve been bragging about.” She smirked, watching his face flush, his fingers tightening around the stem.

“Mary, c’mon,” he mumbled, but she was already sinking onto the sofa, crossing her legs with deliberate grace. She sipped her wine, the glass catching the light, and tilted her head. “Practice makes perfect, Dave. Go on. Strip.”

He stood with his cheeks burning, the room suddenly too small. Her gaze was unrelenting, playful but commanding, and he felt the weight of it unravelling him. “Here? Now?” he asked, voice cracking, but she just raised an eyebrow, swirling her wine.

With a shaky breath, he set his glass on the coffee table. His fingers fumbled with the top button of his shirt, then the next, his movements slow, almost apologetic. The fabric parted, revealing the pale curve of his collarbone, the faint shadow of muscle. Mary leaned back, her lips curving, her eyes never leaving him. The shirt fell to the floor, and he hesitated, hands hovering at his belt.

“Keep going,” she said softly, her voice a velvet blade. He swallowed, unbuckling the belt with trembling hands, the leather whispering as it slid free. His jeans followed, pooling at his ankles, leaving him in just his boxers, his skin prickling under her stare. He crossed his arms, then dropped them, unsure what to do with his hands, his shyness a living thing between them.

She took a slow sip of wine, her eyes tracing him like a painter memorizing a canvas. “Not bad,” she murmured. The city’s hum faded, and for a moment, it was just them her, cross-legged and untouchable and him, bare and vulnerable, caught in the orbit of her gaze.

The air in Mary’s apartment felt thicker now, charged with the quiet tension of Dave’s exposed vulnerability.  She lounged on the sofa, one leg still crossed over the other, her wine glass dangling lazily from her fingers. The mischievous glint in her eyes hadn’t faded it had sharpened.

“Dave,” she said, her voice low and teasing, like she was sharing a secret. “I want you to touch yourself.”

His breath caught, a small, startled sound. “What?” he stammered, his hands twitching at his sides as if they’d forgotten how to move. He searched her face, half-hoping she was joking, but the curve of her lips told him she wasn’t.

“You heard me,” she said, tilting her head, her dark hair spilling over one shoulder. “Go on. Show me.”

Dave’s face burned, his heart hammering so loud he was sure she could hear it. He hesitated, his fingers brushing the waistband of his boxers, then slowly pushed them down, letting them fall to the floor. He stood bare before her, his shyness a tangible weight. With a trembling hand, he reached down, wrapping his fingers around his dick. His movements were tentative, almost reluctant, a slow shake that made his cheeks flame brighter.

Mary giggled, the sound light and wicked, bubbling up like champagne. “Oh, come on, Dave,” she said, leaning forward slightly, her eyes sparkling with amusement. “Faster.”

He swallowed hard, his hand moving quicker, the rhythm unsteady but obedient. His breathing grew shallow, his eyes flickering to her face, then away, unable to hold her gaze. The sofa creaked as she shifted, her giggle fading into a soft hum of approval. The room seemed to shrink around them, the city’s distant hum drowned out by the sound of his ragged breaths.

His movements grew more desperate, his body tensing as he neared the edge. His eyes squeezed shut, a low groan escaping his lips. But just as he teetered on the brink, Mary’s voice cut through, sharp and playful. “Stop.”

His eyes flew open, his hand freezing mid-motion. She was smiling, a mischievous, cat-like grin that made his stomach twist. “Not yet,” she said, her tone dripping with delight. She sipped her wine, her eyes locked on his, savoring the way he stood there, caught and trembling, entirely at her mercy.

With a slow, deliberate movement, she uncrossed her legs and parted them, her short dress riding up to reveal the thin strap of her thong.

“Come closer, Dave,” she said, her voice a velvet purr, laced with authority. “Kneel.”

Dave’s heart thudded, a mix of desire and humiliation churning in his chest. He felt small under her gaze, weak in a way that both unnerved and enthralled him. His knees buckled almost involuntarily as he took a hesitant step forward, then another, until he was standing before her. Slowly, he sank to the floor, his bare knees pressing into the rough hardwood, his eyes fixed on the ground.

“Good boy,” she murmured, her tone teasing but firm. She took a sip of wine, the glass glinting as she tilted her head. “Now, take off my panties.”

His hands shook as he reached up, his fingers brushing the soft skin of her thighs. The fabric of her thong was delicate, almost insubstantial, and he fumbled slightly as he hooked his fingers under the straps. He pulled slowly, his breath hitching as the thin material slid down her legs, revealing her completely. He set the thong aside, his face burning, the weight of her stare pressing down on him.

Mary’s lips curled into a satisfied smile. She shifted slightly, settling more comfortably into the sofa, one hand still cradling her wine. “Eat me,” she said, her voice low and direct, leaving no room for hesitation.

Dave’s pulse raced, his humiliation mingling with a strange, aching need to please her. He leaned forward, his hands resting lightly on her thighs, and pressed his lips to her pussy. Mary sighed softly, her free hand tangling in his hair, guiding him with gentle insistence. He worked slowly, his tongue exploring her, each movement drawing a quiet hum of approval from her lips. She sat above him, regal and unhurried, sipping her wine as he knelt between her legs, lost in the act of surrender.

Dave’s knees ached against the hardwood floor, the rough grain digging into his skin as he knelt between Mary’s legs. Her pussy, lightly dusted with hair, was warm and musky, and he had tasted every bit of it, his tongue tracing her contours with a mix of reverence and submission. Half an hour had passed, though time felt blurred, each minute stretching under the weight of her soft moans and the occasional tug of her fingers in his hair. Mary still cradling her wine glass, her body relaxed but commanding, her eyes half-lidded with pleasure.

Finally, her breath hitched, her thighs tensing around him. A low, shuddering moan escaped her lips as she exploded, her juices slick on his face, warm and tangy. Dave stayed still, his heart pounding, his own arousal a quiet ache he didn’t dare address. Mary exhaled, a satisfied hum, and set her wine glass on the coffee table. She rose from the sofa, her dress falling back into place, and glanced down at him with a lazy, approving smile.

“That was a good one, Dave,” she said, her voice warm but edged with that familiar teasing lilt. She stepped past him, her bare feet silent on the floor, and disappeared into the bathroom, the door clicking shut behind her.

Dave remained on the floor, his face still wet, his body humming with a strange mix of humiliation and exhilaration. The apartment was quiet now, save for the faint drip of the bathroom faucet and the distant pulse of the city outside. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, his thoughts spiraling. The girls’ party Mary had mentioned loomed in his mind like a storm cloud. Would she really make him strip in front of her friends? The thought sent a fresh wave of heat to his cheeks, his stomach twisting with dread and a flicker of something else—curiosity, maybe, or the pull of her unpredictable game.



The week had crawled by, each day heavy with anticipation, and when Saturday arrived, Dave’s phone buzzed with Mary’s name lighting up the screen. “Get ready for the women’s get-together tonight,” she said, her voice bright but carrying that familiar edge of mischief. “Be at my place by six.” She hung up before he could respond, leaving his heart pounding in his chest. Was this the party? The one where she’d make him strip? The thought churned in his mind, a mix of dread and nervous curiosity tightening his throat.

By seven, Dave stood outside Mary’s apartment, his palms sweaty as he adjusted his collar. She emerged, radiant in a short, sleeveless skirt that hugged her curves, her bare arms catching the fading daylight. “Ready?” she asked, her lips curling into a knowing smile. He nodded, words failing him, and they slid into a taxi, the city blurring past as they headed to Priya’s place.

The apartment was alive with chatter and laughter when they arrived, the air thick with perfume and the clink of wine glasses. About ten women lounged across Priya’s stylish living room, sprawled on plush couches and leaning against a sleek bar counter. Fairy lights strung along the walls cast a warm glow, and music pulsed softly in the background. Priya, tall and elegant in a silk blouse, greeted them at the door with a wide smile. “Mary! And Dave,” she said, her eyes lingering on him, her tone playful. “So glad you could make it.”

The other women turned, their gazes locking onto Dave, their smiles ranging from curious to outright amused. Some raised their wine glasses in a mock toast, others whispered to each other, their eyes glinting with interest. Dave’s face heated, his discomfort prickling like static under his skin. He felt exposed, even fully clothed, as if they all knew something he didn’t. Mary’s hand brushed his arm, a small gesture that felt both reassuring and possessive, and she led him into the room, her stride confident.

“Relax,” she whispered, her breath warm against his ear, but her smile was wicked, and Dave’s stomach twisted. Was this it? Would she call him out, make him strip in front of these women, their wine glasses glinting like spotlights? He stood awkwardly by her side, his heart racing, as the women’s laughter swirled around him, pulling him deeper into the night’s uncertain game.

The room buzzed with energy, the women’s voices weaving through the soft music and clinking glasses. Lila, approached Dave first, her wine glass tilting slightly in her hand. “Dave, how you holding up?” she asked, her tone light but probing, her gaze flicking over him like she was sizing up a puzzle.

“I’m... okay,” Dave stammered, his voice catching as he tried to sound casual. The words felt clumsy, and a ripple of laughter spread through the group, not cruel but knowing, as if they were all in on a joke he hadn’t quite grasped. His cheeks burned, and he shoved his hands into his pockets, wishing he could shrink into the sleek decor of Priya’s apartment.

Nancy, joined in, offering him a playful nudge. “You’re cute when you’re nervous,” she said, winking as she sipped her wine. The other women, some leaning against the bar, others lounging on the couches, chimed in with warm greetings, their smiles both welcoming and unnerving. Dave felt like a specimen under glass, their eyes tracking his every move.

The night rolled on, the group sinking deeper into their wine, the conversation flowing from gossip to work to half-forgotten inside jokes. Plates of snacks, olives, cheese, and crackers circulated and Dave found himself trailing Mary like a shadow. “Dave, grab me another glass of red,” she’d say, her tone casual but firm, or, “Can you get those napkins from the kitchen?” He obeyed each time, weaving through the crowd, the weight of their glances pressing against him. The tasks were small, but they kept him tethered to her, a quiet reminder of her control.

Mary moved through the room with ease, laughing with Priya, teasing Lila, her presence magnetic. Every so often, she’d glance at Dave, her eyes glinting with that familiar mischief, and his stomach would twist. Was this the moment? Would she call him out, demand he strip as she’d promised? The uncertainty gnawed at him.

The hum of conversation in Priya’s apartment dipped as Priya leaned close to Mary, her lips brushing Mary’s ear with a whispered secret. Mary gives a slow nod signaling her approval. The room’s energy shifted, the air growing taut with anticipation. Mary stood, her short skirt catching the fairy lights’ glow, and raised her wine glass, tapping it lightly with a manicured nail. The sharp tink silenced the chatter, drawing every eye to her.

“Ladies,” Mary announced, her voice clear and commanding, a smile playing on her lips. “This is the moment you’ve all been waiting for. My boyfriend Dave is going to strip for you.”

A wave of cheers and playful coos erupted, the women clapping and laughing, their wine glasses glinting as they raised them in excitement. Lila whooped, Nancy let out a teasing whistle, and the others leaned forward, their faces alight with delight. Dave, seated awkwardly on the edge of a couch, felt his blood turn to ice. His face flushed a deep crimson, his heart hammering so loud he was sure they could hear it. He was frozen, his body refusing to move, his mind reeling with the reality of Mary’s words.

“Come on, Dave,” Mary called, her tone light but laced with that familiar authority, her eyes locking onto his. She beckoned him with a tilt of her head, her smile both encouraging and unrelenting.

Dave’s legs felt like lead as he stood, his movements slow and unsteady, as if he were wading through a dream. He shuffled toward Mary, his palms sweaty, his breath shallow. The women rearranged themselves, settling into their seats with the eager focus of an audience before a movie, their eyes fixed on him. Some sipped their wine, others leaned forward, their smiles ranging from playful to predatory. The weight of their gazes pressed against him, and butterflies churned in his stomach, wild and relentless.

He stopped beside Mary, his body tense, his hands twitching at his sides. She reached out, brushing his arm lightly, her touch both grounding and electrifying. “You’ve got this,” she whispered, just for him, but the mischief in her eyes told him she was savoring every second of his nervousness. The room waited, alive with expectation, as Dave stood on the edge of her command, the spotlight of their attention burning brighter than ever.
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