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Mike Hassel,

thirty four, lay on his side of the bed propped against two pillows, the thin volume of fantasy literature resting open on his chest. His narrow shoulders made his frame appear smaller than his six foot height, the glasses perched on his nose catching the soft lamplight as he occasionally glanced away from the page. Beside him, Rosa, thirty three, had her own paperback propped against her drawn up knees, the thin cotton of her tank top hinting at the soft curves beneath. Her brunette hair was pulled back in a loose ponytail, tendrils escaping to frame her face as she read.

The only sounds in their bedroom were the gentle rustle of turning pages and the distant hum of the refrigerator. Mike felt the familiar comfort of their nightly ritual, the silence between them companionable rather than strained.

Rosa marked her page with a finger and turned toward him, the sheet pooling around her waist. Mike looked up, adjusting his glasses. Her eyes met his, dark and warm in the dim light. Without a word, she leaned in and pressed her lips against his. The kiss was soft at first, then deepened as she shifted closer, her hand coming to rest on his cheek.

Mike responded immediately, his book forgotten, slipping onto the mattress as he turned to face her fully. His palm found the curve of her hip, then slid lower to the generous swell of her ass clad only in the delicate lace of her thong. He squeezed gently, feeling the soft flesh give under his touch. Rosa sighed into his mouth, her fingers threading into his hair as she pressed her body against his.

The kiss grew more urgent, tongues exploring, breath mingling in the warm space between them. Mike's other hand moved to cup her breast through the thin fabric of her top, his thumb brushing against the nipple that began to harden at his touch. Rosa arched into his palm, a soft sound escaping her throat.

They broke apart for a moment, both breathing heavily, their faces inches apart in the lamplight. Rosa's cheeks were flushed, her lips swollen from their kisses. Mike watched her, his heart beating faster, his earlier thoughts of his book vanished completely.

"Rosa," he whispered, his voice rough.

She answered by pulling him in again, her mouth claiming his with renewed hunger. His hand roamed over the soft flesh of her ass, fingers tracing the curve where cheek met thigh. He grew bolder, teasing along the delicate edge of her thong, then inching lower toward the sensitive valley between. The pad of his finger brushed lightly against her tight opening, feeling the subtle give of skin that resisted and yielded in equal measure.

As he applied the slightest pressure, preparing to explore further, Rosa's body tensed against his. She shifted slightly, pushing back against his touch in what might have been invitation.

"Wait," she breathed, her voice barely audible against his mouth. "Stop there."

Mike froze, his finger poised at her entrance. The warmth that had been spreading through his chest cooled instantly, the urgent rhythm of his heart stumbling in his chest. He slowly withdrew his hand, placing it instead on the curve of her hip, the unspoken rejection hanging between them heavier than any words could have been.

Rosa pulled back slightly, her hand still resting on his cheek but her eyes avoiding his. She spoke softly, her voice barely above a whisper. "You know that's off limits, Mike."

He swallowed, the words catching in his throat. "I know. I'm sorry." His fingers flexed against her hip, then stilled. "I just... I wish you were more adventurous sometimes. More kinky."

Rosa's gaze met his then, her expression unreadable. "That's not who I am, Mike. You know that." She shook her head, her ponytail brushing against her shoulder. "I'm not into anal games or anything like that. I never have been."

His voice dropped lower, barely audible in the quiet room. "Sometimes I wish... I wish you'd try something different. Even with me." He paused, gathering courage. "Like touching me there. Or... or I could submit to you. Maybe you could peg me, or..." Another pause. "Or cage me."

Rosa shifted away from him completely now, sitting up against the headboard. The flush had left her cheeks, replaced by a pale tightness around her mouth. "Disgusting," she whispered, then louder, "Those are disgusting things to want, Mike." She crossed her arms over her chest, creating a barrier between them. "If that's what you want, if you want those things, then you'll need to find another woman to do them with."

Mike's voice trembled as he apologized, the words tumbling out in a rush. "I'm sorry, Rosa, I swear I won't mention it again." His fingers trembled as he reached for her thong, pushing the delicate lace aside to expose her soft folds. The scent of her arousal still lingered in the air despite her rejection. He circled her entrance with his thumb, testing her readiness, his other hand stroking her thigh in what he hoped was a placating gesture.

Rosa's hand shot out and grabbed his wrist, her grip surprisingly firm. "Stop it," she said, her voice flat. "The mood's gone, Mike. Completely gone." She pushed his hand away, the rejection stinging more than if she'd slapped him. Without another word, she swung her legs over the side of the bed and padded toward the bathroom, her footsteps soft on the carpet.

Mike lay frozen on his back, listening to the sounds of her routine—the scrape of her toothbrush, the spit and rinse of water. The intimacy of those domestic sounds only emphasized the chasm that had opened between them. When she returned, the bathroom light clicked off, plunging the room into near darkness. She slipped into bed without a word, turning her back to him. Mike stared at the ceiling, the weight of his unwanted desires crushing him in the familiar darkness of their bedroom.

The morning after was brittle with silence. Mike dressed without looking at Rosa, the rasp of his belt buckle too loud in the quiet room. Rosa sat at the kitchen table, a coffee cup cradled between her palms, steam rising in a thin spiral. Neither spoke as he grabbed his keys from the hook by the door, his shoes echoing on the hardwood. The click of the latch behind him felt final, a punctuation to the words left unsaid.

When Mike arrived at work, his mind churned with humiliation from the previous night's rejection. Rosa's words echoed in his head, each syllable a fresh wound. She had dismissed every kink he'd dared to mention, his deepest desires labeled disgusting in the quiet of their bedroom. The memory made his shoulders curl inward as he sat at his desk, the weight of inadequacy pressing down on his narrow frame.

His cock, already pathetically small in his estimation, seemed to shrink further with each replay of their conversation. Rosa had once compared him unfavorably to her ex, mentioning how his compact size failed to satisfy her fully. "Sometimes I can barely feel you, Mike," she had said during one particularly hurtful argument, her voice flat rather than angry. "When you're inside me, it's like you're barely there at all."

The shame of that statement still burned through him. He imagined her wide hips, her full ass, the depth he could never properly reach. In those moments when she complained of being unsatisfied, Mike's inadequacy felt like a physical force, crushing his chest until he could barely breathe.

Yet, twisted and shameful as it was, a part of him secretly thrilled at the humiliation. There was a perverse pleasure in her dismissiveness, in knowing he failed to measure up. When she told him he wasn't big enough, when she mentioned that his slender frame lacked the power to fuck her the way she truly wanted, something dark and hungry stirred within him. It was as if her very rejection awakened a submissive need he hadn't known existed, a desire to be diminished, to be found wanting, to be used by someone who saw him as less than a man.

Mike's eyes glazed over as he stared at his computer screen, the IT support tickets blurring into meaningless lines of text. His mind kept replaying last night's rejection, Rosa's disgusted whisper of "disgusting" echoing in his head. His fingers hovered over the keyboard, then drifted to his phone.

He found himself typing "submissive dating" into the search bar, his heart thudding against his ribs. A BDSM dating app appeared in the results, its minimalist design unassuming despite its purpose. Before he could talk himself out of it, Mike downloaded it, his palms sweating as he created a profile.

For his photo, he selected one he'd taken last summer at the beach, standing with his back to the camera. The tight speedo hugged his narrow hips and emphasized his flat buttocks, leaving little to the imagination while hiding his face. He uploaded it with trembling fingers.

In the bio section, Mike typed slowly, deliberately. "34-year-old submissive male seeking dominant partner." His thumb hovered over the keyboard as he listed his kinks, each confession feeling both terrifying and liberating. "Humiliation, orgasm control, pegging, anal play, chastity."

He paused, then scrolled down to the physical attributes section. Height: 5'8". Age: 34. His cursor landed on the penis size field. Mike had measured his penis some weeks ago, the tape measure feeling like an instrument of judgment. Five and a half inches when fully erect, maybe even smaller if he was being honest with himself. He typed "5.5 inches" then backspaced, his thumb hovering over the delete key. Finally, he selected "small" from the dropdown menu, the word settling in his stomach like a stone.

Mike hit save before he could change his mind, his breath catching as the app notified him his profile was now live.

Mike began browsing the app, his eyes scanning through the profiles. Women of all ages filled his screen, from barely legal girls to experienced mistresses in their fifties. Submissives seeking dominants, dominants seeking subs, couples looking for thirds. Each profile revealed new kinks and fetishes he'd never imagined. He drafted several messages, his fingers hovering over the send button before finally committing. Nothing came back. His inbox remained empty, each passing minute deepening the sting of rejection.

The hours at his desk blurred into a monotonous rhythm of troubleshooting tickets and avoiding eye contact with coworkers. Mike had nearly forgotten about the app until his phone buzzed at three PM, the vibration jarring against the polished wood of his workstation. With trembling fingers, he unlocked the device, his eyes widening as he saw the notification. A message from Mistress Luna.

Mike opened the app, his breath catching as her profile loaded. Thirty seven years old, Black, and utterly breathtaking. Her photo showed a confident woman leaning against a mahogany bar, one hand on her hip, the other holding a glass of red wine. His gaze drifted down, taking in the magnificent proportions of her body. A thick, powerful ass strained against the fabric of her tight dress, her hips flaring dramatically from a narrow waist. Despite her fitness, her breasts were large and heavy, their weight evident even through the fabric of her dress. Her face was stunning, full lips curved into a knowing smirk, dark eyes that seemed to see right through the screen and into his soul. Mike had to swallow hard, his throat suddenly dry as a bone.

He scrolled down to her preferences, his heart hammering against his ribs. SPH, small penis humiliation. Handjobs, with teasing and denial. Pegging and ass worship. Each kink listed was a direct hit on the shameful desires he'd only admitted to himself in the darkest hours of the night. His cock stirred in his pants, a pathetic response to the promise of degradation. A cocktail of nerves, stress, and raw excitement coursed through him.

Her message was simple, yet packed with implicit meaning. "Hey, how are you boy?"

The word "boy" sent a jolt through him, a thrill that made his entire body tense with anticipation. He read it again, his eyes lingering on that single word that so effortlessly established their dynamic. Mike's fingers hovered over the keyboard, sweat beading on his upper lip as he contemplated his response. Panic flared in his chest. He scrolled back up to her profile, eyes snagging on her height: 186 centimeters. A wave of nerves washed over him, hot and sharp, mingling with the thrill that had been building since her message appeared. She towered over him, a fact that made his pulse hammer against his ribs. His fingers trembled above the keyboard, a cocktail of fear and exhilaration coursing through his veins. He took a breath, then typed his reply. "Hi, all good here."

His phone buzzed again, another message from Mistress Luna materializing on the screen. Mike's fingers trembled as he tapped to open it, his breath catching in his throat.

"Time for proof" her text began, each word a deliberate strike against his pride. "Send me a picture of that pathetic little cock of yours."

Mike's heart hammered against his ribs, a frantic rhythm that matched the sudden rush of blood to his groin. Her next message followed almost immediately.

"I have a special fondness for white boys with tiny dicks," she wrote. "You know why? Because you're not real men. You're just toys for women like me to play with."

A shudder ran through Mike's body, a cocktail of shame and arousal that made him light-headed. He read her final message, his eyes wide.

"Show me that little nub between your legs. I want to see exactly how inadequate you are."

Panic and arousal warred within him, his heart pounding as he typed a response. "I need to see if you're real first." His thumb hovered over send, pulse thrumming in his throat.

Her reply came back instantly, decisive and authoritative: "Send the photo, and we can FaceTime after that." Mike's palms grew slick as he typed back, his fingers trembling over the screen. "What... what do you want from me?" The question hung in the air between his desk and wherever she was, a plea and a challenge all at once.

Mistress Luna's response was immediate, her words materializing with a sharp buzz. "Where are you right now, boy?"

"At work," Mike typed, his heart thudding against his ribs. The office around him faded to a blur of cubicles and distant phone rings.

"Good." Her reply made him swallow hard. "Go to the restroom. Stand in front of the mirror. I want two pictures. One of that pathetic little cock of yours, and another of your ass." Her next message followed before he could process the first one. "Don't keep me waiting."

Mike's hands shook as he pocketed his phone and pushed away from his desk. Each step down the carpeted hallway felt like a mile, the soft thud of his sneakers impossibly loud in his ears. He ducked into the men's room, grateful to find it empty. The fluorescent lights hummed overhead as he locked himself in the handicapped stall, the larger space giving him room to maneuver.

With trembling hands, he unbuckled his belt and let his trousers drop to his knees. His underwear followed, pooling around his ankles as he faced the full-length mirror on the stall door. His reflection stared back—pale, narrow-shouldered, his cock already semi-hard despite his nerves, barely five inches against his thigh. He raised his phone, the camera flash glinting off the polished metal of the stall latch as he captured the humiliating image.

Mike turned then, presenting his backside to the mirror. He bent slightly at the waist, spreading his cheeks to reveal his tight opening as instructed. Another flash, another damning photo captured. His fingers fumbled as he attached both images to his message, his thumb hovering over the send button before finally committing. The app showed both photos delivered, read receipts appearing instantly beneath them. He redressed quickly, his hands still shaking as he washed them at the sink, his reflection in the mirror showing a man simultaneously terrified and exhilarated by what he had just done. Guilt twisted his stomach into knots, but beneath it churned an unfamiliar thrill. No one had ever spoken to him that way before, commanded him with such casual authority. As panic set in, his phone buzzed again.

"What's your number?" she'd written.

His fingers flew across the screen, digits tumbling out before he could second-guess himself. "Here," he typed, adding quickly, "You can WhatsApp me if that's easier."Her reply was a single word: "Good."

He sent his number, his heart hammering against his ribs. Barely ten seconds passed before his phone buzzed again—this time with an incoming WhatsApp call. The sound echoed in the tiled bathroom as he stood frozen, his hands hovering over the device. With trembling fingers, he swiped to answer, the screen flashing to life with her face.

Mistress Luna filled his small screen, even more stunning than her profile picture. She sat at a wooden table in a bustling coffee shop, a cappuccino steaming before her. Her dark eyes locked onto his through the camera, a knowing smirk playing on her full lips.

"Hello, boy," she said, her voice a smooth, rich alto that vibrated through his phone and straight to his groin. "I trust you're still in the restroom where you belong?"

Before he could respond, she rotated the phone, revealing a companion at her table. A woman in her early fifties, with silver-streaked blonde hair and sharp blue eyes that seemed to pierce through the screen. She wore expensive-looking pearls and a silk blouse, her posture elegant and unyielding.

"This is my friend, Eleanor," Mistress Luna announced, her voice tinged with amusement. "She's been dying to see the little white boy who's so desperate for a Black woman's attention."

Panic seized Mike's throat, his breath catching in his chest. His eyes darted between the two women, their faces expectant, judgmental. He could feel sweat beading on his upper lip, his hands growing slick where he gripped his phone.

Mistress Luna brought the camera back to her face, her expression unreadable. "What's wrong, boy? Cat got your tongue?"

She watched him for a long moment, her dark eyes narrowing. Then, to his utter shock, a genuine smile softened her features. "You know," she said, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper, "you're actually much cuter than I imagined."

A wave of relief washed over Mike so intense it left him dizzy. His shoulders, which had been hunched around his ears, relaxed slightly.

"Blushing already?" Mistress Luna chuckled, the sound warm and rich. "I can see the color rising on those pale cheeks of yours. That's good. I like knowing I affect you so easily."

She glanced over at Eleanor, who gave a small, approving nod. "Eleanor agrees. She says you have the kind of face that looks best when it's flustered and desperate."

Mike's cock stirred in his pants, a pathetic response to their casual humiliation. He swallowed hard, trying to find his voice.

"Thank... thank you, Mistress," he managed to say, the words coming out as a breathy whisper.

Mistress Luna's smile widened, revealing perfect white teeth. "Oh, we're going to have so much fun, little boy. So much fun indeed."

Mistress Luna's smirk widened as she brought the phone closer to her face, her voice dropping to a husky whisper that vibrated through the speaker.

"You know, Eleanor absolutely loved that picture of your ass," she said, her dark eyes dancing with amusement. "Especially how you spread those pale cheeks for us. She couldn't stop laughing at how desperate you looked, exposing that tight little hole like the bitch you are."

Mike felt his face flush hotter, his heart hammering against his ribs as Luna continued.

"She said it's amazing how quickly a white boy like you submits to a powerful Black woman," Luna purred, her fingers stroking the rim of her coffee cup. "Eleanor's looking forward to watching me break you in properly. She wants to see me stretch that pretty pink asshole of yours until you're begging for mercy."

Shock seized Mike, his mind reeling at the thought of this elegant stranger—this "Eleanor"—studying the most compromising photo he'd ever taken. He was a married man. A husband. This had spiraled far beyond his control.

He needed to stop this. Now.

Before he could form the words, Luna's voice cut through his panic, smooth and decisive. "That's all for now, boy."

Mike blinked, her words landing like a final stamp on the situation.

"I'll be in touch," she added, her tone leaving no room for argument. The screen went black before he could respond, leaving him alone with the echo of her voice and the stark reality of what he'd just done.

Mike slipped back into his cubicle, the familiar gray walls feeling suddenly suffocating. He lowered himself into his chair, his movements stiff as he silenced WhatsApp notifications. The phone screen went dark, but Mistress Luna's face remained burned behind his eyes.

At 5 PM sharp, Mike grabbed his jacket and fled the office. The drive home passed in a blur of taillights and streetlamps, his thoughts circling back to her. That voice, those eyes. She was real. A real woman had seen those photos, spoken to him in that way. The knowledge sent a fresh jolt through his system, his cock stirring against his zipper despite the lingering shame.

When Mike unlocked the front door, the smell of Rosa's cooking—garlic and onions—filled the small entryway. She stood at the stove, her back to him, her dark hair swept up in a messy bun. The sight of her, so domestic and ordinary, made his stomach clench with guilt.

"Hey," she said without turning. "You're late."

"The traffic was bad," Mike lied, his voice raspy.

Rosa slid a spatula under sizzling peppers and onions, her shoulders tense. "Look," she began, her voice softer than he expected, "I'm sorry about last night. I shouldn't have been so harsh."

She turned to face him then, her expression earnest. "But Mike, you have to understand. I'm just not into... that. It doesn't feel right to me."

"It's okay," Mike said, his voice barely above a whisper as he stepped closer to the stove. The aroma of garlic and peppers filled the space between them. "I understand."

Rosa turned back to the pan, a flicker of relief crossing her features. "Good. Now wash up, dinner's almost ready."

As they sat across from each other at their small kitchen table, Mike pushed peppers around his plate while Rosa talked about her day at the clinic. He nodded at the right moments, offered murmured responses, but his mind kept drifting back to the tiled bathroom, to Luna's voice in his ear.

"So what kept you so late, anyway?" Rosa asked, spearing a bell pepper with her fork. "You seemed distracted all evening."

Mike swallowed, his throat suddenly dry. "Just that new project at work," he lied, the words tasting like ash. "Trying to get everything squared away before the weekend."

Rosa nodded, accepting his explanation without question. They finished their meal in a comfortable silence, the clink of forks against plates the only sound between them. But for Mike, every bite was laced with guilt, every casual touch of Rosa's hand across the table a reminder of his betrayal.

"I think I'll read a bit before bed," Mike told Rosa, pushing his chair back from the table.

She barely looked up from where she was loading their plates into the dishwasher. "Okay. Don't stay up too late."

Mike slipped into their bedroom, closing the door quietly behind him. The room felt suffocating, Rosa's scent on the pillows, her discarded cardigan draped over the chair. He sat on the edge of the bed, the mattress dipping beneath his weight, and pulled out his phone. His fingers trembled slightly as he opened WhatsApp.

A string of missed calls and messages from Mistress Luna filled his screen. Panic flared hot and sharp in his chest as he scrolled through them. His breath caught when he reached the last message, sent just minutes ago.

"Are you married?" it read, followed by another that appeared almost instantly. "Tell me the truth, or I'll block you. I always find out eventually."

His throat went dry as sandpaper. He stared at the words, their stark white letters seeming to burn into his retinas. She knew. Somehow, She already knew from his silence, his lack of response. Panic seized him, his thumb hovering over the keyboard. He wanted to meet her—needed to—and the lie caught in his throat. The truth spilled out in a frantic rush.

"Sorry," he typed, "yes, I'm married."

The reply came within minutes, her words sharp and knowing.

"Good," she wrote. "I like married ones. They're much better at obeying." Another message followed before he could process the first. "I can trust that they will because they have more to lose."

Mike lay in bed, the sheets tangled around his legs, when his phone buzzed. Luna's message appeared on the screen: "Lie on your back in missionary position. No underwear. Legs raised, ass exposed. I want to see that pink hole."

His cock stirred against his thigh, already hardening as he processed her words. The command sent a current through him, equal parts shame and exhilaration. Mike slid his boxers down his legs, letting them drop to the floor beside the bed. He lay back, the cool sheets against his skin, and lifted his legs, knees bent toward his chest. The position left him feeling exposed and vulnerable, his most private places on display.

With one hand, he angled his phone camera downward, the flash illuminating the space between his legs. His fingers trembled as he framed the shot, capturing the tight pucker of his ass, the pale skin stretched taut in the awkward position. His cock lay against his stomach, hard and throbbing despite—or perhaps because of—the humiliation.

Just as his thumb hovered over the capture button, footsteps sounded in the hallway. Mike's blood ran cold. The bedroom door creaked open, and Rosa stood there silhouetted in the doorway.

"Mike?" Her voice cut through the darkness. "What are you doing? Why are you naked?"

He fumbled to cover himself, phone falling from his grasp and clattering against the nightstand. "Rosa! I—uh—I was just..."

She flicked on the bedside lamp, her eyes widening as they took in the scene: her husband, legs still partially raised, lying exposed on their bed. "Why don't you have any underwear on?" He scrambled for an explanation, his mind racing. "There's... there's this spot," he stammered, gesturing vaguely at his groin. "In the crease, you know? I was just trying to get a better look at it in the light."

Rosa's brow furrowed, her gaze shifting from his face to the general area he indicated. "A spot? What kind of spot?"

"Red, I think," Mike said, his voice tight with strain. "It's been bothering me all day. I couldn't see it properly with my underwear on."

She tilted her head, considering this. "Let me see," she said, taking a step closer to the bed. Mike flinched as her fingers probed the area he'd indicated, her touch clinical rather than intimate.

"I don't see anything," Rosa said after a moment. "Maybe it's just a rash from the heat."

Relief washed over Mike at her acceptance, though he noted the flicker of skepticism in her eyes. "Yeah," he agreed quickly. "That must be it."

She stood up straight, her expression unreadable. "Put some underwear on," she said, turning to leave. "And tell me if it gets worse."

"I'm going to brush my teeth," Rosa said, her voice muffled as she disappeared into the bathroom.

The moment the door clicked shut, Mike snatched his phone from the nightstand. His fingers flew across the screen, pulling up WhatsApp.

A message from Luna blinked back at him: "Waiting, slut."

Mike's heart hammered against his ribs as he quickly angled the camera, capturing the compromising image he'd been preparing before Rosa interrupted. He attached the photo, his thumb hovering for a split second before hitting send.

"Sorry," he typed, "gotta go to sleep."

A moment later, Luna's reply appeared—a simple thumbs-up emoji. His phone buzzed again, Luna's message appearing on the screen. The words burned into his retinas as he read them, his already half-hard cock twitching against his thigh.

"Mmmm, can't wait to use that ass," she'd written, followed by another message that appeared almost instantly. "And that cock is surely very small and useless."

Mike's face flushed with heat at her casual assessment. Five inches had never felt so inadequate as it did right now, lying exposed on their marital bed. He could almost hear her rich alto voice saying the words, feel the weight of her judgment through the screen.

His hand drifted down to touch himself, fingers wrapping around his shaft. The thought of Luna—her dark eyes, knowing smirk, the authority in her voice—made him throb in his grip. "Useless," she'd called it, and somehow that word made his cock ache with need.

He stared at her message, reading it again and again until the words blurred on the screen. Each time he absorbed the casual humiliation, a fresh wave of arousal washed over him, leaving him breathless and wanting.

The bathroom door clicked open, and Rosa emerged with a toothbrush wedged in her cheek, the bristly sounds of brushing filling the quiet bedroom. She wore nothing but a pair of simple cotton panties that hugged the gentle curve of her hips. Her breasts, full and heavy with soft brown nipples, swayed freely with each step. Mike watched, transfixed, as she approached her dresser.

Bending at the waist to rummage through the bottom drawer, Rosa gave him an unobstructed view of her dangling breasts. They hung like ripe fruit, the pale undersides contrasting with the deep, dusky areolas. The motion sent them swaying in gentle arcs, her nipples brushing occasionally against the cool wood of the drawer front.

Mike's breath hitched in his throat as his cock thickened against his thigh. The sight of his wife's body, so familiar and yet suddenly charged with forbidden electricity, melded with the lingering shame from Luna's messages. Each jiggle of Rosa's breasts seemed to mock him, a natural display of femininity that contrasted sharply with his own submissive posture from moments ago.

He shifted beneath the covers, the sheet tenting slightly as his erection grew harder. The dual sensations of desire and humiliation created a dizzying cocktail in his veins. Part of him wanted to reach out, to touch the swinging globes of flesh before him. But another part—stronger, more insistent—kept him frozen, haunted by Luna's words about his "useless" cock and how she'd prefer to use his ass instead.Rosa straightened up, a simple cotton nightgown in hand. Her eyes caught on the movement beneath the sheet, the distinct outline of his arousal straining against the fabric. The curve of her mouth tightened, and her gaze dropped lower, taking in the length of him through the thin cotton.

Her eyes narrowed. "You're touching yourself," she stated flatly, her voice devoid of any warmth. Mike flinched, his hand freezing mid-stroke where it had been stroking his shaft beneath the covers.

Rosa's lip curled slightly. "Stop it," she commanded, her eyes fixed on the pathetic tent his modest erection created in the sheet. "It's disgusting."

A whine escaped Mike's lips. "Rosa, please," he begged, his voice cracking. "Just... just suck me a little. Please?"

She stared at him for a long moment, her expression a mixture of pity and revulsion. "No," she said, turning away to pull the nightgown over her head. "I'm not doing that tonight."

"I'm going to sleep," she said, her voice flat as she slid under the covers. "If you need to read, you can do it in the living room. I need the light off."

Mike nodded mutely as she clicked off the bedside lamp, plunging the room into darkness. The mattress shifted as Rosa turned her back to him, the silence between them growing thick and heavy. Minutes later, the soft rhythm of her breathing filled the space, steady and even. He lay there in the dark, wide awake, the words she'd spoken echoing in his mind alongside Luna's messages, until the weight of exhaustion finally pulled him under.

Mike woke to the soft rustle of sheets and the warm press of Rosa's body against his back. The morning light filtered through the blinds, casting gentle stripes across the comforter.

"Morning," she murmured, her breath warm against his ear as she wrapped an arm around his waist. Her fingers found his, lacing through them in an unfamiliar gesture of affection.

Mike turned to face her, his eyes adjusting to the dim light. Rosa's expression was softer than he'd seen it in weeks, the tension around her mouth eased. She leaned in, pressing her lips to his in a kiss that lingered just a moment longer than usual.

"I'm sorry about last night," she said, pulling back slightly. "I was too harsh."

Before Mike could respond, Rosa slipped out of bed, returning a moment later with two steaming mugs of coffee. The rich aroma filled the air as she settled back beside him, handing one to Mike.

"I've been thinking," she began, her voice quiet but clear. "About us. About... things."

Mike took a cautious sip of his coffee, watching her over the rim of his mug.

"It's not that I don't love you," Rosa continued, her gaze fixed on a point beyond his shoulder. "I do. But lately, with those... requests... it's put me off. It's made me feel distant, and I haven't been handling it well."

She finally met his eyes, her own looking tired but honest. "I'm sorry for being so cold. I just... I need some time to adjust, I think."

Mike set his mug on the nightstand, the ceramic clinking softly against the wood. He reached for her hand, his fingers wrapping around hers. "Okay," he said, the word feeling inadequate but sincere. "I understand."

"I need to be honest about something," Rosa said, her fingers tightening around his. "I'm not dominant, Mike. I can't do those things you want—the pegging, the humiliation. It's not who I am."

Mike remained silent, his gaze fixed on their joined hands.

"Maybe... maybe I could learn, eventually," she continued, her voice dropping. "But right now, it just feels wrong to me." She paused, taking a shaky breath. "The thing is, I have fantasies too. Just... different ones."

She looked away, her cheeks flushing slightly. "I think about being submissive. Being taken control of." Her voice dropped to near a whisper. "And sometimes I think about... about being with someone bigger."

Mike flinched at her words.

"Your cock is small," she said, her gaze returning to his, her expression almost clinical. "I've tried not to let it matter, but I do fantasize about being with someone who could really fill me up. Someone with a huge cock that could make me feel..." She trailed off, unable to finish.

Heat pooled in Mike's groin at her words, his cock thickening against his thigh. The thought of Rosa—his Rosa—someday submitting to another man while he watched sent a jolt through him.

"I think that's... that's incredibly sexy," he breathed out, his voice rough with desire.

Rosa shook her head, a faint smile touching her lips. "Easy there," she said, squeezing his hand. "Like I said, that's a long way off."

"I love you," Rosa said, her thumb tracing circles over his knuckles. "But I have to be honest about something else."

She took a deep breath, her gaze dropping to their joined hands. "It's... it's been frustrating sometimes. With us."

Mike stayed quiet, waiting.

"Sexually," she clarified, her voice barely above a whisper. "I don't—I don't always finish. And I know it's not just about that, but..." She looked up at him, her eyes searching his face. "Sometimes it feels like you're not really there, you know? Like you're somewhere else in your head."

Mike's throat tightened. He hadn't realized she'd noticed.

"It's not just about your size," Rosa added quickly, as if reading his mind. "It's... it's everything. The connection, the focus. I need to feel like you're fully present with me, not lost in whatever fantasy you're chasing."

She squeezed his hand, her expression softening. "I want us to work on this together. If we're going to fix things, we have to be completely honest with each other. No more secrets."

Mike nodded, the weight of her words settling in his chest. He could feel her gaze on him, open and vulnerable in a way he hadn't seen in years. And beneath the guilt, a spark of hope flickered. Maybe—just maybe—they could find their way back to each other. "What would you think," he asked, his voice low, "if another woman dominated me?"

Rosa's fingers stilled against his knuckles. She withdrew her hand, crossing her arms over her chest. "I'm not ready for that," she said, her tone sharp. "You being with another woman?"

A beat of silence passed between them.

"Maybe someday," she continued, her voice softening slightly. "Maybe... when I'm with someone, you could submit to him."

Mike shook his head. "That's not really what I'm interested in."

Then he asked, "What about another woman dominating you?"

Rosa considered this, her brow furrowed in thought. "I've never really thought about that," she admitted slowly. "Maybe... I could try it sometime." She shifted on the bed, pulling the sheet higher around her shoulders. "But I've never imagined... you know, going down on a woman." Her cheeks flushed at the words, her gaze dropping to the comforter. "I think it would be incredibly hot," Mike said, his voice low, "to see another woman dominate you."

Rosa's cheeks flushed a deeper shade of red, the color spreading down her neck. She pulled the comforter tighter around herself, as if suddenly chilled. "That's... strange to hear," she whispered, shaking her head slowly. "I've always pictured us as a monogamous couple."

Mike opened his mouth to respond, but Rosa held up a hand, cutting him off.

"We need to get up for work," she said, her voice suddenly brisk, businesslike. The morning's intimacy evaporated as she swung her legs over the side of the bed and stood up. "The alarm's going to go off in ten minutes."

Without looking back, she walked toward the closet, leaving Mike alone with his thoughts and the cooling dregs of his coffee.

After a quick breakfast, Mike headed to work. The drive passed in a blur of his morning's revelations—Rosa's honest words, her unexpected desires, the fragile hope that had blossomed between them. He parked in his usual spot, the morning sun glinting off the office building's glass facade.

Inside, the familiar hum of fluorescent lights and keyboards greeted him. Mike settled at his desk, booting up his computer as he sipped the last of his now-cold coffee. Once his screen lit up, his phone vibrated in his pocket.

He pulled it out, his heart rate picking up as he saw the WhatsApp notification. Mistress Luna.

The message blinked onto his screen, stark and commanding: "I know you're married, but I expect you to reply more frequently."

Mike's fingers trembled as he typed back. "Sorry, Mistress. A bit of drama with my wife last night."

The response was immediate, Luna's words cutting through his excuses like a whip: "Don't let your little domestic issues interfere with what I require from you."

A pause, then: "Tell me about her."

Mike's heart raced as he typed out his reply. "Rosa? She's... different from you."

"Explain," Luna commanded.

"She's got this soft, dark hair that falls just past her shoulders. Brown eyes that can be kind, but she keeps them guarded lately. Her body... she's curvy, full in all the right places. Breasts that sway when she walks." Mike hesitated before adding, "She's got these simple cotton panties she wears to bed, nothing special..."

"So she's basic," Luna's reply came back sharp and dismissive. "Plain. Unremarkable. Go on."

"No, she's not—" Mike started, then caught himself. "I mean... yes, she's not like you, Mistress."

"Is she submissive?" Luna's next message made his cock twitch.

"She's never been dominant with me," Mike admitted, his face growing warm. "She... she told me this morning she fantasizes about being controlled. Taken."

A throaty laugh seemed to emanate from the phone itself, Luna's words appearing moments later: "So she wants to be dominated too? How adorable. I suppose you thought you could be the one to give her what she needs?"

Mike's fingers hovered over the screen. "I... I tried. But she rejected me."

"Of course she did," Luna typed. "A woman like that can smell weakness a mile away. She needs a real dominant, not some pathetic little slut who gets hard thinking about being used."

"So what about you?" Luna's next message asked. "Are you capable of being dominant with her?"

"I'm terrible at that," Mike typed honestly. "It's not what I truly crave."

"What do you crave, my little slut?"

"Being controlled," Mike admitted, heart hammering. "Humiliated. Used."

"Perfect," Luna replied. "I'll have you both exactly where I want you soon enough."

"Can you satisfy her?" Luna's message appeared, stark and demanding on the screen.

Mike's fingers froze over his phone. The words sent a jolt through him, a mixture of shame and unwanted arousal that made his throat tighten. He stared at his reflection in the dark screen—face flushed, eyes wide with vulnerability.

"No," he typed back, the single word feeling inadequate yet painfully honest. "I don't think I can anymore."

Luna's next message flickered onto his screen. "I'll want to meet you soon," she typed, "but not today. I'll let you know."

As the workday dragged on, Mike found himself repeatedly opening the BDSM app, his thumb scrolling back to Luna's profile. No face pictures there—he'd already seen her face, but her public profile held other treasures.

She was stunning. The photos she'd shared showed glimpses of her body—curves that made his mouth dry, an ass that looked perfect for worship. Among the images were displays of kinky toys: leather restraints, sleek dildos, and various implements that made his breath catch.

Her bio caught his eye again: "I enjoy teasing small cocks until their owners beg for release." The words sent a familiar heat pooling in his groin.

The drive home became a torturous loop in his mind. Luna's command—"I'll have you both exactly where I want you soon enough"—replayed with each rotation of his tires. The thrill of it still buzzed under his skin, but a different sensation was growing heavier in his gut: guilt. Each time Luna's words surfaced, Rosa's face from that morning followed, her expression vulnerable as she confessed her own desires.

He hadn't just hidden his submissive nature from her; he'd handed its control to someone else. Someone he'd never met. The betrayal felt fresh and raw, even as the thought of Luna's power made his pulse quicken.

When Mike walked in, the scent of garlic and tomatoes hit him. Rosa was at the stove, her hips swaying to some silent rhythm as she stirred a pot of sauce. She'd tied her dark hair up in a loose bun, a few strands escaping to curl at the nape of her neck. She hummed a tune, off-key but cheerful, moving with an energy he hadn't seen from her in months.

"What's got you so happy?" Mike asked, leaning against the counter opposite her.

Rosa turned, a bright smile lighting up her face. She tapped the wooden spoon against the edge of the pot, sending a small spatter of sauce onto the stove. "I've been thinking about this morning," she said, her voice light. "About... well, about telling you. It feels good to not be hiding things anymore."

She set the spoon down and moved closer, her smile softening. "I know it's strange, and I know we have a lot to figure out, but for the first time in a long time, it feels like we're being honest. That makes me happy."

Mike's throat tightened. The contrast between her open relief and his own secret life was a physical ache. He forced a smile, the corners of his mouth feeling foreign. "Yeah," he managed. "It's good."

Rosa leaned in, her eyes searching his. "We're really going to try, right? To be honest with each other? About everything?"

"Everything," Mike echoed, the word tasting like ash in his mouth.Rosa talked about her day at the hospital, her voice animated as she described a particularly challenging case. "Mrs. Henderson in room 204," she said, shaking her head with a small smile, "you'd think she was running a marathon, not recovering from hip surgery. Kept trying to sneak out of bed to 'stretch her legs'." The evening unfolded in comfortable rhythms. While she spoke, Mike found himself brushing his fingers against her arm, then her waist, each touch lingering a moment longer. Later, as they settled on the sofa to watch TV, Rosa shifted closer, her head finding his shoulder. Mike's hand traced idle patterns along her back, rising and falling with each breath. The line of her neck drew his gaze, and when he leaned in to press his lips there, she tilted her head, offering more. The kiss deepened, soft and unhurried. When the credits rolled on the ten o'clock news, Rosa stirred, her voice low against his ear. "Time for bed." They moved through the quiet house, brushing teeth, changing into pajamas, the domestic rituals feeling different tonight—less routine, more connected. They slid under the covers, Rosa's body warm beside his. In the darkness, the silence between them wasn't heavy, but peaceful, and soon, the steady rhythm of their breathing filled the room.

He woke to an empty bed, the sheets still warm where Rosa had been. A note on the nightstand in her familiar slant—Early shift, love you—scented faintly with her perfume. Mike ran his thumb over the indentation her head had left in the pillow before reaching for his phone. The screen lit up with a notification from Luna.

Hotel Bristol. Room 405. 12:00. Be there.

Mike's heart hammered against his ribs. He read the message again, then typed back with trembling fingers, "Why a hotel room?"

The reply came instantly, sharp and dismissive: "Just be there."

A current of excitement surged through him, hot and potent. He rose, padding to the kitchen for coffee, Luna's command echoing with each step. Outside, the sun was barely rising, but already his day had been irrevocably altered.

The drive to work became a torturous loop in Mike's mind. Each rotation of his tires brought Luna's command to the surface: Hotel Bristol. Room 405. 12:00. Be there. His fingers tightened on the steering wheel, the leather creaking under his grip. Should he go? Could he? The question throbbed in his temples with each pulse of his heart.

At his desk, Mike stared at his computer screen, the words blurring before his eyes. He tried to focus on the quarterly reports, but his thoughts kept drifting to Luna—her commanding messages, her stunning photos, her promise to have them both "exactly where I want you." His stomach churned, equal parts anticipation and dread. Every ping of his phone made him jump, though none were from her.

By mid-morning, Mike had gotten nothing done. He stood by the window, looking down at the street below. People walked by, oblivious to the war raging inside him. The clock on his phone showed 11:17. Forty-three minutes until the meeting he was both terrified of and desperately wanted. His throat felt dry, palms sweaty as he wiped them on his trousers. Should he go? Really go? The question circled again, no closer to an answer than when he'd first woken up.

Panic clawed at Mike's throat as he snatched his jacket from the back of his office chair. His fingers fumbled with the sleeves, clumsy with adrenaline. The elevator ride down to the parking garage stretched into an eternity, each floor dinging past like a countdown to execution. Behind the wheel of his car, he gripped the steering wheel so tightly his knuckles bleached white. Hotel Bristol. Room 405. 12:00. Be there. The command pulsed in his blood, a terrifying beat he couldn't escape.

The Hotel Bristol rose before him, a gleaming monolith of glass and steel. Mike craned his neck, taking in the grand entrance, the uniformed doorman, the constant stream of expensive cars depositing the wealthy and important. His hands were slick on the wheel. This was a mistake. This was insane. He should turn around. But Luna's command held him fast, a leash pulling him from the car and toward the revolving doors.

Inside, the lobby was a cacophony of hushed luxury. Plush carpets swallowed the sound of his footsteps, and the air smelled of money and subtle perfume. His cheap office shoes felt loud and clumsy against the polished marble floors. He spotted the elevator bank and made a beeline for it, his heart a frantic drum against his ribs. The car arrived with a soft chime, and he stepped inside, immediately jabbing the button for the fourth floor.

Nothing happened.

The button didn't light up. The doors didn't close. He jabbed it again, harder. A low hum emanated from the panel, but the elevator remained stubbornly inactive. "Key card required for floors 3-5," a cool, disembodied voice announced. A hot flush of shame crept up his neck. Of course. Suites on the fourth floor wouldn't be accessible to just anyone.

He was about to step back out, to retreat and pretend this never happened, when the elevator doors slid open to reveal the doorman. The man was tall, impeccably dressed in a maroon tailcoat and gloves, his face impassive. His eyes, however, were sharp, and they landed on Mike with unnerving precision.

"Having trouble, sir?" The doorman's voice was smooth, professional, yet held an edge of amusement that made Mike's stomach clench.

"I... I was just trying to get to the fourth floor," Mike stammered, his voice barely a whisper. He felt like a fraud, an imposter in this temple of luxury. "For a... meeting."

"Ah." The doorman's lips curved into a knowing smirk. He didn't need to ask. "You must be Mike."

The name, spoken so casually by this stranger, sent a jolt of pure, undiluted humiliation through Mike. His face burned, and he instinctively glanced around, though the lobby was nearly empty. He wanted to deny it, to run, but his tongue felt thick and useless. He could only manage a weak, jerky nod.

The doorman's smirk widened as he produced a key card from his coat pocket. With a smooth, practiced motion, he swiped it across the panel. The fourth-floor button lit up instantly, a small, triumphant beacon in the dim light. The doors slid shut, sealing Mike inside the suffocating silence of the elevator car.

"Mistress Luna is waiting for you," the doorman's voice echoed through the closing gap, each word a separate, sharp twist of the knife. "She doesn't like to be kept waiting."

The elevator opened with a soft chime onto the fourth floor. Mike's shoes sank into thick carpet as he stepped out, his eyes scanning the hallway for room 405. There it was, halfway down, the brass numbers gleaming against dark wood. He walked toward it, each step feeling heavier than the last, his heart thudding against his ribs.

He raised his hand and knocked, the sound swallowed by the plush carpeting. Silence. Then footsteps—sharp, deliberate clicks that grew louder with each step. The lock clicked, and the door swung inward.

Mike's breath caught in his throat. Standing there wasn't Luna, but Eleanor—the stunning woman from the coffee shop, the one Luna had been with during their video call. She was even more breathtaking up close. A tight black pencil skirt hugged her hips, ending just above her knees. Silver satin blouse strained against her impressive breasts, and her heels made her tower over him. The urge to flee, to turn and run, was overwhelming.

"Well?" Eleanor's voice was smooth as silk, her eyebrow arching slightly. "Mistress Luna is waiting for you."

Before he could respond, she stepped aside, gesturing into the room with an elegant sweep of her hand. The invitation was clear, the command undeniable. Mike swallowed hard, his throat dry as dust, and stepped past her into the unknown.

Eleanor guided him through a spacious living area, the suite's windows overlooking the city far below. Plush sofas faced a marble fireplace, but Mike barely registered the luxury.

"Stand there," Eleanor said, her voice carrying an edge of authority as she pointed to the center of the room. "Don't move."

Mike's breath caught in his throat as he obeyed, his dress shoes sinking slightly into the thick carpet. The reality of the situation crashed over him—was this really happening? Here? Now? His heart hammered against his ribs.

Before he could process the thought, a figure emerged from the adjoining bedroom. Tall, commanding, she moved with a predator's grace. Knee-high leather boots hugged powerful legs, leading up to a leather corset that cinched at an impossibly small waist, pushing full breasts high. A sheer black thong left little to imagination, the fabric barely covering her mound. Her dark skin gleamed under the suite's soft lighting, and as she stepped closer, Mike recognized her instantly from the video call—Luna.

"You're really here," Luna said, her voice a low purr that vibrated through Mike's bones. "Only a true slut would show up at a hotel room to meet a stranger from the internet." She circled him slowly, the clicking of her heels on floor echoing in the spacious suite. "No questions asked, no hesitation. Just pathetic obedience."

Eleanor's throaty laughter spilled from the nearby armchair where she'd settled, crossing her long legs elegantly. The sound sent a fresh wave of humiliation washing over Mike. He swallowed hard, his gaze darting between the two women.

"I... I didn't realize..." Mike began, his voice cracking slightly. "That someone else would be here."

Luna stopped directly in front of him, so close he could smell her perfume—spicy, expensive, intoxicating. "Eleanor, darling," she said without looking away from Mike. "Sit. Watch. Learn how I break in my new toys."

Eleanor shifted in the chair, a small smile playing on her lips as she made herself more comfortable. The casual way Luna treated her presence—as if Mike's humiliation was simply entertainment for a friend—made his stomach churn.

"Please," Mike managed, his throat tight. "I can't... not with her here."

Luna's hand shot out, fingers digging into his jaw as she forced his head up. Her grip was surprisingly strong, her eyes boring into his with an intensity that made his knees weak.

"You don't get to have a say in who watches," she hissed, her lips brushing against his ear. "You belong to me now, and I'll share what's mine with whomever I please. Understand?"

Mike could only nod, the pressure of her fingers against his jaw making speech impossible.

"Good," Luna purred, her voice like dark honey. She released his jaw with a slight push. "Now strip."

Mike's fingers fumbled with his tie, the silk sliding uselessly through his trembling hands. He could feel Eleanor's eyes on him, her gaze a physical weight. His dress shirt followed, buttons popping under his haste, then his trousers pooled at his ankles. Cold air prickled his skin as he stood there, exposed in only his boxers, his small cock already shrinking under the scrutiny.

"All of it," Luna commanded, her voice sharp. "Or do I need to do it for you?"

Mike hooked his thumbs in the waistband, pushing the fabric down his legs. His cock retreated further, a pathetic nub against his thigh as he straightened, hands instinctively covering himself.

"Lovely," Luna said with mock sweetness. "And Eleanor, darling, what do you think?"

Eleanor leaned forward in her armchair, her lips curved into a predatory grin. "It's even smaller than I expected," she said, her voice dripping with amusement. "How perfectly disappointing."

Heat flooded Mike's face as he fought the urge to cover himself more thoroughly. Through the suite's window, he caught sight of an office building across the street. Floor after floor of windows, filled with people at desks, silhouettes moving behind glass. Anyone could be looking. Anyone could see him naked, small-cocked and shivering while these two women laughed at him. Luna moved to a sleek black lacquered table, her hips swaying with deliberate grace. She picked up a pair of silver handcuffs, the metal gleaming in the suite's soft light. "Hands behind your back," she commanded, her voice leaving no room for argument.

Mike complied, his wrists touching. The cold metal clicked into place, the sound unnaturally loud in the quiet room. A tremor of vulnerability ran through him—how easily he was trapped, how completely at her mercy. He stood exposed, his tiny cock hanging limp between his legs, his hands useless behind his back.

Luna circled behind him, her footsteps muffled by the thick carpet. Suddenly, a sharp sting erupted across his ass as her palm connected with a resounding slap. Mike flinched but kept his feet, his breath catching in his throat.

"Good boy," Luna purred, moving to face him again. Her fingers, long and painted a deep crimson, reached out to toy with his nipples. She rolled them between her thumb and forefinger, alternating between gentle strokes and sharp pinches that made him gasp. His body betrayed him, the nubs hardening under her expert touch.

Her hands traveled downward, tracing the line of his chest and the soft curve of his stomach. He tensed as her fingers dipped beneath his balls, her nails lightly scratching the sensitive skin there. Despite his humiliation, despite Eleanor's hungry gaze from the armchair, blood rushed to his groin. His small cock began to stir, thickening despite his desperate attempts to will it away.

Luna noticed immediately. "Oh," she said with mock surprise, "seems like someone's enjoying themselves." Her hand shot out, slapping his hardening cock with such force that Mike cried out, stumbling forward. The pain was sharp, immediate.

"Did I give you permission to get hard?" she demanded, her voice dropping to a dangerous whisper. "You don't get to feel pleasure unless I say so. You don't get to react unless I command it. Do you understand?"

Mike nodded frantically, tears stinging his eyes as his erection wilted under the sting of her slap and the weight of her words.

"Turn around," Luna commanded, her voice low and sharp. "And bend over. Hands to your knees."

Mike hesitated for only a second before complying, his movements stiff with the unforgiving handcuffs. The position left his back arched, his ass exposed and vulnerable. He could feel the cool air of the suite against his most intimate places, a stark contrast to the heat blooming in his cheeks.

Luna's hands gripped his buttocks, her nails digging into the soft flesh as she spread him open. His hole clenched involuntarily under her scrutiny.

"Well, Eleanor?" Luna's voice was casual, as if discussing a piece of furniture. "What do you think? Think this ass is worth our time?"

Eleanor's throaty laugh drifted from the armchair. "Oh, definitely," she purred. "Tight little thing. It would be a shame not to use it."

Mike's face burned at their casual assessment, his body reduced to a mere object for their amusement and use. Before he could process the humiliation further, Luna spat directly onto his exposed hole. The warm wetness made him flinch, a gasp escaping his lips.

Her fingers immediately followed, rubbing the saliva over and around his puckered entrance. She worked methodically, circling the tight muscle, her touch both invasive and strangely electric. Mike's body trembled, a confusing mix of shame and unwanted arousal coursing through him.

His small cock hung semi-hard, a traitorous testament to his body's confusion, as Luna's finger pressed deeper into his tight passage. Mike's breath hitched, a choked sound escaping his lips.

"I... I've never..." he managed, the words ragged against his teeth. "No one's ever touched me like that before."

Luna's answering laugh was low and throaty, her free hand coming around to grip the back of his neck. "Oh, you sweet, pathetic thing," she purred, her voice vibrating against his ear. "A cherry ass. And here I thought today couldn't get any better."

She worked another finger alongside the first, the stretch making Mike whimper. She spat again, the warm wetness obscene against his exposed hole, the sound of it echoing in the plush suite. Her fingers pumped deeper, curling slightly as she explored his inner walls.

"Look at that," Eleanor's voice drifted from the armchair, laced with amusement. "The little slut's actually taking it quite well." Her gaze was a physical weight on his backside, watching Luna's fingers slide in and out of his spit-slicked hole with deliberate, humiliating rhythm. "Though I suppose when you've got so little going on up front, you learn to make yourself useful elsewhere, don't you?"

Mike's face burned at the casual cruelty, his whole body trembling under the dual assault of Luna's probing fingers and Eleanor's degrading commentary. His cock twitched, betraying him once more.

"Stand up straight," Luna commanded, her voice cutting through Mike's shame. He obeyed, his muscles protesting as he straightened, hands still cuffed behind him. Now he faced Eleanor directly, her predatory gaze pinning him in place.

Luna's fingers wrapped around his semi-hard cock, her grip surprisingly firm as she stroked it to full hardness despite his best efforts to resist. "You know," she began conversationally, "Eleanor wasn't always sitting in expensive arm-chips watching. Many years ago, she belonged to me. Just like you. Her husband Steven too."

Eleanor shifted in her chair, a flicker of something—pride, maybe memory—crossing her features before being replaced by that familiar, cool amusement.

"Now," Luna said, turning her attention fully to Eleanor. "Kneel."

Without hesitation, Eleanor rose from the armchair, her movements fluid and graceful. She crossed the plush carpet and sank to her knees before Mike, her head tilted back slightly to meet his gaze. From this angle, he had an unobstructed view down her silver satin blouse, the fabric straining against her impressive breasts. The dark valley between them was a shadowy invitation, and Mike's cock throbbed in Luna's grip.

"Isn't she beautiful?" Luna purred, her hand beginning to stroke him in a slow, deliberate rhythm. "Almost makes you forget what a pathetic little slut you are."

Luna leaned in, her lips parted as she let a thick string of spit fall directly onto the tip of Mike's cock. It landed with a wet plop, the warm liquid immediately coating his small shaft. Her fingers, still wrapped around him, began to work the moisture over his length, spreading it until his entire cock glistened obscenely in the soft light of the suite.

"You see this, Eleanor?" Luna's voice was low, a purr of ownership. "This belongs to me. But I'm feeling generous tonight." She tightened her grip slightly, making Mike gasp. "Give it a kiss. Just the tip."

Eleanor leaned forward, her movements fluid despite being on her knees. Her lips, painted a deep red that matched Luna's nails, brushed against the wet head of Mike's cock. The contact was feather-light, impossibly soft, and electric. Mike's hips jerked involuntarily, a ragged moan tearing from his throat. It had been so long—too long—since anyone had touched him like this, and the sensation threatened to overwhelm him.

Luna's laugh was sharp, cutting through the haze of pleasure. "Pathetic. One little kiss and you're already trembling." She spat again, this time with more force, the warm liquid splattering against Mike's shaft and dripping down to his balls. "Now suck him. Show this little slut what it feels like to have his cock in a real woman's mouth."

Without hesitation, Eleanor parted her lips and took Mike's small cock into her mouth. The heat of her tongue against his sensitive flesh was overwhelming, and Mike's knees nearly buckled. She swirled her tongue around the head, tracing the ridge before taking him deeper, her lips forming a tight seal around his shaft. He could feel the wet, velvety walls of her mouth surrounding him, a perfect, tormenting vacuum.

Eleanor took him completely, his length disappearing entirely between her lips without so much as brushing the back of her throat. She pulled back slowly, a knowing smirk playing on her features.

"I've never had a cock this small in my mouth before," Eleanor said, her voice husky as she looked up at him. Her tongue darted out, tracing slow circles around his sensitive head before flicking against the slit.

Mike's hips bucked at the sensation, a strangled moan escaping his lips. Luna's laughter joined his desperate sounds, and he felt her other hand move between his legs to cup his balls. Her fingers began to roll the small sac, gently at first, then with increasing pressure that bordered on pain.

While Eleanor continued her expert ministrations, Luna reached down and deftly unbuttoned Eleanor's satin blouse. The fabric parted to reveal her impressive breasts spilling over a black lace bra. With a quick motion, Luna unhooked the front clasp, freeing Eleanor's full breasts. They were large and heavy, with dark nipples that stood erect in the cool air of the suite.

Luna's fingers closed around one of Eleanor's nipples, pinching it firmly. Eleanor gasped around Mike's cock, the vibration sending waves of pleasure through his small shaft. Mike watched, transfixed, as Luna's other hand came up to cup Eleanor's other breast, her thumb circling the hardened nipple.Eleanor's mouth worked him with renewed intensity, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked harder, taking him to the hilt with each downward plunge. The wet, obscene sounds of her efforts filled the suite—slurping, gagging slightly as she bottomed out against his sparse pubic hair. Mike's hips began to thrust involuntarily, his small cock pistoning between her lips.

Luna's fingers twisted his nipples sharply, sending bolts of pleasure-pain shooting through his chest. "Look at you," she whispered in his ear, her breath hot against his neck. "Getting your pathetic little dick sucked by a married woman while I play with your titties. You really are the perfect little slut, aren't you?"

The words—dirty, humiliating, true—crashed over Mike. His balls tightened, drawing up against his body. Through his haze of arousal, he became aware of the absurdity of it all: Eleanor, older, elegant, still on her knees with his cock in her mouth; Luna, dominant, beautiful, controlling his pleasure with expert touches; himself, handcuffed, exposed, utterly at their mercy.

With a guttural cry, Mike's orgasm tore through him. His hips bucked wildly as he emptied himself into Eleanor's mouth, pulse after pulse of hot cum flooding her willing throat. The release was overwhelming, his vision whiting out for a moment as pleasure wracked his body.

Eleanor stayed with him, her mouth working his sensitive flesh as she swallowed every drop. When he finally stilled, she pulled back slowly, letting his softening cock slip from between her lips. A thin string of cum connected them for a moment before breaking, and Eleanor stuck out her tongue to show him the remnants before swallowing again.

"Such a small load for such a big reaction," she said, her voice husky with arousal and amusement. "Did that feel good, baby? Did you like cumming in my mouth while Luna played with your nipples?"

Mike could only nod, his chest heaving as he struggled to catch his breath. His legs trembled, his body humming with the aftermath of his intense release.

Luna laughed, the sound rich and throaty. "Oh, he loved it," she said, releasing his nipples with a final, sharp pinch that made him wince. "Our little slut here lives for moments like this." She leaned in close, her lips brushing against his ear. "Don't worry, baby. We're just getting started." "Kneel," Luna commanded, her voice dropping to a cold, mean edge as she unlocked the handcuffs with a sharp click. The sudden release of pressure made Mike's wrists ache, and he stumbled slightly as he lowered himself to his knees on the floor.

Eleanor leaned forward, a wicked glint in her eyes. With deliberate slowness, she pursed her lips and spat the mouthful of Mike's cum directly onto his face. The warm, sticky fluid splattered across his cheek and nose, catching him completely off guard.

Before he could react, Eleanor's mouth was on his, her lips forceful as she pushed the cum into his mouth with her tongue. The salty, bitter taste filled his senses, making him gag reflexively. Mike tried to pull back, but Eleanor's hands gripped the back of his head, holding him in place. "Swallow it," she murmured against his lips, her voice husky with command.

As his body betrayed him, Mike found himself responding to the kiss, his tongue tentatively meeting hers, tasting himself on her lips. His hands moved to her face, smearing the mess across her cheeks as he returned the kiss with growing urgency. He licked the cum from her skin, his actions driven by a confusing mix of humiliation and raw desire.

"Good boy," Luna praised from above them, her voice laced with satisfaction. "Lick every last drop off her face. Show her how much you love tasting your own pathetic load." Her words fueled Mike's actions, his tongue working frantically to clean Eleanor's face as they continued their messy, cum-swapping kiss.

The aftershocks of his orgasm faded, leaving Mike hollowed out. Guilt rose like bile in his throat, sharp and acidic. Sarah—his wife—flashed in his mind, her face clouded with disappointment he knew he deserved. What the hell was he doing? Here, on his knees in a hotel suite that cost more than his monthly mortgage, naked, exposed, with the taste of his own cum still coating his tongue. The humiliation was a physical weight, pressing down on his shoulders.

Luna moved, her steps confident across the floor. Mike tracked her as she disappeared into the bedroom, his heart hammering against his ribs. He knew what was coming next. He wasn't sure he could survive it.

When she returned, Mike's breath caught. strapped to her hips was a massive, intimidating dildo, its black shaft gleaming under the soft lights. It was thick and long, a testament to pure, unadulterated dominance.

"I... I'm not sure if I'm ready for that," Mike stammered, the words barely audible. The thought of that thing inside him was terrifying, a line he wasn't prepared to cross.

Luna's laughter was sharp, devoid of warmth. "Oh, you sweet, stupid boy," she purred, stopping before him. She ran a possessive hand over the length of the silicone cock. "You think you have a choice in the matter?" Her eyes gleamed with cruel amusement. "You were born ready for this. That tight little cherry ass of yours has been waiting its whole life to be broken in by me."

Mike nodded, a pathetic bob of his head. "On all fours," Luna commanded, gesturing toward the plush couch. "Facing the back. Now." He scrambled to obey, his knees sinking into the expensive upholstery as he positioned himself as instructed, his ass angled upward in offering. The position left him exposed, vulnerable.

Eleanor settled beside him on the couch, her presence warm and predatory. Her hands, cool and deliberate, gripped his buttocks, her fingers digging into the soft flesh. She spread him wide, his most intimate opening fully displayed. The air of the suite kissed his puckered hole, and Mike's face burned with a fresh wave of humiliation. He could feel their eyes on him, assessing, owning.

A sharp knock echoed through the suite. "Housekeeping," a muffled voice called from the hallway.

Panic seized Mike. His body tensed, a deer caught in headlights. He tried to scramble away, but Eleanor's hand shot out, gripping his hip with surprising strength. "Still," she hissed, her voice low and firm. "Not a sound."

Luna, seemingly unconcerned, called out, "Come in."

The door swung open to reveal an older Latina woman in a crisp uniform, her cart laden with fresh towels. Her eyes widened as she took in the scene: Luna standing there with her strapon, Mike on all fours with his ass exposed, Eleanor holding him in place. The woman's mouth formed a perfect "O" of shock.

"Lo siento, Miss Luna," she stammered, her face flushing a deep crimson. "I... I am so sorry." She backed out of the room, pulling the door shut with a decisive click, her hurried footsteps recreating down the hall.

Mike's entire body trembled, a tremor of pure, unadulterated humiliation. He had been seen. He had been displayed.

Luna threw her head back and laughed, the sound rich and utterly without mercy. "Don't worry, little slut," she purred, her hand coming to rest possessively on the small of his back. "Now that the audience is gone, we can begin the main event."

Eleanor leaned in, her breath warm against Mike's exposed skin. With a soft grunt, she let a thick string of spit land directly on his puckered hole. Mike flinched at the sudden warmth, the wet sound obscene in the quiet suite.

Using the slickness as lubricant, Eleanor pressed one finger against his tight entrance. Mike gasped as she breached him, the digit sliding deeper with a wet squelch. She worked it in and out, curling slightly to explore his inner walls, her movements slow and deliberate.

"Lube," Luna said, her voice sharp. "This little slut needs proper preparation."

She disappeared momentarily, returning with a bottle of clear liquid. Without warning, Luna squeezed a generous amount directly onto Mike's ass, the cool gel shocking his heated skin. It dripped down his crack, pooling around Eleanor's still-probing finger.

"Push it in," Luna commanded, watching with hungry eyes. "Every last drop."

Eleanor complied, using two fingers now to scoop up the excess lube and force it deep into Mike's hole. The stretch made him whimper, his body trembling as the cold liquid invaded him, preparing him for what was to come.Eleanor's fingers slid into him with ease. Eleanor's fingers withdrew, leaving him achingly empty. Luna stepped forward, the tip of her strapon pressing against his lubricated entrance.

"Are you ready for this?" Luna asked, her voice low and possessive.

Mike took a shuddering breath. "Yes."

Luna's hand came down sharply on his ass cheek, the smack echoing in the suite. "Yes, what?"

"Yes, I'm ready." His voice trembled.

"Beg for it," Luna commanded, her tone turning cold. "Beg me to fuck you like the slut you are."

Mike's face burned, but his body betrayed him, his hole clenching around nothing. "Please," he whispered. "Please fuck me."

"Louder."

"Please, Luna," he begged, his voice cracking. "Please, I need you to fuck me. I need your cock inside me. Please, fuck me like the slut I am." The words tumbled out, desperate and raw.

Luna laughed, a rich, throaty sound. "That's better. Now hold on tight, little slut."

Eleanor's hand snaked between his legs, her fingers wrapping around his small cock. With a sharp tug, she pulled the limp flesh back, forcing his balls to tighten against his body. "You're going to need a chastity cage soon, slut," she whispered, her voice dripping with condescension. "Something to keep this pathetic little thing out of the way while real men and women have their fun."

Mike whimpered, his hips bucking involuntarily at her touch. His ass clenched around Eleanor's fingers, still buried deep inside him.

The pressure at his entrance intensified as Luna positioned the tip of her strapon against his puckered hole. She pressed forward with steady, unrelenting force. Mike's breath hitched, his body tensing as the thick head stretched him wider, wider, threatening to tear him apart. Pain lanced through him, sharp and unrelenting.

"Relax, little slut," Luna purred, her hand coming down to smack his ass cheek. "Let me in. That tight little cherry ass was made for this."

He tried, he really did, but the burn was overwhelming. Tears pricked at the corners of his eyes, his fingers digging into the plush couch cushions. "Please," he gasped, the sound strangled. "It's too much."

Luna just laughed, low and cruel. "Oh, it's never too much. You'll take every inch and beg for more." She increased the pressure, her hips rocking forward with deliberate slowness.

For what felt like an eternity, Mike hovered on the edge of pain and pleasure, his body stretched to its limit. The air in the suite grew thick with his ragged breathing, the obscene squelch of lube, and Luna's satisfied grunts.

Then, with a sudden pop, the thick head of Luna's strapon breached his tight ring. The sensation was overwhelming—a flash of blinding pain followed by an intense, full pressure that stole his breath. His body convulsed, a strangled cry tearing from his throat.

"There we go," Luna murmured, her voice thick with triumph. "Your cherry's officially popped, slut. And we've only just begun."

Luna's hips snapped forward, driving the strapon deeper with each brutal thrust. The rhythm was punishing, her movements precise and calculated to overwhelm his senses. She poured more lube directly onto the shaft, watching with satisfaction as it dripped down his crack, mixing with the mess already there. The wet slap of her hips against his ass filled the room, a raw, rhythmic percussion that marked the pace of his defilement.

Eleanor's fingers closed around his small cock, her grip firm and possessive. She began to stroke him, her thumb circling the sensitive head as her hand worked up and down his shaft. Against all odds, he hardened in her grasp, the blood rushing to fill his pathetic little dick. But as Eleanor's expert ministrations continued, Mike realized with a jolt of shame that his cock looked even smaller than before—puny and insignificant compared to the thick strapon currently violating his ass. The contrast was humiliating: Luna's massive cock stretching him wide while Eleanor's fingers barely covered his pathetic erection.

His moans filled the room, a desperate rhythm matching Luna's brutal thrusts. "God, Mike," Luna gasped, her voice thick with satisfaction as she drove the strapon deeper. "You're like a goddamn gift. I've never had anyone so willing to take it like this."

Her hand cracked against his ass cheek, leaving a red handprint. "Never met someone so desperate to be used," she growled, her hips grinding against him. "This tight little ass was made for my cock." Eleanor's hand became a blur, her fingers flying up and down Mike's shaft with renewed vigor. Each stroke was a perfect, punishing rhythm—tight at the base, softer at the head, then twisting back down. Her thumb pressed hard against his frenulum with every upward pull, sending jolts of electric pleasure-pain straight through his core.

"Look at this pathetic little thing," she cooed, her voice dripping with condescension as she worked his cock. "Getting so hard while Luna's cock wrecks your ass. You love this, don't you, you dirty little slut?" Her other hand cupped his balls, rolling them in her palm with just enough pressure to make his eyes roll back in his head.

Mike could only whimper in response, his hips bucking involuntarily into her grip. His small cock, now fully erect, seemed to throb with an intensity he'd never experienced before. Each pump of Eleanor's hand sent sparks of pleasure shooting through him, overwhelming his senses. The contrast was maddening—her delicate fingers coaxing ecstasy from his pathetic erection while Luna's massive strapon punished his ass with brutal thrusts.

Eleanor squeezed tighter, her grip almost painful as she increased the speed of her strokes. The wet sound of her hand sliding over his slick shaft filled the room, mixing with the obscene slap of Luna's hips against his ass. Mike felt himself swelling, his cock straining against her grip as his climax built like a storm in his balls.

"Please," he gasped, the word torn from his throat. "Please, I can't..."

"Can't what?" Eleanor taunted, her hand suddenly stopping its motion. She held his cock in a vice-like grip, denying him the release he craved. "Can't take it? But you were doing so well, little slut." Her thumb circled his head slowly, maddeningly, making his whole body tremble with need.

With a sudden, sharp tug that made Mike cry out, Eleanor resumed her merciless stroking. Her movements were faster now, almost violent, her fingers flying up and down his shaft with a single-minded purpose. Mike's world narrowed to the sensations overwhelming him—the burn of Luna's cock in his ass, the exquisite torture of Eleanor's hand on his cock, the humiliating words they were whispering to him.

His climax hit him like a freight train. Mike's back arched as pleasure exploded through him, hot and overwhelming. His small cock pulsed in Eleanor's grip, spilling his pathetic load onto the expensive couch cushions. The orgasm was so intense it bordered on painful, his body convulsing as wave after wave of ecstasy wracked him.

Eleanor milked every last drop from his cock, her hand continuing to stroke him through his orgasm until he was trembling and oversensitive. "Such a good little slut," she murmured, finally releasing his spent cock. "Look at the mess you've made."

Luna's hips stilled, the strapon buried deep inside him. She pulled out with a wet, obscene sound that made Mike's face burn. "Time for a little service," she announced, her voice thick with satisfaction.

"Up, slut," Luna commanded, smacking his ass again. Mike scrambled to obey, his legs trembling as he rose from the couch. His own cum smeared across the expensive upholstery, a humiliating testament to his submission.

Eleanor stepped back, her movements fluid and predatory. With practiced ease, she unzipped her skirt, letting it pool around her ankles. Her panties followed, revealing a neatly trimmed triangle of dark hair above glistening pink folds. She settled onto the sofa, spreading her legs wide, her pussy already slick with anticipation.

Luna followed suit, her hands hooking into the waistband of her thong. She dragged it down her long, toned legs, tossing it aside. Her cunt was bare, smooth and inviting, the outer lips already swollen with arousal. She positioned herself next to Eleanor, both women now exposed and waiting.

"On your knees," Luna ordered, pointing to the floor before them. Mike dropped without hesitation, his knees sinking into the plush carpet. "Now crawl to us and start licking. Show us what that tongue is good for besides cleaning up your own mess."

Mike shuffled forward on his hands and knees, the movement awkward and utterly degrading. He stopped between their spread legs, his face inches from Luna's perfect pussy. The scent of her arousal filled his senses—musky, sweet, and overwhelmingly feminine. His own pathetic cock twitched at the proximity.

"Start with Luna," Eleanor urged, her voice husky with desire. "She went to all the trouble of preparing you. The least you can do is worship that perfect cunt properly."

Mike leaned in, his breath ghosting over Luna's wet flesh. He extended his tongue, tentative at first, tracing the outer folds. The taste exploded on his tongue—salty, tangy, utterly intoxicating. He grew bolder, flattening his tongue to lap at her entire slit, from her entrance to her clit.

Luna gasped, her hips bucking upward. "That's it, slut. Right there. Show me how much you love eating my pussy."

Mike obeyed, focusing his attention on her clit. He circled the sensitive nub with the tip of his tongue before sucking it into his mouth. Luna's hands flew to his head, her fingers tangling in his hair as she held him in place. Her hips began to rock against his face, using his mouth for her pleasure.

"Fuck yes," Luna moaned, her voice thick with ecstasy. "Don't you dare stop. Make me cum on your face"

"Switch," Luna commanded, her voice husky with satisfaction. "Eleanor's waited long enough."

Mike obeyed, shifting his attention between their parted thighs. Eleanor's pussy stood in contrast to Luna's—pale, glistening pink folds framed by a soft thatch of dark hair that dusted her mons. The sparse curls caught the light, damp with her arousal. The scent that greeted him was different too—deeper, muskier, with a sweetness that made his mouth water.

He leaned in, his tongue parting her wet folds. The taste exploded on his tongue—richer, earthier than Luna's, yet equally intoxicating. Eleanor was dripping wet, her juices coating his chin as he explored her with renewed hunger.

"Oh, yes," Eleanor moaned, her voice thick with need. "Right there, slut. You're learning."

From beside them, Luna's breath hitched. Mike glanced up to see her fingers circling her own clit, the nub swollen and dark with arousal. Her movements were precise, practiced, as she pleasured herself while watching Mike service Eleanor.

"Look at you," Luna growled, her eyes locked on the sight of Mike's face buried between Eleanor's thighs. "Such a obedient little pussy eater. You're loving this, aren't you? Two women using you for their pleasure while your pathetic little dick sits there useless." then Luna's fingers danced over her clit with practiced urgency, the swollen nub darkening under her touch. "Eleanor," she commanded, her voice sharp with authority, "get over here and lick me."

Without hesitation, Eleanor shifted from the couch, dropping to her knees beside Mike. She leaned forward, her tongue extending to trace Luna's glistening folds. The movement was fluid, confident—Eleanor knew exactly what she was doing. Luna moaned as Eleanor's tongue delved deeper, lapping at her wetness with hunger.

Mike watched, mesmerized, as Eleanor's head bobbed between Luna's thighs. The sounds were obscene—wet, sloppy slurps filling the room as Eleanor devoured Luna's cunt with expert precision.

"Watch and learn, slut," Luna gasped, her voice thick with pleasure. Her fingers tangled in Eleanor's hair, holding her in place. "This is how a real woman eats pussy. Eleanor's the best—she could make me cum with her eyes closed."

Eleanor's tongue moved with purpose, flicking Luna's clit before sucking it into her mouth. Luna's hips bucked upward, her moans growing louder. Mike's own pathetic cock twitched at the sight, the humiliation of being merely an observer burning through him.

"That's it, Eleanor," Luna praised, her voice breaking as pleasure built. "Show this little slut how it's done. Show him what a useless pussy licker he is compared to you."

Mike's gaze remained locked on the scene before him—the older woman's face buried in Luna's dark, glistening pussy, her cheeks flushed with arousal. Eleanor's tongue worked tirelessly, coaxing moan after moan from Luna's lips. The contrast was stark—Eleanor's skilled, confident service versus Mike's clumsy, inexperienced attempts just moments before.

"See that, slut?" Luna panted, her eyes rolling back as Eleanor hit a particularly sensitive spot. "That's how you please a woman. Not with that pathetic little dick of yours, but with devotion, with hunger. You're just a toy, a warm body for us to use. Eleanor... Eleanor's an artist."

Luna's body began to tremble, her muscles tensing as waves of pleasure crashed over her. "Fuck, Eleanor, don't stop," she gasped, her voice thick with ecstasy. "Right there... right there!" Her hips bucked upward, grinding against Eleanor's mouth as her climax peaked. A guttural cry tore from Luna's throat, raw and primal, echoing in the suite as she convulsed beneath Eleanor's skilled tongue.

Mike watched, mesmerized, as Luna's juices gushed, coating Eleanor's face as she continued to lap at the spasming cunt before her. The sight was obscene, beautiful—a testament to the power between these two women.

As Luna's tremors subsided, she pushed Eleanor back with a gentle shove. "Enough," she breathed, her chest heaving. "Now you," she commanded, turning her gaze to Mike. "Finish Eleanor. Show me you've learned something."

Mike scrambled to obey, shifting back between Eleanor's thighs. The older woman's pussy was dripping, her arousal evident in the flushed, swollen folds. Mike leaned in, his tongue exploring with newfound purpose, mimicking Eleanor's movements as best he could.

He found her clit—hard, throbbing—and circled it with the tip of his tongue before sucking it into his mouth. Eleanor gasped, her hips bucking against his face. "Yes, slut," she moaned, her voice thick with need. "Just like that."

Mike redoubled his efforts, his tongue working tirelessly as he slid two fingers inside her, curling them to stroke her inner walls. Eleanor's breath hitched, her body tensing as pleasure built rapidly.

"Fuck," she gasped, her hands flying to his head, holding him in place. "Don't you dare stop."

Mike obeyed, sucking her clit harder as his fingers pumped in and out. The taste of her filled his senses—musky, sweet, utterly intoxicating. Within moments, Eleanor's body convulsed, her back arching as a high-pitched cry escaped her lips. Her pussy clenched around Mike's fingers, pulsing as waves of pleasure wracked her body.

Mike continued to lick and finger her through her orgasm, milking every last drop of pleasure from her spasming cunt until she collapsed against the couch, trembling and spent.

"Good boy," Luna praised, her voice thick with satisfaction. "See? You're not completely useless after all."

"Get up," Luna commanded, her voice carrying no trace of warmth. "Shower. Then get dressed and get out."

Mike scrambled to obey, his limbs stiff and shaky. In the bathroom, hot water cascaded over his body, washing away the sweat, the lube, the evidence of their use. He scrubbed until his skin burned, trying to erase the lingering sensation of Luna's strapon, Eleanor's hands, his own shame. Steam fogged the mirror, hiding the face of the man who had begged for more.

When he returned, wrapped in a towel, Luna and Eleanor were settled on the sofa, bodies relaxed in post-orgasmic languor. They'd slipped back into their clothes—Luna in her silk robe, Eleanor in her blouse and skirt—creating an impenetrable wall between them and his nakedness.

Luna gestured to the couch. "Sit. For a minute."

Mike perched on the edge, his towel barely covering his thighs. The air between them was charged with something unreadable. Eleanor offered a small, knowing smile. "You did well for a beginner."

"Beginner?" Luna laughed, low and throaty. "He's a natural-born slut. Just needed some proper guidance." She leaned forward, her eyes gleaming with predatory satisfaction. "This was just the appetizer, you understand. Next time, we'll really see what you're made of."

Mike swallowed hard, his cock twitching at the promise in her voice. "Next time?"

"Don't sound so surprised," Luna purred. "You'll be back. And you'll be begging for more than you got tonight." She stood abruptly, signaling the end of their little chat. "Now go home."

Mike dressed quickly, his movements clumsy as he pulled on his discarded clothes. Each piece felt like a foreign skin over his used body. At the door, he turned back, but Luna and Eleanor were already lost in conversation, their world moving on without him. The click of the door shutting behind him echoed in the empty hallway—a definitive end to tonight, but the promise of a new beginning lingered in the air like a challenge he knew he couldn't refuse.He stepped out of the hotel and drove home through quiet streets, each red light stretching the journey as if the world itself wanted to prolong the distance between his reality and what awaited him. The familiar click of his key in the lock sounded too loud in the stillness of the entryway. Rosa was curled on the sofa, a book resting in her lap, the soft glow of a lamp catching in her dark hair. She looked up when he entered, her smile immediate and genuine.

"There you are," she said, marking her page with a finger. "I was starting to wonder."

"I'm home," Mike managed, his voice hoarser than he expected. He cleared his throat. "I was thinking... I'd like to cook tonight."

Rosa's eyes widened slightly, a spark of surprise followed by pleasure. "Really? That's wonderful. It's been ages since you cooked."

Mike nodded, feeling a strange mix of guilt and relief wash over him. Rosa's simple joy at this small offering felt like both an accusation and a pardon. He turned toward the kitchen, her pleased hum following him like a benediction he knew he didn't deserve.

"You must have had a good night," she called after him. "You're in such a generous mood."

He paused at the kitchen doorway, his back to her. Guilt, thick and suffocating, rose in his throat. He forced it down, swallowed it whole. "Just needed to do something nice," he said, the words tasting like ash.

Rosa didn't press. Instead, she settled back into the sofa cushions, the soft rustle of pages turning filling the comfortable silence between them. Mike opened the refrigerator, the cool air washing over his face as he reached for ingredients, each vegetable and spice feeling like a brick in a wall he was desperately trying to build between tonight and tomorrow.

The rhythmic chop of knife against cutting board filled the kitchen's quiet space. Mike focused on each precise slice—carrots, then celery, then onions—letting the simplicity of the task anchor him. Behind him, footsteps approached.

"You're really doing it," Rosa said, her voice soft with wonder. Her arms wrapped around his waist from behind, hands sliding down to cup his ass. "Making me dinner."

Mike flinched, the knife pausing mid-air. Pain lanced through him where her fingers pressed against his still-sore flesh. He forced himself to breathe, to continue chopping. "You startled me."

"You okay?" Rosa asked, her lips brushing his ear. "You jumped like I burned you."

"I'm fine," Mike managed, keeping his eyes fixed on the cutting board. "Just... concentrating."

Rosa chuckled, her hands giving a gentle squeeze that made him bite back a wince. "You know," she murmured, "you look incredibly sexy when you cook. All focused and... domestic." Her breath warmed his neck. "It's been too long since we had this."

"You know," she whispered, her fingers tracing the waistband of his jeans, "you might get lucky tonight."

He turned, catching her lips in a kiss that tasted of garlic and promise. When they pulled apart, he gestured toward the table. "Dinner's getting cold."

Rosa laughed, settling into her chair as he plated the steaming pasta. The clink of their forks against ceramic filled the cozy dining room, a simple rhythm of shared evening. Soreness radiated through his muscles as he sat, the familiar chair suddenly feeling like a wooden punishment. Across the table, Rosa's face glowed in the candlelight, her expression soft and content as she twirled pasta around her fork. Guilt twisted in his gut like a knife, sharp and relentless. He'd betrayed her in ways she couldn't imagine, yet here she sat, savoring a meal he'd prepared as penance.

But beneath the shame, something else stirred—a tremor of anticipation that had nothing to do with the woman before him. Luna's voice echoed in his mind, promising more, demanding more. This wasn't over. It was just the beginning.

Thank You for Reading

Thank you for reading this story.
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More stories are coming.

Until then…
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