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Chapter one
First Night


After the Christmas party, a few days passed with neither of us mentioning Big Nick. The house returned to its normal rhythm. Chris left for work, I wrote in my studio, and we cooked dinner together. But something felt different. I couldn't put my finger on it exactly, but Chris seemed changed somehow. He wasn't acting angry, ashamed, or even upset. It was more subtle than that, like a frequency shift only I could detect after years of being together.

I decided to bring it up that evening, but before I could work up the courage, he approached me as I loaded dishes into the dishwasher. His lips found the sensitive spot where my neck met my shoulder, his breath warm against my skin.

"Mmm, that feels nice," I murmured, leaning back into him. The plate in my hands forgotten, I turned in his arms. Our lips met, soft at first, then with growing hunger. His hands slipped around my waist, pulling me closer until I could feel his desire pressing against me.

Without warning, he lifted me, my legs wrapping around his waist as he carried me toward the bedroom. We stumbled slightly at the doorway, laughing breathlessly as we kissed. He set me down by the bed, his fingers already working at the buttons of my blouse while I tugged his shirt over his head.

Our clothes hit the floor in a familiar dance of urgency. When I stood before him in just my panties, he gently pushed me backward onto the mattress. I bounced slightly, anticipation coursing through me as he knelt between my thighs.

He pulled my panties to the side as his mouth found me. I pressed hard against him, one hand tangling in his hair while his hand rested on my stomach. When his hands moved to cup my breasts, I let out an approving moan.

"Play with my nipples," I breathed, my voice thick with need. His thumbs brushed over the sensitive peaks. "Pinch them."

He obliged, rolling them between his fingers. The sensation made me cry out in pleasure.

"Harder," I demanded.

Chris increased the pressure, and for a moment it was perfect—that exquisite edge between pleasure and pain. But then his enthusiasm got the better of him, his fingers tightening beyond comfort.

"A little less, baby," I gasped, my hand covering his. "Just like that, perfect."

He adjusted, finding that sweet spot that made my back arch off the bed. His tongue never stopped its relentless attention, and I felt myself climbing toward release.

"Fuck, yes," I moaned, my hips rolling against his mouth. "Just like that, don't stop. Make me cum with that magic tongue."

The combination of his mouth and fingers sent me over the edge. My orgasm crashed through me, my thighs trembling around his head as I cried out his name.

As the waves subsided, I pulled him up for a kiss, tasting myself on his lips before pushing him back against the pillows.

"My turn," I whispered against his ear.

I kissed my way down his body, pausing to tease his nipples with my tongue before continuing south. When I took him in my mouth, he was already half-hard, growing quickly against my tongue. I loved feeling him swell, the thickness of him increasing until I had to pull back slightly to accommodate his full length.

Looking up, I noticed something different. Usually, Chris watched me, his eyes hungry as he took in the sight of my lips wrapped around him. But tonight his eyes were closed, head thrown back.

I pushed his right leg up slightly, creating better access. Wetting my index finger, I began massaging the tight ring of muscle I found there. His moan vibrated through his entire body, his cock twitching in my mouth.

I pressed my finger against the tiny opening, feeling his body yield to the gentle pressure. He squeezed around my finger, and I loved the feeling of his body accepting me.

"Do you like my finger in your ass?" I asked, pulling my mouth away just enough to speak clearly.

"Yes, I love it," he said in a strained, desperate voice that made my own arousal begin anew.

When I looked up again, his eyes were open, meeting mine with that desperate need I loved so much. I stopped sucking his cock and slowly worked another finger inside while maintaining eye contact.

"You like that, don't you?" I whispered.

He nodded, unable to form words.

"Are you my little fuck boy?" I asked, my voice taking on a commanding edge.

Again, he nodded, his breath coming in short gasps.

"Do you want another finger?"

Another nod, more eager this time.

I pushed a third finger inside, feeling his hole stretch further. He let out a moan I knew all too well—the sound of mixed pain and pleasure, of something hurting so good you never wanted it to stop.

I began moving my fingers in and out, watching his face transform with each thrust. His cock started to twitch, and he threw his head back.

"Fuck, Skylar, I'm going to cum," he panted.

Excitement shot through me. I'd read about this possibility but never experienced it. I increased the rhythm of my fingers, curling them to find that sweet spot inside him.

His body tensed, every muscle coiling tight. Then his cock began moving on its own, thick streams of white cum shooting across his stomach in pulsing waves. He looked at it in amazement.

"Fuck, Skylar, that was incredible," he breathed.

I slowly removed my fingers, his body cringing slightly as his hole returned to its normal shape. I kissed his still-throbbing cock, then took him into my mouth, sucking the remaining cum from his shaft. I swallowed, then began cleaning his stomach with my tongue, gathering every drop.

But this time, before swallowing the final mouthful, I moved up to kiss him. As our lips met, I let the cum transfer from my mouth to his. He didn't resist, accepting this intimate offering without hesitation.

As we lay there afterward, catching our breath, curiosity got the better of me.

"How does your cum taste different from Big Nick's?" I asked softly.

Chris considered for a moment. "His was thicker, more bitter. Mine's more sweet."

"That doesn't surprise me," I said, stroking his chest. "You're a much sweeter person than Nick."

He smiled at that and kissed me again, gentle and tender.

I didn't want to spoil the moment by talking more about Big Nick, but I could see he was deep in thought as I stood and made my way to the bathroom. I turned on the shower, letting the steam begin to fill the room.

After a few minutes, he joined me, still semi-hard. For a moment I thought he wanted to go again, but we simply bathed one another in silence, our hands gentle as we washed away the evidence of our passion.

We crawled into bed, Chris reaching for the remote as I curled against his side.


Chapter two
Late Night Surprise


The next day, everything seemed to have returned to normal. Maybe we just needed to reestablish our physical connection after being dominated so thoroughly by someone from the outside. The sex last night had acted like some sort of reset button.

The next day, it felt like things had returned to normal. Chris made coffee while I prepared eggs Benedict. We read the paper together, sharing sections and commenting on headlines. The domestic normalcy felt reassuring.

For dinner, we decided on Antico, our favorite Italian place in the city. The familiar ritual of sharing antipasti and debating wine selections grounded us. Chris ordered his usual margherita pizza while I opted for the funghi. We talked about work, politics, the new book I was working on—safe, comfortable topics.

When we returned home, Chris settled into the living room with the remote, pulling up a saved football game from the weekend. I kissed the top of his head and headed upstairs with my laptop.

"Going to write for a bit," I said.

In the bedroom, I tried focusing on the manuscript I'd been trying to finish, but my mind kept wandering. The cursor blinked mockingly at the end of an unfinished section about power dynamics in relationships. How ironic.

Around eleven, I gave up and went to sleep.

I awoke around 1 AM to find the bed empty.

Sliding out of bed, I padded downstairs in my silk robe. The living room was dark, the TV off. But light spilled from beneath the door of his small office at the back of the house.

As I approached, I heard a familiar sound—the rhythmic movement of skin against skin, the soft grunts of someone lost in self-pleasure. My first thought was the video I'd sent him months ago of Michelle and me with Tyler at the tennis club. Chris had always found that footage particularly arousing. I'd found him jerking off to it on more than one occasion.

But as I peered around the doorframe, I was genuinely surprised. On his computer monitor, two massive men grappled in a wrestling ring. One of them, younger and leaner, had the other—a thick, bearded giant with Christmas tattoos covering his arms.

Big Nick.

Chris sat transfixed, his hand working furiously over his erection as he watched Nick reverse the hold, his powerful frame dominating his opponent. The sound was turned low, but I could hear the announcer discussing how Nick was forcing his opponent to submit.

I tried to back away quietly, but the old floorboard beneath my foot betrayed me with a sharp creak. Chris's head snapped toward the door, his hand freezing mid-stroke as our eyes met.

"Skylar! I'm sorry, I—" His face flushed crimson.

"I'm sorry," I said instinctively, taking a step backward. "I didn't mean to—"

"It's not what it looks like," he said, minimizing the video window with clumsy fingers.

I stopped backing away and stepped fully into the room. "What was it then? Because it looks like you're jerking off to videos of Big Nick."

Chris looked down at his lap, his shoulders sagging with guilt and embarrassment. "Well, I guess it is what it looks like. I'm sorry, Skylar."

My heart ached seeing him so ashamed. I crossed the small space and wrapped my arms around him from behind, feeling the tension in his shoulders.

"Baby, there's no reason to be ashamed," I whispered against his ear. "Haven't the last two years taught us that?"

"But this is new to me," he said, his voice barely audible. "I've never been sexually attracted to a man like this. I don't understand what's happening to me."

I pressed a kiss to his temple. "It's hard to figure out why we're attracted to what we're attracted to. There are just so many factors at play."

He leaned back against me. "So you're not mad?"

"Baby, I'm only upset that you didn't tell me about this." I gestured toward the computer screen. "We should talk about it, but first..." I paused, looking down at his still-rigid erection. "I want you to finish."

Shock flashed across his face. "No, that's okay. I'm done."

I looked pointedly at his cock, thick and straining against his stomach. "Baby, you don't look done to me." I moved to stand beside his chair, my voice growing firmer. "Turn the video back on. We'll watch it together."

His eyes widened, but his hand moved to the mouse. As the wrestling match resumed, I let my silk robe fall open, revealing my naked body beneath. I felt flushed with arousal and curiosity.

I began touching myself slowly, my fingers finding the wetness already gathering between my legs. Chris's gaze darted between my body and the screen, but I deliberately focused on the monitor, watching Nick's massive body destroying his opponent.

"Remember how strong he was?" I murmured, my voice taking on a dreamy quality as my fingers worked. "How easily he lifted me, moved me wherever he wanted?"

Chris's breathing grew heavier. From my peripheral vision, I saw his hand return to his cock.

"He made me feel so small and weak." I continued, my arousal building as I recalled that night. "When he grabbed my chin and told me to prepare his bath, I wanted to deny him. But my body just... submitted."

"Skylar," Chris groaned, his hand moving faster.

"Do you remember how he made you watch while he used my mouth?" My fingers circled my clit as the memories flooded back. "How he commanded you to spank me, and you did it because he told you to?"

"Yes," Chris whispered.

"You liked it, didn't you? You liked watching him control me." I pressed two fingers inside myself, mimicking the memory of Nick's possession. "Tell me what you're thinking about right now."

"I'm thinking about..." He struggled to form words between ragged breaths. "About how he looked at me when he was inside you. Like he owned both of us."

"He did own us that night," I said. My thumb worked my clit as my fingers moved in and out. "And you loved every second of it. You loved being told what to do by a strong, dominant man."

Chris moaned, his hand working frantically. On screen, Nick had his opponent in a submission hold, the man's face contorted in pain.

"Look at him," I breathed, nodding toward the monitor. "Look how powerful he is. Remember how that power felt directed at us?"

"God, Skylar, I can't stop thinking about it," Chris admitted, his voice breaking. "About what he made us do."

"Do you remember how huge his cock was?"

"Yes, it was massive going in and out of you."

"Did you like it when he made you lick his cum off of me?"

"Yes."

"What do you want him to make you do next time?" The question slipped out before I could stop myself, but Chris's reaction told me I'd hit something deep.

His entire body tensed, his hand moving desperately. "I want... I want him to use me like he used you."

The confession pushed me over the edge. My orgasm crashed through me as I watched my husband stroke himself to fantasies of submitting to another man—the same man who had dominated us both so completely.

"Cum for him," I commanded, my voice shaky with the aftershocks of my climax. "Cum while thinking about Big Nick owning you."

Chris cried out, his release coating his hand and stomach as his body shook. We stayed frozen in that tableau for several moments, both catching our breath.

Finally, I pulled my robe closed and handed him tissues from his desk. He cleaned himself quietly, the wrestling video still playing in the background.

[image: ]


Once we were settled in bed, I knew neither of us would be able to sleep unless we discussed what had happened downstairs. I turned to face Chris in the darkness.

"Why didn't you tell me about these feelings?"

Chris was quiet for a long moment. "It's new to me. I'm still processing it myself."

"But we talked about your feelings after that night with Tyler and David."

"That was different." He said, his voice thoughtful. "I wasn't sexually attracted to either of them. I got off on watching them please you, not on watching them. Does that make sense?"

I nodded. "It does. So do you like Big Nick?"

"It's more complicated than that." Chris ran a hand through his hair. "I'm not even sure I like Nick as a person, whereas I very much like Tyler and David as people. But there's something about Nick's demeanor, his dominant nature that turns me on in a way I've never been turned on before."

The vulnerability in his voice surprised me. "Maybe we should take Nick up on his offer to visit his wrestling academy. I think you should explore this. You're just going to torture yourself until you do."

Goosebumps rose along his arms in the dim light. "The idea excites me, but it also terrifies me."

"I'll go with you. You won't be alone."

"I'd want you there, but that scares me too." His voice dropped to almost a whisper. "What if you see me submit in a way that makes you lose respect for me as a man?"

I grabbed his hand, squeezing tight. "That could never happen. I love you more than anything. Besides, you've seen me with other women—did that make you lose respect for me?"

He shook his head. "That's different. It's okay for women to explore that side of themselves. It's not okay for men."

"That's old-fashioned thinking, and you know I'm not like that." I stroked his chest. "We might still have those ideas in our heads, but we can get past them. It's one of the things I respect about the younger generations—their fluidity with sexuality. They don't feel they have to curb themselves and choose such narrow paths. They're willing to experiment."

"I've thought something similar, but it's all so sudden."

"Think about it. I'm not going to push you."

"I love you for that."

I kissed his forehead. "Whatever you decide, we'll explore it together."


Chapter three
Decision


The next morning was like any other morning. The alarm went off at 7 am. I hit the snooze alarm twice. We got up and showered together. I made scrambled eggs and turkey bacon while he brewed the coffee. Morning Edition played on the tiny kitchen radio.

Chris dressed in his usual Thursday attire—dark jeans and a button-down shirt—while I remained in my robe, planning to work from home. As he prepared to leave, gathering his keys and wallet from the counter, he kissed me on the forehead like he did every morning.

"Love you," I said without looking up from the game I was playing on my phone, my thumb swiping across the screen.

He paused at the doorway between the kitchen and the foyer.

"Skylar..."

"Yeah, hon..." I replied, still focused on matching the colored tiles, not turning around.

"Call Nick and schedule us a time to go visit with him."

I almost dropped my phone as I heard him continue through the foyer and out the front door. The sound of his BMW starting in the driveway barely registered as my mind processed what he'd just said. Chris had made the decision. After our conversation last night, I'd expected him to need days, maybe weeks to think about it.
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Nick answered on the third ring, his voice as commanding over the phone as it was in person.

"Well, well. I was wondering when I'd hear from you."

"Hi, Nick. We would like to take you up on your offer to visit you at your training center."

A pause. "Are you sure about this decision?"

The question carried genuine concern.

"Yes, we're sure."

"What you experienced the other night was tame compared to what you can expect at my facility. I want to make certain you understand that."

I swallowed hard, remembering the intensity of that evening—how raw and vulnerable Nick had made us both feel. If that was considered tame, what exactly were we walking into?

"I understand, and we're not strangers to pushing boundaries."

His low chuckle sent a shiver down my spine. "I have no doubt you can handle it, although you do have a temper and a bratty side that I don't much care for."

I smiled at that assessment, oddly pleased that he'd noticed my fire even while breaking me down.

"But I worry that Chris won't be able to handle it," he continued, his tone more serious.

"He's stronger than you think," I replied, surprising myself with the conviction in my voice. "And he'll be forever tortured until we come and find out."

Another pause, longer this time. I could almost hear him considering, weighing our commitment against whatever he had planned.

"Very well. You can come up next weekend if you like. I'll send you some paperwork, and I'll expect you to be at my service from Friday night until Sunday afternoon."

My breath caught. A full weekend. Not just a few hours like our previous encounter, but an entire weekend under his control.

"What kind of paperwork?"

"A legal agreement for you both to sign. It protects my property in case either of you are injured in any way. It also outlines expectations and boundaries—what you're consenting to and what you're not."

The businesslike tone of his voice contrasted sharply with the man who'd collared me and made me drink from a bowl. This was Nick the professional. It was somehow both reassuring and terrifying.

"I'll send it over this afternoon. Read it carefully, both of you. If you have questions, call me. If you sign it, I'll expect you at my facility Friday evening by seven."

"We'll be there."

"Skylar." His voice dropped to that familiar commanding tone that made my knees weak. "Did you keep the collar I put on you the other day?"

"Yes. I still have it."

"Good. Wear it when you come."

The line went dead.

I sat in the sudden silence of my kitchen, staring at my phone. The collar—the simple black leather band that had transformed me from wife to property in a single moment. It was upstairs in my dresser drawer, hidden beneath silk scarves where I'd placed it after our encounter. I'd told myself I was keeping it as a reminder, but now I realized I'd been keeping it in hopes of wearing it again.

I sent Chris a text: Called Nick. We're going next weekend.

Three dots appeared, disappeared, then appeared again. Finally: Okay.

Me. Having second thoughts?

Chris: No. Terrified, but no.

The honesty of that exchange, even through text, reminded me why I loved this man so much. Chris's willingness to face his fears, to explore the uncomfortable spaces of his sexuality, took more courage than he realized.

I spent the rest of the morning distracted, unable to focus on the manuscript I was supposed to be editing. Every few minutes, I'd check my email, waiting for Nick's paperwork to arrive. When it finally came at two in the afternoon, the subject line was simply "Submissive Agreement."

The document was more comprehensive than I'd expected—five pages of clauses covering everything from safe words to medical waivers. Some sections made my pulse quicken with anticipation, others made me pause with concern. There were activities listed that we'd never tried.

But underneath the legal language, I could sense Nick's expertise. This wasn't the work of some weekend dom playing at control. This was a professional who understood the psychology and physicality of what he was offering. The agreement protected everyone involved while ensuring we understood exactly what we were walking into.

And, to my surprise, it wasn't just about domination and submission. We were also going to learn how to wrestle, as his facility was primarily a wrestling academy. Chris would love that, being able to learn from his childhood hero. Maybe even get to spar with him.

My phone rang just as I finished reading the final page.

"Questions?" Nick's voice was direct, no pleasantries.

"A few."

"I'm listening."

"Some of these activities—we've never done anything like them."

"That's why it's called training. You'll learn."

"And if we can't handle something?"

"That's what safe words are for. Red means stop immediately. Yellow means slow down, don't get any rougher. Green means continue. Simple system, effective results."

I was experienced enough to know this already, but it was always good to hear that we were on the same page.

His matter-of-fact tone was oddly comforting. This wasn't about breaking us—it was about testing us.

"Chris will need time to review this when he gets home."

"Of course. Look it over and bring it with you on Friday."

"And if we decide not to?"

"Then you go back to your comfortable life and wonder what you missed. No judgment either way."

After he hung up, I found myself reading the agreement again, imagining Chris's reaction to some of the more intense clauses. But I also thought about his words from the night before—how the idea both excited and terrified him. Sometimes the things that scared us most were exactly what we needed to explore.


Chapter four
Arrival


The gate buzzed open as Chris pulled up to the keypad, revealing a weathered wooden sign reading "Big Nick's Wrestling Academy" mounted above the entrance. A long gravel drive disappeared into dense Georgia pines beyond. Our headlights cut through the gathering dusk as stones crunched beneath the BMW's tires. The property felt removed from everything—no neighboring lights visible, just acres of quiet forest surrounding us.

"Still time to turn back," Chris said quietly.

"Is that what you want?" I asked

"No, I'm good."

"Well, I'm good, if you're good," I said, neither of us sounding convincing.

The main house emerged from the trees first—a sprawling ranch-style structure with a wraparound porch, all dark wood and stone. Beyond it, I spotted what looked like a barn and a long red building set back from the main residence. Everything was well-maintained but utilitarian, built for function rather than show.

Nick stood waiting on the porch, arms crossed, his silhouette imposing against the warm glow spilling from the windows behind him. Even from a distance, his presence commanded attention. Chris parked beside a black pickup truck, and we sat for a moment in silence, mentally preparing ourselves for what lay ahead.

"Here we go," I whispered.

Nick descended the porch steps as we climbed out, his boots heavy on the wood. Up close, he looked different than he had at our house—more himself somehow, in worn jeans and a flannel shirt with the sleeves rolled up. The Santa was gone. This was just Nick.

"Welcome. You signed the papers," he said. Not a question.

"Got'em right here," Chris replied, handing him our signed releases.

"Good. Come inside. I'll show you around before we get you settled."

The main house interior matched its exterior—rustic masculinity with surprising attention to detail. Exposed beams crossed the vaulted ceiling. A massive stone fireplace dominated one wall. But scattered throughout were subtle Christmas touches: a vintage Santa figurine on the mantle, holly carved into the wooden banister, mistletoe carved into the archways.

"This is the common area," Nick explained, gesturing to the leather furniture arranged around the fireplace. "Kitchen's through here."

The kitchen was commercial-grade—stainless steel appliances, industrial gas range, prep space that could handle feeding a crowd. A far cry from the cozy domestic space at our house.

"We all cook and eat together," Nick said, catching my surprised expression. "Part of the program."

More Santa figurines lined a shelf above the sink—not cute, modern ones, but vintage pieces that looked like they'd been collected over decades.

"Fans and trainees have given them to me over the years," Nick said, noticing my gaze. "People kept giving them to me—some valuable, most not. But every single one means something."

His thick fingers traced the edge of a chipped porcelain Santa missing half its paint.

"This one's from a kid I trained who went pro. Got it on his first trip to fight in Japan." His voice softened. "He was a good kid. He's considering retirement now, made a good living."

The gentle reverence in his tone clashed with the commanding presence I'd come to expect. This duality—tender protector and demanding master—made him impossibly complex.

"Upstairs is my private quarters," he continued, nodding toward a staircase. "Off-limits unless invited."

The weight behind those last two words made my throat tighten.

Back outside, Nick led us toward the long red building. "The barracks. Where you'll be staying."

The interior was spartan—eight twin beds lined the walls, military-style lockers at the foot of each. Communal bathrooms visible through an open doorway at the far end. Everything clean and functional, nothing soft or decorative.

Chris froze in the doorway. "This reminds me of my military days."

I glanced at him, surprised. Chris rarely mentioned his Army years. I knew he'd served, knew he had a tattoo on his bicep reminding me of the one on my stepfather, but that was about it. He'd always seemed more comfortable discussing what came after—culinary school, his restaurant ventures. I'd never pushed.

"You served?" Nick asked.

"Four years. Army. Fort Hood, then Iraq."

Something shifted in Nick's expression—recognition, maybe respect. "Good. Then you understand structure. Discipline. How to take orders."

"Yes, sir."

Nick showed us two beds side by side near the center of the room. "These are yours. Stow your gear in the lockers. We gather at oh-eight-hundred for breakfast, training starts at oh-nine-hundred."

Chris nodded like this made perfect sense. I felt suddenly out of my depth.

"Do your wrestling trainees know about..." Chris hesitated. "Everything?"

"No secrets here." Nick's voice was firm. "Everyone knows what goes on here. They're primarily here for wrestling training, but they're all active participants in the lifestyle."

My stomach flipped.

"This facility works because everyone respects everyone else's journey. You don't owe them explanations. Just effort."

"We'll be wrestling, right?" I asked.

"Part of the program. You both signed the agreement—physical training is included. Wrestling teaches control, trust, reading your partner's limits." His eyes met mine. "Skills that transfer."

"You bring the collar I gave you?" Nick asked.

I nodded, kneeling to unzip my duffel bag. My fingers found the leather immediately—I'd packed it on top, knowing he'd ask. The buckle clinked softly as I pulled it free and stood, holding it out to him.

Nick took it, examining the leather like he was checking a piece of equipment. His thumb traced the buckle.

"Good girl."

Those two words sent heat straight through me.

Nick pointed to our beds where folded workout clothes sat—black t-shirts and shorts, each emblazoned with "Big Nick's Wrestling Academy" in white block letters.

"Change. Meet me outside."

He strode out, boots echoing on the concrete floor.

Chris pulled his shirt over his head. I fumbled with my jeans, fingers suddenly clumsy. The clothes fit perfectly—Nick had asked our sizes when we confirmed the visit.

"You good?" Chris asked, already dressed.

"Yeah. Just nervous."

"Me too."

We stepped outside together into the cooling spring air, uncertain what awaited us.
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Nick gestured toward the massive red barn. "Let me introduce you to the others."

The rolling doors opened with a metallic groan, revealing a space that looked straight out of a movie. The barn was enormous—high ceilings supported by thick wooden beams. A full-size wrestling ring dominated the center, ropes taut and canvas worn. Weight equipment lined one wall—squat racks, benches, dumbbells arranged neatly. Heavy bags hung from chains in the far corner.

But what caught my attention were the walls. Vintage wrestling posters in frames—some featuring a younger Nick, shirtless and powerful, his signature handlebar mustache already in place. Championship belts mounted like trophies. Photos of Nick with wrestlers, all signed with personal messages.

"Christ," Chris breathed beside me. "I recognize most of those wrestlers from watching them on TV."

Chris had been a young fan of Nick's growing up, watching grainy matches on late-night cable. When he first recognized the Santa I'd hired for our Christmas party was his childhood idol, Big Nick, I'd caught him practically vibrating with excitement. He'd tried to play it cool, but I'd seen that boyish gleam in his eyes.

Now, here we were in Nick's lair—surrounded by memorabilia from the career Chris had followed as a kid. The position we found ourselves in excited me. The man Chris had admired from behind a television screen would soon have us both on our knees.

Four figures occupied the ring, mid-training session. A massive Black man spotted a smaller Asian wrestler through a practice throw, hands ready to catch, but never touching. The Asian man's form was fast and athletic. A blonde woman—tall and muscular, but unmistakably feminine, despite her powerful build—ran through drills bouncing off the ropes and flying across the ring. In the corner, a dark-haired man with tribal tattoos shadow-boxed, his swings sharp and dangerous.

They all stopped when Nick spoke.

"Gather up," Nick commanded. The four dropped what they were doing and approached.

Up close, they were even more intimidating.

The Black man was several inches taller than Chris and broader, his shaved head gleaming with sweat. Definition rippled across his chest and shoulders. His eyes swept over Chris, clearly assessing him.

"Darius 'The Black Hammer,'" Nick said. "Been with me two years. Best powerhouse I've trained in a decade."

"You lift?" Darius asked Chris, extending a hand that looked like it could crush stone.

"When I can find the time," Chris's voice was steady, but I noticed how his shoulder tensed when they shook.

The blonde woman stepped forward next, and I had to consciously keep my jaw from dropping. She was maybe five inches taller than me—five-eleven in bare feet. Her sports bra revealed shoulders and arms that belonged on a fitness magazine cover. Her breasts were large, obviously enhanced, but proportional to her powerful frame. Thick thighs, prominent glutes, abs visible beneath a sheen of sweat.

"Jade, 'The Iron Maiden,'" Nick said. "Three years. One of the best wrestlers I've ever worked with."

"Another woman. Finally," she said. Her green eyes assessed me with cool calculation, then her lips curved into a slight smile. "Cute too. I look forward to working her over."

Something in her tone suggested she wasn't just talking about training partners.

The man with the tribal tattoos approached next, and a chill shot through me. Rafael—Rafe, Nick had called him earlier, though his ring name was "The Brazilian"—was covered in ink. Intricate designs sprawled across his chest, snaked down his arms, crept up his neck. Even his face bore small, deliberate markings near his temples and jawline. The tattoos made him look dangerous, primal, like someone who'd lived a hard life.

His brown eyes swept over Chris first—slow, assessing, utterly dismissive.

He snorted.

That was it. No words, no handshake. Just that derisive sound that said he wasn't worth his time.

Something about Rafe screamed predator in a way the others didn't. Even Nick's dominance felt intentional, controlled. Rafe's felt instinctive.

"Rafe's been here eighteen months," Nick said. "Brazilian Jiu-Jitsu background. Don't let his attitude fool you—he's not such a bad guy."

Rafe turned his attention to me, and I felt my body tense. He took my hand and kissed it, his lips warm against my knuckles. "Beautiful. And brave to come here."

Heat crept across my chest… and down below.

The smallest of the four stepped forward last. He was maybe five-eight, lean and compact with delicate features that were almost feminine. Jet black hair, dark eyes that refused to meet mine directly. Where the others radiated confidence, this one seemed to fold inward.

"Kenji," Nick said. "Just six weeks. Still finding his place."

The young man bowed formally, his voice soft and accented. "Welcome to our home."

Chris looked large next to me at home, but here he seemed almost average. Darius and Rafe both had inches on him, and while Chris was well-built from years of working out, these people were sculpted. Even Kenji, small and lean, moved with an air of dangerous capability.

Only compared to Kenji did Chris look imposing.

"Chris and Skylar are here for the weekend," Nick announced. "Special training."

The energy in the room shifted immediately. Darius's appraising look turned hungry. Jade's smile widened. Rafe's eyes traveled deliberately down my body and back up. Even Kenji glanced up briefly before looking away, color rising in his cheeks.

My imagination filled with possibilities I wasn't sure I was ready for.

"Everyone in the ring," Nick commanded.

They moved with efficiency, slipping between the ropes. Chris and I followed more awkwardly, our street clothes feeling out of place against their athletic gear.

Nick pulled two collars from his pocket.

"Collaring ceremony," Nick said, his voice carrying authority that silenced my racing thoughts. "And initiation."

He buckled mine first. The leather settled around my throat, snug but not restricting. Then Chris's, the click of the buckle loud in the quiet barn.

"As the newest members, you obey not just me this weekend," Nick said, his eyes moving between us. "But everyone here. Darius, Jade, Rafe, Kenji. Understood?"

"Yes, Sir," I managed.

"Yes, Sir," Chris echoed.

"If you make it through the weekend, you'll be part of this family. You won't live here, but you'll belong." His voice softened slightly. "Before we begin, the rules. Anything is possible here. But safewords are always respected. Always. Everyone here knows how seriously I take that."

Four heads nodded in unison.

"Green means you're good," Nick said, his tone matter-of-fact. "Yellow—continue, but don't push harder. Red stops everything immediately."

He paused, letting the words settle.

"No shame in any of them. We check colors often. If someone ignores yellow or red here, they're gone. Period." His gaze swept the ring. "That clear?"

"Yes, Sir," we answered together.


Chapter five
First Training


"First thing," Nick said, his voice echoing through the barn. "You can't wrestle if you can't bump. Everything else comes after that."

He positioned himself in the center of the ring, feet planted wide. "Watch."

Without warning, Nick fell backward. His body hit the canvas with a thunderous SLAP that made me jump. The sound reverberated through my chest.

He stood immediately, brushing himself off. "Back bump. The foundation of everything. You'll do this until it's automatic."

Nick pointed at Chris. "You first. Stand here."

Chris moved to the center, uncertainty written across his face.

"Fall backward. Tuck your chin to your chest—critical. If your head hits, you're done. Slap the mat with both arms as you land. Arms at forty-five degrees from your body. The slap distributes the impact."

Chris hesitated.

"Commit," Nick commanded. "Hesitation hurts you."

Chris fell. SLAP! His arms hit the canvas.

"Good. Again."

SLAP!

"Chin tucked?"

"Yes, Sir."

I watched Chris fall repeatedly, each impact making my stomach clench. This was just the beginning.

"Skylar. Your turn."

I moved to the center, my legs suddenly uncertain beneath me. The canvas looked impossibly hard up close.

"Trust the technique," Nick said. "Your instinct will be to catch yourself. Don't. Let the slap do the work."

I fell backward. My arms hit the mat, but the sound was pathetic compared to Chris's.

"Harder! That slap protects you. It's not about making noise—it's about distributing the impact. Again!"

I tried again. SLAP! Better this time, but my shoulders ached.

"That's it. Twenty more."

Twenty?

By the fifth fall, my arms burned. By the tenth, I wondered if I'd made a terrible mistake coming here. By the twentieth, the motion felt almost automatic.

"Running the ropes," Nick announced next.

He demonstrated—sprinting across the ring, turning at the last second, hitting the ropes with his shoulder blades. The ropes caught him, tension building, then released him like a slingshot. He rocketed across the ring with terrifying speed.

"The ropes do the work. You just provide momentum. Hit them with your upper back, never your lower back. That's how you break vertebrae."

Chris approached tentatively, slowing as he neared the ropes.

"Commit!" Nick bellowed. "The ropes won't hurt you—hesitation will!"

Chris tried again, faster this time. The spring of the ropes sent him rebounding across the ring, stumbling slightly but staying upright.

"Better. Skylar."

I ran. The ropes approached faster than I expected. I turned, hit them—

The tension pushed me forward, propelling me across the canvas. I windmilled my arms, barely keeping my balance.

Jade laughed. "Welcome to wrestling."

Nick circled us both. "Wrestling stance. Feet shoulder-width apart. Knees bent. Weight on the balls of your feet. You're not standing still in a match. You're always moving, always ready. Flat-footed means you're about to get taken down."

He suddenly shot forward, closing the distance to Chris in a blink. Chris stumbled backward, caught off-guard.

"See? Stay on your toes."

We practiced moving, bouncing slightly, keeping our weight mobile. My calves started burning within minutes.

How do they do this for hours?

"Collar and elbow tie-up," Nick said. "A foundation of wrestling."

He demonstrated with Rafe. They locked up, one hand behind each other's neck, the other gripping the elbow. Their muscles strained as they pushed against each other. Nick's size advantage was obvious, but Rafe held his ground.

"You're feeling each other out," Nick explained. "Testing strength. Looking for openings. Feel how he's distributing his weight? That tells me where he's vulnerable."

Nick suddenly dropped his weight and rotated. Rafe went flying, flipping through the air before landing with a perfect SLAP.

My jaw dropped.

"Hip toss," Nick said casually, extending a hand to pull Rafe up. "Control the collar and elbow, control the match. Chris, you pair with Kenji. Skylar with Jade."

Of course.

Jade stepped forward, and I understood the hierarchy here. She towered over me, her powerful frame radiating confidence.

"Lock up with me," she said, not unkindly.

I gripped her neck and elbow. The moment we engaged, I felt the strength difference—Jade was immovable. I pushed. Nothing happened.

"Don't muscle it," Jade advised. "Feel where my weight is. Push where I'm weak, not where I'm strong."

I tried again, this time paying attention. Jade leaned forward slightly. Instead of pushing, I pulled.

Jade stumbled forward a half-step, surprise flashing across her face.

"There you go!" She grinned. "You're learning."

Across the ring, Chris locked up with Kenji. Despite Chris's size advantage, Kenji moved with technical precision, redirecting Chris's strength rather than meeting it head-on.

"Good," Nick observed. "Technique beats strength. Remember that."

Darius approached Chris next. "My turn. Let's try that hip toss."

They locked up. Chris pushed against Darius's superior strength. Suddenly, Darius rotated, and Chris found himself airborne, flipping over Darius's hip.

SLAP! Chris landed hard, the wind visibly knocked from his lungs.

"You okay?" Darius extended a hand.

Chris took it, gasping. "What the hell just happened?"

"Hip toss, man. You were pushing forward, so I used your momentum against you. It's not about strength—it's about timing and position. Let's go slower this time."

They locked up again. Darius moved in slow motion. "Feel how I turn? How my hip becomes a fulcrum? Your momentum does the rest. I'm just guiding you down."

Darius tossed him again, but this time Chris landed more smoothly.

"Now you try it on me. I'll resist but not too much."

Chris attempted it. His rotation was clumsy, his hip placement wrong. Darius didn't budge.

"Again. Lower. You need to get under my center of gravity."

Third attempt—Chris dropped lower, rotated faster. Darius went over, landing with a controlled SLAP.

"There it is! See? Technique beats strength."

Nick clapped once. "Strikes. Specifically, the open-hand chop."

He demonstrated on the heavy bag hanging in the corner. CRACK! The sound exploded through the barn like a gunshot. The bag swung wildly.

"Professional wrestling isn't about really hurting people," Nick explained. "It's about making it LOOK and SOUND like you are. The chop is perfect for that."

He nodded at Chris. "Your turn. Don't hold back—the bag doesn't have feelings."

Chris approached, wound up, struck—thwap. Barely a sound.

"That was a love tap. Again. Mean it this time."

Chris tried harder. SMACK! Better, but nothing like Nick's.

"Good. On a person, same thing, except you pull it slightly. Making contact for the sound, but not driving through. It's the illusion of impact."

Nick pointed at me. "Skylar. On Jade."

My eyes widened. "On her?"

Jade stepped forward, grinning. "Come on. I can take it."

I positioned myself, wound up, struck her chest—

CRACK!

"Ow! Fuck!" I shook my hand, pain radiating through my palm. "I think that hurt me more than you!"

Jade laughed, loud and genuine. "Your hand will get used to it. Good sound though. Do it again."

Again?

We moved to pinning techniques next. Nick demonstrated on Rafe, draping his massive frame across Rafe's chest in a lateral press.

"Watch the leg hook—see how it prevents him from kicking out?"

Rafe struggled beneath Nick's weight, muscles straining.

"Ref would be counting now. One... two..."

Rafe bridged up, arching his back impossibly high, getting his shoulders off the mat.

"See that? He broke the pin. Strong core lets you bridge out. But if I adjust my weight..."

Nick shifted, redistributing pressure. Rafe tried bridging again, but couldn't move.

"Now he's stuck. Physics, not just weight."

Chris tried pinning Kenji. Despite Chris being heavier, Kenji slipped out easily.

"You're too high," Nick critiqued. "Your weight is on his stomach, not his chest. He can move. Lower."

Chris adjusted. This time when Kenji tried escaping, he couldn't.

"There. That's a pin."

"Now," Nick said, "breaking the pin. The bridge."

He had us practice without opponents first. "Feet planted. Drive through your legs. Arch that back. Higher!"

I planted my feet, pushed—my back arched awkwardly, shaking with effort.

"Hold it. Five seconds... four... three..."

I collapsed. "My back!"

"That's your core giving out. We'll work on that." Nick turned to Chris. "You held it. Good foundation."

Beside me, Kenji held a perfect bridge—high, controlled, effortless.

How is someone that small that strong?

We practiced bridging out from actual pins. Jade dropped across me, her weight pressing down. I planted my feet, drove through my legs, arched desperately—

I turned to my side, breaking the pin.

"Yes! That's it!" Jade helped me up. "You're stronger than you think."

Two hours passed in a blur of falling, slapping, bridging, chopping. My entire body screamed. My arms were bruised from slapping the canvas. My back ached from bridging. My chest stung from Jade's chops.

But something else happened too.

I started understanding the language they spoke. The way Darius shifted his weight before a move. How Jade telegraphed her intentions through subtle pressure changes. The rhythm of running the ropes, the timing of a hip toss, the physics of a pin.

Wrestling wasn't just violence. It was conversation. Communication through controlled aggression.

"Good work," Nick finally said. "Now, it's time for your initiation match."


Chapter six
First Matches


Nick let the silence hang for a moment, studying us both with those calculating eyes.

"You're going to experience your first wrestling match. Not a real one—you haven't earned that yet. But a test. If you can last three minutes with your opponent without being pinned, you win."

I raised my hand tentatively. "What if we pin our opponent?"

The barn exploded with laughter. Darius doubled over, slapping his thigh. Rafe actually snorted. Even Kenji smiled behind his hand.

Heat flooded my cheeks. Stupid question. Stupid optimism.

But Nick held up one massive hand. The laughter died instantly.

"No." His voice carried authority that demanded respect. "That's exactly the attitude I want in a fighter."

He stepped closer, his gaze sweeping across all of us.

Nick looked directly at me. "Good question, Skylar. You go into every match believing you can win. No matter what. No matter the size difference, the experience gap, the odds stacked against you. You walk into that ring convinced victory is possible. If you accept defeat before the bell rings, you've already lost."

My embarrassment transformed into something else. Pride, maybe. Determination.

Jade vaulted into the ring, landing with easy grace. "Come on, girl. Let's see what you've got."

I climbed through the ropes, my legs suddenly feeling unsteady. The canvas felt different now—not practice space, but battlefield.

"Ready?" Nick checked his watch. "Three minutes. Go."

Jade circled me, her movements fluid and predatory. I tried matching her footwork, remembering the stance we'd practiced.

She lunged—I sidestepped. Her arm caught my waist, pulling me into a side headlock. Exactly like we'd drilled.

I planted my feet, pushed at her hip. She released me easily.

She's going easy on me.

We tied up again. Collar-and-elbow. I pushed, she pushed back—barely any pressure. Testing me, playing with me.

Then she shot low, grabbing my legs. I hit the canvas hard, air exploding from my lungs. Jade dropped across me, hooking my leg.

Nick's voice: "Pin!"

No. Not yet.

I planted my feet like we'd practiced. Drove through my legs, arched my back, bridged—

My shoulders lifted off the mat.

"YEAH!" Darius shouted.

"Come on, Skylar!" Chris's voice, proud and urgent.

The crowd—my crowd—cheering. For me. The sound filled something in my chest.

I twisted to my side, breaking the pin completely.

Jade grinned down at me. "Not bad."

We reset. My arms burned. My back ached. But adrenaline rushed through my veins.

"Two minutes!" Nick called.

Jade's expression shifted. Playful vanished, replaced by focused intensity.

Oh shit.

She grabbed my wrist, twisted—pain shot up my arm. She ducked under, behind me, wrapped her arms around my waist.

Then I was flying.

The world spun. Canvas rushed up. I hit so hard I saw stars.

Jade landed on top of me, her full weight driving down. She hooked both my legs, cranked them high, redistributed her mass perfectly.

I tried bridging. Couldn't move. Tried twisting. Pinned flat.

"One! Two! Three!" Nick slapped the canvas.

Jade released me, standing and raising both arms in victory.

The crowd booed—actually booed her.

"You can all go fuck yourselves!" She flipped them off with both hands, grinning wickedly.

I lay on the mat, chest heaving, staring at the barn's ceiling. Lost. Obviously. But also...

I'd broken a pin. Made them cheer. Lasted almost three minutes against someone who should've destroyed me in thirty seconds.

Jade looked down at me, still smiling. That predatory edge remained.

"Good effort, sweetie. Really."

Nick's voice cut through: "There's a punishment for losing. The loser pleasures the winner."

My stomach dropped.

Holy fuck.

I'd known this place was different. Known everyone here participated in the lifestyle. But actually doing it—with someone I'd just met, in front of everyone—

Jade's fingers found the hem of her sports bra. She peeled it off, her enhanced breasts free, nipples already hard. Her compression shorts followed.

She left her wrestling boots on.

"Lie back." Not a request.

I did. The canvas was rough against my shoulders.

Jade walked toward me, powerful thighs flexing with each step. She lowered herself onto my face without ceremony.

Her scent hit me first—sweat, arousal. Her thighs bracketed my head, strong enough to crush.

"Get to work."

I pressed my tongue against her, tasting salt and heat. She was already wet and ready. Her clit was huge, larger than any woman's I had ever been with.

"Mmm, that's it. Flatten your tongue—yeah, like that. Now circles. Slow. Don't rush it."

I obeyed, finding her clit, circling it steadily.

"Good girl. Now suck it. Gently."

Her thighs tightened against my ears when I did.

"Fuck yes. Finger me."

I slid two fingers inside her, like she instructed, curling them. Her hips rolled, grinding down on my face.

"You're a fast learner." She rocked faster. "Now flip over."

She lifted off me. I gasped air.

"I want to see that cute little body."

I shook as she pulled off my sports bra and shorts. The barn's cool air hit my exposed skin. Five pairs of eyes watched. She slapped my ass hard.

Jade lay back in the center of the ring, spreading her legs wide.

"Come here."

I crawled to her, positioned myself between those powerful thighs, and lowered my mouth again.

I licked long, slow strokes while my hands found her breasts. Her nipples were hard under my palms.

I glanced up—past Jade's flat stomach, her flushed chest.

Everyone watched. But only Rafe and Nick had their cocks out, stroking themselves.

Kenji stood with his arms crossed, expressionless. I'd suspected he might be gay, based on his earlier demeanor.

But Darius surprised me. This mountain of testosterone and muscle—he just watched with mild interest, hands in his pockets. Not aroused. Not participating.

Interesting.

"Don't get distracted." Jade's hand pressed my head down. "Finish what you started."

I refocused. Two fingers inside, curling up. Tongue circling her massive clit. Steady rhythm. Her breathing quickened, thighs trembling.

"Fuck, right there. Don't stop, don't fucking stop—"

Her back arched. Her thighs clamped around my head. She came with a guttural moan, hips jerking, grinding against my face.

Then she relaxed, releasing me.

I sat back, wiping my mouth, catching my breath.

Jade grinned at the ceiling. "Not bad!"

We both stood, retrieving our clothes. My legs felt shaky.

Nick's voice cut through: "Chris. Rafe. In the ring."

Chris climbed through the ropes, and I saw the conflict on his face—excitement and terror mixed together.

Rafe vaulted in, predatory smile already in place.

This was going to be interesting.
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Chris moved into the ring, his stance defensive. Too defensive. Arms up, protecting his body, circling away from Rafe.

Rafe prowled forward like the panther tattoo that covered his back, showing teeth.

My stomach twisted. Chris wasn't trying to win. He was trying to survive three minutes.

No, baby. That's exactly what he wants.

Jade appeared beside me, arms crossed, watching critically.

"Kenji and Darius didn't seem very turned on by me going down on you," I said quietly.

"Yeah, Kenji's totally gay." She shrugged. "Darius is mostly gay. He can get it up for a woman, but he's not enthusiastic about it."

"What about Rafe?"

"Oh, Rafe's totally straight."

My blood went cold. "So if Chris loses, will he have the same punishment I did?"

"Oh god, yes." Jade turned to me, eyebrows raised. "Rafe's not gay, but he loves dominating men. For him, it's not about sex—it's about domination. And he really gets off on it."

Fuck.

I started cheering, trying to give Chris encouragement. "Come on, baby! You've got this!"

But I could see it—Rafe was toying with him the same way Jade had toyed with me.

Rafe lunged. Chris backpedaled. Rafe grabbed his arm, twisted, threw him into the ropes. Chris bounced back, stumbled. Rafe caught him in a side headlock, cranking pressure.

Chris pushed at Rafe's hip, trying to escape. Rafe tightened the hold, grinning at the crowd.

"Be more aggressive!" Nick barked from ringside. "You can't win unless he fears you!"

Chris managed to slip free, backing away, breathing hard.

One minute gone.

Rafe charged again. Chris dropped low, tried a single-leg takedown like Nick had shown us. Rafe sprawled, driving Chris flat to the canvas. He mounted Chris's back, sliding an arm under his chin.

Rear naked choke position.

Chris's face went red. He clawed at Rafe's forearm.

"Fight back!" Nick shouted. "Don't just survive—fight!"

Chris twisted his body, getting a shoulder down, then bridged hard. Rafe lost his grip, rolling away.

Chris scrambled up, gasping.

Two minutes.

They circled each other. Chris threw a wild punch. Rafe caught his wrist, spun behind him, hooked both arms back.

Full nelson.

Chris struggled, trying to break the grip. Rafe walked him around the ring like a trophy, showing him off to everyone.

"Look at him," Rafe called out. "Helpless."

Chris planted his feet, dropped his weight, tried to slip down. Rafe anticipated it, releasing one arm and converting to a headlock. He cranked Chris down to one knee.

Thirty seconds.

Chris was done. I could see it in his eyes—resignation mixed with fear.

Rafe took him down, hooked the leg, pressed his shoulders flat.

Nick's hand hit the mat. "One! Two! Three!"

The room erupted in cheers and boos.

Rafe stood, planting one boot on Chris's chest in victory.

Nick's voice cut through: "Rafe can now claim his prize. Chris's virgin mouth."

Chris lay there, chest heaving. His eyes found mine across the ring.

I could see he was nervous. Terrified, even.

But then I saw his shorts—tenting hard.

He was turned on.

Holy fuck.

Rafe reached down, grabbed the waistband of his shorts, and pulled them off.

His cock sprang free.

Massive. Easily as long as Nick's, but somehow more... aggressive. Tribal tattoos wound up the shaft like vines, disappearing into the thick dark hair at the base. The head was still covered by foreskin, making it look even more monstrous.

My mouth watered.

I wanted that. Wanted to feel it stretch my lips, fill my throat, make me gag.

But it wasn't for me.

It was for my husband.

Rafe approached Chris, who was still on his back. One hand grabbed Chris's hair, yanking him roughly to his knees.

Chris looked up at him, lips parted.

But Rafe didn't put it in.

Instead, he slapped Chris across the face with his huge cock. Once. Twice. Three times.

Smack. Smack. Smack.

"Couldn't even last three minutes with me." Rafe's voice dripped contempt. "Now you're gonna suck cock for the first time. And in front of your wife, no less."

Chris swallowed hard.

His cock pressed visibly against his tight shorts.

I started toward the ring. Stopped at the edge.

"Nick," I called. "Can I go suck Chris off while he goes down on Rafe?"

Nick looked at me, expression unreadable. "No. This is Chris's time. His experience. And yours to watch."

I nodded, stepping back.

Rafe grabbed Chris's jaw, squeezing. "Open up."

Chris opened his mouth.

Rafe slid inside slowly, the thick head disappearing past Chris's lips. The foreskin pulled back, revealing the glistening crown.

Chris's eyes went wide.

"That's it," Rafe murmured. "Take it. All of it."

He pushed deeper. Chris gagged, eyes watering, but didn't pull away.

I glanced around the ring.

Kenji had his small, delicate cock out—smooth, uncut. He stroked it slowly, eyes locked on Chris's mouth.

Darius pulled at his shorts. His cock emerged—same length as Rafe's, but much thicker. The girth was obscene.

My pussy clenched.

Rafe gripped Chris's head with both hands, holding him steady. "Breathe through your nose. Relax your throat."

Chris tried. Rafe pushed deeper. Chris gagged again, spit running down his chin.

"Good boy." Rafe pulled back, letting Chris gasp for air. Then pushed in again. Establishing a harsh rhythm.

Chris's hands gripped Rafe's thighs. Not pushing away—holding on.

"Now my balls," Rafe ordered, pulling out.

Chris hesitated only a second before leaning forward, taking one heavy ball into his mouth.

Rafe groaned. "Fuck, that's good. The other one."

Chris switched, sucking gently.

"Look at your husband," Rafe said, turning Chris's head toward me while he licked. "Look at him with my balls in his mouth."

My face flushed. My hand moved between my legs without conscious thought.

Rafe pulled Chris back to his cock, fucking his mouth harder now. Faster. Chris's eyes streamed, spit drooling down his chin.

"Gonna cum on that pretty face," Rafe warned. "You pathetic cocksucker."

He pulled out, jacking himself with hard, fast strokes. His cock pulsed, and thick ropes of cum shot across Chris's face. Forehead. Cheek. Lips.

Rafe squeezed the last drops onto Chris's tongue.

"Now wipe it off with your fingers," Rafe commanded. "And eat it."

Chris's hand trembled as he scooped cum from his cheek, bringing it to his mouth. He sucked his fingers clean.

Then again. And again. Until his face was clean.

Rafe tucked himself away. "You did well, bitch."

He walked away without looking back.

I stared at Rafe's retreating form, hating him. Hating how he'd degraded Chris. Hating his arrogance.

And wanting—desperately wanting—him to treat me exactly the same way.


Chapter seven
Dinner


We all gathered in Nick's farmhouse kitchen. Steaks sizzled on the massive Viking range whilst Darius tossed a salad. Jade set the long wooden table, and Kenji poured wine into mismatched glasses.

I sat between Chris and Nick. Rafe claimed the seat directly across from me, his predatory eyes constantly shifting to stare at me.

"So," I ventured, cutting into my perfectly cooked ribeye. "Are you all professional wrestlers?"

Nick laughed, a deep rumble. "Define professional."

"Getting paid to wrestle," Chris offered.

"Then yes." Nick gestured with his fork. "Though 'professional' covers a wide spectrum."

Darius spoke up, his voice surprisingly soft. "I did three years in NXT. WWE's developmental brand. Got called up to the main roster twice, but never stuck."

"NXT is Tier One," Nick explained. "WWE is the dream—the big time. Multi-billion dollar company, global reach. Top stars make millions. Mid-carders pull two, three hundred grand. Even the bottom guys clear eighty to a hundred thousand."

"That's Tier One?" I asked.

"WWE and AEW." Nick sipped his wine. "AEW launched in 2019, legitimate competition now. Better creative freedom, treat wrestlers like actual humans instead of corporate assets."

Jade leaned forward, her enhanced chest straining against her tank top. "I worked WWE for eighteen months. Made decent money, but..." She shrugged. "Didn't fit their vision for women's wrestling. Now, I'm trying to break into the AEW."

"Tier Two is international," Nick continued. "New Japan Pro-Wrestling in Japan—fifty-plus year history. Many consider it the best in-ring work globally. CMLL and AAA in Mexico, lucha libre legends."

Kenji nodded. "I trained in New Japan's dojo. Two years. But they didn't like my lifestyle choices, and my career wasn't going anywhere."

"Tier Three is Impact Wrestling, Ring of Honor," Nick went on. "Used to be bigger. Now they're stepping stones or where former Tier One talent goes before they retire."

Rafe snorted. "I did Impact for six months. Thirty grand for the year. Fucking joke."

"Tier Four is the indies." Nick's expression grew more serious. "Pro Wrestling Guerrilla, Game Changer Wrestling, Beyond Wrestling. You can barely make a living there."

"And Tier Five?" I asked quietly.

Nick's whole body tensed. "Ultraviolent leagues. Combat Zone Wrestling, the outlaw mudshows. Light tubes, glass, barbed wire. You get hurt bad, maybe die, for maybe a hundred bucks and 'exposure.'"

The table fell silent.

"That's where I ended up," Nick finally said.

"I was with WCW from '94 to '99," Nick said. "Ted Turner's promotion. We went head-to-head with WWE—back then it was still WWF—and we were beating their ass in the ratings every Monday night."

"What happened?" I asked.

"AOL-Time Warner merger. Corporate restructuring. They didn't want wrestling on their networks anymore." Nick took a swig of beer. "Hundred-plus wrestlers got released in six months. The business imploded."

Darius reached across the table, squeezed Nick's shoulder.

"I was thirty-two," Nick continued. "Had a mortgage, car payments, no degree. Wrestling was all I knew. So when Extreme Anarchy Wrestling called, offering three grand a month..."

"Tier Five," Jade whispered.

"Light tubes. Barbed wire wrapped around steel chairs. Thumbtacks, glass panes." Nick lifted his shirt, revealing a patchwork of scars across his ribs. "Third show, I went through a flaming table onto concrete. Shattered two vertebrae. Spent eight months in physical therapy learning to walk again."

"Oh, my god," I said. "That sounds horrible."

"Didn't even get paid. The promoter skipped town owing everyone." Nick's laugh held no humor. "Nearly ended my career, my life. Took another two years on the legitimate indies before I could work a real match again."

Nick's eyes swept the table before landing on Rafe. The silence stretched, heavy with unspoken words.

"That's why I try to help wrestlers not make the same mistakes I did."

Rafe set down his fork. "Alright, old man. I hear you. But Extreme Underground Wrestling is offering me a grand per show. That's hard to say no to."

"It's too dangerous." Nick's voice carried an edge I hadn't heard before, not even when he'd punished me. "What good is a thousand dollars a show if you're permanently disabled? Can't walk, can't fuck, can't even piss without help?"

"So what would you have me do?" Rafe's posture shifted, defensive. "Keep starving while I wait for a call that might never come?"

Nick leaned back, his chair creaking. "You need to spend more time working on your persona and technique. The package isn't complete yet."

"My technique's solid—"

"Your technique's adequate. Your character work needs development. Your mic skills are raw." Nick counted on thick fingers. "Keep training here. Build the complete package—wrestling skill, mic work, character, physique. All of it."

Rafe's jaw clenched.

"Work the regional indies," Nick continued. "Build reputation, not just scars. Take NJPW tours if they offer—international credibility matters. Then you wait for the AEW, WWE, or Impact call."

"Could be months," Rafe muttered.

"Could be years," Nick countered. "But you'll get there as a complete performer, not a broken shell who took shortcuts."

Darius nodded slowly. Jade studied her plate. Kenji watched Rafe with something that looked almost like hope.

"The money's there now—"

"Better money will be there later, when you're worth it." Nick's voice softened slightly. "You've got the look, the athleticism. You're what, twenty-two?"

"Twenty-two," Rafe confirmed.

"You've got time." Nick reached for the wine bottle. "But you don't have spare vertebrae. Trust me on that."

Rafe stared at Nick for a long moment, then his shoulders dropped. "Fuck."

"Yeah." Nick raised his bottle to Rafe. "Fuck indeed."

Nick leaned forward, his massive forearms resting on the table. His entire demeanor shifted—less dominant alpha, more concerned mentor.

"Look," he said, his eyes moving from face to face. "I have no doubt every single one of you will make it. You've all got what it takes. Darius, you've got the look and the power. Jade, you're breaking barriers in a business that desperately needs women who won't play small. Rafe, you've got natural charisma most wrestlers spend years trying to fake. And Kenji..."

The young man looked up, startled at being addressed.

"You've got technical precision and speed that is rarely seen. Your mat work is flawless." Nick's voice gentled. "But all of you need patience. This business rewards those who build properly, not those who rush."

The tension around the table eased. Darius nodded slowly. Even Rafe seemed to relax.

Nick turned his attention to Chris. "So, Chris, earlier you said you served? I'm curious about that."

Chris stiffened slightly beside me. I held my breath. He never talked about his military service. I'd learned more from his family than from him.

"Army," Chris said. "Four years, 2001 to 2005."

"Iraq?" Nick asked.

"Camp Victory, Baghdad." Chris paused, his fingers drumming against his beer bottle. "I was a 92G—culinary specialist. Ran the DFAC kitchens, feeding thousands daily."

"See combat?"

"Some. Mortars, rocket attacks. But I wasn't outside the wire much." Chris's voice dropped. "Lost friends though. IEDs, ambushes. Guys I trained with. Men I fed."

The table went quiet. Even Rafe's cocky smirk disappeared.

"The guys doing the real fighting," Chris continued, "they'd come through my line exhausted, covered in dust and blood. I figured if I couldn't be out there with them, at least I could make sure they got a decent meal."

Nick raised his bottle. "To doing what you can, where you are."

We all drank to that.

Jade turned to me, her green eyes curious. "So what do you do, Skylar?"

"I'm a writer."

"Like novels?"

"Erotic romance," I admitted.

Rafe's laugh was immediate. "Oh, so you're gonna write about all this?"

I felt my cheeks flush. "Probably. I mean, there's a good chance. But I'd change names, identifying details. Make it fiction."

"Make me Brazilian," Rafe said immediately. "And give me a big cock."

"You are Brazilian, and how much larger do you want your cock to be?" Jade pointed out.

"It can always be bigger," he said.

I laughed despite myself. "I'll see what I can do."

"Any boyfriends or girlfriends?" I asked the table, desperate to shift attention away from myself. "Significant others?"

Jade shook her head. "No time for that bullshit. Between training, working shows, and keeping my body in this condition..." She gestured at her muscular frame. "Relationships require energy I don't have."

"Though I definitely enjoyed what happened today," she added, her eyes meeting mine with heat. "Your tongue was exactly what I needed."

My face burned hotter.

"Baby, I could take care of you anytime," Rafe said, his voice dropping to that predatory purr. "You know I would."

Jade's smile turned wicked. "Okay, but you know my rule."

I glanced between them. "What rule?"

"If a guy wants to fuck me," Jade said, her tone matter-of-fact, "I get to fuck him first."

Rafe groaned. "But baby, I'm crazy about you."

"Then you know what you've got to do." Jade's expression remained firm, though amusement danced in her eyes.

During their exchange, I noticed Kenji. He wasn't looking at Jade. His dark eyes were fixed on Rafe with an intensity that was hard to miss. The longing there was unmistakable—raw, hopeless want.

Jade had mentioned earlier that Rafe wasn't gay, just enjoyed dominating men. Which meant Kenji's obvious crush was destined for heartbreak. I recognized that look. I'd worn it myself once, years ago, before I learned that wanting someone who couldn't want you back was a special kind of torture.

Poor kid.

"I have about a million more questions," I started, already mentally cataloging storylines and character dynamics.

Nick stood, his chair scraping against the hardwood floor. "Later. Right now, it's cleanup time. Then..." His eyes found mine and Chris's. "I need to show you two my play area."

The shift in his tone made my stomach uneasy. Not the gentle mentor anymore. Something darker, more commanding had entered his voice.

Chris's hand found mine under the table. His palm was sweaty.

"Darius, you're on dishes," Nick ordered. "Jade, clear the table. Rafe, take out the trash. Kenji, wipe down the counters."

Everyone moved immediately, the choreography obviously familiar.

Nick's massive hand settled on my shoulder. "You two head to the barn. Second floor. Door at the top of the stairs. Wait for me there."

I stood on shaking legs, Chris beside me. Together, we walked into the cool Georgia night, toward the barn and whatever waited on the second floor.


Chapter eight
The Ultimate Surrender


The stairs creaked beneath Nick's heavy boots as he led us to his private play area above the gym. Chris's hand in mine was slick with sweat, and I could feel his pulse hammering against my palm.

Nick pushed open a heavy door at the top. "Welcome to my playroom."

The space was massive, spanning half the length of the barn below. Exposed beams crisscrossed overhead, and industrial track lighting cast colored pools of illumination on the equipment below. A St. Andrew's cross dominated the center—dark wood, padded leather restraints at each point, thick bolts securing it to the floor. To its right sat a black leather spanking bench, angled with a padded center and restraint points for legs and arms. Along the far wall, a steel cage, not quite large enough to stand in.

A medical table with stirrups sat in the corner, gleaming under the lights. Shelves lined another wall, displaying dildos in graduated sizes, anal plugs, gags, hoods. A glass case held needles and medical instruments that sent fear rushing through me. I had never experimented with Medical play.

"Undress each other," Nick commanded.

Chris's fingers trembled as he reached for the hem of my sweater. I raised my arms, letting him pull it over my head, goosebumps rising on my skin. I fumbled with the buttons on his shirt, my hands clumsy, dropping one button twice before managing to slide it through the hole. His chest hair was dark against his olive skin, and I traced a finger over his collarbone without thinking.

"Faster," Nick's voice cut through the quiet. "You're not on a first date."

Chris's jeans came next. I unbuttoned them, my knuckles brushing his hardness, straining to be free. He stepped out of them, and I saw the wet spot on his boxer briefs. He slid my leggings down, his thumbs hooking the waistband, dragging them over my hips. I wasn't wearing panties. I pulled off Chris's boxers. His erection sprang free.

We stood naked, side by side, not looking at each other.

"Skylar, the cross. Backwards. Chris, the bench."

I positioned myself in front of the cross as Nick buckled the cuffs around my wrists above my head.

"Spread your legs," he said as he secured my ankles to the bottom. I turned my head and watched as Nick fastened Chris's wrists to the front of the bench. He was bent over, his face visible from my angle, his ass vulnerable. The bench's design meant he couldn't move forward or back, completely immobilized.

"Safewords," Nick began.

"We know," I interrupted, the words tumbling out before I could stop them. "Green, yellow, red. You've told us already."

The silence that followed was absolute.

Nick's palm cracked across my ass cheek so hard my vision blurred. Fire exploded across my skin, a shockwave of pain that stole my breath.

"Bitch," he snarled, his mouth close to my ear. "I didn't ask for your fucking opinion. I didn't ask what you know or don't know. I have my process, and I'll repeat myself as much as I want. Do you understand?"

My throat closed. "Yes, Nick, I understand."

Another brutal swat landed on the same spot. I screamed, the sound raw and jagged.

"Here, you will call me Sir or Master."

"Yes, Sir!" I gasped, my voice breaking. "I'm sorry, Sir!"

"You are sorry," he said. "But not as sorry as your pathetic excuse for a man. Tonight, you're going to see just how pathetic he really is."

Rage burned in my throat—the urge to spit, to denounce him for the creep he was. But I forced it down. Defiance here didn't mean freedom. It meant more punishment. For me. Possibly for Chris.

I felt his hand return to my ass, but this time it was gentle, a slow caress over the burning skin. I risked a glance sideways and saw his other hand doing the same to Chris's ass. Chris's cheeks were slightly hairy, the muscle firm and rounded, and Nick's large palm spanned the entire surface as he stroked it possessively. The sight of him touching my husband that way—so intimate, so proprietary—sent a pulse of heat straight to my sex. I was wet, embarrassingly so.

Nick's hand kept moving on my ass. I hated how my body reacted to it. I wanted to bite him. I wanted to thank him. The contradiction twisted in my gut.

"Look at you," Nick murmured, his thumb tracing the curve of my cheek. "Soaked. Already dripping down your thighs."

I watched Nick's fingers dip lower, brushing between Chris's cheeks, and Chris made a sound I'd never heard before—a whimper that was pure surrender. Nick was claiming us both, marking territory, and some feral part of me wanted to snarl that Chris was mine.

Watching Nick reduce Chris to trembling need, watching my strong, capable husband bend and break under this man's will—it ignited something dark and hungry in me. I wanted to see Chris degraded. I wanted to see him used.

Nick had figured us out.

"Pathetic," Nick said, but the word dripped with satisfaction, not disgust. "Both of you. Getting off on this. Chris, tell me what you are right now."

Chris's voice came out small, stripped bare. "Yours, Sir."

"And what are you willing to do for me?"

"Anything."

I could hear the surrender in his voice, in how he didn't hesitate. He craved this, this stripping away of dignity. So did I. But where Chris and I differed was that I enjoyed both sides. I loved being dominated and doing the dominating. But right now, I was being dominated with him. This is the power that Nick had over me—over us.

Nick's palm cracked against my other cheek—lighter this time, a tease. "Don't think I don't see that look, Skylar. You want to fight me. You want to push until I break you. That's what makes you fun."

Defiance rushed through me. "I'm not a fucking toy."

"You're exactly a fucking toy. My toy." His fingers slipped between my legs, finding me embarrassingly slick. Two thick digits plunged inside without warning, and my knees buckled against the restraints. "And toys that talk back get played with harder."

I bit back a moan. This was the game—the harder I pushed, the more brutal he became. The more brutal he became, the wetter I got. I'd tried explaining this to Chris once, how the resistance was part of the thrill. How fighting back made the surrender mean something. Chris understood the surrender. He didn't understand the fight. He just took it with no complaint.

Nick got it.

His thumb found my clit, rubbing in merciless circles. "You're going to hate every second of tonight. And you're going to love every second of hating it. And tomorrow, when your ass is purple, and your throat is raw, you're going to beg me for more."

"Fuck you."

He laughed, the sound rich and dark. "That's the spirit."

A large mirror hung on the wall in front of us. I caught Chris's eye and held it, trying to communicate something—solidarity, fear, love. He looked away immediately. Was he ashamed? Trying to disappear into the moment? Or was he somewhere else entirely, lost in the sensation of Nick's hand on his skin?

Nick moved to the cabinet. The doors opened with a soft click, revealing a wall of implements—floggers with leather tails, wooden paddles, canes, riding crops, whips. He took his time. My heart hammered against my ribs. The anticipation was always worse than the pain.

He selected a wooden paddle, rectangular, with small circular holes drilled through it. The holes reduced air resistance, making each strike bite deeper.

Nick positioned himself behind me. I closed my eyes.

The first strike landed.

The paddle compressed my flesh, the holes creating a series of sharp points of impact that felt like a dozen bee stings at once. The sound was a crack that echoed off the barn walls. The pain was immediate, overwhelming, a wave that crested over me. I cried out.

Nick walked to Chris. I turned my head, straining to see.

The paddle swept back and connected with Chris's ass. His entire body jerked against the restraints, a sharp intake of breath his only response. He didn't scream. He didn't cry out. His face in the mirror showed pain, clenched teeth, but his lips remained sealed.

Nick struck him again. And again. Chris absorbed each blow in stoic silence, his eyes squeezed shut, his knuckles white against the cuffs. The only sounds were the crack of the paddle and his ragged breathing.

I watched, mesmerized, as tears gathered in my own eyes from the lingering burn on my ass, while my husband took his punishment without a sound.

Nick moved through his arsenal without giving us a break—a leather flogger that kissed then bit, a bamboo cane that whistled before it cracked, leaving welts blooming like red roses across our asses. I lost track of time, lost track of myself. I cursed Nick between strikes, called him a bastard, a fucking monster, and each insult earned me harder blows until my voice broke into sobs. Through it all, Chris remained silent. His knuckles white against the restraints. Not a single sound escaped him except the ragged inhalation between impacts.

When Nick finally stopped, the sudden absence of pain was almost worse than the pain itself. My nerves screamed into the void.

He unbuckled my ankle cuffs first, then my wrists. My legs buckled. I caught myself against the cross, my arms trembling. Nick left Chris bound, his ass a canvas of purple and crimson stripes.

"Kneel," Nick ordered.

My knees hit the mat without protest. I didn't crave any more of his punishment. I felt as if I were at my breaking point. Nick positioned his heavy shaft at my lips, and I opened for him, the taste of salt filling my mouth as he pushed past my tongue. He wasn't gentle. He never was. His hips pistoned forward, driving deep until my throat convulsed and I gagged, saliva flooding my mouth, dripping down my chin.

"Look at him," Nick growled, fucking my face with vicious thrusts. "Look at your useless husband, lying there watching as I use his wife's throat."

I turned my head as much as Nick's grip in my hair allowed. Chris's eyes were fixed on us, glassy and wild. His cock pressed against the spanking bench, rigid and leaking.

"What kind of man gets hard watching his wife choke on another man's cock?" Nick taunted, pulling out long enough to slap Chris's face with his shaft, slick with my saliva. The wet sound cracked through the barn. "A pathetic one. That's what kind."

He drove back into my throat. I couldn't breathe. My lungs burned.

"Green?" Nick asked, pulling out, letting me suck in air.

"Green, Sir," I wheezed, the words scraping my raw throat.

He smiled down at me, something cold and pleased. "Good girl. Now put it in his mouth."

My hand trembled as I wrapped my fingers around his base. My small hand barely fit around his girth, veins thick and pulsing against my palm. I guided the swollen head toward Chris's lips. Chris's eyes went wide, panic flickering through the haze of submission. This would be his second cock today.

"Open," I whispered, my voice gentle.

Chris parted his lips. I pressed forward. The mushroom tip disappeared between his teeth, and Nick surged without warning, driving deep. Chris choked immediately, worse than I had. His throat bulged. Tears streamed down his cheeks, mixing with the saliva dripping from his chin. He gagged louder, wetter, more desperate. I felt sorry for him, truly sorry, watching his eyes water and his face redden. But deeper than that sorrow ran a current of fascination, watching my husband's mouth stretch around another man's cock, watching his submission deepen in real time.

Nick gave him no quarter. He fucked Chris's face with the same brutal rhythm he'd used on mine, his balls slapping against Chris's chin with each thrust. "Relax your throat, bitch. You're fighting it."

Chris couldn't. His body rebelled against the intrusion. The gagging sounds grew wetter, more violent. He didn't have the practice I did.

Finally, Nick pulled out. Chris gasped, panting, trying to suck oxygen into his abused throat. Strings of saliva connected his lips to Nick's cock.

Nick's hands clamped under my armpits, and suddenly my feet left the ground. He lifted me as if I weighed nothing, as if I were a doll made of paper. My stomach dropped. He was so fucking strong. He set me down near the equipment cabinet, and my knees wobbled.

He pulled open a deep drawer. Inside, a black leather harness lay there, the dildo gleaming under the lights. I'd seen strap-ons before, used them on Chris at home. But this one was different—a seven-inch shaft in front, yes, but also a thick plug at the base of the harness, designed to fill the wearer.

"Put it on," Nick commanded.

My hands shook as I lifted it from the drawer. The leather was supple, expensive. I always struggled with the straps, always fumbled. This time was worse, with Nick's eyes burning into my back, his taunts sharp as broken glass.

"You're pathetic. Can't even dress yourself. How did you ever think you could dominate anyone?"

The straps tangled. I cursed, tears of frustration stinging my eyes. Finally, the buckles clicked into place. The front dildo jutted obscenely from my pelvis. The base inside my throbbing pussy.

Nick's palm cracked across my ass. Not punishment—a sharp, approving strike. "Look at that tiny ass, framed so pretty by those straps. Perfect."

The praise was so unexpected, so rare, that I soaked it in like rain on parched earth. I relished it. Wanted to earn more.

Nick grabbed a bottle of lube from the cabinet—the type meant for anal play. He pressed it into my hand. "Get him ready. Lick his ass first."

I wasn't a fan of rimming. The idea had always made me wrinkle my nose. But I wasn't the one giving orders. I knelt behind Chris, spread his cheeks with shaking hands. His hole was pink, pulsing. I leaned in.

The taste was clean, just skin. Chris moaned, the first involuntary sound he'd made in hours. Hearing his voice sent a thrill through me. I worked him with my tongue, circling, pressing, tasting his surrender.

"You like that, bitch?" Nick asked Chris.

Chris's foggy brain forgot the rule. "Yes, I like it," he moaned.

A hand blurred past my face—Nick's palm connecting with Chris's already-blistered ass. The sound was a gunshot. Chris yelped.

"Yes, what?" Nick's voice was ice and steel.

"Yes, Sir!" Chris corrected, panic sharpening his tone. "I love having my ass licked, Sir!"

"Better."

I pulled back, face flushed with heat and exertion. Nick squeezed lube onto my fingers, the gel cold and slick. I pressed one digit in, then two, working them in and out. Chris's body accepted the intrusion, his muscles relaxing by degrees. By the third finger, he was moaning as if he was hungry for more.

"That's enough," Nick said. "He's stretched. Are you ready to be her anal whore, bitch?"

"Yes, Sir," Chris breathed, and I heard the truth in it. He was ready. More than ready.

Nick took my hips, positioning the tip of the strap-on against Chris's opening. I pressed forward. Chris's body tensed, a full-body shudder, then released. I waited, giving him time to adjust, watching his shoulders rise and fall with deep breaths. Then I began moving—slow, gentle strokes, the dildo sliding in and out in a steady rhythm.

Nick's voice cut through the quiet. "Harder. Fuck him like his ass belongs to you."

I obeyed. My hips snapped forward, driving deep. Chris's hands balled into fists so tight his knuckles showed white. He moaned with each thrust, a low, continuous sound that vibrated through his chest.

Nick reached around me, his large hand wrapping around Chris's erection. "Taking it so well. Nice cock, bitch. You must like hearing me say that—I can feel you throbbing in my hand."

His body was betraying every shameful desire, and he was powerless to stop it.

Nick positioned himself behind me. His palm pressed between my shoulder blades, forcing me forward until my breasts flattened against Chris's sweat-slicked back. Our bodies sandwiched together—Chris beneath, me above, Nick behind. The heat was suffocating. I felt Nick's fingers probing my entrance, a quick check. Heard him spit. Then felt the blunt press of his cock, no warning, no slow tease, just a brutal invasion that stole my breath.

He was so big. So impossibly big. He didn't give me time to adjust before he began pounding into me, his thrusts driving my hips forward, grinding the strap-on deeper into Chris's ass with each stroke. I was fucking my husband while being fucked. The sensation was bordering on too much—the base of the strap-on pressed against my clit with every movement, the plug at the back of the harness filling me, Nick driving into me with relentless force.

An orgasm began pooling in my sex, gathering like a storm. I could feel it building, pressure mounting with each brutal thrust. "Please, Sir," I gasped. "Please, may I cum?"

"You fucked him good," Nick grunted, his grip on my hips bruising. "You earned it. Cum for me, slut."

The permission was all I needed. The orgasm ripped through me, fierce and all-consuming, radiating from my core to my fingertips. I screamed into Chris's shoulder, biting down on his flesh as waves of pleasure crashed over me again and again.

Nick pulled out abruptly, the sudden emptiness making me gasp. He yanked me off Chris's back and threw me to the floor without ceremony. My ass hit the mat hard. Anger flared—hot, bright, at being discarded like trash. As if he no longer had any use for me. But before I could speak, Nick's voice cut through.

"Spread his ass with your hands."

Holy fuck.

My excitement rose. This was it. The moment I'd both dreaded and craved. My husband was about to take a real cock in his ass for the first time. I scrambled up, my legs still shaky from the orgasm, and reached for Chris's cheeks. My fingers trembled as I spread them wide. His hole gaped from the strap-on, pink and raw, but already beginning to close. Nick pressed the head of his cock against that shrinking entrance, his massive head looking impossibly large against Chris's body.

"Wider," Nick commanded.

I pushed Chris's cheeks further apart, holding him open. Nick pressed forward. Chris called out, a strangled "Oh my god" that echoed off the rafters.

Nick smiled down at me, his beard framing white teeth. "Your husband is officially a bi-anal slut now."

I nodded, my throat dry.

"Do you like watching him get his ass fucked?"

"Yes, I love it."

"How does it feel having a real cock in your ass?" He asked Chris.

"Sir, it feels great. You're so big," Chris answered.

"Does it hurt?"

"Yes, Sir. But I like it."

Nick rammed into him hard. "You just like it? You don't love it?"

"I love it, Sir. I love it!"

I looked in the mirror across the room and caught Chris's reflection. His eyes met mine. So many emotions swirled in that gaze—fear, shame, surrender, desire. But beneath it all, I saw something else. Contentment. This was what he'd longed for since that night after our Christmas party. He was finally getting used by his idol.

Nick pulled out, and I watched, mesmerized, as Chris's anus stretched wider than I imagined possible, purple and gaping, a dark tunnel that slowly began to close. Nick unfastened Chris's restraints and then attached a leash to his collar. He pulled. Chris's legs buckled, too weak to support him. He caught himself at the last moment, hands bracing on the floor, and found the strength to crawl after Nick to the medical examination chair on the far side of the room.

"Climb up," Nick ordered, and Chris obeyed, his movements clumsy, exhausted. Nick lifted his legs, placing them in the metal stirrups, spreading him obscenely wide. His gaping hole was still visible, but closing, exposed and vulnerable.

Nick tossed me the lube bottle. "Get him ready. And get me ready."

I squirted lube onto Nick's cock, my hands slick as I stroked him, coating every inch. More lube into Chris's ass, my fingers sliding in easily now, the muscle lax and accepting. Nick pushed back in, and I watched, inches from the penetration, as his greasy shaft slid in and out of my husband. Chris was rock hard again. He reached down to stroke it, but Nick's palm cracked across it.

"That cock belongs to me," Nick snarled. "It's my plaything, not yours."

"Sorry, Sir," Chris gasped, the pain evident in his voice.

"Who owns your cock?" Nick demanded, thrusting harder, making the chair shake.

"You do, Sir," Chris answered without hesitation.

"That's right." Nick gripped the base of Chris's cock and looked at me. "Suck it. Make him cum."

I bent over, taking Chris into my mouth. He tasted of sweat. Nick increased his pace, hammering into Chris, each thrust shaking the chair so violently I had to brace myself against the metal frame. I felt the force of Nick's fucking transmitted through Chris's body, into my mouth.

"I'm close," Chris panted, his voice strained.

Nick's grip tightened on Chris's thighs. "Cum for me, bitch."

Chris's shaft pulsed in my mouth. The first spurt hit the back of my throat, thick and hot. He came more than usual, far more, flooding my mouth. I swallowed what I could, but it was too much. The rest spilled out, running down his shaft, pooling on his stomach.

Nick gave three more brutal thrusts, then pulled out. His cock erupted, spraying across my face, across Chris's cock and balls. Warm ropes striped my cheek, my lips, my chin. I licked his cum off Chris's softening member without being told, and Chris shuddered as my tongue cleansed him.

Nick stepped back, breathing hard, his cock still half-hard and glistening. He looked at us both with something like satisfaction. "Look at you two," he said, his voice rough. "FILTHY." The word hung in the air, a pronouncement, a benediction.
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Nick watched us clean his playroom without letting us dress. The cool air raised goosebumps on my flesh, and every movement ached. My thighs trembled. My jaw throbbed. I just wanted the barracks, a warm blanket, oblivion.

"Good work," Nick said when we finished. He clipped leashes to our collars. "You'll sleep in my room tonight. In case I want to use you again."

My stomach dropped. "Sir, I don't think I can—"

"It wasn't a request." He tugged the leash. "Move."

I pulled back. "Our clothes—"

"You don't need clothes."

The bastard knew. Knew we were shattered, knew the night air bit at our naked skin, knew the others were probably lingering below. He hunted for every chance to strip us bare, to prove his absolute dominance over us.

We followed him down the stairs. Kenji jogged on the treadmill, sweat rolling down his compact frame. He smiled—kind, understanding. That small kindness made it worse.

Outside, Jade and Darius leaned against the barn wall, cigarettes glowing orange in the darkness. Jade pointed, her laugh sharp and musical. "Told you he'd keep them for himself tonight."

"Shit," Darius muttered, shaking his shaved head. "Nick don't play."

I wanted to sink into the dirt. My face burned despite the cold. We were pets on display, our nudity illuminated by the barn's security lights.

Nick's house was at least warm. Rafe emerged from the kitchen, drying his hands on a towel. "All clean, boss."

He barely glanced at Chris. But as I passed, his palm cracked across my ass. The sting radiated through my exhausted muscles. I whirled, fury overriding submission for one heartbeat.

Rafe raised his hands, grinning. "Easy."

Nick's voice cut the air. "Problem?"

I glared at Rafe, chest heaving.

"Would you rather I give you to him for the night?" Nick's fingers tightened on my leash. "He'd use you properly. Maybe teach you some respect."

The anger drained away, replaced by ice. "No, Sir."

"Then apologize."

The words stuck in my throat. Rafe's smirk widened. I swallowed pride like broken glass. "I'm sorry for looking at you that way."

"That's better." Nick led us upstairs.

His shower was huge, all slate and glass. "Wash me."

We did. Chris and I moved like automatons, soaping Nick's massive body, our hands sliding over his tattoos, his muscles, his still-heavy cock. He stepped out, water still running.

Before he returned to his bedroom, he said, "Clean each other. No talking. Then join me in the bedroom."

When he exited, I opened my mouth. Chris's hand covered it. His eyes held mine—pleading, warning. Don't. He couldn't take any more punishment. Not tonight.

We washed in silence, our hands communicating what our mouths couldn't. I'm here. I love you. We'll get through this. The warm water offered brief sanctuary before Nick's voice called from the bedroom.

We found him sprawled across a king bed, nude, watching late-night television. His cock rested across his thigh like a sleeping python. I loved that cock, what it did to me, what it made me feel. But tonight, I wanted nothing more to do with it.

Nick patted the mattress. "Skylar, up here. Chris, you can sleep at the foot of the bed."

He pointed at a folded blanket on a chair. Chris retrieved it and vanished below the bed's edge.

I crawled up beside Nick. He pulled me against his chest, one massive arm draped over me. His heartbeat thudded against my ear. This felt so very wrong, with my husband curled at the foot of the bed like a dog.

But exhaustion was a drug stronger than shame. My eyelids weighted down. The last thing I heard was Nick's rumbling voice: "Goodnight, little one."

I closed my eyes and…

To be continued…


Chapter nine
Wrestling With Desire Series


When Skylar hired Big Nick as their Christmas party Santa, she had no idea the legendary retired wrestler was her husband Chris's childhood hero—or that he would awaken desires neither of them knew existed. What began as innocent holiday entertainment transformed into an intense night of dominance and submission that left them used and craving more.

Unable to forget that transformative night, Skylar and Chris accepted Nick's invitation to spend a weekend at his remote Wrestling Academy. Surrounded by Nick's trainees—wrestlers as sexually adventurous as they are skilled—Skylar and Chris discovered that some lessons can only be learned when you submit the ultimate submission.

Book 1
Claimed by Santa

[image: Claimed by Santa Book Cover]


Book 2
The Ultimate Submission

[image: The Ultimate Submission Cover]


Book 3
Cumming Soon!


Bonus Content & Social Media



Bonus Content and Free eBooks 
Visit my website and join my newsletter to stay informed about all my new releases and download some free erotic stories: https://skylarreyes.com
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Want to Chat with my Characters?
Visit my website to find out how: https://skylarreyes.com
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Looking for Taboo, Too Hot, and Bonus Content?
Check out my profiles on Substack or Smashwords.

[image: ]


Follow me on Social Media at:

BlueSky (NSFW)


Instagram


More by Skylar Reyes



Skylar's Swinger Stories
Neighbors with Benefits (Book 1 – Amazon)
Depths of Desire (Book 2 – Amazon)
The Price of Pleasure (Book 3 – Amazon)
Shared at Club Paradise (Book 4 – Amazon)
Skylar's Swinger Stories: Books 1-4 (Amazon)
Serving Up Desire (Book 5 – Amazon)
Shared on my Husband's Birthday (Book 6 – Amazon)
Tides of Passion (Book 7 – Amazon)
Masters of Desire (Book 8 – Amazon)
Skylar's Swinger Stories: Books 5-8 (Amazon)
Tight Surrender (Book 9 – Amazon)
Dangerous Temptations (Book 10 – Amazon)
Forbidden Confession (Prequel – Website, Substack)

[image: ]

Wrestling with Desire
Claimed by Santa (Book 1 – Amazon)
The Ultimate Submission (Book 2 – Amazon)
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Skylar's Taboo Stories
Forbidden Confession: A Taboo Story (Payhip, Substack, Smashwords, Ream)
Scoring with My Stepdad: A Taboo Story (Payhip, Substack, Smashwords, Ream)
Eden's Wet Awakening (Payhip, Substack, Smashwords, Ream)
Eden's First Golden Shower (Payhip, Substack, Smashwords, Ream)
Eden's Golden Domination (Payhip, Substack, Smashwords, Ream)
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Home For the Holidays
The Politics of Desire (Britney's Story) (Book 1 – Amazon)
Alpine Attraction (Suji's Story) (Book 2 – Amazon)
Forbidden Flavors (Sofia's Story) (Book 3 – Amazon)
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Lost Bets
A Naked Tip (Book 1 – Amazon)
A Model Student (Book 2 – Amazon)
Best Dinner Party… Ever! (Book 3 – Amazon)
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Historical Fiction
Circle of Desire: A Tale of Lust and Longing in Gilded Age New York (Amazon)
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The Education of Eden
The Education of Eden (Book 1 – Amazon)
Tethered (Book 2 – Amazon)
Switch (Book 3 – Amazon) 
Dirty (Book 4 – Amazon)
Mistress Eden (Book 5 – Amazon)
The Education of Eden: The Complete Series: Books 1-5 (Amazon)
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Eden's Training Sessions
(standalone shorts)
Eden's Wet Awakening (Payhip, Smashwords, Ream, Substack)
Eden's First Golden Shower (Payhip, Smashwords, Ream, Substack)
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Forbidden Games
Taming a Silver Fox Millionaire (Book 1 – Amazon)
Code of Submission (Book 2 – Amazon)

[image: ]

Carnal Nightmares
Raven's Hollow: A Spicy Ghost Story (Amazon)
Invitation to Hell: An Erotic Horror Story (Payhip, Smashwords)
Sacrificial Lamb: An Invitation to Hell Bonus Chapter (Free on Substack, Ream, Website)
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Non-Fiction
Domination & Submission: A Comprehensive Guide to BDSM (Amazon)

Find them all at: https://skylarreyes.com
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