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Wavelength

"Want to try different kind of game?" Eric asked as he plopped down onto the couch beside me.

"Actually," I said as a jolt of enthusiasm popped into my voice, "That sounds like a lot of fun." Todd and I had just hosted a party. It started around four, and now it was two in the morning, but another surge of energy pulsed through my body. I had probably been drunk or tipsy earlier that night, but now I felt pretty good. Maybe I’ll regret all of this in the morning. Maybe not. But right then and there, I wasn't ready to crawl into bed.

"I'm down," Todd, my boyfriend, said. He sat on my other side, leaned forward, and glanced at the two of us. "What kind of game are you thinking?"

"This is a different kind of game," he said. "It doesn't have any cards or pieces. We just need some paper and some pens. Todd, can you get some for us?"

"Sure thing," my boyfriend said. When Todd hopped up and rushed off to help out, I glanced over at him, and I enjoyed that normal pulse of warmth through my body. He was such a sweet guy; he was such a good boyfriend. Other girls had to worry about the guys in their lives wandering off and cheating, but that had never been a problem for me.

"He's always very helpful, isn't he?" Eric asked.

I glanced over at him, our eyes met, and a different kind of heat ran through my body. That happened sometimes, but I pushed it aside. I didn't allow myself to think about it.

"Yeah…" I said.

Eric watched me for another moment. Our eyes lingered on one another, and it had to be inappropriate, but I reminded myself that it was ridiculously late, and I probably couldn’t be held responsible for anything I did or said because I had been running hard for the last fourteen hours getting our apartment ready, going out and buying the supplies, texting with then everyone, arranging everything, not to mention picking up the pizzas and dealing with Olivia when she had her meltdown…

Wow.

It had been the kind of day that felt more like a week. All of the memories clustered together in one span of wakefulness seemed somehow impossible, like time had been compressed.

Todd came back, and he handed us each a piece of paper and a pen.

"So how does this game work?" Todd asked.

"It's pretty simple," Eric replied. "Basically, we're going to pick one person. That individual will be our judge. The other two are going to try to get on the same wavelength. We will ask questions, the judge will write down their answers, we will try to guess what those answers are, and then we see who wins at the end of the game."

"Sounds pretty simple," I allowed. When he suggested a game, I had been worried he might try to break out something much more elaborate like Terraforming Mars or Gloomhaven. We had the big-box boardgames off in the corner, and they could take anywhere between two and six hours, not to mention way more intellectual firepower than I possessed at that moment.

Eric glanced at me, almost like he expected something. I turned away from him because Todd was back in the room, and now I looked over at my boyfriend. "Dibbs on judge," I announced.

"Sounds fair," he replied.

I glanced back at Eric, and there was this warm smile on his face. Or maybe he looked satisfied? For a moment, I had to wonder if this was exactly what he had hoped would happen. When he suggested the game, did he know I would volunteer? We had been friends for a while. We played through our pretend-arguments about our favorite movies and restaurants, and sometimes it felt like flirting, but it couldn’t be flirting because I was dating Todd. We were together, and Todd was my boyfriend. That was a fact I never allowed myself to forget.

"Are you sure you want to do this?" Todd asked with a smirk.

I glanced over at my boyfriend before turning back to Eric. His expression had shifted. Maybe it was a little harder? Yes, he was smiling, but the amusement didn't seem to reach his eyes. "Why wouldn't I?"

"Well," Todd said as he reached out and wrapped his arm around my shoulder. "Lillian is my girlfriend. I've known her longer. If anyone is going to be on the same wavelength, it's us."

"I'm willing to take my chances," Eric replied.

"All right then," Todd decided. "Who gets to ask the first question?"

"Go ahead," Eric said magnanimously.

"No, I want to give you the advantage," Todd replied. "It already feels like the deck is stacked in my favor."

"Todd, just ask a question," I snarled. I stopped, blinked and looked back at him. Technically, I hadn't made any unreasonable demands, but it was late, and I was tired so I could feel my self-control start to fray. Flashing a quarter-smile, I tried to communicate with one of those quiet gestures people in relationships use all the time.

Todd seemed to notice, and he smiled back for just a moment as he leaned away. He glanced up at the ceiling, contemplated all of this and said, "Okay. We start off with an easy one. Lillian, what is your favorite movie?"

"Easy," I said. I scribbled down my answer as I thought of the CGI bunny and her dangerously adorable best friend.

Carefully folding the paper back, I made sure neither my friend nor my boyfriend could see what I had written. "Go ahead, boys. Let's see what you've got."

Eric had already started to write something down. Todd leaned forward as well as he wrote his answer.

"Everyone ready?" I asked. They said yes, so I glanced over at Eric and asked, "What have you got?"

He showed us his answer. Written in his masculine, slightly messy handwriting, his answer read, Zootopia.

"And Todd?"

Beauty and the Beast.

My chest tightened, and I didn't know exactly how I was supposed to feel, but I unfolded my piece of paper, and I turned it so they both saw the answer.

Zootopia.

"Beginner's luck," Todd said. At the same time, I could hear the strain in his voice. I wasn't the only one who was tired. More to the point, he probably didn't think about how he could have lost so easily.

"Next question?" I asked. I turned back to Eric, and there it was again, that little flutter of excitement. Fortunately for me, I recognized a simple reality. Yes, I loved Todd because he was sweet and loyal and dedicated to making me happy, but there was something powerful and deeply masculine about Eric. When I saw him, I could feel that tension run through my body as a little quiver mixed with arousal. Todd was a kind and cute sweetheart, but Eric triggered something primal within my chest.

He looked back at me for a moment, and I could almost guess what he was thinking. But no, that had to be my imagination. He didn't care about my light brown hair, the curves of my face, the shape of my nose, or the tension playing across my lips. His eyes didn't dart down to my breasts, and he wasn't thinking about how I looked in that pleated blue skirt or with the white, button-up top on. We were friends. We were just friends. He wouldn't see me any other way.

Right?

But if that was really true, then why did I have those doubts hovering somewhere at the edges of my brain.

"Let's go easy again," Eric said. "Favorite videogame."

"That is easy," Todd announced with the same confidence. Like before, he leaned forward and wrote down his answer. I didn't see what it was because I kept looking back at Eric. What was he thinking? I tried to read his mind or pick out some hint from his body language or the way one corner of his mouth rose up slightly.

Reminding myself that I had to play this game, I leaned forward, and I wrote down my answer: Diablo III.

Eric didn't see what I had written, but now he traced his own answer.

"Are we ready?" Todd asked, his tone tight with excitement.

"Sure," I said.

Eric opened his piece of paper first to reveal his answer as he said, "Diablo III."

"Overcooked," Todd said.

As they waited, I opened my piece of paper.

"Sorry," I said to Todd. "I guess we aren't on the same wavelength?"

"But your girlfriend and I definitely are," Eric said.

We played three more times. Eric had two correct answers and one wrong response.

Todd got all three of them wrong.

I found myself halfheartedly reaching out and running my hand up and down along his shoulder. "It's okay. It's late, this doesn't mean anything."

"No," he said.

"It's okay if your girlfriend and I are on the same wavelength," Eric said. I glanced back at my friend, my expression sharp. He wasn't supposed to needle Todd at that particular moment, but maybe I had the same thought, and maybe I wanted to laugh as well. No. I was being bad. I shouldn't have been thinking like that.

"Well this was interesting," Todd finally said as he straightened his back.

"Interesting?" Eric wanted to know.

Suddenly, I could feel the spike of testosterone along the air. "Guys, it's really late, and we are all exhausted. We sure we want to do something like this?"

With more confidence than I would have expected, Todd said, "Yes. Absolutely. Let's make this interesting."

"Twenty dollars?" Eric suggested.

My eyes widened, and I glared at my friend. I stared at him hard; did he realize what he was doing? Todd could be a sweet guy, but sometimes he got frustrated when we played games like this. Normally, Eric knew how to play with people; it sounded obvious, but I had met lots of gamers who forgot about how to be people. At work or out at a restaurant with their friends, they could be cool enough, but then they started playing and they started shouting and insulting one another, and it always ended up badly because they didn't know how to play games and be human at the same time.

Only Eric wasn't like that. He was the kind of guy who mastered games pretty quickly and made sure everyone around him was having fun. But at that moment, it felt like he was goading Todd. He wouldn't do that. Right? And yet, I couldn't shake that doubt, and it begged that other question. If he was playing with my boyfriend, what was he hoping to win?

One possibility popped into my head. I shoved it down before I allowed the idea to even articulate itself. No. No, that wasn't a possibility. No, nothing like that could ever happen. Not ever.

"Make it one hundred," Todd said.

"Works for me," Eric replied with that same breezy confidence from before.

"Guys, that’s stupid. Are you sure you want to do this?"

"Yes," Eric replied simply.

"Absolutely," growled my boyfriend. I glanced back at each of them.

In that moment, I knew what I was supposed to do. If they were being dumb guys who had to compete, then I should jump up onto my feet, announce that it was late and I was tired and I was going to go take a shower and go to bed. That could have ended the party. Maybe if they want to be especially foolhardy, they could start playing video games and taking bets on who could win Mario Kart or whatever. Right then and there, I didn't care.

But I did…

But I stayed on the couch between them.

"It's my turn to ask a question," Eric said. He leaned back for a moment, brought his hand up to his chin, and seemed to contemplate exactly what he would ask. Then he looked over to Todd, and then at me. At that moment, I knew he was going to do something foolish, something brazen and aggressive. In that instant, we were definitely on the same wavelength. "What is Lillian's favorite sexual position?"

"You're fucking joking," Todd said. But then he smirked, because he thought he had the right answer.

I glanced back at my boyfriend, and part of me ached to write down the correct answer, but I knew Todd would get it wrong, so I decided to be a good girlfriend. I thought about Todd and what he would write, so I put down that answer. At the same time, I tossed an angry glare at my friend.

Eric didn't seem to notice, but maybe the corner of his mouth twitched upward again.

Once I had selected and written down my answer, I glanced over at Todd, "What did you write?" I asked.

"Cowgirl," he wrote.

That was wrong. That wasn't what I had written either. My brows creased, and I stared at him. Was that what he really thought?

"No…"

"What about missionary?" Eric asked as he opened up his piece of paper.

I unfolded my sheet without saying anything. Both of the boys leaned forward and checked out my nimble handwriting, the letters looping across the page with one word, Missionary.

I glared at Eric. I stared at him hard, my expression taut with frustration and barely controlled irritation. Yes, Todd had tried to outthink me, and he had failed. Obviously, my boyfriend was naïve, and he didn't really like experimenting and he had never impressed me in the bedroom, but I always faked it for him. I understood how fragile of the male ego can be, so I wrote down "Missionary".

But Eric…Eric had known?

No, we had never been together. No, I had never seen him naked.

"It looks like I win that one," Eric said.

"Double or nothing," Todd blurted out.

"You have two hundred in cash on you?"

"...I..." Todd started lamely. We were young; we barely graduated from college a few months ago. And yes, we now had our adult jobs, but between car payments and rent and groceries, we didn't have a lot of extra cash.

"You could always bet with something else," Eric pointed out.

I turned and glared at Eric, my eyes narrowed. Somehow, someway, I instantly understood precisely what he had in mind. He studiously refused to meet my furious glare. No, I tried to tell myself. No, he wouldn't do it. He couldn't think of something like that. It was completely and utterly impossible!

This time, however, the feelings ran through my body. I could feel them rush along my shoulders, down to my chest. Even underneath my top, in my bra, my nipples stiffened, and there was that tension in my stomach, plus the heat right between my legs. No, no, no, I silently insisted again and again. This wasn't right. It was completely and utterly impossible. There was no way Eric would ever suggest something like that.

"Like what?" Todd demanded a little faster than he should have. I could hear the desperation ring in those two words.

"Lillian," Eric said.

"Excuse me?" I snarled. Fake outrage pulsed along those words, but he saw me, and I could see that glint of amusement in his eyes.

"What?" Todd stared at his friend, confused and dumbfounded.

"Well, you don't have the cash on hand." That was diplomatic and generous; considering some of his bad habits, especially when it came to toys and games and going out, Todd always struggled to pay his half of the rent. "That's fine. But maybe we can come to some other arrangement. We play again. If I win, I get to be with your girlfriend. If you win, I owe you ten thousand dollars."

"Ten...ten thousand?" Todd sputtered out.

"That's right," our friend said. "Obviously, we wouldn't do this unless Lillian is willing to try."

I opened my mouth; at that moment, I knew I was supposed to sound insulted and angry. At the same time, he had uttered the words, and now I wondered what it would be like to run my hands on his chest, to see him naked, to feel him climb on top of me, to have his hands on my wrists. This man would be able to do whatever he wished...and I'd let him.

"This is stupid," I said automatically as I crossed my arms over my chest. When I turned back to Todd, I didn't see the same self-righteous anger on his face. Instead, he seemed to be staring off into some random point in the distance.

Finally, he shook his head like he had to snap out of some reverie. Then he leaned forward, and he whispered frantically, "Lilian, this could be huge. He's talking about ten thousand. Let's do it! I won't get it wrong, not again."

Seriously?

Todd hadn't gotten one single answer right! Even when I tried to throw the freaking game, my boyfriend had still messed it up.

"Do whatever you want," I shot back at him.

Either he didn't recognize the trap for what it was or he decided to ignore it because he really was confident he could somehow defeat his rival. In either case, Todd turned back to Eric, "Let's do it. One last question."

"I get to ask it," Eric said.

"Fine. Whatever."

Again and again, I told myself I needed to jump up onto my feet and leave. It would have been so simple to march to the bedroom, slam the door, throw myself onto the bed, and go to sleep. Instead, something tightened in my throat as I looked back at Eric. The bastard winked at me!

Worse, another shudder of excitement ran through my body. From my breasts down to my slit, I could feel that excitement, the anticipation, the raw desire.

Unlike other girls, I didn't have some naïve notion of fidelity as perfect love for just one other person. As far as I was concerned, I was still human, so I could check out other guys from time to time. And yes, there had been those moments at our game nights, parties, or when we all went out as a group, when I would glance over at Eric and experience something. It was a different kind of heat, a different kind of desire. Maybe I had wondered what it would be like if he saw me. What would it be like if he ran his fingers through my dark hair? What would it be like if he grabbed me by my ponytail, jerked my head back, leaned in, and kissed me?

"If you're doing this, Todd has to watch," I declared. Only then, I blinked, and I looked back at my boyfriend. Was this really going to happen?

In theory, Todd would get the right answer. But maybe he was still a little bit drunk. Or maybe he was just really, really dumb when it came to playing games. Most likely, it was some combination of his stupid boy ego and everything else.

"Fine," Todd agreed.

"I don't mind," Eric said with his blithe confidence.

"And Todd, if we do this, we're going to use the toys. Understand?"

"The toys?"

"The toys," I repeated. At that moment, I expected him to back down. Seriously, he was supposed to realize this had gone too far. It didn't matter if his ego had gotten involved, or if he still had some alcohol buzzing in his brain. He would figure it out. Right?

No. I was wrong.

"Fine," he said.

"Okay. What is the question?" I asked.

"Lillian, what is your favorite sexual fantasy?" Some of the color dissipated from my cheeks. Before I could try to cuddle with a lie, he glanced back down at my pen and my piece of paper, "Write it down. Write it down right now."

A nervous gulp ran down my neck, but I obeyed. I wrote it, and then I folded the piece of paper, and partly couldn't believe I had just done that. I kept glancing down, and this felt like some kind of bizarre dream. I didn't really do that, it wasn't actually possible. Right?

Both of the boys wrote down their answers.

They are both going to get it wrong, I thought. They're both going to mess this up, and we could all go home, it would be fine. Okay, so maybe Todd would owe some money to our friend, or whatever, but we could probably just figure it out. Either I would pay Eric, or he would just shrug and decide it wasn't a big deal because this had been a stupidly drunken game anyway.

But we weren't really drunk.

At that moment, I looked over at Todd, then at Eric, and I realized we were all sober. Hours had gone by. More importantly, we knew how to focus.

"Todd?" I asked.

He unfolded his paper. "Sex in the rain," he said.

"No," I said, my tone firmer and sharper than expected. "Eric?"

In that instant, I didn't know what I actually wanted. For once, my feelings seemed to swirl and spill in two different directions at once. Part of me needed to see him mess this up. He would write down the wrong answer, and then we could all go to bed. This would become a bizarre memory, something to joke about later.

Eric unfolded the sheet of paper, and he handed it to me. I glanced at down, and I started reading without checking first, "Lillian wants to be collared, leashed, tied up, owned, and dominated by a powerful man."

The moisture drained away from my mouth. What?

No. No way.

But I glanced down at the piece of paper again. Part of me hoped for some kind of trick, like this had to be a prank or something. And yet, Eric grabbed my piece of paper, and he opened it up. "Lillian wants to be dominated by a powerful man."

"That, that was just a joke," I said.

But at that moment, he stood up. "Lillian, I expect the two of you have experimented with toys?"

"Yes…" I said in a small voice. At the same time, I brought my knees together and pushed my elbows down against my thighs. I was trying to ball up and hide.

"Good," he said. "We're going to need them. Todd, go wait for us in your bedroom."

"I, I…"

"Now," Eric demanded. He didn't raise his voice, yet he didn't need to either.

Todd jumped to his feet and scurried back into the bedroom.

My friend turned back to me. Again and again, I told myself that this could not really be happening, but his next words hit the air, "Lillian, go fetch a collar and a leash. I'm going to walk you back to your bedroom, only you're going to be on your hands and knees."

"Eric, isn't this just a game? You're joking around?" I tried to turn those words into statements, only I failed completely.

"Go," he instructed.

I pushed myself up onto my feet. Unlike Todd, I didn't run. Instead, I went into the bedroom, I opened the closet door, and I found our toys. I had bought these online; I had given them to Todd as a gift, but every time I suggested we play with them, he had demurred. He never wanted to slide a collar around my neck. Sure, he enjoyed getting handcuffed from time to time, but that was it.

Todd looked at me. He tried to say something. Maybe he actually uttered real words. If so, I couldn't hear them over the pounding of my heart. At the same time, adrenaline burned through my veins, and I could feel that damn heat right between my legs.

With my head bowed down, I grabbed the toys from the bottom drawer in the dresser that we kept in the closet. Clutching them to my stomach, I spun around and raced out of the bedroom. I felt like some loping deer. And now, I was running straight into the arms of a hunter.

Eric was standing there in the middle of the room, one arm outstretched. When I got there, he looked into my eyes. "Todd is still waiting for us?"

"Yes."

"Sir," he instructed.

The moisture drained away from my mouth again. Even so, I still answered appropriately, "Yes, Sir."

He reached up, and he brushed his fingers along my cheek. I was standing close, so incredibly close as I gave him the leash and the collar. "You're going to have to earn this, girl," he told me.

Girl. Fresh waves of nervous energy pommeled me. My stomach clenched, and all of the exhaustion was still there, yet I felt like someone had just injected a couple of liters of caffeine straight into my brain. "I'm going to give you what you want, Lillian. I'm going to tie you down and kiss you. I'm going to play with your body, and your boyfriend is going to watch all of it. I'm going to make you come so hard as he stares."

"Yes, Sir," I agreed automatically.

"Good," he said, the corners for us eyes crinkled with amusement, his gaze darkening. "Strip for me. I want you down to your bra and panties in the next five seconds."

I stumbled back. I didn't know if I could do it. My hands trembled as I worked the buttons on my shirt. I shrugged off my blouse. I had my head tilted forward, my chin almost pressing into my chest as I scrambled to obey this man. But how is this possible? How could something like this actually happen?

We were on the same wavelength; he knew exactly what I wanted.

I shrugged off my blouse and dropped it to the floor. Next, I kicked off my shoes. Last, I unzipped my skirt and dropped it to the floor.

"Nine seconds," he said as he reached up and grabbed me by my ponytail. He turned me around and bent me over the couch's armrest. It happened fast! Way too fast!

"When you disobey me, I punish you," he said.

"Wait, no!" I squeaked out.

With one hand, he still held me by my hair, so I could feel that tug and pull against my scalp. Each time there was that tension, a flash pain shot down into my skull. And yet, it wasn't as bad as getting spanked! I still wore my black panties, but that thin layer of sleek silk couldn't protect me. Hot stinging shot along my flesh.

"Get naked," he commanded next.

This time, I went faster. My bra dropped to the floor. I grabbed my panties and practically tore them down the length of my legs before kicking them off.

Then he stepped right in front of me, and he reached up. His finger slid along the contours of my neck to the curves of my jaw. He pressed his palms to my cheeks, tilted my head to the side, and I closed my eyes as he leaned down and kissed me. His mouth touched mine, and something inside of me melted. Something else inside of me exploded. Hot waves of pleasure cascaded along my arms and legs. Delicious tension gripped me. Anticipation roared through my body, and I wanted more, so much more…

I didn't care what it would take or what I would have to do.

"Good," he said.

That's when he took the collar. He held it up in front of me. He made me look at it. He made me understand precisely what he was about to do. When I wore that collar, I wouldn't be the strong-willed, and patented feminist. I wouldn't be a college graduate or a girl who could make her own decisions. I would become his pet. I would be his property. I would be his slave…

He clicked the collar into place. He attached the leash, and then he told me to open my mouth. I didn't understand at first, but he took the leash and slid it between my teeth. Glaring, I bit down. Arousal and humiliation swirled together at the center of my stomach. From there, he circled me. He reached out occasionally, gliding his hand along my ass, then up to the small of my back. Finally, he stopped behind me, and his hands went to my breasts. He squeezed them, fondling them, and this was so much better than anything Todd had ever given me.

I couldn't explain it. Was it the size of his hands? The confidence of his movements, something else entirely?

One way or the other, this man made sure I enjoyed it.

Then he dropped his hand down between my legs. I spread my knees automatically, giving him the access he craved. With one finger, he brushed up along my opening. He teased my crevice and made me squirm. He had barely touched me, yet it already felt like I was about to come!

Then he stopped.

Eric grabbed at the leash from between my teeth, and he pointed to the floor. "Crawl, girl," he instructed.

Like any well-trained slave, I crawled behind this man…

...My Master...

Down on all fours now, I thought I would keep my eyes aimed at the carpet. Instead, I glanced up at him for just a moment. That's when he reached down, grabbed at the tie from my hair, and pulled it. The strands of dark, golden brown fell around my face, then down my neck. He smiled at me. "Much better." From there, he tugged on my leash and brought me into the bedroom.

Todd was there, standing with his hands behind his back. He stared forward.

"Stay," Eric commanded. "Girl, I want your boyfriend to watch me grope you. I'm going to make you come right in front of him. And when I'm done, you're going to handcuff him. Understand?"

"Yes, Master."

What was going on between the boys?

I didn't know, but I tried to guess, like maybe this was animalistic. Perhaps it was some show of primal control and power. Eric was a real man, so Todd instinctively deferred to his authority. Maybe Todd hated this. Even so, he couldn't stop himself. He couldn't step forward and insist that it all stop.

Suddenly, I was facing my boyfriend, and now this new lover had his hands gliding along my body. He just barely touched me, his fingertips tracing little electric lines of heat along my body. He came up to my breasts. He pinched my nipples, and I tensed. With one hand, he fondled my mouth. With the other, he dropped his hand down between my legs. Almost immediately, that rush of heat swept through my body. It became more and more powerful!

Within moments, I lost control. I didn't know if I tried to fight it. I didn't look at my boyfriend; that much was obvious. I stared past him, and maybe I could still feel that trembling. He wasn't strong enough to stop Eric. No matter what he wanted to believe about himself, he couldn't handle this.

My body shook. Shuddering bursts of satisfaction raced along my skin. I moaned, and I cried out. Maybe our neighbors would hear us. I didn't care.

"Cuff him," Eric commanded.

Hopping forward, I grabbed a pair of handcuffs from the closet. While still collared and leashed, I grabbed Todd by his wrists. Had his arms always been that thin? Had his hands always been that small? I looped the bands around his wrists, engaging the locks. I just cuffed him to the frame inside of the closet. He wasn't going anywhere.

Then, before I could decide what I should do next, Eric grabbed me. He threw me down onto the bed.

He started to kiss me.

I lifted my head just long enough to peek back over at my boyfriend. Yes, Todd was watching us.

Eric kissed me again. I could feel his erection pushed up against his pants as he climbed on top of me. He held me down. He still gripped my leash, I could feel that tug from the base of my throat every few seconds. He was reminding me of my place, of my new status.

How could I enjoy that?

It didn't matter. His mouth was soft and warm, and I savored the way we connected together. Then he pulled back, and he licked my nipples. He played with my breasts, grabbing me, and groping me.

One orgasm wasn't enough. "Please. Please, take me!"

"Fetch the cuffs," he said.

I scrambled off of the bed, returned to the closet, and ran past Todd. I followed my Master's commands. I couldn't do anything else.

I came back with the handcuffs, and he grabbed me again. He shoved me down. He straddled me, and pushed one arm toward the corner of the mattress, then the other. Just like my boyfriend, I felt the metal rings lock around my wrists. I pulled on them, but now he yanked on my leash.

"You're never going to forget this," he promised.

After this, nothing would ever be the same. Today started out as a party. Nothing more.

But he kissed me, and he toyed with me, and he had his hand down between my legs. He made me whimper and moan for more. I wiggled, squirming as I tugged on the handcuffs. Yes! This triggered something deep within me. Hot, cascading pleasure and need washed over my body. It grew more and more powerful! I couldn't stop any of it!

Next, I opened my eyes when I heard the sound of a zipper. He pulled out his cock, and he shoved it down, thrusting into me. He stretched the walls of my pussy. He made me moan. I lifted my knees. I curled my toes. He pumped down, thrusting hard, thrusting fast. He forced me to enjoy every second of this. The excitement grew stronger and stronger; it overwhelmed every other thought, every other idea and notion that had once existed inside of my head.

"Mine," he promised.

"Yes, Master!" I shouted out those words. The sounds echoed off of the walls.

As the pleasure coursed through my body, I lifted my head for just one moment. I looked back at my boyfriend. He was standing there, watching all of this. He stared intently, and I could read the hunger on his face. His small cock pressed up against the inside of his pants.

Another word popped into my head: cuckold. Cuck. This boy wasn't strong enough. He wasn't good enough or impressive enough. He didn't know how to make me feel everything Eric did. And maybe I still loved him, but he would never be able to satisfy me. He could never trigger these kinds of overwhelming sensations.

For just a moment, I laughed.

Eric kissed me again, silencing me.

Then I forgot all about my boyfriend because a real man had me.

My heart hammered as the desperation locked its tendrils around my arms and legs. Clamped down, powerless, I sucked in another breath. He pushed into me. He drew back. The friction drove me wild! I lost myself completely and utterly.

"Come for me," he demanded. I obeyed my Master. Every muscle in my body tensed as I lost control. A supernova of satisfaction and bliss raced along my body as he took me hard. With each moving pump of his hips against me, he came. He came, and I could feel him dropping, pulsating, one movement after another deep into me as he marked me and showed me exactly where I belonged: spread out and on my back, helpless before my Master.

Then he looked down at my eyes as those sensations faded.

"This won't be the last time," he whispered into my ear.

The End


This story was written as a personalized request. If you’d like to commission a story, please email MarinaRex1221@gmail.com.

Thanks!
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