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 Chapter One



“So, how do you think he’s going to take it?” Steve asked as I drove us to the house I shared with my husband of seven years.



“Do you really care?” I asked.



“Of course I do,” he said. He rolled a metal cock cage around in his right hand. “Not as much as I care how you’re going to handle it, but I don’t want to completely destroy the man. I’m not a monster.”



Believe me when I tell you, despite what you may think of him after you hear about this evening, that’s true: he’s not.



I smiled and patted his knee with my right hand. “I know. But I also know once you make up your mind about something, it’s a done deal.”



“That’s not entirely true,” he said. “You can call it off whenever you want. All of it, or any part of it.”



“I know that,” I told him. “And you know I’m not going to.”



“Even the part you said yesterday you’re really not sure about?” he asked.



I tried to suppress my shiver as much as I could. Steve said he wanted to do something in front of my husband we’d never done privately, which was a pretty small list.



“Pretty sure,” I said, voice hitching.



Confession for you: I wasn’t sure at all.



“What about if I turn your poor, dear husband into a sniveling mess?” he asked.



“Definitely not then,” I said, laughing.



I pulled into the driveway and shut off the car. I started to open my door, but Steve stopped me.



“Take off the coat when you get out,” he said.



I blinked. I was wearing a long coat that covered my bondage outfit. The outfit Steve made me put on at his place before we left to come to mine. If I took off my coat, my neighbors might see me walking into my house dressed in a tight black corset, a black skirt so short it would barely cover my otherwise naked ass cheeks, and a black lace collar around my neck.



“I’m serious,” he said after a moment.



“But the neighbors might see.”



He laughed. “They might. But it’s not that far from here to the door. There’s a chance no one will see.”



I swallowed hard. I’d agreed to give myself to Steve completely, and not just on the weekends like our original arrangement called for. When we talked about making this change, I assumed it just meant he could fuck me whenever he wanted. Well, that and denying Ralph the pleasure of fucking me without begging Steve for permission.



I hadn’t thought about him making me do things like walk from my car to my front door in my corset and collar.



But I was his, so what choice did I have?



I mean, I could’ve used my safe word. And he would’ve respected that. I bet he wouldn’t even be disappointed. But I would’ve been disappointed in myself.



I got out of the car and took off my coat. Between the slight chill in the air and the thrill I got from having my real self so exposed right outside my house, my nipples were rock hard and straining against the leather material that barely covered them.



If anyone saw me as I walked quickly from the car to the front door, I never heard about it. Steve followed along behind me, carrying my coat and the cock cage meant for my husband, but kept enough of a distance that he wouldn’t block the view of anyone who might be around. He had a duffel bag slung over his shoulder. Inside were items made of plastic, metal, and nylon that threatened both pain and pleasure.



Ralph got up from the recliner he’d been sitting in when I opened the door. His eyes widened when he took in the sight: his wife dressed in an outfit made only for sex, and his wife’s lover standing behind her.



Since it was a Wednesday, I shouldn’t even be seeing Steve today, according to the original contract I had with him. The fact that he was here with me, with me dressed like his little whore, meant something very different was going on.



If my pussy hadn’t been gushing for the entire drive from Steve’s place, I probably would’ve felt sorry for the poor man.



“Hey there, Ralph,” Steve said, greeting my husband as if he were coming over to watch football or play cards instead of doing God-knows-what to his wife in front of him. He held out his hand for Ralph to shake. “How’re things?”



“Things are fine,” Ralph said, not taking his eyes off of me as he shook Steve’s hand. He winced when Steve gripped a little too tightly, but he tried not to show it. “What’s going on, Kate?”



When I hesitated, Steve gave my ass a playful slap, and I jumped.



“Go ahead, Kate,” Steve said. “Use your words, babygirl.”



“Babygirl?” Ralph said. The pet name sounded strange coming from him.



“You didn’t know I call her that?” Steve said. “You know what she calls me?”



My face flushed because I knew what was coming next.



“No,” my husband said, and I dreaded his following words. “What does she call you?”



“Tell him, babygirl,” Steve said. “Tell him what I am.”



I swallowed hard, hoping the moment’s hesitation wouldn’t earn me an extra punishment later. And then I said it.



“Daddy.”



The word hung in the air, my breathy excitement that always accompanied saying it impossible to hide. My husband winced, metaphorically clutching his pearls. Don’t judge me for barely stifling a laugh at that; if you’d seen it, you would’ve laughed, too.



Steve took that moment to drop his duffel bag onto the floor, making a thud that made my husband jump.



“You should go ahead and tell him what’s going down,” Steve said. “It’s better if it comes from you. So he knows how much you want it.”



The only way to do this was to rip the bandaid off, so I did.



“We’ve decided weekends aren’t enough,” I said. “Our arrangement is now a 24/7 kinda deal.”



“Meaning what?” Ralph choked out.



“C’mon, Ralph,” Steve said. “You know what 24/7 means, right? It means she’s mine to do with as I please, whenever I want.”



“Except for work,” I pointed out.



Steve nodded. “Of course. Can’t have anything interfere with Kate’s job since she’s the breadwinner of your household. If she didn’t make so much more money than you, it might be a different story, but I won’t do anything that might cause you guys to end up homeless.”



“You make way more money than both of us combined, Daddy,” I said, surprising myself with the cruelty of my own words. “You wouldn’t let me come live with you?”



Steve put his arm around me and pulled me close. “Of course I would, babygirl. But we don’t want your hubby to be homeless either, do we?”



I giggled and said, “No, Daddy, we wouldn’t.”



“You still need to explain to your husband what’s happening this evening,” Steve reminded me. He was always so helpful when I got distracted.



I looked at my husband, standing there in the shadow of my Daddy. Steve was almost a foot taller than Ralph and about as much broader. Needless to say, he was bigger than my husband in every way.



Well, all but one, but at the time, I didn’t think that one would matter much this evening.



Ralph was trembling and looked as if he might need to sit down soon. I almost felt sorry for him.



Almost.



“You’ve always begged for this,” I said.



“For what?” Ralph asked, sweat on his forehead.



“To watch,” I said. “To see what it’s like when I’m with him.”



“Just a fantasy,” he whispered.



I walked closer to him and felt an immense sense of pride when his eyes darted down to my cleavage. My breasts aren’t the biggest ones around, but the corset I wore accentuated them perfectly, and my poor husband had never seen them like this.



“It’s my fantasy, too,” I said. “I want to share it with you, and my Daddy has generously agreed.”



I imagine my Daddy was smiling behind me. He did more than agree to this -- he insisted.



Ralph swallowed hard. “Okay,” he said.



His immediate agreement surprised me. I figured he’d come around, and, really, he had no say in the matter. And he
 had
 fantasized about it. Whenever he tried (and usually failed) to fuck me, it was all he wanted to talk about. I just didn’t know if he’d be so willing to follow through on the fantasy now that it was so tantalizingly and fearfully close.



I never told him, but he had never in our time together made my pussy as wet as it was when he said, “Okay.”



 









 Chapter Two



I was surprised at how agreeable Ralph was to being tied to a kitchen chair facing our bed.



It was my idea, something I’d read in this nasty little story about a swinging party gone wrong. One of the husbands ended up tied to a chair and watched his friends bang his wife. Pretty twisted stuff, but it would have nothing on the evening Steve had planned.



Ralph didn’t even object to the cock cage. My husband was full of surprises this evening. I think I’d underestimated the lengths to which he’d go to live out his fantasies. Or maybe it was just his desire to please me, which had always been strong despite his inability to do much about it.



Either way, I was turned on and dripping wet before Steve even started with me.



After securing Ralph, Steve made me strip for him, discarding everything except for my collar. I was disappointed that I’d been made to wear the sex outfit for so short a time, but I suppose it served its purpose of getting my husband all out of sorts. Once I was naked, Steve made me lie on the bed and used nylon straps similar to those binding my husband to tie my wrists and ankles to the bedposts.



Then he left the room. He’d been gone for what seemed like a long time, but to be honest, I’d been in a daze for a bit, so I have no idea how long it was. I lay on the bed and looked at my husband. Tied to the chair, a cage on his cock, and a ball gag in his mouth. He looked pathetic. Weak. Pointless.



I’m not sure I’ve ever loved him more.



I might have a bit of a mean streak, I’ll admit. Degradation porn is my jam; there’s just something about seeing people — consenting adults, of course — used and abused that speaks to me on some level I don’t fully understand. Seeing Steve mistreat my husband by shoving him down onto that chair and using more force than necessary to tie him to it was a special kind of thrill. Given Ralph’s fantasies, I knew he was okay with it, at least to some extent, so that helped lessen the guilt.



I like it when I’m mistreated even more, though, and Steve is a master at that. Ralph doesn’t have a cruel bone in his body, which is unfortunate because he’s perfect for me in so many other ways. Steve can speak to me in a language Ralph just can’t. I used to be upset about it, but I got over it quickly.



We need what we need.



Finally, Steve came back into the room. He was nude, except for a metal chain around his neck, from which dangled the key to Ralph’s cage. Some silly part of me thought of it as Steve’s collar, though it meant something very different from my own.



My eyes shot, unbidden, to his massive rod, not quite fully erect yet but already outdoing my husband by several inches. Especially in my husband’s current… condition.



I had no idea what I was in for. What
 we
 were in for. Sex with Steve is always a great time, but he’s a random, unpredictable lover. You never know what you’re going to get with him, for better or worse. He sometimes seems content to flog me for an hour, whereas at other times, he’ll get bored after only a couple of whacks and move on to something else.



It’s exciting and more than a little scary.



Steve knelt so he was eye level with Ralph. He flicked the cage encasing my husband’s meager member with his finger. He laughed.



“Poor little guy doesn’t even look uncomfortable in this thing,” he said. “You probably don’t need the cage to guarantee you never satisfy her.”



I couldn’t suppress a giggle. Not that I tried very hard. Ralph moaned through the ball gag in his mouth.



Steve stood and waved his massive cock around inches from Ralph’s face. He patted my husband on the shoulder.



“I hope you enjoy this. I know she will.”



With that, my Daddy came over to the bed.



He just stood there for a moment, looking me over. My eyes followed his as they traced every inch of my exposed body. From my long, dark hair to my mouth that was so eager to taste him, down to the tits he liked to maul. Down to my stomach, flat and smooth.



He moved to the foot of the bed and knelt so he was eye level with my exposed cunt. My perfect pussy, as he liked to say, was already slick with desire for him. My “sweet little asshole” (his name for it, not mine) hoped it wouldn’t be left out of the fun this evening, too.



He was inspecting me. Making sure I met his expectations. It was a formality because, of course, I always did. Or, at least, I hoped it was. If I ever fell short of Daddy’s exacting standards, he never let me know.



And I have a feeling he would have.



After a few moments of staring at my dripping snatch, Steve stood up and walked around to the opposite side from which he’d started his inspection. He was now facing Ralph, and he looked my husband in the eyes when he spoke.



“I feel sorry for you,” he said, his voice laced with terrible sincerity. “You have no idea how to use her in the way she deserves.”



I thought Ralph might cry, but he held it together.



“It’s okay, though, buddy. Pay attention, and you may learn a thing or two.”



He looked back down at me.



“Hey there, babygirl.”



“Hi, Daddy,” I replied.



Unlike Ralph, I wasn’t wearing a gag. I know Steve considered it, and I quite enjoy wearing one, but I had a feeling he wanted to hear every word coming out of my mouth tonight. And, more to the point, he wanted my husband to hear every noise I made.



Ralph moaned again when he heard me call Steve “Daddy.” If that got him going, I wondered what the rest of the night would do to the poor man.



But Ralph wasn’t the only one being tortured. Steve is not a patient man -- of that, I can assure you -- but tonight, he showed incredible restraint. He moved his hands along my body, reenacting the visual inspection he had done moments earlier with a physical one. His fingers barely touched my skin, as if he were scared to touch me.



I can tell you from many previous experiences that my Daddy has never actually been scared to touch me.



“So pretty,” he said, his fingers sliding along my side. I shivered.



“Thank you, Daddy,” I said.



His hand moved across my neatly trimmed pubic hair so slightly I couldn’t feel his touch. I thought I could feel each hair move, and my pussy throbbed in response.



“So wet for me already,” he said, his hand now so close to my leaking cunt and yet so far away. “I love that my babygirl is so eager to please.”



His voice was soft. Sweet. Loving.



I knew what he was doing, what he always did. He was softening the blow. Buttering me up, as my mom used to say. Killing me with kindness before he killed me for real.



Metaphorically, of course. Not “for real” for real. Don’t be silly.



But it’s kind of what it feels like when he stops pretending to be sweet. When he takes me and makes me his. Like I’m dying. Like whatever I am when he’s done with me is different from what came before.



Each and every time.



You’ll see.



I thought he was going to move on, I really did. I thought he’d continue his inspection, letting his fingers torture me by moving from my crotch to my thigh, along the length of my leg, and down to my toes. And then start with my other foot before moving back up the entire length of my body.



But, no. He lacked patience tonight after all, perhaps because my husband was watching, and he was eager to show him how his wife wanted to be treated.



I was not prepared for him to jam his fingers into my pussy. At least, my mind wasn’t prepared. My pussy didn’t act surprised in the least.



He worked at my cunt like a skilled craftsman, twisting and turning as he slid various fingers in and out. I don’t know how many fingers he had in me at any given time, and I didn’t care. He knew just how to open me up, and I wouldn’t have been surprised if he’d have given me my first fisting experience right there in front of my husband.



Steve was relentless, pulling his fingers almost entirely out of me and then ramming them back in with even more force each time. My body thrashed against my restraints as I cried out again and again. I was vaguely aware of tears forming along the edges of my eyes.



Ralph was going mad in his chair, straining his own restraints but not enough to break free. He was screaming pointlessly through the ball gag. He was no doubt worried about the abuse I underwent, but he had forgotten one crucial point.



I had a safe word, and I wasn’t using it. I wasn’t even using my “slow down” word. Yes, I was in pain, but I loved every minute of it.



Just like Steve knew I would. And just like Ralph didn’t know -- really know, I mean, despite the various conversations we’ve had about what I’d like from him in bed.



Steve slowed down, threatening to pull out, and my body shook in protest. He suddenly became gentle again, using one finger to massage my clit, now rock-hard and desperately yearning for the attention he was giving it. The difference between the assault he had performed and the mercy he now displayed was night and day.



I was so fucking close to coming already, and he’d barely gotten started.



“Please,” I said.



“Please, what?” he asked, slowing down.



“Fuck me,” I said.



He laughed. It wasn’t good-natured. He was mocking me. My face flushed, my heart ached.



“Oh, babygirl, it’s way too early for that. In fact, I might not fuck you tonight at all.”



I let out a sound that was awfully close to a sob.



“Don’t worry,” he said. “You won’t be left completely unsatisfied. If you promise to be a good girl, that is.”



“I’m so good,” I said. “You’ll see.”



“Too good for him,” Steve said, nodding at Ralph, who was actually whimpering now.



“So much better than he deserves,” I agreed.



Steve took his hand away from my pussy completely. I thought about begging for him to put it back, but I knew it wouldn’t matter. I could see in his eyes he was in the mood for something else now.



He flashed me a wicked smile as he moved both hands to my tits. He pinched both nipples as hard as he could, making me squeal. Then he started choking me.



 









 Chapter Three



I gagged as Steve held me by my throat, my body doing its best to flail. My pussy was wetter than ever, and I could feel a puddle of my own juices forming below my ass. I looked up at him and smiled as best I could.



My husband made so much noise Steve looked from me to him to make sure he hadn’t somehow managed to free himself.



“Calm down,” Steve said. “She’ll let me know if it’s too much.” Looking back down to me and releasing his group just a bit, he asked, “Isn’t that right, babygirl?”



Streams of tears running down my face into my hair, I still smiled. “It’s not going to be too much, Daddy.”



“We’ll see,” he said, pulling his hand away.



“Why’d you stop?” I whined.



More than likely, he just decided he was bored with the choking, but he didn’t answer. Instead, he went to his duffel bag and pulled out a large, black marker. He got up on the bed, between my legs. His cock came to rest on my pubic bone, and without even thinking, I rose up to push against him, hoping against hope he’d slip inside.



He started writing on me with the marker. By the time I was able to look at myself in the mirror later, a lot of what he had written had been smeared away. But Ralph saw it all and remembers it all very clearly.



And I’ve seen the pictures, of course.



On my forehead, Steve wrote “Empty.” To this day, I flush bright red when I think about that.



Around the top of my right tit, he wrote “Useless” and around the top of my left, “Whore.”



And on my stomach, he wrote “$2” and an arrow pointing from there down toward my cunt. Then, he made a slash through “$2” and wrote “Sale - $1” next to it.



When he was satisfied with his work, Steve grabbed his phone from his bag and took pictures. Dozens of them, from all angles.



“You’re gonna be a hit on Reddit, babygirl,” he said as he snapped away. When Ralph protested uselessly through his ball gag, Steve turned to him and said, “Don’t worry. I’ll blur out her face. Except for the ones I send you.”



God, he knew just what to say to get me even wetter.



When he was done taking pictures, Steve went back to his bag. He pulled out a Hitachi Magic Wand. He plugged it into the outlet next to the bed and turned it on. He shoved it against my clit.



I’d been so worked up for most of the evening I knew it wouldn’t take long. Delicious warmth filled me, starting at the point of contact and radiating out in every direction. I closed my eyes, gripped the bedsheets, and surrendered to my Daddy’s generous gift.



“You like that, babygirl?” Steve asked.



“You know I do, Daddy,” I managed to get out through trembling lips.



“You better,” he said.



I came fast, and I came hard.



“That’s my good girl,” Steve said as I shook from the explosion happening between my legs.



Before I’d even come down from the first climax, I came again. And then again, even though it was becoming uncomfortable. I tried scooting away from it, but it was useless. He kept it held against my pussy, and I felt another climax building.



“It hurts,” I said. “I need a minute, please.”



He smiled and pressed the wand even harder against my pussy. “That’s not the safe word.”



“Oh my god,” I said. “I can’t…”



“Yes, you can,” he said.



And I did, coming again. He still didn’t let up.



“Stop,” I said, but if I really wanted him to, that wasn’t the word to use, either. “Just for a minute.”



“No,” he said.



I think I started crying; I don’t actually remember. There were tears on my face when he finally stopped, so I must have.



“Leave her alone!” Ralph shouted, startling Steve and me. He had worked the ball gag out of his mouth. “Motherfucker!”



Looking Ralph right in the eye, Steve turned the wand up to its highest setting. “I’m waiting on the lady to tell me to stop as if she means it. I haven’t heard that yet.”



I screamed through yet another orgasm, and Ralph screamed, too.



I couldn’t take it anymore. I opened my mouth to speak my word, but Steve pulled the wand away from me and turned it off. I marveled, once more, at his ability to know where my limits are and take me to them every time.



Putting the wand down, Steve walked over to Ralph and lifted his cock cage with one finger.



“Well, look at that. Now it’s uncomfortable in there. Just straining against it with all its might. Which, admittedly, isn’t much, am I right?”



“Shut up,” Ralph said.



“You want this as much as she does,” Steve said. “You’re a cuckold, she’s a submissive, and I’m here to provide relief for all. It’s really a win-win.”



“You can taunt him from here, you know,” I said. “Please, Daddy.”



Steve put a hand on Ralph’s shoulder. “Your wife is going to get the fucking of her life. I’ll leave the gag out. Feel free to give me your thoughts on what you see.”



As Steve turned to come back to me, Ralph said weakly, “Just don’t come inside her.”



 



 



 









 Chapter Four



Steve stopped and turned back. “What did you just say?”



“Don’t come inside her,” Ralph said again, and I could tell he was trying to sound more confident. “She’s not on birth control.”



Steve laughed. “You think I don’t know that? You think I haven’t done it before? Several times?”



Ralph let out a pathetic whining sound.



“You’re not in charge here,” Steve said. “And you want to know the really twisted thing? Neither am I.”



I thought Ralph might start crying as Steve came back to me. He climbed onto the bed and stroked his cock as he rubbed it against my pussy.



“Tell your husband where you want me to come, babygirl.”



I sighed. “Wherever you want, Daddy. I’m all yours.”



It was better this time than it usually is. My Daddy’s bulbous head pushing into me, I mean. It was the first time my husband saw another man enter me, and it’s something I know neither of us will ever forget.



I smiled as Ralph’s little cock twitched, the cage around it bouncing against his inner thigh. I was fascinated by it, his inferior penis, even as the thick and veiny monster belonging to my Daddy filled me up.



I couldn’t look away from it, from my husband. Even as Steve stretched me, sliding effortlessly into my slick and welcoming cunt, my thoughts were consumed by the man I married.



Until the man fucking me grabbed my face and turned it toward him.



“Look at me when I fuck you,” he commanded. “Like a good little whore.”



I smiled up at him and started to move my hips to match his rhythm. “Yes, Daddy. Like your good little whore.”



I didn’t look away from him again until he told me I could.



I probably wasn’t going to come again, I knew that. I usually require more direct clitoral stimulation than what Steve provided as he slammed into me. And I’d already had more orgasms than I’d wanted. But what was happening now wasn’t about me. It was all about him, for him, for his needs and pleasure.



I tried to help, I really did, pressing my midsection into his as he rammed me. But, restrained as I was, he didn’t notice what I did. It was pointless. I was pointless. I was just a warm place for his giant cock to go, a receptacle for its eventual expulsion.



A filthy slut with an empty head and a “Sale - $1” sign pointing to her sloppy, wet hole.



I was in heaven.



But I wanted more.



“Can you untie me?” I asked. “My hands, anyway? I want to hold you.”



He looked at me so intensely my heart ached. In those dark eyes, I saw so much: lust, need, obsession. They were the eyes of a man who knows what they own and what to do with what they own. There was even compassion, in a way.



But only a little. Not nearly enough to satiate me as he did in so many other ways.



Steve is not a compassionate man, in general. He can be when he tries, and he can switch it on and off, but it’s not his default.  So when I asked him to untie me so I could hold him, feel closer to him, I wasn’t expecting him to say yes.



I wasn’t expecting an answer at all, and I didn’t get one. Except for his continued pummeling of my well-used cunt, and his increased breathing which told me his relief was close at hand.



“Look at him now, babygirl,” he said. “Look your husband in the eyes when I fill you up.”



I did as he said and was surprised to see Ralph looking back at me with lust in his own eyes. I’d expected him to look upset, but he was anything but. He’d been crying, I could see that, but now his eyes were clear and hyper-focused on me. I smiled at him, and my eyes went wide as with one final push inside me, my Daddy unloaded himself.



I sighed when I felt the heat of his cum coating my insides. As usual, there was a lot of it, wave after wave of it erupting out of him before he finally extracted himself. It wasn’t lost on me that Ralph looked away from my face down to my crotch as Steve pulled out, no doubt hoping (fearing?) to see the prodigious amount of cum that had started dribbling out of me.



“Look at you,” Steve said to Ralph, who stared at my Daddy’s cock. A string of cum connected the two of us, and Ralph seemed transfixed by it. “I think hubby liked what he saw.”



I laughed. “I think so, too. And I’m glad.”



“He’s probably not going to like this next part very much,” Steve said.



He moved up the bed so his cock was dangling above my face. Even though he came only moments earlier, it was still a nice size and almost hard. He waved it close to my lips, and my mouth opened for him.



He fed it to me, and I suckled the tip, cherishing the taste of myself and the remnants of his cum. I wasn’t sure what the big deal was; surely he didn’t think Ralph would be taken aback by me sucking his cock after watching with apparent glee as he shot his load into my unprotected womb.



But the cock-sucking was a ruse.



Before I’d begun really getting into it, he pulled out of my mouth. He turned around so he was facing away from me and started lowering his ass toward my face.



This was it: the thing we haven’t done before. I wasn’t exactly opposed to trying it, but something about having my first time eating ass be in front of my husband felt wrong. There was no way I could let this happen, was there?



And yet.



I didn’t belong to my husband anymore. Not entirely, and not at that moment. I belonged to my Daddy and longed to please him above all else.



“Kate, stop,” Ralph said, barely above a whisper. “Please.”



No, no, no, no, no,
 I thought as Steve pulled apart his ass cheeks for me.
 Not here, not now, not like this.



My mind was screaming at me just to say my safe word. Steve would stop in a heartbeat, I know he would have.



But I extended my tongue, and before I knew what was happening, I was licking at Steve’s anus.



“What a fucking slut she is for me,” Steve said. “She ever do this for you, buddy?”



Ralph didn’t answer, and, God, I wanted to see his face, but I was too buried in my Daddy’s ass to do so.



It wasn’t unpleasant. I had no idea what to expect, of course, but I limited my licking to the outer edges of his asshole, and it was relatively tasteless and odorless. I could detect what must have been body wash. When Steve had excused himself after tying Ralph up earlier, he must have done the thoughtful thing and tidied himself up for me.



Very considerate, my Daddy could be.



Still, I felt like crying out of shame. I know that seems funny given everything that had already happened, but this was on another level entirely. If there had been any doubt that Steve utterly owned me, that doubt was now erased.



“I had no idea how good this would feel,” Steve said. “Your wife eating my ass, I mean. She’s a fucking pro at it, too! If she tries to tell you she’s never done this before, she’s a fucking liar.”



I hadn’t, and the thought of what Ralph was being subjected to stung. But it also turned me on, and I increased the speed and the area of my licking. I kissed and licked my Daddy’s ass like a fucking pro, just like he’d said.



I was a goddamned natural ass-licker, and I was ashamed of it and proud of it at the same time.



“Fuck if I’m not ready to go again,” Steve said. He pulled his ass away from me and got off of the bed.



I wanted to look at Ralph to see if things were okay, but I couldn’t bring myself to make eye contact. Instead, I leaned into my role as the useless, needy slut.



“You gonna fuck me again, Daddy?” I said. “Or let me suck it again?”



“I have a better idea,” he said, walking over to Ralph. He waved his cock in Ralph’s face.



This time I mustered the courage to look at my husband, and the lust he’d had in his eyes before was replaced with something else. Something I couldn’t quite make out. Fear, maybe?



It took me a minute to realize what Steve had planned, but Ralph figured it out before I did.



“Open your mouth,” Steve told my husband.



Ralph’s eyes shot to me. I shook my head.



“No,” I said. “You don’t have to, honey.”



I knew he didn’t want to; I could see it in his eyes. Even if he’d normally be okay with it -- which I don’t think would be the case -- this wasn’t the time. Tears formed at the corners of his eyes, and he shook his head.



But he opened his mouth anyway.



“Steve, stop,” I said. “This is too much.”



“He wants it,” Steve said. “Look at him.”



Ralph had his eyes closed, waiting for the inevitable. But I couldn’t let that happen.



Quietly but firmly, I said, “
 Ralph
 .”



 









 Chapter Five



In the year I’d been calling him Daddy, Steve had done lots of depraved things to me. Sure, the ass-eating thing in front of my husband may seem extreme, but that’s nothing compared to the time he kept me chained to a post in his basement for an entire weekend. My only company was a bucket to piss in and four of Steve’s friends who came by and did whatever they wanted with me the whole time.



I’ve still never told Ralph about that little adventure.



And I’ve loved every minute of our time together. Every awful thing he’s said to me has been music to my ears. Things that to someone who doesn’t share my proclivities would seem abusive -- the slapping, the choking, the humiliation -- are things I can’t get enough of. Steve has been great at pushing me right to the limits of what I can take without ever going over.



I have no complaints and no regrets.



But.



I couldn’t let him make Ralph do something he didn’t want to do. Even if he would do it out of a misguided sense of making me happy, which perversely turns me on, I couldn’t let it happen.



So I said my safe word.



“
 Ralph
 .”



Steve sighed but backed immediately away from my husband. Ralph looked relieved.



“Your safe word?” my husband asked.



“Yeah,” Steve answered for me. “It’s your name. Weird, huh?”



“Untie me,” I said, and Steve came to do so.



“I’m sorry,” he said. “I maybe got a little carried away.”



“Yeah,” I said. “You did. But it’s okay. It happens.”



I sat up and scooted to the edge of the bed. I tapped the cock cage key hanging around Steve’s neck. He nodded and lifted the chain over his head, handing it to me.



“I’ll untie him,” he said.



“No,” I told him. “I’ll take care of it. You should go.”



He frowned. He had the look of a man who was being dumped.



I stood up and threw my arms around his neck. I pulled his face toward me and looked him in the eye.



“It’s okay,” I said. “Everything’s fine. I just need some time with my husband.”



“But your aftercare,” he said.



“Ralph can take care of me,” I said.



He winced as though I’d smacked him. As vicious as he could seem in the heat of the moment, my aftercare was one of his favorite parts of our dynamic. Taking it away from him was a punishment, and one I don’t think he deserved. But I needed something else this time, something he couldn’t give me.



I took his head in my hands and pulled him to me. We kissed full on the lips as passionately as two lovers who’d been separated for entirely too long.



“We’re good,” I told him, lips still touching, “and always will be. We might rethink the 24/7 thing, but we’re good. I’ll talk to you tomorrow, okay?”



He nodded and left the room.



I untied Ralph. I unlocked his cage and tossed it to the side. I took off my collar and threw it on top of the cage.



“Are you okay?” we both said at the same time and laughed.



“I’m fine,” I said stupidly as if I was the one we should be worried about.



“I’m glad,” he said, using a finger under my chin to tilt my face up toward him.



“How are you?” I asked. “For real?”



“Can I show you?” he asked.



I nodded.



And he took me.



God, did he take me.



He was out of the chair, and I was in his arms, and we were on the bed before I knew what was happening. His lips went to my breasts, his hand to my pussy. I squeezed my legs tight around his arm and let him finger fuck me to the best orgasm I’d had all evening.



He grabbed my hips and turned me over, and I let him position me how he wanted: so that I was on all fours, spread apart for him. He guided his cock, so much smaller than Steve’s but not nearly as small as you might be picturing, into my messy cunt, and he fucked me with everything he had.



Which, granted, wasn’t as much as Steve. But it was plenty.



When he said, “I love you so much,” it pushed me over the edge to yet another climax.



It wasn’t like with Steve. There was no smacking, no choking, no name-calling. Hell, there wasn’t even much biting.



But there was love. There was tenderness. And there was desire, even more than the considerable amount Steve had for me.



Ralph loved me so much he was willing to let another man tie me up and fuck me in front of him. He was so ready to do what I wanted -- or what he thought I wanted -- that he would’ve sucked another man’s cock for me.



Steve could do a lot for me that my husband couldn’t, and I’d come to terms with that fact long before the night I made Ralph see it for himself.



But Steve couldn’t do everything for me.



What he couldn’t do was promise to be there for me if I get sick or when I get old.



What he couldn’t do was be the man who let himself be tied to a chair and ridiculed while another man abused me and still want me.



What he couldn’t do was make me come by telling me he loved me.



With one final shove, my husband spilled himself into me, and we collapsed together onto the mess I’d made of our bed.



I realize that was a metaphor right there, and it was an intentional one. This whole thing is a mess, but it’s one I think we can learn to live with. We’re going to have to.



We need what we need, after all, and no one should be ashamed of that.



 



 









 Thank you for reading -- you’re awesome!



 



I hope you enjoyed this book. If so, I’d greatly appreciate
 a short review on Amazon
 . Reviews are crucial for any author, and even a simple line or two can make a big difference.
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