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Chapter 1 – The Wager
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The morning sunlight pushed through the half-closed blinds in slanted bars, striping across Michelle’s bare back as she leaned over the counter. Steam curled from the coffee mug in her hand, the scent of roasted beans mingling with the faint musk of sweat and sex that lingered from the night before. She was humming under her breath, a victorious little tune that made Rick’s jaw twitch where he sat shirtless at the table, sipping his own coffee.

“Still smug?” he asked, eyes narrowing, but his voice betrayed the faint curl of amusement.

Michelle’s smile widened as she turned, mug balanced against her hip. “Smug doesn’t cover it. You begged for it. Remember that? Begged me to fuck your ass like a good boy.” Her dark hair was loose around her shoulders, curling just above her nipples, which stiffened under the morning air.

Rick’s cock twitched at the memory, at the sharp glint of control she’d held over him, but he masked it with a slow sip. “I let you win. Needed to know how creative you could get.”

She snorted into her cup. “Please. You nearly came just from me strapping on. Your poker face is terrible.”

Rick pushed back his chair and stood, padding across the kitchen until he was behind her. He slid his hand around her waist, fingers tracing down the curve of her hip. She stayed relaxed, though her breath shortened when his thumb skimmed just above the crease of her ass.

“Let’s raise the stakes.” His lips brushed her ear, words low and deliberate. “Ten minutes wasn’t enough last time. I get twenty to tie you. You get an hour to escape. You lose, and your ass is mine for real. No strap-on, no swapping roles. I’ll stretch you until you can’t walk straight.”

Her breath hitched, but she masked it with a laugh, turning in his arms so her breasts pressed against his chest. She tilted her chin up, lips close enough to taste his breath. “And when I win?”

“You won’t.”

“But if.  And when” Her nails grazed along his ribs, down his stomach, catching just at the edge of his shorts. “If I win, then you’re back on your knees. My pussy, my ass, you’ll be servicing both of them. You’ll be my toy to peg whenever I want. And you eat until I’m done with you. Mouth open, tongue working, no complaints.”

The smug set of her jaw made his cock stiffen, but he held her stare. The memory of her riding him with that red plastic cock, making him groan into the sheets, flickered sharp in his mind. His competitive streak flared.

“Deal,” he said finally, his hand tightening in her hair to pull her head back just enough to claim her mouth. The kiss was deep, messy, her moan caught against his tongue as their hips pressed together.

When he broke away, her lips were wet, parted, and she was smiling again, feral this time. “Good boy,” she murmured.

Rick smirked, sliding his hand down to squeeze her ass hard enough to make her gasp. “Say that again after I’ve filled this hole with my cock then a plug. We’ll see who’s the good one then.”

Her pussy clenched just from the words. She hid it with another sip of coffee, eyes glittering over the rim of the mug.

The bet was sealed.
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Chapter 2 – The Setup


[image: ]


Go-time arrived the following morning. Rick’s twenty minutes began after breakfast, the moment he took Michelle’s empty mug from her hand. She licked the last trace of coffee from her lip, smirking at him as if she already had the victory in her pocket. That smile only hardened his resolve. He grabbed her wrist and tugged her down the hallway, their bare feet padding over the hardwood until they reached the door to the spare room.

The door swung open. Michelle’s smirk faltered for the first time.

The one-bar prison stood waiting, but it wasn’t quite as she remembered it. Rick had spent some time refining the setup. The microphone stand still gleamed under the ceiling light, bolted to the steel plate below. The vibrator was longer, thicker than last time, the curve of its silicone shaft glistening with fresh lube. Beside it, the clamped Hitachi hummed faintly when he flicked the switch in demonstration, a predator purring. A posture collar rested on the nightstand next to the red gag, and coils of rope lay neatly arranged like surgical tools.

Michelle’s nipples tightened instantly. She forced a laugh, tossing her hair back. “All this just for me?”

Rick walked her forward until she was in the centre of the room, between the stand and the spreader bar. He kissed her hard, biting her lip, then stepped back. “Strip. Shoes too. You’ll put on what I tell you.”

She peeled her tank top over her head, breasts bouncing free, pink nipples already stiff. The shorts followed, then her panties, pussy already drooling, until she stood naked under the bright light, muscles shifting with every move. She bent to remove her socks, but Rick caught her chin, forcing her to straighten.

“Not those. Heels. The highest pair in the closet.”

Michelle arched an eyebrow but obeyed, padding over to pull out the stilettos he’d chosen. Six-inch spikes, black patent leather, designed to steal her balance and rob her of leverage. She slipped her feet inside, buckling the straps with steady hands. When she rose, the shift of her hips in the heels exaggerated every curve. Rick’s cock ached at the sight, but he forced himself to stay focused.

“Hands,” he ordered.

She turned, wrists already behind her back, a little too eager. Last time, she’d left herself slack, ready to wriggle free. This time Rick was wise to it and pressed her palms flat together in a reverse prayer position, forearms flexing awkwardly against one another. He wrapped rope tight around the wrists, layer upon layer, each loop cinched hard. Then he wound bondage tape around the rope until it formed a solid cuff binding her hands and fingers alike, sticky, rigid, impossible to manipulate.

Michelle tested it immediately, twisting her wrists, shoulders straining. The tape bit into her skin. She met his eyes, a spark of challenge flashing, but Rick ignored it and moved behind her again.

“Elbows.” He brought her arms closer until her shoulders pulled, then taped her elbows together as tight as she could bear, the bondage tape sticking to itself but not to her skin. Her breath came sharper now, chest thrust forward, breasts pushed out proudly but uncomfortably, nipples rock hard already. She wriggled against the restriction, already red at the edges of her mouth from holding back a sound.

Rick knelt to secure the spreader bar. Thick cuffs with velcro straps closed around her ankles, then he locked the middle of the bar directly to the microphone stand’s base. Michelle shifted, testing, but the bar was unyielding, her stance fixed wide apart.

“Up,” Rick said.

He guided her toward the stand, angling the vibrator head until it aligned with her pussy’s wet folds. Michelle bit her lip, trying to resist as he pressed down on her hips, but the tip was already slick, teasing. With one sharp upwards push, the shaft slid deep, bottoming out inside her. She gasped, the sound muffled behind clenched teeth, her legs quivering as the heels forced her weight forward onto the toy.

Rick didn’t stop there. He adjusted the stand, raising the vibrator until Michelle was balanced precariously on tiptoe, calves straining, pussy stretched full. She tried to slouch, to find the trick she’d used last time, but he caught her chin and forced her upright.

“Not this time. You’re going to dance for me.”

He clamped the Hitachi wand into place next, its broad head pressing hard against her swollen clit, pinning it between the wand and the vibrator inside. She whimpered, arching involuntarily against the contact, thighs trembling. The posture collar slid around her neck next, leather stiff against her skin. He buckled it tight enough that her chin lifted, eyes locked forward, unable to look down or slump.

The final humiliation waited in his hand: the red ball gag. He held it against her lips, dragging it across them until they glistened with her spit, then pushed it between her teeth. Michelle groaned, muffled and furious, before he buckled it tight behind her head. Drool welled instantly, a shiny thread sliding down her chin.

Rick stepped back to admire his work. Michelle stood bound and gagged, heels biting into the floor, arms crushed tight behind her back, vibrator buried to the hilt inside her, Hitachi grinding against her clit. Her chest heaved with each sharp breath, nipples straining, sweat already beading between her breasts.

“Twenty minutes well spent,” Rick said, stroking his cock slowly as he looked her up and down. “Now, an hour to prove you’re as clever as you think. Or you’ll be drooling around this gag while I stretch your ass until it swallows me whole.”

He flicked the power switch. The vibrator roared to life, buzzing deep inside her, while the Hitachi thrummed against her clit in merciless rhythm. Michelle’s eyes widened, her whole body jerking at the double assault. She tried to curse him
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