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Chapter 10


“You already have,” said
Andrew, clearly distracted by Ellen’s blowjob. “I saw you fuck
Steve and Tony this weekend.”

“I want to fuck more
guys,” Mary told him. He was clearly enjoying the blowjob. Was he
also enjoying the idea of his girlfriend cheating on
him?

“Sure,” he easily agreed.
It was easy for a man to agree to kinky things when he was getting
his dick sucked, even if it was a small dick.

“You won’t get to watch,”
added Mary. 

That got Andrew to look up from
Ellen’s busy mouth to his girlfriend’s face.

“Why not?” he asked. He
was confused at her statement and distracted by the
blowjob.

“Because I’ll be fucking
the other guys in private…and then I’ll go to your place where
you’ll be in your cage and I’ll show you that I just got fucked.”
The words tumbled out of Mary’s mouth. It was dirty and nasty and
she fully intended to do it.

“Hot,” mumbled Ellen
around Andrew’s small erection.

“That’s not…that’s not…”
Andrew couldn’t finish the statement or the thought.

“You don’t get a choice in
this,” she told him, remembering she was in charge of his cock. She
held the keys to his cage. He liked wearing it, so he was going to
suffer the consequences.

“Uh…”

“The only choice you get
is if you want to know ahead of time I’m fucking someone else, or
if you want to know afterwards.”

Ellen licked her way from Andrew’s
sack all the way up to his crown. Precum was spilling out of his
slit. She liked the slippery flavor. She liked putting him on the
spot as Mary talked to him. The moment this was over she was going
to text her husband and tell him all the details.

“That’s…I don’t
know…”

“But I’ll be nice,” said
Mary, now fully warmed up to her topic. “I’ll let the other guy cum
in me and then go right to your place. I’ll give you the option of
eating his cum out of my pussy or just fucking me.” She wanted to
stuff her hand down between her legs and start masturbating. This
game was dangerous. She liked watching Ellen blow Andrew but it was
going to end badly.

“Do I have to choose right
now?” asked Andrew.

“No.”

“Oh fuck.” He was right on
the edge, about to cum. Ellen sensed that. She released his cock
and stood up, brushing the dust from the knees of her pants. “Why’d
you stop!?” he protested.

“You were going to cum,”
she said. “I’m not making you cum.”

“Pull your pants back up,”
said Mary, pleased with how this had worked out. “You don’t get to
cum. Not now.”

“But—”

“Maybe you should put the
cage back on him,” Ellen suggested.

“Or he could go jerk off
in the bathroom,” mused Mary. 

“I thought you didn’t want
him to cum?”

“I’m not worried about him
cumming,” said Mary, coming into her own as Andrew’s dominant. “The
cage is all about control. Right, Andrew?”

He looked at them in confusion. His
hand was wrapped around his small cock, his erection not having
abated at all. “I wear it because it helps me deal with my social
anxiety,” he repeated mechanically.

Mary looked at Ellen. “See? It’s
hardly about sex at all.”

“Are you going to jerk
off?” Ellen asked him.

“N-no…”

“Not here, of course,”
said Ellen. “In the bathroom.”

“No,” he said more
firmly.

Ellen pouted. “Too bad. I wouldn’t
mind watching you jerk off.”

“Ellen!” Mary admonished
her.

The older woman giggled. “Sorry.
Couldn’t help myself.” Once more she addressed Andrew. “So are you
happy with your new arrangement? Mary’s going to fuck other guys.
Are you allowed to fuck other women?”

“No,” Mary quickly
answered for him. “Not unless I’m there and watching.”

Andrew was flabbergasted. “Why am I
not getting any say in the matter?” he protested.

“That’s the way I want
it,” she told him. “You can always say no, but this is how I want
our relationship to be. Do you have any objections?”

The two women glared at him. Or maybe
they just looked at him. Andrew couldn’t tell the difference. He
wasn’t sure if this was what he wanted, but it was exciting to play
at this game for a little while at least.

Andrew pulled up his underwear and
pants, closing all the fasteners. “Yeah, okay, we can do
this.”

“You’re going to have to
give me all the details,” Ellen said to Mary.

“Sure.” She went up to her
boyfriend and gave him a kiss on the cheek. “I don’t want you to
jerk off today, okay? Save it for me tonight?”

“Yeah…”

“Great! I’ll see you
later.”

Andrew was ushered from the room,
confused and frustrated.

“You’re playing a
dangerous game, girl,” Ellen told her.

“I know. I like
it.”

“So when are you going to
fuck Zach?”

 


●●●

 


Mary parked her car and sent Andrew a
text before going in. 

 


I’m going to be late. I’ll
text you when I’m headed to your place.

 


She then put her phone on
silent and went into Zach’s building. She didn’t feel the least bit
guilty about what she was doing. After all, she had done it before
without Andrew’s knowledge. This time would be slightly different
and she wanted to know what it would feel like.

Zach greeted her at the door with a
smug smile on his face. He was dressed casually in jeans and a
t-shirt. A tight t-shirt that showed off his muscles. He was
definitely better built than Andrew, but Mary found she liked the
tattoos that Andrew sported.

“Your new boyfriend has a
little dick, huh?” he asked as he let her in.

“Yes.”

“So you need my cock to
make you feel like a real woman. I get it. Perfectly
understandable.”

He was an arrogant ass. She hated
that. She liked his cock—mostly. But what Mary really liked was
that they were going to have sex and she was going to Andrew’s
immediately afterward and she’d see how that made her
feel.

“I’ve had bigger than
you,” she commented as she kicked off her shoes and let her jacket
slip off, dropping it to the floor.

“I doubt it.”

It was a lie. Mostly. She had a
vibrator at home that was bigger than him, but Zach didn’t need to
know that. She needed to keep him in his place.

“Just keep telling
yourself that.” Zach moved up close to her and he looked down at
her. She was a small woman but he didn’t intimidate her. If
anything, she was eager to get her clothes off and start sucking
his cock. “Why stay with him if he has a tiny peepee?”

“Because he’s polite and
charming and treats me the way I like.” 

“But he can’t make you
cum.” He bent his head to kiss her, but she stopped him.

“Actually, he can. He’s
very good in bed. I just like having a big cock once in a while.
After I fuck you, I’m going to his place for the night.”

“He’s going to know I
stretched you out.” Again, the smug arrogance was annoying but sort
of a turn on as well.

“Doubtful. Maybe I won’t
fuck him tonight.”

“You’ll always come back
to my gigantic johnson.”

Mary had to not roll her eyes and sigh
in annoyance. “I didn’t realize you were so sweet on me, Zach.
Should I dump my boyfriend and move in with you?”

There was a flicker of fear in Zach’s
eyes. The last thing he wanted was a singular girlfriend; Mary knew
that. 

“I just like fucking you,”
he said, sidestepping the issue.

“Same. We can fuck once a
month. I just won’t tell my boyfriend.”

“It’s been more than once
a month lately,” he pointed out.

“Yes. I’m going through a
tough time. Can we stop talking and start fucking?”

“Abso-fucking-lutely. Get
down on your knees and suck my cock.” He grinned down at her. This
was his idea of flirting and foreplay. The terrible thing was that
he had several women more than eager to supply him with a lifetime
of blowjobs.

She didn’t get it. She was part of it
and she still didn’t understand her actions and the other women who
fucked Zach.

“No. I want you to eat my
pussy first,” she said boldly as she unzipped her pants and started
shimmying out of them. She left on her bright pink
panties.

“You know I don’t do
that.”

“Sure you do,” she
encouraged him as she pulled her shirt over her head, revealing a
pink bra that matched her panties. 

“No, I don’t.”

“You do now if you want to
fuck me,” she told him, tangling her fingers in one strap of her
bra. “You don’t even need to take your pants off. Make me cum with
your mouth and then I’ll let you fuck me.”

Zach shook his head, confused. “That’s
not how this works.”

“It is now,” she
insisted.

“No it’s not,” he stated
flatly.

Mary considered this for a moment.
“Huh. I guess we aren’t having sex tonight.” She picked up her
shirt from the floor and started putting it back on.

“Wait! You can’t be
fucking serious!”

She looked at him blandly, pulling the
shirt into place, hiding her half exposed tits away. “You aren’t
fucking anything tonight other than your hand,” she said
firmly.

“But eating pussy is so
gay!”

“Only if you’re a
lesbian,” she said. “And I don’t think you're a woman.”

“Right. Want to see my
cock?”

She rolled her eyes. “You are such a
walking cliché. No. I’ve seen it before. If you want to fuck me,
you need to go down on me. End of story.”

Zach looked angry and frustrated. Mary
didn’t know where her courage was coming from. Zach might have been
a self-centered narcissistic asshole, but he wasn’t the type of guy
to physically attack her. He’d pout and complain, but he wouldn’t
force himself on her.

Briefly she had a moment of
uncertainty that she was forcing him to do something he didn't want
to do, but he could always say no and kick her out of the
apartment.

“Well?” she prompted
him.

“I don’t want
to.”

“Okay.” She nodded and
picked up her pants, prepared to put them back on. 

He put his hand on hers.
“Wait.”

Mary sighed. “This is getting
annoying.”

“I’ll do it,
but…”

“Yes?” she prompted
him.

“I’ve never done it
before.”

While Mary didn’t want to humiliate
him—she saved that for Andrew—she couldn’t stop herself from
snorting before failing to stifle her laugh. “You’ve got to be
kidding me,” she chortled.

Zach sighed in annoyance. “No. I’ve
never had to. Women just like going down on me and then I fuck
them.”

Mary could see that. He was confident
(though his confidence was really unearned) and handsome. His big
dick helped a bit, but that couldn’t be it.

“I’m sure. Well, tonight
you’re going to learn something new. I’m sure the other women in
your life will appreciate it.”

Spinning on one foot, she dropped her
pants back to the floor and strutted to his bedroom, swinging her
hips back and forth. She liked the feel of the silky thong caught
between her large buttocks. It was enough of an enticement
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