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Teaching Him to Share


Chapter 1

“Maggie, which hole do you want it in?” The strapping young man asked. His skin glistened with sweat from working in the yard on the hottest day of the year.

My eyes wandered down his chiseled body, my eyes pausing where his jeans hugged below his navel and the dark hair trailing downward, out of sight. He noticed my eyes lingering and adjusted his pants.

“The plant. Where did you want me to put it? The hole closest to the house, or further back?” He grinned.

Fuck, pull it together. This wasn’t like me. Ryan was inside, sleeping in after a late night at the office. He was always so tired and our sex life had taken a major hit since he accepted his new job. Then Mason started doing our yardwork. A freshman in college, he needed the money, and I found an outlet for my pent-up desires.

“The one closes to the house. I’ll pour you some cold iced tea.” I said as I traced a finger down my open cleavage.

Mason smiled. “You know, your neighbor is watching.”

I glanced up to see Miranda peering through her curtain.

“Let her watch. I get what she wants.” I said, stepping in front of the muscular hunk. Feeling the heat from his body, I ran my hand down his glistening chest.

Mason grabbed my ass, squeezing hard, pulling me against his hips. “Such a naughty slut.” he slipped his finger underneath my panties to feel my wet heat.

Gasping, I giggled. “Oh, the rumors this will cause.”

“Rumors? The whole fucking town knows by now.”

I made eye contact with Miranda, gawking through her window as Mason’s fingers slipped inside of me.

“Fuck, you are so wet. Such a slutty little bitch.”

I lifted my leg, wrapping it around him as he teased me. He freed my tit with his other hand and brought it to his mouth. I gasped in ecstasy.

“Should we wake your tired husband?”

Giggling, I reached down to unzip his pants.

“Nah, let him sleep,” I replied, my voice slightly breathy. My fingers trembled as I unzipped the fly of his jeans, revealing his engorged erection straining against the fabric.

Mason's eyes locked with mine, and there was a hunger in them I couldn't ignore. I wrapped my hand around his shaft, gently stroking him as I leaned in to kiss him, our lips connecting with a passionate fervor. His arms encircled me, pulling me against his chest as we kissed hungrily, our tongues exploring each other's mouths.

Miranda was still watching and I kissed his neck, grinning. The sound of the garage door opening jumped me and I turned to see my husband standing in the open frame. He stood quietly, watching.

“Oh, there he is. He knows when his wife is getting her daily fucking.” Mason said, slipping his cock into my aching pussy.

Ryan's eyes met mine for a moment, his expression a mix of shock and lust. He stepped into the yard, closer to us, adjusting his own pants as he approached. An undeniable sexual tension hung heavy in the air. He ran his hands through his hair.

“What the fuck is this?”

Grinding my hips against Mason, I could feel his cock buried deep inside of me. Digging my nails into his back, I gasped in delight.

Mason didn’t let my husband pacing near us bother him and kept his pace. “Stop acting like you didn’t know. She’s been begging for a good fucking daily.”

My orgasm continued to build and the exhilaration of knowing my husband finally knew added to the excitement.

“Sit down, baby. Enjoy the show.” I said, panting.

Mason lifted my other leg and held me up like a doll, pounding into me with rapid thrusts. His balls banged against my slit with each thrust.

“Fuck. Oh fuck. So fucking good.” I moaned.

Reaching around, I pulled Ryan, still in shock, into a kiss.

His hands fumbled with his belt and fly, releasing his own erection from his pants. I gasped as I felt him touching my ass, stroking the moist skin. Mason was still pounding me hard, his thrusts becoming more and more frantic.

“Now go take a seat with that little cock, bro. Let your wife enjoy this moment.”

Giggling, I winked at Ryan. “Go sit down. Have some iced tea and stroke to us, baby. This doesn’t have to be a problem.”

Ryan fell back to the chair and stroked slowly as Mason continued pounding my pussy with his massive cock.

Miranda disappeared from the window, leaving us in the privacy of our own little show. Ryan sat there, stroking his cock absentmindedly as he watched his wife being brutally fucked by our hot gardener.

I couldn't help but laugh at the absurdity of it all, but the pleasure was overwhelming. Mason's cock filled me up and his thrusts matched the rhythm of my arousal, driving me closer to the edge.

Ryan watched the scene intently, his erection hardening with each thrust of Mason’s cock into me. I could see the desire in his eyes, but also the confusion and betrayal.

Finally, I could hold back no longer. My orgasm hit me like a freight train, shaking my entire body as Mason pounded into me with renewed fervor. I screamed, my voice echoing through the yard, my pussy gripping his cock as I bounced against him.

“You know, I always wanted a situation like this,” Ryan said, adjusting his glasses. He had always been a quiet observer in our marriage, and now, for the first time, he seemed to take an active role.

I gritted my teeth as Mason continued to fuck me, his thrusts getting harder and deeper. I could feel his cock twitching inside of me, and I knew it wouldn’t be long before he exploded.

“Oh my god, yes,” I cried, my voice shaking.

“Watch me fill her up, little cuck,” Mason said, straining. His cock swelled inside of me.

Finally, Mason let out a groan, his cock pulsing inside me as he unloaded his cum. I could feel his warmth spreading inside of me. A hot stream of cum dripped down my leg, overflowing from my pussy filled to the brim. Nothing like Ryan’s thin jizz.

Mason set me down and I leaned against him for support. My legs were still shaky from my orgasm. Glancing over at Ryan, I could see a thin stream of cum covering his hand.

“Did you enjoy the show, baby?”

Ryan looked shellshocked, but he nodded his head. “I don’t know what just happened.”

Mason laughed and clapped him on the back, his massive cock hanging between his legs, still oozing his thick cum. “You accept your fate as a cuck and let your slut wife have the cock she wants…my cock.”

I could sense the tension as I stood watching the two men. My pussy throbbed, sticky and wet with our sex.

“Lick her clean, cuck.” Mason said as he walked to the house.

Ryan looked at me, his eyes focused on my glistening pussy.

I sat down and spread my legs for him.

“Do as you’re told,” I whispered, my voice still shaky from my orgasm.

Ryan took a deep breath and leaned in, tentatively licking my pussy. His eyes met mine as he tasted the mixture of our cum, and I could see the betrayal and desire warring in his gaze.

Miranda's curtain fluttered, and I could feel her eyes on us as Ryan continued to lick me clean. This was our secret, our dark little game. Ryan would never admit it, but he had always fantasized about watching me with another man, and now he had the perfect opportunity to indulge in that fantasy.

As my husband continued to clean my pussy, I couldn’t help but wonder how many more times we would play out this twisted scenario. One thing was for sure, though – I knew I was hooked on the rush of being watched and the thrill of betraying him in front of him. I closed my eyes and let the pleasure wash over me. I moaned softly as his tongue danced over my swollen clit, sending shivers up and down my spine.

My orgasm crashed over me as Ryan continued licking my clit. He lifted his head to look at me, and I could see the hurt in his eyes. I pulled him close and whispered into his ear, guiding his cock into me.

“Shh..It’s OK, baby. I need more, you know that. But you are my husband.”

Ryan's eyes met mine, a mix of desire and anger brewing. He thrust into me slowly, matching the same rhythm Mason had. The sensation of our cocks filling me was incredible. I could feel Ryan's eyes on me, watching as I moaned in pleasure.

I wrapped my arms around his neck, pulling him closer to me. "Thank you for doing this, Ryan. You're my husband, and I need you to share this with me."

He moved his free hand to cup my breast, squeezing it gently. I could feel his erection pulsating against my clit with each thrust. The sound of his breathing matched mine, both of us lost in the moment.

Mason watched from the house, a satisfied grin on his face. I knew he had enjoyed my husband's reaction to the situation.

With a grunt, Ryan’s cock twitched inside of me, filling me with his cum.

My body trembled with the force of his release. As Ryan collapsed on top of me, panting heavily, I could feel the wetness of our mingled fluids between us. I looked up at him, our eyes locking in the aftermath of our passion.

"You are mine, Ryan," I whispered, my voice soft and husky. "But so is Mason.

Ryan nodded, meeting my gaze with a newfound understanding. "I understand, Maggie. I'll always be there for you, even if it means stepping back and sharing you with another man. It's just part of the game we're playing now."

I smiled and kissed him softly, our tongues meeting. I could tell he was struggling with the idea, but it turned him on.

“Now, let’s figure out how this will work.” I kissed him and pushed him off of me, his little cock slipping out from inside of me. Glancing up, I could see Mason in the doorway, smiling and clapping for Ryan.


Chapter 2

Ryan bustled around the kitchen cleaning up the dishes from dinner while I sat across from Mason.

“Hey cuck.” Mason hollered, “Do a good job and I bet your slut wife would let you fuck her after I’m done!”

I giggled as he pulled me out from the table, kneeling between my legs, and pulling down my panties.

“Fuck, look at that beautiful pussy,” he said as he kissed along my thighs.

My giggles turned into soft moans as Mason's experienced tongue danced around my sensitive folds. The sight of Ryan cleaning the dishes with a smirk on his face made me even more excited. This was our little twisted game, and the anticipation of his jealousy only heightened our desire.

I grabbed at Mason’s hair, pulling him to face me. “Let’s go to my bedroom.”

Mason grinned. “Hear that, little husband? I’m going to fuck your wife in your bed. If you’re good, she might let you fuck her, too.”

Ryan’s eyes widened and he set the plate he was drying down on the counter.

“Poor boy. Don’t worry, I’ll make sure you blow your load, too.” I said, grinning.

Mason wrapped his massive arms around me and hoisted me over his shoulders. He slapped my ass, causing me to yelp, and turned me around to show me off to Ryan. “Look at this nice little ass that I’m going to spread apart with my cock.”

Ryan's smirk grew into a full-on grin as he watched Mason carry me towards our bedroom, his hands still dripping with dish soap. He knew exactly what was about to happen, and he was getting more aroused by the second.

With a final wink at Ryan, Mason deposited me onto the bed, spreading my legs wide as he climbed in between them. He teased my clit with his thumb, making it swell with excitement while he kissed and nibbled on my neck.

“Is that what you want, Ryan?” Mason asked, his voice low and throaty. “To watch as I make your wife come repeatedly? To see her respond to me in ways she's never responded to you?”

I bit my lip, moaning quietly as I felt Mason's erection press against my thigh. He was massive, and I knew it would take every ounce of self-control to not let him penetrate me at that moment. I could feel Ryan watching us, his breathing labored as he stood in the doorway, his eyes hungry with desire.

"I can't watch," Ryan admitted, his voice gruff with arousal. "I need to be a part of this."

Mason looked up from between my legs, smirking deviously. "Well, that's a shame, because you won’t be welcome long. I'm going to make your wife cum so hard she forgets all about you."

Ignoring my husband's words, I focused on the intense pleasure that Mason was providing. His fingers were now working in and out of me, as his thumb continued to tease my clit. Each thrust was sending shockwaves of pleasure through my body, and I knew I was close to an orgasm.

“Open the window, cuck. I want the entire neighborhood to hear what I’m doing to your wife. How much she wants it and what a slut she is.”

I giggled. “Yes, I’m your slut.”

Ryan hesitated for a moment before obeying Mason's command. He opened the window, feeling a tinge of humiliation at his wife's words. He couldn't help but feel turned on by the situation.

Mason wasted no time slipping a finger inside me, then two, filling me completely. I moaned loudly as he thrust his fingers in and out, his thumb still teasing my clit. My body writhed beneath him as the pleasure built, my moans getting louder with each passing second.

"That's it, slut. Take it," Mason growled. "You belong to me now."

As Mason fucked me with his fingers, I reached down and stroked Ryan's erection through his pants, feeling the heat of his desire. He groaned softly, his eyes never leaving us.

"Fuck, Ryan," I gasped. "Watch, you have to see how much I want this."

My moans grew louder, and I knew the scene enthralled Ryan. I felt his eyes on us, like a fly on the wall, a voyeur to our twisted game.

Mason leaned in closer to me, his breath hot on my skin. "Imagine how good it's going to feel when I finally slide this inside you. You're going to come so hard, you'll be begging me for more." He continued to taunt Ryan. "But he can't have any of you. You're mine and mine alone right now."

I glanced at my husband, locking eyes with him as Mason edged me closer to orgasm. Gripping the blankets, I squeezed and panted for breath.

“I’m going to come, baby. He’s making me come.”

Ryan unzipped his pants and pulled his cock free, already glistening with pre-cum.

“That’s right, baby. Stroke to us. Stroke to him, making me come.”

I watched Ryan's hand move faster, his eyes fixed on our tableau as Mason's fingers plunged in and out of me. He groaned softly, clearly struggling with his own desire to be part of this scene.

"You want to watch, huh?" Mason goaded him. "Well, we'll give you something to watch."

He repositioned himself and slowly guided his massive erection to my entrance. I gasped at the sensation of him entering me, stretch and filled in a way Ryan had never done.

"You like that, huh?" Mason asked smugly. "You like watching your wife get fucked by a real man?"

Ryan couldn't answer. His eyes locked on the sight of Mason's cock disappearing inside me. My own moans and gasps filled the room, punctuated by the sound of Mason's hips slapping against my ass.

“God, you are so big.” I moaned, writhing in pleasure.

Mason pulled my hands up over my head and pinned my wrists down with his weight. His thrusts were deep. “Oh, fuck. So fucking good.” I gasped.

Ryan could only watch, his hand still stroking himself, as Mason fucked me harder and faster than ever before. Mason's eyes never left mine, as if daring me to look at him, to acknowledge our twisted game.

And so I did. I looked into his eyes and gave him a nod, smiling up at him as he continued to fuck me like I was his personal plaything.

"That's it, baby," I moaned. "Make me cum. Let me feel your cock inside me. Make him see what a cock like yours can do to me."

Mason grinned and increased his pace, his thrusts becoming more erratic. His grunts filled the room, punctuating the sounds of our bodies as he plowed into me.

I let out a primal scream as my orgasm finally crashed over me, waves of pleasure coursing through my body.

The freedom of no longer hiding my trysts with Mason made me that much more excited. The weight lifted, and better yet, Ryan adjusted to this new situation nicely. I worried he’d be too hard-headed to accept that I needed more, but it was the opposite. He intently watched our bodies moving frantically against each other. His cock was rock hard in his hands - something he struggled with before. It was as if a spark was lit inside of him.

I bit my lip as Mason continued to thrust into me, pushing my body up and down with each push. Seeing Ryan mesmerized by the younger and stronger man fucking his wife in our marital bed coaxed another orgasm inside of me. I screamed, gripping Mason’s massive shoulders and squeezed him tight with my legs. His cock twitched at the pressure from my pussy, gripping him hard. Giggling, I threw my head back and lifted my tits to his mouth.

Mason, with a predator's grin, licked and sucked on my tits, eliciting a yelp of pleasure from me. Ryan was watching intently, his eyes full of hunger and lust, as if he wanted to be the one pleasing me, to make me feel this way.

A cold gust blew through the open window, chilling the room, but my body was still on fire. Mason's thrusts were relentless, and I felt as though I could keep going for hours. The feeling of being taken by another man, knowing that my husband was right there, witnessing everything, sent a thrill down my spine.

"Fuck, yes!" Mason groaned, his hips bucking rapidly. "You feel so fucking good!"

My eyes rolled back in pleasure as I moaned, my body shaking with the intensity of the orgasm. "More, more, oh god!"

"Keep going, Mason," I panted. "I want to see it. I want to make sure Ryan sees how hard you're making me come."

Mason's eyes locked on Ryan, who was now stroking himself furiously. His ragged breathing and wide eyes showed his desire.

"You enjoy watching me fuck your wife, Ryan?" Mason taunted, slamming into me even harder. "You like seeing how much she craves a real man?"

Ryan let out a choked groan, clearly struggling to keep himself in check. His hand moved faster, jerking himself off as he watched Mason's cock disappear inside of me.

"Cum for me, Ryan," I pleaded, my voice breathy and needy. "Cum while you watch me being fucked by a real man."

Mason's thrusts became more erratic, his grunts growing louder. He gritted his teeth, sweat dripping down his forehead as he pushed into me with every ounce of his strength.

"I'm cumming," he growled, his eyes locked on Ryan's. "Yeah, baby, feel my cock as I fill you up."

With a last thrust, Mason exploded inside me, his cum spilling deep inside my pussy. I gasped, clutching onto his back as he collapsed on top of me, still trembling from the intensity of our encounter.

Ryan's eyes widened as he watched Mason pull out, his erection glistening with our combined fluids. He slowly released his own orgasm, his body shaking as he spilled his seed onto the floor.

As we lay there, panting and spent, I could feel Ryan's gaze on us. Envy and awe filled his eyes; he couldn’t believe what he had just witnessed.

Mason lifted himself off of me as I lay, legs spread wide, and too exhausted to move.

“Look there, Ryan,” he pointed to my dripping pussy, “You see what I gave her? It’s not just hers.”

Ryan squinted, confused.

“It’s yours too. It’s time for you to commit to being a good husband for your wife and make sure she’s nice and clean for me. I’ll want seconds and I need her clean.”

Giggling, I snapped my fingers and pointed to my pussy. “You heard Mason, babe. C’mon.”

He crawled over to us and, with a nervous glance at Mason, cleaned me up. I sighed contentedly as his tongue lapped at my sensitive folds, easing the ache between my legs.

I reached down and stroked his hair as he tenderly licked away Mason’s cum from my aching and satisfied pussy. “Such a good man.” I said, moaning.

As Ryan finished cleaning me up, I rolled over onto my side, inviting him to slide inside of me. He looked to Mason for permission, but the younger man just nodded, a smirk on his face.

Ryan moved in behind me and with one thrust slide inside of me. He thrust fast, making me squirm. Seeing Mason fuck me sparked a desire inside of him. I moaned, pressed against his hips. He didn’t fill me nearly as much as Mason, but he was making up for it with his zeal.

I moaned, reaching back to grab his ass and pull him deeper. Just as Ryan got close to his orgasm, I pushed him away.

“No baby. That’s for Mason.”

Ryan rolled onto his back, panting and holding his cock. “Fuck.”

“Shh..” I put my finger on his lips. “It’s OK. I won’t leave you pent up like that.”

Slowly slipping down to his waist, I took his cock into my mouth. “Now give me that cum.”

It only took a moment for me to wrap my lips around his small cock and give a slight suck to coax out his hot jizz. He thrust his hips, pushing deeper into my mouth as I released his cum out of my lips to coat his cock.

Grinning, I lifted my head up to kiss him and share his taste.

“See, baby. It’s all OK.”

I moved to my side and rubbed his softening cock. "My pussy is Mason’s now. That doesn’t mean you can never have it. You just have to make sure Mason is OK with it.”

Ryan nodded. “I can do that.”

“I know you can.”

The doorbell jumped me, and I shared a look with Mason and Ryan. Grabbing a robe, I went to open the door. The taste of cum was still salty in my mouth.

Miranda stood on the other side, her arms crossed and tapping her foot. She looked me over and color rose to her cheeks.

“Miranda. What a surprise.” I said.

“Listen, I don’t know what kind of situation you have going on over here, but it’s not appropriate.”

Mason walked over behind me, and Ryan stood behind him. Both were shirtless and I could sense Miranda eying Mason.

“Listen, I think I can explain all of this to you and your husband. It will clear it all up. Why not come by for dinner tomorrow? You and Jake. My treat.”

Miranda frowned. “I - ah, I don’t know what you could say to clear it up, but -”

“It’s a plan.” I said, smiling. “See you at six tomorrow.”

I closed the door before she could say anything else. Mason and Ryan both looked at me questioningly.

“It will be a fun party.” I said, grinning.


Chapter 3

Mason slapped my ass, causing me to squeal.

“Fuck, babe, I want to bend you over right now.” He said.

I grinned back at him. “You need to wait. I don’t want you all tired out before the guests arrive.”

Primping my hair in front of the mirror, I giggled to myself, thinking of what a shock Miranda will have when she sees me wearing only stockings and nipple clamps. Mason tweaked them slightly, making me squirm.

"Don't forget about your makeup, slut," Mason teased as he adjusted the clamps again, causing me to shiver with a mix of pain and excitement.

"Shut up," I playfully swatted at him, trying to focus on applying my mascara.

The sound of Ryan scurrying to set the table sounded through the room, and I glanced at Mason. “My little cuck is doing his best.”

My heart raced when the doorbell rang. Mason smirked at me and adjusted my nipple clamps again before we headed to the front door.

"You look stunning," Mason whispered in my ear, his voice low and sultry. I could feel a thrill rushing through me, knowing that soon everyone at the party would not understand the kinky secrets that lay beneath my seemingly demure appearance.

As we opened the door, Miranda gasped in surprise, her eyes immediately drawn to the nipple clamps. "What the hell is going on here?" she exclaimed, her brows furrowed in confusion and concern. She tried to shield her husband, Jake, from seeing my nude body standing before them, but it was no use. Jake moved her aside and took in the sight from head to toe. He grinned and licked his lips.

“Wow! This may be the best party ever. Great job, hon.” He nudged Miranda. Her face flushed and shook her head.

“Explain yourself Maggie!” Her eyes paused on my perky nipples, squeezed tight by the clamps, and then to Ryan and finally Mason.

"Well, Miranda," I said, beginning with a sly smile, "tonight is a special night. You see, we all know that you've always been a bit of a party pooper. So, we thought we'd spice things up a bit."

I reached up and gently tugged on the nipple clamps, causing a quiet hiss of pain and pleasure to escape my lips.

Miranda gasped but couldn’t find the words she wanted to say. In fact, it was almost as though the whole situation turned her on, but too afraid to admit it.

Turning back to Mason, who was removing his shirt, I reached back to grab his hand and pull him close. Running my hands down his muscled abs, I pressed against him.

"See, Miranda, my husband and I have an agreement," I continued, my voice dripping with seduction. "He isn’t enough for me, so we found Mason." I looked at Ryan, who had now joined us at the door, and he nodded in agreement. Reaching down, I grabbed Mason’s cock. “And boy, is he enough.”

Miranda’s mouth dropped and Jake stood speechless.

“You are OK with this?” Miranda asked Ryan, who nodded silently. “And you? Mason, is it?”

Mason grinned. “Why wouldn’t I be? I fuck his slut wife whenever I want. I can fuck you too."

Miranda pursed her lips and brushed her neck with her fingers.

“You let him fuck your wife?” Jake asked, shocked.

Ryan sat down in a chair. “Yes, and I’m OK with it.”

Kneeling down, I unbuttoned Mason’s jeans, pulling them to the floor. His massive cock sprung out in front of my face.

"But what about your relationship, Ryan?" Miranda asked, curiosity clear in her voice. "Do you love Mason?"

I wrapped my lips around the head of his cock, savoring the taste and feel of him. Swirling my tongue around the tip, I moaned softly in anticipation of what was to come.

Mason grabbed the back of my hair, pulling me closer to his erection. "He just wants to see my cock fill his wife," he said with a smirk. "And Ryan gets to stroke his three inches to it."

Jake let out a chuckle. "You guys are crazy. This is so fucked up."

I pulled away from his cock, looking up at him with a pleading expression. "You wouldn't understand, Jake. It's a whole other level of pleasure."

Mason firmly gripped the back of my neck and slammed his cock into my throat. I gagged and closed my lips around his thick cock as a stream of spit spilled down my face.

To my surprise, Miranda closed the door and I could hear her taking off her shoes.

As Miranda walked towards us, her eyes widening at the sight before her, Jake shook his head in disbelief.

"You guys are really doing this, huh?" he asked, still trying to process what was happening.

"Yes, Jake," I replied, spitting Mason's saliva out of my mouth as he continued to fuck my throat. "You can have me too."

Miranda stood there for a moment, taking it all in. Her eyes flicked between her husband and her friends, her brows furrowed in confusion and concern.

But then something shifted. Her expression changed, her eyes lit up with desire and curiosity. She looked at Mason, her gaze lingering on his hard, pulsing cock.

"Can I watch?" she asked tentatively, her voice barely above a whisper.

“I can share with you. Mason would love to let you have a taste.” I grabbed his ass. “I bet I can help Jake feel a little better about all of this.”

Miranda's eyes widened at the suggestion, but she seemed to consider it. She looked at Jake, who hesitantly nodded his approval.

"Okay," she whispered, her voice barely audible. She walked towards us and stood behind Mason, her eyes fixed on the sight before her.

Mason, still thrusting into my throat, reached back and grabbed Miranda's hand, guiding it to his straining erection. Her fingers gently wrapped around it, and she began stroking in time with his thrusts.

Jake watched the scene unfold, his eyes darting between his wife and our orgy. His cock was rigid through his pants, but he seemed too shocked to do anything about it.

I grinned and nodded at Mason, who pulled out of my throat with a pop. He stepped back, giving her a clear view of his erection.

Miranda’s eyes locked onto Mason's thick member, as she reached out tentatively to place her hand on it.

"You're so big," she whispered, mesmerized by its size.

“Probably bigger than your little man over there.” Mason said, grinning.

Jake’s face reddened. He turned to look at Ryan, who sat quietly, stroking his cock, which dwarfed in size compared to Mason’s.

I stepped to stand in front of Jack, and whispered into his ear, pressing my clamped tits against him. “Just relax. It’s OK.” Reaching down, I slipped my hand down his pants.

"You're perfectly normal, Jake. Watching us will do wonders for your… ego."

Jake's cock pulsed in my hand as I stroked him gently. He closed his eyes and leaned into me, his breathing becoming deeper and more rapid.

Meanwhile, Miranda continued to stroke Mason's cock, her eyes wide and unblinking as she marveled at the large member before her.

Mason leaned in close to her, whispering in her ear. "You want this, don't you? You want to feel my gigantic cock deep inside you?"

Miranda froze for a moment, her hand shaking slightly on Mason's cock. Then she swallowed hard and nodded, her eyes darting between Mason and Jake.

"It's OK, Jake," I said reassuringly. "She needs this too."

Jake nodding hesitantly.

“Now, be a good boy and go sit with my husband while we help our bull.” I said.

I pulled down his pants and coaxed him to sit next to Ryan, leading him by his cock in my hands.

Mason had Miranda bent over the table, licking her pussy.

Jake watched in awe as Mason continued to pleasure Miranda. He could see the desire in her eyes and heard her soft moans of pleasure.

Ryan turned to look at Jake, a small smile playing on his lips. "You see, Jake," he said, his voice low and calm, "this is what we needed. This is what she needed."

“Fuck, such a wet pussy. So tight. It needs a stretching.” Mason said, still licking and coaxing Miranda to orgasm.

I moved aside the plates next to Miranda and bent over the table, pushing my ass into the air and wagging it, hoping Mason would move to me next. Miranda whimpered, gripping the table.

“Oh, my god. It’s so good. Don’t stop.” She pleaded.

Mason pressed his cock against her lips and pushed his cock deep into her.

She let out a loud moan as he penetrated her, her body shaking with the force of each thrust.

As Miranda cried out in pleasure, her body shaking with each thrust of Mason's cock, Jake watched in a mix of jealousy and arousal.

Ryan turned to him again. "See, Jake? This is what we wanted."

Jake hesitated for a moment before his eyes met mine. Understanding this was truly necessary, he slowly nodded. Whether he fully accepted it, I wasn't sure. But as he watched Miranda continue to be ravished by Mason, his hand slowly drifted to his own erection.

I couldn't help but smile at the sight, feeling a thrill run through me as I watched him stroke himself. Seeing Miranda being pleasured had caused something in Jake - perhaps envy, perhaps lust, or perhaps both. Regardless, it was turning him on, and that was enough for me.

As Miranda squealed in bliss, Mason slipped his cock free from her and pressed it into me.

"Now, baby," I said, my voice shaking with anticipation, "let's see how much you love filling me up."

Mason chuckled darkly and lined his cock up with my entrance. He positioned the tip at my entrance, ready to plunge deep inside me.

Jake watched, mesmerized, as Mason's thick cock disappeared into me. My eyes met his for a moment, and I gave him a reassuring smile.

Mason knelt behind me, his hands gripping my hips, the veins on his biceps straining with the effort he was putting into this. The tip of his cock was difficult to take in without feeling its girth entirely, but it excited me more than anything ever could.

"Fuck," Jake whispered, his eyes meeting mine again as Mason fucked me. "This is... I can't believe this is happening."

With each thrust, my nipple clamps slid across the table, making me squirm in pain and bliss. My orgasm was quick. Arching my back, Mason continued to pound into me. Reaching to my front, he released the clamps.

"Oh, fuck!" I cried out loud, feeling the sting of relief and the waves of pleasure coursing through my body.

Mason didn't slow down. He kept thrusting into me, his hands gripping my hips tighter with each movement.

Jake's eyes widened as he watched, unable to look away from the sight before him. He stroked himself faster and harder, his breathing becoming more ragged.

"You understand now?" I breathed, turning to face him. "You see what a massive bull can do?

Jake hesitated for a moment before nodding his head slowly. Apprehension lingered, yet the events clearly aroused him.

With one last thrust from Mason, my body trembled with the crash of my orgasm.

His cock twitched and throbbed inside me as he reached his own climax, filling me with his hot seed. I could feel him shuddering behind me, his body stiffening as he emptied himself inside me.

"Fuck, I'm cumming!" Jake suddenly cried out, jerking himself furiously. His cum erupted from his cock, coating his hand.

I couldn't help but grin at the sight of him, his eyes wide with shock and arousal. Seeing him like this was just as exciting as everything else that had happened.

"You see that, Jake?" Ryan asked with a smirk. "This is what we needed."

Jake nodded, his eyes darting between us. He was processing everything - the sensations, the emotions...and perhaps most importantly, the new roles we had all assumed in this orgy.

“Fuck, look at that sweet little ass of yours, Miranda!” Mason said. He clapped her hard on her ass and she yelped. “I’m getting hard again and this time, it’s for you.”

As I stood up, my body still trembling with the aftershocks of my orgasm, Mason stepped back and admired the sight of my well-fucked ass. His hot and sticky cum dripped down my thighs. I met his eyes, and seeing the look of hunger there, a thrill ran through me. I knew what was coming next.

I looked at Jake and Ryan, who were still watching us intently, their hands still wrapped around their erections. "You see, boys? This is what we all needed," I said firmly. It was a statement more than a question.

Ryan smirked at me and then looked at Jake, who nodded slowly. His lustful gaze was heavy-lidded, his breathing ragged, his hand still moving quickly over his throbbing cock.

I moved closer to Jake, reaching out to stroke him gently. His cock twitched in my hand as I made contact, his eyes fluttering shut in pleasure. "Look at that cummy mess you made.” I teased.

“Now you get to see the reward my cuck gets after watching me get fucked by my bull.”

Ryan grinned and slipped down to the floor, his head facing up. Miranda moaned wildly in the background and I positioned myself over Ryan’s mouth. He lapped out greedily to clean my pussy of Mason’s cum.

As Ryan licked me clean, I could feel the buildup of my next orgasm. I reached back to grab Jake's hand and pulled him close.

Jake hesitantly followed my lead, and I helped guide his rock-hard cock into my waiting mouth. He gasped in pleasure as I took him deep into my throat, feeling his cock throbbing against the back of my throat.

I could hear Miranda moaning in the background, her cries egging me on as she continued to be pleasured by Mason. Mason's hand muffled her moans as he covered her mouth, silencing her cries as he continued to pleasure her.

As I sucked Jake off, I felt another wave of pleasure course through me. My nipples were sore from the clamps, and my pussy was still buzzing from being fucked by Mason. It was all becoming too much for me.

“Let me fuck you.” Jake pleaded.

I giggled and shook my head, letting his cock bob out of my mouth. My spit connected his cock to my chin. “My pussy is for my bull. You and Ryan only get my mouth.”

Miranda slammed her hand on the table and Mason pressed into her.

“Fucking slut. Drain my balls.” Mason grunted. “Your little husband can get his dessert, too.”

Miranda quivered and shook as Mason filled her with his cum.

Giggling, I motioned to Miranda and tapped Jake’s hard cock. “Go to her.”

Glancing down, Ryan was still cleaning me of every last drop of Mason’s cum.

Jake hesitated for a moment, his eyes locked onto mine as he took in my words and the scene unfolding before him. He shook his head slightly, "No... I'm not worthy."

I smirked. "You already are. Come on, you dirty little cuckold, go to her and taste what Mason left for you.”

Jake looked at Miranda, his eyes full of both lust and submission as he made his way over to her. His erection bounced with each step as he approached her. Miranda looked up at him, her eyes full of desire and gratitude for what he was about to do.

Ryan continued to lick me clean, pausing occasionally to savor the taste of Mason's cum on my skin. His tongue traced the outline of my wet slit, sending shockwaves of pleasure through me. I could feel the buildup of another orgasm approaching. Pulling on his head, I pressed my pussy harder against his eager mouth.

He complied eagerly, his tongue darting out to taste my moist arousal. I could feel his nose pressed against my clit, and the sensation was driving me wild.

Meanwhile, Jake knelt beside Miranda, his eyes filled with a mix of lust and submission as he reached out to touch her. His fingers traced the outline of her wet slit, her juices glistening in the dim light. He hesitated for a moment before plunging his fingers inside her, feeling the warmth and moisture envelop his digits.

As he finger-fucked her, she moaned in pleasure, her body trembling with each thrust. Her hands gripped the back of his head, guiding him as he continued to explore her depths.

Ryan's tongue danced its way up and down my slit, causing me to buck against him. His lips wrapped around my clit,

Mason clapped. “Look at those cucks doing their jobs.”

As Ryan's lips wrapped around my clit, I couldn't help but moan in pleasure. My hips bucked involuntarily as his tongue flicked against me, sending waves of euphoria coursing through my veins.

Mason continued to watch us with a smug grin on his face, clearly enjoying the sight of his wife being pleasured by Ryan, while Jake served as her faithful cuckold. This was what he had hoped for all along - a chance to dominate us all in his own twisted way.

I moaned loudly as my orgasm hit me like a freight train. Ryan's mouth and fingers worked in perfect unison, sending me over the edge. My body convulsed and spasmed, my moans echoing through the room.

Mason laughed as he watched Jake continue to service Miranda, his fingers in her wet pussy, his lips coated in his cum. "Look at them. What loyal cucks we have."

I couldn't help but laugh too, my orgasm still coursing through me. "That's right, baby. You're such a good little cuckold," I whispered to Ryan, my eyes never leaving the sight before me.

As Ryan continued to pleasure me, I felt his fingers slide into my ass. I gasped, my body trembling with both pleasure and surprise.

Giggling, I positioned myself in front of Ryan, taking his small, erect cock into my mouth.

“It’s time for your reward.” I said, while sucking his cock.

Jake, still licking and tasting Miranda, glanced up to see Ryan being taken care of too. He smiled, his cock twitching as he watched the scene unfold.

As Ryan moaned in pleasure, Jake increased the pace of his fingering and sucking on Miranda. I could hear her breath quicken as she approached her orgasm.

Mason laughed, "You see that? They're all so eager to please."

Ryan's moans filled the room as he came into my mouth. His cum tasted salty, and as I shared it with him, swirling my tongue around his as he greedily swallowed it.

Jake continued to tongue Miranda's pussy, sucking on her clit and causing her to writhe beneath him. She was close, oh so close. And that made me wetter than ever.

"It's your turn," I said to Jake, motioning for him to come closer to me. "Ryan just came in my mouth."

Jake looked at me with a mix of excitement and trepidation before he stood up and positioned himself in front of me. The smell of his arousal filled the air, and it was intoxicating. As he entered my mouth, I savored the difference in his taste.

It was earthier, more potent than Ryan's. His cock was bigger, too, but I loved the feeling of his thickness stretching my mouth wider with each passing second.

Mason clapped his hands together, a grin spreading across his face as he watched the scene unfold before him. "Look at you all, so eager to please." He said, his voice filled with satisfaction as he watched us service our respective partners.

Jake's grip on my head tightened as he approached his orgasm, his hips thrusting forward and back in rhythm with his breathing. I could feel his heartbeat pulsing in his erection, and it was intoxicating.

As Jake came into my mouth, I couldn't help but swallow him whole, savoring every drop of his essence. The taste and feeling of him filling my mouth sent waves of pleasure coursing through me.

Jake fell into an open chair and tried to catch his breath. His sticky cum coated my mouth and I cleaned my lips with my finger.

“Now that was a party.” I said. “Why not stay the night and we’ll continue?”

Miranda glanced at Mason, taking his naked body in and licking her lips. “I would love that.”

It seems I unleashed an insatiable monster with Miranda.

Finally, a neighbor we can have fun with, I thought. What excitement we’ll have!


Chapter 4

Waking in a tangle of limbs, I glanced over to see Miranda, her naked body glistening in the morning's light. Both Ryan and Mason on either side of her, and her husband had settled next to me. He opened his eyes and looked at me longingly. Grinning, I rolled to my side to take my husband’s cock into my mouth.

Ryan groaned softly, his hand running through my hair as I took him deep. He was always so responsive, his body a testament to his desire. It wasn't long before he was thrusting into my mouth, his hips bucking wildly as he neared the edge.

Meanwhile, Mason watched us intently, his erection standing proud and firm. Seeing him hard and ready only made me more eager to please him next. Gently, I released Ryan from my mouth and scooted closer to Mason. He welcomed me eagerly, pulling me close as I took him into my hand and stroked him.

Miranda’s eyes fluttered open at the noise and took the sight of us in. She bit her lip, smiling.

“I can’t believe what we did.” She said.

Giggling, I continued to stroke the two men, marveling at how much bigger Mason’s cock was than Ryan’s.

Miranda shifted to her side. “You know, I can’t thank you enough for opening our minds to what our marriage could be.” She patted Jake’s shoulder, waking him up with a start.

Leaning over, she whispered to him, cupping his balls. “Babe, I think you should show Maggie how appreciative we are of last night.”

My mind wandered to what it was she was thinking. She grinned.

“I want to watch you with all of them. Your bull and our cucks.”

Jake's eyes widened at the suggestion, but he quickly recovered and nodded in agreement. With a playful smirk on her face, Miranda scooted closer to Jake, kissing him gently on the lips before guiding his hand towards my pussy. I could see the eagerness in his eyes as he slid his fingers into me, listening intently to the moans that escaped my lips.

As Jake fingered me, Ryan and Mason continued to watch expectantly, their erections still hard and throbbing. Miranda snuggled up to Ryan, stroking his cock while whispering naughty things into his ear. He leaned back, closing his eyes in pleasure as she whispered these sweet nothings.

Gasping, I could feel my orgasm building. “There is only one thing,” I said, catching my breath. “Only Mason can fuck my pussy.”

I glanced to him, admiring his massive erect cock.

Mason laughed. “That’s right. Only my cock fills your wife’s pussy, Ryan.”

Ryan groaned, his face flushed with desire. He nodded, understanding the unspoken rules of their dynamic. Miranda continued to stroke him, whispering more dirty words into his ear, her lips brushing against his skin. The atmosphere in the room was electric, crackling with excitement and anticipation.

I couldn't take it anymore. I needed Mason's cock inside me, to feel him stretching me wide, his thick shaft filling me completely. "Mason," I moaned, "please."

He grinned wickedly, positioning himself at my entrance. I felt the head of his cock press against me and I opened myself for him eagerly. With a single thrust, he plunged deep inside me, filling all of me with his massive erection. I gasped as he hit my sweet spot, my body writhing with pleasure as he fucked me hard and fast.

“That’s right, slut. Take it all.” Mason said. “Come here and fuck her ass, cuck.”

Ryan pulled his cock free of Miranda’s mouth. Miranda watched with lust as he positioned himself behind me.

He spread my ass cheeks wide, exposing my tight hole to him. With a single, forceful thrust, he slid inside me and fucked my ass, each thrust sending waves of pleasure throughout my body.

I could hear the smacking sound of skin on skin as Mason's cock plunged in and out of my pussy, and Ryan's cock pounding into my ass. Miranda was frantically stroking herself, her face a picture of ecstasy as she watched us.

Mason continued to pound into me. The sensation of being filled, front and back, was exhilarating.

Mason beckoned to Miranda’s husband Jake, "Fuck her mouth, cuck," he said to him, "I want this slut filled in every hole."

Jake glanced at Miranda and she nodded as she stroked her pussy furiously.

“Do it, babe. Do as he says.”

Mason laughed. “That’s right. Listen to her.”

My orgasm crashed over me just thinking about having another cock in me. My pussy spasmed around Mason’s massive cock.

“Fuck, you are so wet.” He gasped.

Jake’s cock hovered in front me. It was so small; I giggled slightly, wrapping my hand around it.

“No wonder you fell in love with Mason’s cock, Miranda.”

I could feel my entire body tremble with arousal as I watched Jake's cock disappear into my hand, his eyes fixed on the pleasure I was giving him. Taking a deep breath, I parted my lips and guided him inside me. His small member felt so good, fitting perfectly against the walls of my mouth.

His breathing grew heavier, his hips bucking in time with Mason’s thrusts.

Jake groaned louder and louder as I sucked harder on his cock, the sound sending waves of pleasure through me. His hands gripped the back of my head tightly, pushing himself deeper into my throat.

Mason groaned and his thrusts became erratic, enticing another orgasm from my exhausted body. Warmth spread through my ass as Ryan pushed hard against me and panted. Ryan’s release was enough to entice Mason, and I could feel his massive cock twitch against my walls.

Finally, with a final powerful thrust, Mason let out a guttural groan as he exploded deep inside me. The sudden warmth bursting inside me sent me into an even more intense orgasm.

Jake could no longer control himself as his cock twitched, releasing his load into my mouth. I gulped it all, not wanting even a drop to go to waste.

Mason slipped free from my stretched and soaked pussy. “Clean her up, boys.”

Still on my hands and knees, the two husbands moved in to lick me clean. Ryan licked my pussy eagerly while Jake pressed his face between my ass cheeks. Both moaned as they serviced me.

Miranda watched, a satisfied smile on her face, as Ryan and Jake cleaned me up. Her eyes met mine and she winked.

"You've got us good," she whispered, leaning in to kiss me softly on the lips. "We're all yours now and we will be back for more."

I smiled back at her, feeling a surge of affection for this woman who had opened up not just my marriage, but also their understanding of sexuality and desire. Our journey together was only just beginning, and I couldn't wait to see where it would lead us.


Surrendering to My Husband's Best Man


Chapter 1

Standing in the reception room lit by candlelight, guests congratulate us as they walk by. Ross’s hand on my back gives me a sense of reassurance, calming my nerves. I can’t help but hope for this to end.

Ross squeezes my hand, smiling. “Can you believe we’ll be married tomorrow?”

Smiling back, I notice his eyes wandering down to my cleavage. “I just can’t wait until our honeymoon.”

"Me neither," Ross whispers, his voice low and husky, sending shivers down my spine. The intensity of his gaze is almost suffocating as he leans in close, his lips dangerously close to mine.

I can feel the heat radiating off him, desire smoldering just beneath the surface. His touch is electric as his hand moves from my back to the curve of my hip, pulling me closer against him.

“Sorry to interrupt, but that needs to wait until tomorrow after your wedding,” Ross’ mother chimed in, crossing her arms.

Oh, if you only knew what we did before this ceremony, I thought.

Pushing Ross away to appease his mother, I patted him on the shoulder, my hand lingering on his muscular arm. “Of course!”

Looking for a quick escape, I searched for a face I knew.

From across the room, I found my target–Tom–Ross's best man and oldest friend from college. Leaning against a mahogany sideboard with casual confidence, one hand in his pocket, the other holding a tumbler, Tom has a deliberate roughness to him–his dark blond hair slightly too long, his jaw shadowed with stubble despite the formal occasion.

“Excuse me,” I said, patting Ross on the shoulder before making my escape.

Ross’s mom kept badgering her son, and I giggled quietly to myself as I made my way to where Tom stood alone.

"The dutiful fiancée making her rounds," he says as I approach, his voice carrying that slight rasp that always makes my skin prickle.

"Someone has to make sure this party doesn't implode," I reply. "Ross is too busy networking."

Tom shrugs. "That's Ross. Always working the room."

"And you? Always observing from the sidelines?"

"I prefer to watch." His eyes hold mine as he says this, and heat blooms low in my belly. "You get to see the most interesting things that way."

Tom reaches up to adjust his cufflinks, a simple motion that shouldn't captivate me, but does. His fingers move with deliberate precision, turning the small silver squares, then straightening his tailored jacket. The suit fits him differently than Ross's does–less like armor, more like a temporary concession to social convention. I watch the movement of his hands, remembering how they felt.

Stop it, I tell myself, and try to quell the thought.

His eyes flick briefly to where Ross stands across the room, then back to me. "He's a lucky man."

The words echo what everyone has been saying all night, but from Tom's mouth, they carry a different weight, a different meaning entirely.

"Are you going to give some embarrassing best man speech tonight? Reveal all of Ross's college indiscretions?" I ask, changing the subject.

Tom laughs, the sound low and private despite the crowded room. "I'm saving the good stories for the wedding. Tonight I'll be the perfect best man. Supportive. Appropriate." The last word drips with irony.

"I didn't think you knew the meaning of appropriate, Tom."

"There are a lot of things I know the meaning of, Isabelle." My name in his mouth is different somehow, each syllable given weight and texture.

The room suddenly feels too warm, the air too thick. I'm aware of the silk of my dress against my skin, the weight of the engagement ring on my finger, the proximity of Tom's body to mine.

"I should get back," I say, not moving.

"Yes, you should." He doesn't move either.

We stand suspended in that moment, everything around us continuing–glasses clinking, conversation flowing, music playing–while we remain perfectly still in our private bubble of tension.

Tom's eyes drop briefly to my mouth, then back up. "He's watching, you know."

I don't need to turn to know that Ross has spotted us, that his gaze is tracking this interaction from across the room. "Let him watch," I murmur, then immediately regret the boldness of the statement.

Tom's smile deepens. "Careful what you wish for, Isabelle."

Before I can respond, I feel Ross' presence behind me, his hand returning to its place on my back.

"There you are," he says pleasantly. "I was thinking you'd escaped through a window."

I force a laugh. "Just catching up with Tom."

"My best man giving you all the dirt on me?" Ross asks, his tone light but his eyes watchful.

"Wouldn't dream of it," Tom says, raising his glass in a mock toast. "I'm saving all the good stories for after you're legally bound to each other."

Ross laughs, the sound genuine but with an edge I know well. "Come on, time for the toast. My parents are getting antsy."

As we walk away, I feel Tom’s eyes following me. If Ross only knew what I wanted. What I really wanted. How would he handle it? Memories of Tom taking me in front of my then boyfriend. My pussy dripped with want, thinking about it. I needed it again. It is time for Ross to learn how to keep me as a happy wife.

#

The hotel room door clicks shut behind us with a sound of finality. Ross's fingers are already at my waist, turning me toward him with a gentle insistence that makes my breath catch.

His hands feel familiar yet different, the touch of my husband-to-be sending a thrill through me. But as I meet his gaze, I can't shake the image of Tom's intense eyes from my mind, the unspoken tension between us hanging heavy in the air. Ross leans in to kiss me, his lips soft and demanding.

Pulling away, I shake my head. “No.”

“No?” Surprise filled Ross’s voice.

It’s time for him to see me in control, I thought, slipping my panties down to the floor.

Putting my hand on his chest, I pushed him to sit on the bed. His pants tented with his excitement. He watched me, unsure what to do. He’d learn tonight there is much more to me than he ever imagined. Seeing Tom again awakened my desire.

“You are going to show me what a good husband you can be.” I said, my voice dripping with desire.

Hiking my dress up, I pulled his face to my hot pussy, dripping with my need for release.

His eyes widened in surprise, but he didn't hesitate. He leaned in and pressed his face against me, his tongue flicking my clit with careful precision. I moaned, arching my back as pleasure washed over me. This was something new, something exciting. Ross had always been a passive lover, but this...this was different. This was a challenge.

I could feel his hands on my thighs, gripping tightly as he worked me over. He buried his face in my crotch, his beard scratching against my skin erotically. His nose rubbed against my clit with each stroke, sending waves of ecstasy through me.

I reached down and grabbed his hair, guiding him to where I wanted him. "Yes, like that," I sighed. "That's it."

Ross's tongue continued its dance, teasing me and building my desire until I felt like I was going to explode.

“Fuck, Tom! Yes!” I gasped, without realizing the name that escaped my lips.

My orgasm washed over me as my hips bucked against Ross’s mouth.

Ross pulled back and looked up at me, confused. “Did you just say, Tom?”

I bit my lip, feeling both guilt and desire. I knew I had crossed a line, but the thrill of it all was nearly too much to bear. "Yes," I whispered, my eyes locked with his.

I expected him to be furious, but he nodded.

“I should have known.” He said, his hands still on my waist.

Slipping down to my knees, I unzipped his pants to reveal his hard cock. He was certainly taking this better than I expected.

I reached out and wrapped my hand around his length, stroking him gently. His breath hitched as I ran my fingers up and down his shaft.

"You want to be a good husband, don't you?" I asked, looking up at him with a mix of challenge and desire in my eyes.

Ross looked down at me, his expression a blend of surprise and arousal. "Yes," he whispered.

I smiled, knowing I had won this round. I was going to make him earn the title of "good husband". Sliding his cock into my mouth, I sucked him off. He tasted salty, yet so fucking delicious. My lips glided up and down his shaft, teasing him with each thrust of my head.

Ross let out a soft groan as I sucked him off, his hands brushing through my hair as he gripped me. He seemed to be fully aware of what was happening, and I knew that soon enough, he would understand it was more than just having the title. It was about pleasing me, about comprehending my desires.

"Yes, just like that," he moaned, his fingers digging into my hair.

I looked up at him, maintaining eye contact as I continued to suck him off. With each thrust of my head, I felt his desire grow. His hips bucked, pushing deeper into my mouth with each thrust.

Just as I felt him tense and knew he was about to cum, I pulled back and looked up at him with determination in my eyes.

"Say it," I demanded, grip on his cock tightening. "Say you intend to be a good husband."

Ross blushed, his breath coming faster as he searched for words. "I am going to be a good husband," he said, straining.

“Good boy.” I whispered as I flicked my tongue across his cock.

His cum glistened at the tip of his cock. Wrapping my hand around his rigid cock, I squeezed hard, keeping his orgasm pent up.

“You want to cum so badly, don’t you, baby?” I asked, giggling.

“Yes!”

“Tell me you want your best man to fuck me." I teased, locking eyes with him.

Ross’s hips bucked as he tried in vain to catch his release.

Tapping the tip of his glistening cock with my tongue, I played with the puddle of cum at the surface, waiting for escape.

“Say it, baby.” I said.

“Yes!”

“Yes, what?” I squeezed harder.

“I want my best man to fuck you!”

“Good boy!” I grinned, letting my grip relax.

His release spilled into my hand, soaking my fingers with his hot, salty cum. Spurt after spurt, his cum covered my hand and wrist. Giggling, I licked it up, tasting his salty release. Ross fell back to the bed, his cock still twitching and dripping cum.

Pulling up next to him, I toyed with his cock as he caught his breath. Teaching my fiance what I need is turning out to be easier than I thought.


Chapter 2

As the rehearsal came to a close, I searched the room for Tom. I spotted him across the room talking to one of the bridemaids.

My heart raced as I made my way to him, feeling the electricity crackling in the air between us. The tension was palpable, pulling me toward him like a magnet. Ignoring the curious glances of others, I slipped my hand into his and whispered, "Come with me."

Without a word, Tom followed me out of the crowded room, our steps quickening with anticipation. We found ourselves alone in a dimly lit hallway, the muffled sounds of music and laughter fading into the background. I turned to face him, my breath coming in quick gasps as I searched his eyes for any sign of hesitation.

But there was none. Tom's gaze burned with desire as he pulled me close, his lips crashing down on mine in a fierce, hungry kiss. My body responded instinctively, melting into his touch as we devoured each other with an urgency that bordered on desperation.

And then, just as the heat between us reached its peak, the door behind us creaked open, and in walked Ross. His eyes widened in shock and his expression flickered between betrayal and curiosity.

I stood there, caught in this whirlwind of desire and defiance, my body pulsating with a mixture of excitement and guilt. Tom's hands still lingered on my waist, his breath hot against my skin as he looked over my shoulder at Ross, a smirk playing on his lips.

Ross's jaw clenched as he took in the scene before him, his eyes darting between Tom and me. I could see the conflicting emotions warring within him, the hurt mingling with a strange arousal that sent shivers down my spine.

“Baby, we talked about this. It’s time to take things a littler further.” I said.

Tom leaned forward to nibble on my neck. “That’s right. I am your best man, Ross.”

In that moment, a rush of adrenaline surged through me, fueling the fire that burned within. I felt a rebellious smile tug at the corners of my lips as I reached out to Ross, silently urging him to step closer.

His eyes darkened with a mixture of desire and uncertainty, but the primal need in his gaze betrayed his inner conflict. Without a word, Ross closed the distance between us, his hand tangling in my hair as he claimed my lips in a possessive kiss.

As Tom watched us with an intensity that sent goosebumps rippling across my skin, I felt a surge of empowerment unlike anything I had ever experienced. The thrill of being wanted by both men, the exhilarating rush of crossing forbidden boundaries—it all combined to form a heady cocktail of lust and recklessness.

Lost in the heat of the moment, I reveled in the sensation of their hands roaming over my body, igniting every nerve ending with their touch. The air crackled with tension.

“Ross, I’ve had Isabelle before. I never told you, but now you should know.” Tom said as his hands slid down between my legs.

I gasped at Tom's touch, the electric thrill of his fingers exploring what was rightfully his running rampant through my body. Ross's brows furrowed into a frown, his eyes narrowing dangerously.

“You may like this, baby. Why not watch?” I said, moving my hips against Tom’s hand exploring my pussy.

Ross hesitated for a moment, his gaze flickering between Tom and me. The air thickened with tension as he weighed his options, torn between jealousy and curiosity.

I watched his conflicted expression, sensing the internal battle he was waging. But then, to my surprise, he nodded slowly, stepping back reluctantly.

"Go ahead," he whispered hoarsely, barely able to get the words out. There was no malice in his voice, only a mix of emotions that had left him helpless in the face of this complex situation. He watched us closely as Tom continued to explore my body, each touch sending shockwaves of pleasure coursing through me.

Tom's fingers danced across my skin, teasing me with promises of what was to come. His hand then lowered, lodging itself in the dampness that now pooled beneath my panties. My hips rocked against him instinctively, seeking more friction.

I could hear footsteps walk past the closed door.

“As your best man, I’ll help you out,” Tom said as he unzipped his pants. “Isabelle can’t get enough of a real cock.”

Ross's eyes widened, taking in the scene before him. A wave of arousal washed over him as he watched Tom remove his massive cock from his pants. It was large and thick, glistening with pre-cum, and it pulsed with an unmistakable need.

“Stroke you little cock to us, baby.” I instructed Ross, grinning.

Ross hesitated for a moment, his eyes locked onto the sight in front of him—his best friend's massive erection and the woman he loved, standing before them both, a wicked grin on her face. But the curiosity got the better of him, and his hand found its way to his own erection.

I watched as he slowly stroked himself, his eyes darting between Tom and me. The sight of the two men in my life, so desperate to touch me, sent a wave of desire crashing over me.

Tom wasted no time pushing my panties aside and plunging his throbbing cock into me. I moaned loudly at the sensation, my body adjusting to his girth as he gradually buried himself deeper within me. The feeling of him filling me completely was overwhelming, but also divine.

"You want this too, don't you? You want to fuck me too?" I asked, grinning.

Ross locked his eyes onto us, a mixture of desire and jealousy feverishly burning within him. He hesitated for just a second before hurriedly pulling his pants down, his erect cock springing free.

Tom delved in and out of me, every thrust pushing me closer to my breaking point. I moaned loudly, unable to contain the sheer pleasure radiating through every inch of my body. Ross's eyes flickered down at Tom's hips, moving back and forth in a powerful rhythm that told the story of his intense desire.

"Ross..." I whispered, watching him slip his cock through his hand, stroking himself slowly as he watched Tom dive into me. The contrast between our gasping sighs and Tom's swift slapping had become almost too much to bear.

Tom grunted as he was about to cum, his eyes locked onto me with a feral intensity that left no doubt about his impending release.

"Cum for me, Tom..." I moaned, the anticipation of witnessing his orgasm building my arousal even further.

Ross's hand picked up pace, his fingers slick with pre-cum as he watched his best friend thrust into me. The sight was almost surreal—two people I loved deeply giving in to their innermost desires before my very eyes. And yet, the urgency that coursed through my bloodstream, the intoxicating allure of forbidden pleasure clouding my senses and tightening the bonds between us.

Tom let out a guttural growl as he pounded into me, his cock releasing a warm stream of his seed deep inside me. The sensation was staggering, a flood of hot liquid filling me completely and leaving me breathless with desire.

"Oh, Isabelle, you slut!" Tom grunted, his teeth gritted as he rode the waves of his pleasure. He buried himself in me one more time, his cock throbbing as he unloaded his seed deep inside me.

I could feel it spreading through my pussy, the warmth of Tom's cum radiating from within me. It was a wild feeling, being the conduit between my two loves, and I relished it.

The sight of Ross stroking himself while watching us was too much to handle. Without thinking, I reached out and tugged his erect cock towards me. "Your turn," I whispered, my lips brushing against the tip of his cock.

Ross's eyes widened in surprise, but he didn't resist as I wrapped my hand around his thick shaft. The warmth of his cock against my palm sent a fresh surge of arousal through me.

Kneeling down, I pulled Ross closer to me by his cock and pulled him into my mouth. Ross moaned softly, his hands threading through my hair as he guided me, his hips gently rocking to match my rhythm. I loved the way he looked down at me as I took him in, his eyes shining with a mix of lust and gratitude. It was as if he was thanking me for fulfilling a fantasy he had never even known he had.

As I continued to pleasure him, Tom watched intently, his eyes glued to Ross's cock disappearing and reappearing from my mouth. His own erection twitched, evidence of his arousal still clear despite having just found release.

“You enjoying yourself, cuck?” Tom asked, enjoying the show.

I gagged slightly, taking Ross' cock deeper into my throat. Using the word "cuck" sent a jolt of excitement through me. I knew both men were watching intently as I worked him, and that they owned me, sexually and emotionally, only made me wetter.

"Oh, yes, baby," Ross groaned.

Tom chuckled darkly at Ross' words. "You love being our little slut, huh?"

As much as I wanted to deny it, I knew it was true. The thought of being their possession sent a rush of lust coursing through my veins. So, instead of denying it, I increased my pace, swallowing Ross down my throat while his moans grew louder.

“Yes... yes, I do.” My voice trembled with desire as I spoke, still sucking Ross off. The cock in my hand pulsed with need, and the feeling of being in control of his pleasure sent my desire soaring.

Ross's hands gripped my hair tightly, a sign that he was close. I knew what was coming next - when he'd cum in my mouth, allowing me to taste his release.

“I'm gonna cum!” Ross barked, his voice rising as he warned me of his impending orgasm.

His hot load splashed against the back of my throat, and I swallowed every drop.

Grinning, I stood up, my thighs still coated in Tom’s cum. I pressed against Ross and kissed him deeply to share his taste. Ross, resisting at first, soon gave way and swirled his tongue around mine, moaning.

Tom laughed in the background. “That’s a good cuck.”

As I kissed Ross, I couldn't help but wonder what the future held.

Would Ross and Tom claim me as theirs, fully and without reserve? Would they take me in every way, using every part of our bodies to bring each other pleasure? I fantasized about scenes where Tom would occupy my mouth while Ross thrust into my pussy. Or moments when I worshipped Ross's cock, while Tom's dick entered my ass.

Somewhere, I could hear someone calling out my name as they searched for me.

I pulled away from Ross, my eyes still burning with desire. The thought of being taken by both men, used and immersed in a sea of pleasure, sent heat flood my cheeks. The furtive calls for me became more urgent, and I knew we had little time.

"We should go," I whispered, my voice husky with recent gratifications. Ross looked as if he was uncertain about it being over so soon, but the urgency in my voice convinced him to follow me.

Tom watched us leave, his eyes dark and filled with desire. He knew this was just the start, that the dream of sharing something intimate and forbidden was alive and growing stronger with each passing moment. It was a promise of what awaited us.

Together, Ross and I sneaked away from the wedding preparations as if we were teenagers up to no good. In reality, though, it was the start of the life that I needed.


Chapter 3

I could barely wait for the wedding ceremony to finish. Once the ceremony was over, I wasted no time. I took Ross's hand and led him down a dimly lit hallway, my heart pounding with excitement and desire. The anticipation of what was about to happen made every nerve ending in my body tingle with electricity. As we reached the private room, I turned to see Tom following closely behind us, his eyes dark with lust.

Without a word, I locked the door behind us, and the three of us stood there in a charged silence. Ross pulled me close, his warm breath dancing on my neck as he whispered how much he wanted me. I couldn't resist any longer; I needed to feel their touch, their adoration.

With shaking hands, I began unbuttoning Ross' shirt, revealing his muscular chest and toned abs. Tom watched intently, hunger in his eyes as he undressed as well.

“Ross, I want Tom to fuck me. I need his massive cock first. It’s all I can think about.”

As soon as the words left my mouth, I could see the look of desire in both their eyes. I reached out and grabbed Tom's erect cock through his pants, feeling its thickness and knowing I was about to fulfill one of my deepest fantasies. Ross stood there, watching with a mix of jealousy and lust.

Slowly, I unfastened Tom's pants, revealing his rock-hard cock. It was glistening with pre-cum, and I knew it was impossibly large. Without hesitation, I wrapped my hand around the base and started stroking it gently. Ross watched in awe as I lustfully took Tom into my mouth, savoring every inch of his solid flesh.

Meanwhile, Ross took advantage of the situation by unfastening my dress, revealing my lace bra beneath. He worked his way down my body while caressing every inch of me. His kisses trailed down my neck, sending shivers through me. I moaned softly, desperate for more.

As his hands reached my waist, my gaze never left Tom's cock as it slid in and out of my mouth. I wanted to please them both, to show them just how much I desired them. Ross's fingers found their way beneath the straps of my bra, gently caressing my skin and teasing my nipples until they hardened under his touch.

Feeling so exposed yet deliciously naughty, I stopped sucking Tom's cock long enough to say, "I want you both inside me. Fuck me, make me your slut."

Ross pulled away from me and stood beside Tom as if on cue. He looked at Tom with admiration before whispering, "You first," then releasing my breasts from their constraining lace prison.

Tom stepped forward and helped me out of my dress, letting it fall to the floor. I stood there in nothing but my panties, feeling exposed and excited, ready for the pleasure that awaited me.

Tom guided me over to the bed, his eyes never leaving mine as he positioned me on my hands and knees. He reached around and gently removed my panties, throwing them aside with a discerning look of approval. Then, after one last look at Ross, he pressed the head of his cock against my wet entrance and pushed slowly inside me.

Gasping, I clawed at his back. Finally! I thought.

“I needed this so badly.” I panted.

Tom laughed. “See, Ross. She needs my cock.”

Ross let out a deep breath, his eyes fixed on Tom's every movement. The sight of his best friend penetrating his fiancée only heightened his arousal. He positioned himself behind me, stroking himself through his dress pants as he watched intently.

As Tom hammered into me, each thrust pushing him deeper inside me, Ross removed his own clothing. His thick erection was right in front of me, begging for attention.

I reached back and grabbed hold of Ross' cock. It was throbbing and hard, pulsing in my hand. I wanted it inside me just as much as I wanted Tom's.

"Fuck, yes," Tom groaned as he pounded into me from behind. "You love having two cocks in you, don't you?"

I whimpered in response, the dirty talk only fueling my lust for both men. They owned me and I welcomed the intense pleasure they were about to give me.

With one hand still firmly wrapped around Ross' straining erection, I begged, "Please Ross, fuck me too. Let me have both of you inside me."

Ross wasted no time; his large member pressed against my entrance as he panted, "Are you sure?" His eyes were alight with desire and a hint of possessiveness that only turned me on more.

"Yes," I moaned, pressing my ass back against him. "I need you both."

With that, he sank deep into me, stretching me in a way I'd never experienced before. My body trembled in pleasure as his warm, hard length filled me. To feel them both inside me was indescribable — it was everything I'd ever wished for.

As Ross and Tom moved in unison, their thrusting filling me with a deep, gut-wrenching pleasure, I cried out in ecstasy. Their hands roamed across my body, gripping my hips and breasts as they pounded into me.

"Fuck yes," Tom grunted. "Take it, baby. Let us fill you up. Let us make you our fucktoy."

I moaned at his words, feeling more turned on than I ever had in my life. My pussy juice trickled down my thighs as they continued to plow me mercilessly. The sound of their flesh slapping against mine created a rhythm that sent shivers through my entire body.

"Cum for us, Isabelle," Ross growled into my ear. "Cum, as we make you our dirty little whore."

The filthy talk only fueled the fire within me; I could feel my orgasm drawing near. "Yes. Yes, I'm going to cum," I cried, gasping for air as their thrusts became faster and more furious.

My body tensed as the most intense orgasm of my life built in my loins. It felt like an explosion waiting to happen–and it was Ross and Tom who would ignite the spark.

"That's it, cum for us," Tom murmured into my hair, his voice low and menacing. "Cum while we fuck you silly."

Feeling them pound into me with renewed vigor, I let out a scream as the climax rushed over me. Wave after wave of pure pleasure washed through me, leaving me breathless, dizzy, and wanting more.

As I rode the edge of my too-intense climax, Ross and Tom continued their merciless assault on my battered body. Each thrust sent another wave of pleasure surging through me, making it impossible to think straight, to do anything but enjoy the mind-blowing sensation.

Sweat dripped down their chiseled bodies, mingling with ours as we continued to move in perfect synchronicity. I felt like a living fuckdoll for their pleasure–and I loved every second.

Ross's hands found my clit, rubbing it in swift circles as he thrust deeply into me. The combination of his cock stretching me and his skilled fingers against my most sensitive nub sent me into a frenzy of pleasure.

“Cum, baby,” Tom whispered in my ear. “Let us see how much you can take.”

I cried out, torn between the pleasure and the pain that their lovemaking brought me. Each thrust reminded me they owned me–that I was theirs to do with what they pleased. And as I continued screaming in passion, I knew I would be the perfect fucktoy for their pleasure…

My body tensed up again as another climax loomed closer and closer. Ross squeezed my clit hard while Tom plunged his cock deep inside me. The sensitive bundle of nerves was all it took to make me explode once more. I collapsed on the bed, feeling their cocks slide out of me.

I looked at Ross with a pleading expression; he knew what I wanted. With a knowing smirk, he stepped back and allowed Tom to enter the scene. With his thick cock still erect, he positioned himself in front of me and forced me to kneel. I reached up and guided him, taking him in my mouth and sucking him hard while looking at Ross longingly.

As Tom's cock swelled in my mouth, eyeing Ross hungrily, I whispered, "Fuck me from behind, Ross. Make me feel you again."

A look of pure lust washed over Ross's face, his eyes burning with intensity as he stripped off his clothes. He seized me with a vengeance, his thick member thrusting into me from behind. Each stroke was more passionate than the last, the room humming with the sounds of our lovemaking.

Tom watched his best friend fuck me, his own cock being pleasured by my mouth. As Ross rammed himself deep inside me, I knew Tom wanted to be the one causing me such unbridled pleasure. My heart raced as I tried to push Tom's cock further down my throat, knowing that it would soon be deep inside my pussy alongside Ross's.

I felt their cocks, one in my mouth and one in my pussy, as they thrust wildly in and out of me. The feeling was intense, overwhelming - I couldn't take it all in. The experience overloaded me as they used me in the most depraved, exquisite way possible.

Feeling the thickness of both cocks filling me from both ends, I became a vessel for their pleasure. They groaned with satisfaction as my body stretched around them, soaking them with my cum-drenched pussy juice. Their bodies slapped against mine rhythmically, reminding me I belonged to them entirely.

I could feel the tips of their cocks touching deep inside my hole, creating a rubbing sensation that sent shivers up my spine. Ross's balls slapped against my clit, heightening the sensation even more. I moaned around Tom's thick shaft, bucking against Ross to get more of his cock and feeling even more used and violated–just the way I wanted.

"Fuck me, Ross," I whimpered, my voice muffled by Tom's cock. "Please, put it all inside me."

Ross pounded me with all his might, surging forward with every ounce of energy he had. His thrusts grew more frantic as he felt the end approaching. As he rammed himself into me one last time, he cried out his release, flooding my pussy with his hot cum.

Hearing his orgasm and feeling his love juices fill me brought me immense pleasure. Tom thrust harder into my mouth in response, ready to deliver his own load. He groaned, warning me of his impending climax, and I moaned around him, eager to feel him inside me.

As Tom's body stiffened and his cock throbbed in anticipation of an orgasm, I gripped him in my mouth, determined to feel every drop. His cock twitched and throbbed, each spasm releasing a torrent of warm fluid down my throat. I relished in the taste of his cum, feeling my own body trembling as another orgasm built within me.

As Tom's climax subsided, he pulled his softening cock from my mouth and collapsed beside Ross, who was still panting heavily from his own orgasm. My body was dripping with cum–from both their cocks–as I lay there between them, a satisfied smile on my face.

“Clean her up, cuck.” Tom said to Ross.

Ross didn't need to be told twice. He got up from the bed, his cock still partially hard, and moved towards me. He started licking up the cum dripping down my thighs, savoring the taste of Tom's release as he claimed his share of the spoils.

I watched them, content, as they shared in this intense and intimate moment. The guilt I had felt earlier was nowhere to be found now–all that remained was the pure pleasure of having shared an experience that was so forbidden, so taboo.

As Ross continued to clean me up, getting rid of any evidence of our activities, I couldn't help but stare longingly at Tom's now-softened cock. It was a testament to the pleasure he had given me, a reminder of the joy I felt from having my most secret desires fulfilled.

“What do you say your wife and I make a baby, cuck?” Tom said, watching Ross clean me.

Giggling, I sighed as Ross worked his magic with his tongue around my sensitive spots. This was turning out to be everything I wanted and more.


Chapter 4

Sitting in my lounge chair, the sun warmed my bare skin. Glancing up through my shades, I glanced over first at Ross to my right and then Tom to my left. Grinning, I couldn’t believe this was my life now. Everything I wanted and more.

Their eyes met mine, full of desire and hunger, mirroring the flames of passion burning inside me. Ross's hand found its way to my thigh, tracing delicate patterns on my skin as Tom leaned in closer, his breath hot against my neck. I could feel the pulsating need between them, a magnetic pull that I no longer wanted to resist.

Glancing around, the beach was ours. Giggling as the two men teased me, I pushed them both back, grinning.

“We need to talk, boys.” I said, running my finger along Tom’s chest.

“What about?” Tom asked.

“Well, we all know who the biggest boy is here, don’t we?”

Tom grinned, and Ross nodded, frowning.

Turning to face Ross, I continued. “Now that we’re married, we need to think about our future.”

I could hear Tom agree behind me. “She wants a baby, Ross.”

Giggling, I bit my lip, reaching back to slip my hand down Tom’s shorts to feel his massive cock springing up at my touch.

Ross's eyes widened in a mix of shock and excitement as he looked back and forth between Tom and me. I could sense an anticipatory heat building between us, a potent alchemy of lust, submission, and longing that was rapidly becoming too much to resist.

My finger stroked the length of Tom's erect cock through his shorts, feeling the velvety smoothness as it throbbed under my touch. "And I think we all know who would be the perfect daddy."

I smiled at Ross, watching his cheeks flush rosy red and his lips part slightly in response to our naughty conversation. "We have the rest of our lives to make a family together, but I think we should start focusing on the pleasure aspect of our new arrangement first."

With that, I unbuttoned Tom's shorts. His sleek, swollen cock sprang forth. I marveled at its size and hardness, throbbing with excitement. My hand wrapped around the base, stroking it gently. I looked up at Ross, who was watching us intently, his eyes flicking between Tom's aroused erection and me.

"What do you say, Ross?" I asked, stroking Tom's cock lovingly. "Are you ready to give me the pleasure I so desperately crave?"

Ross's jaw tightened, and he swallowed hard. "Yes," he said in a hushed tone. "Yes, I am."

Taking Tom's cock into my eager mouth, I savored every inch as it filled my throat with its girth. The sensation of being double-stuffed by two of the most imposing men in my life sent shockwaves of excitement coursing through my body.

As I sucked Tom off with fervor, I felt Ross's hand sliding under my short skirt, sliding aside my soaked panties. His fingers traced lightly over my swollen folds, sending shivers of anticipation down my spine. I moaned around Tom's cock, trying not to choke as I felt his finger slowly penetrate me.

"I see you've grown fond of our guest," Tom teased in a smooth, deep cadence. "Is that what you want? To be filled by both of us like the slutty little wifey you are?"

The words came like a heavy blow and yet an exhilarating release all at once. Ross's finger delved deeper inside me, hitting that sweet spot that caused my body to jerk uncontrollably. My mind raced with desire; I wanted them both so badly it hurt.

"Yes," I whispered hoarsely against Tom's cock, my voice shaking with emotion. "Yes, both of you. But I want your cum inside me. Not Ross.”

Tom's eyes widened in anticipation as he watched Ross' finger slide out of me, slick with my arousal. With a knowing grin, he pulled his shorts down to reveal his erect member, waiting for me like a prize.

"Then you shall have it, my dear," he said, guiding his cock towards me. "But first, I want to watch you ride Ross like the wet and willing wifey you are."

I whimpered at the suggestion, feeling an intense surge of lust coursing through my veins. As Tom moved behind me, I positioned myself over Ross. His cock pulsated beneath me, ready for the ride of a lifetime. With a deep breath, I sank onto him, feeling him stretching me open, filling me in ways I never knew possible.

"Fuck yes!" Tom groaned from behind me as he positioned himself closer to my face, offering himself up for my mouth.

With Ross' cock buried deep inside me, I took Tom into my mouth without hesitation. The feeling of being filled by both of them was more than I could handle, and I let out a guttural moan as I suckled on Tom, tasting him in the most intimate way.

Beneath me, Ross's hands spread across my hips, gripping me tightly as he watched his best friend take me from behind. Ross's eyes locked on mine, his gaze a mix of love and lust that melted my heart.

"I can't wait any longer," Tom grunted, pulling his cock from my mouth. "I need to fuck you now."

Carefully dismounting Ross, I scooted closer to him and lay down beside him. Tom positioned himself at my entrance once more, guiding himself in with a passion that only fueled my desire for them.

As Tom thrust himself into me, I screamed out in uncontrolled pleasure. Ross reached up to stroke my hair as he watched his best friend claim me. Our bodies rippled with passion, each movement sending shockwaves of euphoria through us.

"Oh, fuck!" Tom grunted, his body tensing up as he neared his peak. "I'm gonna cum!"

In that moment, I wrapped my legs around Tom's waist, pulling him deeper inside me, eager for his seed to fill me up. The thought of having his baby inside me sent a gush of wetness cascading from my pussy, practically soaking Ross and me in our passion.

Tom's face contorted into a mask of pure bliss as he came, his cock pulsating wildly within me.  His hot cum surged forth into me like a river, flooding my depths and igniting a fire within me that threatened to consume us all.

Seeing his best friend cum inside me pushed Ross over the edge too.

"Fuck, I'm gonna cum!" he choked out, his toned abdomen convulsing as his climax surged through him.

I reached over and took his cock in my hand, guiding it towards my face. I wanted to taste him then, to feel his cum on my tongue. Ross's eyes widened in pleasure and surprise as he looked down at me, his body stiffening underneath the waves of passion that washed over him.

With a thick groan, he came. Hot jets of cum exploded onto my face and into my open mouth. I could feel every twitch and spasm as he unleashed himself, the sensation of his warm semen filling me up, a sight too beautiful to compare with anything.

We lay there for a while after, panting and cuddling in the afterglow. I wondered to myself how many more of these sessions we could have before I was pregnant by my husband’s best man.

Giggling, I closed my eyes and relished the feeling of both men by my side. My strong bull and my dutiful cuck.


Training My Boss to Watch


Chapter 1

Sitting at my desk, I watch as workers bustle about their jobs. I watch my husband, Greg, torment Jake, the newest intern. Jake just graduated from college, and I convinced Greg to give Jake a shot. I couldn’t resist having some eye candy to watch during my boring days at the office. I giggled as I watched the young man apologize to my husband for whatever stupid thing he was criticizing him for and showing off his authority. My mind wandered to what was beneath Jake’s suit. I wondered what Greg would do if he knew what I was thinking about his intern and what I really wanted.

Why not do it? I thought to myself, biting my lip. Our marriage was falling apart, anyway. I was bored, and so was Greg - even if he didn’t admit it. Ever since business started really kicking off, Greg was too busy to spend anytime on our marriage and my needs. I’ll just show him what I need.

Greg walks over to me, his expression stern as he leans in closer. "Marla, we need to discuss those reports for the upcoming meeting," he says in a low voice, clearly trying to assert some dominance even here in the office. But I can see right through him. His control is slipping, and I'm not about to let him regain it that easily.

With a sly smile playing on my lips, I lean back in my chair, crossing my legs provocatively. "Why don't you let Jake handle those reports, Greg? He seems eager to impress you," I reply, my voice laced with challenge. Greg's jaw clenches, a flicker of frustration crossing his face before he masks it with a forced calm.

Before he responds, I stand up gracefully and walk over to where Jake works diligently at his desk. Leaning over his shoulder, I catch a whiff of his intoxicating cologne and feel the heat radiating off his body. I place a hand on Jake's shoulder, feeling the tension in his muscles as he freezes in surprise. His gaze meets mine, a mix of confusion and curiosity swirling in those dark eyes that hold secrets waiting to be uncovered.

"Marla, what are you..." Greg's voice trails off behind me, disbelief coloring his words as he struggles to comprehend the scene unfolding before him. Ignoring him, I lean in closer to Jake, my lips hovering near his ear as I whisper, "Why don't we take a break from work, Jake? Join me in Greg’s office."

The air crackles with tension as Jake shoots me a quick glance, uncertainty flickering in his eyes before a spark of something more primal ignites within him. Without a word, he rises from his seat, following me with silent determination as we make our way to the sanctuary of my office. Greg mutters something I ignore as he follows along.

This is it, I think to myself. My heart races.

The lock clicks behind us, and Jake leans against the door with that cocky, irresistible grin. I love when they don't know what's about to hit them.

"We will not get much work done, will we?" he teases.

I give him a look that tells him exactly what kind of work I have in mind, running my hand along the conference table's glossy surface. It's cold to the touch, the only cold thing in this room.

"Let's see about that," I say, pulling him closer with just the crook of my finger.

Greg hovers at the threshold, silent and stiff, like he just walked in on the end of the world. Or the beginning. His shock is delicious. I slowly remove my blazer, and I feel the temperature rise with Jake's eyes on me and Greg's secret desires lingering like uninvited guests.

"Nice office," Jake laughs, slipping his hand to my waist as I knew he would. This night will leave more than paperwork behind.

"Don't just stand there," I whisper, knowing exactly who I'm speaking to. My words wrap around the room like a dare, echoing off walls that have heard much, but never this.

Jake steps toward me, and I see Greg in the corner of my eye, his face a mix of surprise and that beautiful, repressed longing. I bet he never thought his precious office would see this kind of action.

“Marla, what the hell is going on here?” Greg finally asks, his face turning red.

Smirking, I turn to face Greg, my gaze steady and unapologetic. “Greg, what do you think you’re seeing?

Jake, sensing the tension, pulls me closer, his touch igniting a fire within me. "Looks like your lovely wife here knows how to make things interesting," he chimes in with that playful grin that both infuriates and entices Greg.

Greg's jaw tightens, his knuckles whitening as he struggles to maintain his composure. "Marla, this is not -"

"It's exactly what you need, Greg. A wake-up call," I interrupt him with a daring glint in my eyes. The thrill of challenging his authority rushes through me like electricity.

Jake leans over the table, his breath hot and inviting against my skin. "What do you have planned, Marla?" he says, his voice dripping with anticipation.

He thinks he’s the one playing games. It's almost too easy, I think as I trace a finger down his chest, savoring the way his desire flickers to life, feeding off the tension that fills the room.

Greg stands, frozen, the powerful executive suddenly out of his depth. I let the moment linger, feeling his eyes on us, on me, and the thrill of it sends a shiver through my body. He never knew what hit him either, but I intend to show him one slow, delicious revelation at a time.

With purpose, I move, measuring every gesture, and each word is a challenge that can’t be ignored.

"You want to see what happens next?" I ask, my voice low and teasing. “Work can be stressful. Let’s let off some steam.” I run my finger down the front of Jake’s chest. “If you don’t want to, you can leave - but this will never happen again. You’ll just work this boring job with no fun.”

I'm speaking to both of them, watching Greg’s reaction as he tries to hold on to his crumbling control.

Jake lets out a soft laugh, his confidence unshaken. "You really are something," he says, his hands moving to slide my blouse off my shoulders. The fabric whispers against my skin, and the air between us hums with something wild and unchecked. “Aren’t you and Greg married?”

Jake's playful question hangs in the air, cutting through the charged atmosphere like a knife. I meet his gaze, a knowing smile playing on my lips as I lean into his touch, relishing the way he makes me feel alive and desired in ways Greg never could.

"Marriage is just a label, Jake. A cage that stifles passion and desire," I reply, my voice husky with need. My fingers trace the outline of his jaw, feeling the rapid beat of his pulse beneath his skin. Greg remains frozen in place, his eyes dark with a mix of arousal and disbelief at the scene unfolding before him.

"Sometimes, you need to break free from conventional constraints to truly experience pleasure," I add, my words weaving a spell of temptation around us. With a swift movement, I push Jake back onto the polished surface of the conference table, my eyes locking with his in a silent promise of ecstasy and liberation.

Greg doesn't move, but I see the tension in his jaw, the way his breath catches when I look at him. He thought he could walk away from this, pretend it wasn't happening. But I'm going to make sure he stays, that he sees it all, right here where he least expects.

"You like the view?" I taunt, and it's Jake who answers, his grip firm and his intentions clear. Greg’s silence tells me everything I need to know.

The office feels different now, the sterile decor compromised by the heat between us. I wonder if Greg feels it too, the way the order is slipping, bending to the chaos I've brought into his world. His eyes follow my every move, and I know this isn't what he imagined when he thought about power.

I keep my gaze locked with his as Jake pushes me back, my hips meeting the edge of the table. The shock on Greg's face, the raw desire he tries to hide, is like fuel. I'm burning with it, knowing that he’s caught, helplessly entangled in a web of his own making.

I whisper to Jake, words meant for more than just him, "You ready for this?" I pull him closer, and the table isn’t cold anymore. It's hot, scandalously alive with the imprint of us.

Greg’s there, always there, watching as I take things to a place he's never dared to go. His professional facade cracks, just like I knew it would. Just like I planned. Our breaths fill the room, along with Greg’s silent battle between who he is and who he wants to be.

And then, as if nothing could be more natural, Jake and I tear down the walls that Greg so carefully built. His reaction is the sweetest part, that mix of humiliation and arousal that he can't quite reconcile. His world is changing, and I'm the one doing it.

The sound of clothes hitting the floor, the intensity of each look, each touch, fills the office like a forbidden promise. This isn't just a fling. It's a takeover. The kind I live for.

I see the moment Greg understands, the exact second when he realizes this isn't ending soon. That he's going to witness everything. The sight of him, lost in the defiant chaos, makes me want it even more.

"We should have done this sooner," Jake murmurs against my skin, his confidence still intact. But it’s Greg I watch, Greg who fascinates me. He hasn't moved, hasn't looked away, and his breath is coming in ragged bursts now.

This is more than he ever bargained for, more than he knows how to handle. But not me. I've known what I wanted all along.

Jake’s cock, hard and hot, presses against my wanting pussy.

I arch my back, inviting him in, and his hands grip my hips as his eyes lock with Greg's. The tension between the two of them is palpable, the magnetic field of their unspoken battle rippling through the room.

"You like this, don't you?" I taunt, my voice a seductive purr. "Watching me take what I want?"

Greg's jaw tightens, but he doesn't answer. Instead, I feel his gaze as Jake enters me, a slow surrender of control as I am claiming me completely. The intensity of the moment is intoxicating, the silent power struggle electrifying.

Jake's thrusts become more urgent, deeper, matching the rhythm of my heartbeat. Each movement brings me closer to the edge, and I cling to Greg’s stare with a hunger that leaves no doubt who's the ultimate victor here.

With each pass of Jake's hip against me, Greg's eyes become darker, more intense. He's watching me, his world, crumble in the most elegant way possible. His professional facade is fading, his fears coming to light. And I revel in it all, my body tensing as I approach my release.

Closing my eyes for a moment, enjoying the sensation of Jake pressing deep inside me, I feel his hands gripping my hips, pulling me closer to him. The room is alive with sound: the slap of skin on skin, our ragged breaths mingling in the air.

Greg watches us like a predator studying its prey, his eyes never leaving us - not even to break away for a single second.

Giggling, I turn to face him as Jake continues to pound into my pussy.

“He’s so fucking big. So fucking good,” I gasp. “Not like your little winky, babe.”

Greg's face reddens at my taunt. The insecurity I see in his eyes is delicious. It's enough to push me closer to the edge, the humiliation making my climax even more intense. I can feel myself getting wetter, tighter around Jake's cock as I revel in Greg's discomfort.

Jake sees the effect my words have had on Greg and grins - a predator who feels the prey getting weaker. With every thrust, every slap of his hips against my ass, I feel Greg's discomfort increasing.

I keep taunting him, goading him further: "His cock fills me up better than your little winky ever did." His discomfort becomes palpable, filling the room with its tangible intensity. "Get used to it," I sneer, earning a growl from Jake as he thrusts deeper into me.

The climax is intense, overpowering. My body shakes with each wave of pleasure, completely surrendering to Jake's relentless onslaught. I cry out Greg's name, the culmination of all our desires and insecurities coming together in a rush of orgasmic bliss.

Greg is drowning in his own inadequacy, watching me climax beneath another man - under someone he should be in control of. Anger and helplessness are reflected in his glazed-over eyes.

As my body calms down from its climax, I lazily look over at Greg. "You see?" I breathe, my voice thick with post-orgasmic satisfaction. "You're not as powerful as you think you are."

Jake pulls out of me, leaving a wet trail between my legs.

Giggling, I spread my legs wide for Greg to see my wet and dripping pussy.

"You were right," I say, my voice smug as I bask in my victory. "You look impressive when you're utterly defeated."

Greg's face is a mix of anger and embarrassment, but also an unmistakable hint of arousal. He's unable to look away from the sight of his wife, panting and spent, in the arms of another man. The sight should enrage him, but he can't deny the effect my dominance has had on him.

I take advantage of his momentary paralysis and lean in close to his ear, whispering softly, "I bet you couldn't even get it up if I asked you to fuck me right now."

His jaw twitches, his eyes flaring with anger and humiliation. But he doesn't answer. In that moment, his silence speaks volumes. He knows I'm right.

“Marla, you need to leave and take your fuckboy with you. We’ll talk about this later.” Greg said, clenching his hands.

Nodding, I gather my things, enjoying the feel of Jake’s cum dripping down my thighs. “We certainly will. Maybe a continuation of what you just witnessed.”

Nodding to the door, Jake opened it for us as we left my husband alone in his office to process what he had just witnessed. I felt a thrill of excitement mixed with a sense of victory. I had pushed Greg to his limit, and now it was time to see where this new dynamic would lead us.


Chapter 2

I pretend to check my phone while Greg seethes beside me, his anger burning through his tailored suit. The road ahead is dark, but I notice how his eyes can’t resist slipping to my legs, like they’re begging to be tied there. I want to laugh and break this awful silence. He’s acting like what he saw in the office is unforgivable, but I know better. He loved seeing Jake fuck me. I decide to help him, slowly pushing up my skirt until he glimpses skin and I see his resolve quiver. I can still sense the traces of Jake’s release within me.

The car hums beneath us, filling the air he won’t fill with words. He acts so fucking angry, his jaw tight, his hands wrapped around the wheel like it might fly off if he let go. But I catch him glancing at my thighs again, his eyes running along the smooth skin like they’ve got a mind of their own. I shift a little, pretending to be bored, and his gaze snaps back to the road, but I saw that look. He’s just a man trying to keep it together, but I can read him. He’s mine. He’s always been mine. Just like I’ve always been his.

I breathe in deeply, wondering if he’d just break if I said Jake’s name. I feel a wicked urge to lean in and whisper what I really want. That watching made him so fucking hot for me, and I’m about to do it when he grips the wheel harder. I wait, counting to five, then ten, but he won’t give in. His eyes drift back down to my legs instead, lingering longer this time.

By the time we pull into the driveway, he looks like he’s about to combust. I’m almost laughing when we step inside the house, but I try to keep my cool.

"Well, that was a fun drive," I say, setting my purse on the table.

Greg glares at me like a petulant child. It would intimidate if I didn’t know better. "You think this is funny?"

I watch him, measuring his words with that stiff, corporate tone of his. "A little," I say. "You know what I think?"

He doesn’t answer, just tugs off his suit jacket with a quick motion, like he’s punishing it for being part of the day.

"I think you enjoyed watching Jake fuck me," I say, eyes on him. "I think you want it to happen again."

Greg’s face reddens, his composure slipping. He wants to yell, but I see him choking on it. He knows I know he’s full of shit. I walk over, letting him see just how turned on I am, and reach for his tie.

"You want to pretend you didn’t love it?" I say, almost in a whisper now. "Show me."

It breaks him. He slams me against the wall, his mouth hard on mine, hands everywhere at once. I moan, wrapping my legs around him. This is what I wanted. This is exactly what he wanted, too.

He yanks my shirt up and kisses my neck with bruising intensity. I laugh between gasps, knowing I’ve won.

"Fuck you," he growls. I can hear how he’s straining to keep control, like it’s the most important thing to him.

"No, baby," I tease, biting his lip. "Fuck me."

His hands are at my hips, yanking me to him like he needs it to stay alive. I grab his face, holding his eyes on mine.

"Fuck me like you mean it, Greg."

That does it. He snaps. I love it. I love watching him lose his precious composure. He grinds into me, breathing hard, his cock pressing against me through the fabric. He’s all rough desire, clashing with that desperate need to stay in charge.

He hoists me up higher, panting, but I know he’s not getting what he really needs. He needs to let go.

"You want to control me?" I taunt, kissing him hard. "You want me to be yours?"

"Yes," he chokes out, trying to sound firm, but I can hear the crack.

"Then show me, baby. Or maybe you can’t because you know it’s really Jake who—"

He cuts me off, hands pinning me to the wall, a low, frustrated groan escaping as he tries to act like he isn’t losing it.

"You can’t do it, can you?" I whisper, breaking free and spinning him toward the couch. "You need me too much."

We tumble down together, and I push him back, fingers already at his belt. His eyes flash with something fierce, but there’s that edge of helplessness I know too well. I slide his pants off, slow, savoring each second of his unraveling. His cock springs free, thick and rigid.

"You like being my slut that much?" he snaps, trying to hold the old Greg, the one with the power.

I laugh, the sound ringing through the room. "I like that you’re so fucking hot for it," I say, taking him into my mouth.

He bucks, letting out a sound that’s part moan, part defeat. I taste him, salty and desperate. He can barely hold it together.

"Yes," he groans. "Yes, just like that."

I pull back, smirking up at him. "I bet Jake would taste better," I say, licking my lips slowly. "But you’ll have to do."

He twitches, the words breaking something inside him. I wrap my hand around his shaft, feeling it pulse.

"Tell me you love it," I demand. "Tell me you love seeing me fuck Jake."

"No," he gasps, hips jerking as I suck him off again, deeper this time.

"Say it, Greg." I look up at him, my hand tightening around his cock. "Admit it, baby."

He’s losing the battle. I can see it in his eyes. He’s trying to hold on, but each thrust of my head makes him unravel.

"I…" His voice catches. "I loved it," he finally moans, shuddering as if saying it just made him cum.

"Good boy," I purr, straddling him and guiding his cock to my dripping pussy. I slide down, feeling him fill me completely.

He lets out a ragged breath, grabbing my hips and thrusting into me wildly. I ride him, matching his rhythm, pushing him closer to the edge.

"I bet you jerked off after you watched us," I say, bouncing on his cock. "I bet you couldn’t even make it to the car."

He groans, thrusting harder, deeper. His control is gone now, and I love him for it.

"You’re my wife," he pants, each word driving him closer to spilling. "Mine."

"Then fuck me like you mean it," I scream, feeling him swell inside me. "Fuck me like Jake would."

I hear him whimper, the sound raw and broken, and he cums. Hot and fast, shooting into me with a wild, last thrust. I feel his cum fill me, his body trembling with the release.

But he’s not done. There’s something else, a last frontier for Greg, something he never would have crossed before tonight. He flips me over, still hard and pulsing.

I gasp, "Greg!"

He pulls me to my knees, spreading me wide, like he’s finally letting his feelings win over his fucking head. He spills into my pussy, but that’s not what he wants anymore. His cock is on my ass, pressing in, slick with cum, and there’s nothing left of the old Greg in his eyes.

I think it’ll hurt, but it’s so fucking hot to feel him finally take what he really wants. My head spins, a scream on my lips, but I don’t know if it’s from pain or love or how fast I start to cum. I clench around him and he cums again, his release soaking my insides, gasping my name with every broken breath.

He collapses over me, both of us sweating and gasping, his body hot and limp against mine.

I giggle, the sound breaking the tension like a shot, echoing in the still air. "Did that feel good, baby?" I ask, turning my head to watch him try to collect himself. "Did you love that too?"

Greg groans, a mix of satisfaction and something close to misery. "What are you doing to me?"

I push him off and grab his shirt, pretending to be outraged. "Well, you’re going to have to share again soon, you know."

He catches his breath, shaking his head, but I see it. He loves it and he loves me. And more than anything, he loves seeing me with Jake. He might never admit it to himself, but I see him just the way he is.

"Jake’s going to fuck me again," I say, standing up and letting his cum drip down my thighs. "And you’re going to watch."

Greg closes his eyes, but his cock twitches, already getting hard for the next time.


Chapter 3

“Fuck yes!” I moan as I suck Jake off, feeling his massive cock pulse in my mouth. It’s going to be a passionate night. I let my lips glide up and down, teasing him with each thrust. Jake groans, fingers tangled in my hair, as he pulls me closer. My mouth moves faster, his cock wet and slick, and I taste his salty pre-cum at the tip. I pull back and look up, catching the glint of excitement in his eyes.

“Feels so fucking good,” Jake whispers, his voice edged with arrogance.

I grin, holding his gaze. “And we’ve only just started.”

I pull away from him completely, his cock gleaming in the low light. I'm tempted to keep him like this for hours, but I'm ready for more. As I stand, I catch sight of Greg. He watches from the edge of the room, his face a mix of desire and frustration. The boardroom is almost dark, shadows playing across the cold, sterile space. But there's nothing cold about the heat building between us.

“Get over here,” I command, knowing he’ll do it. I see him hesitate for the briefest moment, a flicker of conflict. Then he steps closer, still fully clothed in his tailored suit, while Jake and I are already halfway to bliss. I love seeing him like this. So desperate.

Jake laughs, running a hand down his chest and gripping his cock like he owns the place. “You enjoy watching me fuck her, don't you?”

I turn to Jake, my expression daring, and wrap a hand around his cock, rubbing it slowly. “He loves it. But not as much as I do.” I squeeze hard, knowing Greg's eyes are glued on us.

“Get undressed, baby,” I say to Greg. He shuffles out of his suit, trying to maintain some dignity as he watches me sink to my knees again. His cock is already hard, straining against his boxers. He lets out a sharp breath when I pull Jake's cock into my mouth.

I look at Greg, eyes full of mischief. He’s not just watching now; he's right in it, every touch and sound pushing him closer to the edge. “Strip all the way,” I order between strokes, my voice thick with lust. Greg complies, his boxers dropping to the floor as his cock springs free.

Jake grins wide. “You gonna sit there and jerk off while I fuck your wife?”

“Hell yes he is,” I say, voice muffled by the cock in my mouth. I suck Jake harder, my lips moving fast. Greg sits down, eyes locked on us, and strokes himself. His breath quickens, and I can see he's already losing control.

I pull off Jake's cock, leaving it slick and throbbing. “Tell him what he wants to hear, Greg.”

Greg’s voice is tight, caught between shame and excitement. “She needs it,” he says, his hand working faster. “She needs your cock.”

I feel the thrill of it run through me, knowing how much it gets to him. Jake stands above me, swinging his cock close to my face, teasing me and Greg at the same time. I can barely stand it.

“Fuck me,” I gasp, needing it more than air. “Fuck me now.”

Jake doesn’t need to be told twice. He pulls me up and turns me around, my hands bracing against the table. I look over my shoulder, meeting Greg's eyes as he strokes his cock. The scene was almost too much for him. Almost.

Jake pushes into me, his cock stretching my ass, and the burn is exquisite. I cry out, a mix of pain and overwhelming pleasure. “God, yes! Just like that!”

Greg’s hand slows as he watches, like he’s trying to make this last. Jake pounds into me, each thrust sending me closer to the edge. I can’t hold back any longer. I scream as I cum, my whole body tensing and then falling limp.

Jake keeps going, relentless. He looks at Greg, taunting him. “Help her out. Show her how much you love watching me fuck her.”

Greg moves like he’s in a trance, coming closer. His hands are on me, holding me down as Jake drives deeper. “My little cuck,” I gasp, feeling Greg's hands shake on my skin.

It’s more than he can handle. His breath catches, and I feel his cum spill in weak spurts across my chest. He shudders, barely able to keep his balance, and I laugh, low and wicked.

“Don’t worry, baby,” I tease, “I’ll take care of you.”

Jake groans, his own release building. Greg looks hurt, ashamed, but his cock is already hardening again. He can’t help himself, and we all know it.

“Come on,” Jake says, his voice ragged with exertion. “Both of you this time.”

The three of us collapse to the floor, limbs tangled, nothing but the burn of carpet and the need for more. I pull Greg to me, feeling his relief as he pushes into my soaked pussy. He fucks me with desperation, trying to prove himself.

“Feels so good,” he mutters, sweat beading at his temple.

Jake comes in behind, his cock pressing against my ass again. The stretch is incredible, and I cry out, overwhelmed by the sensation. Greg bucks wildly, my tight, wet cunt making him dizzy.

“You know what she really needs,” Jake says, sliding his cock lower and ramming it into my pussy, forcing me to take them both at once.

Greg gasps, the sensation and the sight too much. “Yes!” he shouts, surrendering.

The room fills with the sound of our bodies and our pleasure. I'm caught between the two of them, completely at their mercy, and it’s everything I wanted. Greg thrusts harder, urgency in every stroke.

Jake and Greg move in sync, their bodies becoming one as they drive into me again and again. I clutch at Greg's back, my legs shaking with the intensity of it all. Their breath mingles with mine, ragged and desperate.

I gasp as I feel their balls press against me with each thrust. Losing control of my body, I can feel my orgasm approaching.

“Faster,” I beg, needing the release of it all. “I want it all. I want both of you.”

Greg and Jake look at each other, their faces a picture of intense need. They pick up their pace, pumping faster and harder into me. I embrace them both passionately, my body clenching around them, feeling the moment of ecstasy draw closer.

“Oh god!” I cry out, my body shaking with the force of it all. Greg and Jake groan as I cum hard around them.

Jake pulls his cock free of my gaping pussy. “Suck it while your cuck fucks you with his little cock.”

I oblige, gobbling Jake's throbbing member into my mouth, savoring the taste of both our passions. Greg groans in response and pumps into me even faster. The feeling of being filled by two hard cocks is indescribable. I moan around Jake's cock as I revel in the decadence of this forbidden fantasy.

Greg moves his hips in perfect rhythm with my suction on Jake's cock. His gaze locks onto mine, filled with both vulnerability and hunger, and I can feel the intensity building between all three of us. This is what I always wanted.

“Cum,” I whisper to Greg, my eyes pleading with him. “Cum for me, baby,” I beg, holding him close. “Cum for me!”

Greg feels his control slipping away, but there's a part of him that relishes it. He clenches his teeth and pushes deeper into me, his cock slapping against me with each thrust. The tension in his body builds, and I can see the moment of release approach. His eyes lock onto mine, and I can see the raw emotion there - the fear, the need, the desire to please.

“Aaaah!” he cries, his hips jerking uncontrollably as he spills himself inside me. A warmth spreads throughout my core as he empties himself into me, a validation of our shared submission. He collapses onto me, panting heavily as he battles with the residual intensity of our encounter.

As Greg recovers, Jake pulls out of my mouth and joins in on the final throes of our orgasmic frenzy. He pushes into me from behind once again, his cock still moist from my desire. The sensation is overwhelming as he fills me, driving us deeper into our shared pleasure.

“Now watch what a real cock can do to your slut wife.” Jake says as he thrust one more time before pulling out and releasing his cum all over my aching pussy.

Both Greg and I watch in awe as Jake's thick cum land on my now-swollen lips, slowly spreading across my flesh like a warm blanket. It's a sight that both sends shivers down our spines and makes us feel alive at the same time.

As the last drops of cum trickled from Jake's rapidly shrinking cock, I couldn't help but reach down and scoop some of it with my finger, and with a sensuous lick, relish in the salty reward of my forbidden desires. My actions only add to the intense atmosphere that had enveloped us all along.

Jake’s muscled chest rose and fell with each breath as he regained his composure. Turning to face Greg and pointed to my cum drenched pussy.

“Now it’s time to clean her up, cuck.” He said to Jake, grinning.

Greg, taking the cue, bent down and lapped at my pussy, licking every bit of cum off me with a frenzied eagerness that told me he was finally free from his self-imposed boundaries. It was a sight to behold, his tongue darting out and flicking at my swollen clit, making me shiver beneath his attentions. As he worked, Jake leaned down and whispered in my ear, his voice husky and hushed.

"You wanted this," he growled. "You wanted to see Greg lose control, to see your husband surrender. And now that you have it, what do you think?"

I looked at him, our eyes meeting in a moment of raw intimacy that left no doubt about the truth of our desires. "I think," I said, my voice barely above a whisper, "that we should make this a daily meeting.”


Chapter 4

"Are you ready to be the man of the house?" I tease Jake, seeing Greg flinch just slightly at my words. It's his idea, really, to move Jake in. He doesn't enjoy admitting that it's my idea for Jake to move into my bed. But I'm going to teach him, just like I've taught him everything else. Greg pretends that his business experience is a preparation for this sort of negotiation, but I can see the tightness in his shoulders as he hears my question.

"I can hardly wait," Jake replies, smirking, eyes bright with anticipation.

I move between them, like I have a million times before. The difference now is Jake's suitcase in the hallway and Greg's quick breathing as he lets me do whatever I want. Jake’s already got one foot in the door and Greg’s the one who opened it. Jake leans back, owning the couch, and I can feel Greg bristle from across the room, an angry little breath, as he sees it too.

“Do you want this?” I ask Greg, a knowing edge to my voice.

He hesitates, and I feel his tension as he pushes through. “If it makes you happy,” he says, clipped and forced.

“You’re really okay with this, huh?” Jake baits him, always ready for a challenge.

Greg looks from me to Jake, the weight of his words bearing down on his shoulders. “You know I am.”

Jake grins, confident as ever. "I guess we're roommates now," he says, turning to me. "Anything else your husband wants to give me?"

"You think he's giving me anything?" I reply, just loud enough for Greg to hear. "You know how much he enjoys making me work for it."

Greg takes a deep breath, caught between his perfect suit and the raw reality of what's about to happen. I watch him as he watches us, the thrill of control slipping from his grasp, exactly as planned.

Jake sprawls across the bed like he's already in charge. It's the one Greg and I share—or used to share, before I decided we needed someone like Jake to shake things up. I see Greg standing in the doorway, hesitating like a man without a home. Jake lounges, shirt unbuttoned, boxers low on his hips. Greg looks like he's trying to hold on to whatever he can.

"You know I'm going to knock her up, right?" Jake says, direct and bold, just like the rest of him.

Greg tries to hide the tremor in his voice. "If that's what she wants."

Jake laughs, a rich, taunting sound. "How does it feel to know you're going to be raising my kid?"

Greg pauses, fumbling with words, trying to put a brave face on his vulnerability. "It's what you want, isn't it?" He looks at me, desperate for something he can't quite grasp.

I smile, savoring every moment. "I want it more than anything. What are you going to do about it?"

Greg looks like he wants to be mad, but all I see is his desperate attempt to keep control. He takes a step closer, surrendering by inches. "You're going to get exactly what you want," he says finally, as Jake and I both watch him, knowing he's powerless to stop it.

The room buzzes with tension, each of us in our roles. Jake is relaxed, everything Greg isn’t. I’m on Jake's lap now, fucking him while Greg stands in the corner, fumbling with his fly as he tries to act like he knows what he's doing.

“Fuck, she feels good," Jake moans, loud enough for Greg to hear. "You should try this sometime.”

Greg doesn’t answer, but I see the flush in his face, the hunger in his eyes. His breath quickens as he watches us, knowing he’s lost this round.

I ride Jake harder, loving how both men focus on me, their need feeding mine. "Do you like it, Greg?" I taunt, never breaking the rhythm. “Is this what you want?”

“Yes," he gasps, and I know I’ve got him. "I’m giving you what you need."

Jake thrusts up, meeting my hips, and I cry out, savoring how easy it is to drive Greg crazy. Jake turns his head toward him, sees Greg’s frantic hand on his cock. “Fucking look at you," Jake says, half laughing, half amazed. "Do you want to watch her get pregnant?”

Greg jerks harder, words breaking free with his control. "I want what she wants."

I moan as Jake moves inside me, and it’s the only answer Greg needs.

“Say it," Jake demands as I grind down, all three of us so close. "Say you want me to get her pregnant."

Greg’s breath catches as he watches me and Jake, desperation in his voice. "You’re going to be the father," he finally says, and it’s more than he’s ever given me. I feel him lose himself again, his release making a mess of his perfect suit.

Jake groans, filling me with a last hard thrust. I ride the waves of my orgasm, thrilled with how perfect it all is. Greg’s torn apart, watching as I cum with another man. I look straight at him, words slipping out with every breath. "He’s giving me what you can’t. He’s making me pregnant."

All three of us lay spent, our bodies tangled on the bed. Greg’s the first to stir, trying to look like he’s still got control over anything at all. I can see how hard it is for him, knowing he's giving me exactly what I want. His suit and hair are in disarray; he looks nothing like his usual perfect self. "You're going to love this," he says, almost convinced. "I know you will."

Jake grins, propped up on one elbow. "The things you do for love," he says, his cocky tone impossible to miss. "Some men wouldn't go that far."

"Some men aren't Greg," I reply, letting my fingers trace the length of Jake’s leg as I speak. "He always says he knows best."

"I know," Greg insists, but I see the tremble in his jaw. "I know how much you want this."

I stretch, pulling Jake closer as Greg watches. "More than you can imagine," I say, already feeling the heat rising in both men again. "And there's nothing you can do to stop it."

Greg holds my gaze, an uneasy blend of defiance and longing. "I wouldn’t dream of it."

“Good,” I say, and feel Jake’s hands already moving. Greg stands there, silent, and turned on. He’s mine.


Teaching My Husband to Be My Cuck


Chapter 1

Mark Thompson's fingers skim the curve of my waist, his curiosity sharp as a paper cut. I turn to him, a slow smile stretching across my lips, and I savor the new hunger I see in his eyes. "You are perfect for the role," I say, letting the words hang between us, charged and deliberate. The classroom feels hot, electric, a world away from the drab hallways of the university.

"And Tom?" he asks, a playful lilt to his voice, knowing and eager.

"Tom is irrelevant," I reply, letting my blouse slip open, inch by inch, revealing intentions that leave no room for ambiguity. "This is my project, after all."

Mark laughs, and it echoes against the cinderblock walls as he lays me back on the desk, his body promising to take me—completely, thoroughly—exactly as I hope.

He stands over me, and I can tell he's ready to go further than ever before.

"Angela," he says, sounding impressed and amused. "Are you serious about this?"

"Absolutely," I answer, sitting on the edge of the desk, arching my back just a little to invite him. "You have the stamina and dedication I need for this project. I want to document the process, every detail. It'll be comprehensive." I lean forward, adding, "Tom will find out exactly what I have planned for him when I decide. Until then, he's completely in the dark."

His smile is a mix of excitement and disbelief. "You really want me to take over?"

I nod, savoring the freedom of a decision already made. "I need you to step into a role that he can't fulfill. Can you handle that, Mark?"

His eyes flash with certainty. "More than handle it," he says, drawing closer. "I'm all in."

I rise to meet him, slipping my skirt higher, the fabric whispering against my skin. "There's just one condition," I tell him, moving in so my breath mingles with his. "I want to record everything. Leave it for Tom to find. I think it'll be enlightening for him."

His laugh is rich, resonating in the empty room. "You're something else, Professor Carter," he says, pulling me flush against him. "Count me in."

He presses his lips to mine, urgent and claiming. My heart races with a heady mix of lust and victory as he sweeps me onto the desk, the hard surface cool against my back. I kick off my heels, feeling the roughness of his trousers as he thrusts between my legs, his desire undeniable and potent.

"Just one moment," I gasp, reaching for my phone, fingers trembling with anticipation. I hit record, knowing this moment will be impossible for Tom to ignore.

Mark pauses, glancing at the device with a devilish grin. "For posterity, huh?"

I nod, biting my lip. "Make it convincing."

His hands push my skirt up higher, bunching the fabric at my waist. "Don't worry," he murmurs, unbuttoning his shirt, revealing the muscular form beneath. "I'll give you plenty of evidence."

He tugs my blouse open, and buttons scatter across the floor like confetti, leaving me exposed skin against cool wood. I reach for his belt, and he lets me strip it away, shedding his pants as he stands over me. I watch him, hungry for more, as he positions himself, the tip of his cock teasing me, pushing against the edge of my control.

"Let's show Tom how it's done," he says, voice low and commanding. ”He needs to see what a real cock can do to a woman.”

His words ignite me, and I pull him in, wrapping my legs around his hips. The thrust is powerful, shocking, an electric jolt that makes me gasp and arch beneath him. My body adjusts to him, every inch a delicious challenge, a perfect fit.

He sets a relentless pace, and the room fills with the raw, rhythmic sound of flesh against flesh. "Angela," he groans, driving deeper with each thrust. "You really want him to see all of this?"

"Every. Single. Second," I answer, punctuating each word with a push of my hips, meeting him with equal force.

The phone camera records, capturing every moan, every whisper, every shameless moment as Mark fucks me with determination and enthusiasm. I'm lost in it, drunk on the power and abandon of having exactly what I want.

"He's going to freak," Mark pants, his breath hot against my neck, hands gripping my thighs with exquisite pressure, "when he knows you let me do this to you."

"That's the point," I say, feeling the beginning tremors of a climax that promises to be devastating and glorious. "He's a good little researcher. He'll find this soon enough."

Mark grins, increasing his pace, the friction overwhelming and perfect. I feel the tight coil of pleasure winding tighter, sharper, until it bursts, and I cry out, the sound echoing, mingling with the rapid click of the shutter as the phone captures my release.

"That's it," Mark encourages, still driving into me, the pressure and rhythm unyielding. "Give him something to study."

His words send me spiraling again, and I shudder against him, lost in the exquisite mix of pain and bliss as he continues, his stamina as impressive as his arrogance.

"I'm going to cum," he warns, urgency and triumph in his voice. "Inside you."

"Do it," I command, breathless, the words a delicious, reckless dare. "I want to feel it."

Mark thrusts hard one last time, burying himself completely as he unloads, spilling deep and hot inside me. I clench around him, savoring the sensation, feeling his release mingling with mine, seeping out to mark my skin.

He pulls back, and I lie there, chest heaving, skirt bunched, cum glistening down my thighs. "That's a wrap," I say, breathless and satisfied, reaching to stop the recording.

Mark looks at me, admiring the aftermath of our work. "Think he'll like it?"

"He doesn't have a choice," I reply, buttoning my blouse, unhurried and sure. "But he'll come around. They always do."

I slide off the desk, feeling the sticky, undeniable evidence of Mark's ownership slide down my legs. I leave it there, unabashed, as I gather my shoes and head for the door.

"Angela," Mark calls, a satisfied smirk on his lips. "Any time you need another session, just say the word."

"I will," I assure him, throwing a last, triumphant glance over my shoulder. "And next time, we'll push things even further."

With that, I walk out, cum dripping and head high, ready to leave Tom the surprise of a lifetime.

#

I watch Tom from across the table, taking in the way he cuts his chicken into precise little squares. I can almost see the thoughts marching in line behind his furrowed brow. His worry is palpable, hovering over our sleek, modern dining room like an unwelcome guest.

"You don't understand what you're risking," he says, finally looking up at me, his voice more accusation than question.

If he knew what I have already done and what my true plans were, would he still be sitting there, slicing up his dinner like that? "I understand exactly what I'm risking," I say, my tone easy, deliberate, "and it's worth it."

The clink of silverware on porcelain punctuates his silence. He's working so hard to keep it together, but I can see the cracks forming. He takes a deep breath, measuring his words like he measures everything. "Angela, this could ruin everything. Your reputation, our lives—"

If he only knew he was the real project, I thought.

I cut him off, not willing to let him spin his anxious little webs. "It's research, Tom. Just another study. You worry too much."

His brow furrows deeper, and I almost feel sorry for him. "It's not just another study," he insists, voice trembling on the edge of something I can't quite name—fear, maybe. "I don't think you understand the ethical implications of this work."

I tilt my head, giving him a look that I know will irritate him. It's the look I give undergraduates who ask stupid questions. "This isn't my first project," I say, knowing how infuriating my calm is to him. "I know exactly what I'm doing."

He pushes his plate away, uneaten food abandoned, his appetite lost to his fretting. "What if someone finds out?"

He doesn't know how close he's come to the truth. I lean back, enjoying the power I hold, enjoying how unaware he is of the afternoon's escapade with Mark. "Then they find out," I say with a casual shrug. "Tom, really, I wish you'd stop being so dramatic."

He runs a hand through his hair, eyes darting around the room like they might find an answer hidden in the shadows. "You don't know what you're risking," he repeats, almost to himself, trying to make me see, make me understand. It's almost sweet.

"It's worth the risk," I say with finality. I've already done more than he can imagine, and the thrill, the thought of him discovering just how far I've gone, sends a jolt of pleasure through me.

He looks at me, finally, directly. I see the conflict there, the hesitation. He wants to make me stop, make me come to my senses. He doesn't know I lost them long ago. "Angela," he says, and the way he says my name is a plea, desperate and raw. "Please. You can't be serious about this."

"Oh, I'm completely serious," I assure him, a small, knowing smile playing at the corners of my lips. "You just don't see the big picture yet."

He opens his mouth to protest, but I cut him off again, leaning forward this time, letting my blouse dip low, making it impossible for him to ignore the woman I've become. "I know you're worried, but you don't need to be. I've planned everything out."

He falls silent, watching me with a mix of defeat and longing. He's trying to find the woman he thought he married, the woman who wouldn't dream of taking these kinds of risks. But that woman has changed. That woman has moved on.

If he knew what I have already done, how I've let Mark claim me in every way, would he still be looking at me with those sad, brown eyes? Would he still be holding on so tight, trying to keep everything from falling apart?

He lowers his gaze, breaking the contact first, just like I knew he would. His voice is small now, resigned. "You're going to do this no matter what I say, aren't you?"

I rise from the table, my movements graceful and unconcerned, the picture of composure. "Yes, Tom," I say softly, dismissively. "I am."

He watches me leave, the unspoken tension like a third person at our table, heavy and undeniable. I know he's left with more questions than answers, more doubt than certainty. But that is how I want it. For now.

As I leave the room, I think about what he'll do when he discovers the evidence of my afternoon with Mark, how he'll react when the raw truth is there for him to see. The thought thrills me. I know he'll find out soon enough. He's a good little researcher.

He does not know what he's in for. But he's about to learn. They always do.

Just as I was about to argue further, the doorbell rang.

“That’s my assistant, Mark.” I said, as I wiped my face with my napkin. “Please take care of the dishes.” Leaning forward, I kissed Tom on the cheek.

Mark waited at the door for me, smiling. “So, are you ready for more research?”

Grinning, I pulled him through the door and to my office, already set up for what I had planned next.

I survey the office, the careful arrangement of recording equipment, the meticulous set-up that is anything but accidental. I have everything in place. The stage is set, and I’m ready to perform. I adjust the camera one last time, feeling the anticipation coil inside me, tight and thrilling.

Mark leans to brush against me. "Let's make this a study they'll never forget," he says, his voice rich with promise and provocation.

"That's exactly what I had in mind," I reply, pulling him toward me, feeling his body align perfectly with mine. As the first groans escape our lips, knowing Tom is just steps away, the walls between us thinner than the breathless gasps that fill the room.

The office hums with energy, a charged contrast to the sterile equipment that surrounds us. I step back, admiring the set-up, knowing it's ready to capture every explicit detail. The red light of the camera blinks steadily, a tantalizing promise of the evidence we'll leave behind.

Mark's athletic frame fills the doorway, and I can't help the smile that spreads across my face. "Looks like you're all set, Professor," he says, shrugging out of his jacket, a glint of mischief in his striking blue eyes.

"I've been looking forward to this," I admit, letting my blouse fall open, revealing the skin beneath, bare and eager.

He crosses the room, and his hands are on me, confident and claiming. "Let's get to work, then," he murmurs, lifting me onto the desk, the wood cool against my thighs.

I fumble with the buttons of his shirt, the urgency in my fingers matched by the hunger in my eyes. "This is going to blow his mind," I say, knowing Tom is hours away from discovering the raw, unfiltered truth.

Mark laughs, deep and knowing, his pants dropping to the floor. "And here I thought it was all for your research."

I pull him closer, feeling the hard, insistent press of his cock against me. "It's for both," I breathe, capturing his lips with mine as I hit the record button.

He lifts me, positioning me over him, my skirt riding up as I straddle his lap, the desk chair creaking beneath us. "Show me what you've got, Angela," he challenges, letting me take the lead, letting me set the pace.

The first thrust is an explosion, a meeting of flesh and want that rocks me to my core. I gasp, head thrown back, riding him with abandon, the camera capturing every reckless second.

"Fuck," Mark groans, his hands on my hips, guiding me, urging me. "You like knowing he'll see this, don't you?"

I bite my lip, the admission as thrilling as the act. "Yes," I pant, driving him deeper, feeling him stretch me, fill me. "He's going to watch you fuck me, Mark. Again and again."

His eyes darken, the challenge spurring him on, his cock driving into me with relentless strokes. I hold on to his shoulders, nails digging in, the sweet mix of pleasure and pain overwhelming and perfect.

"You want him to know you can't resist this," he taunts, pulling my blouse down to my waist, leaving me exposed.

"I want him to see what I really need," I counter, grinding against him, feeling every inch, every thrust, lost in the rawness of it.

The office fills with the sound of our bodies, urgent and wild, and I lose myself in the rhythm, the primal dance of flesh and lust. I rise and fall, feeling the pressure build, a tight coil of anticipation that threatens to undo me.

"Angela," Mark gasps, his grip bruising, delicious. "Fuck, Angela, you're—"

"Don't stop," I order, feeling the camera's unblinking gaze, knowing it records every breathless moment. "Let him hear what he can't have."

Mark grins, increasing his pace, and I feel my control slip, the first waves of release shattering through me. I scream, the sound raw and unrestrained, and I know it'll echo in Tom's mind as vividly as it does in mine.

The aftershocks hit me, one after another, but Mark doesn't slow. He doesn't give me time to recover, and the intensity leaves me gasping, clawing at him, wanting more.

"He's completely oblivious," Mark says, his voice rough and triumphant. "Doesn't even know you're doing this."

His words send another jolt of pleasure through me, and I cling to him, lost in the dizzying thrill of betrayal and conquest. "He'll find out," I say, "and he'll know I loved every second."

Mark pulls out suddenly, lifting me onto the desk, spreading me open beneath him. His hands are on my knees, pushing them wide, the camera's lens pointed between my thighs.

"Let's make sure," he says, voice ragged with need, thrusting into me again, harder this time, deeper.

I shudder, feeling him claim me with brutal, exquisite certainty. My moans fill the room, the crescendo building, a fevered pitch of desire and defiance.

"I'm close," Mark warns, pounding into me, his breath hot against my ear, his words a final, reckless confession.

"Cum inside me," I demand, my release imminent, the raw, undeniable culmination of everything I've set in motion. "I want him to see it."

Mark thrusts, a fierce, shattering movement that pushes me over the edge. I feel him pulse inside me, his hot release mixing with mine, spilling out, glistening on my skin.

We collapse together, the aftermath a tangled mess of limbs and heavy breaths. The camera continues to record, a silent, incriminating witness to our unrestrained indulgence.

Mark looks at me, admiration and disbelief in his eyes. "You really did it," he says, laughing softly. "You've got balls, Angela."

"Tom's the one who's going to need those," I reply, running a hand through my hair, unashamed of the cum that drips down my thighs, leaving a wet trail on the desk.

Mark rises, beginning to dress, his satisfaction clear. "Any idea when he'll find the surprise?"

I smirk, knowing it's only a matter of time. "He's a dedicated researcher. It won't take him long."

We don't hear the footsteps or the way Tom's breath catches just outside the door. He's there, just steps away, the sounds of our climax still echoing through the thin walls.

I slide off the desk, ignoring the sticky warmth that stains my skirt. Mark adjusts the camera, leaving it out in the open, impossible for Tom to miss.

I straighten my blouse, knowing how damning I look. "Same time next week?" Mark asks, zipping up his jeans.

I nod, confident and composed, relishing the chaos that awaits. "I'll Have Another session ready."

The slightest creak near the door alerted me to see the shadow of feet near the threshold opening. Tom, I thought with a smile.

"See you then," Mark says, and as we head for the door, the tension hangs thick and thrilling.


Chapter 2

"I'm surprised you have the nerve to watch this," I say, settling into the chair beside Tom.

The screen lights up with Mark's bare chest, glistening and defined. Tom shifts uncomfortably, eyes flicking from the video to me and back again.

"Where did you even get this?" I ask, though I know exactly where. I bite my lip, feigning shock and something like shame as I spread my legs and Mark fucks me hard, each thrust recorded in high definition. Tom's breathing gets heavier. "

Answer me," I say. My voice drops low and smooth. "Did you get it from my office? From the drawer by my desk?"

Tom's voice is almost a whimper as he fights to keep control. "How could you let him do that to you?" He flinches at the intensity on the screen, watching me with my mouth open and my eyes rolled back.

"How can you watch?" I tease, putting my hand on his crotch. He's so fucking hard.

Tom's hands shake as he presses pause, his eyes filled with a desperate mix of emotions. "I thought you—" His voice breaks, and he swallows hard, trying again. "I thought we were past this. Past him."

I laugh softly, running my fingers along his thigh. "Doesn't seem like it, baby. Not if you're digging through my things, hunting for videos like these."

His face flushes a deep red, anger and embarrassment battling on his cheeks. He starts the video again; the room filling with my moans, Mark's grunts, skin against skin. Tom is silent, but the way his jaw clenches tells me everything.

"Can't believe how much this bothers you," I say, almost as a whisper, leaning in close. "After last time." I nod toward the screen, where Mark's cock fills me over and over. "Seems like you liked it. Didn't you, Tom?"

His breath catches, his eyes glued to the way Mark makes me arch my back, my nails digging into his skin. "How could you—" he starts, then stops, too flustered to finish. I know he wants to say more. I know he's just pretending to be angry, using it to cover how fucking turned on he is.

I slide my hand up, feeling the heat from his cock through his pants. "Didn't you, Tom?" I ask again. This time, I'm not letting him get away without answering.

Tom's resolve crumbles in the face of my insistence. He leans back, letting out a shaky breath. "I don't know what you're trying to do to me," he says, his voice small, the fight gone.

"You know exactly what I'm trying to do," I reply, smiling as I unzip him, pulling his cock free. It's already hard and twitching, eager for my touch.

He watches me, his anger fading, replaced by a needy, helpless look. I slide to the floor in front of him, the video still playing in the background echoing through the room. My tongue flicks across the tip of his cock, teasing him like I've teased his emotions, drawing out every ounce of tension and desire.

"Tell me," I whisper, looking up at him as I stroke his length, my fingers slick with his pre-cum. "Tell me you liked it, Tom."

His head falls back, a deep groan escaping him. "I liked it," he admits, barely a breath, but enough. Enough for me.

"Good boy," I murmur, taking him into my mouth, sucking him slowly, feeling him give in. He gasps as I take him deeper, his fingers gripping the arms of the chair.

I keep my pace steady, letting him squirm and moan, the pressure building in him like the tension I've been building all along. "Mark's so much bigger, isn't he?" I say, my words vibrating against his cock.

Tom doesn't answer, but the way his hips buck tells me everything. I suck him harder, his release close, his body desperate for it.

"So much bigger," I say again, pulling back just enough to watch his face, his need consuming him.

"Please," he groans, lost in the sensation. "Please, Angela."

I give him what he wants, my mouth hot and wet around him. He comes with a shudder, spilling into me, each spurt a testament to how well I've played this. How well I've played him.

I pull away, licking my lips, my eyes never leaving his face. "See?" I say, as his cock softens in my hand. "Wasn't so hard to admit, was it?"

His ragged breath and flushed cheeks were clear. "How did you get that video?" he asks, his voice weak, almost broken.

I smile, sitting back beside him, my satisfaction undeniable. "Maybe you should check the drawer again. There might be more for you to find."

Tom's eyes widen, and I see it in him: the curiosity, the desire, the craving for exactly what I promised. I lean over and press play again, Mark's deep thrusts filling the room, knowing Tom won't be able to resist. Not now.

#

I set up the camera, making sure the angle is perfect. Mark's already stripping me, his lips on my neck. "You think he found our latest one yet?" he asks, lifting me onto the desk, spreading my legs.

"Not yet," I breathe, guiding his cock into me, gasping as he fills me. "I left it somewhere obvious this time."

Mark thrusts into me, harder than before, like he knows Tom will be watching. Like he knows I want him to. "Let's give him something to see," I whisper, pulling Mark's mouth to mine.

The sounds of our bodies, skin against skin, and my moans fill the room. Mark grips my hips, slamming into me with a force that makes my vision blur, my head fall back. "Fuck, Angela," he groans, and I feel his cock twitch inside me.

I dig my nails into his shoulders, wrapping my legs around his waist. "Harder," I gasp, knowing how it will look, knowing exactly what Tom will see. Mark obliges, the desk shaking beneath us, my cries growing louder, breathless and desperate.

I reach back, grabbing the edge, arching into him, my body slick with sweat. I make sure the camera catches everything, the angles perfect, the sight of Mark's cock stretching me almost too much to bear. "Yes, just like that," I moan, holding Mark tight. I know the moment Tom will rewind and watch over and over, unable to stop himself.

"Think he knows we're recording this for him?" Mark asks, his voice strained, pushing deeper.

"He will," I pant, meeting each thrust. "He fucking will."

When we both come, I'm smiling, my plan unfolding with exquisite precision.

Tom's going to find this video. I make sure of it, placing it where he's bound to look, where his curiosity and need will get the better of him. It won't take long. I know Tom too well for that.

He holds out for a day, maybe two. It's almost cute, the way he tries to ignore it, the way he fights his own desires. But he's in my web, caught and writhing, just like I want him.

The third night, I catch him. He clenches his fists, his cheeks flushed. The screen flickers with me and Mark, and Tom's breath comes in ragged bursts. His cock is hard in his pants, straining against the fabric, impossible to hide.

I could go in, say something, break his pretense of resistance. But I like this more, seeing him struggle, knowing he's too far gone to stop. I leave him to it, his arousal growing with every second, every image of Mark fucking me senseless.

On the screen, I'm on my knees, Mark's cock filling my mouth, my eyes looking straight at the camera. Straight at Tom. He flinches but can't look away, not when I take Mark's full length, not when I pull off and whisper to the lens.

"Does this make you hard, Tom?" my recorded voice says, a sultry taunt. "I bet it does. I bet you're so fucking hard right now."

Tom's hand moves to his crotch, rubbing himself through his pants. I know he's lost; I know I've won.

Each new video pushes him further. Mark and I fuck like animals, my moans getting louder, his thrusts getting rougher. Tom's anger melts into pure desire, his eyes glued to the screen, his breathing shallow and desperate.

We record on the couch, the bed, the floor, everywhere I know Tom will picture us when he lies awake at night. Each time, I leave the video where I know he'll find it, where I know he won't be able to resist.

"Think he's watching this one now?" Mark asks as he drives into me, pinning me against the wall.

"He is," I gasp, every word calculated, every cry a hook in Tom's helpless mind. "He fucking is."

Mark grins, pounding into me, both of us knowing how perfect this is, how perfect I am at getting exactly what I want.

The more Tom watches, the more he needs it. The more he needs me. He doesn't talk about the videos, doesn't confront me like last time. He just watches, each scene a delicious torment, each comparison a twist in his already tangled emotions.

"Is Mark better?" I imagine Tom asking himself, his heart pounding with jealousy and arousal. "Does she like it more with him?"

The answers are obvious. The answers make him ache.

"Mark's cock feels so fucking good," I say in one video, loud enough to haunt Tom's every thought. "He's so big. He's so much bigger."

Tom's face is a study in conflict. His brows knit, his jaw tight. But his body gives him away, and that's all that matters. The more I push, the deeper he falls, every hesitation stripped away, leaving only need.

The last video is my masterpiece. Tom watches it again and again, completely mine, completely aware that he's powerless to stop it. He's too fucking turned on to care.

#

Rumors spread fast. I'm not surprised when Richard calls me to his office, intent on a lecture. He polishes his desk, keeping it organized and precise, which amuses me.

"You've heard the rumors," I say, watching him from my chair, seeing how uncomfortable he is. "I suppose you're worried."

Richard speaks, his words careful, his tone rehearsed. He flinches as I stand, moving behind him. "What are you doing, Angela?" he asks, trying to keep control.

I lean forward, presenting my cleavage to him, and his eyes widen. “I bet you might like to experience these rumors?”

I pull his belt free, yanking him to the desk. "Don't pretend you don't want this," I say, my voice dripping with confidence. “If you don’t, just say the word and I’ll stop.”

The whispers are impossible to miss. My experimental methods, my boundary-pushing designs—everyone's talking, though none of them have the courage to confront me directly. Not even Richard. I know he hears the rumors; I know they make him sweat. That's why I'm not surprised when he calls me, his voice on the phone as strained as his ethics.

"You're quite the topic of discussion," Richard says, adjusting his glasses. His office is a study in order, a shrine to everything predictable and safe. I make it feel dangerous just by being here.

"Am I?" I reply, feigning innocence. "You don't say."

His eyes narrow, seeing the trap, unsure how to avoid it. "There are concerns," he says, the words slow and deliberate, like he's treading over a minefield. "About your research."

"And about your reputation," I add, watching him wince. I smile, enjoying the way it unsettles him. "Relax, Richard. It's just research."

"Research?" he echoes, trying to sound in control. He fails beautifully.

When I stand, his composure cracks, just a little. I see it, that flicker of panic, that hint of curiosity. I move behind him, my hand brushing his shoulder.

"What are you doing, Angela?" His voice is shaky, almost breathless, his earlier certainty unraveling.

I yank his belt free, hearing his sharp intake of breath. "What do you think I'm doing?" I whisper, pulling his arms back, binding his wrists with smooth leather.

His body tenses, every part of him rigid except for the part that matters. "This isn't—" he starts, but I'm already turning him, pushing him over the desk, pinning him there.

"This is exactly what it looks like," I say, my voice low and commanding. My hands run down his back, feeling him tremble beneath me. "I bet it's exactly what you want. Tell me to stop and I will."

Richard squirms, struggling with his dignity and the excitement I feel building in him. His protests are weak, a token effort to maintain some semblance of authority.

"We can't," he says, but he doesn't sound convinced. Not anymore.

I unbutton his pants, slipping them down, leaving him exposed. "We can," I reply. "We are. Tell me to stop and I will, but this will never happen again."

When I pull down my own pants and straddle him, I feel him shiver, his body caught between resistance and surrender. He gasps as he enters me.

"Angela," he groans, the last of his protests fading into a sound more honest, more desperate. I fuck him hard, my hips slamming against him, the sharp edge of the desk pressing into his thighs.

Each thrust makes him lose a little more control, his careful facade crumbling. "I knew you wanted this," I say, riding him relentlessly, feeling his muscles tense and flex beneath me.

His voice is a mix of shame and pleasure, a raw thing. "Oh, god." He moans as I grab his hair, pulling his head back, asserting my dominance.

Richard gasps raggedly now, his body moving with mine, all pretense gone. I push him harder, feeling him strain against the belt, his need consuming him, consuming everything.

He comes with a strangled cry, spilling into me and it drips down to the desk, his release soaking papers and careful academic plans. His breathing is uneven, his legs shaking, his composure utterly destroyed.

I squeeze my walls around his cock as he twitches, and he tries to catch his breath. I love how ruined he looks, how thoroughly I've turned him to my side, and with such little effort it took.

His voice is a whisper, hoarse and unsteady. "What if someone—"

"Don't worry," I interrupt, letting him slip out of me, untying him while he pants for air. "Rumors spread fast."

His eyes widen, the truth of his own vulnerability hitting him. I straighten my clothes, enjoying the view of him helpless and spent.

"If you're smart, Richard," I say, savoring every word, "you'll tell them to mind their own fucking business."

I walk out, closing the door on his stunned, breathless expression. The rumors will change tomorrow. I know exactly what they'll be.

#

The dinner table is silent, tension swirling like a living thing. Mark passes the salad, smiling at me, the same smile he gives when he's fucking me. "This looks great," he says, his hand brushing mine. I let it linger, let Tom see. He's too shocked to speak, too wound up to touch his food.

I pretend not to notice, my voice bright and easy. "It's so nice to relax together," I say, my eyes meeting Mark's, then Tom's. "Feels like I spend more time with you than my husband."

Tom flinches, his fork scraping the plate.

Mark laughs, the sound warm and easy. "Glad you invited me," he says, reaching for the water and pouring me a glass. I hold his gaze, knowing the effect it's having on Tom. I don't even need to look to see how stiff he's sitting, how tense he is.

"Anytime," I reply, my voice smooth, as if we were just friends, as if my husband wasn't watching this whole exchange. Tom's silence is delicious.

Mark leans back, perfectly at ease, while Tom looks like he's about to burst. "How's the department treating you, Tom?" Mark asks, casual, like nothing is out of place.

Tom clears his throat, his words measured, trying to keep it together. "Fine," he says. "Busy." His eyes flicker to me, then to his plate. He's trying so hard not to watch, not to see how close I'm sitting to Mark.

"Angela's been keeping me busy too," Mark says, giving me a playful grin.

I laugh, letting it ring out, feeling Tom flinch at the sound. "You know I love a hard worker," I tease, putting my hand on Mark's arm. I feel the tension spike, thickening the air. Tom grips his fork, knuckles white, the effort to stay composed almost too much for him.

We eat in near silence, the only sound the clink of cutlery and the thud of Tom's heart in his chest. I see how he struggles, his emotions in turmoil, his face flushed and his appetite gone.

"Don't be so quiet, Tom," I say finally, breaking the charged silence. "This is nice, isn't it? Just us three."

He opens his mouth, then closes it, unsure what to say, how to react. I see the storm in his eyes, the jealousy, the arousal, the anger, the need. All of it brewing, churning, making him a mess of feelings he can't sort out.

I lean in, my lips close to his ear, my breath warm against his skin. "You want to watch us, don't you?" I whisper, my words soft but cutting through the tension like a blade. "You can, you know."

Tom's breath catches, his eyes wide and dark. I pull back, smiling, leaving him stunned and shaking.

The rest of the meal is unbearably awkward for him, the weight of my invitation hanging over everything. Mark and I share private smiles, continuing our little charade, leaving Tom to stew in his own thoughts.

He barely says a word, his mind too busy, too chaotic to form coherent sentences. I can see him trying to make sense of it, trying to process what I've just offered him.

Dessert is served, and I act like nothing happened, keeping the conversation light, asking Mark about his weekend plans. Tom doesn't eat, doesn't talk, just sits there, a silent mess, his heart pounding loud enough for me to hear.

By the time Mark leaves, Tom looks like he's ready to explode. I kiss Mark on the cheek at the door, watching Tom's reaction, savoring every second.

When I come back, Tom's still at the table, staring into space. He doesn't ask about my whisper, doesn't mention the evening's tension. He just sits, lost in his own head.

"Bedtime?" I suggest, my voice casual, knowing he won't sleep a wink.

Tom lies awake, his body stiff beside me, his thoughts a tangled knot of curiosity and desire. I pretend to sleep, listening to him toss and turn, waiting for him to break.

His mind replays my words, looping them until he's dizzy with need. "You want to watch us, don't you?" I imagine him asking himself, over and over, getting harder with each repetition.

It's almost pathetic how easy this is, how perfectly he's falling into place. I stifle a smile, letting him stew, letting him twist, knowing it will only make him crave it more.

He's restless, a tangle of sheets and confusion, his morality fighting a losing battle against his wants. His hands run through his hair, over his face, searching for something solid to hold on to. There isn't anything. Not now. Not after this.

Eventually, he gives in, the surrender sweet and inevitable. "Angela," he whispers, almost to himself. "God."

I roll to my side, feeling the bed shift beneath his anxious movements. "Mmm?" I mumble, pretending to wake.

"Nothing," he says, a lie so obvious it might as well be a confession. I know the truth.

I smile into the pillow, content, letting him know I heard. He won't last. Not till morning. Not with my promise hanging over him. His entire body wound tight with anticipation.

It's not long before he breaks the silence, his voice hoarse and needy. "Angela?" he says again, more certain, more wanting.

"Yes, Tom?" I reply, turning to face him, seeing the hunger in his eyes. Seeing that I've already won.


Chapter 3

Our loud moans fill the study, mixed with the soft rustle of clothes.

“Oh, Mark. It feels so good with someone who can keep up.” I laugh, knowing Tom is watching from the shadows.

“Stretching me so much more than Tom ever could!”

Mark’s hands move confidently over my body, igniting sensations that send shivers down my spine. His touch is electric, deliberate, a stark contrast to Tom's timid caresses. I glance provocatively at the corner where I sense Tom's hidden gaze, feeling a thrill of power surge through me.

As Mark continues to explore me with skillful precision, I let out small gasps of pleasure, each one a tantalizing invitation for Tom to witness what he could never provide. The air crackles with tension, desire mixing with apprehension in a heady blend.

Mark’s gasps grow louder. His body moves faster as he holds my hips, burying his cock deeper inside me with every thrust.

“Did you hear me?” I call out to Tom, locking her eyes on mine. I smile wickedly, still moving in time with Mark. “Join us if you dare.”

Tom moves out from his hiding spot, and his face is flushed red, his pants tented with his erection. I smile as I thrust against Mark, who lets out a long, low moan. My eyes stay on Tom, sharp and taunting. The desk creaks beneath us as we move with confident, practiced rhythm.

I watch as Tom bites down on his knuckle, his breathing hard as his cock strains against his pants.

I push Mark onto his back, mounting him with a laugh. “You’re so easy to please. I can go on for hours,” I tease, looking straight at Tom.

Riding Mark with steady abandon, I blow my hair away from my face “Don’t you wish you could do that, Tom?” I could see my words hit him like a punch to the gut. “I bet it kills you to watch.”

Mark’s hands dig into my hips, pushing me down harder, deeper, filling me in ways Tom never could.

“You like watching another man fuck your wife?” I ask, my voice rising over Mark’s grunts and my gasps. Grabbing his face and forcing his eyes on mine. “Show me what you’ve got, Mark. Fuck me like you know Tom never could.”

Mark moves faster. I can see a wet spot growing at the tip of the point in Tom’s tented pants. Giggling, I ride Mark’s thrusts.

My breathless cries echo off the walls, my skin hot as I call out in time with our bodies. “Fuck, yes. Fuck me just like that!”

Mark’s moans turn frantic, each one stabbing me with heat.

Tom shakes and his forehead lines with sweat, his back pressed to the wall as he watches his wife ride him with wild abandon.

“Tom, did I break you already?” my words bring his eyes back to me, wide open and wet with need.

Pulling Mark’s face to my chest, I lock my eyes on Tom’s. “Look at me, Tom.”

Tom shakes, fighting an internal battle of whether to watch or look away as Mark’s body slams into mine, over and over.

I pout at him, feeling a pang of sadness at seeing his poor cock throbbing beneath his pants. He wants it so badly, poor boy.

“Just say the word, and you can be right here with us. Do you want that?” I lift, teasing.

Mark thrusts into me again, harder, groaning. My body shudders. “Do you?”

“Yes.” The word rips out of Tom. He stumbles forward, heat flooding his cheeks and chest as he joins us. I smile at him and rub my hand through his hair.

“Good boy.” My voice is smooth and seductive, a promise and a challenge.

I keep moving, riding Mark with wild abandon. “You’re just in time to see him fill me up. You’re going to watch, aren’t you?”

Tom nods, flushed and shaking as he hovers close. His hands reach for me, unsure and desperate.

“Get on the desk.” I command, looking at Tom.

Tom scrambles up, eager to please.

I give Mark a smoldering look, rising to free his cock. “Bet you can’t wait to see what he feels like.” My eyes flick to Tom’s. He is confused and not sure what to do next.

Mark’s hands grip my ass, holding me still as I kneel over Tom. My wetness, still dripping with Mark’s cum, brushes against Tom’s throbbing cock. “Can you feel him?” I breathe, grinding against him. Mark moans as his slick cock rubs against me. “Does it feel good, Tom? Tell me.”

Tom is at a loss for words as he grinds into me. Mark’s cock slides against Tom’s, wet and hot as I rock against us both.

“Look how much he loves this,” I laugh, voice sharp and teasing as I ride. I shift my hips, pressing the two men’s cocks together. I lose my breath as my pussy squeezes around them.

“So desperate. So needy. What do you think, Mark?” I say as I give a low moan, tightening around them as Mark thrusts. “Does it feel as good for you as it does for him?”

Tom can’t stop his hips, can’t stop the groans that slip out. My body moves in wild, confident arcs. Fucking Tom and Mark.

“I—oh fuck,” Tom gasps, caught up in the motion, in the heat.

I smile and move even faster, at a breathless, shameless pace. The room fills with the slick sound of our bodies, with my high-pitched cries and Mark’s moans and Tom’s desperate whimpers. “Fuck, yes. Yes. Just like that.” Tom’s voice breaks over the words, over my movements. Tom reaches for my breasts, and I relish the feel as I bury his face between them.

“Tell me what you want, Tom.” I ask, demanding. I clench around him, and I groan, everything building fast, wild, out of control. Mark’s hands move from my hips to Tom’s. “Tell me!”

“I want—” Tom’s voice cracks, ragged and raw.

I gasp and clench around their cocks.

“I want him to fuck you!” Tom moans, shivering. “I want to watch him cum inside you!”

I can’t help but cry out in pleasure as I pull off, moving to Mark, taking his cock in one stroke, bouncing on him as my fingers grip Tom’s hair. “You heard him, Mark,” she gasps, breathless and intense. “Give us both what we want. Fill me up. Cum inside me, now!”

He thrusts into me, fast and frantic. Tom watches, shaking and moaning. My body jerks against his, and Tom’s cock pulses with each desperate cry from my lips. Mark gives a final, shuddering groan as he holds me still, hips bucking wildly beneath me. My voice rises as his cock fills my pussy with his recent release.

Tom watches us as I squirm from the tremors of my orgasm washing over me. Falling back, I can feel Mark’s cock twitching violently inside me.

Catching my breath, I move between the two men again, taking Tom’s cock in my hand.

“What do you think, Tom?” My voice is soft, teasing, full of promise. “Did you like seeing him cum in me?”

Tom’s body trembles as I stroke him.

“I did. Oh, God. I did.”

Laughing, I gave Tom his reward for being a good boy.

#

The shadows in the study are still soft, still warm with memories of my cries, when I spot a folded note on the desk. I’m barely dressed, barely recovered from fucking Mark, and the words on the paper make my pulse quicken with new promise. Dr. Richard Taylor has “concerns” about the controversies surrounding my work. He wants a word. I smirk, picturing his well-groomed outrage. I leave immediately, an extra sway in my hips, my blouse teasingly unbuttoned.

The gleaming surfaces of Dr. Taylor’s office reflect the austere minimalism that is so much a part of him. Cool, sleek, and impersonal. His eyes narrow as I step in, still flushed and provocative from my last encounter. He doesn’t even greet me.

“We need to discuss the ethical implications of your work.” Dr. Taylor’s voice is low, an attempt at authority that only fuels my desires. He stands tense and alert, every bit the cautious academic.

“Ethics,” I murmur, letting the word hang in the air between us. “Perhaps it’s time to explore boundaries beyond ethics.” I let my blouse slide off my shoulders, and his eyes widen behind those wire-rimmed glasses. He takes a breath to protest. I don’t let him.

“I didn’t ask you here for—”

“Oh, I know what you want from me, Dr. Taylor.” I purr his name, moving close, too close, invading his rigid space with my heat. My hands make quick work of his shirt buttons, my lips teasing his ear. “Maybe you’re afraid to admit it, but I’m not.”

“Angela, this is highly inappropriate,” he says, trying to regain control, but his voice betrays him with a breathless edge. His back hits the desk as I press against him, my hands already at his belt, unfastening, unzipping, feeling him harden with my touch.

“But you want it,” I whisper, wrapping my legs around his waist, grinding my soaked panties against his cock. “Don’t you?” I rock against him, feel him shiver and strain against the thin fabric between us.

He stiffens—everywhere—before groaning in surrender. “Well, I’d be lying if I said I didn’t.”

His hard cock presses against me and his hands grip my ass as I guide him to the chair. I laugh, low and sultry, taking control with a swift, practiced motion. My skirt rides up, and I straddle him, feeling his cock grow even harder beneath me. I gasp, loud and shameless, as I sink onto him, my wetness wrapping tight around his length.

“Fuck, Angela.” His moan is half curse, half worship. His careful facade cracks as I ride him, the crisp sound of skin against skin filling the polished, sterile room. “Oh God, it’s—”

“Yes. Just like that,” I encourage, rocking with wild abandon, my voice echoing off the hard lines of the modern decor. My shirt falls to the floor, and his hands find my breasts, squeezing hard, desperate for more. “I knew you couldn’t resist this.” My taunts are breathy and triumphant, each one pushing him closer to the edge.

The rhythm is relentless, an erotic symphony of unrestrained desire. He breathes raggedly and unevenly. The legs of the chair scrape against the floor as we move, our bodies tangled, unbuttoned, raw. I take him deeper, faster, fucking him with an intensity that breaks through every shred of professional decorum. “Oh God, oh God,” he gasps, his voice the perfect mix of disbelief and ecstasy.

“You love it, don’t you?” I pant, fingers digging into his shoulders as I lose myself in the charged, brazen moment. His body jerks beneath mine, and I know he’s almost there. I pull him to me, his face between my breasts, my nails dragging over his scalp. “You love how shameless I am. Admit it!” I ride him even harder, relentless and triumphant.

“Fuck, yes! Yes, I love it!” He bucks against me, and I moan out, so loud and uninhibited that the sound reverberates against the pristine surfaces of his office. His hands squeeze my hips, holding me down as he thrusts up, everything wild and frantic. “I’m—oh God, Angela, I’m—”

“Cum for me, Richard. Cum inside me.” I command, feeling him break beneath me, the last burst of resistance giving way to total surrender. His moan is long and guttural, and I know I’ve got him. I know he’ll be begging for more.

His body pulses, spurting deep and hot inside me as he collapses back, completely undone. I linger, enjoying the power of the moment, savoring his ragged breathing and the feel of his softening cock still buried within me. His face is a study in conflict and bliss, exactly as I’d hoped.

“Guess we’ll have to save the ethics talk for another time,” I whisper, rising from his lap, letting his cum drip from me as I gather my clothes. He’s spent, speechless, exactly where I want him. I button my shirt with a smirk and leave him in the mess we’ve made sure of two things: I’ve got him hooked, and I’ll reel him in again.

I head back home with a satisfied sway in my step, already plotting the next encounter. Tom waits where I left him, pacing the quiet study-adjacent room, eyes wide with arousal and anticipation. He looks up as I enter, eager, needy, and just as ripe for another round.


Chapter 4

Our bodies tangle between soft, disarrayed cushions, each of my motions deliberate as I orchestrate our encounter. My short auburn hair falls across my eyes as I push Tom into place. “Right here,” I instruct, green eyes challenging his insecure stare. Mark’s body thrusts with calm confidence, every stroke powerful and precise, making me gasp as I watch Tom. The sounds of our skin slap in urgent rhythm, and I know Tom feels each moment stretch into his understanding of us. “Let me feel you both,” I command, pushing myself onto them. Tom groans, still finding himself in the heat. His brow furrowed as I tease him about his inadequacies, my words a sharp, knowing reminder of what he craves. He catches his breath, finally embracing his role as my good husband, desperate to fulfill my desires.

The first time was harder for him. Now I see the awareness in his eyes, the desperation and curiosity, a blend that pulls him deeper into me.

“You can do better than that,” I taunt, catching his slow movements with my hands. “Show me.”

Tom adjusts, still hesitant but driven. Mark and I find our rhythm, each thrust syncing with his gasps. The room fills with the sound of our fucking, sweat glistening on our bodies as Tom moves in closer, desperate for the intimacy we offer.

“Right there,” I repeat, holding him steady. His eyes are wide, taking it all in as Mark’s strength consumes me.

Tom was the project. A docile husband turned cuck.

Mark’s body is relentless, his confidence infectious as he thrusts with precision. “Like this?” he asks, the mischief in his voice matched by the power of his strokes. I respond with a moan, my nails digging into his back, pulling him harder into me. Each movement is a deliberate expression of his role, the bull in our experiment, challenging every convention Tom once held sacred.

I feel Tom’s hands, unsure and eager, brushing against me as he tries to join. The contrast between them electrifies the air, pushing us further.

“Are you ready for this, Tom?” I ask, my voice firm and knowing.

“Yes,” he breathes, straining to meet the moment.

Mark shifts, allowing me to push back against him, a move that forces Tom to find his place in our tangle. My focus stays on Tom as I catch his rhythm, pushing him to match ours, feeling the shift in his submission.

His face flushes with the effort, but I see the satisfaction, the spark of understanding. I am going to make you a good husband.

Tom finds his rhythm tentative but willing. I feel his desire in each touch, each thrust, as I drive him forward, with Mark's dominance fueling every second.

My hands pull him closer. “Right there,” I repeat, feeling his resistance melt away, the heat building between us. The sheets are damp with sweat, skin sliding against skin, everything heightened by Tom’s surrender.

The room fills with our moans, the slap of bodies, explicit words fueling our shared heat.

“Show me, Tom,” I urge, seeing the shift in his eyes, the awareness as I draw him deeper into our desire.

He gasps, brow furrowed with concentration, each thrust pushing him closer to his new role.

I want to laugh at the look on his face, at the surprise as he gives into the moment. I hold him there, teasing, my body arching back to meet Mark. His muscles ripple beneath me, a stark contrast to Tom’s tentative touches, driving the pleasure higher.

I feel it all building, the finality of our moment. “Let me feel you,” I gasp, drawing Tom’s focus to me as the climax hits us.

He tenses, eyes wide with awe and submission, his release loud and desperate. We finish together, one last forceful crescendo that leaves him breathless.

They collapse beside me, panting and spent, our bodies tangled in a heap of damp sheets. Tom clutches me, eyes filled with a mixture of triumph and bewilderment.

I pull him closer, kissing him with a taunt in my smile. “You’re finally getting it.”

His look is earnest, eager. “Really?”

“Yes, just like that,” I whisper, the satisfaction of the experiment heavy and complete around us.

Cum glistens on my body, remnants of Mark’s dominant release across my breasts and belly. Tom’s breath catches as he stares, eyes locked on the proof of our encounter.

“Clean me up, Tom,” I instruct, my voice sharp and inviting, pushing him to the next step of his transformation.

He hesitates only a moment, then I feel his tongue, warm and eager, against my skin. The scent of our shared passion fills the air, each touch deliberate and submissive as he tends to my pussy, where Mark’s cum mixes with mine. I push him further, feeling his desperation and newfound submission with every swipe and lick.

Mark’s cum spills from me as Tom reaches my pussy, his actions driven by a blend of humiliation and need. He finishes his task with trembling hands, and I pull him close, the satisfaction of his surrender heavy around us.

They told me it would never work. I told them they didn't know Tom.

He hesitates at first, his fingers hovering over my slick skin. The warmth of our bodies rises in the room, cum and sweat glistening like evidence of what Tom has learned.

“You want to be a good husband, don’t you?” I tease, pulling him back with a single look.

His nod is urgent, desperate. He falls between my legs, tentative tongue finally reaching me, starting at the top where Mark’s cum glistens, his hesitancy turning to determination.

“Just like that,” I breathe, feeling him grow more certain, more willing. He laps at my skin, the sticky residue of our shared release coating his mouth as he moves. Each touch is an act of submission, a final, undeniable climax to his transformation.

I know Tom will do anything to please me.

Angela Carter has the best research methods in the department.

The last phase is always the most rewarding.

He works with care, watching my reactions, eager to please and even more eager to prove himself. I catch the flush of humiliation across his face, quickly replaced by satisfaction as he finds his rhythm.

Mark lounges on the edge of the bed, a reminder of our experiment’s success, his confident presence a contrast to Tom’s newfound submission.

The scent of cum and sweat is heavy around us, driving Tom to quicken his pace. My words push him further, deeper, until I feel his breath hot and insistent against my pussy.

“Here too, Tom,” I say, my tone as firm as it is inviting.

His eyes meet mine, wide with arousal. I arch my back, letting him see the cum spill from me, where Mark’s ultimate release mixes with mine.

“Miss nothing,” I add, my fingers tangling in his hair, guiding him closer.

Tom doesn’t need another prompt. He dives in, the heat of his mouth enveloping me as he fulfills his role.

My research always yields satisfying results.

His actions are quick, deliberate. The taste of sex fills his senses, pushing him to the brink as he cleans me, every lick a testament to his surrender.

Mark watches from his perch, blue eyes bright and playful. “You’ve trained him well,” he says, his voice a mix of awe and respect.

“Yes, I have,” I respond, feeling Tom’s last act solidify his place in my dynamic. I push him deeper, harder, until he trembles with the intensity of it all.

Tom’s release strains against him as he finishes his task, and I pull him to me, wrapping him in the damp sheets, pressing a cum-sticky kiss to his eager lips.

“That’s how you’re a good husband, Tom,” I whisper, knowing he’s learned exactly what I want him to know.

His look is triumphant and dazed, as if the world has opened up around him. “Thank you, Angela,” he says, clinging to me, the evidence of his role shining in his eyes.

“You’re welcome,” I reply, settling back with him in the glow of the final, undeniable act of his transformation.

Tom was the project. A docile husband turned cuck.

Angela Carter always gets her results.


My Secret Cuck Diary I Left For Him To Find


Chapter 1

I open the door to our dim bedroom, expecting to find my husband hard at work on his laptop. Instead, Mike is on the edge of the bed, his short hair sticking to his damp forehead, hand jerking wildly on his cock. My college diary lies open on the nightstand. He doesn’t even hear me come in, doesn’t see me standing there as he lets out a breathless moan. His face flushes, and he closes his eyes, pretending not to notice when I clear my throat. He knows I’ve caught him. He knows he wants me to.

I should leave, I think to myself, but I’m curious to see what he’ll do when he notices me.

I stand there, watching him avoid my gaze, every quick movement of his hand telling me something I never expected to see. His eyes flick to me, then back to the worn pages of the diary, his fingers absently touching the stories of my past. So many wild nights, so many men. I used to wonder what Mike would think if he knew about them all. Now I know.

The shock should have left me frozen, but my body has already skipped ahead. Pulse racing. Breath catching.

He’s fucking into it. The thought turns me on more than I ever could imagine. Pussy, wet and eager. I'm surprised by the rawness of my desire, by the thrill that rushes through me as I see him like this. It’s as if he’s stripped himself bare, every defense down, letting me see the part of him he never dared to share.

Crushed sheets. Tense muscles. The diary’s cracked leather open to a well-worn page. The look of him, the state of our bedroom—it all reveals how long he’s kept his fantasy hidden. How much he needs this. It makes my mouth dry and my chest tight, the way his hand never stops even as I step inside. How long has he wanted me to see this? How long has he craved what he never dared to ask for?

Mike still doesn’t say a word. The muscles in his forearm tighten, and his breath hitches in quick, desperate gulps. He shifts slightly, trying to mask the moan that escapes him, but I hear it. I hear everything. My head spins as I let it sink in, the heat rising between us. He wants this. He wants to watch me. He wants to watch them.

His desire stands out against every line of his face, every taut sinew of his body. He's still in work clothes, shirt untucked and bunched at the waist. My eyes lock on the scene before me, unwilling to miss a single detail as he puts himself on display. It's a fucking revelation.

Mike meets my eyes at last, his hand pausing just long enough to make me think he might stop, that he might try to explain himself. Instead, his fingers tighten on his cock, and I see the moment he gives in. The embarrassment fades, the tension in his face smoothing to a look of pure arousal as he finally understands that I want this too. That I want him like this.

I say nothing, not yet, letting the silence speak for me. The power of it charges the air, heightening every movement he makes. He watches me watch him, and something bolder replaces the flush of shame. Something hotter. My presence in the room adds fuel to his fire, and his motions become even more frantic.

I move closer, letting my footsteps be the only sound that competes with his breathing. The pleasure of his humiliation is like a drug to him. I see the precise moment he ceases to care about his capture, when his desire outweighs all else. Jess, the dutiful wife, would pretend not to notice. Jess, the woman he married, would have left him to his secrets, giving him space to hide from the truth. But he never married that woman, not really. And this Jess stands right where she is, pushing him without a single word.

He shifts again, eyes on my face, waiting for me to say something. Anything. But I stay silent, making him squirm, making him strain. My god. He’s beautiful like this. A million plans race through my head as I savor the sight of him, plans to make him beg, make him plead. To give him everything he’s ever wanted.

I want him to cum. Here and now, I insist he act, holding the accounts of my other lovers, my eyes burning into his soul. I’ve never seen him this close to losing control. And the more he loses it, the more I take it.

His chest rises and falls with quick, uneven breaths, and his eyes are wide, caught between hope and need. A final step brings me right to the edge of the bed. I let him feel my breath on his skin. His entire body tenses, and I know what it will take to finish him.

My voice is barely above a whisper. “Do it, baby.”

The words wrap around him, a hot permission that sends him crashing past the point of no return. He gasps as the first wave hits, as cum spurts from him, glistening across his hand. My hand closes over his, and I feel every shudder, every pulse. Spasm after spasm, it covers his wrist and drips to the sheets. His eyes stay locked on mine, and he cums like a man possessed.

“That’s right,” I murmur, keeping my grip on him tight. “You want this, don’t you?”

The release leaves him speechless, leaves him helpless. He nods, and I let my smile be his reward.

We both know there’s no going back.

#

The pen glides over the page in dark, deliberate strokes. Details and fantasies, layered with just enough truth to make him doubt, to make him ache. The steady movement matches the rhythm of my heart, of my pulse, of his cock in my hand. I shift in my chair, breath catching as I picture his face, his eyes, his desperate little groans. Picturing him is almost as good as watching him. Almost.

The first entry is almost complete, and already I know I have him. There’s something powerful about seeing it all unfold on paper, about crafting the scenes that will turn his neat, organized world inside out. I pause, remembering how he looked last night, caught between shock and need, and let the memory guide me. My fingers move again, filling the white space with new provocations.

The page before me is blank, eager, ready to take him. Ready to take us both. My mind whirls with a thousand plans, each one bolder than the last, each one designed to push him further. This isn’t just about him watching me. This is about me watching him, making him squirm with every word, every detail. Letting him know I can read him just as easily as I can write.

Wild nights. Stranger’s hands. The subtle shift from my pleasure to his. It all comes together, each stroke of the pen deliberate and dirty, calculated to leave him wondering what’s real. What he reads and what he sees, what I’ve done and what I’m going to do. He won’t be able to tell the difference, and the doubt will be as sweet to him as the truth.

The college diary sits next to me, full of my past. Full of his fantasies. I take a deep breath, savoring how I’ve already turned it against him. How I've already made him the man I need him to be. These new entries are just the start. This new journal will make him fucking insane. My hands never falter, even when I squirm in my chair, feeling the dampness beneath me, feeling his need ignite my own.

My eyes dance with mischief as I think about him finding it. As I imagine him waiting until I’m gone, only to break down and paw through the pages with his eager hands. As I imagine him trying to resist, trying to pretend that he doesn’t want this as much as I do. My lips curve into a knowing smile, and I’m surprised at how easy this is, at how perfect this feels.

I close my eyes and see him. Muscles tense. Shirt undone. Cock rigid under the tight grip of his own fingers. His moans, his release, the twitch and pulse of his orgasm—it fills my head and sets fire to my words. I write them down. All of them. Each word a spark, each sentence a hot, delicious explosion.

The study is quiet, except for the soft scratching of my pen and the sound of my shallow, uneven breaths. It’s almost as intimate as the scene in the bedroom. Almost. The edge of my desk presses into me, but I hardly notice. I’m lost in the heady scent of paper and ink, of lust and longing, of the absolute control I have over him, over this.

I lean back, letting the chair creak beneath me. The anticipation is intoxicating. The idea of him sneaking a look at this journal, heart racing, cock straining—it drives me wild. It drives me to push him harder, further, faster. I sit forward again, unable to resist, unable to stop myself from giving him more.

More than I’ve ever given him before.

That first night. The one that’s already taken him so far. I write it out in vivid detail, the men and the looks they gave me, the way he must have pictured every touch, every kiss. How he couldn’t even finish the story without cumming. How he couldn’t keep his fucking hands off himself. My body heats as I relive it, as I use it to make the next entries even more explicit.

I have him. I have him, and I’m not letting go. Never.

My hand is steady. Confident. It knows what to do, and it doesn’t stop. The black ink spills over the page, reflecting the dark, urgent needs that neither of us can control.

I flip to a new sheet, running out of room in my mind as quickly as I run out of the room in this book. It’s exhilarating. Exhausting. I want to keep going, but I know when to hold back. When to leave him gasping for more?

My pen hovers, then comes to rest. The last entry is the longest, the dirtiest, the one that will hit him hardest. It’s the story of our new life, written and rewritten in a way that guarantees his submission. There’s no part of him left untouched, no secret left unrevealed.

As he loses control, I gain it.

I let the pen drop, spent but buzzing, and close the journal with a satisfied sigh. The sound echoes in the room, final and deliciously cruel. He thinks he’s going to have to wait to see it. To read it. To touch it. He thinks he’s going to have to bide his time and be a good boy.

Jess, the dutiful wife, would make him wait. But Jess, the woman he married? She knows that he’s aching to be caught again. That it won’t be long before he can’t take it anymore. And that his inability to hold back makes him mine. Completely.

I stand, legs unsteady beneath me, and place the journal on the nightstand next to his side of the bed. Precisely, I know the impact this will have and how far it will push him. I feel the slickness between my thighs and the flush on my cheeks, and I know what this will do to me, too.

His release is as inevitable as mine.


Chapter 2

My fingers trail over the last word in my diary before I snap it shut and place it by the fresh lilies. I smile, arranging it just so, making sure the instant Mike walks through the door, his eyes will lock onto the cover and his pulse will race. He enters, face flushed from a day in the office, scanning the room as expected. I'm breathless with anticipation as I wait to see whether his reaction is what I desire. He walks straight to it, fingers trembling as he picks it up. I watch from the doorway, hidden just enough to observe but not to be observed. I'm fucking thrilled at his hesitancy, the way his hands skim the cover as if the leather might burn him. He's unsure if he wants to know what's inside or if he wants to ignore it. But I know him too well. As soon as he reads, I see his breath go shallow, his cheeks darkening with arousal, maybe with anger. I lick my lips, knowing that I've captured his attention more completely than he yet realizes.

I adjust my angle to get the best view of Mike's next moments. I want to see everything, the expressions that flit across his face, the way his posture changes as he reads my words. In the middle of the living room, the diary is a beacon, drawing him in. I'm pleased with how perfectly I've set this up, every detail considered. His slow approach, his slight pause before reaching for it, these are more satisfying than I imagined. Each gesture speaks of his inner turmoil. Will he open it? I know he can't resist. Not for long. And as he finally flips to the first page, I feel a thrill that vibrates through me, a sweet, intoxicating confirmation of my power over him.

My eyes stay locked on him, savoring each subtle change in his expression. His face, always so composed, now reveals everything he's feeling. There's the initial shock, the widening of his eyes as he absorbs the first few lines. He thinks he's prepared, that he knows what to expect. He's wrong. The further he reads, the more vivid my descriptions become, and the less sure he looks. His cheeks flush deeper, his breath comes shorter. My words are having the exact effect I intended, a cocktail of jealousy and desire that's almost too potent to handle. I love seeing him like this, thrown off balance by something he thought he could control.

Mike's fingers trace the edges of the pages, hesitating over each new revelation. My accounts are explicit, leaving nothing to his imagination, painting wild, uninhibited scenes that unsettle him in ways I find endlessly fascinating. I can tell the moment a particular entry hits him hard; he shifts his stance, and his hand grips the diary tighter. His mind must be spinning, trying to make sense of what he's reading, wondering which parts are true and which are mere fantasy. The beauty is, I won't tell him. Not yet. Let him wonder, let him stew in the not knowing. That's where the genuine thrill lies for both of us.

I pull back a little, giving myself space to enjoy this moment without getting lost in it. It's tempting to jump in, to confront him and push his buttons even further, but I hold back. There's more pleasure in watching him struggle, letting him process each scandalous sentence in isolation. My strategy is unfolding perfectly, better than I planned. The diary, with its seductive leather cover, becomes a symbol of everything he fears and everything he craves. He thought he understood me, thought he had our life mapped out. Now he's realizing there's more, so much more, and I'm the only one who knows the complete story.

As Mike turns another page, his breaths grow uneven, a clear sign of how deep he's into this. I wonder if he notices how hard his own heart is pounding, or if he's too caught up in the storm of emotions. The mixture of pain and pleasure, curiosity and dread, is palpable even from where I stand. This is my art, and he's my canvas. I watch as he swallows hard, the veins on his neck standing out as he fights to keep control. But control is slipping away from him. I can see it in every taut line of his body.

With each new paragraph, his mind dives deeper into my world, a world where the lines between fidelity and fantasy blur. I describe things he never dreamed I'd dare, possibilities that push his limits and ignite his deepest, unspoken desires. He's teetering on the edge, unsure of how to react, unsure of himself. This uncertainty is the gift I give him, wrapped in tension and sealed with lust. And it's a gift that keeps on giving, with every new entry he's yet to discover. I know he wants to confront me, to demand explanations, but for now, he reads in silence, drowning in the sea of my words.

I'm transfixed by his transformation, by the way he's consumed by what he thought would destroy him. Instead, it consumes him. Each sentence a hook, pulling him further into the depths of his conflicted psyche. And I am the patient angler, reeling him in, playing him expertly. As he nears the end, his pace quickens, a desperate, frenetic need to understand overtaking him. I feel the power I have over him in every glance, in every hitch of his breath. And I know this is only the beginning of a much larger game.

Finally, Mike slams the diary shut, his face a mask of shock, desire, and betrayal. He's exactly where I want him. I slip away quietly, leaving him to stew in the chaos I've created. My heart pounds in my chest as I think about what I'll write next, how I'll push him further than he ever thought he could go. Each entry is a challenge, a temptation, a whispered promise of more. My plans are falling into place, and the anticipation of his next reaction is as thrilling as anything I could have hoped for.

#

Greg spots me from across the lounge, his gaze as focused and steady as always. The lighting casts a sleek glow over everything, but it's nothing compared to the way he looks in that fitted shirt. I walk toward him, my steps deliberate, letting the anticipation build with each second that separates us.

"You're even better looking when you're on time," I tease, my voice carrying a playful lilt.

He laughs, a warm, deep sound that matches the rest of him. We don't waste time on small talk; our chemistry has always skipped past pleasantries. Instead, I brush against his arm, just enough to hint at everything I have in mind.

In response, he gave a light squeeze, a charged touch that promises more. "You seem like you're in a hurry," Greg notes, arching an eyebrow.

I give him my best coy smile, knowing it drives him crazy. "You have no idea," I reply, letting my fingers linger on his forearm.

He catches my meaning, and we both know we're not staying in this crowded lounge for long. I lean in, lips close to his ear.

"We have a corner with our names on it," I whisper, breathy and provocative.

The space behind the training area is quieter, more private, perfect for what I have in mind. We move quickly, our bodies drawing closer with each step. The anticipation is electric, crackling between us like a live wire. My heart races, not just from the physical exertion, but from the thought of Mike, alone at home, wondering exactly what I'm doing and with whom. Greg pulls me in, and the world fades. It's just the two of us, and I'm fucking ready for this.

He presses me against the wall, his hands exploring, claiming.

"You act like I’m going to wear you out," he jokes, lifting me onto a workout bench.

I pull him closer, not missing a beat. "Let's see who outlasts who," I challenge, wrapping my legs around him as he pushes into me. The pace is fast from the start, our need for each other is urgent and intense. I moan, loving how good he feels, how reckless and uninhibited this is. With each thrust, I think of Mike, of the jealousy I know he's feeling, and it turns me on even more. "Greg," I gasp, digging my nails into his back, urging him on.

Our movements sync perfectly, a hard and sweaty rhythm that matches our breathing. Greg holds nothing back, and I match his energy, grinding against him, savoring every sensation.

"Tell me what he knows," Greg pants, his words coming between thrusts.

I meet his eyes, loving the dark desire I see there. "Everything," I taunt, gasping as I feel my release building. I hold him tighter, our bodies moving in a blur of motion and need. "He knows you’re inside me," I cry out, and with those words, we both lose it, giving in to the wild pleasure.

I feel his cum inside me, hot and filling, and it's exactly what I wanted. My climax follows, crashing over me in waves, and I ride him until we're both spent and panting.

After a moment, Greg pulls back, his grin as wide as I've ever seen it. "I guess he does," he says, helping me up.

We make our way back to the lounge, our steps slower but just as sure. I know I'm still wet with him, and the thought of it sends another thrill through me. We sit, pretending we have all the time in the world, and I let my hand drift to his leg.

"This was fun," I say, underplaying the fire that's still burning in me.

Greg leans back, casual, but there's a heat in his gaze that betrays him.

"Next time I want it in my mouth," I whisper, watching his eyes darken at my boldness.

He cups my face, kissing me hard, then softer, as if he’s promising much more to come.

"Careful what you wish for," he replies, his tone playful yet full of intent.

We part ways, and as I head home, I feel the remnants of our time together with each step. My mind is already racing with how I'll capture it all for Mike.

Back at the apartment, I don't waste a moment. The diary waits for me, just where Mike left it. The sight of it makes my heart race. I'm still feeling Greg, every hot, messy bit of him, and I use that sensation to fuel my writing.

The words spill out, explicit and vivid, recounting every touch and thrust, every sound and taste. I include all the details that will drive Mike wild, the things he'll never be sure if he should want or fear. It's the perfect story, a new chapter in our ongoing game, and I can almost see his face as he reads it.

When I'm done, I place the fresh page into the diary, angling it so he'll know it's new. So he'll know exactly where I was and what I was doing while he waited at home, wondering. I feel fucking invincible, knowing I have this kind of power over him, knowing he'll find this entry and react just as intensely as before. I lean back, closing my eyes for a moment, savoring how completely I've upended his world. Greg's cum is still inside me, and it's a reminder of exactly what I've just done and how much more there is to do.

The thrill of it all pulses through me, and I can hardly contain myself. I think of Mike discovering the new entry, how he'll go from surprise to anger to arousal, just like before, only improved. This is what I want, the chaos and the lust, the way his jealousy makes him need me even more.

I feel the wetness between my legs, and it only excites me further. Mike's here, and I'm filled with Greg. The thought is as consuming as the act itself. I let myself get lost in it, in the satisfaction of another plan well executed, and in the anticipation of the next reaction I'll provoke.


Chapter 3

Mike’s work party was as exciting as I expected it to be, boring. I recognized a few of his colleagues, but the one I really wanted to talk to was his best friend, Frank.

“Babe, I need to talk to some people. Will you be OK for a few minutes?” Mike says, smiling at me.

I smiled sweetly and nodded, watching Mike as he navigated through the crowd.

Finally, I spot Frank across the room, holding a drink and talking with some coworkers. He towers over them in his suit, every inch the commanding figure he projects at work. With Mike busy chatting with a friend about football or finances, I make my move.

"Frank!" I call, weaving through the crowd, my smile warm and inviting.

He turns, surprised at first, then grins. "Jess," he says, drawing out my name with a hint of amusement. "I was wondering when I'd see you." He raises his glass in a mock toast. "Here to monitor Mike?"

"I'm letting him roam tonight," I reply, sidling up to him. "You know how he loves these parties." I let my shoulder brush against his arm. "What about you? Enjoying yourself?"

He shrugs, an easy, practiced gesture. "Trying to," he says. "These things always feel like work." His eyes flicker over me, taking in my tight dress and playful expression. "Though some parts are more interesting than others."

We laugh, and I notice his glance dipping to my cleavage. He's trying to be discreet, but I can tell when a man wants something. "It's been too long," I say, looking up at him with wide, innocent eyes. "I barely see you these days."

"I'm around," he says, voice low. "But you're hard to pin down."

"You should try harder," I tease, letting the words hang between us. His look is more direct now, intrigued and a little uncertain. I sip my drink, watching him over the rim of my glass. He's exactly where I want him.

I inch closer, feeling the warmth of his body against mine. "We should catch up," I suggest, the implication obvious. His breath hitches, just a little, and I can almost hear the calculations in his mind.

"Think we can sneak off with no one noticing?" he asks, still playing the cautious professional.

"Only one way to find out," I reply, grabbing his hand and leading him through the throng.

We weave past colleagues and the occasional curious glance, slipping down the dim hallway. Frank hesitates as we pass Mike, but I just laugh and pull him along. He's mine for the night, and he knows it.

I shove him into an empty conference room and lock the door, turning to see him standing there, wide-eyed and aroused. "I can't believe this is happening," he says, shaking his head.

"Believe it," I whisper, sinking to my knees. "Mike will when I tell him."

His cock is already rock hard, straining against his pants. I unbutton him with deliberate slowness, savoring the way he shivers as I tug his pants down. "God, Jess," he groans, as I wrap my hand around his thick shaft.

I lick the tip, teasing him, tasting the salty promise of what’s coming. "I know you want it," I say, looking up at him. "You always did." My tongue swirls around the head of his cock, and he lets out a rough, needy sound.

I take him in my mouth, feeling him throb and swell as I suck him off. He fills me so completely that I can barely breathe, but I don't stop. I never stop. His hands grip my hair, his careful facade breaking apart with every desperate thrust.

"You sure Mike wants this?" he pants, trying to hold on to his disbelief.

"More than anything," I murmur around his cock, the words vibrating through him. I suck him harder, feeling the heat build, feeling him strain and pulse as I push him to the edge. His desire grows wilder, matching my own, until I know he can't hold back.

I pull back for a moment, stroking him with my hand, feeling the slickness of his need. "You're so much bigger than he is," I say, letting my voice drip with appreciation.

That does it. He groans and bucks, and then his cum erupts, hot and thick and overwhelming. I swallow as fast as I can, but there's too much. It spills over my lips, drips down my chin, coats my fingers in creamy heat.

Frank watches me, chest heaving, as I lick his release from my lips. "Fuck," he says, half in awe, half in shock.

I smile, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand. "Next time," I tell him, "Mike would love to watch." I stand and kiss him lightly on the mouth, letting him taste the remnants of his own orgasm. He shudders, and I know he'll be thinking about this for weeks.

I leave him there, stunned and spent, and slip back into the party. The noise and light envelop me as I find Mike, who looks up with a question in his eyes.

"Where'd you disappear to?" he asks, his tone half-joking.

"Oh, nowhere important," I say, kissing him on the cheek. I wonder if he can taste Frank on my lips, and if he knows how much that thought turns me on.

The rest of the evening blurs by, the memory of Frank's cum vivid on my tongue. Later, in the quiet of our home, I write it all down, every sordid detail. I leave the pages where I know Mike will find them, and fall asleep with a satisfied smile, dreaming of the way his cock will react when he does.

#

I find Mike in his office; the pages spread out like a crime scene on his desk. His expression is a perfect blend of arousal and horror, eyes darting from the paper to the bulge in his pants.

"You weren't supposed to see that yet," I giggle, tracing my finger over the thick vein in his neck. He's shocked and speechless, just the way I like him. The story of Frank's cum in my mouth is still fresh in his mind, and I'm betting it's not the only thing that's fresh.

I press up against him, letting my thigh graze his erection. "Didn't take you long to find it," I purr, reaching down to squeeze him through his pants. "Or to get hard."

He lets out a shaky breath, his composure unraveling. "Jess," he starts, voice a mixture of accusation and desperation. "You...you really did this? At the party?"

"Surprised?" I ask, flicking my tongue over his lip. "Or just jealous?"

His cock twitches in my hand, betraying his attempt at outrage. "I can't believe you did this," he says, but his tone is all arousal, no anger.

"I can't believe how hard you are," I counter, pushing him back into his chair. I straddle him, feeling the heat of his need against my already wet pussy. His hands hover near my waist, unsure whether to pull me closer or push me away.

"This isn't funny, Jess," he says, but I catch the way his hips lift to meet mine.

I rock against him, grinding his cock through his pants. "I know," I reply, letting my lips brush his ear. "It's fucking hot."

He groans, low and tortured, as I keep rubbing against him. The more I tease, the more he wants it, and the more he wants it, the wetter I get. "You got off on this," he says, accusation fading into awe.

"More than you'll ever know," I whisper, kissing him deep and slow, letting him taste how much Frank's cum turned me on.

The tension breaks, and he kisses me back with hungry abandon. I pull away with a laugh, unbuttoning my blouse. "Look how crazy it makes you," I say, tossing it aside. "You're about to cum in your pants."

He swallows hard, trying to catch his breath. "You're unbelievable," he says, but there's admiration in it now.

"You have seen nothing yet," I promise, pushing him to the breaking point. "Think about how wild it would be if Frank watched you fuck me."

"Jesus, Jess," he gasps, and I know he's close to losing it.

I slide off his lap, unzipping his pants and freeing his cock. It's rock hard, desperate, and I straddle him again, sinking onto him with a moan.

"Fuck," he groans, grabbing my hips as I ride him. "You're so wet."

"I told you how much it turned me on," I say, bouncing up and down, watching his face twist with pleasure. "I bet it's even better now, isn't it?"

He's beyond words, gripping me tighter, thrusting into me like he needs it more than air. "Say it, Mike," I demand, controlling the pace. "Say you want it."

He bucks his hips, fingers digging into my skin. "I want it," he chokes out. "I want it so bad."

I grin, knowing I've pushed him exactly where I want. "Now show me," I whisper, lying back on the desk and pulling him down on top of me. "Fuck me like you mean it."

He does. He really does. With each thrust, he pushes deeper inside me, my legs tightly wound around him while he gives his all. The desk shakes beneath us, paper scattering, and I let out a shameless cry, pushing him to go even harder.

"Frank could fuck me this hard," I taunt, breathless and wild.

It drives him over the edge. He rams into me, gritting his teeth, thrusting with abandon. "Fuck, Jess!" he shouts, and I feel his cock swell, feel him explode inside me.

He collapses against me, panting, and I stroke his hair with a satisfied smile. I have him right where I want him, in every way. "You love this, don't you?" I ask softly.

He nods, still catching his breath, and I kiss him, sealing the truth between us.

#

The door opens, and I can’t believe my audacity. Frank pulls me off Greg's cock, my mouth gasping for air, and hoists me against the wall while Mike stands paralyzed. Frank's cock slams into me, and my shriek rattles the windowpanes as Greg unzips, ready to switch. I don't remember cumming harder. That’s how I start my entry, but the raw thrill of reliving our threesome makes it impossible to stick to just one memory. My journal gets everything. By the time I imagine Mike there with us, it's hard to tell fantasy from fact.

Frank’s mouth is on my neck as he thrusts into me. He groans, a rough sound that rips through the air, and I see Mike with his cock out, watching. I write in a frenzy; the words bleeding into each other with unrestrained heat. I'm on my knees, sucking them off, and Mike stands there, transfixed, as they fuck me until I scream.

It’s true what I told Frank. Mike wanted it more than anything. Even if he wasn’t really there, even if it’s only my imagination that makes him stroke his cock, I know I’m right. That's the version I put in my journal, the one that turns me on the most.

I'm at the center of everything, awash with desire, knowing I control them all. My words rush across the page as Frank and Greg switch, their movements perfectly timed, their bodies giving me everything I want. I write the truth and more than the truth. I write until I cum again, just as hard as I did that night.

They touch me all over, and I'm gone, lost in the physical memory. I add details that happened and details I wish had, and soon the boundaries don't matter. My body strains, pulled to its limits, and the tension breaks when Mike walks in, watching them take me. I give him what he craves most, let him see how much I need it. His and my fantasy twine together recklessly, filling the page.

I am flushed and wet, knowing what I want. My thoughts linger on the men, on the way they pushed me, on the heat of their cum and how Mike would have given anything to see it. I hold nothing back, least of all the thrill of watching Mike watch me, knowing he’s caught between desire and disbelief, between horror and need. That night was for him, even if he wasn't there.

My hands tremble with excitement as I write it, and once I imagine Mike in the room with us, I can't stop. I write it all down. My cunt clenched tight, aching for more.

It's impossible to stick to just one memory when I'm this hot; this turned on, so I take it further. I write about Frank pulling out. The raw moment they make me beg, the way their cum coats me. I write until my arousal makes it hard to breathe.

Closing the journal, I bite my lip, ready to explode from the memory and the fantasy. I know I’m flushed, dripping, and the heat between my legs demands more than words. Sliding a hand down, I envision their presence and touching me all over. I'm so close. So fucking close.

"Mike," I moan, part tease, part desperate plea. I remember his face as he watches, picture it so clearly it feels real. My hips move, fingers pushing in, and I scream his name. "Mike!"

The door opens. I gasp and try to look surprised, but seeing him stand there with a familiar, shocked expression only makes me hotter.

"Didn't expect you so soon," I say, letting my hand stay between my legs, knowing he sees it all.

He stares at me, then at the journal. "You weren't supposed to—" he starts, but the words catch, and his face is perfect, caught between anger and lust.

"See this?" I finish teasing. "Find it before I wanted you to?" I arch my back a little, just enough to keep him transfixed.

His eyes are dark, and I see his struggle not to look at my hand, at my tits, at the heat of my body. It's a struggle he's losing. "You really did it," he says, more to himself than to me. He grabs the journal, and I hear his breath catch as he skims the pages.

"Think you can handle reading it out loud?" I ask, pulling my hand from my soaked cunt. "Or do you need some help?"

I stretch, lazy and deliberate, and he can’t hide his erection or his fascination. My smell fills the air, the scent of my cum on my fingers.

His grip on the journal is tight, knuckles white with strain. "This is what you wanted?" he asks, trying to sound in control. "For me to see?"

I know that tone. It's what he uses when he's trying to convince himself he's mad. But his bulging pants tell me all I need to know. "Go on, Mike," I say, full of mischief and certainty. "Read it to me."

His hands shake as he finds his place. "The door opens, and I can't believe my audacity," he begins, voice catching on each word. "Frank pulls me off Greg's cock—"

I interrupt with a satisfied laugh. "So you can find out just how much you like it?"

"Jess!" My name is half a warning, half a plea, and it's all arousal. "You're serious about this?" But he doesn't stop reading, doesn't put it down.

"I'm serious about how hard it's making you," I say, arching my back again. "Are you going to jerk off while you read it?"

He swallows, and his face is the best mix of outrage and desire. "This isn't funny," he says, but he can't stop looking at me, can't stop seeing me touch myself.

"Neither was that night," I reply. "Just unbelievably hot."

His composure cracks, and I know the truth hits him as hard as his fantasies do.

"Get over being mad," I tell him, watching his control slip. "You just can’t fulfill my needs like another man might." I move closer, see him stiffen and then yield, wanting to resist but unable to. "Or like two men might."

He's silent, struggling, his breath short and desperate. I seize the moment, pulling his tie loose, letting my fingers brush his flushed skin.

He closes his eyes, breaking down in front of me, and I know I've won. He's lost in the memory, in the words, in his need. I push him back, claiming him completely, my power absolute.

"You know you want this," I say, tying him to the chair, making sure he can't get away. "Just admit it."

"Fuck, Jess," he says, his last defense shattered. I see the surrender, the wildness.

"Now let me show you," I say, straddling him, pulling my panties aside. My wetness is overwhelming, slick and hot on his cock.

"Jesus," he groans, as I slide down, taking him in, feeling him pulse inside me. His resistance is gone, replaced by urgent need.

I ride him, fierce and fast, knowing he's on the edge. "The journal's already becoming reality," I say, breathless with exertion. "You’re living it, just like you want."

His hips jerk up, fucking me back. "I don't want—" he starts, but I see the way he strains, the way his eyes roll back, the way he can't help but thrust harder.

"You do," I counter, grinding down, giving him everything. "Say it, Mike. Say you want it."

His whole body shudders, muscles tight. "I want it," he gasps, raw and exposed. "I want it all."

My laughter is pure satisfaction, and I can tell he's close, desperate. I push him to the brink, make him feel what it's like to live my fantasy. I clench around him, wet and wild, until he can't hold back, until he cums so hard he shakes, lost in the force of it.

It's even better than my journal, and as I kiss him, I know we'll do it again.


Chapter 4

“I can’t take this anymore Jess!” Mike says as he slams his hand on my diary.

With a fiery gaze, I meet Mike's eyes, feeling the weight of his emotions in the air between us.

"You want to know what's real and what's not, Mike?" I challenge, my voice dripping with a mix of defiance and desire.

I flip through the pages of my diary, pausing at certain entries that had fueled his jealousy. "This? This was real," I admit, tracing my finger over a steamy recount of a rendezvous that sent shivers down my spine even now.

Mike's jaw tightens as he processes my words, his eyes flickering with a myriad of conflicting emotions. "I... I want to be part of it, Jess. Please," he pleads, his vulnerability laid bare in that moment.

A smirk dances across my lips as I lean in closer, my breath mingling with his. "Oh, you can be part of it, Mike," I whisper, feeling a rush of power at the game unfolding before me. “But only if you become my cuckold.”

I know how he’ll react before he even says anything. That stunned look in his eyes, his jaw going slack, the way his fingers twitch and curl around the pages as if they might burn him. He takes a slow, shaky breath, then another, like he’s trying to ground himself. My poor husband. He shifts in his seat, glancing down at my diary.

It’s a new entry, and I watch as he skims the words. I can almost see the images forming in his head—my written confessions of things that might be true or might be fantasies, laced with enough detail to blur the line. I wonder which part makes his heart pound hardest. Is it my vivid description of Greg’s cock? Or how much I loved it inside me?

The sleekness of the table reflects the sharpness of my intentions. Each page a mirror to Mike's inner chaos. His voice is unsteady when he finally finds it.

"Jess," he starts, looking up at me with something between accusation and awe, "were they better?"

“Than you?” I ask, grinning. “You aren’t ready for the truth.”

“How many are real?” He asked, his fingers tracing the paper in front of him.

”I gave you everything, true and not, and let you play your own game with it." I keep my tone light, but my words cut deep, surgical and precise. "You enjoyed reading them, didn’t you? All those nights, alone with my diary?"

I watch him wrestle with the shame of being caught, the thrill of knowing I set this trap just for him. His face turns a deeper shade of red, a lovely match to the lines on the pages. He glances at another sheet, and then another, my written voice echoing in his ears, relentless and provocative.

"You craved my stories," I say. I take a step closer, my presence as overwhelming as the scattered papers.

He shakes his head slightly, as if to deny it, but the truth is there, raw and exposed. I can see the fight in him, the part that wants to deny what I’m saying and the part that knows it’s useless. It’s almost cruel how much I enjoy this moment.

I hold my position, letting the silence creep in until he’s desperate to fill it.

"I—" He swallows hard. "I just wanted—"

"What? To know if they were true?" I give him a smile that is anything but reassuring. "Does it matter, as long as they excite you?"

Mike looks back at the page in his hands, then at the pile in front of him. I know he remembers every word he read, every scenario I painted, real or not. My lips part slightly, and I catch his eyes with mine.

"You’ve never been so hard as when you think of me with other men, have you? All those entries about Greg... You came so fast. Didn’t you, Mike?"

He flinches at the directness of my words. It’s delicious. How he squirms.

"Jess, I..." His voice falters. He can’t even lie to me now. "I want—" His hands clench, his body wound tight, his desire wrapped in layers of confusion and need.

"You want to be part of my adventures," I say, finishing for him.

He nods, helpless, but I’m not about to let him off that easily. I keep my gaze locked on his, unblinking.

"I can’t... it’s just... " He tries again, stumbling over the words. "It’s hard to—"

"Watch me fuck someone else?" I supply. "Yes, it will be. And that’s exactly what you need, isn’t it? That’s what turns you on the most."

His breathing picks up, and I see his shoulders tense as he fights the emotions swelling inside him. He’s struggling, but it won’t be long before he gives in.

"You'll only allow me if..." he says, leaving it unfinished, like he can't quite bear to say the words out loud.

I take another step toward him, my voice smooth and certain. "If you become my cuckold," I repeat, drawing out every syllable like an invitation. "That’s the price."

He bites his lip, caught in the tightest corner of his own making. I see him wrestling with the same emotions I've watched unfold since the first time I teased him about wanting this. It's even better now, watching him live in the reality of my challenge.

I drop into a lower, softer tone, coaxing. "Do you want to watch me? Want to see me with him and know you're the reason?"

His silence is thick, charged with desire he can’t hide from. Not from me, not from himself.

"I’m going to do it, you know. Going to let him fuck me right here." I gesture to the center of the room, where I’ll make him watch. "And you’re going to love it, Mike."

His mouth opens, then closes again, his tongue wetting his lips as he fights the inevitable.

I can almost taste his surrender. "Just admit it, baby," I whisper. "Tell me."

"God," he groans, his breath escaping in a rush. "I want it. I want you to—"

I cut him off with a satisfied laugh. "Then say it. Say you want to be my cuckold."

There’s a long pause, the last battle raging inside him, until it finally breaks free.

"Yes," he chokes out. "I want to be your cuckold."

It’s more beautiful than I imagined, seeing him like this. His submission washes over him, leaving him raw and vulnerable and more mine than ever before. I smile, a slow, indulgent curve of my lips, letting him know just how much I enjoy this.

"Good," I say, so calm and assured. "Now you understand what I want. And what you want too."

I turn, leaving him to stew in his own desire, and I feel his eyes follow me.

"But," he tries one last time, "you’re really going to let him..."

My grin widens. "Fuck me?" I finish for him again. "Right here, where you can watch every second. You won’t miss a thing."

The words hang between us, undeniable and real.

He sinks back into the couch, the change in him as clear as the skyline behind us. Breathless and disarmed, his usual confidence has vanished. He almost looks relieved, the tension leaving his body as he accepts his place. It’s perfect.

I give him one more glance, the diary still in his hands. "You’ll see soon enough," I say, each word heavy with promise.

He doesn’t even try to respond, just watches me, shaking and wide-eyed. His body language tells me everything I need to know: he’s completely, deliciously overwhelmed.

I wait a beat, then two, just to enjoy the silence I leave him in. It’s my favorite sound.

#

Greg is early, his presence bold and familiar as I open the door and let him in. The confident way he strides past me tells me everything I need to know. I call Mike over, knowing he’ll obey. I’ve given him a lot to think about, but I can tell from the look in his eyes that this will be more than he imagined. Greg’s casual, perfectly fitted clothes hint at what’s underneath. "You know what I want you to do," I say to Mike, a command more than a question, and gesture to the shadows in the room's corner. The dim light catches the tension in his face, illuminating just how new and terrifying and exciting this is for him. He sits where I told him, his hands unsteady in his lap. "Watch me," I instruct, and begin.

Greg settles into the room, every movement smooth and self-assured. He smiles at me, a flash of teeth that hints at our history, our shared secret. I guide him to the center of the room, right where Mike can’t miss a single moment. I let Greg feel my confidence, let him know I’m the one orchestrating this entire display.

"Ready?" Greg asks, low enough for only me to hear.

"Always," I reply, casting a glance back at Mike.

Mike’s eyes are wide, his breath already ragged as he watches us. He sits on the edge of the armchair, just as I told him, engulfed by shadows and uncertainty. His hands shake slightly, and I know he’s fighting the familiar battle of jealousy and desire. It thrills me to see him like this, powerless and eager.

I pull Greg close, wrapping my arms around him. He’s warm and solid, a perfect contrast to Mike’s nervous energy. The city lights paint us in shades of gold and silver, making the moment cinematic and electric. I’m aware of every breath Mike takes, every time he shifts and tries to get comfortable with his new reality.

"You’re going to enjoy this, Mike," I say, more a declaration than a promise.

Greg and I are inches apart, the anticipation between us a live wire. I reach for him, drawing him into a deep, possessive kiss. My lips claim his, and I know Mike can see how much I want this. The sound of the kiss is loud in the quiet room, each gasp and exhale echoing off the walls, making it impossible for Mike to ignore what’s happening.

I break the kiss, just long enough to give Mike a look that says, Watch closely. This is what you wanted. Then I turn my full attention back to Greg, knowing the effect it has on my husband, sitting helplessly in the corner.

Greg’s hands find my hips, pulling me against him. We fit together perfectly, his athletic body aligning with mine in ways I know drive Mike crazy. I press myself into Greg, letting him feel my eagerness. He’s hard already, his cock straining against his jeans, and I know just how to make Mike suffer with that knowledge.

"Like this," I say, reaching down to rub Greg through his pants. My words are a command, my touch an invitation.

Greg groans, low and appreciative, and the sound cuts through the room, sharp and clear. I feel Mike’s reaction as much, the way he tenses and bites his lip. It’s exquisite.

"You’ve been thinking about this, haven’t you?" I say, knowing it applies to both men.

My fingers work on Greg’s zipper, and I can almost hear Mike’s heartbeat from across the room. The air is thick with anticipation, charged and heavy, each second stretched tight. I free Greg’s cock, stroking him slowly, deliberately, showing Mike just how much I’m enjoying myself.

"Watch me," I remind Mike, and he can’t look away.

Greg peels my shirt over my head, and I let him. I’m not wearing a bra, and my nipples harden in the cool air, standing out against my skin. I arch my back, pushing my breasts forward, giving both men an unobstructed view. I feel Mike’s eyes on me, hungry and desperate, and I know he’s already imagining how this will end.

My shorts fall to the floor, leaving me in nothing but a pair of barely-there panties. Greg slips a finger beneath the fabric, teasing me with a touch that sends shivers down my spine. I moan, loud and unrestrained, the sound echoing in the dimly lit room.

"Fuck, Jess," Mike breathes, unable to contain himself.

I love how weak he sounds, how affected he is. I slip the panties down my legs and toss them aside, stepping fully into view, fully exposed. Greg’s hands roam my body, tracing lines I know Mike wishes he could follow.

I kiss Greg again, deeper this time, my tongue dancing with his. I guide his hands to my ass, urging him to lift me. He does, effortlessly, my legs wrapping around his waist, my arms draping over his shoulders. My wetness is hot against him, and I grind my hips, letting him feel just how much I want this.

Mike shifts in his seat, the jealousy written all over his face. He looks so fucking delicious like this.

Greg carries me across the room, his movements strong and confident. He sits on the edge of the couch, letting me straddle him, my thighs framing his. I lower myself onto him, inch by slow, torturous inch, and I know it’s killing Mike to watch.

The first thrust is hard, deep. My body meets Greg’s in a perfect, frantic rhythm. I ride him, fast and eager, every movement a provocation. I’m shameless, uninhibited, my moans raw and unfiltered as I let Greg fuck me like I need.

Mike’s face is a study in contradictions—arousal and agony, longing and surrender. He’s already gone, already mine, already lost in the haze of his new reality.

"Say it, baby," I call to him, my voice broken and breathless. "Say you want this."

His hands are unsteady in his lap, his breath catching as he struggles to form words. He looks at me, at us, at everything he thought he couldn’t handle.

"I want it," he admits, and I can hear the defeat and desire in his voice. "I want this."

I let out a satisfied laugh, and it carries through the room, filling every corner with my dominance. I bounce harder on Greg’s cock, letting him fill me completely. Each thrust brings me closer, my cries growing louder, and I know Mike is right there with me, feeling every fucking second.

Greg’s hands grip my waist, pulling me down onto him with an urgency that matches my own. He’s close, and I am too, on the edge, so near I can taste it. I hold nothing back, letting Mike see me exactly as I am, as I know he wants me to be.

"Jess," Mike moans, one last plea as he watches me lose myself.

It sends me over, the sound of his voice, the sight of him crumbling. I let go, shattering around Greg, my orgasm hot and relentless. I cry out, again and again, riding the waves of pleasure as Greg spills inside me, his release flooding me in hot, pulsing bursts.

We collapse together, breathing hard, sweat slicking our bodies. Greg kisses me, tender, and I know Mike sees that too. I cling to Greg, feeling him still inside me, feeling how perfect this was.

I look up, catching Mike’s gaze as I settle into the afterglow. He’s a wreck, his hands in his hair, his face a mask of disbelief and longing. I love him like this, shaking and undone and so completely mine.

Greg and I disentangle, slowly and with purpose, letting Mike watch every intimate second. I pull away from Greg, his cum slipping down my thighs, and I know it drives Mike insane to see me so thoroughly claimed.

The room is quiet, but the tension is anything but gone. I lock eyes with Mike, a silent challenge, a promise of more. He doesn’t look away, even as I untangle myself from Greg and reach for my clothes.

"You did so well," I say, the words cutting through the silence, leaving no doubt who they’re for. "Both of you."

Mike trembles, a mix of satisfaction and anticipation coursing through him. Greg chuckles, and I can see his admiration for how thoroughly I’ve taken control.

I lean back, luxuriating in the victory, and give Mike a final, knowing smile. It tells him everything he needs to hear. I love the view.


Using All His Rivals In Front of Him


Chapter 1

I greet each new guest with a wide smile, my practiced hostess facade still fresh. They glance at my dress, and their wives hate it instantly. The fitted red silk shows every curve of my body, barely covering my breasts and hugging my hips like a lover's hand.

The heat of everyone's gaze on my figure makes me wet with anticipation. Their eyes crawl over me, drinking in the sight of red silk straining against my curves. I breathe in the power I hold tonight, letting it fill me until I'm dizzy with it. The men can’t look away, their desire so thick I can taste it on my tongue like sweet champagne. Nothing excites me more than their attention, and there’s plenty of it to go around. An alpha like Clint should know better than to bring a pack of wolves into his own home. But his mistake is my pleasure.

This will be a five-year anniversary party to remember, even for the Worthingtons. Guests filter through the sprawling mansion, a network of affairs, truces, and vendettas tied up in designer suits. I count who stares the hardest. Daniel Thompson, Marcus King, and Alexander Lee. They lock in on me, waiting for their chance. I know they’ve been keeping score with Clint for years. I’ll make sure I’m the trophy they remember.

They arrive like they own the place, each one distinct yet all the same, part of Clint's elaborate social chess game. I guide them through the grand entryway, letting them watch me, teasing their eyes.

"Kara," Daniel says, taking my hand with a grin. "You look ravishing."

"Daniel," I purr, brushing my lips against his cheek. "And you're still the best-dressed man in the room."

Marcus eyes me with a knowing look. "Kara, always a pleasure."

"Marcus, I've missed seeing you around," I say, letting my fingers linger on his arm.

"Kara, don't you look absolutely dangerous tonight," Alexander quips with a smirk.

"Alex," I whisper, standing close enough to feel his breath. "I hope you mean it."

They're mine already, a trio of wolves circling, eager for the kill. Clint is nowhere in sight, already off strategizing his next business move. Perfect. I turn back to the next round of guests, my dress a deliberate provocation. Even the furniture envies me tonight.

The mansion glitters with the sort of excess that only the truly rich can muster. The crystal chandeliers hang like frozen fireworks over tables covered in silk and silver. It's Clint's big show of success, but I'm about to steal it.

Daniel watches me from across the room, his eyes undressing me as I greet another guest. He can't wait for round two. Marcus leans against the grand piano, smiling at something I know I shouldn't say. Alexander hovers at the bar, pretending to chat while I know he's calculating his next move. I know I'm winning.

Clint's preoccupied with a group of investors, talking numbers and mergers as he pours them drinks. He doesn't even notice as Daniel corners me by the buffet.

"I can't believe Clint lets you out of his sight," Daniel says, leaning in close.

I laugh, a little too loud. "Clint's been so busy lately, I hardly see him anymore." I touch his chest, a playful brush of fingers. "You should visit more often."

His smile says he's imagining all the ways he will.

I'm the one working the room, and I'm working it hard. My dress clings, my lips promise, and I'm making deals Clint would never dare to. I move to Alexander, letting him feel the heat of my body as I sit beside him.

"How's the startup world treating you, Alex?" I ask, letting my leg press against his.

"Not as well as you are," he replies, eyes fixed on my hemline. "Maybe you can give me some pointers."

"Maybe," I say, my voice a slow tease. "But I think you're already an expert." I lean closer, knowing he can smell my perfume, a mix of innocence and sin.

Marcus is next, and he doesn't bother hiding his intentions. "Clint must be crazy, leaving you all alone like this," he says, grabbing a canape.

"It's amazing how many conferences require overnight stays," I say, feeding him a bite. I let my fingers linger near his lips. "Good thing I have such wonderful friends to keep me company."

He laughs, and it's not the canape he's hungry for.

The wives watch, pretending not to, their eyes full of envy and scorn. Clint is still deep in conversation, oblivious as I charm his greatest enemies. He glances my way, a flicker of something—doubt? Suspicion? I don't care. He'll believe what he wants to, as always. My stage, my audience, and I'm just getting started.

The night swirls around us. Daniel slips a card into my hand when he thinks no one is looking. "In case you need someone to occupy your time," he says with a wink.

"Very tempting," I say, sliding the card into my dress. "But you might have to wait your turn."

Alexander is watching. I make sure he sees where the card disappears. "How's the party, Alex?" I ask as I take his arm, a flash of red against his dark sleeve.

"Could use a refill," he says, and I know he means more than his beverage. I brush against him, a deliberate taunt, and his smile promises we'll be seeing more of each other.

It's so easy, it's almost boring. They're practically competing for me. Even Clint's unflappable confidence can't last forever. The rivals love watching him lose for once, especially to me.

Clint's voice carries over the crowd, loud and confident as he closes his latest deal. I slip away to the next group, where Marcus and Daniel are already talking. They make room for me, like princes making space for a queen.

"You're full of surprises," Marcus says, giving me another long look. "I didn't think you'd be here tonight."

I play innocent, widening my eyes. "Where else would I be?" I say, knowing exactly what they want to hear.

"Somewhere more exciting," Daniel suggests, his hand brushing mine.

"It's a good thing I've got you to keep things interesting," I say, letting my gaze linger on both of them.

They love it, eating it up, each thinking he'll be the one to take me first. I lean back, basking in the attention, pretending not to notice how far I'm pushing it. But I know exactly where the line is, and I plan to cross it.

Clint looks over again, a shadow of worry passing over his face. But then he's back to his game, thinking he's got everything under control. The joke's on him.

The house feels electric, like it's humming with the power of what's about to happen. Clint does not know he's the punchline, the cuckold in the making. It's almost too easy. But that's how I want it.

As the night deepens, I lead Marcus and Alexander to a secluded corner, away from prying eyes but well within sight of the all-seeing cameras Clint had installed for "security." I let them draw near, their hungry gazes stripping me bare before even a hand touches my skin.

My thigh presses against Alexander's, the heat of his body like a promise. I can see how he stares at my dress, his eyes memorizing every inch. I let him. Let him wonder, let him wait. "Clint's so busy lately," I say, the words a slow tease. "I hardly see him anymore." His fingers graze my leg, and he knows exactly what I'm hinting at. He thinks he does, anyway. I'm playing with fire, but it's not my house that's going to burn. Marcus is next, and I'm relentless. I feed him a canape with my fingers, letting them linger on his lips. Daniel joins us, laughing as I touch his chest, every bit of me his. They're all hungry, all wanting, and Clint's the fool who isn't paying attention.

Alexander's voice is smooth, full of confidence. "If you need a stand-in, I'm available," he says, his words thick with double meanings. He slides an arm around me, his hand tracing a line along my back.

"You are a good friend, Alex," I whisper, leaning into him. The world disappears, leaving only his desire and my power over it.

I can feel him shift, imagining everything he wants to do, everything I'm letting him believe he will. His thigh presses harder against mine, a silent promise. I give him my best smile, the one that says not yet but maybe.

"Don't make me wait too long," he says, his lips almost touching my ear.

"Oh, you like waiting," I reply, standing up and leaving him wanting more. His eyes follow me, already plotting his next move.

Marcus watches me approach, a predator seeing its prey come willingly. I like him this way, sure of his victory.

"Kara," he says, not bothering to hide how much he wants me.

I lean over, just enough to remind him who's in control. "You will not let Alex have all the fun, are you?" I ask, letting him watch my lips form each word.

"Not a chance," he replies, his voice full of heat.

I give him a canape, my fingers slow and deliberate on his mouth. "Clint's been traveling so much," I say, my words dripping with insinuation. "It's like he wants me to get into trouble."

He smiles, and it's dangerous. "Trouble? With me?" he asks, knowing the answer.

"You wouldn't let me get away with anything, would you, Marcus?" I tease, pretending innocence.

"Try me," he says, grabbing my hand and holding it.

I don't pull away. I let him feel it, the pulse of my rebellion. Then I move on, because I know he won't rest until he's won.

Daniel joins us, and I know he's been waiting for his turn. I laugh at a joke he hasn't even made yet, touching his chest like it belongs to me.

"Kara, you're too much," he says, pretending to be scandalized.

"You don't know the half of it," I reply, moving so close to him he can barely breathe.

"Why do I feel you're saving something special for me?" he asks, eyes dancing.

"Maybe I am," I say, the suggestion both a promise and a game.

He laughs, a sound of pure satisfaction. "Clint doesn't know what he's missing," he says, confident in his victory.

"Let him find out," I say, letting him see how little I care.

They think they're taking me from him, but I know the truth. I'm the one in control.

I see Clint looking our way, his face a mix of confusion and pride. He thinks he's the king of the party, that we're all here for him. He doesn't know we're celebrating something else entirely.

The rivals exchange glances, a silent understanding that they're all in on the game. They know I'm bold, and they love it. Their wives pretend not to notice, their smiles tight and envious. I'm the scandal of the evening, and I relish it.

"Daniel's got some nerve," one woman whispers to another.

"Kara's the one to watch," the other replies, her voice full of awe and jealousy.

They don't understand. No one does but me.

I find Alexander again, making sure he sees how much fun I'm having without him. He moves closer, relentless.

"I hope you didn't think you'd get away," he says, pulling me back down beside him.

"I didn't know you were keeping track," I say, letting my hand rest on his leg.

"Oh, I am," he replies, enjoying the chase.

I turn to Marcus, who's watching with greedy eyes. "Marcus, save me from Alex," I say, a false plea for rescue.

"I don't think so," Marcus says, amused. "You're right where you belong."

I smile at the both of them, a queen with two loyal subjects. Then Daniel is there too, completing the circle.

"You've got a lot to handle here," Daniel says, pretending concern.

"I can handle it," I say, full of wicked promise.

They're all there, wanting, waiting, as Clint goes on believing it’s his night. I'm brazen, careless, my dress and my touch and my words, all the truth anyone needs. They're hooked, all of them, and I couldn't care less who sees.

The men share conspiratorial looks, sizing each other up as rivals and allies. Clint’s own enemies eat from my hand, and they love this as much as I do. They know they'll have me. They don't know I've already got them.

The night deepens, and so does their anticipation. It's a contest now, to see who breaks first. I give them each a turn, letting them believe they've got me cornered, that it's just them and me.

"You make this too easy, Kara," Marcus says, claiming me from the others.

"You do not know," I reply, making sure he knows how wrong he is.

Daniel gets me next, more confident than ever. "And here I thought this would be a boring night," he says.

"Not when I'm around," I tell him, my voice low and intimate.

It's an all-out blitz, each one pushing the other, thinking I'm the prize. Alexander won't be left behind. He draws me back to him, his determination like a fire.

"See? Told you not to make me wait," he says, pulling me close.

I watch them watching me, their eyes never leaving, even as Clint makes his way toward us. He thinks he's joining in the fun. He does not know he's the only one out of the loop.

I take the stage, daring them to see how far I'll go. The rivals are breathless with anticipation, and I know I won't disappoint them. I own this party; I own these men, and before long, I'll own Clint too.

#

A splash of water on my dress, and it's see-through as skin. Gasps, all around, but mine's the loudest. "Oops," I say, watching the men stare.

"Kara, let me help you with that," Marcus insists, handing me a handkerchief. I guide his hand and the cloth to my breast. It's barely pretending. He's not pretending at all.

"You're so helpful," I purr, pressing him against me. Alexander and Daniel watch, greedy to be next. "Gentlemen," I say, looking at all three, "perhaps we should continue this party somewhere more... intimate?" My smile tells them everything they need to know. It tells Clint more than he wants to know.

The water makes the red fabric stick to my skin, a perfect frame for everything it reveals. Marcus's hand is firm and unapologetic as I guide it, the cloth a mere pretense.

"Right here?" I ask, moving his palm exactly where we both want it. He pushes the damp material against my breast, feeling it through the thin barrier.

"Absolutely," Marcus says, not letting go.

The other men watch, transfixed, as I let Marcus’s touch linger and gasp theatrically. I'm showing off for them, and they know it.

Alexander's smile widens, Daniel's eyes darken with amusement. I'm a spectacle, and they love it. I let Marcus touch me a little longer, the center of attention in a room full of jealous guests.

"Oh, Marcus," I say, pushing my chest harder against his hand. "You're too much."

"Not yet," he says with a laugh, knowing I'm not done with him.

I pull back, the spill and Marcus's touch both leaving me deliciously exposed. Clint doesn't see any of it.

"Looks like I need to change," I say, looking at the rivals, inviting them to follow.

"You've already changed my mind about boring parties," Daniel says, playing along.

I catch his eye, letting him know he's in for more than he's imagined. The room feels charged, everyone waiting to see what I'll do next. They're right to wait.

The whispers start, loud and scandalized. "Can you believe her?" someone says. "What is Clint thinking?" says another.

They're right. Clint doesn't know what to think. He watches me pull away from Marcus, thinking he understands. He's the last one to know how far I'm taking this.

"Let's make ourselves comfortable, gentlemen," I say, my voice a silky command.

Daniel raises an eyebrow, intrigued. "You lead, we'll follow."

"I'm counting on it," I say, turning and giving them a view of my wet, clinging dress. They're with me before I take the first step.

Alexander smiles, slow and sure, like he's already won. "This is my kind of party," he says, joining me.

The three men are eager, falling in line behind me. I know they've wanted this for longer than just tonight. Clint sees us moving and follows, still thinking he's part of the group.

The rivals don't bother hiding their interest. Clint is excluded as they crowd around me in a tight circle. They can't believe how easy I've made it, how careless I am. They don't know I'm not careless at all.

Clint hesitates, confusion clear on his face as he tries to catch up. He looks like a man who just realized someone stole his wallet, too shocked to be angry yet.

"Care to explain, Kara?" he calls, acting like he's still got some authority.

"Later, Clint," I say over my shoulder. "I'm entertaining your friends right now."

My disregard cuts him deeper than any affair would. The rivals love it, love me for being so bold. I reach the stairs, turning to look at the three eager faces. They're breathless with anticipation, my willing conquests.

Marcus has a hand on my waist before Clint even reaches us. "Lead the way," he says, his touch proprietary.

I do, but not before I savor the moment. "Don't be shy, boys," I say, my voice full of wicked promise. "We've got all night."

Clint thinks he's part of this, but I'm already halfway up the stairs with the others. It's my show, my rules, and he's just another player who didn't read the script.

The master bedroom is the final battleground, and I plan to win decisively. Clint's world is crashing down, and I'm the one pulling the strings. He rushes to catch up, thinking he'll stop us or join us, or maybe just figure out how he lost so badly.

Daniel, Alexander, and Marcus all look like cats who caught the canary. They love how far I'm taking it, how far I'll let them take it.

Clint sees he's outnumbered, outmatched, out of his depth. But it's too late for him to do anything but watch and learn.

I turn one last time, giving Clint a dazzling smile that's more cruel than any insult. Then I'm gone, a trail of willing rivals in my wake. The door closes behind us, shutting him out of his own house, his own marriage, his own life.

My triumphant laughter is the last thing he hears before everything changes.


Chapter 2

I pull them to the master bedroom like eager schoolboys. Clint is last to follow, his expression a mix of dread and unwilling desire. When we're inside, I stand before them, their attention glued to my body. My fingers slide to the zipper of my dress, drawing it down slowly. The dress pools at my feet, leaving me in lace and lust. Clint freezes, caught between horror and hard-on, while the others watch with open hunger. I move to the bed, my hips daring them to follow. When I turn, they're right where I want them. "Gentlemen," I purr, savoring their focus, "it's time for some truths."

Their silence is delicious, hanging heavy in the opulent room. Clint lingers near the door, a caged animal unsure if he should fight or flee. His eyes are wide, absorbing each sinful detail like a punishment. Daniel, Marcus, and Alexander look at me with raw interest, like I knew they would. The red dress at my feet, abandoned and daring, is all the invitation they need. My hand traces the edge of my bra, a promise of what's to come.

"Let’s start with you, Daniel." My voice cuts through their disbelief, pulling them further into my game. "I lost count of how many times you fucked me on your desk." I smile, letting them see just how much I enjoyed it. "Do you remember how hard I made you cum between meetings?" I watch him react, the memory hardening beneath his tailored suit. He meets my gaze, that same cocky look he always gives me. I know I have him. I have all of them.

Clint, though, is deliciously different. His blue eyes refuse to blink, refusing to process what’s happening. I let my hand slide down my stomach, feeling the silk and lace against my skin. "Don’t worry, darling. We’ll get to your part in all of this." I know it’s cruel, but that’s why it feels so good.

"Marcus," I say, turning my attention, watching him lean closer. "You used to tell me how loud I scream for your tongue. Did you tell Clint too?" My fingers find the edge of my panties, teasing the elastic. "You always said you could eat me out for days," I continue, unashamed and wanting them to feel every word. "Remember the hotel room last month?" My voice is a whisper of wickedness. Marcus laughs, low and knowing, as if he wants to make sure Clint hears. It vibrates through me, a reminder of how right he is.

I glance back at Clint. Still there, still hard. How long can he last? This is a man who can barely last through dinner parties. "Alexander," I say, feeling the heat of his gaze all over my skin. "Or should I call you Alex like you wanted me to while you fucked me senseless?" I let out a little laugh, running my fingers through my hair. "How many times did you make me cum last week?" I taunt, watching the thrill light up in his eyes. He doesn’t flinch, doesn’t falter. Just like when he has me in bed.

Clint is a ghost in the corner, his face white, his body betraying him with the hardest erection I've ever seen him have. Pathetic. But I knew he would be like this. That’s why this feels so fucking amazing. I lean back on the bed, the lace tight across my breasts, my legs parting just enough to show the beginnings of a glistening wetness. "I see you boys remember quite a bit." My hands roam over my body, exploring with slow, suggestive movements. I want them to imagine, to remember, to need me.

Clint looks like he might crack, and for a moment, I think maybe he will finally be man enough to fight back. But I know him better than that. Instead, I watch him watch me, his world crumbling and his cock rising. He knows there is no escape from this.

"This is where you belong, darling," I whisper, my eyes locked on him as I slip my fingers under the lace and let out a breathy moan. I see his knees almost buckle. The other men close in around me, their arousal blatant, their desires unhidden. I never wanted to break him. I just wanted him to know how good it feels to be broken.

I slip off the bed and go to the dresser, feeling their eyes burn into my ass. My fingers find the drawer, pulling it open with practiced ease.

"You left me alone so often, Clint," I say, turning with a box of my dirty secrets. "Did you think I wouldn't get creative?" I set them on the floor, letting each one taunt him. Dildos, vibrators, anal plugs.

"When I craved real men," I say, smiling as his face turns white, "I used these." He can’t look away, just like I knew he wouldn’t.

One by one, I hold them up, relishing the humiliation coloring Clint's cheeks.

"This one is my favorite," I purr, holding a thick vibrator. "Especially when I need something that reminds me of Marcus." My eyes flick to Marcus, catching the wicked gleam in his eye.

I move to the next, letting a string of anal beads dangle from my fingers. "These keep me entertained for hours when you leave me alone," I say, a faux pout on my lips. I’m cruel, but they all knew that going in.

I savor Clint's inability to move, the tension in his shoulders, the tightness in his pants. My hand reaches for the ultimate prize, a massive dildo that should be illegal in some states. "And this, darling," I say, my voice dripping with condescension, "is what I use when I crave what these real men give me." I watch his color drain, his jaw tighten. He still doesn’t move.

I crook a finger at Daniel. He smiles, that perfect smile, already unbuttoning his shirt. I love the way his eyes take in the scene, his cock getting hard before he even hits the bed.

"Watch closely, Clint," I command, my voice sweet but insistent.

Daniel moves toward me, shedding clothes with casual confidence. This is not the first time. I pull him onto the bed, pulling the last shred of dignity from Clint.

"Do you remember how much I love your cock, Daniel?" I tease, wrapping my fingers around him, feeling him grow in my hand. "Show Clint what a happy wife looks like."

Daniel chuckles, a low, rumbling sound, as I slide my lips over his length. I keep my eyes on Clint, letting him see every move of my mouth, every twitch of Daniel's growing pleasure. He hates it, I know. But he can’t look away.

Daniel’s cock is so thick in my mouth. I moan, letting the sound vibrate along his shaft. I’ve done this before. Too many times for Clint to ever surpass. My lips glide up and down, a smooth rhythm that makes Daniel grip the sheets. His shirt is off, and he’s beautiful. So fucking different from Clint.

"Your wife sucks cock like a pro," Daniel says, his words cutting through the air and into Clint’s pride. "You should have known you couldn't satisfy her."

I taste Daniel’s saltiness, tease him with my tongue, never letting my eyes leave Clint's face. I want him to feel every moment of this. The betrayal, the inadequacy, the growing tension in Daniel's body as I bring him closer and closer.

Daniel lets out a groan, the sound rich and guttural. His hands knot in my hair, not guiding but needing to hold on to something. Clint stares, his humiliation like a brand. I take Daniel deeper, faster, my lips and tongue relentless. I know how to drive him wild, and it only makes Clint’s failure more acute.

I feel Daniel tense, the precursor to an explosive finish. I pull back just before he loses control, a strand of pre-cum glistening from my lips to the tip of his cock. I giggle, licking it off. Daniel breathes raggedly, his face a mask of disbelief and pleasure. Clint is silent, completely undone.

The sounds of my performance fill the room, loud and wet, mingling with Daniel's gasps and Clint's wordless misery. I couldn’t have orchestrated it better if I tried. But I tried. I planned every delicious second.

I let Daniel push me to the floor. It's cold against my skin, such a sharp contrast to the burning inside me. His cock fills me with a sudden force, and I moan out every bit of desire while Marcus claims my mouth with his own pulsing cock. Our movements create a wet, filthy rhythm that the other men watch, stroking themselves and moaning. Each thrust sends me further into oblivion. Marcus’s cock slides over my tongue while Daniel drives into me, sending another thrill of rebellion through my body.

Daniel pounds into me, and I let out a high, breathless moan. His cock stretches me wide, thick and unrelenting.

"This is what a real man feels like," I taunt, the words almost a gasp as they leave my lips.

I let Marcus’s cock slide out of my mouth, my breath hitching while Daniel fucks me harder. "Look at him, watching us," I say, spitting my words at Clint like they’re poison.

"I am looking," Marcus laughs as he pushes back into my mouth. I feel him swelling as I let him take control, his size pushing to the limit. He thrust deep into my throat, his cock twitching with every motion.

"Hope he’s enjoying the show," Daniel grunts, giving me everything I want. I moan louder. The sound fills the room, a filthy echo of every desire Clint can never satisfy. My husband sits helpless in his chair, a perfect view of me being fucked by the men he could never hope to be.

Marcus grabs my chin, pulling out just enough for me to breathe. I see Clint’s face, and the desperation written all over it makes me shiver with delight. I open my mouth wider and feel Marcus shudder as my tongue traces his head. Daniel pumps into me, and I clench around him, knowing my body is everything he wants. Clint’s hands grip the arms of the chair, knuckles white.

"This is what you wanted, isn’t it?" I taunt him, the words a breathless whisper. Marcus gives a satisfied grunt, shoving deep. Daniel’s cock slides in and out of me with a slick, relentless rhythm.

His pace quickens as I feel Marcus’s hands tighten in my hair, and for a moment, the entire room is a blur of motion and desire. I pull back, Marcus’s cock slick with spit and pre-cum. A low, eager laugh bubbles up from my chest.

"Just a taste of what's to come," I promise Clint, locking eyes with him. I slip Marcus’s cock back into my mouth, savoring how much better it feels than anything Clint can give. Daniel’s hands roam my body, and the pulse of pleasure grows unbearable, spreading through every inch of me.

I twist free and push Marcus back. His cock bobs, and I laugh again, a cruel sound as I settle back on Daniel. My pussy slides over him with ease, already so wet. I ride him, my pace quick and eager as Marcus stares at me.

"Come on," I say, holding out my hand to Marcus. My voice is breathless with need and rebellion.

Marcus strokes himself, and I lick my lips, holding his gaze. "This is what a cuckold’s wife looks like," I say to Clint, knowing each word makes him burn. He can’t look away as Marcus pushes himself back into my mouth.

I work him with my hand and lips, matching my pace with Daniel’s thrusts. “Go ahead, Marcus.  Show him.” His fingers dig into my hair.

"I intend to," Marcus laughs, pulling back and spinning me around with ease. I grind on Daniel’s lap, and Marcus spreads me open as he lowers himself back into me.

I ride them both. My pussy grips Daniel’s cock as Marcus pushes in behind him, filling me in ways Clint never could. I hold Marcus's wrist with one hand and Daniel's chest with the other. Each motion sends a pulse of heat through me, making me gasp with pleasure. My moans grow louder, echoing in the room like a filthy symphony.

Marcus and Daniel drive into me in tandem. My pussy and mouth are full, but my appetite is endless. I tighten my hold on them, letting my body give them more than either expected. Clint watches, wide-eyed, as I fuck both men. Marcus leans over me, his voice low and teasing.

"This is how you pictured it, Clint?"

I grin and feel Daniel shudder as I tighten around him. The question hangs in the air like smoke. Daniel pulls out, and I slide onto Marcus’s cock with a shameless moan.

I press my hands to Marcus’s chest and rise and fall in rhythm with his thrusts. "Well?" I demand, breathless with pleasure and defiance. "You wanted to watch, didn’t you?"

I ride him faster, feeling his cock swell inside me. Clint’s eyes are wide, his breath quick. I lean back, letting Marcus fill me completely. Daniel is behind me, breathing heavy. I see his hand on Clint’s chair, holding it steady as the rest of him strains to join again.

Marcus pumps into me, relentless and huge. Daniel’s voice is eager in my ear. "Need more help with that, Kara?"

I smile and slow my pace, teasing them both with a slow, aching grind of my hips.

"Get over here," I say to Daniel, making it sound like a demand and a promise all at once. My pussy clenches Marcus as I feel Daniel slide under me. Marcus pushes deeper, stretching me wide as I slide back onto Daniel’s cock.

"Fuck," I hear Marcus groan, the word almost a laugh.

"That’s exactly what I’m doing," I shoot back, taking both men with ease. Marcus pounds into me, relentless, while Daniel moves with just the right mix of desperation and skill. They fuck me together, the way they know I like it.

"Pathetic," Daniel spits, glancing at Clint. "A woman like you, wasting her time on that."

I laugh again, the sound full of scorn. I push harder on Marcus’s cock, the two men filling me so full I can’t think, can’t breathe, can’t stop.

"What the fuck was he thinking?" Marcus joins in, watching Clint’s red face as they use me. The heat and noise are too much, too perfect. Clint’s humiliation and the other men’s desire send a jolt through my whole body.

They roll me off, the two men panting and hard and ready for more. Marcus flips me around, his cock still thick with spit and my desire.

"Your turn to watch, darling," I taunt Clint, knowing every moment destroys him. Marcus spreads my legs, letting Clint see how soaked I am. Daniel’s pre-cum glistens on my lips and chin, a perfect portrait of my infidelity.

The men leave me empty just long enough to notice. My husband’s eyes are hungry, and I see his cock twitching with helpless need.

Alexander’s voice is full of amusement. "Looks like I missed the fun," he says as he walks toward me, letting his clothes fall off.

"The party’s just starting," I reply, breathless and defiant, as I arch into Marcus’s fingers. The room is full of my scent and the echo of wet skin on skin. I feel his hands hold me open, waiting for more.

Alexander kneels between my legs. "Want me to catch up?" His cock strains, hard, as he strokes himself and stares.

"Fuck yes," I gasp, letting the words fill the room.

He shoves into me, and the sound that leaves my mouth is a scream. I arch up, back off the floor, as Marcus pulls me deeper onto Alexander’s waiting cock.

I feel Daniel at my mouth, ready for more. I lick the pre-cum from his cock and take him deep, knowing Clint sees it all.

"Here," Marcus grunts, pushing his fingers deep while I gasp around Daniel’s cock. Alexander fucks me roughly, each thrust matched by Marcus’s eager hands. I let Daniel take my mouth, holding his thighs and working my tongue in tight, wet circles.

This time it’s Alex’s voice, smug and smooth. "Want me to help with that, Marcus?"

I feel Marcus grin more than I see it.

"Not much of a challenge," Marcus replies, fucking me hard with his hand. He gives a low laugh, shifting so Alexander can pound me from behind.

I scream with pleasure, my voice so raw and high it almost cracks. Alex’s cock feels impossibly huge, sending Clint another reminder of everything he’s not. I jerk Daniel and Marcus, one in each hand, while Alexander fills my pussy with relentless speed.

It’s filthy and loud, the pleasure that makes me forget anything else exists. My pussy is tight around Alexander, and Marcus spreads me wider with a finger, driving the men further and harder.

"Fuck, she’s perfect," Daniel groans, pulling back from my mouth to watch the others use me.

I take each of them, moans growing as loud as their grunts. The entire room is a blur of sweat and heat and eager bodies.

I feel Alexander spill inside me. His hot cum fills my pussy, leaving no space between me and their desire. Marcus takes me right after, driving in with one rough thrust. I hear him grunt, low and loud and certain, before he fills me. The sound of his cum drips obscene into the air.

Daniel gives a short, raw groan as he tenses, spurting hard and fast across my breasts. Clint watches, tortured and desperate, as his evidence of my betrayal soaks my skin.

Marcus pushes Daniel aside, taking his place. He holds me down, hands on my thighs, and I feel his breath hot on my pussy as he spreads me wide. His tongue replaces his fingers. I push into him, begging for more, his saliva mixing with the others’ cum as he drinks me in.

Alex rolls to his knees. "Care to finish what you started?"

The words send a new pulse of heat through me. My eyes are still on Clint, his face showing every inch of his humiliation. My fingers fly over my clit as I stroke him.

"Not yet, Alex," I pant. "Need him to see."

Daniel gives a breathless, knowing laugh. "Christ, that’s hot."

Alex just nods. He pulls me to my knees and lets me grind into him. My pussy smears cum across his skin as I stroke him.

I lose myself in the sight of Clint’s face, my pussy and mouth and hand working furiously on the other men’s cocks. I come harder than ever, screaming with every part of my body as Clint flinches and moans. His own cock drips untouched, leaving a slick pool of cum in his lap.

My voice is still breathy when I turn back to Clint.

"This is just the beginning, darling," I say, taunting him with a low, satisfied laugh. The other men watch, their eyes heavy with the desire my husband can never satisfy. "Your education, as my cuckold, has only just begun."


Chapter 3

I’m on the bed, naked and glistening with cum, spreading my legs as I lock eyes with Clint. His face is pure humiliation as he sits in a chair, just as I told him to. He thought he was the big man. He thought he was the fucking king. I bet it hurts to see how wrong he is, to watch me invite the other men to fuck me, to know he can't do a thing about it.

“Watch closely, darling,” I purr. I want him to see every thrust as Daniel fills my pussy. Marcus slides his cock between my lips, and Alexander teases my ass. The sounds of moans and wet flesh fill the room, echoing off the walls of Clint’s perfect house.

Clint is used to being in control. He’s not used to this. I enjoy seeing him stripped of his power, just a naked man with nothing but desperation to please me.

"You want to keep me happy, don't you?" I ask, my voice dripping with false sympathy.

His jaw clenches. He nods. Poor baby. It's killing him to know he can't satisfy me. Daniel strokes his cock, watching with an amused smirk. Marcus and Alexander are right behind him. They know what I need. They know how to give it to me.

“Take her like you own her,” Marcus tells Daniel with a chuckle. They’re taking turns on me and I love it, the way Clint’s rivals use my body to rub his face in the truth.

Daniel grins as he climbs on the bed. “I don’t know how you do it, Clint,” he says, aiming his thick cock at my pussy. “I’d never leave a woman like this alone.” He thrusts deep, and I cry out. Clint flinches as if he can feel it.

I spread my legs wider, showing Clint how I drip with cum. He watches with a mix of anger and arousal as Daniel pounds me, and I soak it all up, every fucking drop.

It's all so perfect, so much better than I planned. The three of them crowding around me, Clint humiliated in his own house, me calling the shots while they fill me with more cock than I can handle.

Daniel thrusts into me, grinning at Clint as if to say, "Is this how you pictured your life turning out?"

I look over at Clint, pretending to be sympathetic. He won't give me the satisfaction of answering, but I can tell he wants to. Marcus runs his hands over my tits and holds me in place as Daniel pumps into me. The cum he left inside me the first time makes it so fucking slippery.

“She's wetter than your last report, Clint,” Alexander taunts, fingering my tight asshole. “And way more exciting.” He slides in another finger and I gasp, clenching my fists in the sheets. They’re making me moan like a porn star, making Clint watch every minute. This is what he gets for leaving me alone. This is what he gets for thinking I'd just sit around and wait.

Clint tries to look indifferent, but he's not fooling anyone. I catch his eye as I let out another moan, feeling his pride and his heart break in equal measure.

Marcus positions himself at my mouth and grins down at me. He doesn’t even look at Clint. It’s like he doesn’t see him at all. To Marcus, my husband doesn’t even exist. I open wide, ready to give him what Clint never gets. “Good girl,” Marcus chuckles, sliding his thick cock past my lips. His hands grip my hair, holding my head in place as Daniel and Alexander both work my lower half.

I don’t break eye contact with Clint. I want him to see every second, to see what it’s like when someone else takes charge. His cock is hard between his legs. He doesn’t know I’ve noticed, but I have. Maybe he wants this more than he thinks. Maybe he knows this is how it has to be.

I grind my hips into Daniel, feeling his thrusts shake my entire body, making my tits bounce with every thrust. Alexander teases me with his fingers, probing deep until I can’t tell what hole he’s in. It’s perfect. It’s everything I wanted. I moan around Marcus’s cock, feeling his hands tighten in my hair as he holds me in place. It’s almost more than I can take, almost more than even I planned. But I want more. I want Clint to suffer even more.

I pull my mouth away from Marcus, gasping for breath and pretending I care if Clint enjoys the show.

“Are you watching?” I call out, Daniel’s cock thrusting into me, Marcus’s hand wrapping around my throat. “I want you to see how it’s done. I want you to see what I really need.”

Clint’s eyes meet mine and I swear I can see them filling with tears. It’s beautiful. It’s fucking beautiful.

The men shift positions, keeping every hole filled. Daniel pulls out, his cock glistening, and lets Marcus take over. My husband’s big rival slides into me easily, thrusting harder than Clint ever has. Marcus grins like I’m a prize, like he’s just won the ultimate trophy. Daniel puts his cock in my mouth and I taste myself on him. It’s obscene. It’s perfect.

I wonder how much more Clint can take. Alexander works my ass with his fingers, slick with lube and my wetness. I wonder if this is what Clint imagined for me when he brought me into his business world, if he knew the lengths I’d go to, the lengths I’d make him go to.

I can see Clint’s cock straining, twitching with every thrust as he watches. He’s trying not to touch himself. He wants to keep some dignity, but he’s losing the battle. His hands grip the arms of the chair like he’s holding on for dear life. Like that will save him.

The room is full of the sounds of flesh against flesh, of my moans and the men’s grunts as they each take their turn on me, as they each show Clint how a real man fucks. I want him to suffer. I want him to feel every moment, to live in this humiliation I’ve made for him. I moan around Daniel’s cock, playing up every moment.

“Oh, god,” I gasp, pulling away from him to drive the knife even deeper into Clint’s chest. “Yes! This is what I want!”

I’m full, so fucking full. They fill every part of me—cock, fingers, and need. It’s more than Clint could ever give me. He watches, pathetic, defeated, a shell of the big man he used to be. I know he is understanding as he watches. He watches and I know he’s learning what I need him to learn.

Daniel is merciless. His fingers dig into my scalp as he forces me down on his cock. Marcus pounds me hard, pushing every thought out of my head except for how good it feels to know I’ve finally won. Alexander’s fingers slide into my asshole and I scream, pretending it’s too much, pretending it’s more than I can take. Clint looks away.

He wants this to be over, but I’m not even close. I want more. I want every drop they can give me, and I want him to watch as they give it. “See how a real man fucks?” Daniel taunts, laughing at Clint’s pain. “This is what she's been craving while you've been away.” I moan again, long and loud, the moan Clint never hears from me.

He doesn't know it yet, but he’s going to hear it all the time.

#

The sounds of Clint's shame echo off the walls of his big, empty house. Wet sucking, flesh on flesh, the moans of his wife and his rivals fill every corner, reminding him how powerless he is. “Come closer,” I gasp, wanting him to see every moment. Wanting him to suffer. As I expected, he obeyed. He drags the chair closer to the bed, where the men fill me in every way they can. He’s close enough to touch me now, but he knows better than to try.

He’s so close, poor baby. It must be painful to watch every thrust, to witness how much better the other men are at pleasing me. I wonder if he knew it would be this hard. I wonder if he even knew what I had planned. Acting as if I am unaware of the pain it causes him to hear me climax, I moan loudly. “I want you to see every detail,” I gasp, and his face is so fucking pitiful, so fucking perfect.

I pretend I care how much it hurts him. I pretend I’m thinking about him at all. The men don’t have to pretend. Daniel slides into me as Marcus takes my mouth and Alexander plays with my tits. They know exactly what I want. They know Clint can’t give it to me, and they laugh as he watches them take everything.

Clint’s cock is so hard. He tries not to touch himself. He tries to keep some dignity, but I know he’s too weak for that. I know he’s too weak for everything except this.

The men don’t even see him. They know he’s nothing, a non-entity, a nobody. They know he doesn’t matter. I pull away from Marcus’s cock, needing Clint to see how little control he has.

“I want to see you closer,” I say, and he obeys, crawling to the edge of the bed. I can feel the pain radiating from him as the men crowd around me. I can feel the defeat and shame. As much as I feel the cock in my pussy, I can feel it in my mouth and in my ass.

The men shift again. They keep me filled. Marcus holds my hips as he fucks me from behind, while Daniel thrusts into my mouth and Alexander’s fingers dig into my ass. I can see Clint watching, mesmerized, seeing how a real man gets a woman off.

They fuck me harder than Clint ever did, filling me with more than Clint ever could. I scream with pleasure, knowing how much it destroys him to see this, to know this is what I really need. He thought he was so fucking big. He thought he was the only one.

“I’m cumming!” I moan, loud enough to echo off the walls, loud enough that Clint can’t pretend it isn’t real. “I’m cumming!”

Daniel looks down at Clint as I cry out around his cock, smiling as if he knows a secret Clint is just beginning to understand.

“What a little bitch,” Daniel laughs, sliding out of my mouth so he can see Clint’s pathetic face. “Do you hear her, Clint? This is what you’re missing. This is what she’s wanted all along.”

Clint looks away. He tries not to watch, but I won’t let him escape. Not now. Never. I call his name, forcing him to look at me as Marcus fills me again, his thrusts deep and merciless. Clint is almost close enough to touch me, but I know he won’t. I know he’s not man enough.

“I want you to watch every second,” I command, my voice breathless with pleasure, taunting him with every word.

“Yeah, watch us fuck her,” Alexander laughs, grabbing my hair and forcing me to look at Clint’s ruined expression. I never thought I’d see him like this, never thought I’d have him so broken. “Fucking watch!”

The sounds of my moans and their cocks fill the room as they drive into me. It’s everything I wanted, and more. I lock eyes with Clint again, and I can see how he tries not to cum, tries to hold on, tries not to give in. He won’t last. He can’t. I know it. He knows it too.

I can’t wait to see him break. I can’t wait to watch him snap.

“Cover me,” I order the men, knowing they’ll do what I want, knowing Clint will watch. He tries not to whimper as they pull out and stroke their cocks over my body. I want him to see every second, every drop of cum as it covers my skin. I want him to see how pathetic he is, how completely he’s lost.

Alexander cums first, grinning at Clint as he does. His load hits my tits, a warm splash that slides over my nipples. Marcus is next. He paints my face with his cum, making me a filthy mess, marking me with Clint’s new life.

He can’t look away. He can’t stop watching as Daniel shoots his load onto my stomach, thick ropes of cum decorating my skin. I bet it kills him to see, but I know he wants it. I know he fucking craves it.

The men stand over me, their cocks still hard, their cum everywhere. I feel it on my skin, see it on my tits, smell it in the air. It’s my victory. It’s Clint’s defeat.

The room goes quiet, but only for a second. Only long enough for Clint to catch his breath, only long enough for me to see him squirm. I know it’s almost too much, but I don’t care. He’s hard, so hard he can’t hide it. So hard the men laugh as they watch him struggle.

“Look at him,” Marcus sneers. “Fucking look at him.”

They know what he is. I know what he is. His cock betrays him, and it’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen. I laugh, pretending it’s funny, pretending I didn’t know it would happen. I knew all along.

“He’s such a cuck,” Daniel says, shaking his head in fake disbelief. He strokes his cock, already ready for more. I’m ready for more, too.

The air smells like sex and defeat, like the perfect end to Clint’s perfect fucking life. I grin up at him, covered in the other men’s cum, his humiliation written all over me. “You’re going to give me everything I want from now on,” I say, knowing he will. Knowing he has to. Knowing he’s mine.

Clint looks at me, but he doesn’t speak. His face is full of shame, but his cock is full of want.

I won.

#

Clint is broken on his knees, licking the cum from my skin. I can taste the humiliation as he runs his tongue over my tits, my stomach, everywhere they covered me. This is what he’s become. This is what I made him.

“Daniel, Alexander, you may go,” I say, waving them off like it’s nothing. Marcus stays, watching Clint debase himself. “This is your life now, cuck,” I tell Clint, feeling his shame in every shudder of his body, in every lick of his tongue.

I’ve never seen him like this. I’ve never seen him so broken. He laps at my skin like a starving dog, and I wonder if he thought it would be different. I wonder if he thought he could give me what I wanted. His tongue flicks over my nipples, and I know this is what he’s meant for. I know this is his new life. I know he knows it, too.

He licks and licks, trying to keep up as the cum spreads over me, dripping from my tits to my stomach. His mouth is wet and hungry. I bet it’s more than he can take, more than he can stand, but I want him to take it all. I want him to stand every second.

Marcus laughs at him as he watches, the cum fresh on my skin, Clint’s mouth working frantically to clean it. I bet it tastes like shame. I bet it tastes like defeat.

“Lick it all up,” I command, and he does, broken and obedient, doing exactly what I say.

He works his way down, his tongue hot on my skin, trying to keep up with how fast the men covered me.

He can’t do anything but lick and shudder, lick and obey. I smile, letting him know it’s not even close to over. Letting him know this is just the beginning.

Cum slides over my stomach and hips. I can’t believe how perfect it is, how easily he fell, how much I wanted this and didn’t even know.

Marcus stands over him, over me, a satisfied smirk on his face. I can’t believe it’s so easy. I can’t believe Clint gave up so fast, so completely.

Cum pools in my belly button as Clint struggles to catch it all with his mouth. His tongue moves desperately over my skin, a perfect reminder of what he is now. A perfect reminder of how far he’s fallen.

He licks me clean, his mouth wide as he tries to keep up with how much they gave me. I grab his hair and force him to look at me, needing him to see how much I love this. Needing him to know it’s never going to change.

“This is your life now, cuck,” I say, smiling as the word hits him like a slap. Like a fucking punch to the gut.

He shudders and closes his eyes, taking it like I knew he would. Taking it like he’s meant to. I watch as he licks, humiliated, obedient, and mine.

“Get used to it,” I tell him, knowing he will, knowing he doesn’t have a choice.

Daniel and Alexander dress, still laughing as they leave. They look like they’ve just closed the best deal of their lives. Maybe they have.

Marcus stays behind, watching Clint debase himself. Watching Clint’s cock strain as he does exactly what I say.

I don’t know how long it will take him to break again, but I know it won’t be long. He’s perfect like this. So fucking perfect. I moan as he licks down my legs, getting closer and closer to where I want him. Closer and closer to where I know he’ll end up.

“This is your life now,” I say again, watching him shiver. Watching him accept it. “Get used to it.”

He crawls lower, desperate, knowing it’s all he can do. I’ve never seen him so pathetic. I’ve never loved him more.

Cum drips between my legs as he finally gets there, as he finally cleans me up. I can’t believe how good it feels, how easy it is to win.

I wonder how long it will take for him to get used to it. I wonder how long it will take for him to know his new place.

Marcus watches him, watches me, watches it all. He’s still hard, still ready for more.

Clint’s tongue moves over me, frantic and resigned. I bet he thought it would be different. I bet he thought he could give me what I wanted. He can. He just didn’t know it would be like this.

“You’re going to watch every time he fucks me,” I say, waving Daniel and Alexander off like they’re nothing. “You’re going to know you can’t stop it.”

Marcus grins as Clint licks me, as Clint shudders and takes it. I bet he thought it would be different. I bet he didn’t know this was his purpose.

I bet he didn’t know it was everything I wanted.

Daniel and Alexander leave, satisfied with their victory. Satisfied with my defeat.

Marcus stays. Marcus watches. Marcus wins.

Kara wins too.


Chapter 4

Clint sits with his legs parted, looking like a prince without a throne. His kingdom was the bedroom, once. The armchair is softer than he is. I'm naked in the center of the room, a queen without a kingdom, arms folded under my breasts. His eyes track Marcus as he enters, already unbuttoning his shirt. I'm a gift to be given, unwrapped and unburdened by my previous owner. Marcus's torso is powerful, muscles obvious under his bronze skin. Clint's discomfort glistens on his forehead as Marcus closes the distance, giving me exactly what I want. He kisses me, firm lips sucking at my neck. I arch into him, letting my nipples graze his chest, watching Clint squirm as he grips the arms of his chair. He holds tighter as I admire Marcus's body with greedy hands. My fingers wander his flesh, tracing each muscle like it's my first.

“Look at those shoulders, Clint. So much broader than yours,” I say.

Clint flinches at the words. Marcus laughs. “And I bet you can guess what else is bigger.”

Clint's face turns red as he shifts uncomfortably, and I notice a bulge growing against his pants. “Oh, look,” I say, pointing. “He's enjoying this.” Marcus glances over, his smile sharp.

Clint watches us, eyes pinned, as if he's afraid to miss anything. He's trembling, the anticipation of humiliation already working its way under his skin. Marcus strips off the last of his shirt, tossing it aside like the thought of my husband. He's got those sculpted muscles and rugged confidence that radiates power. I can't help but drink him in, feel the rush of something Clint's never been able to give. Not with that body, anyway. Marcus's fingers find my hair, and he tugs me closer. I sigh, making sure Clint hears it.

“Show me,” Marcus says, his voice low, deep, electric.

He's inviting me to worship his body, and I'm more than willing. I trail kisses down Marcus's chest, tasting the salt of his skin as Clint writhes in his seat. My fingers trace the lines of muscle, memorizing what strength feels like. I steal a glance at Clint, his face a beautiful shade of defeat. His fists are white against the chair, every knuckle a story of impotence. He doesn't know if he hates this or loves it, and that's what makes it so fucking hot.

Marcus pulls me back up, lips crashing onto mine with a hunger Clint's never had. I melt into it, my body curling against Marcus's like we're already one. I leave Clint in that plush chair to feel every twist of envy as Marcus's hands slide over me, claiming. The heat of Marcus's skin burns away any trace of loyalty, any sense of who I was when Clint mattered. And I love it.

“What's it like, Clint?” I ask, peeling Marcus's shirt the rest of the way off, dropping it to the floor. “Watching a real man take over?”

Clint's breathing is loud, uneven, his control slipping like he's already finished, like Marcus is already the new king and he can't stop it. I laugh, not bothering to hide the cruelty, the delight. Clint's erection pushes against his pants, betraying him with each pulse. It's so fucking hard, and I savor the sight of it.

“He's hard as a rock,” I say to Marcus, biting my lip like it's a private joke. “Just like you.”

Marcus smirks, pulling me tighter. He's not even trying, and Clint's already caving in on himself. He looks smaller than I've ever seen, and I can't help but point it out. I rub my hands over Marcus's broad shoulders, let them wander down his sculpted arms, making sure Clint sees everything he's not.

“Imagine that, Clint. Imagine what's next.”

Marcus chuckles, the sound deep and full, vibrating against my skin as I trail my fingers down his chest. Clint's trying so fucking hard to hold it together, but it's slipping. My hands continue their exploration, eager, loving every inch of what I'm discovering. It's easy to let Marcus feel like the world, and I gasp, more for Clint's benefit than my own. I can feel Clint watching, the heat of his gaze almost as intense as Marcus's hands. Almost.

“Looks like he knows what's next,” Marcus says, and the two of us laugh. It's low, unrestrained, a sound that cuts Clint open.

I move away just enough to keep the tension like a wire, taut and ready to snap. My eyes never leave Clint's as I lower myself to my knees in front of Marcus. A prayer answered. Clint shudders, his hands dropping to his lap, his despair and his desire locked in a battle neither of them can win. I blow Marcus, slow and purposeful, each movement of my mouth making Clint strain harder against his pants.

“Go on, Clint. Say it,” I urge, wrapping my hand around Marcus's cock, squeezing the shaft with a familiarity that shatters any illusion of loyalty. “Say you're not man enough.”

Clint's lips part, but no sound comes out. He's frozen, and I fucking love it. I laugh as I let Marcus slip from my mouth, flicking my tongue across the tip. The sight of Marcus's cock, hard and glistening, makes Clint groan involuntarily, the sound rich with longing and loss.

“Look at him. So fucking desperate,” I say, leaning back as Marcus pulls me up. “He wants this more than we do.”

Marcus nods, his confidence like armor, unbreakable and shining. I catch Clint's eyes as Marcus leads me to the bed. I don't let him look away, not for a fucking second. Clint's face is red, his forehead dotted with sweat, and he's panting like he just ran ten miles. Or like he's about to cum in his pants. It's all the same for me. I lay back, Marcus hovering over me like a promise.

“Ready?” Marcus asks, his voice loud enough for Clint to hear every word, to feel each one cut like glass.

“Fuck, yes,” I breathe, arching into Marcus's touch, into his hands as they roam my body.

Clint watches Marcus put me on the bed like I'm his trophy, and I am. His most prized, most envied, most unattainable. I'm facing Clint, and Marcus is already in me, his hands on my hips, cock deep inside me before I can take a breath. Clint’s mouth opens in surprise as Marcus moves, as I moan, letting the sounds crash against the walls and Clint’s crumbling resolve. He can see everything. It's brutal, erotic, a torture that will linger long after we're finished. I lock eyes with him, knowing it's more than he can stand, more than he can ever be.

“He knows exactly how to touch me,” I moan, my voice a taunt, a tease, a challenge. “Something you never figured out.” Clint's breathing gets louder, more erratic. He's flushed, fighting the urge to look away but needing to see it all.

Marcus's cock fills me, every thrust shaking the bed, shaking Clint's last scrap of dignity. I let my hands explore Marcus's back, gripping, desperate, showing Clint how little it takes to forget him. Marcus's grunts are thunderous, shaking everything I know and everything Clint thought he had. Each push of Marcus’s hips makes me gasp, and those gasps are like daggers to Clint. And then I see it—his hand fumbling at his zipper, touching himself through his pants. He can't fucking stop himself.

Marcus is a machine, relentless. Every thrust a declaration of war on Clint's pathetic little ego. I move my hips to match his; he’s already won this battle. The sounds of our bodies fill the room, every slap of skin a testament to what Clint’s lost. What he's never had. What he'll never be. I'm vocal, my moans ricocheting off the walls, letting Clint feel every inch of Marcus as it slides in, out, owning me. My words hit him like bullets, rapid fire, breaking down every bit of resistance he’s got left.

“You watching this, Clint?” I moan, knowing he is, knowing he has to. “You wish you knew how to fuck like this.”

His face is a mask of conflict, eyes wide and lips parted. It's more than he thought he'd have to take. More than he thought he could take. But he's taking it, every inch of Marcus, every moan, every humiliation. His hand moves against the bulge in his pants, slow, a confession that he needs this as much as we do.

Marcus and I keep the rhythm going, a duet of dominance and desperation. I dig my nails into his back, and Marcus groans, an indistinct sound that mixes with my higher ones to create a symphony that drowns out everything Clint thinks he knows. Each note hangs in the air, lingering, relentless, reminding Clint of what he isn't, what he can’t be. I grip tighter, pulling Marcus closer; my hunger to show Clint what a real man and a real fuck feels like is insatiable.

“I think he's going to cum in his pants,” I whisper to Marcus, loud enough for Clint to hear every humiliating word.

Marcus laughs, the sound deep and condescending. “That's more than he could ever hope for.”

I bite my lip, half in ecstasy, half in delight as I watch Clint's face. He's fucking loving this, even if he doesn't want to admit it, and that's what makes it so damn good. Marcus pounds into me, his movements calculated, methodical, every one engineered to hit the right spot. The spot Clint never found. Never even fucking looked for.

“Oh, god,” I moan, the words a knife into Clint's last shred of dignity. “He's incredible. Fucking incredible.”

Marcus keeps going, and I feel the tremors starting deep inside, building a promise of what's to come. Clint is red, flushed, his hand now openly stroking himself through his pants. The bulge is enormous, and I love that we’ve made it that way.

“Look at him,” I say, my voice almost a growl, the sound primal. “Can't even stop himself.”

Marcus doesn't let up, doesn't slow down, and I'm on the edge, teetering, pulling Clint along with me whether he likes it. I glance at Clint's face, and he's mouthing something, a wordless plea or surrender. It's beautiful, pathetic, everything I want from him. I grip Marcus tighter, urging him on, begging without words, my body language screaming what Clint can't, what he won't.

“Harder,” I gasp, knowing Clint's feeling each thrust like it's his own personal hell. “Don't stop. Don't you dare fucking stop.”

Marcus drives into me with renewed force, and the sounds of sex, of sweat and desperation fill the room. Clint's lost, too far gone to care, his hand moving faster, more frantic. He's in sync with us, in this whether he wants to be. It's a menage of pleasure and pain, a trinity of truth, and I'm the altar they're sacrificing at. The sight of Clint, broken and begging, pushes me closer, pushes all of us closer.

“Fucking look at him,” Marcus grunts, his voice steady, strong, the opposite of Clint’s entire fucking life. “He can't take much more.”

Clint's on the brink, face strained, every part of him a lie except that hand, that desperate, eager hand. He wants it. We all do.

“Yes,” I scream, every ounce of strength pouring into the word, letting it ride the crest of our shared climax, letting it swallow Clint whole. “Yes!”

Marcus throws me around like a rag-doll until I’m on my hands and knees, facing Clint, my arms trembling as he fucks me harder than ever before. I watch Clint hold his cock, his hand grasping, stroking, desperate, knowing it's my pleasure that makes him weak. He’s out of control, and I love it.

“Don’t miss a thing,” I say, my voice breaking with every thrust. “This is where you belong. Watching while real men satisfy me.”

Marcus takes me from behind, driving into me, and I let him. Let him have me, own me, make me feel so fucking full. I lock eyes with Clint, not letting him escape, not letting him hide. It's brutal and honest and exactly what he needs. The scent of sex is heavy, intoxicating, claiming all of us, leaving nothing untouched. Marcus's fingers dig into my hips, each stroke deep, fierce, demanding. Clint strokes himself faster, unable to resist the sight of us. He wants it, craves it, his breath hot and quick. We're all so fucking close.

The room explodes with sound, with gasps and groans and wild release. In the aftermath, Marcus collapses next to me, both of us catching our breath. Clint looks wrecked, but I know better. I smile, triumphant. “You're my cuckold now. And you love it.” Clint can't even deny it.

We're a tangle of limbs and lust, Marcus and me, lost in a rhythm that leaves Clint gasping, breathless, barely able to keep up. My eyes stay locked on him, forcing him to witness, forcing him to admit what he is. What he isn't. Marcus drives into me, relentless, a force of nature that's taking me, consuming me, leaving Clint with nothing but the sight and sound of his inadequacy. It's fucking beautiful.

“This is your place now,” I say, each word a command, each word a victory. “Get used to it.”

Clint's lost, stroking himself with abandon, his hand a blur of desperation and desire. He's past the point of caring, past the point of pretending he's got any control left. Marcus and I make sure of that. We fuck like he's not even there, and that only makes him want it more. He can't look away, can't stop watching. The tension is raw, a live wire, sparking, ready to set the entire world on fire.

Marcus changes the angle, hits something inside me that makes my back arch, makes me moan so fucking loud Clint can't even hear himself think. The look on his face says it all. He knows this is how it will be from now on. And he knows he'll love every second.

“Faster,” I gasp, and I don't know if I'm talking to Marcus or to Clint, and I don't care. They both do it anyway.

It's intense, the intensity that leaves no room for doubt, for anything but this moment, this now, this truth we're making all three of us live in. I rock against Marcus, meeting each thrust like it's the only thing I was born to do. And maybe it is.

“Fuck,” Marcus grunts, a sound that vibrates through me, fills every space, leaves nothing for Clint but the aftermath. The left-overs. “You're mine.”

I'm everything and nothing, every breath a claim, every heartbeat a release. I feel it building, the pressure, the need, the moment where all of this will crash down around us and leave Clint exposed, raw, unable to hide from what he's become.

“Don't stop,” I scream, the words barely more than a breath, barely more than a prayer. “Fucking don't stop!”

Clint can't stop either, won't, doesn't want to. He's past that. He's part of this, and we all know it. We're all so fucking close, so far gone there's nothing else but this heat, this frenzy, this final, brutal breaking point.

Marcus goes harder, and I can’t, won’t, hold back. “Yes,” I gasp, pulling both of them with me, past the edge, past reason, past everything but the truth of who we are and what we've become. “Fucking yes!”

The world shatters. We're caught in a storm of sex and sound, a cyclone of desire that tears through every pretense, every fucking lie, and leaves us all gasping in its wake.

Marcus collapses next to me, sweat slick on his skin, both of us gulping for air, alive in a way that only this kind of destruction can make you feel. Clint looks like he's been hit by a freight train; dazed, his chest heaving, cock spent, his entire world flipped and fucked into something he can't even recognize.

I turn to him, still riding the high of all that power, all that dominance. My smile is a sharp thing, lethal, cutting. “You're my cuckold now, Clint. And you know the best part?”

He doesn't answer, can't, won't, doesn't need to. It's in his eyes, in the defeated, eager slump of his shoulders, in the way he can't stop looking at me, at us, at what we've made him.

“You love it,” I say, sealing it, making it real, making it his life. “You fucking love it.”

Marcus laughs, low and knowing, and I let the sound fill the room, let it fill Clint until there's no room left for anything but his acceptance. His submission. My triumph.


Humiliating My Husband with His Rival


Chapter 1

Everything is right where I want it. The lingerie draped across my planner. My tight dress slung over the back of my chair. The reminder of Mark’s arrival in less than twenty-four hours. It all points to one irrefutable fact: by Sunday, I will have broken my husband into a thousand submissive pieces. I smile to myself, clicking my pen as I meticulously outline the events to come. Greg's discomfort will make his inevitable surrender even more satisfying. I take my time choosing what to wear, handpicking each item to stress the curves Greg can't quite fill. I'm going to drive him mad. The guest bedroom is my last step. I arrange the evidence of Greg’s inadequacy with the care of a museum curator, confident he’ll get the picture. Words and phrases for the weekend loop through my mind as I rehearse in front of the mirror. "Yes, Greg, he is bigger," I whisper, practicing my most condescending tone. "You want me to be happy, don't you?" I imagine the way Greg will squirm. A well-timed text confirms my plans are on track. Everything is right where I want it.

A grin spreads across my face as I jot down the last note in my planner: Push Greg until he breaks. He'll endure everything I have in store and beg for more. It’s an art form, this manipulation. I glance at the clock, knowing he'll be home soon and totally unprepared for what’s waiting. The memory of last weekend fuels my confidence. Greg's stammered protestations as I told him exactly how the upcoming visit would go. His silent obedience, the glint of surrender in his eyes. Delicious.

But it’s not enough. I need more, and this weekend will provide. Picking up my pen again, I draft a timeline of torments and concessions. Watch Greg squirm, unravel, finally submit. I'm ruthless and thorough. He deserves it; I remind myself. After all, I’m the only one who knows what he truly needs.

Across the desk, the outfits practically taunt him already. I run my fingers over the leather planner, thinking of Greg's hunched shoulders as he realizes the full extent of my plans. I write out more phrases to practice, designed to leave him utterly humiliated.

It’s Greg's own fault. I told him from the beginning I needed someone to fulfill me. Once more, I look at the leather-bound tome of his undoing, feeling the first thrum of anticipation. I know this weekend is going to drive him mad. I snap the planner shut, already rehearsing in my mind. “You want me to be happy, don't you, Greg?”

The rush of power makes my next steps light. I grab the dress from the chair, holding it against my body. Mark will love it, and Greg will die inside when he sees me in it. Then I’ll let it drop to the floor, knowing exactly how Greg’s eyes will follow. I lay it back down, selecting the wine-colored bra and panties that make my body pop, and fold them with the care of a collector handling rare goods.

Somehow, each time Greg suffers these little humiliations, he becomes even more compliant, more devoted to pleasing me. I know the feeling is addicting, and I crave more. After this weekend, I’ll have him in the palm of my hand. Greg is too weak to realize how desperately he wants to submit.

My phone buzzes, and I eagerly reread the last exchange with Mark. His confirmation of arrival. The easy banter that shows me just how confident he is. Every text from him reminds me I’ve found the perfect counterpart to Greg’s cowardice. I flip through the conversation, enjoying how Greg must have felt as I made the arrangements right in front of him. He didn’t say a word.

His spineless submission turns me on more than I’d like to admit, but Mark doesn’t need to know that. My heart beats a little faster as I type a quick message: “Hope you’re ready for an exciting weekend. ;).” The reply is immediate, and exactly what I want to hear. I let the phone drop onto the desk, savoring the tingling thrill of control.

Mark's confidence fuels mine, but Greg is the perfect counterweight. I’m going to enjoy every minute of pushing him to his breaking point. The thought excites me more than I can stand, so I take a break from planning to work off some energy. The set of thigh-highs and a revealing robe are the only things I put on as I bounce down the stairs, my every movement expecting Greg’s return.

I turn on some music, imagining how Greg will fidget and squirm the moment he sees me like this. His suffering will be glorious, but I have to time it perfectly. Letting the minutes tick by, I lean back and think about everything waiting for him: the outfit selections, the careful placements, the calendar of submission.

My pen taps along with the music as I continue sketching out the weekend’s main event. Vanessa and Mark fuck, Greg watches. Greg begs to be next. Make him wait. Mark cums. Greg whimpers. My lips curl again at the thought of my husband, so hopelessly pathetic yet utterly mine.

He thinks enduring this is the price of love. I know better. I take my time in front of the mirror, touching up my makeup and making sure every detail is perfect. The sight of a woman totally in control is delightful to me.

Once I’ve done enough to drive him wild with anxiety, I click the pen again and saunter back upstairs, indulging my growing anticipation. I drop my robe, leaving it pooled on the floor of the guest room. The lingerie and outfits are all carefully placed to make Greg suffer, but the finishing touches need more cruelty. I hang the black dress over the guest bed, draping the bra on Mark's pillow.

They create a contrast of triumph and humiliation that makes me feel giddy. Greg won’t be able to look at this room without picturing Mark fucking me in it, without imagining the details that I’ll leave him to fill in. The image of Greg’s broken spirit sends a shiver through my body, and I let myself enjoy it.

The living room is next, a strategy session of its own. I turn on a movie Greg can never sit through, smiling as I imagine him desperately wanting to escape the apartment but knowing it’s not an option. No matter where he turns, my carefully laid plans will drive him back into submission.

The clock ticks closer to Greg’s arrival, and I hurry back upstairs to make sure everything is exactly right. I pick up my phone to reread the text from Mark, reaffirming my total control over both men. The anticipation makes my movements quick and decisive, and I go through the bedroom a final time, adjusting the pillow slightly. He’ll think about it all weekend and what it means. It’s enough to get him started on the slow descent into the exquisite misery he deserves.

Every detail points to Mark’s total triumph and Greg's total humiliation. Once I’m certain I haven’t missed a single opportunity to remind Greg of his inadequacy, I run my hand over the dress, the planner, the toys. I go through it all again, already planning which pieces to play when. His shock, his jealousy, his inability to measure up to a real man. Every sensation will culminate in him pleading for me to stop and begging for more in the same breath.

As much as I enjoy the planning, it’s time to prepare the execution. I pick up my pen one last time to cross another item off my list: 100% ready. A text pops onto the screen as soon as I finish. 10 a.m. Saturday. Can’t wait. I laugh out loud and fall onto the bed, letting myself bask in my success. It’s going to be perfect, and I’ve got every little thing exactly where I want it.

Greg's face will be worth a thousand of his stammered apologies. The sound of his nervous voice echoes in my mind as I wrap the silk robe around my body, waiting for him to come home and catch me in the kitchen.

He'll be so adorably conflicted, poor thing, as I pour him a drink and drop the bombshell about the weekend. The familiar sound of his key in the lock tells me it's showtime. I rehearse my smile, soft and patronizing, as I tie the robe just loose enough to tease. I imagine Greg's anxious hands as he puts down his bag, his heart racing when he sees what I'm wearing. With the robe slightly open, the perfect view awaits him as he turns the corner. The look on his face is even better than I'd hoped for. I mention Mark's name, knowing the combination of my body and my plans will drive him to a frenzy of embarrassment and desire. Everything is unfolding perfectly.

"Good day at work?" I ask, the smile already forming on my lips as Greg hangs up his coat. I can see him struggling for composure when he finally sees me. Poor thing is exhausted, but he will not get the rest he wants.

“Uh, yeah,” he manages, his eyes glued to my barely tied robe. "Busy."

I love the nervous way he speaks, the flicker of confusion mixed with desire. It’s the same look he gave me last weekend when I told him exactly what I needed. He gulps as I saunter over, letting the robe slip just enough to reveal a bare shoulder. He'll never be enough for me, and deep down, he knows it. That’s why this is so satisfying.

"I thought you might like a drink," I say, reaching for a soda and enjoying the way his gaze follows every movement. The silence drags on just long enough for him to squirm. "We'll need to be friendly hosts, after all."

Greg’s eyes widen, and I know the exact moment it registers. “Hosts?” he repeats, voice barely above a whisper. He looks like he might drop his bag, or drop dead.

I laugh lightly, savoring the power I hold over him. “I told you Mark was coming for the weekend, didn’t I?” I say with a mock-innocent look.

Greg’s shoulders sag a little, and I can almost hear the internal sigh of defeat. It’s thrilling. I let the anticipation hang, loving how his expression moves from nervous to resigned. It’s the same look he had when I announced the visit and every intention behind it. The silence stretches deliciously.

“Oh. Right,” he says at last.

I pour the drink slowly, deliberately, watching his hands shake as I hand it to him. “I hope you’re ready to be a delightful host,” I tease, emphasizing the word in a way that makes him gulp. “Mark’s arriving tomorrow morning. You remember what I said about the weekend, don't you?”

The poor thing nods, almost spilling the drink as he grips it too tight. “You said...” he trails off, already unsure. Perfect.

I step closer, taking his tie in one hand and giving it a playful tug. "That I expect you to make sure I’m satisfied,” I finish for him. “You want to do that, don’t you, Greg?”

“Of course,” he stammers, and I feel a warm thrill at his immediate compliance.

“Good,” I purr, turning away from him and heading to the stairs. “Why don’t we start with the bedroom?” I don't bother looking back, confident he's following like a nervous puppy.

Greg’s confusion is almost adorable. He trails behind, flustered and on edge. I’m sure his mind is racing, trying to figure out what I have planned. I let the robe slip further as we reach the top of the stairs, exposing more skin with every step.

“Vanessa...” he begins, his voice shaky.

I cut him off with a wicked grin. “Come on, Greg. Don’t be shy. You know you want to.” I make it sound like a command, and he falls silent.

We’re barely inside the bedroom before his hands are on me, trembling with urgency and inadequacy. “Maybe we could...” he whispers, trailing off again.

I shrug the robe off completely, letting it pool at my feet. He stands there, pathetically conflicted as he drinks in the sight of my naked body. “You really think you can please me?” I ask, raising an eyebrow.

“I can try,” he says, his voice almost breaking with eagerness. I let him move in closer, his hands desperate to touch.

Greg’s already hard, but it doesn’t matter. I’m going to make him squirm. I push him onto the bed, enjoying the soft thud as he lands on his back. “Let me be very clear, Greg,” I say, pinning him with my gaze. “You can’t please me like Mark can.”

He winces, but it only makes him more aroused. The poor thing can’t help himself. “But...”

“But maybe I’ll let you try,” I continue, cutting him off. I watch as his need overpowers his pride. I press my body against him, guiding his hands with mine. He’s helpless, ready to follow my every order.

“You’re so... amazing,” he mumbles, trying to regain some control. His effort is adorable, but doomed.

“What about when Mark’s here?” I whisper, feeling his entire body tense beneath me. “What then, Greg?”

He lets out a shaky breath; the words catching in his throat. “Whatever you want, Vanessa.”

I laugh softly at how easy he is to manipulate. “You want me to have what I want, don’t you?” I ask, letting the tip of my tongue graze his ear. He moans and squirms, but I pin him down with my body. “Even if it’s Mark.”

“Yes!” he gasps, his hands trembling as they move over my skin.

I pull back, looking him in the eyes with a mixture of challenge and satisfaction. “How do I know?” I tease. “How do I know you want it?”

He gulps again, desperate to prove himself. “I’ll show you,” he pleads. “Please let me show you.”

The way he begs is delicious. I allow him to think he has a chance, watching him pant with desire as he rolls us over, pinning me beneath him. His excitement is adorable. “Don’t get too carried away,” I warn as he moves to my neck, kissing frantically. I can feel him getting harder with every taunt. “You wouldn’t want to finish before you begin.”

Greg blushes, his face the same crimson as the lingerie laid out for Mark. “I won’t,” he insists, still needy and breathless. I see the way his eyes flicker to my mouth. “Can I...” he starts, his voice a blend of hope and hesitation.

“What do you want, Greg?” I ask, forcing him to say it.

“To make you happy,” he whispers. “Please, Vanessa.”

He’s adorable when he’s desperate. I push him off me, flipping him onto his back again. He doesn’t know whether to be disappointed or relieved. “Hands over your head,” I instruct, and he complies immediately.

I straddle him, feeling his cock press against my thigh. He’s so hard already. I could make him cum in seconds, but where’s the fun in that? “You know I like to take my time,” I tell him, watching the anticipation in his eyes. “Especially when I have the entire weekend ahead of me.”

He squirms as I slide my body along his, teasing him. “I wonder if Mark’s cock will fill me up more than yours does.” I sigh dramatically. Greg bucks his hips in response, biting his lip to keep from crying out.

I kiss his neck, feeling his pulse quicken. “I bet it will,” I whisper, the words driving him to the edge of insanity. I move down his chest, taking him in my mouth for the briefest moment before pulling away. He moans in frustration, and I can’t help but laugh.

“I’m not sure you deserve it,” I say, sitting back and watching his expression. His entire body is tense, ready to burst. “I think you’ll have to wait, Greg.”

“Please,” he begs, his voice trembling with urgency. “I’ll do anything.”

I stand up, letting him watch my body as I move away. “That’s what I like to hear,” I reply, leaving him alone and hopelessly aroused on the bed.

He follows me downstairs, adjusting himself awkwardly. The moment he catches up, I kiss him deeply and wrap his hand around my breast, pulling him back in. “Still want it, even if Mark is bigger?” I murmur, making him squirm with delight and humiliation.

Greg nods, lost in the blend of embarrassment and excitement. He’s so easy to manipulate. “Even then,” he says, almost a whimper.

I run my fingers through his hair, tugging gently as he catches his breath. “Good boy,” I tell him, watching his eyes light up. I let him hope I’ll finish him, then back away with a smile.

We end up on the couch, Greg's desperation growing with every second. I settle onto his lap, pressing down and kissing him deeply. He groans as I pull away, my teeth grazing his lip.

“Maybe I should let Mark finish for you,” I tease, watching him tense beneath me. “Do you want that?”

“No!” he says too quickly, face flushed.

“Then what, Greg?” I ask. “Tell me.”

He swallows, the conflict clear in his eyes. “You,” he says finally. “Just you.”

“Are you sure?” I smile, making him second-guess himself. I straddle him again, feeling him twitch with need. He’s close, so close, and I plan to keep him that way all night.

“Absolutely sure?” I add, just as he’s about to break. He shudders, barely keeping it together. “Maybe I should save it for the weekend,” I say, climbing off and leaving him completely undone.

He looks like he’s about to cry as I leave him hanging, but that’s exactly what I want. I toss the robe back on and run my fingers over the wine and lingerie again, letting him watch me prepare for someone else.

His pathetic excitement and my ruthless taunts leave him humiliated and anxious, exactly where I want him to be. I feel a rush of triumph as I snap the lights off and call it a night.

#

Greg is so eager and so pathetic. He gasps and squirms as I lower myself between his legs, teasing him with my tongue and reminding him how big Mark’s cock will be. The more I humiliate him, the harder he gets. The poor thing doesn’t know if he’s in heaven or hell as I suck him off. I use every technique he loves, making him moan with desperation. Just as he’s about to cum, I stop and smile up at him. He looks like he’s about to cry. I lick my lips, and I leave him twitching on the bed as I casually wipe my mouth.

“You like that, don’t you, Greg?” I murmur, wrapping my hand around his cock and squeezing just enough to make him whimper. His eyes close as I slide my tongue over him, holding back until he begs for more.

“Fuck, yes,” he gasps, completely undone. I lower myself again, taking him deeper and reveling in the way his body tensed beneath me. He’s close, so close, and it only takes a few more strokes to push him over the edge.

Just before he cums, I stop and look up at him with a wicked smile. “I wonder if Mark’s cock will fill my mouth more completely than yours does.” Greg shudders, unable to decide if he loves or hates the way I humiliate him. Probably both.

“Please, Vanessa,” he moans, gripping the sheets as if that will help him stay in control.

He won’t last much longer, and I plan to keep him on the brink. “You really think you deserve it?” I ask, watching his reaction. His glazed eyes show his inability to speak. “Maybe Mark’s cock will deserve it more.”

“No,” he chokes out, desperation in every syllable.

“Then show me, Greg,” I challenge, maintaining eye contact as I take him in my mouth again. “Show me you want it.”

His body jerks at the words, and he presses into my mouth, helpless and frantic. I let him think he might have a chance before pulling back once more. “Maybe if you beg,” I suggest, the glistening tip of his cock twitching inches from my lips.

“I will,” he promises, humiliated and aroused. “I’ll do anything.”

“I know you will,” I reply, loving the way he squirms under my control. I lick the length of him, feeling his whole body tremble. “Isn’t that right, Greg?”

“Yes!” he cries, the urgency in his voice telling me he’s right on the edge again.

I straddle his legs, using my hands to bring him closer. It’s fulfilling to see him craving my touch so desperately. “I bet Mark won’t have to beg,” I say softly, watching his face contort with frustration.

“Vanessa...” he starts, but I don’t let him finish. I take him back in my mouth, knowing he can’t handle much more.

He bucks beneath me, trying to thrust deeper. His hips move frantically, but I control the pace. “I want to see you squirm,” I say, pulling away before he gets his release. He gasps for air, his expression a delicious mix of pleasure and pain.

“I’m about to...” he warns, but I’ve already made him wait.

“I know,” I whisper, sitting up and running a finger along his cock. It twitches with need, and Greg’s entire body tenses. “That’s why I’m stopping.”

The doorbell rings, and the timing is so perfect I could laugh. “I guess that must be Mark,” I say, wiping my mouth and watching Greg’s reaction. He looks at me, wide-eyed and utterly pathetic.

He can’t believe I’m going to leave him like this, and that’s exactly why I am. I stand and adjust my hair, feeling him stare as I smooth my dress.

“Please don’t...” he begins, his voice almost a whimper.

“Don’t what?” I taunt, letting my lips hover over his for the briefest moment. “Don’t answer the door?”

He squirms, his eyes flicking between me and the hallway.

“Or don’t make you wait?” I finish, leaving him with one last teasing kiss.

“Both,” he breathes, hopeless.

“Then you better hurry,” I suggest, already halfway to the stairs.

Greg is a frantic mess, scrambling to dress as I head for the door. I pause at the mirror, making sure I look perfect for Mark and enjoying the reflection of my husband in disarray. He’s pulling on his pants with shaking hands, his arousal still painfully clear.

I leave him to suffer, adjusting my appearance as I make my way to the entrance. I want Mark to know I’ve been thinking about him, and Greg to know I haven’t been thinking about him at all.

The anticipation sends a thrill through my body, and I glance back at Greg, loving the panic on his face. His cock is still hard, his humiliation even harder.

I’m going to enjoy this. I open the door with a smile, and there stands Mark, exactly as I imagined. Tall, confident, and ready to assert his dominance.

“Hey,” he says with a cocky grin. His eyes sweep over me, appreciating every detail. I know he sees Greg hovering behind, unsure whether to approach or hide.

“Hey, yourself,” I reply, giving him a lingering hug and kiss on the cheek. I can almost feel Greg’s jealousy from here.

“Nice to see you, Greg,” Mark calls over my shoulder, clearly enjoying the way my husband flinches.

“You too,” Greg mumbles, his voice filled with more anxiety than sincerity.

The poor thing doesn’t know what to do with himself, and I love it. I let Mark in, leaving Greg to watch as we head into the living room. His expression is priceless, caught between desire, humiliation, and dread.

“Did I interrupt something?” Mark asks, a knowing smirk on his lips.

“Just putting the finishing touches on a project,” I reply, letting my fingers brush Mark’s arm. He grins wider, fully aware of what I mean.

“Hope you’re ready for the weekend,” he says, settling into the couch with the confidence of someone who knows they’re about to take everything.

I shoot a glance back at Greg, who stands awkwardly in the hallway, watching us with pathetic longing.

“Oh, we’re ready,” I assure Mark, loud enough for Greg to hear. My husband’s face turns red, but he doesn’t look away.

He knows there’s no escape.

I turn back to Mark, ignoring Greg just enough to drive him insane.

“You really thought of everything,” he comments, wrapping an arm around my waist.

“I always do,” I reply, letting myself enjoy the closeness. I can feel Greg’s eyes on us, and it makes the moment even sweeter.

He stays frozen in the hallway, his helplessness deliciously obvious.

“Sure you don’t want to join us, Greg?” I call, relishing the hesitation in his posture.

He doesn’t answer right away, clearly torn.

“I... Maybe in a bit,” he says at last, knowing he can’t hide forever.

“Suit yourself,” I say, laughing softly as he lingers just out of reach.

Greg’s humiliation is just beginning, and I plan to savor every second. Mark leans back, comfortable and in control, while Greg shifts nervously, knowing the weekend is going to break him.

“I’ll get the rest of your things,” I say to Mark, leaving him in command of the living room and Greg in stunned silence.

“Great,” Mark says, as confident as ever.

I walk upstairs, my footsteps light with victory. Greg doesn’t know what to do with himself, but that’s exactly what I want.

Once I’m out of sight, I pause and listen, imagining Greg’s desperate attempts to compose himself. I hear a faint rustle and picture him shifting from one foot to the other, unsure and overwhelmed.

The sound of Mark’s laughter reaches me, and I know he’s already asserting himself. Greg is hopeless, and I feel a surge of satisfaction as I picture him down there, his composure as shaky as his hands.

I give him another minute to stew in his misery before heading back down. I pass the guest room and leave the door open, ensuring Greg will see every detail when he eventually builds up the courage to check.

His total degradation is so beautifully planned, and I love watching it unfold.

I return to the living room, where Greg still stands awkwardly in the hallway, the helpless cuckold he was meant to be. Mark looks up as I enter, a gleam of amusement in his eyes.

“Got it all set up?” he asks, his voice carrying authority that makes Greg flinch.

“Absolutely,” I reply, settling next to him with a smile.

Greg’s face shows every ounce of his humiliation. I leave the rest to Mark, knowing my husband will beg to watch us by the end of the night.

It’s going to be perfect, and we’ve only just begun.


Chapter 2

The satin brushes my thighs like the softest suggestion as I slide across the bed to face Greg. His expression is earnest, an open invitation to tease. I can't resist. "You'll be doing us both a favor, Greg," I say. "Isn't that what you like best?" He nods, cautious, while his eyes take in more than he realizes. The silk robe. The lace peeking out. The knowing smile on my lips.

"Come, sit." I pat the edge of the bed, making space for him. "We should talk about the weekend."

Greg hesitates, but the pull of habit is stronger than his suspicion. He sits, adjusting his glasses, clearly waiting for the catch.

I give it to him with a slow, deliberate breath. "You know how much I need this, don't you, Greg?" I watch him take in the words, thinking he's about to agree to one thing when it's another entirely. "How much I need you to be obedient?"

His face twitches with surprise, but he doesn't speak. I lean in, allowing the robe to slip a little more. "It's really quite simple," I say, letting each word sink in. "You will serve me. And you will serve Mark."

Greg's lips part. An objection stalled before birth. He looks at me, eyes flitting from my face to the curve of lace at my breast. I could almost laugh at how easy it was to distract him.

"For the entire weekend, you'll be our servant." I give him a moment to absorb it. "Meals. Drinks. Cleaning. And anything else we require."

Greg swallows, visibly. I trace a finger along the collar of my robe, casually emphasizing the exposure. "You always want to help, don't you, Greg? To make me happy?"

"I—" He tries for words, but the sharpness of his own want cuts him off.

"You'll address him as 'sir.' And you'll only speak with permission." I watch the mixture of emotions play across his face, like a canvas of my creation. "You will stay out of the way until we need you."

I pause, leaning back just enough to stretch the robe further open. "You should be grateful for the opportunity."

His eyes drop to the floor, then back to me, then away again. A delicious cycle of submission.

"Are you listening?" I press, not letting him fall too far into his own thoughts.

He blinks, then nods, a puppet with strings tied to desire and shame. "Yes, Vanessa."

"And you accept?" I tilt my head, curious and demanding at once.

Greg hesitates, the weight of each word a chain he's eager to wear. "Yes. I accept."

I don't hide my smile as I continue. "You'll sleep in the guest room. Or perhaps the floor." The suggestion makes his jaw clench. I almost admire his persistence, the thin veneer of resistance he tries to maintain.

"This isn't a negotiation, Greg." I let the sentence hang in the air, cutting and definitive.

He opens his mouth to speak, but the gleam in my eye stops him. He remembers this talk from before. The doubt I've seeded in him so carefully, now growing wild.

"You know why this is happening, don't you?" I press, and when he looks at me, I see the acceptance there. Not happy, but hungry.

"Because—" he starts, but I hold up a hand, cutting him off again.

"Because you're not enough for me." I relish the way he flinches. "And because you need this more than I do."

Greg nods, finally defeated, and I savor the shift in his posture. The way he bends, ever so slightly, toward compliance.

"Say it." I watch him closely, refusing to let him look away.

"I'm... not enough for you." The confession is a soft, desperate whisper.

"And?"

"I need this." It's even softer, as though speaking too loudly might shatter the truth he's clung to for so long.

"Good." I give him a smile full of triumph and promise. "Now, let's make sure you understand everything." I reach for his hand, forcing him to look directly at me.

"I want you to repeat the rules. All of them."

Greg's eyes widen, and I can see the humiliation swell within him, a beautiful wave that he can't help but ride.

"Start with your role," I say, leaving no room for him to hesitate.

He swallows again, a dry gulp of surrender. "I will serve you and Mark."

"And?"

"And I will address him as 'sir.'" His face reddens, an exquisite shade of defeat.

"Go on." I watch as he gathers himself for the final blow.

"I understand I am inferior to Mark. And I accept my role as your servant."

The words fall out of him like precious stones, polished by degradation and desire.

I squeeze his hand, feeling his pulse race beneath my fingers. "I knew you'd come around, Greg."

He glances at me, then away, then back again, caught in the orbit of his own willing humiliation.

"You'll be a good boy, won't you?"

"Yes, Vanessa," he says, voice barely a whisper. "Yes."

#

I slip into my robe and leave it provocatively open as I savor the morning's possibilities. Greg is already up, spreading clothes for Mark and me with shaky hands. I watch him from the doorway, his trembling submission whetting my appetite for more. “Don’t keep me waiting,” I call, enjoying the command in my voice. He looks up, a deer caught in the headlights of his own need.

"We'll begin with the clothes," I say, voice measured and cold, like the words themselves are tiny cages for him to live inside. He looks confused, a little helpless, which only fuels my delight. I love him like this, on the brink of understanding, but not there. Each command I give is a small, deliberate shock.

"Spread out my clothes first," I instruct. "Then Mark's." My tone leaves no room for error, and I watch as the order sinks in, humiliating him with its precision. I let the robe fall open a little more, catching his eye as he kneels. His submission is palpable, and I can see him struggling to breathe beneath the weight of it.

"You are going to be very busy," I say, enjoying the calculated calm of my voice. "If you want to make me happy, you’ll have to work for it." He hesitates, just a moment too long, and I press further. "Kneel, Greg," I say. “Begin with Mark’s things.”

Greg complies, but I can see him fighting with himself, trying to find a place of comfort in a situation designed to deprive him of exactly that. I watch the internal struggle, savoring every moment.

Just then, Mark enters, all swagger and confidence, wearing nothing but boxers. The lines of his muscles are hard and defined, and the bulge in his shorts is impossible to miss. I see Greg take in the sight, the contrast between them a deliberate, devastating truth.

"Good morning," Mark says, grinning like he's already won.

I don’t respond, not directly. Instead, I grab Mark by the back of the head and pull him in for a kiss, making sure Greg sees it all. The feel of Mark's body against mine, the way his chest rises and falls with desire—it’s enough to make me moan. I deepen the kiss, letting my hands run over him while my eyes lock onto Greg's. He's still kneeling, and the look on his face is worth more than gold.

“You like watching, don’t you?” I tease.

Greg nods, his eyes never leaving us.

"Help him," I say, the command sharp and cutting. "Get him dressed." The humiliation in Greg's eyes is exquisite, and I can see how badly he wants to be part of this, how the shame only heightens his own desire. It's a need so raw and open that it would almost be pathetic if it weren’t so perfectly orchestrated by me.

I step back and watch Greg stand, awkward and unsure, next to Mark. The comparison is brutal and undeniable. I articulate it, leaving nothing unspoken. "Mark looks even better than he did in college," I say, my voice dripping with cruel admiration. "Wouldn't you agree, Greg?"

He hesitates, surprised by the question, by all of it. But I can see the eagerness beneath the hesitation, the craving for exactly this. "Yes," he says finally, voice cracking under the weight of its own desire. "Yes, Vanessa."

"Go ahead, then," I say, as though permitting him the greatest gift of all. "Help him."

Greg reaches for Mark's shirt, his hands still unsteady. I watch with a hunger that grows sharper by the second. He buttons it slowly, each clasp an admission of defeat and yearning. He wants exactly this.

"See how it fits him?" I ask, watching Greg's face. "You'd never look that good in it." My words are acid and silk, burning and smooth. I watch him absorb them, his desire only growing more pronounced.

Greg’s hands fall to Mark’s belt, and I let out a small laugh. "You'll have to do better than that," I say. "Try tying his shoes."

Mark stands, legs apart and cocky grin intact, while Greg kneels at his feet. The scene is obscene in its clarity. My eyes never leave Greg, my little servant, while he fumbles with the laces. "Thank him," I order. "Thank Mark for letting you serve."

Greg’s lips part, but no words come out. The stammer is everything I want it to be, a broken anthem of his submission. "Thank you," he finally manages, the humiliation raw and ripe in the air.

I smile, full of triumph and satisfaction, savoring every syllable of his surrender. "Now do it again," I say. "And mean it this time."

"Thank you, sir," Greg says, louder, more desperate, each word a testament to the domination he craves.

I stand back, looking at both of them. One broken and one impossibly hard, each perfect in their role. "Don't forget this moment, Greg," I say, reveling in the control and power over both men. "You’ll be serving him all weekend long."

He nods, the acceptance final, and I feel a thrill so deep it makes me shiver. He looks at Mark, then at me, then back to the ground, the cycle of his own surrender and excitement never-ending. I walk to Mark and kiss him again, knowing Greg is watching, knowing it's exactly what he wants. What they both want.

#

My skin glistens in the midday sun, the heat drawing out my desires. I lie back by the pool in a bikini that barely contains me, reveling in the tension as Greg awkwardly sits in the sun nearby watching us. His struggle is delicious, and the tightness in my body builds with each new humiliation I dream up. "Do you like my bathing suit?” I ask, biting my lip.

Greg shifts his weight, trying to steady himself on the small stool I ordered him to sit on. His unease is clear, and it fuels the thrill I feel watching him. Each shift on the stool heightens my sense of control, more exhilarating than the sun's warmth above.

"You're glistening, Greg," I note, fully aware it isn’t just the heat affecting him. My words are teasing and sultry, adding a playful tension to the moment. The afternoon promises endless possibilities and a delicious sense of authority.

I turn my attention to Mark, who reclines with an air of confidence, like a king surveying his realm. He observes Greg's predicament with a knowing smile, clearly enjoying the scene. My gaze lingers on him, on the way his shorts barely contain his anticipation.

"Don't you wish you looked like this, Greg?" I tease, letting the question hang in the air, more intense than the sun. The charged atmosphere between Greg's self-consciousness and Mark's obvious interest is intoxicating.

A bead of sweat glides down my chest, signaling the moment to intensify things. "Could you get us some iced tea?" I ask Greg, my tone leaving little room for anything but swift compliance. He stands, eager and attentive, quickly moving to fulfill my request.

The task, as simple as it is, serves as a gentle reminder of the delightful dynamic at play. I stretch out, watching him leave, the feeling of command as tangible as the sun's heat on my skin.

Greg returns, slightly flushed, holding the glasses with a careful grip. The ice clinks against the glass, a subtle reminder of the roles we've embraced. I take a sip, feeling the coolness slide down my throat, a perfect counterpoint to the warmth enveloping us all.

Mark takes his glass, watching Greg with an amused expression. I enjoy watching Mark, loving how his superiority shows on his face and body. Greg looks like he might buckle under the pressure of it all, but he doesn’t. He stays eager and ashamed, just as I’ve trained him to be.

I set down my drink and decide to escalate the situation. "Sunscreen," I command. “I don’t want to burn.”

His eyes widen as he registers the command, but he doesn’t hesitate. Not anymore. I’ve trained him well. He kneels beside me, squeezing the lotion into his hands. I lean back, stretching provocatively, making sure he feels every inch of the degradation.

"Get everywhere," I insist, exaggerating the instruction with a smirk. I watch as his hands glide over my skin, each touch a new humiliation, each movement an exercise in submission. I bite my lip, seeing how aroused he is. His breath hitches as he rubs the lotion onto my shoulders, his fingers trembling slightly. I can feel his eyes on my body, taking in every curve and line, his humiliation mixed with a desire he can't hide. I glance over at Mark, who watches the scene with a smug smile, enjoying Greg's debasement as much as I do.

"Don't forget my legs," I purr, shifting slightly to give Greg better access. He swallows hard, his hands moving down to my thighs, his touch tentative and reverent. I can see the bulge in his pants growing, his discomfort and arousal feeding into each other in a vicious cycle.

"Don’t forget Mark," I add, my voice dripping with enjoyment. I see Greg flinch at the command, but he nods, mute and obedient. My heart races as I watch him move to Mark, the intensity of it all like an electric current through my body.

I rise to join them, brushing against Mark in a way that makes the difference between him and Greg impossible to ignore. I see the effect on Greg, his face a portrait of inadequacy and yearning.

"You’re never going to measure up, are you, Greg?" I whisper, making sure he hears every syllable. He looks at me, then Mark, then back to me, caught in the trap I’ve so expertly laid.

The afternoon wears on; the sun climbing higher, and Mark's arousal building with each degrading moment. He lounges, the picture of power and confidence, his enjoyment as clear as Greg's shame. The dynamic fuels me, each second an exquisite play of desire and domination.

"More sunscreen," I demand, knowing exactly what I’m doing. Greg’s face is a beautiful blend of humiliation and acceptance as he applies it to Mark's back. Each stroke of his hand is awkward and full of meaning, and I mock him with gleeful delight.

I escalate the scene, drawing it out, relishing the tension. I know the neighbors might see, might glimpse Greg’s abject debasement. The thought thrills me, each potential witness to his submission adding to my excitement.

"Come on, Greg," I taunt. "Is that the best you can do?" The challenge hangs in the air, and I see him falter, see the conflict written on his face. He is desperate to please, desperate to submit, and I am desperate to see it all.

Greg's hands tremble as he continues to apply sunscreen to Mark's back, his cheeks flushed with a mix of exertion and humiliation. I watch, enthralled, as beads of sweat form on Greg's forehead, his discomfort a tangible thing that I can almost taste. Mark catches my eye, his grin widening as he enjoys the spectacle as much as I do.

"Make sure you get it even," I instruct, my voice laced with mocking sweetness. "We wouldn't want Mark to burn because you were careless."

Greg nods, his eyes downcast, as he meticulously rubs the lotion into Mark's skin. I can see the struggle in his expression, the war between his desire to please and his own degradation.

I press closer to Mark, letting my body tell Greg everything I want him to hear. My whispered comments to Mark are loud enough for Greg to catch, each one designed to twist the knife a little more.

"I can’t believe how pathetic he looks," I say to Mark, loud enough for it to sink into Greg’s skin, his bones, his soul. Mark smirks, a silent acknowledgment of the situation, and his enjoyment stokes my desire even further.

I push for the crescendo, needing the ultimate confirmation of my complete domination. "Tell me, Greg," I say, my voice a wicked melody. "Don’t you wish you looked like this?"

His response is everything I want it to be, a stammered admission of his own inadequacy, a plea wrapped in shame. "Yes, Vanessa," he says, his voice breaking. "I wish I looked like that."

I lean back, taking in the full spectacle. Mark, impossibly hard and self-satisfied. Greg, a picture of servile humiliation. The power thrums through me, a live wire of control and lust.

"Good boy," I say, the words wrapping around him like a leash. I am fully in control, and he knows it. Mark knows it. I know it. I bite my lip, the satisfaction sweet and complete, the sun no match for the heat between us all.

Needing some shade, I decide I’m up for something new. Something devious. Something I’ve been cooking up for some time and couldn’t wait to try out.

Grabbing Mark’s hand, I lead him and beckon Greg to follow as we make our way to the bedroom.

A row of sex toys lies before me like a well-curated art exhibit. I revel in the delicious anticipation of what's to come. Greg stands nearby, uncertain and exposed, his vulnerability stoking my desire. "It's toy time torment," I declare, making sure he knows exactly what's in store for him.

I arrange the toys with the same precision I might use to plan a coup. The symmetry and order please me, each piece an emblem of Greg’s inadequacy, a stark reminder of his position. I glance at him, enjoying the effect it's having. His eyes dart over the display, and I can see his anxiety rise.

"You look surprised, Greg," I say, savoring the calm in my voice. "But you shouldn’t be. This is for you." The anticipation crackles in the air, thick and intoxicating. I let it linger, loving the way it draws Greg in, even as it pushes him to the edge of his own endurance. “You can leave anytime you want, but..” I pause, looking down at his erect cock beneath his shorts, “You don’t want to, do you? You need this, don’t you?”

Greg's eyes flicker with a mix of fear and longing, his cock betraying his genuine desires. He swallows hard, his Adam's apple bobbing with the motion. "Yes, Vanessa," he admits, his voice a low whisper of defeat.

My hands glide over the toys, fingers tracing their shapes with a lover's touch. "We have a lot to get through," I continue, locking eyes with Greg. He swallows hard, and I feel the power rush through me, electric and unrelenting.

"Strip," I command, the single word precise and lethal. It hangs between us, more binding than any contract. I watch him hesitate, then undress, his vulnerability a raw, beautiful thing.

I savor the way he looks, exposed and unsure, each movement charged with humiliation and something more. His reluctance is a thin veil over his desire, and I love tearing it away. "You know your role, Greg," I remind him, my voice cutting through his hesitation like a blade.

He nods, the acceptance clear but never complete. It keeps him on edge, keeps me hungry for more.

I begin the next phase, explaining each toy to Mark with cold, deliberate precision. "This one’s much bigger than Greg," I say, holding a thick dildo in my hand. Mark's smirk grows wider, his arousal impossible to miss.

Greg’s tension mounts with every word, his face a picture of shame and yearning. He stands there, naked and trembling, as I revel in the orchestration of his degradation. His cock bounces with excitement.

"And this," I continue, lifting another toy, "is for when he’s really been a good boy." The innuendo is sharp and cutting, leaving Greg exposed and desperate.

I can see his struggle, his desire to both flee and dive deeper into the humiliation. It thrills me, the push and pull of it all, the intricate dance I lead with merciless precision.

"Mark, would you like to see the difference?" I ask, pulling out a ruler. Greg’s eyes widen as the new level of degradation sinks in. The shock is delicious, and I hold the ruler against Mark's cock, then Greg's, my notes cold and precise.

The numbers mean everything and nothing, a currency of shame that buys me Greg’s submission in the most intimate way.

I watch Greg as I measure him, his face a beautiful canvas of despair and desire. The tension in the room is palpable, each breath drawn out, every moment magnified.

"Mark has you beat," I say, my voice a blend of silk and cruelty. "But you already knew that, didn’t you?"

Wrapping my hand around his cock, I give him a slow and deliberate stroke. “Such a little one."

Greg's breath hitches as I stroke him, a mix of pleasure and humiliation washing over his face. I can feel him throb in my hand, his body betraying his enjoyment despite the cruelty of my words. I look up at Mark, who watches the scene with an amused grin, his own arousal growing more clear.

"Look at how he responds," I say to Mark, my voice clinical and detached. "It's almost sad, really. So eager, so pathetic."

Greg's cheeks flush a deeper shade of red, but he doesn't pull away. Instead, he leans into my touch, his body craving more even as his mind struggles with the degradation. I stroke him again, slower this time, drawing out a soft moan that seems to surprise even him.

Stopping with a jolt, I shake my head in disgust. “Is that pre-cum, Greg?”

I let go of him, watching as he sways slightly, already missing my touch despite the cruelty. "You're pathetic, Greg," I murmur, more to myself than to him. "Look at you, craving even the slightest attention."

Greg flinches, but his desire is undeniable. I can see it, raw and exposed, as he nods. It makes me want to take this even further, to push the boundaries until they snap.

Mark's enjoyment stokes my excitement. He stands tall, smug and self-satisfied, while I detail Greg’s inadequacy. Each word from my lips is a delicious cut, leaving Greg bare and desperate.

I reach for a small, cage-like device, and Greg’s eyes widen. I love the fearful longing, his inability to look away despite his desire to. Securing his cock inside is the ultimate symbol of his powerlessness.

"This will keep you in your place," I say, fastening the device closed with a final, triumphant click. His submission is so complete, so perfect, that it makes me shiver with satisfaction.

I watch him struggle to absorb it all, the cage tight around him, a physical reminder of his position. The scene is everything I wanted, a masterpiece of control and degradation.

Mark's arousal was an aphrodisiac, his cock hard and straining against his shorts. I can’t resist the pull of it, the magnetic draw of absolute power.

I move to Mark, leaving Greg humiliated, a spectator to his own undoing. The kiss is deep and full of promise, a celebration of our dominance and his defeat.

I lose myself in the taste of Mark’s lips, the heat of his body against mine. It fuels me, feeds the fire of my control, a blazing certainty of my role.

I pull away, looking back at Greg. He is the picture of humiliation, caged and vulnerable, exactly where he belongs. He watches us, unable to escape the scene, and it drives me to the peak of my pleasure.

I am drunk on it, intoxicated by the power and the spectacle. "Look at you, Greg," I say, voice rich with triumph. "Right where you should be."

I press closer to Mark, feeling the thrill build to a crescendo. My satisfaction is complete, a sweet and overwhelming flood that leaves me breathless. His cock is hard and strains against the chastity cage. I giggle, seeing his pre-cum drip from his cock bound inside the metal walls.

The room, the world, everything belongs to me at this moment. I see Greg’s acceptance and Mark’s arousal, and it is all I need, all I want. My control is unassailable, and the victory is mine.

#

I glide down the stairs, my robe slipping suggestively off one shoulder. Greg waits in the dining room, apron already on, eyes darting nervously. I breathe in the intoxicating scent of his desperation and feel the promise of the evening stretch before me. It's time for the next round.

I savor the look on Greg’s face, a perfect mix of anxiety and expectation. The apron is emasculating, a stark symbol of his role, and he knows it. Every inch of him knows it. I relish the way he shifts, uncertain and needy.

Mark joins us, full of swagger and confidence. He sits next to me, his presence larger than life, and I can see the effect it has on Greg. The dynamic is everything I want it to be, and more.

We take our places, and I settle in close to Mark, close enough to feel the heat radiating from him. The tension is thick, almost tangible, and I breathe it in like a heady perfume. Greg serves the first course, his hands shaking as he sets the plates before us.

The scent of the meal mingles with the scent of desire, and I feel the pull of it all, drawing me into a web I’ve spun with perfect precision. Greg's anxiety is palpable, written across his face and in every hesitant move he makes.

I catch Mark's eye, and a silent understanding passes between us. He leans back, enjoying the show, his confidence a living thing. It stokes the fire inside me, makes me want more.

Greg’s submission is as delicious as the food he’s prepared. I love the way he looks, hovering near the table, unsure whether to retreat or stay. The push and pull of his conflict is a symphony I’ve orchestrated, and I revel in every note.

I let my hand slide beneath the table, subtly stroking Mark through his pants. His cock is rock hard, and I love the feel, the knowledge that I cause this arousal, the center of this universe.

Mark’s reaction is immediate, a sharp intake of breath, and I feel the effect it has on Greg. He watches us, eyes wide and lips slightly parted, caught in the spectacle of his own degradation.

"Clear the plates," I say, my voice a precise command. Greg jumps to comply, his eagerness a beautiful thing. I let my hand linger on Mark, letting the intention sink in.

Greg’s hands fumble as he gathers the dishes. His apron swings awkwardly, a soft testament to his emasculation. I relish the sight, each movement a reminder of his place, a place I’ve carved out for him with such delicious cruelty.

"Refill our glasses," I direct, my words sharp as daggers. Greg nods, his tension rising like a crescendo. His face shows his struggle to meet my demands.

Mark’s confidence never falters. He watches Greg with a smug grin, enjoying every second of the power shift. His enjoyment is mine, a shared triumph that fuels the fire between us all.

"Greg," I say, letting the name hang in the air. "Mark closed the biggest deal of the year yesterday. Did you know that?"

Greg hesitates, surprised. "No, I—"

"I’m not surprised," I cut him off, my tone cutting and dismissive. "You have accomplished nothing like that, have you?"

His cheeks flush, and I feel a jolt of pleasure at his discomfort. The contrast between them is stark and brutal, and I love every second.

I lean into Mark, the action both intimate and dismissive of Greg. "Congratulations," I purr, letting the word wrap around us like a warm blanket.

Greg’s conflicted expression is a feast, a banquet of emotions that I savor. I see his desire, his shame, his craving for exactly this. Each is a thread in the tapestry I’ve woven, a complex, beautiful web.

"You should congratulate him too, Greg," I say, my words laced with mocking affection. Greg swallows hard, fighting for composure.

"Congratulations, sir," he manages, voice a soft, desperate whisper. His submission is everything I’ve shaped it to be, and the knowledge is intoxicating.

Mark’s arousal is impossible to miss, a hard truth beneath his tailored pants. I make sure Greg knows it, sees it, and wants it all the more because of it.

"Thank you, Greg," Mark replies, the arrogance in his voice as thick as Greg’s humiliation. The balance of power is so perfect, so exact, that it makes me shiver.

I keep my hand on Mark, subtly yet unmistakably letting Greg know his place. "You wish you could close a deal like that, don’t you, Greg?" I ask, a rhetorical barb that finds its mark.

He nods, the motion so small it might break. "Yes, Vanessa," he says, the words drenched in surrender.

I bring the evening to a crescendo with an announcement, the triumph clear in my voice. "I think the real entertainment is just beginning," I say, pushing away from the table.

I see Greg’s reaction, the blend of desperation and acceptance that colors his face. It is a portrait of everything I’ve crafted, and it fills me with an intoxicating rush of power.

"Come on, Mark," I say, taking his hand. "There’s more waiting for us upstairs."

I lead Mark from the dining room, each step a victory lap. I glance back, seeing Greg standing there, apron and all, a living testament to the dynamics I've created.

The satisfaction swells inside me, a tide of certainty and control. I feel it wash over me, drowning me, knowing that I own this moment, this night, this man.

Mark’s hand is warm in mine, and I can feel the heat of his arousal, the shared excitement that pulses between us. We reach the top of the stairs, and I pause, looking back one last time.

Greg is still there, still watching, a figure of submission and need. He is mine, as much as Mark is, and the realization is a sweet and perfect thing.

I pull Mark into the bedroom, knowing Greg can imagine every moment, knowing it is exactly what he wants and dreads and desires.

The door closes, and I let out a soft, satisfied sigh. The evening is far from over, and I am drunk on the promise of it all. Mark and I are everything, and Greg’s willing humiliation is the foundation of our unbreakable kingdom.


Chapter 3

The room is warm, the air thick with desire and rebellion as I unbutton my jacket and let it slide provocatively to the floor. Greg's eyes follow the fabric's descent, his cheeks flushed with humiliation while his hands twitch against the metal cage that binds him. The heat of his confinement excites me, and I heighten the tension with a sharp smile. "I know you want to touch," I taunt, drawing out my strip tease with a slow deliberation that leaves him squirming in his seat. “But I don’t want you to yet, so you’ll be a good boy and wait, won’t you?”

Mark leans back, arms spread casually as he absorbs the scene. "Look at him," he chuckles, casting a glance at Greg. "Already breaking a sweat." Greg shifts, trying to maintain composure, but I see right through him. The flush in his cheeks, the rigid posture, the beads of perspiration—all signs of his helpless arousal.

I slip my fingers under the hem of my blouse, lifting it inch by torturous inch. "You deserve a real man," I say, my eyes never leaving Greg's face as the words hit like a lash. His reaction is deliciously predictable, a shudder that reverberates through his whole body as his fingers stretch against their invisible restraints.

"How does it feel?" Mark asks, his tone dripping with amusement. "Watching while she does this for me?" Greg doesn't answer. He can't, not with his throat tight from the longing that I'm carefully cultivating.

My blouse flutters to the floor, joining my discarded jacket. The sight of me in nothing but a black bra and tight pencil skirt keeps Greg's gaze firmly fixed, a prisoner to his own desires. "Maybe I'll let you watch every time," I muse, turning to give him the full view of my body. His hands twitch again, desperate and restrained.

As I slip my skirt down, my hips sway in a way that I know drives him mad. Mark's presence is an electric charge in the air, a tangible reminder of everything Greg wants but cannot have. "Mark is bigger than me," I say, each word a cruel promise that makes Greg squirm. I watch his throat bob, a futile attempt to swallow his frustration.

"You don't have to say it," Mark laughs, relishing the scene. "We both know he can't handle it." The final descent of my skirt leaves me in just my bra and panties. Greg's face is a study in agony and ecstasy, his every instinct screaming to reach out while the chastity cage mocks his incapacity.

I turn to face Mark, arching my back as I unsnap the bra and let it fall. The exposure is exhilarating, every inch of skin another layer of dominance over the man squirming in his chair. "It's only going to get worse," I tease, pressing my hips against Mark's lap. "You poor thing."

The panties slide down last, leaving me completely naked and utterly in control. Greg's eyes are wild, caught between desperation and rapture. He can't tear them away, no matter how much his own state torments him.

Mark wraps his arms around me as I settle on his lap, but it's Greg I watch, it's Greg I devour with my gaze. "Tell me," I insist, shifting provocatively. “Tell me how much you enjoy watching.”

"He will  not make it," Mark sneers, his hand sliding up my thigh. "Better him than me," I whisper back, reaching to unbutton Mark's shirt. My fingers trace his chest, a deliberate show that reinforces the power shift I've engineered.

Greg is shaking now, an exposed nerve in the charged atmosphere. The sweat trickles down his temple, and I see him test the limits of his will, fighting against the urge to grab himself. Each moment is a sweet symphony of power.

"Does it hurt?" I ask, pretending sympathy as I press against Mark. "You look so tense." Greg opens his mouth to respond, but nothing comes out except a shallow gasp. His struggle is beautiful.

The glistening sweat, the twitching hands, the way he leans forward as if distance alone will allow him to take part—it's a delicious display of surrender. I see the moment the words sink in, the crushing realization of his position, and it's as intoxicating as Mark's touch.

Every piece of clothing on the floor is a testament to my control, every shudder from Greg a victory that I savor with relish. I lock eyes with him, letting the scene imprint itself fully on his helpless, aroused psyche. "This is where you belong," I murmur, arching provocatively as I sink deeper into Mark's lap. Greg's composure unravels with a final, broken tremble, and I bask in the carefully orchestrated chaos, feeling more powerful and more alive with every breathless second.

The bed is a battlefield, and I'm winning. Mark thrusts hard into me, his powerful hands gripping my waist as I ride him with reckless abandon. I force my eyes to Greg, savoring every spasm of his confined arousal. "This is how a real man fucks," I moan, arching my back to give him the full view. The desperation in Greg's eyes is as delicious as the release I feel building with each powerful thrust.

Greg sits as though bound, his frame taut with the unbearable tension of wanting and not having. Each thrust is a taunt, a reminder of his cock inside its cage denies him. The veins stand out on his neck, pulsing with the same frustration that beats through his entire body. I know it's agony, and it only makes my pleasure sharper.

“Now wait your turn, Greg. You can leave, but you won’t get what you really want if you do. You love this, don’t you?”

Greg nods.

“Beg for more, baby. Tell me how much you love this.”

Greg nods again. “I love this.”

The heat between Mark and me is electric, a contrast to the cold steel against Greg's cock. I can almost taste Greg's need as I throw my head back, letting my cries of ecstasy pierce through the room. I wonder if he knows how much harder Mark is than he'll ever be. "So good," I shout, watching him crumble. "Better than I ever imagined!"

Mark's voice is rough and mocking. "Say goodbye to your husband," he growls, thrusting even harder as if to hammer in the point. I let his words wash over me, adding fuel to my fire. Every degrading syllable pushes Greg further down, raises me higher up.

I lean back, hands on Mark's knees, opening myself completely to both men. "Oh, God, yes!" I scream, the words as much for Greg's ears as for my pleasure. He flinches, and I see him fight the urge to reach for me, to reach for himself. He's stuck there, unable to touch either. It's perfect.

"Feels good, doesn't it?" Mark sneers, lifting me effortlessly and letting me drop again and again. Greg's eyes follow my every movement, every shift of my hips, locked onto the scene he wishes he could join. I revel in it, in the way each moment grinds his spirit into the ground.

Greg's knuckles are white as he grips the chair, a desperate attempt to hold on to some piece of himself while I strip him of everything. His lips move soundlessly, a silent mantra of disbelief. He can't understand how it got to this point, but I know. I planned it.

Each thrust sends a jolt through me, tightening every nerve with raw sensation. I stare at Greg, unblinking, making sure he knows exactly how much I'm getting, exactly how much he's losing. His face flushes, and his breathing is rapid. He's about to break.

"Bet you've never made her moan like this," Mark laughs, a savage joy in his voice. I match it with my own. "Keep going," I urge him, clinging tighter. "Show him how much better you are." Greg's spirit cracks under the weight of our words, of my body moving so eagerly against Mark's.

I shift my hips to let Mark in deeper, each motion a declaration of how little Greg matters. "I'm not stopping," I taunt. "Not until you're completely forgotten." Greg looks on the verge of collapse, his body trembling from the strain of unspent desire.

Mark grips my ass, thrusting with a brutal rhythm that leaves no room for doubt about his dominance. "You don't even need to be here," he says with a derisive snort, aimed at Greg's emasculated position. My laugh is breathless and triumphant. "Oh, yes. Just like that. Keep going."

With every second, every motion, I drag Greg deeper into despair and drag myself closer to release. His restraint only makes me push harder, makes me moan louder. "Mark," I cry out, knowing the name is a knife in Greg's heart. "Oh, Mark, yes!"

The climax hits, an explosion of power and pleasure as I scream Mark's name again and again. My body tightens, contracts, and I hear Greg's final, broken gasp as he watches us—watching me—in rapt, helpless agony. He's shattered, and I'm whole. I'm everything he can't be, and more.

Collapsing to the bed, I work to catch my breath, savoring the feel of Mark’s cum dripping from my aching pussy.

Mark lounges next to me, savoring the conquest. I stretch languidly, a silent summons to the man still reeling in the chair. "Get over here," I command, my legs spreading to mark his defeat. Greg hesitates, a mass of trembling confusion, and I point to where Mark has claimed me, enjoying the sharp slice of my next words: "Clean me up."

The room is heavy with the scent of sweat and sex, a testament to everything Greg couldn't have. He rises slowly, like he's pushing against a crushing weight, his every movement betraying the strain of his desire. The sweat on his forehead glistens in the dim light, a mark of how far he's fallen, of how much farther I will push him.

I watch with keen interest as he takes those few agonizing steps towards the bed, his eyes locked onto the mess he's expected to address. "It will not clean itself," I say, my voice smooth and unforgiving. Mark chuckles beside me, an inaudible sound that twists the knife.

Greg drops to his knees, his whole body a quivering testament to my control. The locked chastity cage bulges, a symbol of his unfulfilled desperation. I see him hesitate, torn between the need to satisfy me and the shame of the act. "Go on," I taunt, leaning back with a satisfied smile. "Show me how badly you want it."

His head bows, and I know I've won. His lips touch where Mark has marked me, and the tremor that runs through his frame is nothing short of exquisite. "That's it," I whisper, stroking his hair with a mocking tenderness. "Make yourself useful for once."

The frustration must be unbearable, the cage keeping him on the brink of madness. He fights to focus on me, on the task, but his hands betray him, moving as if to grant relief that won't come. I could let him suffer longer. I could let him simmer in his own need. But I have other plans.

With a deliberate slowness, I reach down and open the chastity device. His eyes fly open in shock, in gratitude, in something primal and raw that has no name. The release is immediate and violent, an eruption that coats me in hot spurts of his long-denied desire.

He's still gasping when I pull him closer, his cum dripping from my skin, his body shuddering with each aftershock. I toy with him, reveling in the way he crumbles at my touch, at my words. "You think this changes anything?" I ask, my voice a purr of satisfaction.

Mark props himself on one elbow, watching with a smirk that speaks volumes. Greg is shaking, both from the release and from the realization of where he stands. "He's a quick learner," Mark says, laughing.

"This is who you are now," I whisper, pulling Greg even closer. His humiliation is palpable, a living thing that breathes and pulses in the room with us. And yet he doesn't pull away. He can't.

With each ragged breath, I see the truth sinking in, the full weight of the new dynamic pressing down on him. He knows. I know. There's no going back.

The scene ends with a charged silence, broken only by Greg's unsteady breathing. He's kneeling between my legs, stripped of every defense, marked by Mark's smug triumph and my unyielding control. "Good boy," I finally say, letting the words linger. He's everything I've molded him to be, and the satisfaction is intoxicating.


Chapter 4

Greg's expression is almost endearing, with his brow furrowed as if he doesn't yet grasp the inevitability of what I'm about to propose. I revel in his confusion, maintaining an air of careful control as I push a printed list across the table. "New rules," I say with the calm authority of someone discussing the weather. Each word hangs in the air, ripe with the implications that I'm already savoring. I know that deep down he sees it coming, but there's a thrill in watching him catch up to my intentions, his eyes widening as he absorbs every bullet point.

"I don't know if I can—" he begins, his voice barely a whisper. I lean in, brushing my fingers lightly across his forearm, silencing his objections before they can fully form. "You can," I assure him, my words both promise and command. This time, Greg won't need any convincing.

"It's a lot to take in," Greg finally says, his voice quivering under the weight of the expectations I've laid out. He looks at me as if hoping I'll offer some reprieve, but we both know that will not happen.

"I want to make sure we're clear," I say, watching his face as he takes in the first point. "Permission to masturbate," I read aloud for him, savoring the way his cheeks redden with every syllable. His response is a mumbled promise to try, barely audible but deliciously sincere.

"You will," I say, not a hint of doubt in my tone. It's both declaration and decree, and I can see the mixture of excitement and trepidation play across his features as he realizes there's no turning back. I take a moment to enjoy the sight of him squirming in his chair, knowing that even this struggle is for me.

His eyes linger on the words "chastity device" longer than I expect. I watch, fascinated, as his fingers tremble slightly over the text. The blush on his face spreads, deepening as he stammers, "A-all the time?"

The hesitation in his voice is music to me. I smile, letting my gaze rest on him with a calculated intensity. "Yes, Greg. All the time," I say, my tone leaving no room for ambiguity. "I'll keep the key," I add, savoring the way his body seems to shrink under the full realization of what I'm imposing.

The rules feel almost redundant; we both know I'll have my way. Still, there's power in seeing it spelled out, in watching him process the new reality of his life under my thumb. He nods, more to himself than to me, as if trying to muster the courage to embrace what he knows he can't resist.

His hand quivers as it moves to the next rule, eyes widening as he reads about Mark. I sense the shift in him, the conflict between submission and jealousy. "Texting me about Mark," I say, spelling it out to ensure there's no misunderstanding. "Every time you see him at work. No exceptions."

"But what if he—"

"You'll find a way," I cut him off, leaning back with a casual elegance that only underscores my dominance. His attempts to resist are half-hearted, an unconvincing act that we both see through. This dance is as familiar as it is thrilling, and I know exactly how it will end.

The next rule catches his breath as he reads it: complimenting Mark in professional settings. I watch with satisfaction as his shoulders slump, his body language betraying the surrender that his words are too timid to express. He looks up at me, seeking any hint of leniency.

"And this?" he asks, his voice small. The vulnerability in his tone is intoxicating. I know he wants me to soften, but the steel in my eyes tells him it's not a possibility.

"This one especially," I say, my words cutting through his last defenses. I allow myself a moment to admire my polished nails, letting the silence build as I revel in the discomfort I'm creating. His reluctance only sweetens the inevitable compliance.

"Sign it," I command softly, running my fingers along his arm, feeling the tremor in his body as he holds the pen. There's a moment of hesitation, but my unyielding confidence gives him no room for doubt. I watch as he lowers his eyes, accepting his fate with a trembling sigh.

The scratch of the pen is a symphony of submission, a soundtrack to the victory I've orchestrated. He signs his name with a flourish of desperation, sealing our new dynamic with a single stroke. I capture the moment with my phone, the click of the camera echoing like the closing of a door.

"Daily reminders," I tell him, as if we're merely discussing a grocery list. He nods, defeated but obedient, exactly where I want him. My words linger, heavy with the promise of his new life.

I stand over him, towering in my elegant heels, my presence as commanding as ever. Greg slumps, a picture of resigned acceptance. I let the silence speak for me, savoring the taste of victory. This is just the beginning, and I know he's finally aware of it.

#

Greg's stunned silence is almost amusing when he walks through the door, clearly not expecting the dinner scene I've meticulously arranged. Mark's presence looms large in the room, but I pretend not to notice the awkwardness that hangs like a storm cloud. "Perfect timing," I say breezily, placing a napkin at Greg's conspicuously smaller place setting. Mark's laughter cuts through the tension, and I join in, watching Greg's composure unravel in slow motion. His lips press into a thin line as he takes in every detail—the extra chair, the apron draped over his seat, the playful smile I give him that confirms this is no mistake. It's a perfect reenactment of our weekend, complete with Greg's struggle to maintain dignity.

He stands there, speechless, his mind racing to catch up. I know he's considering a hundred different responses, but each one crumbles under the weight of the new rules he's already bound to follow. The silence is delicious.

"Put this on, won't you?" I say, offering the apron with a grin that makes it clear he doesn't have a choice. "Dinner won't serve itself." My words are light, but the authority behind them is unmistakable.

Greg hesitates for a fraction of a second, eyes darting between me and Mark, as if unsure which humiliation is more immediate. Mark's smile only widens, adding to Greg's discomfort. With resigned obedience, he slips the apron over his head, his cheeks a shade of red that mirrors the one he wore all weekend.

"That's better," I say, my approval as condescending as it is clear. Greg disappears into the kitchen, and I settle into my seat, leaning in to whisper something to Mark that makes him chuckle.

Our conversation is already flowing when Greg returns with the first course. I compliment Mark on his latest work achievement, knowing full well how Greg's list of rules demands he respond. Greg looks trapped, caught between acknowledging the compliment and maintaining his composure.

"Dinner smells amazing," Mark says, ignoring the tension as he glances at Greg with a smug grin. I catch Greg’s eye and nod toward his place at the table. The silent instruction is clear: keep serving.

"We were just talking about you," I say, watching Greg closely as he pours the drinks. The mention of his name and our prior conversation has him visibly tense, each muscle tight with anticipation.

He places a cup in front of Mark, his hands betraying a slight shake, and I know exactly where his mind is. But before I can relish it fully, the drink slips, splashing across the table. Greg freezes, horrified.

I can't help but laugh. "Looks like someone needs more practice," I say, the amusement in my voice sharp. Greg scrambles to clean up, his awkward apology hanging in the air. I exchange a knowing glance with Mark, who watches the scene unfold with relish.

"Why don't you clean it up on your hands and knees," I suggest, my tone sweetly mocking. Greg's face is a masterpiece of humiliation as he complies, dropping to the floor with the drink still dripping off the table.

I continue talking to Mark as Greg mops up the mess; the conversation flowing over him like he's part of the furniture. "It's been an enlightening week for Greg," I say, as if he's not there. "But we both know he can do better."

Mark nods, playing along with the dynamic I'm weaving. "Sounds like he needs more training," he says, and I hear the way Greg's breath catches, the indignity of his position finally sinking in.

Greg returns to serving dinner, his demeanor subdued, his movements a careful choreography of defeat. The apron hangs from his neck like a collar, a constant reminder of his place in our new hierarchy.

"We should make this a regular thing," Mark says, winking at me as he bites into his food. I nod, already planning how far I can push Greg before he breaks.

The meal is a drawn-out symphony of power and submission, each course bringing fresh revelations about Greg's role in our lives. "This is your life now," I remind him, letting the words land with the weight of inevitability. Greg nods, barely able to maintain eye contact.

The evening stretches on, the tension thickening with each minute. Greg's silence becomes more profound. Each swallowed protest a testament to how fully I've redefined him.

Eventually, I stand and motion for Mark to follow. "Let's continue this in the bedroom," I say, my invitation to Greg unspoken but clear. He hesitates at the foot of the table, the magnitude of my request settling over him like a shroud.

"Come along, Greg," I call back, watching as he resigns himself to the spectacle. He follows, a few steps behind, like a man marching to his own humiliation.

In the bedroom, I gesture for him to undress. His fingers fumble at the apron strings, the vulnerability of his position clear in every awkward movement. Mark's presence is a looming reminder of how much Greg has conceded, and I enjoy the tableau we've created: Mark's confidence, my control, and Greg's absolute surrender.

"On your knees," I instruct, savoring the quiet authority of my voice. Greg kneels, his eyes downcast, the perfect picture of a man who knows his place. I stroke his hair with an almost tender touch, cementing the dynamic I've so carefully constructed.

"This is your life now," I tell him once more, my words carrying the finality of a sentence passed. "Our cuckold." Greg doesn't flinch. He doesn't need to. The truth of it has already seeped into every part of him, as undeniable as my dominance.

I watch him as Mark and I take our places on the bed, his forlorn figure at the foot serving as a monument to our weekend, our dinner, and our future. This time, I don't need to look back to know he's finally accepted it.


Humiliating My Husband with My Hall of Fame


Chapter 1

Standing on the veranda, I’m the queen of everything. Below, guests mill around trimmed hedges, spilling across the lawn in search of spectacle and status. They find both. I can feel their eyes on me, undressing my form-fitting silk dress, wondering how much I let them see. I smile, catching the greed in their eyes, knowing they’ll never see enough. Even Brandon’s absence seems designed to test my control. My grip tightens, my smile doesn’t. He finally shows, as crisp and distant as a text message. I greet him with polished disdain.

It’s a beautiful evening, saturated with twilight. The lights come on in synchronized perfection, illuminating my garden like a designer’s dream. It would be nice if he noticed, if he paid attention to anything that didn’t tick on his watch. I glide down the steps, graceful and unattainable, basking in whispered admiration. The men want me, and the women want to know why the men want me. Poor darlings.

"Isn't this party just divine?" A woman draped in diamonds asks, unable to decide if she loves or hates me.

I respond with a smile that reveals nothing. "I try," I say, moving on before she can discover anything to dislike.

From the corner of my eye, I see an elderly financier staring at my legs as if they’re on the way to salvation. I turn slightly, letting the slit of my dress give him a glimpse of heaven. Watching them want me without getting me makes me feel alive. I'm more than they can handle, more than any of them can keep.

Time continues, and Brandon does not appear. My grip tightens around my glass, condensation sliding down my fingers like promises. Let him be late, let him see how little it bothers me. The lights glitter and I'm in the center of it all. But beneath my practiced calm, the truth burns hot. I want more. More control, more power, more than Brandon’s careful plans will ever allow.

My guests laugh, the sound merging with the tinkling fountains and clinking glasses. They make more noise than they’re worth. They all see what I let them see and right now, I let them see everything. A perfectly orchestrated party, a flawless wife without a husband. Where is Brandon? Talking numbers with someone who doesn’t even need his attention?

If I were a more conventional woman, perhaps I’d be worried. But I am not that woman, and Brandon is not that man. He’s never failed me where it truly counts, and in the end, I’m sure he’ll deliver. That’s the problem: he delivers what’s needed, never what’s wanted. I sip my water and taste frustration.

A flurry of whispers, then Brandon finally appears, entering without apology or fanfare. His suit clings to his body, slightly rumpled from the car ride over. Did he dress in the dark? His hair, always immaculate, is one gust of wind away from being imperfect. Even undone, he’s a sight to behold. A powerful man who does not know just how much power he gives away.

“Traffic,” he says, reaching for a drink. He looks relieved to see I’ve waited, as if I had a choice.

“I see,” I reply, watching him closely. My eyes flash. Not in the way he prefers. “Busy day at the office?”

“The investors needed…” his voice trails, a tone that once interested me more than it does now.

“More time than they deserved?” I finish for him.

He offers a smile, carefully arranged. “Something like that.”

I want to laugh at the predictability of it all. I know him better than he knows himself, but does he know anything about me? Does he see the real Jessica, the one beneath the perfectly maintained exterior? If he does, he’s never dared to say. I like that about him, the silent acceptance. I wonder how long it will last.

His hand rests on my back as if staking a claim, but it feels more like a question. I lead him to the circle of power players and their overdressed wives, ready to put him in his place. I announced, ensuring everyone noticed the irony, “Look who finally found time for us.”

One guest, a lean and polished executive, shakes Brandon’s hand. “Thought you were still in New York,” he jests, with just the right amount of admiration.

I watch Brandon swallow his pride, his business persona taking over. “You know me, always trying to catch up.”

His words could have been mine, if I were still the woman he thought he married. I introduce him to more guests, noting how he’s the only one in the room less aware of me than I am of him. Each handshake, each charming exchange, is my way of reminding him who truly holds the cards.

Around us, laughter peaks and fades, blending with the murmur of conversations that are both dull and deceitful. Brandon plays his role, the supportive husband who’d rather be in a boardroom. I play mine, the captivating wife who knows exactly what she wants. He doesn’t see how much more I want, how much more I’ll have.

The party continues, and I enjoy every second of my control. Brandon thinks he’s in on the plan, that he’s part of the success story I’ve written for us. He thinks we want the same things. He doesn’t know how much he’ll have to change to keep up, doesn’t see what’s right in front of him.

A last round of introductions, and I lean into him, whispering so only he can hear. “Should I tell them you’re going to be a good husband and stay longer this time?”

He pauses, surprised by my brazenness. It makes me want him almost as much as it makes me want to break him. “I am a good husband,” he says, trying to convince himself as much as me.

My eyes meet his, holding him just as I hold his reputation. “We’ll see,” I reply, squeezing his hand with intention.

It’s a perfect evening. The guests will talk about it for weeks. By then, I’ll be on to the next thrill, the next scheme, the next conquest. And Brandon? He’ll still be trying to catch up, unaware of how the rules have changed and just how much they favor me.

The fountain lights flicker, as if expecting my move. The crowd thins, but not fast enough. I see Steve Connolly, eyes on the party like he wants to take a bite. I move toward him with a promise in my hips, my purpose clear. I’ve seen the way he looks at me, like a hungry animal. He’s been waiting all night; now it’s my turn to make him. Brandon is deep in conversation, easy prey to my diversion. I close the distance, shifting from hostess to huntress. The seduction begins before I even say hello.

Steve doesn’t see me at first, too busy surveying the crowd. What a shame for him, missing the best view. I glide into his line of sight, and the effect is instant. His eyes lock on me, like a drowning man catching a rope.

"Jessica," he says, his smile more dangerous than polite.

"Enjoying yourself?" I ask, letting the words hang between us like the low hum of anticipation.

“Trying to,” he replies, gaze drifting to my neckline.

I know what he’s trying to do and how badly he wants to do it. I laugh, stepping closer, the scent of ambition filling the space between us. It’s intoxicating, watching him come undone before I’ve even touched him. I was right; he’s hungry. It’s time to feed him.

The water dances behind us, a shimmering backdrop to our collision. My eyes are all over him, blatant and defiant. “I think this party just got more interesting,” I say, watching his pupils dilate with interest.

I can feel the risk, sharp and electric. Brandon is close enough to call for help, but too far to know I’m the one tying the knots. Steve glances toward him, uncertainty flickering in his perfect jawline.

I touch his arm, claiming the tension. “Don’t worry about him,” I whisper, a tease and a promise.

The corners of his mouth twitch, caught between caution and desire. “You don’t waste any time, do you?” he says, the words a thin veil for how much he loves it.

My laugh is low and deliberate. “Not when I know what I want.” I’ve reeled him in, and he knows it. Now to watch him squirm on the hook.

I look at Steve, feigning interest in his reply but drinking in the thrill of the chase. “Maybe I should show you my private collection,” I suggest, each syllable a lure.

He raises an eyebrow, the cornered fox trying to act unconcerned. “Private collection?”

I lean in, brushing against him as if by accident. “You’ll like it,” I say, wrapping my intentions in silk. “Follow me.”

I see the calculation in his eyes, the struggle between knowing better and wanting more. He hesitates, only for a moment, then gives in. “Lead the way,” he says, voice thick with resignation.

The path to the veranda is a gauntlet of guests, any of whom could reveal us. It makes the game even hotter. Brandon’s voice trails behind, lost in meaningless conversation. We slip past, invisible to everyone except each other. I can feel Steve’s tension, the magnetic pull between resistance and capitulation.

Heavy curtains drape the alcove, creating a perfect stage for my seduction. I close them behind us, turning the space intimate and charged. “Welcome to the private collection,” I say, letting my intentions loose.

Steve takes a step back, eyes scanning the room as if searching for exits. I block them all, advancing with each word. “It’s been fun watching you want me all night.”

His mask of composure slips. “Jessica,” he starts, trying to maintain control, “this is... risky.”

I love the sound of my name on his lips. I want to hear it under different circumstances. “That’s what makes it so fucking exciting,” I say, savoring his discomfort.

He hesitates, but I’ve seen that look before. He’s mine, whether or not he’s ready. I move in, pinning him with my body, leaving no space for doubt.

I press him against the wall, feeling his resistance melt. “What would Brandon think?” I taunt, trailing my fingers down his chest.

Steve’s breath catches, his voice a strained whisper. “What would he think?”

I lean closer, feeling his surrender. “If he knew how much you want me,” I finish, sealing his fate.

The hesitation shatters, and I see the shift in his eyes. He’s all in, and he can’t pretend otherwise. His hands find my hips, desperate and defiant. My dress rides up as he pulls me against him, our bodies reckless and exposed.

“You want me,” I say, not as a question but as a command.

“Yes,” he breathes, losing the last of his composure.

I guide his hand up my thigh, watching the shock and thrill collide in his expression. I want him to feel it, every forbidden inch. This forbidden power surges through me, a consequence of my actions.

His fingers brush against the lace, and I moan, loud enough to be dangerous. It spurs him on, his hesitation gone, his hand under my dress.

Then I hear it, the unmistakable sound of Brandon’s voice, closer than I’d planned. Steve stiffens, fear seizing his lust. He tries to pull back, but I hold him, locking eyes with the boldest smile I’ve ever worn.

“Relax,” I whisper, daring him and myself.

He falters, and then the rebellion kicks back in. His hand returns, exploring, pushing me to the edge of my control. I bite my lip, watching him marvel at how easily I’ve corrupted him.

His fingers press against me, finding the heat and wetness that betrays my desire. I let out a soft gasp, my head falling back just enough to expose my neck, an invitation for his lips to trace the sensitive skin. He takes the bait, his mouth hot and hungry, his teeth grazing my collarbone. I can feel his heart pounding against my chest, his breath ragged with a mix of fear and excitement.

"You're playing with fire," he murmurs, his voice hoarse with lust. His fingers slide inside me, his thumb circling my clit with a precision that sends waves of pleasure crashing through me.

I grin, a wicked curve of my lips that promises no mercy. "I like the heat."

His eyes darken, and he pushes deeper, his fingers curling inside me, hitting spots that make my knees weak. I cling to him, my nails digging into his back.

Giggling, I take control and direct him down to his knees, pressing my hips toward him.

His breath hitches as he looks up at me. The perfect picture of submission and desire. I tangle my fingers in his hair, guiding his mouth to where I need it most. His tongue finds me, hot and eager, lapping at my clit with a hunger that sends shockwaves through my body. I gasp, my head falling back, eyes closed to savor every illicit sensation.

The sound of voices just outside our hidden sanctuary only heightens the thrill. Brandon is out there, so close, completely unaware of the debauchery happening mere feet away. The thought of him finding us like this, of seeing Steve on his knees worshipping my body, sends a surge of adrenaline through me. I grind against Steve's mouth, feeling his groans vibrate against my flesh.

"More," I demand, my voice a harsh whisper. He obliges, his hands gripping my ass.

I tug at Steve's hair, pulling him back just as he thinks he has me on the brink. His eyes are wild, lips glistening with my desire. "Not so fast," I whisper, savoring the frustration that flashes across his face. I lean down, capturing his mouth in a fierce kiss, tasting myself on his tongue. It's filthy and exhilarating, a dance of power and lust.

Breaking away, I step back, my breath coming in ragged gasps. Steve stays on his knees, watching me with an intensity that could set the world on fire. I smile, running my fingers through his hair again, this time gently. "You want to fuck me, don't you?" I ask.

I can see the battle raging in his eyes, the primal urge warring with the remnants of his self-control. He's so close to snapping, to giving in completely. I love this moment, the anticipation, the power I hold over him. I reach down, tracing his jawline with my fingertips, feeling the tension there.

"Say it," I command softly, my voice a sultry purr. "Tell me what you want."

His jaw clenches under my touch, his eyes never leaving mine. "I want to fuck you, Jessica," he admits, his voice low and gravelly. "I want to bend you over and make you scream my name."

Giggling, I leave him.

I make my way back to the party. The night is thick with perfume and potential. Guests scatter like leaves in the breeze, unaware of the storm they leave behind. I make my way to the gazebo, knowing Steve will follow. Knowing he can’t do anything else. He’s drunk on rebellion; I’m drunk on him. Brandon is out of the picture, but not for long. I push Steve against the railing, catching his breath and his willpower. I’m the perfect addiction. “Don’t pretend you don’t love it,” I whisper, as much to myself as to him. His attempt to resist thrills me more than his surrender.

I pause, letting the night swallow the space between us. The garden is vast and dark, our private theater. Brandon thinks I’m still the gracious hostess, smiling and waving, but my smile is now wicked and my waves are only to draw Steve closer.

Steve hesitates by the fountain. The devil and the angel are both mine. I know which one wins; I’m betting on it. He follows, pulled into the secret and the risk. I want to feel his desperation, his urgency, his submission.

His hand reaches for my arm, as if I’m the one being rescued. We both know it’s the other way around. I shiver, not from the cold, but from the thrill of having him exactly where I want.

“Brandon?” he asks, his voice not nearly as strong as his reputation.

“Busy,” I reply, all teeth and sin. “He won’t notice.”

He swallows my lies like promises, each sweeter than the last. “You’re crazy,” he says, but it sounds like “I want you.”

“Then call me crazy,” I shoot back, wrapping him in my madness.

He’s quick to the gazebo, but I’m quicker. He reaches for me, but I reach harder. This is the game I’ve practiced for, and I never lose. I’m on him before he knows he’s won.

Our bodies collide, a frenzy of rebellion and heat. The rest of the world dissolves, just the way I like it. Steve’s breath is fast, ragged with the thrill of getting away with it. I push him against the railing, hard and uncompromising.

He tries to speak, but I silence him with a kiss. The taste is forbidden and fucking perfect. His lips bruise with my intent. I want him to remember this.

His hands roam my body, unsure of where to worship first. I guide him, leaving no doubt. My control is complete. I catch his eye, watching the last of his resistance crumble.

“Fuck,” he gasps, more of an admission than an obscenity.

“That’s the plan,” I reply, tasting his shock and excitement.

My fingers tangle in his hair, yanking his desire to the surface. I want to own it, own him. I’m wet with power, slick with it.

“My husband is on his way here, right now. How about I take your cock into my mouth?”

Brandon’s voice calls out, just feet away, a ghost who haunts but doesn’t scare me. He thinks he knows me, thinks he knows the life we lead. This moment, like all moments, belongs to me. I will never let him find it.

Kneeling in front of Steve, I smile up at him as I unzip his pants, freeing his massive hard cock.

“He can’t see me here. Just tell my nosy husband I’m back at the house.”

Opening wide, I take his cock into my mouth, tasting his pre-cum.

Steve's breath hitches as I take him deeper, his hands instinctively finding their way to my hair. I can feel his pulse quickening, his body tensing as I work my tongue around his shaft.

I can hear Brandon's footsteps pausing just outside the alcove, his voice a muffled question mark hanging in the air. Steve's grip tightens in my hair, a silent plea for me to stop, but I don't. I take him even deeper, feeling him hit the back of my throat. The danger makes it sweeter, the taboo more enticing.

"Jessica?" Brandon calls, his voice laced with a hint of concern. He's so close, separated only by a heavy curtain and his own oblivion. I can picture him standing there, his brow furrowed, his eyes scanning the garden as if he could find me hidden among the topiary.

Steve's body is rigid, his breath held captive in his chest. I look up at him, my eyes watering from the effort, and I can see the mix of terror and ecstasy.

“Steve, have you seen Jessica?”

I can feel Steve tense as I work his cock with my mouth and he struggles to keep me hidden from view.

I swirl my tongue around Steve's shaft, feeling it throb in my mouth. His voice trembles slightly, but he keeps it steady. "I think she went back to the house, Brandon. Maybe you should check there."

Brandon pauses, and I can almost hear the gears turning in his head. "Alright, thanks," he finally says, his footsteps retreating. I can feel Steve's relief, his body relaxing slightly as I continue to pleasure him.

As Brandon's footsteps fade away, Steve looks down at me, his eyes filled with a dark hunger. I can see the beast within him awakening, the primal urge taking over. He tightens his grip on my hair, taking control. He moves his hips, fucking my mouth with an intensity that sends waves of excitement through me.

I moan softly; the vibrations sending shocks of pleasure.

His cock hits the back of my throat, a delicious invasion that makes my eyes water and my heart race. I can taste his desire, feel his need in every thrust. His breath comes in ragged gasps, his body tense and coiled, ready to explode.

"Fuck, Jessica," he groans softly, his voice hoarse with lust. I can feel his cock throbbing, his orgasm close. I want it, want to feel him come undone in my mouth. I want to swallow his essence, take a part of him into me.

I double my efforts, my head bobbing faster, my tongue working his shaft. His grip on my hair is almost painful, but I don't care. I love the raw, primal feel of it. He's close to the edge, his body shaking with the effort of holding back.

"Jessica... I'm going to come," he warns,  his voice strained, almost pleading. I don't let up, pushing him closer to the brink. His cock swells in my mouth, and I can taste the saltiness of his pre-cum, a teaser of what's to come. His hips jerk, and he tries to pull back, but I hold him firm, my nails digging into his ass.

"Fuck," he groans again, this time a guttural sound that sends shivers down my spine. His cock pulses, and then he's coming, hot and thick, down my throat. I swallow every drop, my eyes locked onto his, watching the ecstasy play out on his face.

His body shudders as the last of his orgasm subsides, and I slowly release him from my mouth. His cock is still semi-hard, glistening with my saliva and his cum.

Wiping my mouth and standing back up, I kiss him deeply to share his taste with him.

“Good boy.”

I step back, giving Steve a look that leaves him empty and full. He’s had a taste, and I know he’ll want more. They always do.

I smooth my dress, the picture of elegant deceit. The night is mine, a flawless victory.

Steve watches, a beautiful wreck of ambition and desire. I leave him there, poised between wanting and needing, between daring and despair.

Back to Brandon, back to what I will reshape and reclaim. He does not know the storm he’s taken shelter from, no idea that he is next.


Chapter 2

The grand entrance way is too public, even for me. Instead, I pull Brandon into the guest suite, my throne room for this round. “We’re going to redecorate,” I say, eyes igniting the drab walls. He looks with a question mark on his face, but he follows. He always does. When he sees the first piece, Steve’s tie, draped provocatively across the bed, the realization hits him harder than my demands.

I give him a silk cushion to display it on. “It’s called curating, darling.” He doesn’t understand, but his obedient hands do. My words unnerve him, playful and sharp. “This room is going to be our hall of fame,” I say, watching his expression shift from confusion to realization. “Place it in the center, as if you love it.”

He sets the tie and hesitates, fingers lingering on the fabric. I savor the sight of him like this, trying to process my instructions. “And these?” he asks, pointing to the lace lingerie I’ve arranged.

“Hang them on display,” I instruct, pointing to the decorative hooks I’ve chosen. He’s a nervous apprentice to my art, handling each piece like it might bite him. I make tiny adjustments, brushing against him. “No, no, higher. It has to be obvious.”

The intimate details unsettle him. His shoulders tense as he follows my directions. “Is this really...?” he begins, trying to understand, trying to deny.

“Just the start,” I cut in, encouraging and taunting at once. “Go on.”

Brandon moves to the bed, where sheets lie in delicious disarray. “You can’t be serious about these,” he says, lifting them with disbelief and a hint of awe.

I correct him with a knowing look. “They’re important,” I insist. “Place them carefully.” His reluctance fuels me, makes me bolder. He seals them in a glass case, eyes betraying his struggle to comprehend. I circle him, savoring his surrender.

The next piece is his undoing. He finds the Polaroids, scandalous images of Steve and me, perfectly explicit. His hand trembles as he frames them. I insist they go up. He obeys, but his voice cracks. “Do you want me to describe...?”

“Yes, tell me about them,” I order, watching him swallow his composure.

“This is... this is you and Steve,” he starts, trying to find words that won't cut him. “On the balcony. Together.”

“Fucking on the balcony,” I clarify, refusing him an escape. “The night you hosted alone. Tell it like I told you.”

He repeats each word a delicious admission of how much he knows, how much he can’t ignore. I laugh, letting him squirm, his discomfort an aphrodisiac.

I guide him through the final touches. “There’s more,” I prompt, forcing him to complete the scene.

He arranges the sex toys on a shelf, lined up like a daring confession. He can't look at them long, but I do. “The one on the left,” I say, wicked in my precision. “You know what it means.” He nods, a feeble acknowledgment.

“The scent is wrong,” I announce, breaking his fragile focus. I hand him Steve’s cologne, a deliberate ultimate insult. “It should smell like him.”

He sprays it, defeated, each misty burst a reminder of who really holds the power. The scent mingles with his resignation. I adjust a frame, push a toy an inch to the right. My satisfaction is thick, heady. He looks at me, unraveling under my triumph.

“Perfect,” I purr, closing in on him like victory itself. “Now tell me what it all means.”

His voice is a whisper, as fragile as his pride. “It means...” he pauses, feeling every inch of my win. “It means you’ll have more.”

I give him a smile, more patronizing than pleased. “I know I will,” I say, my control as complete as the room we’ve created. Brandon stands amid the chaos, a beautiful mess of emotion and awareness. He’s exactly where I want him. I move close enough to feel his pulse race and his resolve crumble. The end of this is just the beginning.

I lean forward, grabbing his cock through his pants. He is hard, betraying his emotions.

His breath catches as I squeeze, a sharp intake that tells me everything he won't admit aloud. I look into his eyes, seeing the mix of humiliation and desire that makes this all the sweeter. "You like this, don't you?" I whisper, my voice a sultry purr. "You like knowing that someone has fucked me better than you."

He tries to turn away, but I hold his chin, forcing him to meet my gaze. His cock twitches in my grip, betraying his true feelings. "Don't lie to yourself, Brandon," I say, my voice laced with mocking sweetness. "You love being my cuckold."

I can see the struggle in his eyes, the battle between his bruised ego and his hungry libido. He wants to hate this, wants to hate me, but he can't. He's hard for me, even as I degrade him. I tighten my grip, feeling his cock throb in response. "Say it," I demand, my voice low and commanding. "Tell me what you are."

His lips part, but no sound comes out. I can see the humiliation burning in his cheeks, the shame that makes his breath come in ragged gasps. I lean in closer, my lips brushing against his ear. "Say it, Brandon," I whisper, my voice a seductive taunt. "Tell me you're my cuckold."

He swallows hard, his Adam's apple bobbing with the effort. "I'm... I'm your cuckold," he finally admits, his voice barely audible. His submission’s thrill sends waves of pleasure, and I feel power surging through me.

Unzipping his pants, I slip my hands through and pull his cock free, rubbing the tip.

“No, not as big as Steve’s.” I tease.

His cock throbs in my hand, a pathetic attempt to prove itself. I smile, stroking him with a light touch, just enough to keep him on the edge. "But it's cute that you try," I coo, my voice dripping with condescension. I can feel his shame, thick and palpable, wrapping around us like a shroud.

I can see his face tighten. The poor thing is about to cum. Pulling my hand away, I bring it to my mouth and lick the pre-cum that pooled on it.

“Now, take care of yourself. Guests are arriving.”

I leave him there, a pathetic figure standing amidst the shrine to his own humiliation. The click of my heels echoes down the hall, a sharp staccato beating out my victory march. I can still feel his cock in my hand, the pulsing need, the desperate desire for something he knows he can't have. Not like Steve can.

The doorbell rings, and I smile, knowing the circus is about to begin. Melinda’s eyes are all over me as I welcome her, an expression of wicked curiosity on her face. “You’re glowing,” she says, laughing as she pulls me in for a kiss on the cheek. “This must be good.” Brandon lingers, trying to blend in with the furniture. He can’t. Not anymore. Her seeing his powerlessness is my goal. I want them all to see. “I have something special to show you,” I announce, letting the anticipation build.

Melinda is buzzing with excitement, her blonde waves bouncing as she follows. She’s caught between fascination and disbelief, her questions starting before we even reach the door. “Is this your latest scheme?” she teases, loving the drama before she knows it.

I savor the moment, letting her dangle. “I’ll let you decide,” I say, glancing back at Brandon. He’s a silent shadow, knowing his part but dreading it. He’s delicious like this, trying to hold it together when he knows he can’t. We arrive at the entrance to the display, my private masterpiece. Melinda gasps, an eager intake of breath.

“Go ahead, darling,” I prod, nudging Brandon forward. “Give Melinda the tour.”

His eyes flicker with panic. It’s exquisite. He knows exactly what to do, exactly what I want him to do. He just doesn’t want to. But wanting is no longer a factor. Not for him.

He starts with Steve’s tie, the one that’s driven him to the edge of himself. “This is...” he hesitates, his voice thin. “This is Steve’s tie.”

“Steve’s tie,” Melinda repeats, loving the implications.

“It’s from a memorable evening,” Brandon continues, his attempt at composure breaking beautifully.

I interject, unwilling to let him off the hook. “Tell her why it’s memorable, Brandon.” My voice is a gentle whip, precise and cutting.

“It’s from a night they spent together,” he admits, each word like an incision.

Melinda laughs, a sound like champagne. She loves it. “Wow,” she breathes, eyeing me with admiration. “You weren’t kidding.”

Brandon moves on, desperate to be anywhere but here. “And this,” he says, gesturing to the lingerie. He can’t finish, so I do.

“The night on the balcony,” I supply, savoring his surrender.

Brandon looks like he might break, but he doesn’t. He never does. “Yes,” he echoes, barely audible. “The night on the balcony.”

Melinda’s gaze is sharp, skipping between the display and Brandon’s crumbling dignity. She’s lapping it up. Every scandalous second. “And what’s next?” she prompts, wanting to watch him squirm more.

The bed is next, and the sheets folded like temptation. Brandon’s face flushes as he speaks. “These are...” he starts, losing the words, losing himself.

“Fresh from the dryer,” I quip, taunting him and thrilling her.

“Fresh from the bed,” he corrects, almost choking on the truth. “I’m sure you understand.”

“Oh, I understand,” Melinda laughs, her eyes sparkling with conspiracy. “You poor thing,” she coos, enjoying his awkwardness as much as I am.

He presses on, each step deeper into my design. “The photos,” he says, pointing to the gilded frames. He wishes he could stop, but he can’t.

I’m relentless, loving the spectacle. “Aren’t they beautiful?” I ask, forcing him to acknowledge every detail.

“They’re certainly something,” he replies, his discomfort like a trophy.

Melinda inspects them closely, her smile widening. “Wow,” she repeats, savoring the chaos.

“Is that you?” she asks, knowing it is.

“Me and Steve,” I confirm, a wicked grin on my lips. “Brandon took care of them, didn’t you, darling?”

He nods, a puppet to my string. “Yes,” he concedes. “I took care of them.” His hands are shaking, just enough for me to notice.

Melinda is a kid in a candy store. She loves every sinful second, each more shocking than the last. Her eyes travel to the next display, and she gasps again. “Oh my god, is that...?”

Brandon can barely speak, barely breathe. He’s beautiful in his torment. “Yes,” he whispers. “It’s exactly what you think.”

“The toys are my favorite,” I add, not letting him hide. “Aren’t they fun, Brandon?”

His face is crimson, his pride in shreds. “Yes, they’re fun,” he agrees, surrendering everything.

“The scent,” Melinda notices, closing in for the final blow. “Is that...?”

“Steve’s cologne,” I say, triumphant and unashamed. “Brandon was thoughtful enough to spray it.”

Brandon stands like a man without a future. A man with only my past, our past, consuming him. Melinda can’t stop laughing, delighted by the scandal.

“You never cease to amaze me,” she says, eyes wide and incredulous.

“It’s an art,” I reply, watching her, watching him.

Brandon finishes the tour, his humiliation a perfect crescendo. He’s everything I’ve trained him to be: a husband without control, a man without defiance. The room is full of evidence, each piece a testament to my victory. I bask in the triumph, in his undoing. This is only the beginning.

#

Richard and Elizabeth arrive that afternoon, immaculately dressed and brimming with gossip. “So wonderful to see you,” Richard says, placing a careful kiss on my cheek. Brandon lingers behind me like a guilty secret, caught between them and me. Elizabeth surveys him with interest, noticing the discomfort he’s not used to showing. “What have you got for us this time?” she asks, amused by our reputation and curious about my plans. “Something you’ll never forget,” I promise, leading them toward my latest triumph. Brandon follows, a condemned man on his way to execution.

Their curiosity is electric, a pulse I intend to stoke. Brandon is the embodiment of dread, a silent spectator to his downfall. He knows how this will go; he just can’t stop it. I want him to see there’s no escaping my new order.

“This way,” I direct, opening the door to the spectacle. “My husband will show you around.”

His voice is a thin thread of composure. “This is Steve’s tie,” he begins, a rote echo of his previous performance. He looks ready to implode.

Elizabeth eyes him with fascination. She knows there’s more. “And what’s it doing here?” she presses, making him squirm.

“It’s from one of their nights together,” Brandon replies, words almost crumbling under the weight of their meaning.

Richard pretends to be scandalized. “Really?” he says, eyes dancing with intrigue.

Jessica steps in with a cutting smile. “He left it behind when I stayed with him. Isn’t it romantic?”

“Quite,” Elizabeth says, her laugh full of mirth. Brandon is red, a beacon of shame.

He moves to the lingerie, voice barely above a whisper. “These belong to... belong to Jessica. From the balcony night.”

I make sure nothing escapes. “Where was Brandon that night?” I ask, sealing his fate.

The audacity delights Elizabeth. “I think I know,” she chimes in, as thrilled by the confession as she is by the drama.

Brandon stumbles, but the path I’ve set is too slippery to escape. “He was home. Alone.”

Elizabeth’s eyes gleam with satisfaction. “Of course,” she says, glancing at me as if to say well done.

Richard’s voice is more serious, but I catch the amusement in it. “So he knew?”

“He’s known for a while,” I confirm, tightening the noose. Brandon sways, a man with no solid ground left.

Elizabeth whispers in my ear, impressed and intrigued. “How on earth did you convince him?”

“It’s a gift,” I reply, the answer as cool and effortless as I am.

Brandon gulps, the sheets looming like ghosts. “These are...”

“Fresh from Steve,” I interrupt, a quick knife to his dignity.

“Yes,” Brandon admits, his resolve dissolving. “Fresh from Steve.”

Richard raises an eyebrow. “Right off his bed?” he asks, reveling in the scandal.

“That’s right,” I say, my certainty drowning any of Brandon’s. His eyes search for refuge but find none.

He points to the photos. A man undone. “And these...”

I want him to say it, to own his downfall. “Go on, darling,” I coax. “Don’t skip the juicy parts.”

“They’re from the house,” he chokes out. “While I was gone.”

Elizabeth claps her hands in delight. “Oh, Brandon,” she says, laughing at the audacity.

“I thought he was in New York,” Richard adds, fueling the fire. “But I guess he was in someone else’s business.”

Their reactions are priceless, the perfect reward for my orchestration. I live for moments like this, when everything spins exactly as I will it. Brandon is at the center of the storm, unable to find shelter.

His eyes land on the sex toys, the final blow to his pride. He tries to gather his crumbling poise. “This is...”

I pounce on his hesitation. “Looks like my husband has forgotten the details,” I say, reveling in his ruin.

He stammers, drowning in humiliation. “I haven’t,” he protests, a last flicker of resistance.

I take over, relentless and clear. “Then show them. Tell them. Don’t hold back.”

He swallows hard, the words like glass in his throat. “Steve and Jessica used them,” he manages, shame coating every syllable.

“Used them for what?” Elizabeth teases, her eyes locked on Brandon.

“Fun,” I answer, my voice playful and unforgiving. “More than fun.”

His silence is perfect, and I let it linger before delivering the last punch. “Listen closely,” I say, opening a small recorder. Steve’s voice fills the room, unmistakable and intimate.

“Oh my god,” Elizabeth exclaims, breathless and stunned.

Richard’s jaw drops, an expression he can’t quite control. “Is that...?”

“It is,” I confirm, giving them just a taste before shutting it off. “The rest is for private listening.” I glance at Brandon, a knowing look, a look that reminds him of his place.

He stands amidst the wreckage, his pride reduced to rubble. The guests are awestruck, left reeling by the spectacle. Their fascination is a heady drug.

“You two,” Richard begins, shaking his head with incredulous admiration. “This is quite a performance.”

“Quite the marriage,” Elizabeth echoes, eyes wide with awe. “You have outdone yourselves.”

I smile, the very picture of dominance. “It’s only the start,” I say, sealing my victory.

The door closes on the couple, and I turn to Brandon, who looks like the shell of a man he used to be. I give him a cold kiss on the cheek, savoring his compliance.

“You’ve done well,” I whisper, a promise and a threat. “But it’s just the beginning.”

He is mine, whether or not he knows it.


Chapter 3

Brandon moves between the glasses, making sure everything is as perfect as he pretends not to notice it is. He wants this night to run on time, but I don't run on time—I run on tension. His shoulders are tight, anticipating my demands and the way I’ll push him to the edge. I watch him, waiting for him to see my new red dress, to see how I intend to break him tonight. He doesn’t. He won’t. The bar is complete, and the guests arrive, accessories to the crime I plan to commit on his ego.

I turn, feeling the silk slide across my skin, knowing what it does to Brandon’s insides. Provocative red, tight as scandal. A cut that demands more attention than he can afford. I see him pause, his hands fumbling with a bottle. He hasn’t seen it yet, not truly. Not like he will.

The door opens, and they trickle in: his investors, his colleagues, the type of people who take without giving. They don’t know what they’re in for, what I’m in for. My smile welcomes and warns them, a hostess with designs far beyond their expectations.

The men in their tailored suits already think they’re getting a bargain, the women wondering how I’ve got such a perfect fit. Poor things. They do not know the lengths I’ll go to, the lengths Brandon will go to when I’m through with him. They eye me with jealousy and envy, emotions as disposable as they are.

Brandon hands out beverages like he’s handing out dollar bills, each one a down payment on how much it will cost him. He’s distracted, flustered, but he thinks he’s in control. It’s cute, really. The only thing I want him to control is his humiliation. I’ll see to that.

“Are you ready for the tours?” I ask, stepping close, letting him catch my scent, my intent. The party is loud, but not as loud as his discomfort.

He stiffens, recovering with a stiff nod. “Whenever you say the word.”

I catch his gaze, the way he’s avoiding what he doesn’t want to see. “I’ll say more than a word, darling,” I assure him, voice dripping with purpose.

He holds his breath as I turn away, his world spinning just the way I want it to.

Steve arrives early, or maybe he’s right on time. It feels early for the rest of them, but late for me. I’ve been waiting longer than anyone knows. The last time left him wanting, and tonight, I’ll make him pay for the days in between.

I glide toward him, as blatant as I dare. “Steve,” I say, the name both a greeting and a temptation.

“Jessica,” he replies, a slow smile curving his lips. “You look...” His eyes finish the sentence, wandering where Brandon’s won’t dare.

“Like trouble?” I suggest, letting him drink in the view. My hand brushes his arm. An invitation and a threat.

“Like you’re going to get me in trouble,” he counters, his voice low.

“Only if you’re lucky,” I say, savoring the promise.

Steve chuckles, glancing at the crowd as if he doesn’t know they’re irrelevant. Brandon’s watching, I’m sure of it. I make sure of it, adjusting Steve’s tie with unnecessary intimacy. A perfect loop to hang him with.

“You seem distracted,” Steve observes, playing innocent and failing beautifully.

“Not distracted,” I correct, “distracting.” My whisper is for him, but loud enough for Brandon to hear.

The crowd thickens, a collection of pearls, Rolexes, and misplaced confidence. I look around, making sure I’m the epicenter of the quake, about to shatter Brandon’s world.

I step back, making sure Brandon sees every deliberate movement. Steve catches the direction of my gaze, his eyes alight with the thrill of knowing he’s the bomb I’m about to detonate.

“Quite the party,” Steve says, as if we’re here for anything else.

“Quite the audience,” I respond, the audience being only one man, the one who tries to stay composed.

Brandon’s hands shake, barely noticeable, but I notice everything. I’m a meticulous woman with meticulous plans.

He makes his way across the room, pretending to mingle, pretending he doesn’t care that I’m halfway to a victory he’s not even sure we’re playing for. His mask slips, but I like him best that way.

Steve leans in, a whisper I don’t have to hear to understand. “He’s going to lose it.”

I watch Brandon hold a drink for too long. “He’s going to lose more than that,” I say, backing into the crowd.

The room fills with expensive perfumes and forced laughter. My little empire, built on silk and audacity. Brandon is the perfect figurehead: impressive and utterly unknowing. I move through the party like a storm, leaving a trail of wreckage disguised as wonder.

Women who are not me cast sidelong glances, all wondering what my secret is. It’s simple. They want to be perfect. I want to win. They can’t tell the difference; Brandon can’t either. He glances my way, then away. Each looks like a confession. He doesn’t know that yet, but he will.

Steve’s eyes follow, enjoying his backstage pass to the chaos. I want him to know exactly what he’s getting into, exactly what I’ll get out of him.

Brandon takes a deep breath, pulling himself together just to watch me tear him apart. He plays his part well, a steady ship in turbulent seas. He thinks he can steer this to safe harbor, but he does not know how far I’ll take us.

A partner at his firm greets him, ready to talk business. But I am the business. Steve joins me, his hand grazing mine as the distance closes between us. The distance I put there, the distance I will use like a dagger.

I signal with a glance, a wickedly arched brow, making sure Brandon knows it’s just the beginning. He makes his excuses, a prisoner who doesn’t realize the door is open, or that the door is me.

The red dress hugs me like the accomplice it is, my greatest ally, my greatest weapon. I hold Brandon’s gaze across the room. An unspoken declaration of war. He thought the last round was bad. He has seen nothing yet.

The conservatory is warm, wet with plants and perspiration. I pull Steve into the lushness, knowing that if I’m not entirely visible, I’m visible enough. Brandon is near, too near, to miss what I want him to see. Steve moves against me, his caution melting like ice on my skin. My fingers trace his jaw, daring and deliciously exposed. I know the exact moment Brandon sees us. I can feel it as certainly as Steve’s hands on my hips. Brandon’s voice stumbles, caught between business and pleasure. I laugh, loud enough to stain his reputation.

Brandon stands by the bar, holding a colleague hostage with half an explanation. "It's just a temporary dip in market share," he says, the dip in his voice making a mockery of the excuse. His words unravel like the man he's supposed to be. He doesn't have to look this way; he knows.

"Are you trying to ruin me?" Steve murmurs, his lips brushing against my ear.

"Trying?" I tease, arching into him. I want him to feel the reckless intent beneath my dress, the bold defiance that is all mine.

I run my hand down Steve’s chest, each button a countdown to destruction. I push him back, claiming my space and his pride. "You're not running yet, are you?" I taunt.

He holds my gaze, a smile tugging at the corners of his composure. "Not a chance."

I claim his hand, pulling him into my orbit. I don’t need to look back to know Brandon’s face is a glorious blend of panic and envy. Steve follows, helpless to do anything else.

We’re halfway down the hall when I see Mark. Brandon's best friend, standing like a neatly wrapped gift. It's not Christmas, but I never turn down a present. Especially one Brandon can’t deny me.

I turn, leaving Steve to watch as I drift toward my next victory. The longing in his eyes is almost enough to make me abandon Mark, but only almost. There will be time to make them both suffer.

"Jessica," Mark says, surprise and admiration tangled in his voice.

"Don't tell me you're here alone," I respond, letting my fingers play with his tie. “Where’s your date?”

He laughs, a nervous staccato, eyes dancing between me and the nearest exit. "Trying to find a better offer," he admits.

"I might have one," I say, stepping close enough to leave no doubt. "I've always wondered what Brandon's friends are like when he's not around." My lips brush his ear, and I hear him gasp, a sound almost drowned by the crowd.

Steve watches from a distance, enjoying the show. It’s a rare treat for him, watching me claim another man before he’s even done claiming me.

Across the room, Brandon's attention snaps back and forth like the elastic of my lingerie. It must hurt just as much. He tries to extract himself from the business conversation, but he can't. Not until I say he can.

Mark is oblivious, and I love him for it. Love how easy this is, how reckless and raw. "Come on," I say, pulling him deeper into the secret I plan to tell everyone. "I'll show you the way."

We move past the guests, past Steve's wicked smile. He's where I want him, just out of reach, but not for long. Brandon breaks free from the colleagues, but not fast enough.

I intercept him, making it look effortless. "Darling," I say, a command and a promise, "I think it's time for the first tour. Take these gentlemen to see our special room."

Brandon looks like he might argue, but he's a man out of practice and out of time.

I squeeze his arm, tight enough to leave my intentions behind. He flinches, a beautiful thing to watch. Reluctance and resignation pour off him. It's intoxicating.

He nods, a prisoner who knows the locks are just for show. I let go, watching him fall apart before the rest of them even know he's in pieces. His composure shatters in increments, each one more delicious than the last.

Brandon gathers his entourage, moving with a steadiness he doesn't feel. They follow, like lambs to slaughter, and I want to be there when the knife drops. But Mark is here, Steve is here, and I'm the one holding the blade.

"You have a lot to show me," Mark says, as breathless as he will be later.

"More than you can imagine," I reply, leading him back toward the conservatory and the fate he's not ready to escape.

Brandon disappears up the stairs, a man without a say, a man without a chance. I hold my victory close, and Mark even closer.

Brandon leads them upstairs, each footstep heavier than his resolve. He stops outside the guest suite, hands trembling as he opens the door to reveal my handiwork. They think they’re ready, but they’re not. Ties hang like trophies, lingerie drapes seductively over the mannequin, and polaroids boast what he can't deny. Their eyes are wide; Brandon’s shame is a weight he can barely lift. He’s beautiful like this, shoulders sagging, pride in shreds. The sight would make me hungry if I wasn’t already devouring Mark. “My wife has... unique tastes,” he chokes, his voice a fragile thread.

The men step inside, surveying my collection with interest. They’ve seen nothing like it, not in their own carefully managed lives. They look at Brandon, half-expecting him to shut the door and his eyes. He doesn’t. He’s a good boy. No one notices as I pull Steve aside into the room next door.

Steve's eyes lock onto mine, a hungry gleam reflecting at me. I lead him into the dimly lit room, the air thick with anticipation and desire. His fingers graze my waist before pulling me close, an unspoken agreement passing between us. I revel in the illicit thrill of it all, knowing that every touch is a step further into the abyss we're creating.

The sound of Brandon's voice echoes from the adjacent room. I press my lips against Steve's hungrily, needing this moment of rebellion more than I can admit. His hands roam my body, igniting a fire that threatens to consume us both.

Slipping to my knees, I unzip his pants, pulling them to the floor, admiring the massive prize in front of me that waits for my lips.

I lean in, my breath hot against the sensitive skin, teasing him with a tantalizing pause. Steve’s hands grip the edge of the table, his knuckles white with anticipation.

I wrap my fingers around his shaft, feeling the heat radiating from him. Slowly, I guide him into my mouth, savoring the taste of him on my tongue. His groan fills the room, a mix of pleasure and fear.

I suck him deeper, reveling in the way he responds to my every move. Steve's hips buck involuntarily, seeking more of the sinful pleasure I offer. The sound of his ragged breathing spurs me on, my pace increasing as I take him to the brink.

As I pull his cock deeper into my mouth, I hear the muffled voices next door.

“Very unique,” one guest says.

I can hear Brandon’s discomfort. “That’s what she uses when Steve visits,” he admits.

“Think they can hear us?” Steve asks in between his heavy breathing.

Letting his cock slip from my mouth, I look up at him, grinning. “That’s the point.”

Steve's eyes widen with a mix of terror and excitement. He's fully aware of the risk, of Brandon and the others just a few feet away. It makes this even hotter, even more forbidden. I take him deeper, feeling his cock hit the back of my throat. His moans are low, desperate to stay quiet, but loud enough to send a thrill through me.

“Where is Steve tonight?” someone asks, next door.

Giggling, I rise to my feet. “Now fuck me and make me your toy.”

Steve's eyes flare with a mix of shock and lust. He grabs my hips, spinning me around and bending me over the nearby chaise. He hikes up my dress, exposing my bare ass to his eager hands. His cock presses against me, hard and insistent. I brace myself, looking back at him with a defiant smile.

"Fuck me like you mean it," I dare him, my voice a low growl.

He drives into me with a force that knocks the breath from my lungs. I grip the chaise, knuckles white, as he pounds into me. Each thrust a claim of ownership. The room fills with the sound of our flesh slapping together, a lewd symphony to our carnal dance.

Steve's hands dig into my hips, holding me steady as he fucks me with an intensity that borders on violence. His grip tightens, his fingers digging into my flesh as he pounds into me with renewed vigor. Each thrust is a declaration, a brutal claim that sends waves of pleasure and pain crashing through me. I can feel his desperation, his need to mark me, to make me his in a way that Brandon never could.

"Harder," I demand, my voice a guttural growl. I want him to break me, to fuck me until I'm nothing but a shivering, shattered mess. I want him to make me feel alive in a way that only this illicit, forbidden act can.

He complies, his hips slamming against mine with a force that sends shockwaves through my body. The room fills with the obscene sounds of our fucking, a raw and primal symphony that drowns out the polite conversation from the adjacent room.

The moans echo down the hallway. I make sure Brandon hears, make sure they all hear.

Steve pulls his cock free of my wet pussy, slapping my ass with his cock. “You want it raw? I can give it to you raw.” Pinning my hands behind my back, he presses his cock between my ass cheeks.

My breath hitches as Steve presses against my tight entrance, a place Brandon has never dared to explore. The intensity of the moment makes my heart race, my body tense with a mix of apprehension and desire. Steve's grip on my wrists is firm, his intent clear. He wants to claim every part of me, to leave no doubt about his dominance.

"Do it," I hiss, my voice laced with defiance and need. "Fuck my ass like you own it."

Steve growls, a primal sound that sends shivers down my spine. He presses forward, the head of his cock breaching the tight ring of muscle. I gasp, the sensation intense and overwhelming. He pauses for a moment, allowing me to adjust to the intrusion, then moves, slowly at first, then with increasing urgency.

I hear Brandon’s voice, “Lace. She makes sure they come off easily.”

“This isn’t what you’re used to, is it?” one of them says, just enough compassion to be insulting.

Each thrust from Steve sends a jolt of pain and pleasure coursing through me, a dark and delicious cocktail that leaves me reeling. Steve's grip on my wrists tightens, his body pressing against mine as he fucks my ass with a relentless rhythm. I can feel his cock throbbing inside me, each pulse a testament to his desire and dominance.

"You like that, don't you?" he growls, his voice low and dangerous. "You like being fucked like a little slut?"

I moan, the words sending a thrill through me. "Yes," I admit, my voice breathless. "I love it." I say it loud enough for everyone next door to hear.

His pace quickens, each thrust more brutal than the last. I can feel my body responding, my pussy throbbing with need. The humiliation of it all; how Brandon is hearing my moans while wearing one of his suits that his friends will see wrinkled.

Steve’s hand tangles in my hair, yanking my head back as he drives deeper into me. The sensation is overwhelming, a mix of pain and pleasure that sends electric shocks through my body. I can hear the voices next door more clearly now, the murmurs of Brandon’s colleagues as they take in the sordid display of my conquests.

“She certainly has a wild side,” one of them comments, a note of admiration tinged with envy in his voice.

Brandon’s response is barely audible, a mumble that sounds like an apology mixed with defeat. “Yes, she does.”

The sound of their voices, the knowledge that they’re witnessing my depravity, spurs Steve on. He fucks me harder, each thrust a punishing reminder of his control. I moan loudly, ensuring that everyone next door hears my pleasure, my submission to Steve.

“I’m going to fill your tight little ass,” Steve moans. His cock twitches inside of me.

His words push me closer to the edge, my body convulsing with a mix of pleasure and pain. I can feel his cock throbbing, pulsing as he spills himself into me, claiming my ass with his hot cum. I moan loudly, a sound of unadulterated ecstasy that I know echoes through the halls, reaching Brandon and his colleagues. Let them know the depths of my depravity.

Steve's grip on my hair tightens as he rides out his orgasm, using my body for his pleasure. I revel in it, the sheer filthiness of the act sending waves of satisfaction through me. As his movements slow, I can hear the voices next door more clearly, the shock and awe in their tones music to my ears.

As we catch our breath, I can hear the tour has ended and the group of men walking down the stairs. Steve’s cum drips down my leg as I lay over the table and Steve pulls up his pants.

“You really are a fucking mess, aren’t you?” Steve says, a smirk playing on his lips as he watches his cum drip down my leg. I stand up slowly, turning to face him with a smug smile.

“And you love it,” I reply, not bothering to clean myself up. The evidence of our tryst is still warm on my thighs, a testament to my control and his submission. I walk over to him, pressing my body against his as I reach up and kiss him deeply, tasting the remnants of our sin on his tongue.

He groans softly, his hands gripping my hips as if he already wants more. I pull away, a teasing laugh escaping my lips. “Later,” I promise, knowing that I’ll leave him hungry for it.

As we exit the room, I can hear Brandon’s footsteps approaching. His timing is impeccable, as always. He rounds the corner, his eyes widening as he takes in my disheveled state, Steve's smirk, and the unmistakable scent of sex in the air. His gaze drops to my thighs, where Steve's cum glistens, a blatant trophy of our transgression.

"Jessica," he begins, his voice a mix of horror and defeat. "What have you done?"

I step closer to him, my voice a low purr. "Something you couldn't, darling. Don’t you have more tours to give?" I brush past him, leaving him to stand there, emasculated and humiliated, as I make my way back to the party. Steve follows, a wicked grin still plastered on his face.

The party is in full swing, the air thick with laughter and the clinking of glasses. Mingling, I search for my next target. He finds me first.

Mark pushes me against the hallway wall, but I'm quick to spin him around, pinning him like I pin everything I want. His fingers are wild in my hair, pulling me closer to his own ruin. I hear the faint echo of Brandon's tour in the background, his words and his pride falling apart. It makes me bold. I push Mark to the edge, my lips taking and taking until I'm sure he's broken. Until I'm sure they're all broken. I emerge, lipstick smudged, satisfaction written across my mouth and the night. I wipe my lips, making sure Brandon sees.

He catches my eye across the room, even from a distance. Especially from a distance. The party goes on around us, but for Brandon, it might as well be over. His face is a study in beautiful disintegration. I watch him flounder, watch him gather another tour, another set of eyes to witness his shame.

The next round is less civil. Brandon’s hands shake as he gestures to the display. “Steve’s,” he says, sounding less certain than the first time. His loss of control is my gain, and Mark is there to collect the interest.

Brandon leads his group through the spectacle, but his heart’s not in it. It’s here with me, and I crush it with a smile and a man who isn’t him. I disappear down the hallway, and I know how much it hurts.

Mark follows, more devoted than Brandon, but not by much. I drag him to a place where only Brandon will know, where only Brandon will suffer. The feel of Steve’s cum dripping down my thighs drives me even more wild.

I turn to face Mark, his eyes on his prize. I hike up my dress, giving Mark a full view of what he’s about to have. His eyes widen with lust and surprise, taking in the sight of Steve's cum glistening on my thighs. " Looks like Steve had his fun," he murmurs, a hungry smile spreading across his face.

"And now it's your turn," I say, pulling him close, feeling his hard cock pressing against me through his pants. I reach down and stroke him through the fabric, eliciting a low groan from deep within his chest. He’s eager, almost trembling with anticipation. The poor man’s face shows both fear and desire.

Mark doesn't resist as I push him against the wall, his breath hitching with a mix of excitement and nervousness. I can feel his heart pounding against my chest, his body tense with anticipation. His hands find my hips, gripping tightly as if trying to hold on to his sanity. I lean in, my breath hot on his ear. "You want this, don't you?" I whisper, my voice a sultry promise.

He nods, his eyes flickering with a mix of lust and fear. "Yes," he admits, his voice barely audible. I can feel his cock throbbing against me, desperate for release. I reach down, unzipping his pants and freeing him from his confines. He gasps as I wrap my fingers around his shaft, stroking him gently but firmly.

"Tell me what you want," I demand, my voice low and commanding. I want to hear you say it."

Mark swallows hard, his eyes meeting mine with a desperate plea. "I want to fuck you, Jessica," he confesses, his voice hoarse with need. "I want to feel you around me, to make you scream my name."

I smile, a wicked curve of my lips that promises both pleasure and pain. "Good boy," I purr, stroking him faster, feeling him grow even harder in my hand. "But remember, this isn't about you. It's about me and what I want."

He nods, understanding his place in this dance. I push him back against the wall, asserting my control. His breath hitches as I hike up my dress further, exposing myself to him completely. His eyes widen at the sight of me, glistening and ready, Steve's cum a shiny reminder of my earlier conquest.

"On your knees," I command, my voice leaving no room for argument. Mark complies, sinking to the floor in front of me, his eyes level with my pussy. I can see the hunger in his gaze, the raw desire that makes him forget about anything but this moment.

"Taste me," I order, spreading my legs slightly to give him better access. He leans in, his tongue tentatively touching my clit, sending a jolt of pleasure through me. I grip his hair, pulling him closer, forcing him to delve deeper. His tongue explores me, lapping at Steve's cum and my wetness, a mix that drives him wild.

I moan softly, grinding against his mouth, feeling his tongue probe deeper. His hands grab my ass, pulling me against him as he feasts on me like a starving man. The sensation is overwhelming, the dual pleasure of my conquest and the physical ecstasy sending shockwaves through my body. I can hear his muffled moans, the vibrations adding to the intensity of the moment. His enthusiasm is sloppy, desperate, and utterly intoxicating.

"That's it," I coo, pulling his head back slightly to look into his eyes. "You love it, don't you? You love tasting another man's cum from my pussy."

Lust glazed Mark’s eyes, his mouth slick with our combined desire. "Yes," he admits, his voice a ragged whisper. "I love it."

I smile, satisfied with his submission. "Good," I purr, pushing his head back between my legs. "Now make me come."

His tongue finds my clit again, circling and flicking with renewed vigor. I grind against him.

His fingers dig into the soft flesh of my thighs, pulling me closer, his tongue delving deeper. I can feel the pressure building, the coiling sensation in my core that promises release. His moans vibrate against me, his enthusiasm making up for any lack of finesse. I grip his hair tighter, riding his face with abandon.

"Yes, right there," I gasp, feeling the crest of my orgasm approaching. His tongue flicks faster, his hands gripping my ass tighter, pulling me against his mouth. The world narrows to this single point of pleasure. The knowledge of Brandon nearby, the power I hold over both men, fueling my climax.

I come hard, my body convulsing as waves of pleasure crash through me. Mark's mouth is relentless, drawing out every shudder before I push him away, his face glistening with his efforts. I smile down at him.

“Good boy. Now go back to the party.” I tease, leaving him kneeling, watching me walk away.

I return to the party, fresh conquest in tow. Mark follows quick behind, his shirt is untucked, his collar loose, his smile even looser. Brandon watches us emerge, eyes betraying every emotion except the one he should feel. He should hate this, but he can’t.

The whispers spread, just like I knew they would. "Did you see..." "His own wife..." "Right under his nose..."

Brandon hears, I’m sure of it. I’ve made sure of it. His face burns with humiliation and defeat. He’s raw, exposed, just the way I like.

He drowns his dignity with work, with another tour. The men look at him with curiosity, the way you look at an animal that might turn on itself. They wait for him to break.

During the final round, it happens. A guest with more nerve than sympathy corners him, the rest eager for his response. “Do you ever join Jessica and her lovers?” The question is cruel, and Brandon’s composure cracks like ice in the summer.

He doesn’t know how to answer. The words strangle him, pulling him under.

I appear in the doorway, just as I’ve planned. “Only when I allow it,” I say, each word cutting as deep as his humiliation. “Which isn’t often.”

The guests laugh, their respect for me rising in proportion to their lack of it for Brandon. He stands rigid, drowning in the truth.

I move in, brushing past them, heading for Brandon. I own the space and the situation, just like I own him.

“Jessica,” he says, almost a plea.

I straighten his tie, a gesture more insulting than intimate. “You’ve been such an excellent host tonight,” I announce, loud enough for everyone to hear.

His shame is my prize, the most valuable thing he has left.

“Now be a dear and get everyone fresh drinks while I show Steve the view from our bedroom.” The guests exchange wicked glances, waiting to see if Brandon will crumble.

He looks at me, at Steve, at the remains of his reputation. But what choice does he have? I’ve made sure there are none.

“Of course,” he whispers, a hollow shell of who he was at the start of this night. At the start of us.

I grab Steve by the hand, the same way I did at the beginning. Brandon watches, helpless, as I lead Steve up the stairs. He knows exactly what will happen next.

It’s almost too much. Almost. But I never have too much, never enough. Brandon knows that better than anyone.

I pause at the top, catching Brandon’s eye one last time.

The party is over. The night has just begun.


Chapter 4

The pen slides across the page, wet ink claiming him with each stroke. His signature is as sure as his pulse, unsteady with desperation. He wants me to stop this, to stop him, but we both know I won’t. His reluctance fuels my hunger; his compliance feeds it. The terms are absolute: he’s already broken. It’s the promise of ownership, of servitude. I wait for him to surrender, then wait a little more. “Sign it, Brandon,” I say, punctuating his undoing. His breath is shallow, his resolve thinner. He hesitates, but he knows. We both know. He accepts.

Now the permanence thrills me. His name stares back, bold and helpless. I run my fingers across it, savoring his written defeat.

The rest is pure anticipation. I go to the desk, open a fresh document, and let my intentions spill onto the page. A list of demands. It’s everything he fears, everything he needs. The details are an indulgence: submission in black and white. Maintain the hall of fame. Serve my lovers. Accept public humiliation. Each word, a stroke of power. Each clause, a promise of how far he’ll fall. How far I’ll take him.

I sit back. The polished chair is my throne. His acceptance hangs in the air, an exquisite scent. I’m drunk on it.

It’s evening when he arrives, a careful entrance to a room he knows he no longer controls. His hair, his suit, his perfect exterior—mussed by my intent. I like him best this way.

He looks at me, curious and cautious, wondering what I’ve done and how much he’ll enjoy hating it. I meet his eyes, a victorious grin claiming my lips. The document rests between us, an accusation he won’t deny.

I slide it across the desk, across the expanse of my dominance. “You’re late,” I say, the rebuke and the paper both landing exactly where I want them.

He hesitates, a beautiful reluctance, then reads.

I see it happen; the resignation spreading from his eyes to his shoulders, the weight of my demands bending him like silk. His hands tremble slightly, a motion only I’m supposed to notice. But I want him to notice. I want him to know how visible his surrender is, how visible I will make it.

Brandon’s eyes rise to meet mine, questions trapped behind the resolve he pretends not to need. I say nothing, let the silence do the work. The seconds stretch, long and luxurious. The moment belongs to me, just like he does. Just like he always will.

He swallows hard, voice thin. “Is this—”

“It is,” I interrupt, sealing the deal before it’s even signed.

His gaze drops back to the contract, scanning each line for mercy and finding none. He won’t object. He can’t. My terms are already his way of life. This just makes it official.

He stares, a man staring at his own heart. His own weakness.

I enjoy his reluctance more than I enjoy his willingness, and I enjoy his willingness more than anything else.

“Sign it,” I say, punctuating the command with a knowing look. I push the pen toward him, across his dignity, across his life.

Brandon picks it up, hesitant and hollow. The moment is thick with silence and his self-betrayal. It swirls around us, tightens and traps. He breathes, and I imagine how much it hurts. I imagine, because I won’t ever feel it.

“Accept what you’ve already been doing, anyway.” The words hang, precise and cutting.

He signs.

My world bursts with color and victory. My smile is infinite.

I lift the paper, triumphant. I’ve won. Again.

Brandon’s eyes remain on me, the pen now a useless weapon in his hand. His vulnerability is raw and exquisite.

I reward him with a kiss on the cheek, savoring his submission as much as he pretends to hate it. My breath on his skin is a promise and a threat. “Good boy,” I whisper, watching the words carve him.

He’s silent, unsure whether to speak, unsure whether he’s allowed to. He’s a quick learner.

“We’re having a party this weekend,” I announce, tasting the future. “To celebrate.”

His confusion flickers, dies. His acceptance, now fully in bloom.

“Celebrate what?” he asks, but it sounds like he already knows. He knows everything now.

I gather the signed contract, the proof of his unraveling. It’s beautiful, unbreakable.

“Your new role,” I say, breathless with conquest.

It’s official. He’s mine.

#

The first guests arrive, smug and expectant, sure they’re here to see me break Brandon again. They’re right. I am the perfect host, giving them exactly what they don’t dare to admit they want. They’re all here: lovers, trophies, envious spectators. They think it’s about Brandon. It’s about me. Steve smirks when he sees the other men. Their surprise thrills him, but it’s nothing compared to what I have planned. The crowd thickens. I wait, savoring the anticipation like a drug. Like a drug, I am what they crave. I am the dealer. They can’t overdose. But I can.

Brandon stands in the foyer, greeting them with quiet acceptance and the suit I chose for him. The fit is perfect and exacting, everything he is and isn’t. It matches Steve’s more casual style, tailored but effortlessly superior. The men arrive, grinning, each sure he’s the one I favor. None of them knows how far I’ll go.

Steve’s arm drapes over me as if I belong to him, but we both know the truth.

The air is electric with whispers and envy. Where is Jessica? Have you heard? What will she do next?

My entrance is dramatic. Brandon watches, knowing I will shatter him more than I already have.

I glide down the staircase, red silk clinging to my ambition. Their heads turn as one, an audience enraptured. A movie star, a bombshell, a fucking comet streaking through their ordered skies. They can’t look away. I won’t let them.

“Steve, Mark, everyone,” I say, greeting them like long-lost lovers. Some of them are.

Steve’s smile is full of wicked knowledge. I collect them, wrap them in my orbit, watching them catch fire.

“Jessica,” Steve murmurs, eyes consuming the dress and the woman who commands it. He can’t get enough. None of them can.

“I was wondering when this would happen,” Mark laughs, kissing my cheek, trying to act unbroken.

“It’s happening,” I assure him, moving on to the next, collecting my spoils.

I hold the room like I hold their hearts, squeezing just enough to make them squirm.

Brandon circles, offering appetizers like surrender. His composure is the only thing thinner than his dignity. He avoids Steve, but he can’t avoid me. He’s the man of the hour, but he’s already out of time.

I let him watch, knowing how much he’ll suffer.

It doesn’t take long. The cider sparkles. My smile, sharper than any blade, cuts through the noise. I clink my glass and make the first incision.

“Thank you all for coming,” I say, looking straight at Brandon. “This is a very special night.”

He gulps, the movement exquisite. The rest of them are on the edge of my lips, waiting to see just how far I’ll go.

“A new chapter in our marriage,” I continue, voice dripping with intent. I’m a generous woman. I give them more than they bargained for.

Steve moves closer, his confidence expanding as Brandon’s shrinks. I hold both their gazes, an expert juggler.

“Brandon has officially accepted his role,” I announce, loving the suspense, loving their wide, wide eyes. “As my submissive.”

It’s like throwing gasoline on a bonfire.

They explode with laughter, with envy, with an unbridled lust for what I have and what they wish they could.

Brandon’s face is an exquisite blend of humiliation and something that might be relief. He looks like he might break, but he never does. That’s why I love him. That’s why I do this.

I raise my glass, the world’s most wicked toast. “To Brandon.”

“To Brandon,” the room echoes, an anthem of his defeat. He’s caught, pinned, like a butterfly in a museum case.

Steve was quick to fill the space. He slides next to me, his hand on my waist, his triumph on my lips.

The other men eye him with jealousy. Sure, he’s my favorite, sure they’re wrong.

“Quite the declaration,” Steve says, whispering so only I can hear. So only Brandon can hear.

“The night is young,” I reply, pulling him deeper, pulling them all.

Brandon stays nearby, his discomfort palpable, delicious. He’s the chief attraction in this carnival, but he’s not the one calling the shots. I am. I always am.

The guests watch, amused, delighted, eager for more scandal. I live for this. I die for this. Then I live again.

“Don’t you have a tour to give?” I say, dismissing him like yesterday’s conquest.

Brandon’s eyes meet mine, an implosion of shame and gratitude. He’s never more beautiful than when he’s torn between the two.

He nods, a broken doll with brand-new strings. My strings.

Steve’s arm pulls me closer, tighter. Brandon turns away, a ghost haunting his own life. I see his hesitation, but only because I put it there.

“Don’t keep them waiting,” I taunt, each word a crack in his porcelain pride.

He gathers the newest guests, humiliation and anticipation leading the pack. They are eager to see what he shows them, eager to see what I’ve made him.

The hall of fame, the halls of hell, whatever they call it—Brandon will show them the way. He has no choice.

They follow, unaware that I’ve done this all before and will do it again. I never run out of ways to win.

I watch them disappear, a line of witnesses, a line of bodies. My satisfaction is limitless.

The room turns back to me, to Steve, to my dominance and my drama.

It’s going to be a long night. A perfect night.

Brandon can’t wait. Neither can I.

I spot her near the bar, an innocent beacon in this sea of sharks. Young, fresh, out of place. Out of her depth. Her dress is blue, not quite daring enough for the company she keeps, but that’s what makes her perfect. That, and her striking red hair. I have to have her. Brandon’s young twenty-one-year-old assistant, here to mingle and network, not knowing how thoroughly I plan to connect. Alyssa. Her name is an invitation. Her smile, a white flag. I see Brandon’s panic, his realization that she’s next. It makes me want her more. I move in, ready to strike.

Her eyes widen as I approach, not with fear, but with recognition. I’ve seen that look before, the one that says I want to be like you. It’s beautiful, that look. Especially when I shatter it.

Brandon watches. He’s a distant planet, a distant star. The distance thrills me. He thought his work was safe, separate. He thought wrong. There are no separate spheres in my universe.

Alyssa’s out of place, out of her league, and that’s why I want her. Fresh meat for a pack of hungry wolves.

“Jessica Montgomery,” I say, offering a smile and my intentions.

She stumbles over a response, her voice bright and eager. “I know,” she says, flushing. “Alyssa. I’m—I work with—”

“Brandon’s mentioned you,” I interrupt, wrapping her in my orbit. “He said you were... ambitious.” My pause is deliberate, and she fills it with more than I’d hoped.

“I am,” she assures me, as if it’s a challenge, as if it’s enough.

Her naivety is fucking delicious.

I play the interested mentor, the worldly woman, with wisdom and time to spare. “How are you finding the party?”

“It’s amazing,” Alyssa replies, her eyes wide, soaking in everything. She can’t believe she’s here, can’t believe she belongs.

She doesn’t. But she will. She’s the perfect next move.

Brandon’s panic is visible, like steam rising from ice. He tries to ignore it, to ignore us. It makes me reckless. It makes me cruel.

“Stay close,” I tell her, with more meaning than she’ll ever know.

Her smile is bright, uncertain. It makes me wild to crush it.

She laughs nervously, a sound like surrender. “I will.”

The words are an aphrodisiac. I let them settle before I move in for the kill.

My arm brushes against hers. A current of promise and persuasion. “You’ll do fine here,” I say, knowing how much better she’ll do than fine. “Especially with your look.”

“My look?” She’s flustered, an open book of insecurity. It’s fucking perfect.

“The dress, the hair.” I touch her arm, light as a breath. Light as her willpower. “Everything.”

Alyssa blushes, bright and raw. I can feel her unraveling, feel how fast it will be.

The crowd surges around us, greedy and loud. I hear Brandon’s voice, hear him suffer as he guides another tour.

“You must come upstairs,” I insist, each word baited and waiting. “I have something to show you.”

Alyssa’s too innocent to see the trap, too eager to care. She nods, caught and claiming not to mind.

We’re halfway up the stairs when I spot Brandon, a beautiful wreck at the bottom, giving one last hopeless glance. He knows where this is going, knows he can’t stop it.

I hold Alyssa’s hand like a fucking prize. It’s over before it starts.

The master bedroom swallows her, wide-eyed and in awe. She’s seen nothing like this. She thinks it’s the decor. It’s not.

I close the door, leaving it just enough ajar for Brandon to follow.

Alyssa stares, a small-town girl in a big-city scandal. I watch her, drinking in the confusion, the thrill.

“Jessica,” she starts, but she doesn’t know how to finish. She doesn’t have to.

“I’ve been wanting to get you alone,” I say, letting the words and the silence work together.

Her eyes flash with realization, with panic. But I don’t let them flash long. I touch her hair, soft and fucking irresistible.

“Is this really...?” Her voice is small, delicious.

“What you want?” I finish, lowering my mouth to her neck, wrapping her in inevitability. “It will be.”

She gasps as my lips touch her skin. It sounds like pleasure. It sounds like home.

Brandon appears just where I knew he’d be. I catch his eye, make sure he knows he’s invited to witness.

Alyssa squirms, a live thing caught and tamed. “Oh my god,” she whispers, a surrender to me and only me.

I lead her to the bed, each step an incision, each movement precise. She trembles, but I’ve seen this before. She’s helpless to do anything but want.

“Sit,” I command, my voice a velvet knife.

Alyssa obeys. So does Brandon.

He lowers himself to the chair, a tortured spectator to my perfect play. He can’t take his eyes off us, just as I planned.

I undress her slowly, loving the innocence, loving how I’ll ruin it. The fabric slips, the straps fall. Her breath is fast, unsure. As Alyssa's dress falls to the floor, exposing her delicate curves and creamy skin, a mix of anticipation and fear dances in her eyes. I can almost taste her vulnerability, sweet and intoxicating. Her lingerie is modest, a stark contrast to the carnal intentions pulsating in the room. I run my fingertip along her collarbone, igniting a shiver that betrays her inner turmoil. She looks at me with a blend of desire and trepidation, like a doe caught in headlights, unable to look away.

Brandon watches, his tension palpable in the air, his own desires tangled with helplessness. He shifts in his seat, his knuckles white as he grips the armrests, his breath shallow and uneven. The sight of Alyssa's exposed form, her youth and innocence on display, stirs something primal in him. He knows he shouldn't be here, shouldn't witness this act of seduction unfolding before his eyes. But he can't tear away.

Pushing her to the bed, I move in between her legs, breathing in her scent. I look up to see Steve standing in the doorway to watch the scene unfold, his arousal clear.

I smile at Steve, a silent invitation to join the spectacle. He steps into the room, his eyes locked on Alyssa's naked body, his lust palpable. Brandon sees him too, his face a picture of tormented acceptance. Two men, one helpless to resist, the other helpless to intervene. My perfect audience.

I turn my attention back to Alyssa, her breath hitching as I run my hands up her thighs, pushing them apart gently but firmly. She’s trembling, a mix of nerves and anticipation making her skin flush beautifully. I lean in, blowing softly on her most sensitive spot, making her gasp and arch slightly off the bed. Her reactions are genuine, untainted by experience, and it makes her even more appealing.

Steve moves closer, his eyes never leaving Alyssa's body. He stands beside me, his hand reaching down to caress her breast, his thumb circling her nipple until it hardens under his touch. Alyssa's eyes widen, her gaze flickering between Steve and me, a mix of confusion and desire swirling in their depths. She has never experienced such a touch, nor has she ever been the object of such raw, unbridled lust. It's overwhelming and exhilarating, a baptism by fire.

"What... what are you doing?" she stammers, her voice barely a whisper. Her body betrays her, arching into Steve's touch, seeking more of the forbidden pleasure.

I smile, a slow, wicked curve of my lips. "Whatever we want," I murmur, leaning in to trail kisses up her inner thigh, feeling her shiver beneath my lips. "And you're going to let us."

I watch Brandon as we take her, as she shatters beneath me. His eyes are full of unspoken need. He needs to be me. He needs to be her.

Steve positions himself behind us, his cock hard and ready. Steve is always ready. More than I can say for Brandon.

I turn my head, catching Brandon's eye as I flick my tongue against Alyssa's clit, feeling her body jolt with the sudden rush of pleasure. His face is a mask of torment, his eyes glued to the scene unfolding before him. He’s seeing the corruption of innocence, the fall from grace I orchestrated just for him. I can see the battle within him—the desire to look away warring with the compulsion to watch.

Alyssa moans softly, her hands gripping the sheets as I continue to tease her, my tongue circling and flicking against her most sensitive spot. Steve leans down, capturing one of her nipples in his mouth, sucking and biting gently. Her back arches off the bed, a silent plea for more. She’s lost in sensation, overwhelmed by the dual assault on her senses.

Steve’s hands are eager as they explore Alyssa’s body, his touch firm and possessive. He moves behind me, his cock hard and pressing against my ass, before sliding it between my legs, teasing my pussy with his length. I push back against him, feeling his thickness rub against me. A promise of what’s coming. Alyssa watches, her eyes wide with a mix of shock and lust, her body trembling with anticipation.

Steve’s cock slides between my folds, coating himself in my wetness before moving to Alyssa. He teases her entrance, running the head of his cock up and down her slit, making her gasp and writhe beneath us. Her hips lift, seeking more contact, more friction. I watch as Steve’s cock, slick with my desire, presses against Alyssa’s pussy, ready to claim her.

Brandon moans as he watches the scene unfold. This is exactly what I need. Exactly what he needs.

It’s perfect.

It’s a game I always win.

I grin as I look over at Brandon. “Kneel at the foot of the bed.”

Brandon complies, kneeling as Steve continues to move between our aching and wanting pussies. Alyssa grips me with every thrust, gasping with want and need.

Brandon watches, knowing this is his life now.

He knows his place.

“Good boy,” I whisper to Brandon. He smiles at the reward.


Humiliating My Husband on Our Anniversary


Chapter 1

Mark strides across the lobby, an overconfident blur with me in tow, as if I’m an accessory to his suitcase. He barks at the bellhop, every word an order, every movement practiced. I trail behind, heels clicking, wearing my best hostage smile while he reaffirms the prison sentence of our anniversary. Dinner reservations at seven. Golfing lessons at dawn. We arrive at the front desk where the resort manager, James, greets us. Mark hijacks the conversation. “The ocean-view suite I specifically requested,” he insists, like we’re at gunpoint.

I let Mark run the show, playing the silent partner in his one-man production. Designer bags weighed down the bellhop, as our lifestyle burdened him and me. I fight to keep pace with my curated appearance, smoothing my skirt, checking my reflection on polished surfaces. Mark directs our path with military precision, never missing a beat in his relentless march through the perfectly arranged lobby. My heels sink into the plush carpet as I chase his controlling shadow, my smile a brittle mask that threatens to crack with every second.

“This is an escape,” he’d said, mistaking a sentence for a gift. His itinerary reads like a court order. I can almost feel the ink chaining me to each pre-planned event. We reach the front desk, and I glance at the attractive resort manager. He has the practiced elegance that comes from years of catering to other people’s indulgences. Salt-and-pepper hair, tailored suit—this man knows discretion.

James greets us with the polish of someone who’s seen it all before. “Welcome to Sunset Cove Resort,” he says, his accent as cultured as the surroundings. I open my mouth to speak, but Mark is quicker. “Williams. We’ll need the ocean-view suite, and I expect everything to be in order.”

James offers a diplomatic smile. “Of course, Mr. Williams. I believe you’ll find everything satisfactory.” He directs his attention to me, a subtle acknowledgment of the tension that Mark pretends isn’t there. “And if there’s anything you wish to change...”

I want to grab onto his words, use them as a lifeline, but Mark cuts him off. “Cassandra and I have discussed every detail,” he says. “I trust you can meet our expectations.” His voice leaves no room for deviation, making decisions on my behalf.

Like you meet my expectations. I think to myself.

James hands over the keycards, but he holds my gaze, a quiet understanding passing between us. He knows a hostage situation when he sees one. My fingers play nervously with my wedding ring, a reflex Mark pretends not to notice. I swallow a sigh as James repeats himself for Mark’s benefit, the unflappable diplomat in a war of someone else’s making.

“Your suite is prepared,” James says, the smooth cadence of his voice wrapping around us. “I’ve arranged for a selection of our finest amenities to be available at your convenience.”

“Good,” Mark responds. “Ensure we remain undisturbed.” He’s planned every second, every breath of our trip, a precision strike on spontaneity.

James remains unruffled, but his eyes flick to me with what looks like sympathy. He knows Mark’s type, the kind that considers my silence as compliance. He gives me the keycards, his fingers brushing mine in a moment of solidarity. I clutch at them like they might unlock something more than our suite.

Mark finally acknowledges me with a practiced smile. “Ready to see the room, Cassandra?” His question is rhetorical; I’m ready for a lot of things he’s not prepared to hear. I nod, the gesture as tight as my smile, my thoughts as restless as my fingers against the cool plastic of the keycard.

As we leave the desk, Mark continues to bark confirmations over his shoulder. “Remember, seven o’clock,” he calls, like I’m not standing right there. James watches us go, a statue of professional calm, while I rehearse the lines of a role I’m no longer willing to play. My stride falters, but Mark’s grip on my life does not. He steers us towards the elevator, a captain oblivious to the mutiny brewing just below deck.

Just as we’re about to enter the elevator, a massive hunk of a man pulls us aside.

“I’m Sean, the personal trainer here at the resort,” he holds out his hand for Mark to shake, but his eyes linger on me.

Sean's presence is magnetic, pulling my attention away from the suffocating grip of Mark's itinerary. His handshake with Mark is firm, a silent challenge in his gaze that lingers on me. I feel something stir within me, a rebellious flicker that threatens to ignite into a flame of defiance.

As Sean introduces himself as the resort's personal trainer, I can't help but notice the way his athletic physique fills the space between us, contrasting with Mark's meticulous demeanor. The air crackles with tension, and I sense an unspoken invitation in Sean's lingering gaze, a daring promise of liberation from the constraints of my marriage.

"Nice to meet you, Sean," Mark says, his voice laced with false camaraderie. "We have quite a schedule planned during our stay."

“I won’t keep you. Do stop by the gym. I’d love to help you unwind while staying here.” Sean says, his eyes more focused on me.

I bite my lip as we walk by him into the elevator, my mind already thinking of what I’d like to do to Sean.

The suite door closes, and I breathe relief and anticipation. I imagine Sean’s hands on my skin and Mark’s face when he finally understands what they mean. Fantasy now, reality soon. It'll be the start of a new life for both of us. I toss on the new outfit Mark bought, pick something less his style and more my own for tomorrow, and make my way to the gym.

I pull my hair into a high ponytail, watching myself in the mirror. Am I really doing this? It's almost absurd to think how timid I used to be. My thoughts drift back to the long months of planning. First came the desire for a change, then finding the right moment to slip it in, then casually mentioning the resort to Mark. In my reflection, the glittering blue diamonds around my neck catch the light. I let them fall to the counter, bare skin exposed enough to drive him crazy. The man I intend to be the perfect lover. Sean.

Slipping out of the dress, I pull on the clingy, black Lycra shorts and matching tank. I laugh to myself, picturing Mark's face if he knew what was happening. His perfectionist tendencies could never prepare him for this. As I trade stilettos for sneakers, a new, sweet vision forms. Maybe I won't have to hide it from him forever. If he could just open his eyes and see what I need.

But that's a thought for later. Today, I’ll focus on Sean, on the curve of his smile, and the way his hands look like they'll devour me. I tug on my ponytail, letting it bounce as I breathe. "Let’s do this."

Walking through the lobby, I remember to text James about the romantic dinner I have planned for later. My hands tremble with excitement. It's so easy now, pulling all the strings.

An attendant calls out, "Do you need directions, Mrs. Williams?"

"No, thank you. I know exactly where I'm going."

I ride the elevator, the view of the ocean slipping by on my right, as smooth as this scheme. There's a flutter in my chest as I imagine how Sean will look at me, like he sees me and only me, his perfect trophy. Like he can read my desires and intend to fulfill every one.

I can't wait. I push open the doors to the gym, my sneakers silent against the floor. I've got time to spare, but I'm already thinking about tomorrow, when I can try on something truly scandalous for Sean. When I can push my boundaries, maybe even Mark's.

Let’s see how far I can go.

His eyes cut into me, devouring me like I’m the rarest delicacy and he’s starved for a taste. He walks my way, casually as if he knows I’m already his. “You’re stronger than you look,” he says, breath hot against my neck. “My husband doesn’t think so.” I stare, daring him to be bold. “Then he doesn’t see you clearly,” Sean shoots back, hands on my body, teaching me how to move in ways that feel so fucking good. I find excuses to make him touch me again, craving his powerful hands like I’ve craved nothing before.

There’s a fresh air in the gym. Modern, silent. Like it’s waiting for us. Waiting for the right moment to explode. He’s close, whispering suggestions and other possibilities, his voice a perfect balance between professional and inviting. I sense his game. The need to break the rules dances through me like an electric pulse. Mark never would have done this, would never have let this happen. It excites me.

I’m lying on the bench press when he takes the weights from me, standing so close I feel the heat radiating from his skin. “Just let go. I’ve got you.” I’m sure you do. I reach up again, feeling my muscles strain. Sean’s body leans in, and it’s all I can do to not gasp at how close he is. Each time I exhale, he pushes me further. Each time I inhale, his eyes are on me, stripping me bare. My eyes wander down to his package, his shorts bulge hinting at what is beneath.

My breathing is heavier than the weights he’s handing me, cheeks burning from more than the effort. “Thought you were the best,” he teases, fingers brushing against mine. “Show me how much you want it.” That’s what I want, isn’t it? To show him how badly I want it. I try harder, moving under his direction, testing my own limits.

“You want to try something different?” His question hangs in the air. I bite my lip and nod, knowing that anything with him will feel different, will feel right. He shows me an exercise I’ve never done before. Positions me. Corrects me. Leaves his hands on my hips for too long, and I love it. His powerful grip, his knowing touch. Each movement is deliberate, each breath a shared secret.

“You can do more than that, Cassandra.” My name in his mouth sounds like it belongs there. I push harder, testing myself, testing him. The desire is overwhelming, making my body strong and my will weak. I match his boldness with my own, pressing back when he pushes. Taking more than I’m given. Making it clear, I’m ready to break.

“Feels so good,” I pant, letting the double meaning hang between us. His smirk tells me he knows exactly what I mean.

“Come on. I know you’ve got more in you,” Sean says, coaxing me. He’s relentless. Giving me more of what I need. And I take it. The way I take his weight. The way I take his touch.

“I bet you make all your clients work this hard.” I want him to say it’s just me, just this. Want him to admit he’s bending the rules. He doesn’t flinch.

“You can handle it.” The words drip from his lips like molten honey, and I want to taste every drop. I’ve wanted nothing as much as I want this.

We move to the mats. He lays me down, body hovering over mine, testing me again and again. Sweat glistens on my skin, muscles tight from exertion, from the effort of holding back. I breathe through it, riding out the delicious frustration.

“I don’t want to wear you out,” he says, pretending to relent. I know it’s an invitation, not a retreat. Refusing to be left unsatisfied, I shake my head and stop him from leaving.

“I can take it. I can take whatever you give me.” The words hang between us, heavy and full of promise. I’m flushed, wet with sweat, dripping with desire. He pushes me until I think I might break, until I think I might not care if I do.

Mark has never seen me like this. I’ve never seen myself like this. Sean’s touch transforms me, turning frustration into fuel, fueling my craving into something hot and reckless.

I’ve never been closer to breaking, and I’ve never been more alive.

#

Mark, freshly showered and dressed, waits for me with a look that’s half panic and half possession. “Where have you been?” he asks, voice strained.

“At the gym,” I say, heart still racing from Sean’s touch. I leave out the details. I leave out Sean.

Mark pulls me toward the bed, his fingers tight around my wrist, and he fucks me with a rigid control that makes me want to scream. I bite my lip, closing my eyes as my mind drifts to what I really need, to Sean’s powerful hands and breath on my skin, finishing long after Mark.

There’s something in Mark’s eyes I haven’t seen before. Something unsettled. He’s dressed in a crisp button-down and tailored pants, his idea of resort casual, his idea of freedom. I think he’s trying. I think I don’t care. I smile, hiding everything he shouldn’t see.

“You were gone a long time,” he says, trying to sound light but failing. “I almost came looking for you.” His hair is still damp, and I can smell his soap.

“I lost track of time,” I say, pulling off my top, making my skin glisten for him like it did for Sean. Perhaps he notices. I wonder if he’ll pretend to. His eyes follow me, dark and unsure, as I kick off my shoes and sit on the bed. He says nothing, and the silence is louder than words.

“I didn’t expect you to return so soon.” He moves closer, and his hands are on me, claiming me with a need that’s more desperation than desire.

The bed feels different under me, smaller, like it’s trapping me rather than freeing me. Mark’s body presses down, pinning me in place. There’s no thrill in it, just weight and expectation. I close my eyes, losing myself in the memory of how Sean’s touch set me on fire.

Mark presses his cock against me. His breath is hot on my neck, but it doesn't ignite the same flame like Sean's did. I can feel Mark's desperation, his need to control and possess, but it only serves to fuel my rebellion. I let him enter me, but my mind is elsewhere, drifting back to the gym, back to Sean.

Mark's movements are mechanical, a practiced rhythm that lacks the wild passion I crave. He thinks he's making love to me, but it feels more like he's marking his territory. I moan softly, not out of pleasure, but from the ache of wanting something more. Something real. Something primal.

“You’re still thinking about him, aren’t you?” Mark says, breath hot and bitter in my ear. He thinks he means James. I let him.

“I didn’t even see him today,” I lie, arching my back, wanting him to think I’m into this, wanting to be somewhere else.

He holds my wrists the same way he always does, fucking me with a need to control. But he’s losing it, and he knows it. I moan, hoping it sounds real, knowing it isn’t. His thrusts are mechanical, each one a question, a plea for something I can’t give him. My mind floats away, taking me to where I want to be, to who I want to be with.

“Please, Cassandra,” he gasps, a pathetic mix of anger and begging. I let him have this. I let him think it’s enough.

My body moves, but my thoughts are on the gym floor, under Sean’s powerful hands, his knowing eyes. My breath catches, and Mark thinks he’s responsible. He’s not. Not anymore.

He finishes quickly, with a groan that sounds like defeat. Rolling off me, he stares at the ceiling, not seeing it, not seeing me. I turn away, the sheets cool and empty against my skin.

The darkness grows around us, and I hear Mark’s breathing slow, turning deep and rhythmic. He’s asleep. I’m not. My heart races, pounding with the memory of what I really want. I lie there, eyes wide, guilty and excited and more alive than I’ve ever felt.

I’m going back to the gym tomorrow.


Chapter 2

Mark hesitates, hovering at the restaurant's entrance, knowing me too well not to expect something unexpected. It’s intimate inside, ocean breezes drifting like soft reminders of our proximity. My fingers tap the table, restless for more than the sound of his voice listing plans. Sean arrives before his name escapes my lips. "I see a friend," I say, more eager than a good wife should be. When I return with Sean, Mark's jaw could crush diamonds. His forced smile hangs like a noose as Sophia approaches, polite enough to ignore the tension that suffocates our table.

“We’re underdressed,” Sean jokes, the casual luxury of his attire making him look as natural here as Mark looks stiff. My husband struggles with words, his social mastery tangled in the mess I’ve created. I savor the sight. Sean leans back, completely at ease, while Mark’s spine remains rigid as a truth he’s unwilling to face.

“Didn’t realize we’d be dining with company,” Mark says, working hard to make his voice smooth.

“Then I must thank Cassandra for the invitation,” Sean replies, flashing a smile that lights up more than just the room. I grin, the tension at the table delicious in its familiarity. Sean doesn’t wait for permission to take a seat, his presence daring and magnetic.

I offer nothing to ease Mark’s discomfort, knowing he needs to understand what’s at stake. “I thought it would be a pleasurable surprise,” I say, as Sophia steps up, pen ready, curiosity written all over her youthful face.

“Can I start you with drinks?” Her voice is polite, but there’s a hint of something else. Maybe disbelief at how three people can twist a situation so beautifully.

“We’ll have what the chef recommends today,” I say, my words tinged with suggestion, leaving Mark to catch up. Sean nods in agreement, his approval leaving marks that no amount of control can erase from Mark’s expression.

Mark’s smile is brittle, barely holding as he turns back to me. “I see you’ve been busy with arrangements.”

“Just trying to make things interesting,” I reply, my tone a careful balance between sweet and sharp. His gaze shifts to Sean, unsure how to read the intentions.

“Nice setup here,” Sean interjects, not letting the moment linger too long on Mark’s tension. “You picked a great resort.” His casual acknowledgment leaves Mark grasping for footing.

“I have an eye for detail,” Mark says, attempting to reclaim some semblance of control, but his words fall flat, deflated by Sean’s unflappable charm.

Sean’s grin widens, eyes moving to me. “Yeah, I can see that.” The loaded comment hangs in the air, and I bask in the weight of it, my fingers brushing Sean’s in a fleeting touch as the server brings our drinks. It’s subtle, but enough to send Mark’s insecurities into a spiral.

We sip in silence for a moment, Mark choking on the tension that Sean breathes so easily. Sophia watches from a distance, her gaze following each charged interaction. More interested than a discreet server should be. I notice the slight pause in her steps, the flash of recognition at our table’s intricate dynamics.

“Do you come here often?” she asks, voice steady, pretending to overlook what must be obvious.

“First time,” I say. “But I think I’m going to like it.”

Sean looks straight at me, and my smile confirms what Mark won’t let himself believe. It’s not just the resort that I’m taken with. Mark’s grip on his glass tightens, knuckles pale with restraint.

“Anything else I can get you?” Sophia’s professionalism barely masks her awareness, and she lingers a moment, as if wanting to catch every detail of our unfolding drama. Mark doesn’t answer, his focus lost in the battle he’s fighting with his pride.

“Looks like you’ve got everything under control,” Sean says, nodding to Sophia with the same confidence he’s using to unravel Mark.

We watch her leave, my husband’s gaze following her escape like he wishes it were his own. The soft rumble of nearby conversations fades, and it feels like the room waits for us, ready for the next revelation, the next slip of Mark’s crumbling grip on the narrative. Sean leans back, taking in the scene with a composure that seems to grow in contrast to Mark’s unsteady posture.

“We should discuss plans for tomorrow,” Mark says, attempting to redirect the conversation to his well-laid but quickly unraveling itinerary.

“Definitely,” I say, but it’s not the plans I’m talking about. Sean smirks, fully aware, and I can tell by the flush on Mark’s cheeks that he feels the sting of our shared understanding. The room seems to shrink around us, the ocean breeze doing nothing to cool the charged air.

Mark’s grip tightens around his glass as he watches me give Sean everything he’s afraid to lose. I laugh at something Sean says, and Mark’s expression is strained, desperate. Like he’s trying to will the night to go differently. He doesn’t know I’ve already won this round. I’m making him understand what I need, just like I taught him back home. Just like I’m going to teach him all weekend. Sean dominates, skillful, his voice dripping with confidence. Even the women at other tables can’t look away. Mark shifts, his knuckles white, as I lean closer to Sean.

“Tell me about your gym in Chicago,” I say, fingers playing with the stem of my glass. I know Mark wants to hear something else, anything else.

Sean leans back, cool and collected, his presence taking up more space than the table allows. “It’s keeping me busy,” he says. “Never a dull moment.”

Mark’s jaw tightens, his face a perfect mix of tension and uncertainty. His eyes dart between us, then to his watch, like timing this dinner will give him the control he’s lost.

“That sounds incredible,” I say, letting my voice carry to Mark, letting him hear how impressed I am. How impressed he can’t be.

I feel the heat of Sean’s gaze on me, unyielding, possessive. “I could give you a private session while you’re in town,” he says. Mark flinches, wine sloshing dangerously close to the rim.

I catch the movement, smirk. “I’d like that.”

Mark shifts, clearing his throat, trying to hide how off-balance he is. “You’re planning to stay in the city long?” he asks, the strain in his voice an invitation for Sean to leave.

Sean smiles, wide and easy. “I’ll be here a few days. Have to make sure Cassandra’s got her form just right.” I watch Mark’s face, see the words hit like a gut punch. He’s struggling, and I know how much that terrifies him.

“You have the best technique,” I say, pushing the knife deeper, seeing how far I can twist it.

Sean laughs, and it’s loud, confident. “I’d say you’ve got the best moves.” The implication hangs heavy in the air, and I swear I see Mark’s heart drop into his overpriced steak.

He looks like he might crack under the pressure. Like he knows exactly what’s happening and he’s powerless to stop it.

My laughter fills the silence, the sound daring, defiant.

His hand wraps around his glass again, a vice. He doesn't even know how much more of this he can take.

The laughter from a nearby table draws Sean’s attention. He spots the petite blonde first, Emma, eyeing us with an intensity that’s hard to miss.

“I think we have an admirer,” he says, his gaze lingering on the other woman. It’s too much for Mark. Too much for me, but I fucking love it.

The attention isn’t new to Sean. He handles it like he handles everything—effortlessly. A flick of his eyes, a smirk, letting Emma know he sees her.

“Is this a typical night for you, Sean?” I ask, knowing how much Mark hates this, hates seeing me fawn over another man, hates seeing another woman want the same man.

His response is casual, meant for both me and Emma. “Depends who’s asking.” He lets that hang, leaving room for Emma to jump in if she dares.

I glance at Mark, see him fighting for composure, his grip so tight I’m sure the glass will shatter. Sean is a fucking artist.

The conversations in the room blend into a muted background, but my eyes stay locked on Mark, watching the way he crumbles under the realization that he’s not enough.

Sean catches me watching, and his eyes meet mine with a fire that’s too hot to be ignored. I melt into it, leaving Mark alone in his desperation.

The game has begun, and I already know how it will end.

Sophia glides between the tables, refilling glasses, her practiced smile cracking as she notices the tension at ours. Her eyes flit from me to Sean to Mark, a curious dance of confusion and intrigue. She lingers too long, and I see Mark’s discomfort grow. He can tell we’re being watched, knows that he looks as out of control as he feels.

“Let me know if you need anything else,” she says, her voice polite but not quite masking her curiosity. Mark flinches, and I can tell he’s already unraveling under her gaze.

As she leaves, I turn back to Sean, give him my best I’m-all-yours smile. Mark tries to match it, but he’s losing the race before he even starts.

I reach for my glass, touch Mark’s hand as I do, and I feel him tremble, his nerves frayed from the pressure. It’s more than I hoped for, and exactly what I planned.

“Cassandra tells me you’re expanding?” Mark asks, a pitiful attempt to steer the conversation to safer ground, somewhere he might have a chance.

Sean shrugs, smooth, unconcerned. “Always.” His dismissive answer is a slap to Mark’s face. One that I savor.

I nod, egging Sean on. “Sounds like you’ve got a lot going on,” I say. “How do you find time for it all?”

His eyes are on me again, ignoring Mark’s attempts to wrest control. “If you want something, you go get it.”

I feel a warmth between my thighs, a heat I know only Sean can create.

Mark watches, helpless, as Sean’s words reach me, touch me in ways he can’t. The look in Mark’s eyes is everything I hoped it would be. An understanding that he’s not part of this game. That he’s a bystander, that he’s irrelevant.

Emma is watching too, curiosity pulling her in as she shamelessly eavesdrops. Sean catches her gaze, gives her a sly nod. She shifts in her chair, flustered but clearly interested.

I let out a soft, deliberate laugh, showing Mark exactly how much fun I’m having. Making it impossible for him to forget.

“It’s been a long day, maybe we should—” Mark starts, but the effort is feeble, an attempt to cut things short before they get any worse.

“It has been a long day,” I say, playing along just enough to let him think he’s gaining ground. I squeeze his hand, see the flicker of hope in his eyes, and I take it away with one look at Sean.

“I’m so glad you made it,” I say to Sean, ignoring Mark’s flustered attempts to maintain control. I lean in, lips close to Sean’s ear. “You’ve made this evening... unforgettable.”

The muscles in Mark’s jaw clench, the crack in his composure turning into a full-fledged collapse.

And it’s not even dessert yet.

I take my time sliding my foot up his leg, teasing Sean the way I know Mark never could. Sean's eyes darken, filled with lust. Mark can’t take his eyes off my foot as it makes its way to Sean’s crotch, rubbing him. Mark shifts, uncomfortable, and Sean meets his gaze with smug confidence. Sean’s cock gets harder as I stroke him. I keep eye contact with Sean, keep the tension hot, unrelenting. When Mark looks ready to break, Emma comes over, gives Sean her number on a napkin. Mark looks destroyed, and I feel more alive than ever.

Sean’s hard under my foot, and it drives me crazy. I’ve barely touched him, but I know how much he wants it. How much he wants me. My toes move slowly, rubbing his erection, feeling it strain beneath his pants. Each movement is deliberate, taunting. I wonder if he knows how close I am to doing something even riskier, even more reckless. I see it in his eyes that he knows everything I’m thinking.

I’m pushing it further than I planned, loving every second.

Mark stares, unable to look away, and it’s more delicious than I imagined.

He sees how much Sean wants me, sees what I’m giving Sean and denying him. There’s anger in his eyes, but it’s laced with something darker, something like surrender.

His face is flushed, each second more painful than the last. Each moment a reminder of what he’s losing.

Of what I’m taking.

He tries to maintain control, even now. “We should—” But his voice falters, and the effort crumbles. He can’t compete with this, can’t compete with me.

Sean takes a slow sip of his drink. His eyes locked on mine, on my lips, on the place he knows I’ll let him have if Mark doesn’t break first. He doesn’t care that Mark’s watching, doesn’t care that he’s got an audience.

I love that about him.

Mark watches us, helpless, as I increase the pressure of my foot. As Sean’s cock throbs, as I make them both feel how fucking powerful I am.

Then, without warning, Mark’s not the only one watching. Emma stands from her table, and it’s the boldest move yet.

I like her style.

“Hi there,” she says, smiling at Sean, then at me, acknowledging the dynamics she’s seen and wanting in on the game.

Sean doesn’t even flinch. His composure, his confidence, they don’t falter. I press my foot harder against him, and I feel it. I feel how much this excites him.

She puts her number on a napkin and leans in, breathless. “In case you’re bored later.”

The audacity makes my head spin, but I fucking love it. Mark’s eyes widen, and I see him break. His face crumples in humiliation. I’ve never seen him like this, and I want more.

Emma leaves, her scent and daring lingering in the air, turning me on more than I can stand. I feel dizzy, alive.

Mark slumps back in his chair, his eyes finding mine, searching for something that isn’t there.

Searching for something I won’t give him.

He looks wrecked. Utterly defeated.

I’ve never been more turned on.

Sean nods, like it’s the most natural thing in the world. Like getting another woman’s number in front of me, in front of Mark, is exactly what he expects. “It’s been quite a night,” he says, and his voice is steady, his gaze challenging.

It’s a declaration.

I keep my foot on his cock, a promise of what’s next, a promise that it’ll happen just like this. Until I decide he’s had enough.

Mark looks from me to Sean, trying to make sense of a reality he wasn’t ready for.

The tension builds, and it feels like it might never end, like I might never want it to.

Sophia arrives, wide-eyed, her professional mask slipping as she senses the charged air. Her presence makes it worse for Mark, and I relish the pain I’m causing. I revel in the ruin.

“Is there anything else I can get you?” she asks, voice breaking slightly. Her eyes linger on Mark’s red face, on my toes that stay planted on Sean’s crotch even now, even in front of her.

He looks like he wants to melt into the floor.

Sean just smiles, perfectly at ease. “We’re good.” It’s an understatement, and I nearly come at the sound of it.

“Take your time,” Sophia says, and there’s something unspoken in her tone. She backs away, giving us space to finish this.

Mark fumbles with his wallet, hands trembling. He drops the card, and I see the despair in his eyes. It’s everything I hoped for.

Sean doesn’t break eye contact with me, not even for a second. The confidence, the arousal, the desire — it radiates off him. It consumes me.

Mark’s own actions trapped him in a nightmare, and I’ve never felt more powerful. Never felt more like me.

“Ready?” I ask, my voice sweet, innocent. It’s a mockery, and we both know it.

Mark nods, but he’s a shell, his movements hollow.

I take one last moment before we go, leaving my foot on Sean just long enough to remind him what’s coming.

Long enough to remind Mark what he can’t stop.

He’s devastated, crushed, a man on the brink of collapse. He gets up, his legs shaky, the pathetic remnants of his composure crumbling.

I’ve destroyed him.

As I slip my foot back into my shoe, the chill of the restaurant bites against the heat between my legs, a constant reminder of how ready I am for more.

Mark stumbles ahead, needing to escape. I linger, watching Sean, watching Mark, holding them both in the palm of my hand.

We leave the restaurant, Mark a mess of conflict and shame, Sean an untouched epitome of what he’s not.

The night isn’t over. I’m just getting started.


Chapter 3

I’m more breathless than the quick jog to the gym should allow. My heart races with anticipation as I slip inside. He waits for me, shirt tight around his shoulders, a fucking god among mortals. The form-fitting clothes cling to my skin, leaving nothing to Sean’s imagination. It’s the first time I can let myself be truly bare. He looks exactly as I dreamed—cut and athletic in a way Mark will never be. He steps forward, my pulse quickening. “Glad you made it,” Sean says, his smile a thousand promises I know he’ll keep.

“Hope you’re ready to work hard.” His voice, smooth and inviting, fills the room and fills me with reckless need.

My breath is already uneven, thinking of everything that’s about to happen. Thinking of how Mark can’t control me. How Mark can’t have me like this. “I can take whatever you give me,” I say, my lips curving, knowing exactly where we’re heading.

His eyes darken with hunger. “We’ll see.” Sean’s hands guide me to a mat, barely containing his eagerness.

“Show me what you’ve got.” I tease, as I lie back on the bench press, watching his body move.

The gym is mostly empty, just a few stray souls oblivious to our game. It only adds to the thrill, knowing what we’ll get away with. What we might get caught doing.

Sean takes his place above me, so fucking close I feel his heat. His hands are on mine, guiding the weights, pushing me further. The effort burns, and so does my desire. I let out a soft moan.

“You’re not even breaking a sweat yet,” Sean laughs, eyes locked on me, locked on everything he’s about to have.

“Give it time,” I say, breathless, daring him to push me harder, knowing he will. He takes me through sets of lifts and lunges, making me work for it, making me want it even more.

Sean pulls me to my feet, shows me a different exercise. His hands linger on my hips. Too long to be professional, long enough to drive me fucking insane. “You should always have a spotter,” he says, breath hot against my neck.

“Maybe I like the risk,” I whisper back, feeling his strong fingers move over my skin. Mark wouldn’t believe it if he saw me now.

“Yeah,” Sean says, voice low and knowing. “I bet you do.”

Each move blurs into the next. The weights grow heavier, but my breathing isn’t from exertion. My thighs burn, but not from the strain.

Sean’s touch is relentless. He positions me again and again, and every time I think I can’t take more, he gives it to me. The form-fitting clothes feel like nothing. Nothing but an excuse to catch his eye. Nothing but an excuse to be taken off.

We shift to a new machine, my body straining, pushing back, letting him know how badly I want it. “This is a little advanced,” Sean says, his hands so tight on me I can barely breathe.

“Let me try,” I say, begging him, begging myself to hold on just a little longer.

His eyes flick over my shoulder, making sure we’re still alone. Sure enough. Safe enough. His lips curl in a grin that makes my knees weak.

I stretch on the bench, muscles taut and desperate for release. He leans in close, and it’s all I can do to keep from pulling him closer.

“Want to give up?” Sean asks, knowing I won’t.

“Never,” I gasp, wondering how long until we cross the line we both know we’ll cross.

He holds me tighter, legs pressed against mine, as I let out another moan. No one’s watching. No one’s close enough to hear. I let it rip through me, shameless.

“You’re gonna be the death of me,” he whispers, low and hungry. I bite my lip to keep from saying he’s the life of me. He is.

Sean holds my gaze, keeps it as steady as the weight he piles on. “Think you’re ready for something more?He breathes raggedly, his composure barely concealing his need.

“Yeah.” I can’t believe how raw my voice sounds. How needy. “Fuck, yes.”

The control I have around Mark is gone. The restraint. The fucking pretense. I’m exposed in every way, and it feels like freedom.

“You’re a dirty girl,” he says, loud enough for the entire gym to hear if they’d just listen.

My skin burns where his fingers brush, where his breath heats my neck. “Isn’t that what you like about me?” I ask, wanting to push him, push myself, until one of us breaks.

He shifts the bench, lowers the weights, makes it so I’m almost lying flat beneath him. His hand is on my chest, fingers grazing the skin.

“You know what I want,” Sean says, his voice smooth and dark. “I want to see you give in.”

He lifts me, holds me, supporting the weight, knowing I can’t resist it, knowing I can’t resist him.

I arch my back, watch the mirrored ceiling reflect me as I open up for him. His touch is fire and gasoline.

“How much do you want it?” His eyes bore into mine, challenging, unrelenting.

“So fucking bad.” I push up, legs spreading as he holds the weight and me.

He lifts me higher, lowers me. I feel the rush and the heat and the need coil so tight I can’t stand it.

“Then you’ll get it,” Sean promises. “You’ll get all of it.” His words make me light-headed, make me feel like I’m about to explode. “Let’s find somewhere we can finish this.” His lips are at my ear, breath making me shiver.

I collapse against him, heart pounding, blood roaring.

“What are we waiting for?” I pant, knowing he’s about to break me in every way.

Sean pulls me to my feet. The mat burns my skin as I push back harder, faster, taking everything he gives, losing myself in the need and the heat.

His hands find mine and lift me up. We sneak behind a row of equipment, his arms strong as he leads me.

“You want it right here?” My voice sounds wild, full of hunger.

“You know I do.” Sean grins, pulls me down with him, lowering me to the floor. It’s fucking electric, knowing we might get caught, knowing that I might not care.

Our lips crush together, my body already shaking as I press against him.

The sound of the weights clinking nearby only fuels me, makes me reckless, makes me desperate.

I gasp as his hands roam my body, as they slip under the clingy fabric, as they strip me of everything but my desire.

Sean kisses me. My breath caught between his lips, my heart racing. I’ve needed nothing more than I need this.

“I can’t take it anymore,” I say, half begging, half demanding. I push my hands through his hair, pulling him close, letting him know I won’t let go.

“We’ve barely started.” Sean’s laugh is wicked, consuming, and I’m already falling apart.

“You’ll see,” I say, as the fabric falls to the side and I see his hard cock pressing against his shorts.

I reach for it, already knowing how much he’s going to give me, already knowing I’m going to take it all.

I move to my knees, pulling down Sean’s shorts. His cock is huge, straining, more than I thought I could handle, and I’m ravenous for it. The tip pulses against my tongue, hot and fucking delicious. I take him deeper, hollowing my cheeks as I suck him off, teasing him with my lips and tongue. Sean’s groans fill the space between us, the space in me, as his hand finds my hair and grips hard. My desire swells. I want everything he can give me. I want all of it, need all of it, right here, right now.

“Such a dirty girl.” Sean’s words make me wild. I suck him harder, tasting him, knowing he’ll give me what I want.

His hands pull me closer, force me to take more of his thick cock. The way he fills my mouth, the way he fills me with need, it makes my head spin, makes my thoughts unravel.

The sounds of my lips working up and down his shaft echo against the gym walls. It should shame me, but it drives me on. My tongue teases the head, flicking, savoring, playing.

My hands wrap around the base, stroking, holding tight, leaving no part of him untouched. He throbs and swells, and I love it. I love how hard he gets. I love knowing I do this to him.

“Fuck, that feels good,” Sean groans, his voice deep, strained, his control slipping.

His hips thrust, his desire pushing deeper, testing the limits of how much I can take. The danger of getting caught, the taste of him, it’s like a drug I can’t get enough of.

His moans grow louder. I take him to the edge and leave him hanging, leave him panting for more.

“Don’t stop,” Sean gasps, but I have other plans.

He pulls me up, not caring that my legs tremble, not caring that I can barely stand. His need is that intense, that desperate.

I want him that badly, too.

Sean presses me against the mirrored wall. The cold surface bites my skin, sharp against the heat. Our reflection shows me everything I need to see.

I tear his shirt away, feel his strong arms lift me. My legs wrap around his waist, my lips finding his, breathless.

“We’re gonna fuck right here?” His words are half disbelief, half triumph.

“Yeah,” I say, already dizzy from the way his cock brushes against me, the way he’s going to fill me up. I kiss him, crush his lips with mine, leaving him no doubt.

He thrusts, enters, pushes, and I cry out, not caring if the entire world hears. Not caring if they watch.

Sean pounds into me, each motion deliberate and rough, every movement reminding me how much more he can give. The glass feels like it might shatter under the force of it, and I know I might shatter, too. But I don’t care.

My voice is loud and frantic, echoing off the gym walls. “Oh god, yes! Like that. Fuck!”

His hands hold my hips, tight, relentless. “You take it so fucking well.”

I bite his neck, tasting salt and skin and sweat, tasting what it’s like to let go. Completely.

Sean thrusts harder. The mirror vibrates with the impact, our bodies moving in a perfect, wild rhythm.

I glance at the glass, see the reflection of his muscles flexing with every thrust. See how fucking right it looks. It makes me crazy. I kiss him harder, nails digging into his shoulders.

His cock fills me again and again, stretching me, reaching parts of me that were never touched before. My screams turn raw, turn real.

“Is this what you want?” His question is a taunt, a challenge, an invitation.

“I want more!” I beg, gasping for air, begging him, begging everything. “More!”

“Yeah?” Sean growls, and his voice is full of satisfaction, full of victory.

“Don’t fucking stop!”

His movements are powerful, primal, driving me toward the edge, pushing me to the breaking point.

I’ve never felt so close to breaking. I’ve never felt so fucking alive.

I see us in the mirror, see the way he takes me, the way I let him. My heart pounds in my ears, drowning out the sound of weights clinking, the sound of anyone who might hear.

Sean shifts, thrusts deeper, and I feel his cock pulse, feel it grow. He grips me harder, hoisting me higher. “Gonna cum so hard in you,” he says, and the promise makes my mind go white.

I lose myself in the pleasure, lose myself in the way he fills me. “Do it!” I scream, a rush of sensation hitting me all at once, leaving me breathless, leaving me raw.

His release floods me, warm and thick, and I love the way it feels, the way it pushes me to the limit. My muscles clench around him, squeezing him, milking every drop.

Sean groans, a sound that sends another shiver through me. I pull him closer, legs wrapping tight, taking everything he can give, taking him to the end and over.

“Fuck, yes!” I cry out, my voice breaking, as the climax hits and hits again, crashing through me like a wave.

He doesn’t let go. He doesn’t stop. Even as the tension spirals, even as we both come undone, he holds me. Holds me like he’ll never let go.

I dig my nails into his back, feeling the skin break, feeling his shoulder under my teeth, muffling the last scream of release, feeling nothing but him.

He moves faster, harder, as the last of his orgasm pours inside me, as he makes sure I feel every pulse, every beat.

My body shakes, my voice hoarse and raw from the pleasure. I can barely catch my breath, can barely believe how fucking incredible it feels.

Sean stays deep, stays hard. I love him like this. I love myself like this. Reckless and untamed.

“Thought you were done?” I pant, my smile defiant, daring. “Thought I couldn’t take more?”

He grins, breath hot on my neck, and I swear I feel him swell again. “Not a chance. I’m just getting started.”

My laughter mixes with a groan, already feeling another wave build. My legs grip his waist, my body knowing exactly what it needs.

“God, I love this,” I say, head thrown back, eyes wide, watching the reflection of my mouth open in a silent scream, watching him lift me, watching him fuck me harder.

“You got no idea.” Sean’s voice is rough, strained, as he surges inside me, pounding, losing himself in the moment, letting us both forget anything else.

“Fuck!” I scream, nails sinking deeper. My voice echoes like my heartbeat. Like the world belongs to us.

“Gonna give you everything,” he says, as his release starts again, as he spills more inside, hot and unrelenting.

“Give it to me,” I gasp, as my body tenses, feeling him hit the edge, feeling me hit it too. “All of it!”

I feel him finish with me, hear him cry out, a deep, raw sound. A sound I’ll never hear from Mark. My hips slam against his as the wave crashes, as his cock pulses, as I take every bit.

We pull apart, breaths labored, satisfied. My eyes find his, find them gleaming, full of triumph, full of lust. I’ve seen nothing so perfect.

I adjust my clothes, slipping the fabric back over skin that’s red from where his fingers held me, where my desires burned hotter than I ever dreamed.

“That was fucking insane,” Sean says, running a hand through his hair, running a hand down my back, touching, always touching.

“You do not know.” I lean in, giving him another taste of my lips. My laugh is wicked, knowing we’ll have this again. Knowing I want more, knowing he does too.

“Same time tomorrow?” he asks, voice hopeful but knowing.

I nod, letting my eyes show him everything I plan. “Tomorrow, but bolder.”

“You think you can handle it?” Sean’s teasing, testing. He knows I can. He knows I want to.

“Mark should watch. I want you to be my bull.” I breathe it into his mouth, breathless again.

“You want him to know?” Sean pulls back, surprised but pleased.

“Want him to see.” The words leave me, an admission, a confession, a promise. I don’t want to hold back anymore. Not for Sean. Not for Mark. Not for me.

“You’re a wild one, aren’t you?” He laughs, and I nod, and I grin, and I am.

“You’ll make him our cuck.” The thrill of saying it aloud, it’s almost enough to make me want to go again, right here, right now.

Sean brushes my hair aside, plants a kiss on my lips, and I know he will. He’ll make Mark our cuck. He’ll make me happy.

I push him away, playful, as he pulls me back, as I feel the start of it all over again.

“Tomorrow,” I say, forcing myself to step away. “Tomorrow, you’ll see.”

His grin is cocky. Perfect.

I leave him there, and my mind races, and my heart races, and everything is as wild as I dreamed it would be.

I’m breathless. I’m fucking alive. Sean’s cum dampens my clothing. I’ll let Mark find it. I think to myself, grinning.


Chapter 4

I find myself on top, riding Sean like he’s my victory horse. Mark walks in, briefcase in hand, wearing shock like his best suit. His mouth opens and closes, a fish on a hook. My back arches, head thrown back, sweat-slick hair brushing Sean’s abs. I wonder if Mark knows what’s coming, if he knows I’m coming, if he knows anything at all. I glance at him and don’t stop. The jolt of being caught gets me hot. I’ve pushed Mark this far; now let’s see if he breaks. Sean locks eyes with him. "Lock the door," he commands.

Mark hesitates. The briefcase slips from his fingers, and it falls open. A mess of files scatters across the floor. I know the feeling, know how everything he’s tried to contain is slipping, breaking, falling apart. His fists clench, but I see more than anger. I see arousal. It tightens his slacks and loosens his control, and I moan as the power shifts, as the energy shifts, as his world shifts.

"You heard him, baby," I say, loud enough to hit every sore spot in his pride. "Come closer." I punctuate it with another moan. He blinks, stunned. My body rocks with each of Sean’s thrusts, taking what I want, taking what Mark can’t. His face flushes, red from humiliation, red from everything he’s about to feel.

He’s barely holding on. I am too. But I’m loving every second.

My fingers run through Sean’s hair as he sits up, thrusting harder, meeting my rhythm, keeping his eyes locked on Mark. Mark’s breath quickens. I feel the catch, feel the choke of it, and it pushes me further, pushes me toward release, pushes me toward everything I want.

My moans grow louder, more deliberate. Mark stands there, helpless, broken, and I’m so fucking alive.

"Don’t just stand there," Sean says, his voice dripping with command. "Lock the door and come closer." He doesn’t stop moving, doesn’t stop fucking me like he owns me, owns the moment. Mark’s face twists in agony, in disbelief, in need. His legs move. His feet drag him forward, and it’s like he can’t control them, can’t control himself. Can’t control me. I shudder with pleasure, with the intensity of him seeing this, with the intensity of him seeing me, seeing us. Sean grips my hips, holding tight, taking me on a wild ride. I gasp and throw my head back, giving Mark a perfect view.

He reaches the door, and I swear I see his hand shake as he flips the lock. The sound clicks through the room, clicks through his defenses, clicks through every boundary he’s failed to keep. Mark’s breath comes faster, uneven, ragged. I see the bulge in his pants, and I know he’s ruined. I know he’s mine.

I look at him, his body quivering, his composure shattered. A smile breaks across my face, and I hold nothing back.

"That’s it," I say, letting him hear the satisfaction in my voice, letting him know he’s the reason. "Watch."

My fingers dig into Sean’s shoulders as the heat coils inside me, as it threatens to unravel me. I ride it, ride him, ride the dangerous thrill of it all. Mark stares, trapped in the tension, trapped in my desires, trapped in the scene he walked into, the scene he can’t escape.

He takes a step closer. Then another. He’s right at the edge of the bed, right at the edge of himself, and his eyes meet mine. There’s fire in them, a fire I’ve never seen. A fire I’ve lit. I love it.

His mouth opens, but no words come out. No sound. Just a strained, desperate breath. Sean keeps his gaze locked on Mark’s, and I keep my body in motion, working Sean’s cock, working Mark’s last nerve, working the moment for all it’s worth.

"She’s fucking incredible," Sean says, the compliment aimed at me but the barb aimed at Mark. He holds Mark’s gaze with a smug, victorious smile, a smile I know well. I know how it makes Mark feel, how it makes Mark burn, how it makes me burn hotter.

Mark is powerless, a spectator to his own defeat. A spectator to my triumph.

He stares like he can’t believe it, like he can’t look away, and I feel the thrill of it pulse through me. Sean never breaks rhythm, never breaks eye contact, and I know it’s driving Mark insane. I know it’s driving him to the brink.

Mark’s breathing gets heavier, and the flush spreads down his neck, across his collar, down his arms. He can’t hide how much he wants this, how much it destroys him, how much it builds in him. I push my hips harder, faster, feeling Sean, feeling Mark, feeling my own fucking power.

"Does he always finish this strong?" Sean asks, and I gasp, knowing what he means, knowing how much more I can take, knowing how much Mark can take.

"He never finishes," I say, breathless, breathy, making sure Mark hears every word. The release builds, the heat builds, the tension builds, and I’m coming undone, pulling Mark apart with me. His body trembles, torn between what he wants and what he fears. I love seeing him break. I love making him break.

His eyes glisten, shine, wet with the force of what he feels. He’s humiliated, helpless, hungry. He’s never been more alive.

Sean rolls me over, taking full control, stretching me in new ways, reaching places Mark never could. My moans grow frantic as he thrusts deep, as he plays me like an instrument. Mark is so close I can almost feel his ragged breath, almost feel him break. I want him to break. "Did you hear him?" I taunt, riding the edge, riding Sean's cock. "Show us how bad you want this." Mark watches, transfixed, his own hand moving against him, a poor substitute for what I'm getting. He’s drowning in humiliation, but the desperate look on his face is priceless.

Sean holds my legs, spreading them wide, giving Mark the best possible view of what he’s missing, of what I’m taking. Each thrust is deliberate, relentless, making the bed creak with the force, making Mark’s composure crack even more. I scream out, a wild, uninhibited sound that makes Mark flinch. I know it cuts through him, know it makes him burn. Sean’s cock fills me in ways Mark never has, never will.

My hands grasp the sheets, desperate and eager, as Sean’s hips slam into mine. "Feels so fucking good," I say, half moan, half mockery. Mark’s hand trembles, hesitant as he touches himself. His eyes don’t leave me, and I love it. I love that he can’t stop, that he’s caught, that he’s weak.

"Thought you were a good boy," Sean says, his voice sharp, daring. "Show me." Mark lets out a strangled sound, somewhere between a gasp and a groan. His face is pure agony, pure ecstasy.

Sean is nowhere near done. Neither am I.

Mark’s lips part, and a whimper escapes. His shame and his need tear at him, tear him open. Sean drives me to the edge, to the breaking point, my body jerking with the force of his thrusts, the force of my release. I scream again, a sound that fills the room, fills the space between Mark’s ears, fills the space in me. He squeezes his eyes shut, but I know he still sees it, still feels it. Still wants it.

"Open your eyes, baby," I say, drawing out the words, dragging him through the mud. "Watch me."

He obeys, blinking, as if he doesn’t know how to breathe. His hand moves faster, losing any sense of rhythm, losing himself.

"Can’t get enough, can you?" I gasp, my words a challenge, a truth. "Of seeing how much bigger, better he is." Mark's jaw clenches, his emotions raw, exposed. It turns me on, the way he’s breaking, the way I’m breaking him. I clench around Sean’s cock, pulling him deeper, pulling Mark deeper into the shame, into the need, into the chaos.

His moans get louder, and I wonder how much longer he can take it. I wonder how much longer he’ll last.

Sean thrusts harder, sending shockwaves through me, through the bed, through Mark. He’s gasping now, his hand a blur, his desperation taking over, his will crumbling. Sean pushes me further, stretching me, straining me, filling me with so much. I don’t know where I end and where Mark begins. "Don’t cum yet," Sean commands, like he knows how close Mark is, like he knows he has total control.

Mark makes a choking sound, but he doesn’t stop. He can’t. He’s drenched in sweat, drenched in want, drowning in it.

"You heard him," I say, breathless, breath leaving me, hope leaving Mark. "Hold it. Hold it for him." The cruelty in my voice is sweet, addictive, perfect. He’s trying, trying to hold on, but it’s so fucking hard.

"You want to cum, don’t you?" Sean taunts, voice deep, cutting, exacting. "You want to cum while you watch your wife fuck another man." Mark moans, loud, uncontrollable. I feel it echo through me, feel it build in me, in him, in Sean, in everything.

"Make him wait," I gasp, pushing against Sean, pushing him deeper, pushing Mark closer. "Make him wait until you do."

Mark looks like he might explode, might collapse. His body is a knot of tension, a coil so tight I feel it in the air. Sean thrusts faster, harder, his movements turning savage, determined, the world blurring around me, around us, around Mark. I gasp, scream, ride the crashing waves of sensation, of pleasure, of knowing that this is more than Mark can take.

It hits me all at once, the release, the rush, the bliss of letting go, letting Sean have me, letting Mark see it. My body shudders, my voice a raw cry of everything I feel, everything I’ve ever wanted. "Oh god, yes! Fuck!"

Mark can’t hold back, can’t hold on. His head snaps back, and I see the conflict, the surrender, the break.

His release is hot and violent, spilling over his hand, over his shirt. His cock jerks with the force of it, and he looks like he’s about to fall apart.

Sean keeps thrusting, harder, deeper, finishing inside me, finishing Mark. His release fills me, fills the space Mark can’t. Mark watches, eyes wide, mouth open, soul bare. It destroys him. It completes him.

I’ve never been closer to breaking, and I’ve never been more alive.

I collapse against Sean, my back slick with sweat, breaths tangling in something satisfied and electric. Mark's cum stains his shirt like a confession. He stares, hollow and shaking, broken in every way. Sean smirks at him, the curve of his lips deliciously cruel. "Clean her up." It's more command than request.

Mark's face twists in agony. He thinks he can still say no, that he still has choices. I spread my legs, spread the truth, spread him wide open. "You heard him," I say, the words more brutal than a fist. "This is your place now."

Mark hesitates, trembling, caught between pride and despair. His eyes search mine, looking for mercy, for a way out. He won't find one. "Get over here," I say, watching him crumble. It's a beautiful collapse. A necessary one.

He moves slowly, painfully, his limbs heavy with shame, with resignation. He crawls to the bed, each motion a struggle, each breath a testament to his defeat. I see it in his face; the fight leaving him, the understanding sinking in.

He’s right where he belongs.

He kneels, head bowed, waiting for permission, for absolution. Sean laughs, a sound that cuts and bruises. My legs part wider, offering nothing but his own ruin. "Lick it up, Mark," I say, and my voice is as cold as it is final.

He stares at the mess inside me, at the evidence of his own inadequacy, and it wrecks him. It fucking destroys him. I feel him shake, feel his hesitation, feel his last resistance die. The first tentative touch of his tongue sends a shiver through me, sends a thrill through the room. Sean’s hand is on my thigh, possessive, reminding Mark who I belong to now. He watches Mark's humiliation with satisfaction, with triumph, with eyes that know they’ve won.

Mark’s tongue moves over my skin, over my lips, over the cum spilling from me. His movements are clumsy, desperate, degrading. He licks and laps, each stroke a confession, each taste a surrender. I moan, low and sultry, loving how far he’s fallen, loving how low he’s gone. "That’s it, baby," I say, the encouragement a slap in the face. "Clean me up."

He breathes raggedly, each inhale a sob, each exhale a cry of submission. I’m wet and open and satisfied, and I’ve never felt more powerful.

I’m Sean’s. Mark knows it. I make him know it again.

He looks up, his face a mess of tears and desperation. I see the spark of something still alive, the spark of hope, of something he doesn’t want to lose. I extinguish it. "This is your place now," I say, pushing him back to his duty, back to his new reality.

He licks until there’s nothing left, until his mouth is full of what should have been his. Until his mouth is full of us.

Sean’s hand strokes my hair, a sweet gesture, a cruel reminder. Mark finishes, face wet, eyes wet, everything about him wet and wrecked. He pulls away, defeated, destroyed, devoured.

"Good boy," Sean says, and the words sting, burn, brand. Mark shudders, feels it, feels himself branded. "Now pack our bags while we shower." He pats Mark’s head, like he would a dog, like he would someone who no longer has any pride.

Mark doesn’t argue. He knows better. First, he sees Sean pull me to my feet, then share a conspiratorial smile, and finally sees me melt into Sean’s arms. He watches the claim. It’s too much, but it’s never enough. "Make sure you’re done by the time we get out," I say, letting him know his new place, his new role, his new life.

He nods, the gesture pathetic, but it’s the only one he has left. He packs, folding clothes, gathering belongings, gathering his shattered self. As if in a trance, he moves with an unfamiliarity towards his own body and hands. He sees the champagne glasses on the dresser, and he knows what they mean now. A celebration of something else, someone else. A celebration that didn’t include him.

The suite is a mess. Rumpled sheets. Open luggage. A reminder of what should have been our anniversary, of what became his ruin.

Mark stuffs the clothes into the suitcases, hands shaking. The sounds, laughter, and water hitting tile are inescapable to him. He can’t escape us. He doesn’t want to.

#

Mark loads the bags, stacking them like a heap of broken promises. Sean slips a hand around my waist and pulls me close, making sure Mark sees it all. The last suitcase teeters, about to fall, but Mark catches it before it hits, before his entire world comes crashing down. His movements are frantic, a scramble to please, to obey. I love the look of it. "Think he’ll last the whole drive back?" Sean asks, his lips brushing mine, his words brushing Mark's tender ego. I smile, wicked and wide. "He will," I say. "He doesn’t have a choice."

The words cut through the air and straight to Mark’s ears. He’s trying to pretend he didn’t hear, trying to pretend it doesn’t sting, trying to pretend he’s still more than a slave to his own shame, to us. I know better. I watch him squirm, watch him pack the last bag, watch him race to meet our expectations. "We’re waiting," I call, my tone sweet and dismissive.

Mark fumbles with the luggage, struggling to hold it all. I love how much he struggles. Love that he knows his place. Sean pulls me closer, lips finding my neck, my ear, my lips. It’s a delicious contrast to Mark’s despair.

Sean grins, a confidence that’s untouchable. "He knows what’s good for him," he says, and the words send a thrill through me. A thrill I know Mark feels, too.

A thrill I know he can't resist.

James watches us, watching Mark. The manager’s gaze follows Mark’s every pitiful movement, notes every shift in our dynamic. He’s not even trying to hide it.

"I trust your stay was... satisfactory?" James asks, the pause telling, his eyes flicking between the three of us. He sees the truth of it, sees what Mark is struggling to accept, sees that we’re leaving with more than we came with.

Mark struggles to keep up, struggles to keep his composure, but his slumped shoulders show he’s losing. I know he’s already lost.

"It exceeded all expectations," I say, my voice bright and clear, the confidence ringing through the lobby, ringing through Mark’s fractured pride. Sean laughs, the sound wrapping around us, sealing our victory. Mark doesn't laugh, but the understanding is showing in his eyes. He’s knowing his place.

Mark’s hands shake as he hauls the luggage. I can almost hear the thoughts racing through his head, the turmoil, the despair, the dark thrill. The thoughts that tell him he’s worthless, the thoughts that tell him he’s nothing, the thoughts that tell him he needs this, wants this. Sean brushes past him, careless, dismissive, and I follow, feeling the strength of Sean's touch, the strength of Mark’s weakness.

The lobby fades behind us, the elevator ride, the short walk to the car. Everything seems more real, more intense. Everything feels like a dream. A dream I’ve had, a dream that’s coming true.

Sean tosses the keys to Mark, the gesture casual, demanding, expectant. I see the flicker of surprise in Mark’s eyes. The flicker of realization.

It’s his job to drive us now. He gets it. He gets it good.

He opens the car door, hands unsteady, heart unsteady. He knows what we want, knows he can’t escape it. Sean slides in, pulling me with him, claiming his spot, claiming me, claiming everything Mark thought was his.

Mark swallows hard, the sound almost a sob, almost a laugh. Almost something he can’t comprehend. I give him my best grin, wicked and full, before I follow Sean into the back seat. Mark is trapped. The moment is not.

He watches us from the corner of his eye, watches as I curl against Sean’s chest, watches as I do not hide my contentment, my triumph. He looks pathetic in his own car, behind the wheel, a chauffeur to his own ruin, a chauffeur to his own desire.

He starts the engine, starts the journey, starts the next chapter. It’s a long road ahead. The road meant for him.

The engine purrs beneath us, smooth and confident. Mark is anything but. His grip on the wheel is too tight, knuckles white, knuckles that were around his cock less than an hour ago, knuckles that will be again. I know it. He knows it.

Sean leans back, pulling me with him, wrapping me in his arms. “You think he’s ready for the whole thing?”, he asks, layering meaning and sharpness into the question. The question is everything.

I nod, letting my eyes find Mark’s in the rearview mirror, letting him see my assurance, my transformation, my power. "He will be," I say, and the words land like a promise, a curse, a blessing.

Mark’s gaze holds mine, and I see the mix of emotions: pain, jealousy, arousal, acceptance. It’s beautiful. It’s perfect. It’s exactly what I wanted. I shift against Sean, letting Mark see every movement, every detail, letting him see us kiss, letting him see our lips meet, our lips merge, our lips linger.

It cuts deep. It cuts true.

It cuts him, and he loves it.


Caught Cheating with My Contractor On Purpose


Chapter 1

Crystal refracts torchlight into jeweled halos that ripple across the terrace. Ben and I host an opulent spectacle, each well-fed guest indulgent and eager. I listen, amused, to their rehearsed cleverness while mentally reordering my seating chart. He's in hedge funds? Mmm, fourth. Their laughter crests. Silk and linen swish. A tuxedoed server brings appetizers and everyone around the table sighs contentedly. It's my cue.

"We're starting a major renovation," I announce, keeping my gaze fixed on Ben's. His wineglass pauses midair. "I think you'll be most comfortable in the guest house while it all happens," I add sweetly, daring him to object.

The guests' reactions are predictably polite. Murmurs of interest. Oh, how exciting? A flash of surprise across Ben's face. Our wealthy friends sip and nod, reveling in the unfolding drama.

"It's really the most sensible arrangement, darling," I insist, with a smile as sharp as the crystal. Ben tries to mask his discomfort, a stifled cough his only rebuttal. His face, flushed in the golden light, is delightful. Poor thing. The sacrifices he makes for my whims.

The evening unfurls with measured grace. Ben shifts in his seat, suspicion gnawing at him like a faithful hound. I turn to Mrs. Hayward and assure her that the disruption will be well worth it, especially if it turns out the way I envision. She laughs, charmed, and my gaze flicks to Ben, who catches the look and shrinks into his chair. He can't decide if he should be angry.

"Renovation, you say?" Mr. Clarkson teases, his voice carrying over the diners. "Let me guess, adding another wing for the cars?"

I laugh, allowing it to bubble over my lips with the practiced air of someone very pleased. "No," I say, turning to catch Ben's eye again. "Something far more disruptive than that." His discomfort is almost an art form, the way it glistens just beneath the surface, ready to burst forth if I poke hard enough.

The table hums with energy. A new topic to dissect, and me at the center. I bask in their attention while poor Ben toys with his napkin, wondering how far I'll push him tonight. As the conversation shifts to summering in Cannes, I watch him pretend to care. His fingers grip the stem of his glass with quiet fury.

Mrs. Hayward still has plans for me.

“So," she chirps, leaning in, "where will Ben be while the bulldozers arrive?"

She is perfect. I think I love her. I lean back and let my gaze settle firmly on him before answering. "Out of the blast zone," I say, more for him than her. "Our tiny guest house will be perfect for him." I watch his reaction as he forces a chuckle, hating the way I box him in, yet too polite to shove his way out.

The orchestra of laughter and envy plays on. They are positively vibrating with interest, pretending at decorum while secretly lusting for spectacle. Ben chews on a carefully curated response. Something about not getting in my way. I note his attention to appearances, though I sense the fissures underneath.

He pushes his chair back. "A practical solution," he ventures, trying and failing to match my composure. There's a hint of defiance in his tone, the smallest hint.

Our guests know better than to believe him. "It will be a grand reveal, I'm sure," Mrs. Hayward chimes, patting my hand in a gesture of alliance.

I meet Ben's eyes and sip from my glass, letting my silence tell him exactly how this evening will end. He resists so beautifully, even when he knows he's lost. He stays seated through dessert, poor brave boy. At the door, I clasp hands and exchange goodbyes with our departing guests as the last course is cleared. Ben lurks in the periphery, aware of his role in our little drama but refusing to fully play it.

I see the calculations in his mind as clearly as if he'd spoken them aloud. She's doing it again. Making plans, making a fool of myself. The devil's bargain of his pride and my resolve. He doesn't yet know how sweet the surrender will be.

The last car departs, and Ben stands alone in the foyer, staring down the barrel of my intentions. He is mine, more completely than he knows.

I lead him to the terrace, where night casts shadows on the polished stone, a stage set for our private performance. His hesitation is palpable, but his desire simmers beneath the surface, waiting for permission to ignite.

"Emma," he begins, the name a breathy plea on his lips. I silence him with a finger against his mouth, a gesture both soothing and commanding. "Not a word," I murmur, my voice a velvet caress in the cool evening air.

With deliberate movements, I guide him to the chaise lounge and stand before him, bathed in moonlight like an ethereal vision. His eyes, dark with longing and uncertainty, drink in the sight of me. I raise my hand to trace a line from his jaw down his neck, feeling the pulse beneath his skin quicken at my touch.

"Tonight, Ben," I whisper, leaning in so our breath mingles. "You will witness what you have dared to imagine but never thought possible.”

The sound of a truck arriving out front interrupts us.

“That must be Jake.” I say, grinning.

I can hear the door open as he lets himself in, just as I told him to. Ben raises his eyebrow in surprise.

Jake walks in, perfectly rugged and so very late. His broad chest strains against the denim and cotton of someone who won't stay for tea. "Evening, folks," he says, eyes skimming past Ben's, catching mine.

Desire kicks through me like champagne bubbles. I greet him with the warmth my husband only reads about, guiding him through the house, hand lingering on the muscular architecture of his arm. Ben hovers, irrelevant. By the time Jake unrolls the blueprints, I'm nearly giddy. I lean over the dining table, body and words dripping with suggestion. Poor Ben's still here. He should learn to leave.

"I love the sound of a late-night consultation," I tell Jake, feeling Ben's eyes burn like coals in my direction. Jake grins, the grin that could convince anyone of anything. I lead him from room to room, the remnants of the evening—wineglasses and napkins—staging a ghostly retreat. Ben follows the reluctant specter of this transaction. He's the one I love and he's terribly aware of it. I punctuate my admiration of Jake's plans with touches to his arm, glances at his lips. The humiliation of my dear husband, reduced to the sidelines, tastes sweet as port.

When we finally gather around the dining table, Jake spreads his blueprints wide, much like the effect he has on me. "So, what are we thinking here?" he asks, leaning forward, so confident, so different from the man now occupying my guest house.

Ben lurks in the background, a moth to the flame that will incinerate him. "I've always wanted something... bigger," I reply, letting my blouse fall open just enough to underline the point.

Jake's brown eyes meet mine, lighting the fuse. "I think we can accommodate that," he says smoothly, all pretense of mere business left in the sawdust. He points to a spot on the blueprint. "We can take this out completely, leave it wide open."

He wields his pencil like a scalpel, cutting Ben right out of the picture. "That would be ideal," I say, sidling closer, close enough for him to feel the warmth of my skin. I can sense Ben's growing discomfort, and his burgeoning desire, and I'm not sure which excites me more.

"You're very thorough, Jake," I murmur, letting my eyes wander over him. He chuckles, low and knowing, before outlining more plans with decisive, masculine strokes.

Ben stands, disarmed and almost pitiful, as he watches the architect of his humiliation work. Each suggestive comment, each teasing glance, is a bolt through him. Yet I catch the glint in his eyes—the one that surprises even me, that hints at pleasure beyond shame.

The poor man teeters between outrage and arousal, unsure which one might break him first. He rubs the back of his neck, as if trying to relieve the pressure building beneath his stiff collar. "You're certain this will fit?" he interjects, his voice as shaky as his hands.

I reward him with a dismissive chuckle, too busy giving Jake my full attention to pretend otherwise. "It will be a perfect fit," Jake assures me, though he never spares Ben a glance.

I stand close enough for Jake to feel my breath, to feel my heat, and we whisper sweet renovations into each other's ears. The design comes to life in lurid detail, each fresh addition a thrill for us and a torment for the one who can't stop watching.

I have forgotten Ben as much as I can forget him. He lingers on the periphery, eyes trained on my fingers, my lips, on Jake. He seethes, and he yearns, and oh, how it feeds me.

When the clock strikes twelve, I know he is mine. His face shows a man with no good choices left, only tempting ones. He watches as I flirt with Jake, my voice a purr of expectation. He sees me press against the contractor, watches the way Jake's hands brush against my back.

“Time for you to go, Ben.” I say, smiling.

As the door closes behind him, I am satisfied with the night's progress. Ben is ready for his exile, though the last pieces haven't yet slid into place. "Don't stay up too late," I say with an arch smile as Ben stares helplessly. It's a request he won't, can't, honor.

Taking Jake’s hand, I lead him to our master bedroom. I left the lights on, waiting for this moment. Scandalously bright, each drawn shade an invitation. He's watching, as I knew he would. He watches the marital bed from which he has been evicted. I lead Jake up the stairs, hand trailing behind his back, anticipation thrumming through me. The first shadows merge, and I imagine Ben across the way, hand already creeping to his crotch, unable to stop the compulsion. I should be a scandal. Instead, I’m his kink. Each silhouette stains his dignity a deeper shade. He’s mine, even as Jake pushes me hard against the wall and Ben sweats with jealousy, shame, arousal.

Jake's hands, rough and demanding, hike up my skirt, fingers digging into the soft flesh of my thighs. I can feel Ben's gaze, hot and hungry, fixed on us from the guest house. The knowledge of his watching sends a thrill spiraling through me, intensifying every touch, every sensation. Jake's mouth crashes down on mine, his tongue invading, claiming, and I moan into him, a sound of unadulterated lust.

I break away, turning to face the window, allowing Ben a clear view of my flushed cheeks and swollen lips. Jake's body presses against mine from behind, his hardness grinding against me. A promise of what's to come. I reach back, grasping him through his jeans, and he groans, a deep, masculine sound that vibrates through me. I glance at the guest house, seeing the faint silhouette of the curtains rustling as Ben adjusts his position to get a better view. The thought of him, hidden in the shadows, his desire laid bare, fuels the fire between Jake and me. I guide Jake's hand under my blouse, feeling the heat of his palm against my skin, each touch electrifying.

A low growl of need escapes Jake's lips as he cups my breast, his fingers teasing and tantalizing. I arch into his touch, a silent invitation for more. The tension in the room is palpable, charged with lust and unspoken desires. The awareness of Ben's presence heightens every sensation, turning this seduction into a delicious game of voyeurism and submission.

Jake's kisses trail down my neck, igniting a trail of fire along my skin. I let out a soft gasp, knowing full well that Ben is witnessing every moment of our intimate exchange. It's a heady mix of pleasure and humiliation, of power and surrender that sends shivers down my spine.

Jake's hands grip my hips, his breath hot on my neck. He kicks my legs apart, and I can feel his massive hardness pressing against me, urging my skirt up and out of the way. I brace myself against the window, palms flat on the cool glass, breasts heaving with each ragged breath. Ben's silhouette is clear in the guest house, his eyes glued to us, his humiliation palpable even from this distance.

With a single thrust, Jake enters me, his cock filling me completely. A moan escapes my lips, fogging up the window as my breasts press firmly against the cold pane. I can feel Ben's gaze zeroing in on them like a laser beam as we push on this private display. Jake’s body slams against mine in a rhythm that screams possession and raw lust. Each powerful thrust pushes me harder against the window, my nipples rigid from the cold glass.

Ben watches, paralyzed by desire and the expectation that I will deliver him from himself. His breath comes hard and quick. The old anxiety, always lurking just beneath the surface, coalesces into something far sweeter. I feel him watching as Jake's mouth finds mine, watching the shadows on the window shade and the way my head tilts back, so ready. He hates me for it and needs me more than ever. I have shown him a new way to suffer. He cannot ignore the urge to touch his crotch.

He's drenched in sweat, his own shame beading his brow. A quick motion to unbutton his collar. Then he's pulling at his trousers with frantic fingers, mouth open, sucking the night air as though it were his last.

Jake moves me to the bed and bends me over for my gaping pussy to take his cock deeper than before.

Ben doesn't want to see what happens next. I know because I know him. And because he can't look away.

The poor dear must be so hard by now, the urgent throbbing mingling with guilt, self-disgust, and the anticipation of a new kink that only I can supply. He won't make it through the night. I won't let him.

He thought he knew humiliation, but the old game has changed. He watches the shadows merge again. Jake's body overtakes mine, and Ben trembles as the shame seeps deep into his veins.

The intensity builds and he is sure it will break him. It's my gift, really, that I push him further each time. His hand on his cock. Against the window frame, his other hand clenched. His whole being fighting for balance, unable to stop, unable to breathe.

Each desperate pull on his rigid cock draws him closer to surrender. Every beat of his heart feels like betrayal, and yet—here he is. Here we are. Jake pushes me against the wall, his hard shadow meeting my willing one, and across the way I see Ben shiver, breathless, consumed.

He's moments away from the explosion. Poor baby can't help himself, and I am everything he wants to be punished with.

He grips harder, faster. He thinks he is nearly done, but he's just beginning. His observation of Jake and me will change him forever.

His universe narrows to two points: his throbbing cock and our shadows entwined. He should look away, but then he'd be no better than himself.

Instead, he climaxes. In a rush of sweet release and confused loyalty, I hear him scream. I hear his world come apart.

Spurt after glorious spurt, Ben covers his chest, his hands, the window. The vision of me, bent over the bed and so very satisfied, is the last thing he sees as he cums.

He stays by the window. I give him his reward: he gets to watch until the lights go out.


Chapter 2

I let Ben find us in the kitchen, dust from the renovations catching the sunlight and gilding our trespasses. My hands drift across Jake's chest, exploring the exquisite tension beneath his shirt. Construction tools and materials surround us like alibis as I press Jake to the countertop, his mouth claiming mine. I’m going to enjoy this. I make sure Ben sees every sin as he steps inside, indecision freezing him mid-stride.

"Perfect timing, darling," I call out, breaking the kiss with a look that's both a challenge and a promise. Ben doesn't know whether to flee or stay. I laugh, the sound sharp and certain.

Jake grins against my neck, his touch becoming bolder with each deliberate stroke. My gasp ricochets off the exposed beams and nails, taunting poor Ben, who lingers in the doorway, eyes wide with disbelief and fascination.

"You caught us just in time," I say, the words sweet with malice as I pull back from Jake, though not too far. Ben's face is a perfect shade of horror and desire. "Jake was just showing me his plans for the new island," I add, a glint in my eye that suggests something far more structural. Ben is paralyzed, deliciously trapped.

The renovations are half-finished, and the sight of us entwined amidst the chaos paints an accidental masterpiece. I give Ben a sly smile, coaxing him to be part of it, a new brushstroke in this composition of humiliation. He doesn’t respond, his voice swallowed by the pulse at his throat, so I return my attention to Jake.

Ben still hesitates, caught in the web of my attention, unsure if he’s an intruder or invited guest to this intimate spectacle. He looks as though he might bolt, and the prospect is thrilling. Will he watch or won’t he? I love the indecision almost as much as I love the certainty that he’ll stay.

He hovers there, a rabbit just this side of the snare, until I say his name again, baiting him with my tone. The net tightens, drawing him in. He takes a half-step forward, then stops, as if even that much commitment might be too much.

"So many plans, darling," I say with mock innocence, delighting in his helplessness. "Jake's even adding a new fixture in the bedroom." The barb finds its target, and Ben flinches just so. His pride twitches, his cock twitches more.

My hand slides down Jake's arm, tracing the path of least resistance until it lingers on his wrist. Ben gulps, visibly struggling to take it all in, each breath more ragged than the last. "Look at these contractor's hands," I muse, lifting Jake's fingers to my lips. "So much stronger than yours, Ben." My teeth graze his skin, and I feel the shiver travel from Jake to Ben, making the circuit between them.

It feels glorious, this reckless dance between possession and betrayal, all orchestrated by my hand. I close the distance between Jake and me again, pressing into him so that Ben can see the taut, athletic form that should be his and never will. It's a show just for him, the kind he loves to hate.

Jake stiffens beneath my touch, a moment's hesitation passing like a shadow before he gives in to the recklessness I offer. "You're stronger too, Jake," I murmur, low enough that Ben has to strain to hear it, to want to hear it. "A real man." The tension ratchets up a notch. Just where I like it, just where it will keep them both tethered to me.

Ben's discomfort builds into an exquisite tension, the kind he used to avoid and now craves. His eyes stay glued to the scene, transfixed and unblinking as I close the gap between words and actions, pulling Jake's body fully into mine.

Ben is frantic, torn between humiliation and an arousal he can’t control. The poor man’s mouth opens and closes as though he might object, might protest, but his lungs have other plans, and the breath comes out more like a groan than a grievance.

I smile at his struggle, then fix my eyes on his with such intensity that he knows resistance is futile. My words slice through the charged air. "Stay," I command, almost a whisper, but it pins him more effectively than any nail could. "Stay right there."

Jake seems briefly unsure of whether this involves him as well, but I settle the question with a kiss so deep, so consuming, that it steals both his breath and Ben’s. The contractor recovers fast, his hands sliding confidently down my back as the taste of him lingers on my lips, hot and forbidden.

Ben feels every touch, every shift in the balance of power. He's trapped, ensnared, exactly where I want him, where he wants to be even if he can’t yet admit it. He thinks this time he might really break, but that just shows how little he knows himself, how little he knows me.

My hands knot into Jake's hair, my body pressing against his until he gasps my name. "Emma." The sound of it is electric, and across the room, Ben's self-control shorts out like faulty wiring. He takes another step forward, then another, as though by watching closer he can lessen the sting. I know better. So does he.

I give him one last gift before returning to the greedy lips claiming mine: I speak his name again, and this time it's a promise of a different kind. Ben is done, finished, wired for surrender. The poor dear's a mess, and I’ve never loved him more.

I guide Jake's hands over me, leaving Ben no refuge from his voyeur's fate. The slighter man stays rooted in place as I take the encounter to the next level, my fingers tugging off Jake's shirt. The fabric drifts to the floor, emphasizing Ben's inadequacies with each fluttering descent. "Stay right there," I insist, pinning Ben with my voice. I unbutton my blouse, each undone fastener a small betrayal. Jake's initial hesitation melts as I press against him. Ben's humiliation mounts as the encounter grows explicit, but so does his hunger for more. He watches us with an abandon bordering on worship, unable to conceal his shameful lust.

The blouse slips to the floor, and I savor the look on Ben's face as I shrug free of it. I’m doing more than showing him what he can’t have; I’m teaching him what he wants. Jake follows my lead, hands exploring my skin as though nothing else in the world matters. "See what a real man feels like, Ben," I taunt, enjoying the pain and longing battling for dominance across his features.

Ben remains exactly where I want him, powerless to do otherwise. My grip tightens on Jake's shoulders, guiding his mouth to the places I know will drive Ben insane.

Jake's mouth finds my breast, his tongue circling my nipple before drawing it into his mouth, a hot, wet suction that sends jolts of pleasure straight to my core. I gasp, arching into him, my hands sliding down his muscled torso to find the bulge in his jeans. I grasp it, feeling his thick length harden under my touch, and I smile at Ben, my eyes locked onto his, showing him exactly how much I'm enjoying this.

Ben's face is a picture of tormented desire. He watches as I stroke Jake through his jeans, his own body responding against his will. I can see the bulge growing in his trousers, and it only serves to heighten my arousal. I tug at Jake's belt, eager to free his cock, to feel it hot and heavy in my hand. Jake groans against my breast, his hips thrusting forward to meet my touch. Ben's eyes widen as I slip my hand inside Jake's jeans, my fingers wrapping around his thick, rigid shaft. I stroke him slowly, deliberately, my gaze never leaving Ben's face. I please another man, and the poor man watches, transfixed, his breath coming in ragged gasps.

"You see how hard he is for me, Ben?" I whisper, my voice laced with cruel amusement. "This is what a real man feels like. Strong. Powerful." I emphasize each word with a stroke of my hand, feeling Jake throb and pulse in my grasp. Ben's face contorts with a mix of humiliation and desperate need, his own erection now painfully obvious.

Jake's hands roam over my body, rough and demanding, squeezing my flesh like he owns it. I moan softly, leaning into his touch, letting him claim me.

He gulps down his pride along with his next breath, the look of a man unraveling and too far gone to care. The sight thrills me, the way his entire being struggles to contain the urge to touch, to join, to flee, and to stay.

My lips brush against Jake's ear, setting off another torrent of jealousy in Ben's eyes. He loves every degrading moment, but he loves knowing that I know it even more. I reward him by whispering to Jake loud enough for my cuckold to hear, knowing it will haunt him as much as my touch.

"This is how it should feel," I say, as though poor Ben weren't standing right there, collapsing into his inadequacies. My hands wander, marking Jake's skin with possession while Ben writhes. He can't tear his eyes away, no matter how much it hurts. Especially because it hurts.

His breath comes in shallow bursts, excitement edging out disbelief with every pant. He's hard, the poor boy, and only getting harder.

A throaty chuckle escapes me as I sink to my knees, Jake's body a shrine to everything Ben isn't. "You should take notes, darling," I suggest, the mocking tone offset by how closely he pays attention. Ben's mortification is as obvious as the bulge in his pants, but even that I pretend not to notice.

I look up at Jake, my eyes wide with admiration and lust as I pull his massive cock free from his jeans. It springs forth, thick and veined, already glistening with pre-cum. I hear Ben's sharp intake of breath from across the room, feel his gaze burning into us, but my focus is on the magnificent specimen before me. I grasp it gently, my fingers barely able to wrap around its girth, and stroke it lightly, feeling it pulse in my hand.

"Look at this," I murmur, my voice hushed with reverence. "This is what a real cock looks like, Ben." I glance at him, seeing the mix of envy and desire in his eyes as he stares at Jake's manhood. I smile wickedly before turning back to the task at hand.

I lean forward, my tongue flicking out to catch the bead of pre-cum,and Jake shudders at the contact. I swirl my tongue around the head, tasting the salt of him, feeling the smooth skin against my lips. Ben watches as I take more of Jake into my mouth, his eyes wide with a mix of horror and fascination. I can feel his gaze, hot and heavy, as I work Jake's cock deeper, my cheeks hollowing with the effort.

Jake's hands tangle in my hair, guiding my movements, urging me to take him deeper still. I comply, relaxing my throat to accommodate his length. The wet sounds of my ministrations fill the room, a symphony of submission and desire that Ben can't ignore. I can hear his breath hitching, the soft whimpers he tries to suppress as he watches me pleasure another man.

I pull back slightly, letting Jake's cock slip from my mouth with a wet pop. I look up at him, a smile playing on my lips as I stroke his slick length. "You taste amazing," I murmur before turning my gaze back to Ben. "Don't you wish you could taste like this, darling?"

Ben's face is a mask of torment, his lips parted but no words escaping. He's beyond speech, beyond anything but the raw emotions coursing through him. I hold his gaze as I take Jake back into my mouth, pushing deeper this time, taking him all the way to the base.

Giggling, I look over to Ben. "This is what you wanted, isn't it, Ben?" I taunt as Jake's confidence reaches new heights, his fingers tangling in my hair with the possessiveness of someone who doesn't share. "Not fumbling like you always do." My voice takes on the sweetness of arsenic as I hammer the point home.

Ben jerks forward at the last line, the harsh gasp escaping his lips more testament to desire than insult. His raw arousal fills the room, a haze he can't fight his way out of, doesn't even try to.

Jake pushes his cock back toward me. “God, don’t stop. Your wife is amazing, Ben.”

“I think it’s time for you to show Ben what else he can’t do for me.” I say to Jake as I tug on his massive cock, slick with my spit.

Jake takes me to the floor and Ben takes it all, his shaky hand gripping the bulge beneath his belt in a reflexive motion even he seems shocked by.

"Don't be shy, Ben," I call, the thrill of his compulsion sending me over the edge.

And him too. It's almost more than he can stand. Almost.

Jake's powerful hands grip my thighs, pushing them apart as he lowers himself onto me. His massive cock presses against my entrance, and I gasp as he thrusts into me, stretching me wide. The sensation is overwhelming, a mix of pleasure and pain that sends waves of ecstasy crashing through my body. I look over at Ben, seeing the shock and desire warring in his eyes. He's frozen in place, his hand still gripping his cock beneath his pants.

"Take it out, Ben," I command, my voice breathy with lust. "Show me how much you want this."

Ben's eyes widen, but his body obeys before his mind can protest. He fumbles with his belt, his hands shaking as he pulls out his cock. It's hard and throbbing, a testament to his arousal despite the humiliation etched on his face.

Jake moves inside me, each thrust sending jolts of pleasure coursing through my veins. I moan loudly, my eyes locked onto Ben's as he strokes himself in time with Jake's thrusts. The sight of him pleasuring himself to the sight of us is intoxicating, feeding the fire burning within me.

"That's it, Ben," I pant, my voice laced with cruel satisfaction. "Stroke that little cock for me. Show me what a good boy you are."

Ben's face contorts with a mix of shame and desire, his hand moving faster on his cock, his grip tightening as his movements become more frantic. He's trying to match Jake's pace, his eyes glued to the spot where Jake's body joins with mine, the sight of his massive cock pounding into me pushing Ben closer to the edge.

Jake leans down, his mouth capturing mine in a fierce kiss. His tongue invades my mouth, claiming it as his own, and I moan into him, my nails digging into the firm muscles of his back. He breaks away, his lips trailing fervent kisses down my neck, his teeth grazing my skin as he marks me. Ben watches it all, his hand a blur on his cock, his breath coming in short, desperate gasps.

"You enjoy watching him fuck me, don't you, Ben?" I taunt, my voice a sultry purr. "Look at how well he fills me up. You could never do that."

Ben's face is a picture of agonized ecstasy, his eyes wide and wild as he jerks himself off to the sight of us. He's lost in it, completely consumed by the degradation and the desperate need clawing at him.

Jake's thrusts become harder, more demanding. Each powerful surge of his hips drives me further up the floor, my body shuddering with the intense pleasure that radiates from my core. I wrap my legs around him, urging him deeper, needing more. His grunts fill the air.

Jake's body tenses, his cock pulsing inside me as he reaches his climax. He lets out a low, guttural groan, filling me completely with his hot, thick release. I cry out, my inner muscles clenching around him, milking every drop as he collapses on top of me, his breath ragged in my ear.

Ben watches in disbelief, his hand moving frantically on his own cock. His mouth opens and closes like a fish out of water, gasping for breath as he takes in the scene before him. His climax is a pathetic affair, a few weak spurts dribbling over his fingers, nothing like the powerful explosion Jake just treated me to. I can't help but laugh at the sight of him. His small cock twitching in his hand, his cum barely visible against his skin.

"Oh, Ben," I giggle, my body still shaking with the force of Jake's orgasm. "Look at you. That's all you've got?"

Ben's face flushes a deep red humiliation etched into every line. He looks from his pathetic excuse for a cock to Jake's impressive manhood, still buried deep inside me, and his shame deepens. Jake rolls off me, a smug smile playing on his lips as he sees Ben's discomfort and my amusement.

"You should clean that up, Ben," Jake suggests, nodding towards Ben's pitiful mess. "Wouldn't want anyone to see what a small puddle you made.”

Poor Ben might just die right there, his lust boiling over with no place to go. The agony that suits him. The agony that makes him mine.

After we finish, I let Ben hover in the uncertainty of his needs, testing the last shreds of his resolve. Poor thing doesn’t know what to do now that the worst has happened, and it’s more thrilling than he feared. I smile, a minor act of mercy, and spare him the turmoil.

"Be useful, darling. Bring us some water." His hands tremble with more than humiliation as he pours, liquid bleeding onto the countertop. I laugh, finding him pathetic and perfect. "Clean that up," I say. "On your knees." My voice snaps him into motion, frantic in his obedience.

The spill mirrors the rush of release he's just watched, and I can almost see the memory washing over him as he moves to mop it up. I laugh again, the sound ringing out as sharp as a demand. "Careful, Ben," I say, delighting in the way his hands fumble.

"You'll have to do that again if you keep shaking like that." Jake smirks, amused, as he settles into a chair with the air of someone very, very pleased.

The mess has company: Ben's lust, thick and wet on his skin, something that should embarrass him but serves as a badge of belonging, a confirmation of what he's become.

Ben doesn't respond, his focus entirely on wiping the surfaces we've sullied. Instead, he works harder, the urgency and shame combining in a delightful brew I watch him gulp down. "See how excited he gets watching a real man satisfy me?" I ask not so much a question as a declaration.

The inquiry, rhetorical and cutting, draws Ben's eyes to mine. They're wide, panicked, and burning with need. Jake raises an eyebrow as though seeing my husband for the first time, the real Ben who has been lurking behind all his desperate decorum.

He finishes with the counter, or as much as he can, then turns to me, hopeful, hesitant, broken.

"Did I miss anything?" I tease, just enough edge to make sure he knows how much I control him, how little choice he has.

His breath catches as he sweeps the room, searching for any task I might give him. Then, like a prize, his gaze lands on the space where Jake took me. It's filthy, abandoned, just waiting for Ben to prove his worth on hands and knees.

He scrambles over, eager to earn his reward. His motions are frantic, the way I like them, and he bends low to clear the remains of our coupling.

"Don't forget this," I say, tossing a bit of cloth to the floor, something I'd torn in my urgency to fuck the man who is not my husband. It flutters down like a taunt, but Ben doesn't flinch. He's past flinching. Instead, he snatches it up, an offering to the god of degradation.

I turn my attention to Jake as Ben cleans beneath us. "I told you he'd be useful," I say with a knowing smile, a promise that there's so much more in store for the man I married, for the man I'm with, for the man who watches it all. "He always is."

Jake looks impressed, as he should be. He's never seen this side of us, and he settles back with interest to watch how thoroughly I mold Ben to my whims.

He's part of this now, as much as Ben and I, though I know his mind hasn't caught up with that idea. Yet.

Ben cleans the floor with as much care as he can muster, swabbing up evidence, offering pride. Each swipe a confession. Each move a deeper knot in the ties that bind him to me.

My stare is relentless, and Ben feels it even when he can't see it. He kneels low, covering more than the floor, and I can see his arousal take on new shapes, new depths. He's almost lost in it, the way he almost got lost in the wet gleam of our sex, but I pull him back.

"How about now, Ben?" I ask, baiting him. The words trail across the room like perfume. "Is it clean enough yet?"

He hesitates, uncertainty making him stumble. But not enough to stop him. Never that much. He resumes his work, faster this time, terrified of what I'll do to him if he leaves even a hint of us behind.

The terror turns him on. They both do. Me and the man who isn’t.

Jake watches with growing satisfaction, content in his role and the scene I've orchestrated. He kicks his feet up, a conqueror surveying his victory. But we all know who the spoils really belong to.

I could let it end there, could watch Ben clean and scurry and please, but I’m feeling indulgent. And I'm not done with him.

He finishes, wipes the sweat from his face, from his need, and waits for me to let him off my hook. He should know better. I always have a surprise or two left.

I cross the room, pulling him to his feet with the soft violence of a dominant woman. I brush a kiss across his lips, something almost tender if not for the laugh that follows it. Then I whisper, low and intimate and cruel. "You're enjoying this, aren't you?"

I give him the mercy of answering. "Yes," I say, claiming his words before he can speak them, before he can believe them. "You love it."

Reaching down, I grab his cock in my hands, hard and ready for attention. “Mmm…Yes, for sure. What a good boy.”

Ben looks almost as wrecked as I planned, and even more aroused. Jake and I both take in the sight, hungry for round two.


Chapter 3

We let Ben escape, only to make him suffer more. I giggle, remembering Ben’s look as I presented him with his recent present and my new toy: a chastity cage for his tiny cock.

Ben's hands trembling as he takes the cold metal contraption from me, his eyes wide with a mix of humiliation and anticipation. Jake, leaning against the wall, chuckling deeply, his arms crossed over his broad chest. "You really think he'll go for it?" Jake asked, his voice laced with amusement and disbelief.

I merely smile, my eyes locked onto Ben's flushed face. "He will," I said, my voice dripping with confidence and cruelty. "Won't you, Ben?"

My perfect Ben. Such a good boy he’s becoming. The memories are delicious.

He couldn't resist the pull, the desire to please me, to obey.

I watched intently as Ben struggled with the locking mechanism. His fingers fumbled with it for a few moments before finally clicking it securely shut.

“Now remember, I have the key.” I said, holding up for him to see. “If you’re a good boy, I may let you touch your little cock from time to time, but only if you are good. If you want out, I will let you out of it, but you won’t see me fuck Jake for a long time after. Those are the rules.”

The memory of Ben shaking his head in agreement arouses me to my core.

“Say you agree, my little cuck.”

“I agree. I want this.”

“Good boy.”

Giggling at the memory, I look for Jake to regroup with him, leaving Ben to rejoin the guests as if his own release has not stained him. I watch the way his legs tremble under the burden of submission. It delights me. He’ll need some air soon, but he’s far from done. The party has hours left, and so do we. I wonder if he can last that long before he shatters.

Ben moves cautiously back into the throng of people, wearing his slacks and an illusion of composure. The thrum of conversation almost drowns him. Almost. I sip from my glass and nod to Jake, both of us knowing the spectacle will soon begin again. Ben's strain shows in the way he smiles too much and laughs too loudly. It's the sound of a drowning man, all breathless hope. He sees us talking, steps closer, and I watch the blood drain from his face as he catches the last of our conversation. "You'll take care of him again tonight?" I say, letting it linger.

"Of course," Jake replies with an easy, conspiratorial grin.

Ben turns sharply, as though he’s been burned, and retreats into the swirl of silk and ambition. We let him wander. We let him think he's escaped.

A bold smile came from across the room. The game begins again, and I feel the rush of possibility. Ben takes a strategic position within sight but out of the immediate fray, as if maintaining his distance will maintain his dignity. Poor dear. Does he really think he can manage that? He drifts in and out of conversations, watching our every move while pretending he doesn’t. We don’t make it easy for him.

Jake leans closer, his low voice curling around my name like smoke. I laugh, and it cuts through the clamor, slicing into Ben with sweet accuracy. I shift my stance so that I’m even more engaged with Jake, each motion choreographed for the benefit of the man whose shame cannot, will not, turn away.

I touch Jake’s arm, the well-muscled one that Ben knows so intimately. "Do you think it’s too much for him?" I ask, a note of feigned concern dripping from the words.

"Nothing he can’t handle," Jake replies, casual and wicked.

We enjoy the tension, watching Ben hover on the edges of what he can and can't take. The center of attention and absolutely invisible.

"Ben," I call, and he startles, the sound of his name more startling than he’ll admit. He knows he has no choice but to answer. I watch him weave through our guests, his movements almost graceful under the weight of obedience. He reaches us, trying to maintain composure, his breath quick, his pupils wide. He is lovely in his uncertainty. "Be a dear and fetch us some drinks," I say, letting the steel beneath the sugar show.

He hesitates just long enough for the discomfort to flare. Just long enough to excite me. Then he goes, and we stay, watching his retreat.

"So obedient," Jake remarks, his amusement clear.

"He knows his place," I reply, my eyes trailing over the room, over Ben’s path as he moves toward the bar, where Mr. Clarkson traps him in conversation. Ben tries to extricate himself, but politeness is a vice he cannot wriggle out of.

We use his delay to our advantage, leaning into each other, letting the sight burn its way into his psyche. My hand lingers on Jake's arm, and when Ben finally does return with the drinks, I make sure he sees it.

Ben stands there, waiting, his grip precarious as I slip a comment through his fingers. "Size matters," I say, and his grasp tightens, the slightest clatter of glass betraying him.

The discussion turns to blueprints, and Jake dominates, guiding the conversation with his strong, calloused hands. He outlines changes and improvements, using his words like scaffolding. Each "bigger" and "more" is another lash for Ben, though Jake appears blissfully unaware. But we all know better.

He fixes his gaze on Ben, just for a moment. A sharp, secret look that says: I know. Ben pretends not to notice, not to flinch. But his discomfort is delicious, a spread to be savored.

I leave Jake and join Mr. Clarkson, his mouth full of wit and opinion. He fancies himself clever, and he is. Just not clever enough. Not by half.

"Tell me," he insists, drink in hand, "which one of these chaps will get the job done?" He eyes Jake and Ben.

"Only one way to find out," I say, a coy laugh underscoring the lie that it’s a toss-up. The lie that it’s anything but decided.

I saunter back to Jake, my eyes issuing the invitation as much as my words do. "Will you be available for a late-night consult?" I ask, the thin veneer of professional inquiry no thicker than Ben’s failing composure.

Ben falters. My implication is clear, his doom certain. He stands unsteadily, his posture collapsing inward as Jake chuckles and nods. The sound is unkind and full of promise.

I let Ben see my pleasure, my excitement. I let him suffer with it.

"It's a date," Jake says, and Ben crumbles.

He’s nearly done, and he knows it. He looks more defeated than he has all night. His cock strains against its cage, and his pride crumbles as we toy with him and with each other. It’s beautiful, the way he breaks. I savor it. It fills me with delight. But not so much that I don’t want more.

The guests mill, unaware of the private theater. Jake and I, with flair, played our roles. The audience, poor Ben, is more part of it than anyone will ever know. He sags against the wall, and I see his thoughts, his plans. He's desperate for air, desperate for the release that won't come.

Not until I allow it.

We toy with him and with each other, while I think of what’s still in store for us all. Ben looks almost as wrecked as I planned, and even more aroused. Jake and I both take in the sight, hungry for round two.

Poor Ben follows us up the stairs, trailing our intentions like lost luggage. He is ready to break. So am I, but not before I take him down a little further. I push Jake against the wall just past the bedroom door and kiss him. Hard. "Watch," I order Ben, my words punctuated by the heat of Jake’s breath against my neck. I want to fill Ben’s head with the sights and sounds of his inadequacies. I want to fill my nights with the thrill of Ben’s willingness to be used. He’s hopelessly mine, though he still doesn’t know how much.

Jake's lips find mine again, then drift down my throat. We’re not quite inside the room yet. That makes it even better. Ben sways slightly on his feet, trapped between wanting to turn away and the desperate pull of his own shame. Jake is all over me, and Ben is a front row voyeur. I close my eyes and think: Yes. Exactly like this.

I tease them both until Ben’s panting like a hound and Jake’s hands have traveled every inch of my curves. “In here,” I say, then drag Jake across the threshold, our steps muffled by plastic sheeting, our shadows throwing giant promises across the exposed beams.

Ben stumbles after us, dizzy with his own willingness. I love that about him.

The bed is as big as the rest of the room isn’t, swallowing up the space like Ben swallows his pride. I point him toward it.

“Kneel,” I say, and he’s down so fast he might as well have fallen.

Jake’s gaze flits from me to Ben, then back again. The confidence I love—the confidence Ben loathes—flashes across his face. He likes this, and it’s no secret. “Watch,” I say to Ben again. And he does.

I let the silence throb before I speak, let Ben feel it on his skin like a fever. “Tell me,” I say, fingers grazing the buttons of Jake’s shirt. “Do you know what a real man looks like?”

The sentence hangs. It’s not rhetorical, though he wishes it was. His mouth opens, closes, nothing. His cock strains against its cage, and he shifts on his knees as though he might get more comfortable. He doesn’t.

I unbutton Jake’s shirt, slowly, eyes on Ben the whole time. The whole time, eyes on Ben.

Ben shivers, his voice finally catching up with the demand. “Y—yes,” he stammers.

I drop the shirt to the floor and run my fingers across Jake’s chest, lean into the hardness that should be Ben’s. That will never be Ben’s. “Say it louder,” I tell him, brushing my lips against Jake’s skin.

“Yes!” he yelps, and I don’t know if he means it or if he just can’t stand the pressure anymore. I laugh, and I love him. I love him like this.

“Yes, what?” I press. My hands drift south, and Jake shudders beneath them.

Ben hesitates again, his eyes wild with the expectation of breaking. “A—a real man,” he gasps, finally. “Jake is a real man.”

My smile is brighter than the overhead lights, more exposed. It floods the room, bathing everything. It bathes Ben, then takes the heat from his face and feeds it back into the throb between his legs.

Jake is rock hard, no question about that, and Ben’s breath comes in shallow, jagged bursts as I rub my hand over the proof. The bulge beneath Jake’s jeans has to be more than Ben can bear, but I know my husband better. He’ll bear it. I’ll make him.

“Tell me more,” I say, unsnapping the denim and sliding my hand inside. Ben looks at my wrist, then at Jake, then at my wrist again.

Ben swallows, then swallows again. His skin is burning, or maybe it’s just his shame. “I’m not a real man,” he chokes out, though it’s not enough. Not nearly. “Not like Jake.”

“Oh, Ben,” I murmur, and there’s as much pity as cruelty in the words. I motion him closer. “Tell me how inadequate you feel compared to him.”

I know what I want, and I know how to get it. I know exactly what will break him this time.

Jake moves beneath my touch, cock hard and insistent, watching Ben with what might be sympathy if he hadn’t tasted the difference already.

Ben flinches, a sharp breath slicing through him. He wants to say it. He doesn’t want to say it.

I drop Jake’s jeans to the floor, letting Ben see everything, see how badly he comes up short.

Jake’s cock presses against the tight cotton of his briefs. “I’m too small,” Ben blurts, his voice trailing off into embarrassment and need.

“Again,” I say, stroking Jake’s shaft over the fabric. He moans, the sound more gratifying than any sound I’ve heard from Ben tonight.

“I’m too small to satisfy you,” Ben says, louder. “Jake is bigger and better than me.”

His face is crimson, his words dripping with humiliation, his release imminent. He is going to shatter, and the thrill of it pulses through me, through all of us.

I make Ben beg to be humiliated, to be allowed to watch what he fears, what he craves. He quakes as the last shred of his dignity unravels. “Please,” he groans. “Please let me watch. Please humiliate me.”

The more he says, the more undone he becomes, the more alive he feels.

Jake watches, no hint of reluctance left. His erection towers over Ben like an accusation, like a promise, and my poor husband doesn’t know if he should cower before it or rush toward it.

“You think you can handle it?” I taunt, edging Ben closer to despair and climax. “You think you’re strong enough for this?”

He gasps, nodding wildly. His legs tremble, even more so when I free Jake from his briefs. He’s seen nothing so large, so solid. He’s never felt so small.

“Say it, then,” I demand, keeping the moment taut.

“I want this,” Ben shouts, his breath a freight train, runaway. “I want you to fuck him, to fuck me with how much better he is.”

I almost let him come. Almost.

“Pathetic,” I tell him. “You love it, don’t you? Knowing you’ll never compare.”

His groan is thick and wanton, filling the air, filling me with the sweet ache of control.

I finally take Jake in my mouth, the fullness stretching my lips, my marriage, my husband’s submission.

Ben’s head swims. So does mine.

His voice is thin and reedy, vibrating with its own fracture, as I suck and Jake groans and no one pays attention to the man who wants it most.

“Look at his cock,” I say, wiping saliva from my lips with slow, deliberate motions. “You’ll never have one like it.”

My fingers curl around Jake’s shaft again, each movement like the twist of a knife into Ben’s core.

Ben stays riveted, his breath the only sound he makes. The only sound he can make.

“Does it hurt?” I ask, feigning sympathy.

His nod is quick, like his pulses.

I tease Jake’s cock with my tongue, Jake’s ego with my words, Ben’s cage with its limits.

“Good,” I tell him, enjoying the suffering of all three.

Ben drips pre-cum inside his chastity, so aroused he might lose consciousness. He’s mine, and he knows it.

I play with the key, hanging on my necklace between my breasts. The key to poor Ben’s release. I can see him in the corner of my eye as I take Jake’s massive cock in and out of my mouth. Ben’s cock drips a steady stream of pre-cum inside his cage.

“Mmm…You are doing so good, Ben. If only you could taste as good as Jake.”

Ben moans, watching me devour the massive cock.

“You can have out anytime you want, but you want to watch us, don’t you?”

Ben nods.

I draw this out as long as I can, and longer than Ben can stand. Then I turn to Jake and reward him with the fuck my husband can only dream of. "On the bed," I say, but Jake is already moving, the urgent desire for me obvious in every confident step. Ben stays on the floor, his knees red and raw and ready for what he’ll never have. I spread myself wide for Jake and for Ben, letting the man who doesn’t deserve it take me. Letting the one who watches. They both get what’s coming to them.

My body is a conquest Jake will win, an invasion Ben will lose. Inexorably, my lips found Jake’s, the passion undeniable. My eyes find Ben's, the suffering just as real.

Jake’s hands are on me, moving from my breasts to my waist with the assuredness of someone who knows what he wants, knows he’ll get it. The last barrier, my last thin strip of defense, comes off, and I’m naked. Naked and shameless, and ready.

Ben sees my desire for Jake in every curve, every thrust, and he sees his own loss in the way my hands tangle in the contractor's dark hair, in the way my fingers dig into his muscular back.

His humiliation turns me on.

Ben sways slightly on his knees, the months of construction not the only thing wearing him down. I’ve been tearing him apart one 2x4 of dignity at a time, one stud of pride after another.

Jake moves over me, confident and solid, and I hold his cock before me like a secret Ben can never learn. Ben doesn’t break, not yet. That’s my gift, letting him hold on just long enough to really feel it when he loses his grip.

I pull Jake down on top of me, the kiss as firm as the mattress and twice as thrilling. Ben’s desperation is delicious, his self-control almost laughable in the face of his need. Almost laughable.

He trembles and groans as I let the tip of Jake’s cock slide inside me.

Ben is straining to keep it together, and straining against the cold cage, but I know him. He loves to lose. He loves this.

My hips arch toward Jake’s with wild intent, wild release, and it is more than Ben can take. Just what I planned. Just what I always plan.

I thrust back against Jake, swallowing him up in my hunger, my greed, my Ben-fueled lust. “He fills me completely,” I say, but my words are for Ben, my meaning for everyone. “Something you could never do.”

He is red in the face, and the eyes, and the knees. He loves every moment, and so do I.

Jake pumps into me harder, my moans swelling with Ben’s frustrations.

The thick need presses against Ben’s cock and against his pride, and both are on the verge of shattering.

I urge Jake on, grabbing his ass and meeting him with equal ferocity, ignoring my husband, but only just.

Ben’s name, Ben’s needs, Ben’s hope: all grow dim.

I don’t give him the satisfaction of a second thought.

I make him watch.

“Closer,” I finally say, just when Ben is believing I’ve forgotten him completely. I won’t, never. The more he suffers, the less he matters, and the less he matters, the more he fuels me. “Move closer.”

He crawls forward, pathetically eager, as Jake spreads me wide. I keep eye contact with Ben, letting him smell our sex, see the details of our coupling, know what it means to be nothing and everything at once.

My climax explodes inside me, hotter and faster than even I expect. I scream Jake’s name, and Ben melts under the sound. I let it ring out again and again until the walls and my husband both know what real construction is.

He barely breathes, and it drives me to fuck Jake even harder. It drives me to more than I thought possible, more than Ben thought I’d give him, more than he deserves.

And less.

I ride Jake like the prize he is and Ben isn’t, the whole time lost in the echo of what we’ve all become. My legs tighten around the man who takes me, and they buckle beneath the one who can’t.

I hold Jake inside me for as long as I can, as long as Ben can’t. My scream becomes a breathless cry of triumph, my silence a further slight to the man it cuts through.

I reach my climax and leave Ben stranded.

And as I do, Jake finishes inside me, pounding until the last thrust pulls his moan to the ceiling and Ben’s desperate heart.

Then it’s still. My thighs and the room and the pulse in my husband’s throat.

I spread my legs wide again, this time in invitation, this time for Ben. The look on his face—like everything else—is mine. He can’t believe I’ll make him. Can’t believe I won’t.

“Clean me up,” I command, but he was already going to. I let him reach the wet heat where Jake’s cock has been. I let him taste the last hour of his life on my skin.

The feel of his tongue sends new shudders through me. And him.

His shame and his release and the memory of Jake and me. All of it swirls through his being as he drinks from the center of my betrayal.

There is no need to ask if he likes it. His diligence is enough. His faithfulness to what he has become.

Ben complies, and it is more than a release for all of us.

When it is done and I am spent, I push him away with a kind of tenderness he almost believes. The metal cage binds him still, and the evidence of his submission seeps out and across.

Ben's tongue laps at me, eager and thorough, cleaning the mix of Jake and me from my thighs. His humiliation is palpable, a thick fog in the room, and it only serves to heighten my pleasure. I watch him, his face flushed and eyes glazed with a mix of shame and lust. He's pathetic like this, and I love it.

I let him clean me until I'm satisfied, then push him away gently. He sits back on his haunches, his breath coming in ragged gasps, his caged cock dripping with need. I smile down at him, running a hand through his hair. "Do you think you've been a good boy, Ben?" I ask softly, my voice laced with cruel amusement.

He nods eagerly, his eyes wide with hope and desperation. "Yes, Emma," he pants, his voice hoarse with need.

I smile wider, enjoying the power I hold over him. "Let's see," I murmur, reaching for the key around my neck. I unlock the cage, freeing his small, hard cock. He gasps, a shudder running through him as he springs free. "Touch yourself, Ben," I command, my voice soft but firm.

His hand flies to his cock, gripping it tightly. He strokes once, twice, and then he's coming undone, spurting hot and sticky over his hand and the floor. He gasps, his body convulsing with the force of his release. It's a pitiful display, nothing like the explosive climax Jake provided. I watch him with a mix of amusement and disdain, my lips curling into a smirk as he rides out the waves of his pathetic orgasm.

"Look at that mess," I chide, my voice sharp with mock disappointment. "You can't even come properly, Ben. It's no wonder you can't satisfy me."

His face crumbles, shame washing over him as he looks at the pitiful puddle on the floor. He apologizes, but I cut him off with a laugh, cold and dismissive.

"Clean it up," I order, tossing him a rag. "On your hands and knees, where you belong."

He hastens to obey, his body still shaking with the aftermath of his climax. I watch him crawl, his cheeks flushed with humiliation as he mops up his own failure. Jake, spent and satisfied, leans back on the bed, a smug smile playing on his lips as he watches Ben debase himself for my amusement.

"This is what you're good for, Ben," I say, my voice taunting as he scrubs the floor. "Cleaning up messes. isn't that right, Jake?"

Jake chuckles, a deep rumble in his chest. "Seems about right to me," he agrees, his eyes gleaming with satisfaction. "Pathetic little man."

Ben's hands tremble as he wipes the floor, his breath hitching with each swipe of the cloth. The room is thick with the scent of sex and humiliation, a heady mix that keeps his cock twitching despite its recent release. I watch him with a cool detachment, enjoying the sight of his degradation. Jake lounges on the bed, his body glistening with sweat, a smirk playing on his lips as he observes Ben's pathetic display.

"You see, Jake," I say, my voice a sultry purr, "this happens when you try to teach an old dog new tricks. Ben here just doesn't have it in him to be a real man." I laugh, the sound sharp and cruel, slicing through the air like a knife. Ben flinches but continues his task, his movements jerky and desperate.

Jake grins, his eyes following Ben's every move. "You're right, Emma. He's nothing compared to me. Look at him, cleaning up his own mess like a good little bitch." Jake's words are harsh, and Ben's shoulders hunch as if physically struck. But he doesn't stop; he can't. He's mine to command, and he knows it.

I stand up from the bed, walking over to where Ben is frantically scrubbing the floor. I tower over him, my shadow casting a dark pall over his hunched form. "Are you enjoying yourself, Ben?" I ask.

Ben nods as he continues to clean.

I crouch down, grasping Ben's chin and forcing him to look at me. A mix of humiliation and adoration fills his eyes. "You've done well, Ben," I coo, my voice a soft caress that belies the cruelty underneath. "You've shown me just how pathetic you can be. That deserves a reward, doesn't it?"

A flicker of hope sparks in his eyes, pitiful and eager. I chuckle, low and sultry, before reaching for the chastity cage still dangling from my fingers. "Yes, let's put this back on you. You've earned it." I pat his cheek gently, a mocking tenderness that makes him lean into my touch.

I take his flaccid cock in my hand, giving it a condescending pat before sliding the cage back into place. The click of the lock is a sweet symphony of his submission. Jake watches from the bed, a smirk playing on his lips as he enjoys the spectacle of Ben's emasculation.

"There you go," I say brightly, standing up and admiring my handiwork. "Safe from yourself." I laugh, the sound like tinkling bells, as Ben looks up at me with those pitiful puppy eyes.

“Remember, you can have out, but if you want out before I’m ready, then you don’t get to watch us.”

Ben nods. “I know. I want this.”

I walk back to the bed, crawling onto the mattress and straddling Jake. His hands immediately go to my hips, gripping me possessively.

“You can go to your room now.” I motion Ben out as we drift to sleep.


Chapter 4

Like clockwork, Ben arrives at dawn. He is early, eager. I can tell by the sure way he prepares the breakfast tray, by the glint of his chastity cage beneath the robe, that he's settled in nicely. The house, Jake, and I are polished and complete, just like our renovations. His steps echo off new surfaces as he climbs the stairs. The tea is hot. So is my delight. I keep him waiting until the water threatens to cool. Then, smiling, I say it. "These arrangements suit us, Ben. Let's keep them." I expect the relief that floods him.

His quickness and the careful way he places the tray show how he’s moved from denial to compliance to willingness. He doesn’t even blink. He doesn’t hesitate. Complaining is something he certainly wouldn’t dare do. He simply takes it in, then breathes it out. Just like we’ve planned. I reward him with more. This is what Ben has learned to crave and now can’t live without.

“Now that you’ve seen the other side,” I say, brushing my hand along Jake’s cheek and feeling the surge of satisfaction in both men. “There’s no turning back.” I am a scandal, but Ben’s kink. He’s not just on board; he’s the ship, and I’m the ocean. The new house and new life suit us, so the details can’t be far behind.

When I feel his certainty, I smile, taunting and possessive. “Not even a little,” I add. Jake’s breath is warm on my neck, and Ben waits for his next instruction.

“We’ll make sure of that,” Jake says, and Ben looks at him like he holds all the keys. He doesn’t. Not all of them. Just enough to keep my husband exactly where he should be: beneath me, beside us, far away and yet so near.

Jake’s muscled arm rests confidently across my shoulders. Ben’s acceptance is obvious in every quiver of his body, every way he doesn’t pull back when I make him draw closer.

He does. He draws closer. Always.

“I mean it, darling,” I say, with more heat than the tea he serves, and Ben gulps down the pleasure of his new life. He gulps down all of it.

This is Ben’s new life, and mine. He performs each task as though it's the last link binding him to what he's become. It’s never the last, and it’s never enough. He still serves me breakfast, but in different ways, on different days. His movements through the house are routine, but anything but mundane. Not for him. Not for me. It’s what keeps us connected while we stay so far apart. Ben thinks of it as devotion, but we all know better. Devotion shouldn’t leave bruises like this, but neither should it leave such relief.

Breakfast in bed for a week, yet not a day, is the same. The trays and the sheets and the delight. Ben outdoes himself with every serving, every humiliation. Jake and I wake to the sounds of the man I married being undone. “Just leave it on the floor, darling,” I say, making sure Ben knows who’s in control. Then I make sure he knows how thoroughly, how deeply, how every way he wants to be.

He waits outside the door, ears filled with what he’ll never have, hands empty of what he’ll never hold. The running water muffles my laughter and Jake’s groans, but not enough. Never enough. Ben wants it all, and I give him what he can’t have. What he thinks is devotion. What it is.

Each day is new, and each one is another link.

The routine we thrive on, the unexpected we expect. Ben lays out our clothes, then joins us on the patio. The new construction gleams of sunlight and his restraint. We savor both, and neither lasts as long as Ben does. That’s my gift to him, to us.

“What’s keeping you so long?” I ask, though we know the answer. We all do.

“Pour me some more, Ben,” I say, watching his fingers tremble like his pride. He refills the glass, the details, the memories. I detail his inadequacies, the inadequacies that make him adequate. “Jake really fills me,” I say, describing what Ben can never see but always does. What he always will. “Completely.”

He fills my glass, and I fill his head with more than he should take. The day, the cool beverages, the breaking. He finishes all of it, and I make sure he feels the details sink in deep, sinking deeper. I make sure of it.

By evening, he’s done it all, and more. My husband is learning, and I don’t need to ask if the lessons stick. I see it in the strain of his muscles, the strain of his desire. Ben lays out our clothes with a precision born of duty and need. We find them freshly pressed. Him, too. Freshly pressed and fully inadequate. He turns down the sheets. He turns up the volume of his shame.

“Nice work,” Jake says, though I’m not sure if he means Ben’s attention to detail or the way I’ve convinced my husband that he belongs in this way. The kind he wears and the kind he is.

Ben thinks he knows, and I let him. He straightens up more than just the room.

I let him think he’s learning.

And then we teach him something new. “Come here,” I say, in the casual way I direct his life. He comes. The massage oil is slick in my hands and in the sound of Ben’s breath as it catches in his throat. I dig into his submission, but not as deep as I dig into his need.

It’s where I live, his need. And it’s where he lives, too.

Jake’s lips are on my neck, then my collarbone, then the small of my back, the only small thing Ben may get close to. That doesn’t stop him from getting close. The closer he gets, the further he is, the more it drives him forward. “Mmm, Ben,” I murmur, letting my head roll back until it rests on Jake’s shoulder. Until Ben wishes it was his.

It’s not, and it never will be. “Harder, Ben,” I command, the slyest of smiles spreading across my lips and into the pit of Ben’s stomach. He applies more pressure, and I reward him by letting Jake’s hands travel south.

Then I let my husband watch.

His look of hunger, his look of compliance. His look of complete and utter willingness.

He takes it like a good boy, takes all of it. He is.

Jake rewards him, too. His fingers find my skin, my curves, my poor, adoring husband’s most fevered dreams. Then he drops them, casually and deliberately, to Ben’s head. “Nice work,” he repeats, the dismissal just as intended as the compliment.

Ben flushes, contentment creeping up his cheeks. I toy with him like I toy with the key, like Jake toys with my body, my name.

We move outside and onto a lounge chair, spreading ourselves out for the evening. Spreading myself out for Jake.

Ben tries to make himself scarce, but not as much as he tries to make himself available. “Block the sun,” I tell him, motioning with a nod that I’m done pretending it’s for any other reason than to watch him watch us. He’s obedient and immobile, a wide swath of shadow cutting across my legs and his intentions.

“Make sure you have a good view,” I say, and Ben is motionless with want. Jake unbuttons his pants, then a new form of suffering undoes Ben. A new link.

Another confirmation of who he is, what I’ve done to him.

The only sound I allow him to make is the sound of my name in his chest, Ben’s muffled scream of frustration while Jake finds the real me with each thrust of his hips and my lips.

“Don’t swallow all of it,” Jake growls. “Leave some for him.”

But I don’t. I leave him with something else.

I’m so very satisfied, but Ben stays patient, his eyes darting back and forth between my satisfaction and my cruelty. A long, selfish night stretched out, one Ben won’t have without me. I want him to want. I need him to need.

His own desperate release waits for another day. It waits until I say.

He finishes just like I expect him to: breathless, devoted, mine.

#

We entertain tonight. It’s a very different party. I direct Ben in the preparations, making sure he gets them as right as he gets us. The table, the centerpieces, the envy of the guests. All of it just so. Four couples join us for the show, and none of them know their roles yet. That’s part of the delight. Driven by determined, breathless resolve, Ben pushes himself to the breaking point, leaving him exhausted. I give him credit, then take all of it for myself. Our life is a performance, and I’m about to let them watch.

Ben is frantic in his devotion, a visible bruise on his pride. But we know better, and so does he. His pace shows as much energy as his obedience. It’s exactly where he should be: preparing for a new revelation, pushing toward a new breaking point, more frantic than ever. My applause is enough to keep him on edge and right on time.

“Start with the beverages,” I say. “They’ll need a lot to wash down what comes next.”

He rushes to open the first, and I smile, calculating. “Slow down, Ben. Don’t want you finished before we even begin.”

It’s time, and I think he might be too worked up. I love him that way.

Our friends are about to see more than they bargained for. I won’t let Ben collapse, but it’s close. Just close enough.

The change is obvious, in me, in him, and none of them are quite prepared. But I am.

We let the show begin. I leave nothing to chance and Ben with nothing else. The air crackles with more than energy and expectation. It’s the shift in power, the shift in him, and we feel it more than the guests ever could. Not for lack of trying.

They watch us with wide eyes and rapt attention. Even those who suspected how far we’d take this are shocked to see how far we’ve already gone. How far Ben will follow.

The couple who asked if Ben was "keeping up" catches his look as he pulls out a chair. Their amusement turns to understanding, then curiosity, then something almost like lust.

Another pair wonders if he can hold it together as they watch me strip him of the last of his dignity. They're even more eager to see him fail.

I tell the other guests what he’s done, how he’s changed. He knows what’s coming, and the breathless anticipation keeps him rooted to the spot.

Ben makes sure they see it, though it's not as hard as making sure I do. It never is.

This is what we’ve planned, and they’re fascinated. So am I.

I draw out the moment, make it feel like Ben’s lifetime of restraint and discovery. Make it feel like mine.

I let him stew while I play it perfectly, and the poor dear doesn’t know if the smile I wear is for him or for everyone else. It is.

When I’m ready, I put down my glass. “I’d like to make a toast to our new life,” I say, catching Ben’s eye and holding it long enough to send him reeling. He reels beautifully.

Then I reel him in.

I draw him to me, possessive, smug, satisfied. “You should all know the truth,” I continue, as if Ben doesn’t know it better than anyone. As if Ben is anyone. My hand rests on his shoulder, though we all know where it will end.

He flushes, aroused and willing, just the way I like him. Just the way I’ve made him.

“Tell them, Ben,” I say. His knees buckle before his words do.

Ben gulps down the silence. It's a potent brew, and everyone waits for the next course. I love that he finally understands what he is, that the act is genuine enough to make even me applaud. “Tell them your favorite part.” My voice drops as his picks up. He used to run from the sound of it, but not anymore.

“My favorite?” he asks, stalling. His eyes flicker with doubt and hunger. He takes a breath, more the former than the latter. Then he looks to me for permission, looks to me for everything.

“Don’t be shy, darling,” I coax, knowing that he’s as close as I’ll allow. Knowing I’ll allow everything.

He’s still unsure, but that just adds to the flavor.

I wait him out, wait for the moment he finally breaks. I’m good at that.

“Yes, Ben,” I tell him. “Your favorite part.”

“Watching her,” he gasps, like the words are something he must deliver but can never. Not until now.

“Watching her with Jake.” It spills out, a steady stream of submission, a strange sense of joy. He lets it drown him. He lets me watch.

He gulps it down, but he’s learned to breathe beneath the surface.

The shock and fascination are real, more than even I expect. His humiliation tastes just the way I like it, more satisfying because it is less for me than it is for him. And much, much more.

I urge him on with my eyes, my body, my smile.

“Seeing her with him that first night,” he continues. His voice quakes with more than nerves, more than humiliation. It's thrilling, how much more. “It was ... ” He falters.

His gaze shifts from me to the floor and back.

“It was what, Ben?” I ask, savoring the power and surprise.

“Life changing.” It’s breathy and small, like the life he left behind.

They all think he’s done. I know better. “So was cleaning up after,” I say, making sure he finishes, making sure he doesn’t. “You’ve learned so much, Ben.” My words are the praise he thinks he’s earned. The praise I allow.

His relief is palpable. So is his fear. So is his arousal.

“That first night,” he repeats, “the first time you fucked him ... ”

Our friends catch their breath, but Ben catches nothing but his need.

“After I ... I came watching.” He shivers beneath the confession, my confession, his own desire to lose. I let him.

“I cleaned the floor,” he says, louder.

Jake's smirk is clear. Ben’s reluctance isn’t. The revelation is.

“That first night,” he says again, stunned by the memory and the sound of his voice. “I knew.”

And now they know, too.

His last defenses shatter, and the sound is deafening. No one speaks. We all hear it.

“Don’t stop,” I whisper, close enough to the guests to shock them, closer to Ben than I’ll ever let him know. “Tell them everything.”

He smiles, and I think he might break more than I want him to. I love it that way.

“I’m hers, and she knows it,” Ben says. He turns to them, defiant in his willingness. He gulps again, his face flushing deeper. “We all do.”

He is as full of life as the rest are in shock.

“I love her. I love being cuckolded by her,” he says, letting his words and pride and self fall. His restraint, his guard, his fucking mind. “I love my chastity cage and...” He hesitates, but not for long.

“... that she fucks Jake.” It’s more than any of us expect, more than I hope for, but just enough for Ben.

Then it is just me, the audience, and the captive actor.

His gift, my gift.

I let it stretch out as much as I let Ben. Then I make it feel more like forever than release.

“From reluctant voyeur to willing submissive,” I conclude. My glass is high, but his submission is higher. The guests look at him in awe and wonder, at me with more than envy. Jake’s hands travel from my shoulders to my legs. “To our new life.”

He moans my name and Ben moans his own, and I know we’ve finished what we started. We finish again.

Ben stays at my feet, willing, open, dripping with more than lust.

The hands he wishes were his tighten around my thighs and his intentions. I hold him close. I hold him off. Even when he is unaware, I hold him.

Poor Ben. Perfect Ben. Perfect, perfect Ben.
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