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CHAPTER I

John  sat at his small writing desk in their bedroom, the cool night air teasing his exposed skin. The soft glow of the bedroom lights casting long shadows across the bedroom. A faint breeze carried the lingering scent of Samantha’s pleasure, a thick, musky perfume that only heightened his torment. He was completely naked except for the cruel reminder of his place—the stainless steel chastity cage snug around his cock, pressing against his swollen, untouched flesh. It had been tight all day, but now? Now it felt unbearable. A torturous cage of denial, locking away any hope of release. Exactly how Samantha liked it.

He shifted in his chair, the satin cushion seat offering no comfort, just another layer to his frustration. Every inch of his body was tense, straining, aching for something he would never be granted. Samantha had seen to that. His only purpose was to sit, obey, and write—his thoughts, his experiences, his confessions. A record of his suffering, of his devotion. And she would read every word.

Behind him, Samantha lounged on the king size bed, the picture of satisfaction, her body a vision of decadent sin. Her silk robe draped carelessly over her shoulders, gaping just enough to reveal the deep swell of her full, heavy tits, the dusky nipples still faintly stiff from the night’s pleasure. The fabric barely clung to her curves, slipping along the smooth expanse of her waist, teasing glimpses of the toned stomach that tensed when she came. Her legs were lazily spread apart, the soft flesh of her inner thighs glistening, still slick and flushed from being stretched open and filled. The heat of the evening had done nothing to cool the fever in her skin, her body still humming with satisfaction.

She sipped from her wine glass, the deep red liquid painting her lips, plump and slightly swollen from all the kisses, the bites, the moans she had given freely tonight. She looked utterly at ease, sprawled out like a queen, knowing she had taken everything she wanted. And knowing that he had watched. That he had been denied.

“Start writing, baby.” Her voice was soft but firm, each word dripping with amusement. “I want to relive tonight through your words.”

John swallowed, his fingers trembling slightly as they hovered over the journal. He hadn’t even begun writing, yet his heart pounded, his breathing uneven. The scent of her still hung thick in the air, clinging to the night, saturating his senses. It was intoxicating, maddening, a reminder of just how deeply she had been pleased. By them. By real men.

His cock throbbed in protest against the metal, a pitiful ache that only made Samantha’s smile widen. She knew. Of course she knew. She lived for this—the torment, the contrast, the raw power she wielded over him.

He had watched it all, kneeling by her feet as they took her, stretching her open in ways he never could. She had looked at him during it, her eyes dark with amusement, her lips curling in pleasure as she whispered his name—not out of need, but out of power. Out of ownership.

And now she wanted it documented.

“Don’t get shy now,” she teased, tapping a bare foot against his thigh. Her toes skimmed over his skin, a lazy, absentminded gesture that only drove the humiliation deeper. “Describe it exactly as it happened. Every filthy detail.”

John let out a slow breath, shifting uncomfortably on the comfy soft chair. His cage was unbearably tight, his balls swollen and full, but he knew better than to complain. This was his role. His purpose. And Samantha would make sure he fulfilled it completely.

He dipped the pen into the ink and pressed it to the page.

He hesitated. Not because he didn’t know what to write, but because putting it into words—seeing it laid out in ink—made it real in a way that even witnessing it hadn’t. The raw truth of it, the brutal honesty of his submission, would be carved into the pages forever. And Samantha would read it, savor it, remind him of every filthy confession he made.

John paused, his own breath hitching. The memory alone made his cage pulse painfully, his balls aching with the weight of unrelieved need. His fingers tightened around the pen, as if gripping it could somehow suppress the unbearable hunger in his gut. The image of Samantha stretched languidly in her chair, the subtle shift of her hips parting her thighs wider, the slick mess between them glistening under the lantern light. Her folds, swollen and tender from being fucked open, gleamed with the remnants of what had been stuffed inside her all night. She let the moment hang, savoring his suffering, letting him drink in the sight of her well-used pussy, her fingers lazily toying with the rim of her wine glass before finally locking eyes with him, knowing exactly what she was doing to him.

"Go on," she murmured, bringing him back to the present, one corner of her lips curling in amusement. "Tell me how desperate you were."

John’s hand trembled slightly as he dipped the pen back onto the paper, his breath shallow, the ache between his legs growing unbearable. Samantha’s eyes never left him, her gaze heavy with satisfaction and amusement, drinking in every ounce of his frustration. The night still clung to his senses—the scent of her, the taste of submission, the raw reminder that he was nothing more than a devoted witness to her pleasure.

His mind swam in the past, in the moment that had brought them here. The journey hadn’t been sudden, but gradual—a slow unraveling of their roles, shifting from traditional lovers into something deeper, more consuming. He pressed the tip of the pen to the page and let the memory take over.

They had always been happy. A good marriage, a passionate one. Both were successful—John, a well-respected financial consultant who built his career advising the ultra-wealthy, and Samantha, an independent businesswoman who thrived in high-end real estate. They were wealthy, socially polished, the kind of couple others envied, admired. Their world was filled with expensive dinners, luxurious vacations, and a network of powerful friends.

Samantha had been the perfect wife—sharp, beautiful, playful, with a streak of confidence that had always made John weak for her. She was in her late thirties, she carried herself like a woman who owned  every space she entered, her presence magnetic, effortlessly commanding. John, just a few years older, was successful in his own right, though he had always been the quieter one, more content to let Samantha shine.

Their sex life had been exciting, but no matter how much they experimented, there had always been a hunger inside him that he couldn’t quite voice. A quiet ache, a longing that went beyond simple pleasure.

It had taken years before he finally admitted it—casually, one night, after a few drinks. It had been on the tip of his tongue so many times before, during the quiet moments when she would tease him, when she would straddle him and hold him down, whispering filth into his ear, making him shudder with helpless pleasure. She had always known what kind of man he was in the bedroom—submissive, eager to please, desperate to be controlled. And she had always preferred it that way. She loved being on top, loved pinning him down, making him work for the privilege of touching her.

He had expected her to laugh, to brush it off. Instead, she had tilted her head, considering, a smirk playing at her lips, as if she had always known this confession was coming, as if she had been waiting for him to say it out loud.

"Chastity?" she had repeated, swirling the wine in her glass, her voice silk and steel. "You want me to lock you up? To take away your control?"

Her words had sent a bolt of heat through him, his cock already stirring, throbbing at the idea. He had swallowed hard, pulse thrumming with nervous excitement, his mouth suddenly dry. "I think… I think I’d like to try it."

The first time had been simple. A small, plastic cage ordered online, more a novelty than a true device. Samantha had been amused at first, treating it like a game, a little tease to spice things up. She would make a show of locking it on him, running her fingers over the hard plastic while biting her lip in feigned contemplation.

“Such a tiny little thing,” she had mused, watching as his cock twitched, trapped behind the bars. “I can’t believe this is all mine to control.”

She would lock him up for a day, maybe two, just long enough for the frustration to settle into his bones, for his body to crave release. Then, when she finally let him out, she would make him earn it. Samantha never rushed, never allowed him to mindlessly rut against her. Instead, she would take her time, straddling his chest, grinding against his face, making him lick and suck and drink her down until she was utterly satisfied, leaving him in a dizzy, aching daze.

Only then would she touch him, dragging her nails down his stomach, circling the tip of his cock with lazy strokes, smirking at how he trembled beneath her. She would push him to the edge again and again, building him up only to deny him, whispering filth into his ear about how pathetic he looked when he begged.

And when she finally allowed him to spill, she would make him watch, holding his chin so he could see the way his cum coated her fingers, shaking her head as if disappointed by how easily he broke.

"Messy little thing," she would murmur, licking the remnants of his release from her fingertips with a slow, deliberate motion, her eyes locked onto his. Then, she would lean down, capturing his lips in a deep, intoxicating kiss, letting him taste the salt and heat of himself on her tongue. "I wonder how long I could keep you locked before you forget what it feels like."

John would be left trembling beneath her, his body burning with shame and need, his cock twitching uselessly in its cage. She knew exactly what she was doing, knew how to unravel him piece by piece until he was nothing but her obedient, aching toy. And he loved it.

But as weeks and months went by like this between them, something had shifted.

She had enjoyed it. More than that—she had loved  it. The power, the control, the sheer intoxication of knowing she could keep him aching, throbbing, completely helpless  at her whim. She had always known he was hers, but this—this was something different. This was ownership, and Samantha thrived in it.

It started small. She kept him locked for longer stretches, teasing him ruthlessly every single day— a brush of her fingers over his caged cock while she dressed for the day, a lingering kiss right after a deep orgasm she wouldn’t let him share, making him watch as she pleased herself in bed, soaking the sheets while he lay beside her, unable to do anything but whimper.

She would tease him about how much better it was this way, whispering against his ear as she rode his face, grinding herself down on his tongue. "You don’t need to cum, baby. You don’t even need your cock. Just this mouth, right here. That’s all I’ll ever need."

And then, when she realized just how deeply  he had surrendered, that he would give her everything, no matter how far she pushed?  She never let him go back.

The plastic cage was replaced with something more serious—cold steel, snug, unforgiving. It fit him like a second skin, pressing against his swollen flesh, keeping him perfectly denied, perfectly controlled  at all times. He remembered the first time she clicked the lock shut, how she had stared at it, admiring her work, the cruel smile stretching across her lips.

She had reached down, pressing her palm against the cold steel, feeling the way he throbbed beneath it. And then, with a satisfied sigh, she had purred, “There. Now, that’s how a man should be kept.”

It stopped being a game. It became their way of life .


CHAPTER II

John’s fingers hovered over the next blank page in the journal, his mind already clouded with the weight of what he was about to write. The memories weren’t just recollections—they were his reality , the foundation of his existence now. His breath hitched slightly as Samantha shifted beside him, stretching her legs out across the lounge chair, her robe still hanging loosely from her shoulders. The soft jingle of the anklet around her ankle— the one that held the tiny silver key to his chastity cage —sent a fresh wave of frustration through his body.

His cage throbbed, pressing painfully against his aching cock, but he didn’t dare adjust himself. Instead, he dipped his pen in ink and began to write.

There was no questioning it anymore— he belonged to Samantha . Completely. Every decision, every ounce of pleasure, every moment of relief was hers to dictate.

John was never  unlocked. Not unless Samantha decided he needed to be milked, and even then, it was never just about his pleasure—it was solely about maintenance . His cock wasn’t his anymore. It was a relic of his past, an ornament for Samantha’s amusement, a pitiful thing that swelled behind its metal bars every time she so much as smiled at him a certain way.

But Samantha was not cruel—she was meticulous, careful, and deeply invested in their lifestyle . She knew when discretion was necessary, allowing him brief freedom if he had to pass through a metal detector or undergo a health checkup. She adored owning him, but she also protected what they had.

The key to his cage dangled from the anklet she wore around the house , a constant reminder that his cock belonged to her and her alone . Whenever she walked past him, she would let the delicate chain jingle, her smirk growing as she saw his eyes drift downward, his body tensing with helpless anticipation.

Sometimes, she would stop in front of him, let her bare foot brush against his thigh, let him stare at the key inches away from his grasp  before laughing and walking away.

“You’re always so hard in there, baby,” she purred, dragging a teasing finger along the steel, watching his body tense at the contact. Her smirk deepened as she leaned in, whispering against his ear, her breath hot and wicked. “Such a shame you don’t get to use it.”

She loved to tease him , to remind him of what he would never have again . A slow glide of her fingers over the steel, a sultry whisper in his ear about how wet she was for someone else, a casual discussion about the real men  who got to fill her up while he sat there, desperate and untouched.

But teasing was only part of it. Milking sessions were another ritual entirely.

Samantha  would often - pretty much every night now for the last three years - grant him an audience— an experience just filthy enough to keep him desperate, but never fulfilling enough to bring true satisfaction.  She would dress for it too, slipping into the most obscene lingerie , sheer lace that barely covered her breasts, garters hugging her thighs, everything designed to make him ache harder inside his cage.

Sometimes, she would sit over him, her legs spread, stroking the steel with her bare foot , watching him tremble as she lazily reached down, gripping his hair and guiding his face between her thighs. She would sigh, a soft moan escaping her lips as he obediently licked, his tongue working tirelessly, knowing she wouldn’t stop until she was completely satisfied.

Other times, she would run her fingers along the length of the cage, letting her nails scrape against the metal, whispering about how ridiculous it was for him to be this hard for something he’d never get to use.  And then, with a wicked smirk, she would press his mouth deeper against her, rolling her hips, smothering him in her heat.

"Keep going, baby," she’d purr, grinding against his tongue, shuddering as she took her pleasure from him. "You don’t need that little thing between your legs when you’ve got such a talented mouth."

And so he would, for as long as she wanted, until her thighs clenched around his face, her body shaking from pleasure, her grip in his hair unrelenting. Only when she was finished—when she had nothing left to take—would she finally pull away, leaving him breathless, desperate, and untouched.

“God, baby, look at you,” she cooed, dragging her nails along the steel, watching him shudder. “Throbbing like a desperate little thing… do you even remember what it feels like to be inside me?”

There was no release  for John—only maintenance .

Samantha made sure he was taken care of, of course. Once or twice a week , she would unlock him— not out of kindness, but out of necessity . She didn’t want him to suffer too much . After all, a ruined, clinical release was nothing compared to the real thing .

The process was always the same, and it always started the same way— her standing over him, dressed to torment, making sure he knew exactly how little this was for him.

John  was stripped, bound to the bed , wrists secured above his head, legs spread wide apart, completely vulnerable. Samantha loved the way he looked beneath her— naked, caged, utterly at her mercy . She’d take her time, straddling him, teasing him, running her nails down his chest, making him whimper before she even started .

Sometimes, she would be indifferent, treating it like a simple chore —she’d grab the vibrator, slow and precise, pressing it against the sensitive head of his cock, watching him twitch. Other times, she savored it, making him suffer for as long as she wanted .

Those nights, she would use her hands, her lips , tracing his length, making him beg. She’d stroke him with slow, lazy movements , watching his face contort with desperate frustration. If she felt particularly wicked , she would lower herself , her warm, wet mouth just barely taking him in, sucking in the softest, most infuriatingly shallow  way, just enough to make his body tense, just enough to keep him trembling.

She would tease him for what felt like hours , building him up, whispering filth into his ear, reminding him what he would never have again.

"Poor baby," she cooed, licking a slow trail up his shaft, her eyes gleaming with amusement. "So close, aren’t you? So desperate. Just a little more, hmm? Should I let you?"

But she never did.

She would edge him mercilessly , dragging him back from the edge over and over, watching his muscles tighten, his hips buck uselessly, the frustration turning into helpless, broken moans . She would ride his desperation, keeping him right there , just close enough to ruin him.

And all the while, she’d talk , her voice sultry, teasing, painting vivid images of her nights spent in other men’s beds.

"Mmm, you should’ve seen me last night, baby," she purred, her fingers wrapped around his slick, throbbing cock, stroking with an unbearable slowness. "Bent over the hotel bed, his hands gripping my hips so tight. I was dripping before he even got inside me. And God, he was big. Stretched me open in ways you never could."

She tightened her grip just slightly, watching his whole body tremble.

"I was a mess by the time he was done with me. Came so hard I nearly blacked out. And you? You were probably home, locked up, touching yourself like a desperate little thing, weren’t you? Too bad, baby. That cock of yours isn’t for pleasure anymore. It’s for me to tease, to deny, to own."

John groaned, his head thrown back, the weight of her words making his cock throb painfully in her hand. His mind swam with images—Samantha moaning, writhing under another man, her body taking every inch, her pleasure overwhelming, untamed. It was too much.

She felt him tensing and smirked.

"Oh no, not yet," she whispered, pulling her hand away just in time, leaving him teetering, gasping, his body on the verge of release. "Not until I decide you’re ready."

She would edge him like that, mercilessly, dragging him back from the edge over and over, until his body was trembling, his cock leaking, his voice wrecked from begging.

Then, when she was finally done playing , she would milk him completely , forcing the release that he never truly earned. His cock would spill its load in a ruined, unsatisfying mess , his body shaking, his face a picture of helpless relief mixed with deep, aching frustration .

And as he lay there, panting, spent, Samantha would smirk down at him, wiping her fingers across his chest , barely acknowledging what she had just done to him.

"That’s all you get, baby," she murmured, her voice softer now, her fingers trailing gently over his face, brushing his hair back in a rare moment of tenderness. "I know it’s frustrating, but it’s for your own good. You belong to me, and I take care of what’s mine."

She leaned down, pressing a slow, lingering kiss to his forehead before pulling away. "Just enough to keep you from going crazy, my love."

And he would thank her —because despite the torment, the teasing, the denial, he knew he had never been more loved.

John's purpose in their marriage had been rewritten long ago, shaped into something Samantha delighted in. He wasn't a man in their bed. He was a tongue, a tool, a source of pleasure she could use however she pleased.

Every night, without fail, he worshipped her. It wasn’t a choice, it wasn’t a request— it was his duty .

She would lounge on the bed, stretched out like a goddess, barely acknowledging him as he settled between her legs, parting her thighs reverently. He knew his place. His lips and tongue were all he was allowed to use, and he never stopped  until she was utterly spent.

Some nights, she took her time with him. She would sigh softly, running lazy fingers through his hair, guiding him exactly  where she wanted him. She would moan, her hips shifting against his mouth, thighs pressing in tight when he got it just right. He loved those nights—when she purred sweet praise, when she let herself melt against his tongue, when she almost seemed tender.

Other nights, she was ruthless .

She would ride his face , grinding against him without restraint, her perfectly smooth, bare pussy glistening as she took what she wanted. Her scent, intoxicating and overpowering, coated his lips, his chin, his entire face as she drenched him in her arousal . Her fingers would twist in his hair, keeping him exactly where she needed him, using him until she was satisfied , until his tongue was slick with the taste of her. She didn’t care if he was gasping for breath, if his jaw ached, if his body trembled from exhaustion. None of that mattered. Only her pleasure did.

“Faster,” she would demand, her voice husky and wrecked with need. “Don’t stop, baby. Keep going. Just like that. Make me come. ”

And he would. Again and again, as many times as she wanted . His jaw ached, his tongue throbbed from the effort, but he never faltered. He couldn’t. This was his purpose.

When she was finally  done, when she was trembling, thighs slick and sensitive, she would roll away from him, sighing in pure satisfaction . But she wouldn’t let him go just yet.

She’d keep him there, between her legs, her thighs still damp from her pleasure, his mouth still pressed against her, nuzzling her like a devoted pet, inhaling her scent, desperate for more . She’d reach down lazily, pulling him up just enough so he could rest his head against her breasts, her perfect, full tits slick with the sweat of her pleasure, warm and heavy against his face .

John  moaned softly, his lips parting as he kissed the curve of her breast, suckling, worshiping, adoring every inch of her like the perfect little cuck he was. He loved her tits—soft, pillowy, yet firm in all the right places, her nipples always stiff and eager for his tongue.

She sighed, stroking his hair, tilting her head back in satisfaction. "Mmm, that’s right, baby," she purred. "You know how much I love this. My perfect little worshiper, always so eager to show me just how much you adore me."

His caged cock throbbed painfully, but Samantha only smirked, tilting his chin up with a single manicured finger . “You don’t need to fuck me, baby,” she whispered, her voice still dripping with satisfaction. “I get all the fucking I need elsewhere. You know that.”

She cupped her breasts , guiding them against his lips, letting him suckle like a needy thing, her nipples stiff and sensitive against his tongue. “Mmm, my perfect little cuck. That’s what I love about you. Always so eager to please. Always so desperate to show me how much you love me.”

John moaned softly against her skin, his cock straining, twitching uselessly behind its cage , while she ran her fingers through his hair, stroking him gently.

“You were such a good boy for me tonight,” she murmured, her voice sultry and affectionate. “Kept me satisfied, made me come so many times… Meanwhile, my lovers get to fill me up, stretch me out, fuck me exactly how I need.”

She let the words linger, reveling in the way he trembled, his need mixing with devotion, torment with worship . She traced her nails down his back, watching him shudder. “But you, my love? You give me something even better. You give me devotion.”

Sometimes, she let him sleep between her legs, his face still buried against her heat, her scent filling his every breath. He would fall asleep hard and aching , knowing he had done exactly  what he was meant to do.

She never reciprocated.

Her pleasure was all that mattered.

And yet, to the outside world, they looked like the perfect  married couple.

Samantha was affectionate, playful, and doting. In public, she curled her fingers through John’s, kissed his cheek, and leaned into his touch as if she were the sweetest, most devoted wife. No one would ever guess the truth—that beneath the surface, she was the one in charge .

John played his role well. He smiled at her like a devoted husband should, spoke softly and attentively, catered to her every whim. People saw him as the lucky one, a man with a stunning, adoring wife. They had no idea that at home, when the doors closed, Samantha ruled him completely .

Only their bulls knew the truth. And they were professional enough to be discreet.

The men who filled Samantha’s nights with pleasure understood exactly what she had at home—a husband who wasn’t competition, but a worshiper, a servant, a cuckold who existed only to please her . They never acknowledged him beyond what was necessary, never mentioned what they did to Samantha when she came back to him, drenched in their pleasure.

John knew his place. In public, he was the charming husband at Samantha’s side. But in private? He was her devoted pet, her eager worshiper, her perfect little cuck.

And John wouldn’t have it any other way.

CHAPTER III

John  moved methodically through the backyard, the soft glow of candles flickering as he adjusted each one to perfection. The warm night air carried the faint scent of jasmine incense, blending with the subtle aroma of the drinks he had carefully set out on the low table. He fluffed the cushions, arranging them just right, ensuring that everything was perfect for Samantha .

His attire was deliberately casual— a simple polo shirt and a pair of shorts —clothes that fit the role he played tonight. He wasn’t the main event. He was the caretaker , the servant , the cuck  who ensured everything was ready for his goddess and her lovers . His hands trembled slightly as he poured the last glass of wine, knowing that soon, he’d be nothing more than a spectator to her pleasure .

Inside, Samantha indulged in her preparation, taking her time, luxuriating in the slow, sensual ritual of getting ready for her bulls. John had already drawn her bath , filling it with scented oils, setting out her softest towels. He had laid out everything she needed—her razors, her delicate body scrub, the scented moisturizer he had carefully warmed between his hands before smoothing it onto her skin.

She reclined into the warm water, her perfect, bare body glistening , steam rising in soft waves around her. The heat made her skin flush, her nipples tightening as she let herself sink into the moment. She trailed her fingers lazily down her stomach, across the smooth expanse of her silken, hairless mound , dipping between her thighs to part her already slick folds . Tonight was important—she wanted to be immaculate, dripping, utterly irresistible .

John would have given anything to be in that tub with her, to touch, to kiss, to worship , but that wasn’t his role. Not tonight. Not ever.

After her bath, she moved with deliberate care, standing in front of the mirror, inspecting herself. Every inch of her was flawless, freshly shaven, soft and supple , exactly as she knew her lovers liked. Then came the deeper preparations.

John had set them out for her— her enemas, her lube, her favorite stainless-steel plug —because he knew exactly what she needed. She propped one foot up onto the vanity, her fingers smoothing lube between her cheeks before pressing the tip of the nozzle inside. The warm liquid filled her, making her shiver, her belly tightening as she took her time, ensuring she was thoroughly cleansed, perfectly prepped  for what was coming.

Once she was empty, she reached for the lube again, coating her fingers generously before sliding them between her cheeks. She worked herself open, moaning softly, circling her tight ring before pressing the cool metal plug against it. The stretch was slow, deliberate, her body adjusting to the fullness, the familiar pressure making her wetter by the second .

"Mmm… perfect," she murmured, admiring the way it fit snugly inside her, the weight of it a constant reminder that she was ready to be taken, used, filled completely . She glanced up at the mirror, tilting her head, considering what came next.

Makeup was part of the ritual—part of the transformation. She knew exactly what she wanted to see in her reflection. Slutty, but sophisticated. A high-priced whore, not some cheap street girl.  The kind of woman men paid thousands for just to spend a night worshiping .

She started with a flawless base , blending her foundation until her skin looked airbrushed, dewy, glowing. Next, she swept a warm bronzer  along the hollows of her cheeks, sculpting her face just enough to make her cheekbones pop, adding that sultry, contoured effect.

Her eyes were the real masterpiece. Dark, smoky, dangerously seductive.  She layered shimmering bronze over her lids before deepening the crease with rich espresso brown, blending until the transition was seamless. A razor-sharp wing extended from the corner of her eye, elongating her gaze, making her look both wicked and irresistible . A few coats of black mascara completed the effect, making her lashes long and fluttery.

Her lips? Full, glossy, kiss-swollen before a single mouth had even touched them.  She chose a deep nude, just dark enough to hint at danger, just glossy enough to make her mouth look wet, inviting, sinful.  The kind of lips a man wanted to feel wrapped around his cock.

She leaned closer, pressing her breasts together, smirking at herself in the mirror. "Now I look like a woman worth ruining marriages for," she whispered, pleased with the effect.

John was going to love  this. But more importantly? So were her bulls.

She finally rose, moving from the vanity, to her walk-in closet— soft, sultry, perfect —before slipping into something designed only for the privacy of a bedroom . The outfit was more of an indulgence than actual clothing— a sheer, black mesh babydoll, cropped so short it barely covered the underside of her full, perfect breasts, the deep plunge exposing the soft swell of her cleavage, her already stiff nipples pressing against the transparent fabric . The straps sat delicately on her shoulders, thin and fragile, as if they might snap from the slightest movement.

Beneath it, she wore a barely-there thong, thin straps resting high on her hips, framing the wet, glistening folds beneath . The material was so minimal it was practically nonexistent, just enough to tease, to highlight the way her body was already flushed, slick, and ready . She stepped into a pair of strappy black stilettos , adding just enough height to make her hips sway, the heels clicking against the hardwood floor as she adjusted the hem of her lingerie—not to cover herself, but just to make sure everything looked perfectly obscene .

She smirked at her reflection, knowing exactly how devastating she looked. Despite being older, she could still easily pass for a bombshell in her early twenties —a result of her rigorous Pilates, strength training, and the daily discipline she maintained over her body . She and John both cared about their fitness, their health, ensuring they always looked their best.

But Samantha had one extra advantage —the mind-blowing sex she got from her bulls was its own workout . Long, deep, athletic fucking  that left her drenched in sweat, her muscles quivering from exertion, and her skin glowing. It kept her young, kept her body tight, toned, and endlessly desirable .

She wasn’t dressing for John. She was dressing for the two young, eager bulls who would be arriving soon—men who deserved her, men who could truly use her . John could only wait, watch, and stay horny.

John stood in the backyard, waiting. His cock throbbed inside its cage , twitching uselessly, aching for relief he would never get. He could picture her inside, sliding on her heels, adjusting the thin straps of her lingerie, making herself even more perfect for them .

His throat went dry at the thought of them— her regulars, her favorite bulls, young, virile, long-lasting Black men, he knows about their stamina and size . The kind of men who could keep up with Samantha’s insatiable hunger. They weren’t just big; they were hung, thick, the kind of men who stretched her in ways he never could, who left her wrecked and glowing in satisfaction . And she loved them only for it.

John swallowed hard, adjusting a pillow, making sure everything was exactly as it should be. The night was about to begin.

And Samantha was almost ready for her boytoys .

The night air was thick with tension as John moved to the front door as soon as he heard the bell, his heart pounding against his ribs. His fingers hesitated on the handle for a brief second before he swallowed hard and pulled it open, stepping aside like the well-trained servant he was. The moment the door swung wide, he was greeted not with words, but with the sheer presence of the two men who towered over him—Omar and Jason.

They didn't spare him a glance. They never did. Their attention was solely reserved for the woman descending the staircase with slow, deliberate steps.

Samantha made an entrance.

The soft glow of the chandelier cast golden light over her flawless skin, highlighting every decadent curve as she moved with the grace of a goddess. Her sheer black babydoll clung to her, the delicate fabric swaying with each teasing step, the plunging neckline doing nothing to hide the stiff peaks of her bare nipples beneath. The thin straps barely held the material in place, threatening to slip from her shoulders with every subtle motion. Long, toned legs peeked through the filmy fabric, her smooth thighs flexing as she made her way down, her heels clicking against the polished wood in an unhurried, sultry rhythm.

Her hips swayed hypnotically, a silent invitation in the way she carried herself—knowing, confident, absolutely dripping with sensuality. The tiny thong riding between her perfect cheeks only accentuated the sinful curve of her ass, the delicate lace disappearing between soft flesh, leaving nothing to the imagination. She reached the bottom step and paused, allowing their hungry eyes to devour her.

"Damn," Omar rumbled, his deep voice carrying through the dimly lit entryway. His dark gaze locked onto Samantha, drinking her in from head to toe. "Look at you, baby. You really went all out for us tonight."

Samantha smirked, shifting her weight to one hip, letting the hem of her babydoll ride up just enough to tease the glistening heat between her thighs. She trailed one manicured hand down her stomach, her fingertips ghosting over her slit before resting just above it, a silent dare in her eyes.

"Of course I did," she purred, her voice dripping with honeyed seduction. "I always dress my best for real men."

Jason let out a low, appreciative chuckle, stepping inside with a confident swagger, his broad chest nearly brushing against John as he passed. "Damn right you do."

John swallowed back the knot of jealousy rising in his throat, stepping aside as the two men advanced into the house. Samantha didn't wait for them to come to her—she met them halfway, her body moving with liquid grace as she sauntered forward, her heels clicking softly against the hardwood floor. The sheer fabric of her lingerie did nothing to hide the way her nipples pressed against the material, already stiff and aching for attention.

Omar was the first to reach her, his large hands claiming her waist before sliding down to cup her ass through the delicate lace of her thong. "Mmm, fuck," he growled, pulling her flush against him. "Been waiting all week for this."

Samantha let out a breathy giggle, tilting her chin up so their lips barely brushed. "Missed me that much?"

"You have no idea," he murmured before claiming her mouth in a deep, wet kiss.

John's throat tightened as he watched. There was no hesitation, no pretense—Samantha melted into Omar’s embrace, her lips parting to welcome his tongue, her body arching against his as if she had been starving for this. The kiss was slow, deliberate, filled with raw hunger that had John's cock throbbing inside his unforgiving cage.

Jason wasn’t idle. His hands roamed freely, fingers tracing the curve of her bare thigh before slipping beneath the hem of her lingerie, exploring the slick heat waiting for them. "Mmm, you’re already soaked, Sam," he murmured, his lips finding the sensitive spot just below her ear. "You been thinking about us all day?"

She moaned softly, tilting her head to give him better access as Omar devoured her mouth. "Always," she whispered. "You boys keep me so fucking needy."

John shifted uncomfortably, the steel biting into his swollen flesh. Samantha caught the movement from the corner of her eye and smirked, pulling away from Omar just enough to glance over her shoulder at her caged, aching husband.

"Look at him," she teased, her voice dripping with amusement. "Poor baby. You see how desperate he is?"

Omar followed her gaze, finally acknowledging John for the first time that night. His lips curled into a knowing smirk. "Pathetic," he muttered, shaking his head. "Standing there, locked up, watching real men take what's ours."

Jason chuckled, gripping Samantha’s chin and guiding her back to him for another searing kiss. "And you love every second of it, don’t you, baby?"

She moaned into his mouth, her body shuddering with pure pleasure as their hands continued to explore, claiming every inch of her. Omar’s large hands slid up her sides, cupping her full, heavy breasts through the sheer fabric of her babydoll, his fingers rolling her stiff nipples between them, teasing and tugging just enough to make her gasp against Jason’s lips.

"Fuck, they’re sensitive tonight," Omar murmured, pulling down the delicate straps so her breasts spilled free, bare and ripe for their touch. He palmed them possessively, kneading the soft flesh, his thumbs flicking over her peaks, sending jolts of pleasure through her body.

Jason pulled back just enough to admire the view, his dark eyes gleaming with raw desire. "Mmm, perfect as ever," he growled before lowering his head, capturing one of her aching nipples in his mouth, sucking deeply, his tongue flicking over the sensitive bud.

Samantha whimpered, her fingers threading through his hair as Omar continued to play with her other breast, squeezing, pinching, tugging, the contrast of sensations making her body tremble. "God, yes… just like that," she moaned, arching into their touch, offering herself fully.

John could only watch, his caged cock twitching uselessly, the ache of denial burning through him as they feasted on her, worshiping her body like the prize she was.

"Mmm, I fucking live for it," Samantha purred, her voice thick with pleasure as their hands and mouths worked her over, owning her completely.

The night air was thick with humidity, heavy with the scent of jasmine and the lingering musk of Samantha’s perfume—a heady mix of something floral, something wicked. The lanterns flickered lazily, their golden glow stretching over the patio, tracing shadows along the plush cushions and casting a soft shimmer against the polished glasses John had meticulously arranged. Every detail had been attended to—the drinks chilled just right, the appetizers plated to perfection, the atmosphere set for indulgence. John had spent hours ensuring that everything was flawless, though none of it was for him.

His role tonight was clear, unspoken yet absolute: he was here to serve. To cater. To witness.

Omar and Jason took their time guiding Samantha to the center of the outdoor couch, settling her between them like the prize she was. She sank into the luxurious cushions, stretching her legs with deliberate, teasing ease, the sheer black fabric of her babydoll riding high up her thighs. The glow of the lanterns shimmered against her smooth, bare skin, highlighting the gentle curve of her toned calves, the sleek flex of her thighs, the inviting warmth of her parted legs.

John stood by, motionless, his breath caught in his throat as Samantha made herself comfortable. One of her delicate feet extended lazily, brushing against his calf—an absentminded little gesture, one that sent a fresh wave of humiliation surging through him. His cage pulsed, pressing unforgivingly against his swollen flesh, his body betraying him completely.

She let out a soft, indulgent sigh, shifting her weight slightly, causing her barely-there lingerie to slip even higher, revealing the shadowy hint of damp lace underneath. Jason noticed instantly, his dark gaze locking onto her thighs as his fingers traced slow, possessive patterns against her skin. He inched closer, pressing his broad chest against her side, his lips brushing over her shoulder, inhaling her scent like a man indulging in something addictive.

Omar wasn’t far behind. He shifted beside her, one arm draping over the back of the couch, his fingertips grazing her exposed collarbone, then sliding down, mapping the dip between her breasts. His touch was unhurried, confident—like she was already his, already owned. He turned his head slightly, his lips grazing the shell of her ear as he murmured, "Feels good, doesn’t it? Being between us like this. Like our woman."

Samantha let out a pleased hum, her body melting between them, their combined heat and touch making her ache. "Mmm," she purred, letting the men settle in around her, their large hands already claiming her body. "This is exactly where I belong."

"Drinks, baby," she purred, waving a lazy hand. "You know how I like mine. And make sure my boys get exactly what they want."

John moved quickly, fetching the glasses from the bar cart, hands steady despite the ache building in his stomach. He poured carefully, filling Samantha’s wine glass with a deep red vintage, before handing whiskey tumblers to Omar and Jason.

He stepped back, expecting to fade into the background, but Samantha had other plans.

She tilted her head back against Omar’s shoulder, moaning softly as Jason’s fingers traced circles along the inside of her thigh. "John, baby," she murmured, glancing at him through lidded eyes. "Tell them how much you love this."

His throat went dry. "I… I love this," he managed, his voice barely above a whisper.

Jason chuckled against her neck, his lips pressing hot, open-mouthed kisses along her skin. "Nah, say it like you mean it, little man."

Omar smirked, his hands cupping Samantha’s breasts, rolling her nipples between his fingers. "Yeah, let’s hear it. Tell us why you love watching your wife get taken care of by real men."

John’s face burned, his cage tightening painfully as he tried to find the words. His cock twitched inside its confines, leaking against the fabric of his shorts. "I love… watching Samantha with real men. Seeing her pleased. Knowing she’s getting what she needs."

Samantha moaned dramatically as Omar pinched her nipples, twisting them just hard enough to make her gasp. "Mmm, that’s right, baby. I need this. You know that, don’t you?"

"Yes, Samantha," John croaked, his knees weak as he stood before them, a silent, obedient witness.

Jason grinned, leaning in to suck one of Samantha’s stiff peaks into his mouth, his tongue flicking over it before biting down just enough to make her shudder. "Fuck, she tastes good."

Omar’s lips followed the curve of her jawline, nipping at her skin, leaving bruises along her collarbone. "Mmm, she was made for this. You see that, little man? This is what a woman like Samantha deserves."

John’s shorts were damp now, a humiliating wet patch forming from his own arousal, his body betraying him even as he fought for composure. Samantha’s gaze flicked downward, her smirk widening.

"Oh, baby," she purred, reaching out with one manicured finger, tracing the damp spot. "You’re leaking for me, aren’t you? Just from watching?"

John trembled, humiliated, desperate. "Yes, Samantha."

She let out a breathy laugh, leaning back into the embrace of her lovers, spreading her thighs wider, letting their hands roam freely over her body. Omar slid a hand between her legs, fingers stroking over the wet lace of her thong, teasing the soaked fabric before sliding it aside. "Fuck, she’s drenched already. You really do love this, don’t you, Sam? Being our plaything?"

She whimpered as Jason captured her mouth in a deep, searing kiss, his tongue pushing inside, claiming her fully. Omar’s fingers dipped lower, spreading her slick folds, rubbing slow, teasing circles over her clit. "Mmm, yes," Samantha breathed against Jason’s lips. "I love it. Love knowing he’s watching. Love knowing he can’t do a damn thing about it."

John's legs wobbled beneath him, his hands clenched at his sides as Omar pushed a thick finger inside Samantha, curling it just right, making her moan into Jason’s mouth. He pumped slowly, methodically, watching as her hips rolled against his hand, desperate for more.

"God, look at her," Jason murmured, his hands still kneading her breasts, his teeth scraping against her throat. "So fucking needy. You get like this when we’re not around, baby? You miss our cocks?"

Samantha moaned, grinding down against Omar’s fingers. "Mmm, all the time."

Jason grinned, pinching one of her nipples between his teeth, sucking deep, leaving a dark mark just above her breast. "Bet you lay in bed at night, touching yourself, thinking about us stretching you open."

She whimpered, her hips jerking against Omar’s hand. "Yes… I do. I miss it so much."

John whimpered audibly, his arousal impossible to hide. Samantha turned her head just enough to see him, licking her lips as she pressed her hips harder against Omar’s touch. "You love this, don’t you, baby? Watching me take real men?"

John swallowed, barely able to find his voice. "Yes," he whispered. "I love it. I love watching you take real men."

Jason chuckled darkly, grabbing the base of her jaw, tilting her face up. "That’s a good little cuck. Now, be a good boy and go get us another round while we really get her warmed up."

As John turned to leave, his head spinning, Jason’s voice stopped him mid-step. "Hold up. Before you go… let’s make sure you really understand your place."

Omar smirked as he grabbed Samantha’s wrist, guiding her hand between her own thighs. "Let’s make this even better."

Samantha let out a sultry gasp as he pressed her fingers into her dripping pussy, his grip firm as he made her spread herself open, stroking her own pussy while the men watched. "Mmm, so wet," Omar growled, his eyes dark with satisfaction. "Work yourself nice and deep, baby. Let’s make sure your little cuck gets a taste of you before we have our fun."

John’s breath hitched, his cage throbbing painfully as he watched Samantha slide two fingers inside herself, curling them just right, moaning at the sensation. Her slick arousal coated her fingertips as Omar guided her movements, ensuring she was soaked and ready.

"Pull them out," Omar ordered, his voice a low command. Samantha obeyed, her fingers glistening in the lantern light, dripping with her own desire. Omar lifted her wrist, turning her hand toward John. "Come here, little man. Taste what a real man does to your wife."

John hesitated, his heart pounding.

"Now," Jason growled, his tone leaving no room for defiance.

Shaking, John stepped forward, his face burning as Omar guided Samantha’s fingers to his lips. The scent of her arousal overwhelmed him, a mix of shame and deep, aching need coursing through his body. His lips parted obediently, his tongue darting out, tasting the slick heat that coated her skin.

Jason smirked. "There’s a good boy. Now go fetch those drinks. We’re just getting started."

The heat of the night had nothing on the fire between Samantha and her two young black bulls. The air smelled of sweat, sex, and the lingering traces of jasmine from her perfume. John sat inches away, perched on the edge of a chair that might as well have been his throne of humiliation, his hands clenched into fists on his lap, his caged cock throbbing against the tight fabric of his shorts. His position was deliberate—close enough to see everything, to feel every shift of the scene before him, yet entirely unable to participate.

Samantha, stretched across the couch between Omar and Jason, let the moment build, savoring the slow, deliberate anticipation. She didn’t rush—this was her playground, her stage, and she intended to make them as desperate for her as she already was for them.

She let her fingertips ghost over their thighs first, teasing the thick muscles, feeling the power coiled beneath their skin. Her nails traced along the ridges of their abs, just barely grazing the fabric of their basketball shorts, teasing them before she finally let her fingers brush against the outlines of their heavy cocks. She smirked at the way their breath hitched, at the barely contained hunger in their eyes.

Slowly, she hooked her fingers under their waistbands, inching the fabric down at an excruciating pace, unveiling inch after inch of thick, heavy flesh. Her eyes darkened at the sight—no matter how many times she had them, the sheer size of them never ceased to take her breath away.

She wrapped her fingers around them both, her touch alternating between slow, deliberate squeezes and smooth, gliding strokes, each movement designed to drive them wild. Her nails lightly scraped along the thick veins running down their shafts before her grip tightened, pumping them with sensual precision. "God, I missed these," she murmured, letting her thumb run over their swollen tips, gathering the beads of precum, bringing her finger to her lips to taste them.

Omar groaned, gripping the back of her neck. "Enough teasing, baby. Put that pretty mouth to work."

Samantha smirked up at him, her eyes gleaming with mischief before she finally dipped forward, her tongue flicking against the head of Jason’s cock first, swirling around the sensitive tip before dragging her mouth down his length, her spit glistening in the lantern light. She took him inch by inch, sucking gently before pulling back, letting a string of saliva connect her lips to his cock.

Then she turned to Omar, repeating the same slow, torturous process. Even after three years, they were still too big for her mouth to take fully. Her jaw stretched wide, her lips parting over Omar’s thick length, trying to take more, her eyes watering slightly as she attempted to push deeper.

Behind her, Jason wasn’t idle. His hands roamed freely over her body, sliding down the arch of her back, tracing the curve of her waist before gripping the swell of her ass. He squeezed firmly, watching the way her body tensed and relaxed beneath his touch. His fingers skimmed over the thin fabric of her thong, feeling the heat radiating from her soaked slit. He chuckled, leaning in, his lips grazing the nape of her neck as he murmured, "Mmm, you’re already dripping, baby. All this just from sucking cock?"

Samantha moaned around Omar, her response muffled as Jason’s fingers dipped beneath the lace, pressing against her slick folds. He teased her entrance, barely pushing inside, then withdrawing, making her whimper in frustration. "So needy," he growled, sliding his fingers up to circle her swollen clit, rubbing in slow, deliberate strokes.

She arched her back, instinctively grinding into his touch, her hips rolling as she tried to get more friction. But Jason was in no rush—he enjoyed making her beg. "Focus on him, baby," he whispered, nipping at her shoulder as he kept his strokes teasing and light. "Don’t get distracted."

But she knew her limits. And they loved watching her struggle to take them in her mouth fully.

"Mmm," she moaned, letting her tongue trace the sensitive tip of Omar’s cock before turning to Jason, sucking him into her mouth inch by inch. "Still too big for me, boys."

Jason groaned, his hand tangling in her hair, guiding her rhythm. "We love that tight little mouth trying, though."

John’s cock strained painfully in its cage, every slick sound of Samantha’s lips wrapping around them sending jolts of frustration through his body. The obscene, wet noises filled the air, teasing his ears as his neglected shaft ached, trapped and throbbing, denied even the slightest relief. His shorts were already damp with precum, a humiliating sign of his place in this dynamic. He was nothing compared to them—he never would be.

Samantha took Omar into her mouth next, her jaw straining as she sucked, spit pooling down her chin as she tried to take more, her hands stroking what she couldn’t fit. The stretch made her moan, vibrations humming against his length.

"That’s it, baby," Omar groaned, watching her work. "You love this, don’t you?"

She moaned around him in response, nodding as she bobbed her head, her throat tightening as she tried to swallow him deeper.

Behind her, Jason’s hands traced her ass, sliding over the thin strip of lace barely covering her soaked pussy. He hooked a finger under the waistband of her thong, tugging it roughly, making her arch her back.

“Let’s get rid of this,” Jason murmured, his fingers curling around the waistband of Samantha’s thong. He tugged it down agonizingly slow, savoring the way the damp lace clung to her soaked slit before finally peeling it away. A glistening string of arousal stretched between her thighs and the fabric as he held it up, smirking.

He turned, locking eyes with John, and without hesitation, he tossed the soaked thong directly at his chest. "Catch."

John barely managed to react, his hands fumbling to grab the warm, soaked scrap of lingerie before it could hit the floor. The heat from Samantha’s body still clung to it, the scent of her arousal unmistakable, thick, and intoxicating.

Before he could process the humiliation, Samantha’s breathless voice cut through the night air, sultry and commanding between wet slurps around Omar’s cock. "Smell them, baby."

John’s stomach twisted, his hands trembling as he lifted the delicate lace to his face. The musky sweetness of her arousal invaded his senses, making his cock pulse violently against the confines of his cage. His breath hitched, shame flooding him as he inhaled deeply, his face burning with humiliation.

Meanwhile, Samantha moaned around Omar, spit dripping from her lips as she continued working his thick length, oblivious to the way her husband sat there, utterly undone by something as simple as the scent of her pleasure.

Jason let out a low chuckle as his fingers traced over the small silver jewel nestled between Samantha’s cheeks. "Damn girl, you’re all prepped like usual."

He spread her cheeks a little wider, admiring how perfectly the plug sat, the way her tight hole hugged around it. His thumb brushed against the jeweled end, pressing down just enough to make her shudder.

She gasped as he slapped her ass—harder this time—his palm lingering afterward, kneading the soft flesh, enjoying the way she trembled beneath his touch.

"Mmm, of course," she purred as she pulled back, her lips red and swollen. "I always come ready for my boys."

Jason smirked, his fingers tracing circles around the base of the plug before giving it a slow, teasing tug, just enough to make her body jolt in response. "Then let’s put that to good use."

He leaned in, his mouth grazing the curve of her hip, trailing open-mouthed kisses down to the top of her thigh while his hand slid between her legs. He let his knuckles graze her slick folds, feeling the heat of her arousal against his skin.

"So wet already," he murmured against her skin. "You love this, don’t you? Being on display, being used like the perfect little toy you are."

She whimpered, pressing back against his touch, but he wasn’t giving her everything just yet. He took his time, enjoying how she squirmed under his hand, how her body begged for more without words.

John sat frozen, barely breathing, watching as Jason played with his wife’s body, his fingers teasing, his grip firm. This wasn’t just taking her—it was owning her, making sure she felt every second of it. Making sure John did too.

He grabbed her hips, flipping her onto all fours on the couch, lining her up between them. Omar stood in front of her, his cock resting against her lips as Jason positioned himself behind her, running his thick head between her soaked folds before pushing inside. Samantha gasped, her back arching as he stretched her open.

"Fuck, yes," she moaned, gripping Omar’s thighs for support as Jason bottomed out. "God, you feel so fucking good."

John clenched his fists, every nerve in his body screaming with jealousy and arousal. His breath was shallow, barely keeping up with the scene unfolding before him. His thighs trembled as he fought against the instinct to adjust himself in his seat, to do anything to relieve the impossible ache pulsing through his caged cock. The scent of Samantha’s arousal, thick in the air, only made it worse.

Samantha moaned loudly, her body jerking forward with every deep thrust from Jason behind her, her nails clawing at the cushions for support. Her back arched, her body responding instinctively to every movement, her walls gripping him greedily, sucking him deeper. Jason’s grip on her hips tightened, his fingers sinking into her soft skin, using her the way she was meant to be used.

She turned her head just enough to catch John’s wide-eyed stare, her smirk dripping with wicked amusement. "Look at how deep he goes, baby…" she moaned breathlessly, her voice taunting, dripping with raw pleasure. "Can you even remember what that feels like?"

She didn't wait for an answer—she already knew it. Instead, she threw her head back, letting out a guttural moan as Jason slammed into her even harder, his hips smacking against her ass, her body rippling under his control. John whimpered, his fists clenching harder, his entire body trembling with frustration, humiliation, and an unbearable, gnawing need that would never be satisfied.

Omar grabbed her chin, bringing her focus back to him. "Eyes on me, baby," he commanded before pushing his cock past her parted lips.

She was completely filled—Jason thrusting into her from behind, Omar stretching her mouth, spit pooling at the corners of her lips as she struggled to take him deeper. The weight of Omar’s cock pressed against her tongue, his thickness making her jaw ache deliciously as she worked him, moaning around his length.

Omar groaned, one hand gripping the back of her head, the other roaming down to her heaving chest. His fingers traced over the delicate lace still barely covering her breasts, his touch rough as he pulled the fabric down, exposing her stiff, sensitive nipples. He palmed her breasts possessively, rolling her nipples between his fingers, tugging just enough to make her gasp around him, the vibrations sending a jolt of pleasure straight through his cock.

"Fuck, you’re perfect," he groaned, squeezing the soft flesh before flicking his thumbs over her hardened nipples. "So eager. So fucking hungry for it."

Behind her, Jason wasn’t letting up either. He adjusted his grip, fingers digging into her hips as he drove himself deeper, his cock stretching her open with every powerful thrust. Each time he slammed forward, the force made Samantha’s mouth sink further down Omar’s length, making her gag slightly before she found her rhythm again, swallowing around him like the perfect toy she was.

"Mmm," Omar grunted, his head tipping back. "She’s getting better, but she still can’t take it all."

Jason smirked, watching the way Samantha’s body shook between them. "She’ll keep trying," he growled, landing another sharp slap to her ass, watching it jiggle before gripping the supple flesh. "Won’t you, baby?"

Samantha let out a muffled moan, nodding as Omar pressed her further onto his cock, holding her there for a second before easing back, letting her gasp for air before she dove right back in. The couch beneath them creaked as they worked her over, their bodies claiming her completely, leaving no part of her untouched or unfilled.

"This is what a real man feels like," Jason grunted, gripping her hips tighter, making her take every inch. "You’re just here to watch."

John whimpered, his cage throbbing painfully, but Samantha denied him any contact. He was just the spectator, the obedient little cuck who got off on watching his wife be ruined by men far better than him.

After what felt like forever, Omar pulled out of her mouth, stroking himself as Samantha gasped for air. Jason wasn’t done yet—he pushed her forward onto her back, spreading her legs wide as Omar knelt between them. He grabbed the bottle of lube from the side table, perfectly placed by John earlier, and smirked down at her.

"Time to put this pretty ass to work."

He grabbed her plug, twisting it slightly, teasing her with the sensation before easing it out inch by inch, her tight hole clenching around the absence, making her whimper. The cool air against her now-exposed entrance sent a shiver down her spine, her breath hitching in anticipation. She felt utterly exposed, completely at their mercy.

Jason chuckled at the way her body reacted. "She’s so fucking eager. Look at that greedy little hole twitching for it."

John sat motionless, watching in agony as Omar took his time slicking his cock with lube, making a show of it, letting Samantha hear the sound, feel the weight of his presence hovering behind her. He ran the thick head of his cock over her freshly opened entrance, smearing the warm slickness against her before applying just the slightest pressure.

"Relax, baby," Omar murmured, his large hands gripping her hips, holding her still as he pressed forward.

Samantha gasped sharply, her body instinctively arching at the overwhelming stretch. "Ohhh… fuck," she breathed, her fingers twisting into the cushions, her thighs trembling as Omar took his time, sinking deeper, inch by inch. The slow, aching burn made her toes curl, made her chest rise and fall in rapid breaths, pleasure and pain twisting into something unbearably perfect.

Jason grinned down at her, gripping her jaw, forcing her to look up at him as he teased her entrance with his cock. "You can take it, baby. You always do."

She nodded breathlessly, licking her lips, her body trapped between the delicious invasion of Omar stretching her ass and Jason teasing her soaked pussy. And then, in one smooth motion, Jason pushed inside her too, filling her completely, their bodies locking her in place, stuffing her beyond her limits.

Her mouth fell open, a strangled moan escaping as the sensation consumed her. "Oh fuck! Oh my God!"

"That’s it," Omar groaned, gripping her hips tighter. "Now we make her feel what a real man is."

John’s entire body burned, his cock straining, leaking against his shorts, the ache unbearable as he watched Samantha’s body tremble between the two men claiming her. She was utterly filled, her pussy stretched around Jason’s thick cock as Omar drove into her tight ass, their movements perfectly synchronized, leaving her no room to escape their relentless rhythm.

Each deep thrust forced her forward onto Jason’s cock, his thickness sliding impossibly deep as she let out a strangled cry of pleasure. The sheer stretch had her eyes rolling back, her nails clawing at Jason’s arms as she gasped for breath. The heat between them was intoxicating—her body slick with sweat, their combined scent heavy in the air, the crude, wet sounds of skin against skin filling the night.

Her body tensed with every deep thrust, her breath coming in short, desperate gasps as the overwhelming fullness sent wave after wave of pleasure through her. Her thighs clenched involuntarily, her fingers curling against the cushions, her entire form quivering as she surrendered completely to the relentless sensations consuming her. "Oh fuck—oh my God!" she sobbed, overwhelmed by the brutal ecstasy of being completely stuffed, every inch of her body claimed. Omar grunted behind her, gripping her hips harder, watching the way her ass swallowed his cock with every deep thrust.

"Look at her," he growled, his fingers sinking into her supple flesh. "Taking every inch like she was born for this. She knows exactly where she belongs—between us, stuffed full, begging for more."

Jason groaned, his hand sliding up her stomach to grab her breasts, squeezing as he felt her pussy flutter around him. "She’s about to cum," he smirked, thrusting even deeper, his thick shaft rubbing against her most sensitive spot. "Aren’t you, baby? You’re gonna cum with both of us inside you, aren’t you?"

Samantha couldn’t answer—her body had already given in, her thighs tensing, her back arching, every nerve in her body tightening into an unbearable coil before snapping. A deep, guttural cry ripped from her throat as she shattered, her orgasm crashing over her like a tidal wave. Her walls clenched around Jason’s cock, milking him as her entire body shook uncontrollably, her ass tightening around Omar, making him groan in approval.

"Fuck yes," Omar snarled, slamming into her harder, chasing his own release as her body trembled between them, completely wrecked by the overwhelming pleasure.

"God, yes!" she cried, nails digging into Jason’s arms, her head rolling back as pleasure overwhelmed her. The pressure, the fullness, the sheer force of it all—it was too much, and yet, not enough. She needed more.

"You fucking need this, don’t you?" Jason growled against her ear, his breath hot as he thrust deeper. "Every inch, every stretch—made just for us to enjoy you."

"Yes!" she sobbed, her entire body trembling between them. "I love it. I love being used."

The men picked up their pace, their groans mingling with Samantha’s cries of pleasure, the relentless rhythm of their thrusts sending shockwaves through her overstimulated body. Jason’s grip on her thighs tightened as he drove into her soaked pussy, his thick length stretching her wide, pushing her closer to another unbearable climax. Behind her, Omar anchored her hips, his cock plunging deeper into her tight, gripping ass, his breath ragged against the back of her neck.

"Fuck, she’s squeezing so tight," Omar groaned, his fingers digging into her soft flesh, his cock twitching from the pressure of her body milking him. "You love being stuffed like this, don’t you, baby? Taking both of us like a good little slut?"

Samantha could barely find the breath to answer, her entire body trembling, every nerve lit up as pleasure overtook her senses. Her nails scraped against Jason’s arms, her moans breaking into desperate, whimpering sobs. "Yes—yes! Oh God, don’t stop!"

Her walls spasmed around Jason’s cock, her ass squeezing around Omar at the same time, the overwhelming sensation triggering another violent orgasm. Her entire body locked up, her back arching as she came hard, the intensity shaking her to her core. A deep, guttural cry tore from her lips, her juices gushing around Jason’s cock as she convulsed between them, utterly wrecked and ruined.

Jason let out a deep, guttural groan, his grip on her thighs tightening as her walls squeezed around him, her climax milking him with relentless intensity. His muscles tensed, his breath coming in sharp, ragged bursts as the pleasure overtook him, his body surrendering to the unbearable heat of her pulsing pussy. "Fuck—gonna fill you up, baby," he snarled, slamming into her one last time before spilling deep inside her, his heat flooding her core.

Behind her, Omar groaned in raw pleasure, his hands locking onto her hips as her ass pulsed around him, gripping him in rhythmic waves. His vision blurred for a second, the sheer tightness of her body sending shudders through him. He let out a deep, guttural moan, his grip tightening as he slammed deep one last time, filling her completely. Heat coiled through his muscles, his climax taking over, his body rigid as he emptied himself inside her, the raw pleasure crashing over him like a tidal wave. He buried himself to the hilt, growling against her skin as he came, filling her completely, his grip tightening on her hips as he rode out his release.

Samantha gasped, her body twitching, completely spent, completely filled, completely theirs.

John trembled, his cage throbbing painfully, his shorts sticky with his own arousal, but no release would come for him. He wasn’t part of this. He never would be.

CHAPTER IV

The night air had settled into a quiet hum, the sounds of crickets and distant city life filling the backyard as the aftermath of the intense scene lingered in the air. The scent of sweat, sex, and Samantha’s intoxicating perfume still clung to the cushions and the very fabric of the night. But now, the energy had shifted.

Like clockwork, Omar and Jason cleaned up, their movements practiced and efficient. A few knowing smirks, a chuckle exchanged between them, and then, just as quickly as they had dominated the space, they prepared to leave.

John, however, remained kneeling, his gaze flicking briefly toward Samantha for any unspoken command. As if reading his silent plea, Samantha turned toward him, tilting her chin slightly.

"Clean me up, baby," she murmured, her tone soft yet laced with quiet authority.

John swallowed hard, nodding as he scrambled to his feet and padded toward the nearby table, retrieving a damp towel that had been left there for this very purpose. His fingers trembled slightly as he soaked it in warm water, wringing it out carefully before returning to kneel before her.

He returned to her, lowering his eyes as he unfolded the towel, reverence evident in his every movement. With slow, deliberate care, he ran it over her inner thighs, wiping away the evidence of the night’s indulgence. His breath hitched as he worked, his touch delicate, almost worshipful, as he cleaned every inch of her skin, pausing slightly when he reached her most sensitive spots. He lingered there, not out of defiance but in awe, his fingers ghosting over the silkiness of her skin as he did his duty.

Samantha watched him through half-lidded eyes, allowing herself to sink deeper into the cushions, sighing contentedly as John carried out his task with the utmost care. "That’s it, baby. Take your time. Make sure I’m clean." She winked, the corner of her lips curving into a knowing smirk.

John whimpered at her words but obeyed, ensuring that no trace of the evening’s indulgence remained before finally setting the towel aside. Only when she was fully satisfied did Samantha cup his chin, lifting his gaze to hers. "Good boy."

Jason was the first to lean in, grabbing Samantha by the chin and pulling her into one last deep, languid kiss. His tongue traced over her lips before he pulled back, his dark eyes filled with satisfaction. "Until next time, baby. You were perfect, as always."

Omar followed, his hands still possessive as he cupped her face, dragging his thumb over her swollen lips before sealing one final kiss against her mouth. "We’ll be thinking about this until we see you again."

John sat there, still seated where he had been for the entirety of the evening, silent and motionless. When Omar turned his gaze on him, there was nothing but acknowledgment—a silent nod, a reminder of his place. Nothing more was needed.

The heavy door clicked shut behind them, leaving Samantha and John alone in the quiet hum of the night. The room still carried the echoes of what had just transpired—the lingering heat, the scent of sweat and pleasure thick in the air, the cushions marked by the weight of bodies that had claimed her so thoroughly. But now, the energy had shifted. It was no longer about raw need, about dominance and submission at its most primal. Now, it was something softer, more deliberate.

John exhaled slowly, his body still thrumming from the evening’s events, though in a vastly different way than Samantha’s. He hadn’t moved from his spot, still sitting in the same chair, still locked in the silent throes of his own torment. His gaze was distant, lingering on the last place he had seen Omar and Jason, as if waiting for permission to move. The space felt heavier now, yet intimate, private in a way that wasn’t before.

Samantha stretched luxuriously, her muscles loose, her body completely at ease in the aftermath. She reached for the silky robe she had left draped over the back of the couch, sliding it over her bare skin, the fabric cool and smooth against her sensitized flesh. She tied it loosely at the waist, letting the material shift as she moved, the deep slit parting just enough to reveal the toned length of her thighs as she settled back against the cushions, exhaling in satisfaction.

Her gaze flicked toward John, who hadn’t moved. His fists were still clenched against his thighs, his breathing slow but shallow. The telltale bulge of his denied arousal strained painfully against the confines of his cage, his body locked in place, waiting for instruction. She smiled, watching him for a long moment before speaking, her voice soft but firm.

"Strip, baby."

The words were simple, but the effect was immediate. John jolted slightly, his fingers twitching before they moved, fumbling at the waistband of his shorts. He pushed them down, letting them pool at his feet before stepping out of them, his shirt following soon after. Now, he was completely bare—except for his cage, the cruel symbol of his submission, his arousal on full display and yet utterly useless.

Samantha leaned forward slightly, patting her lap in invitation. "Come here."

He hesitated only for a second before obeying, crawling toward her like he had countless times before, though this moment felt different. The intensity of the evening still lingered in the air, making every movement feel weighted, every touch charged with something deeper. He settled himself carefully, his body folding into her lap, his head resting against her chest as her arms came around him.

She ran her fingers through his hair, slow and methodical, her nails lightly scratching his scalp as she let him sink further into the warmth of her touch. He exhaled, his breath shuddering, the tension leaving his body little by little.

"That’s it," she murmured, her voice like silk against his skin. "Such a good boy for me tonight. You waited so patiently, watched so obediently, knowing your place, knowing exactly where you belong."

John whimpered softly, turning his face against the silk of her robe, his lips brushing against the smooth fabric as he soaked in her praise. His body relaxed further, his weight fully resting against her as the last of his tension unraveled.

She tilted his chin up, forcing his gaze to meet hers. "You love this, don’t you? Knowing I’m pleased, knowing you’ve done everything right?"

His throat bobbed as he swallowed, his voice barely a whisper. "Yes, Samantha. I love it. I love being yours."

Her lips curved into a satisfied smile, her fingers tightening in his hair just enough to make him gasp. "Good boy," she purred, pressing a slow, lingering kiss to his forehead. "That’s exactly what I love to hear."

The night stretched on around them, the intensity of before giving way to something more intimate, more profound. John curled deeper into her, his body pliant, his need no longer defined by his own desire but by hers. Samantha, fully satiated, fully content, stroked his hair in quiet ownership, basking in the deep, unshakable control she held over him. The night was theirs now, a slow descent into something softer, something lasting, where pleasure and devotion intertwined seamlessly in the silence between them.

After the backyard had grown too cool, Samantha had led John inside, the warmth of their home wrapping around them like a second skin. The shift in setting only deepened the atmosphere, transitioning from the rawness of the outdoors to something more intimate, more controlled. Now, the air inside their bedroom was thick with anticipation, the dim glow of the bedside lamp casting long shadows over the smooth leather of Samantha’s chair. She lounged effortlessly, her silk robe parted just enough to reveal the bare curves beneath, legs crossed, a glass of wine in one hand, the other resting on John’s nape as he knelt beside her, waiting for instruction.

On the desk before him lay an open diary, its pages pristine, waiting to be filled with every filthy detail of the night he had just endured. A pen sat between his trembling fingers, his pulse pounding as he prepared to put the events into words. The atmosphere was thick, humming with unspoken command, Samantha’s presence a force that kept him tethered in place.

"Go on, baby," Samantha purred, dragging her nails lightly through his hair, sending a shiver down his spine. "Start from the beginning. And don’t leave anything out. I want every dirty little thought you had tonight on that page."

John swallowed thickly, lowering his gaze to the blank paper before him. His hands shook slightly as he brought the pen down, his mind still flooded with the sounds, the scents, the unbearable pleasure and torment of the night. He hesitated for only a moment before the words began to flow.

The moment I opened the door, I knew I was nothing. They towered over me, confident, powerful, their eyes not even bothering to acknowledge my presence. I wasn’t there for them. I wasn’t meant to be seen. I was a bystander. A servant. A toy they would discard when they were done.

Samantha  hummed approvingly, sipping her wine. "Good start. Keep going. Tell me how you felt watching me tonight."

John’s breath hitched, and he obeyed, his body growing warmer under her gaze.

She was stunning. God, she was beyond stunning. The way they looked at her, the way their hands claimed her, the way her body welcomed them—it was like watching something holy. Something divine. I could barely breathe. My cock throbbed in its cage, painfully aware of how useless I was. I would never have her the way they did. I would never deserve to.

His hand trembled as he wrote the words, his humiliation sinking deeper into his bones. Samantha smirked, her fingers tightening slightly in his hair, tilting his head so she could gaze down at him, her expression both amused and expectant.

"Tell me how you felt when I told you to smell my panties, baby. The look on your face was priceless."

John whimpered softly, his pulse racing as he recalled the moment, the sheer heat of it washing over him again. Samantha’s fingers drifted from his hair, sliding down the nape of his neck before tracing along the sensitive curve of his ear. She leaned in, her breath hot against his skin as her lips brushed over the shell of his ear, sending a shiver straight down his spine.

She let her lips graze his neck, slow and deliberate, placing featherlight kisses along the sensitive skin before sucking gently, teasing him with the promise of a mark. Her other hand, lazy and playful, slipped downward, tracing circles over his chest before finding one of his nipples, rolling it between her fingers.

John gasped, his body stiffening at the attention, his cage pulsing painfully as she toyed with him, every sensation heightening the humiliation and desire that tangled inside him. "Mmm, baby," she purred, nuzzling against his throat. "I love how easily you melt for me."

She tossed them into my lap, her voice dripping with amusement. "Smell them, baby," she had said, her lips wrapped around another man’s cock as she degraded me with a simple command. I had obeyed instantly, lifting the damp lace to my nose, the scent of her arousal so potent it made my knees weak. I wanted to die from the shame of it. And yet, my cock leaked uselessly inside its prison, throbbing, aching, desperate to be freed.

Samantha  chuckled. "That’s more like it. I love when you really let yourself feel it, baby. Now, tell me how it felt when they took me together. How did you feel knowing I was being filled in both holes at once, something you could never give me?"

John’s face burned, his cage straining painfully as he forced himself to put the words down, reliving every thrust, every moan, every moment he sat there, useless and aching as Samantha was completely wrecked by her bulls.

She came so hard. Again and again. She screamed for them, begged for them, her body shaking as they took her together. She was ruined by the time they were finished, her holes dripping, filled, completely used.

His breath came in short gasps, the weight of his own confession almost unbearable. But Samantha’s voice was gentle, coaxing him deeper.

"And you? How did it make you feel?" she whispered, her fingers tracing lazy patterns over his scalp. "What did it do to you, sitting there, watching me be everything you could never have?"

John exhaled shakily and pressed the pen to the page once more, his hand cramping slightly from the force of his grip.

I was nothing. I am nothing. But I love her. I love this. And I wouldn’t change a thing.

A satisfied smirk curled at Samantha’s lips as she plucked the diary from the desk, flipping lazily through the filled pages. She read his words in silence, a deep hum of pleasure vibrating in her throat as she absorbed every shameful confession, every desperate thought he had committed to paper.

She snapped the book shut with a sharp sound, meeting his eyes with a glint of wicked satisfaction. "This will be fun to read again next time."

John’s entire body burned with humiliation, his heart pounding as Samantha leaned forward, setting the diary aside. Her robe slipped slightly, exposing the bare swell of her breast, her body still flushed with the remnants of pleasure.

She tilted his chin up with two fingers, her smirk deepening as she brushed her thumb over his parted lips. "Now let’s get on with your milking," she purred. "I think I’ve still got a couple more orgasms left in me. Time to put your mouth to use."

His cage pulsed painfully at her words, his stomach flipping as she guided him downward, parting her thighs in invitation. He knew exactly what was expected of him, and he knew that denying her even an ounce of pleasure was never an option.

His final diary entry: I don’t know how I’ll survive until next month. But I love her. I love this. And I wouldn’t change a thing.

***

Enjoyed the story?

If this tale left you wanting more, I’d love to hear your thoughts! Your rating or review makes a world of difference —it not only fuels my passion for writing but also helps other readers find and enjoy these steamy adventures. Thank you for being part of this journey. 💋

— Emily Felix
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Taken in Sin City: A Cuckold Fantasy Made Real 

( Direct Link:   https://mybook.to/O3E8s    )

Nthan  never imagined that a simple getaway to Las Vegas with Olivia would change their marriage forever. As they stepped into the neon-lit playground of Sin City, he expected a weekend of indulgence—cocktails, casinos, maybe a little mischief. But nothing could have prepared him for Damian. 

The moment Olivia met him, everything shifted. The power. The control. The way she lit up  under another man’s attention. And when Damian invited them to his exclusive penthouse lounge , Olivia didn’t hesitate. Nathan sat there, watching his wife, heart pounding, his body betraying him as she leaned in close, her fingers tracing Damian’s chest. He should have stopped it. He should have said something.  But all he could do was watch. The first kiss was shocking. The way she softened in another man’s arms , the way she sighed against his lips. But that was just the beginning. Before the night was over, Olivia wasn’t just his wife anymore—she had given herself to another. 

And Nathan? 

He was left kneeling at the foot of the bed, watching, breathless, as Olivia surrendered completely on another mans bed. 

A single night in Vegas was all it took to turn fantasy into reality . 

And now, Olivia wants more. 

Welcome to Sin City, where no wife is off-limits—and no husband leaves the same. 
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The Black Bull & The Professor’s Wife 

( Direct Link: https://mybook.to/6Wda27v  ) 

"He rents a room… and takes my wife." 

Kevin was supposed to be just a tenant—my brightest university student, a star athlete, and a young man with confidence I never had. When he moved into our home, I thought it was the perfect arrangement. But I should have known better. 

My wife, Jessica, always had a way of drawing attention. Blonde, beautiful, and way out of my league, she’s the kind of woman men can’t ignore. And Kevin? He noticed. The way she started dressing around him, the lingering glances, the laughter that lasted a little too long—I saw it happening, but I couldn’t stop it. Now, my student isn’t just renting a room. He’s taking his place in my home… in my marriage… and in my wife’s bed. And the worst part? I can’t look away. 

A steamy, humiliating, and utterly addictive cuckold story  filled with power shifts, temptation, and a wife caught between two men—one who owns her heart, and one who owns her body. 

Are you ready to watch? 

About the Author

Emily Felix loves writing stories that push boundaries, ignite fantasies, and leave her readers breathless. With a knack for capturing raw emotions and steamy moments, she creates characters who aren’t just exploring their desires—they’re living them fully, unapologetically, and with just the right mix of teasing and passion.

Emily’s writing comes from a deep fascination with the complexities of intimacy, power, and trust. She’s all about celebrating the thrill of connection and the magic that happens when people embrace their desires without hesitation. Her stories are for anyone who loves characters who dare to take risks and savor every moment of the ride.

When Emily’s not diving into her next sizzling scene, she enjoys sipping wine, getting lost in classic romantic movies, and dreaming up scenarios that blur the line between playful and provocative. She believes life is too short not to enjoy every indulgent moment, both on and off the page.

Emily Felix writes to make you feel, blush, and come back for more. She hopes you enjoy the journey as much as she loves creating it.
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		To my amazing readers,

		First, I want to thank each and every one of you for your continued support, for picking up this story, and for diving into the filthy world I love creating. Your reviews, messages, and feedback mean the world to me—I’ve been reading them all, and I can’t tell you how much joy it brings me to see your reactions. It’s incredibly rewarding to know that these stories resonate with you, and your encouragement keeps me inspired to write even more.
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		Xoxo, Emily Felix

		CHAPTER I

		CHAPTER II

		CHAPTER III

		CHAPTER IV

		Also By The Author:

		Taken in Sin City: A Cuckold Fantasy Made Real

		About the Author




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69






OEBPS/image_rsrcHA.jpg
The Cuckotd Chronicles






