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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.
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