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CHAPTER I 


The late afternoon sun streamed through the kitchen window, catching the golden strands of her hair as she leaned over the counter. Even at home, her body looked like it had been poured into her outfit—tight denim shorts that hugged her ass and a crop top so snug her nipples pressed against the thin fabric. Rachel knew exactly what she was doing, and she loved every second of it. 

“You’re staring again,” she teased, glancing back at her husband. Her voice dripped with that playful edge she knew drove him crazy. “Can’t blame you, though. You’ve got the best seat in the house.” 

Dan shifted in his chair, his cock already stirring. “Can you blame me?” he shot back, his eyes fixed on her perfect ass. “You know what you’re doing in that outfit.” 

Rachel laughed, tossing her hair over her shoulder. “Maybe. But you love it. Don’t think I don’t notice how hard you’re getting just from watching me walk around.” She turned around, leaning against the counter, her tits practically spilling out of her top. Her nipples were hard, obvious even under the fabric. 

Dan’s mouth went dry. “You’re impossible, you know that?” 

“Impossible?” she teased, sauntering toward him. Her hips swayed with every step, her legs long and smooth. “I’d say I’m your dream come true.” She straddled his lap, her arms draping around his neck. “Or is that not why you married me?” 

Dan’s hands automatically went to her hips, squeezing. “You know exactly why I married you. But you’re going to kill me walking around like this.” 

She leaned closer, her lips brushing against his ear. “Kill you?” she whispered, her voice low and dirty. “I think you mean you love it when I tease you. When I remind you just how filthy your wife really is.” 

His grip on her hips tightened. “Rachel…” 

“Mmm,” she moaned, grinding down against his lap, feeling his growing hardness beneath her. “You’re getting so hard for me already, baby. I can feel it. Makes me wonder if you’re thinking about what I’ve been up to at work.” 

Dan’s breath hitched, and his hands roamed up her sides, brushing against the underside of her tits. “What have you been up to?” he asked, his voice tight with arousal. 

Rachel’s smile turned wicked. “Wouldn’t you like to know? Let’s just say my boss has a lot of… demands .” She bit her lip, her eyes locking onto his. “And I’m very  good at... meeting them.” 

Dan groaned, his cock straining against his pants. “Jesus, Rachel.” 

“What?!” she asked innocently, cocking her head to the side playfully and wetting her lips. She rocked her hips just enough to drive him crazy. “You’re the one who said you wanted this. You wanted me to be your dirty little hotwife, didn’t you? my good little cucky!” 

His hands moved to her ass, gripping it hard. “Yeah, I did,” he admitted, his voice rough. “But fuck, hearing you talk about it…” 

“Turns you on, doesn’t it?” she purred, leaning in to nibble on his earlobe. “Hearing about how my boss can’t keep his hands off me. How he’ll bend me over his desk and make me moan his name while his cock fills me up.” 

Dan groaned again, his hips jerking involuntarily. “You’re killing me, Rach.” 

She laughed, kissing the corner of his mouth. “Oh, baby, this is just the warm-up.” She slid off his lap, her fingers trailing down his chest as she stood. “You’re going to love this weekend.” 

His brow furrowed, still trying to catch up through the fog of arousal. “This weekend?” 

Rachel smirked, walking back to the counter and bending over slightly, giving him a perfect view of her ass. “Didn’t I tell you? My boss invited us to his lake house for the weekend. Just us, him, and a few… close friends.” 

Dan’s cock throbbed. “What kind of friends?” 

She looked over her shoulder, biting her lip. “Oh, you’ll see. Let’s just say it’ll be an eye-opening experience for you.” 

“Rachel,” he started, but she cut him off with a laugh. 

“Relax, baby,” she said, standing upright and walking back to him. She leaned down, pressing her tits against his chest and kissing him deeply. “You trust me, don’t you?” 

“Yeah, I trust you,” he said, his voice low. 

“Good, Because by the end of this weekend, you’re going to see just how much your filthy little wife loves being the center of attention. ” she whispered against his lips, her hand slipping down to grab his throbbing hard-on through his pants, squeezing it firmly. She smirked at the way he twitched under her touch “Now come and claim your naughty wife, baby.” 

Rachel’s job at the firm was everything she hadn’t known she was missing. The moment she stepped into that upscale office three months ago, wearing a tight pencil skirt and a blouse that barely held her tits in place, she felt the way eyes followed her. She’d always known she was hot, but this was different. The three founders didn’t even bother hiding it, especially Mr. Caldwell, her boss. He was older, commanding, and the kind of man who took what he wanted without asking. That suited her just fine. 

Dan and Rachel had always had a fantasy about exploring this side of their relationship. From the early days even before their marriage, they’d talk late into the night, Rachel teasing him about other men noticing her and Dan admitting how much it turned him on. The idea of Rachel taking another man—especially one who could dominate her in ways Dan couldn’t—had been a shared secret that neither of them had expected to make real. But now, with this job and Mr. Caldwell, it had gone from fantasy to reality. And it was even better than either of them had imagined. 

The arrangement had started casually enough. During her first week, Mr. Caldwell had called her into his office, his tone smooth but serious. He had outlined what he called a "special performance bonus"—a completely consensual, off-the-books perk for assistants who were willing to go above and beyond their standard duties. He made it clear she could say no at any time, that nothing would change about her job if she declined. But Rachel didn’t decline. The offer thrilled her. She’d noticed how Mr. Caldwell’s eyes lingered on her chest during meetings, how his hand would brush against her lower back when she brought him his coffee. It wasn’t long before he’d stopped pretending. The first time it happened, she’d been in his office going over a quarterly report. He’d stood behind her, his hand sliding over her shoulder and down to her tits, squeezing them through her blouse. 

“You’ve got incredible assets, Rachel,” he’d said, his voice low and rough. She’d moaned softly, pressing into his touch as his other hand slipped under her skirt. 

It hadn’t stopped there. By the second week, she was spending more time bent over his desk than she was sitting at her own. He’d grab her ass, hike up her skirt, and take her with an intensity that left her legs shaking. He’d whisper in her ear about how much he loved her perky tits bouncing as she moaned his name, and she ate up every second of it. For Rachel, it was exhilarating; for Dan, it was everything they’d fantasized about finally coming true. 

The nights when she came home and told Dan all the explicit details felt like something out of their wildest dreams. Rachel reveled in the way Mr. Caldwell took charge of her at work, leaving no doubt that he was in control. She’d describe every detail of how he’d corner her in his private office, his hands cupping her tits as he growled about how perfect they were, how he couldn’t get enough of her. 

“He told me today that he thinks I’m the best assistant he’s ever had,” she’d whisper to Dan, straddling him as her lips curled into a wicked grin. “Not because of my work ethic, but because of the way I scream his name when he’s inside me.” 

Dan’s cock would twitch at her words, his hands running up her thighs as he listened. Rachel loved how much power she had over him, how much he needed to hear about the filthy things she did. It made her own arousal skyrocket. 

From the moment they’d started talking about the fantasy years ago, Rachel had always known it was only a matter of time before she found someone who could fulfill it. Mr. Caldwell, with his firm grip, demanding nature, and complete confidence, was everything she and Dan had ever dreamed of. Now, she was living it, and every moan, every love bite, and every teasing detail she shared with Dan only pulled them closer together, fueling the fire that had always burned between them. 

“You love knowing I’m his little toy at work, don’t you?” she’d whisper, straddling him, her lips brushing against his ear. “Thinking about how he grabs my tits, how he makes me beg for his cock while I’m bent over his desk? You love that I come home soaked from it, don’t you?” 

Dan’s response was always the same—hungry, desperate, and utterly enthralled. He’d groan loudly, gripping her hips with the kind of need that betrayed just how deeply her words affected him. “Yes, Rachel,” he’d rasp, his thrusts becoming harder. “Fuck, I love knowing he’s taking you. That you’re his dirty little plaything.” 

Now that fantasy was their reality, and it had unleashed something primal in both of them. Rachel loved knowing she could come home, describe in filthy detail how Mr. Caldwell bent her over his desk and fucked her until she screamed, and Dan would be ready to devour her on the spot. It wasn’t just a fantasy anymore; it was their life, and it was hotter than anything they’d ever imagined. 

When she’d told Dan about it that first night, lying in bed with her legs wrapped around him, he’d gone silent for a moment. Then she felt him getting harder against her thigh. “You like hearing about how your wife gets fucked at work, don’t you?” she’d teased, grinding against him. “Makes you so hard, doesn’t it? Knowing another man can’t get enough of me.” 

Dan had groaned, his hands gripping her hips as she slid onto him. “Fuck, Rachel,” he’d gasped, and she’d laughed, riding him harder. 

Since then, their sex life had exploded. Every night when she came home, Dan would be waiting for her, and she’d tell him every dirty detail about her day while they fucked. She’d describe how Mr. Caldwell had pulled her into his private office that morning, pushed her against the glass window, and slid his cock into her while she bit back her screams, terrified the entire floor would hear. 

“He grabbed my tits so hard, baby,” she’d whisper in Dan’s ear, her voice dripping with arousal. “Said they’re the best he’s ever had. And when I came all over his cock, he told me I was his good little assistant. Isn’t that filthy?” 

Dan would moan, his thrusts becoming desperate as she kept talking. “He’s got such a big cock, Dan. He fills me up so perfectly. You wouldn’t believe how good it feels.” 

She’d been surprised at first by how much it turned him on, but now she loved it. She loved how hard he got when she talked about being fucked by another man, how much more passionate their sex had become. Dan wasn’t just her husband anymore; he was her audience, her eager little cucky who couldn’t get enough of hearing about how slutty she could be. 

Back at the office, Mr. Caldwell wasn’t the only one enjoying the perks. The other two assistants, Brittany and Amanda, were just as involved. Rachel had caught Brittany on her knees in Mr. Thompson’s office more than once, her tits spilling out of her blouse as he held her head and fucked her mouth. Amanda, meanwhile, had no problem bending over the conference table for Mr. Greene after hours, her moans echoing through the empty floor. 

The three women had bonded over it, sharing sly smiles and dirty stories in the break room. “So, how was Caldwell today?” Brittany had asked once, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “Did he leave any marks?” 

Rachel had laughed, pulling down her collar to show a faint hickey just above her left nipple. “He got a little rough this morning,” she’d admitted, her tone more proud than embarrassed. 

“God, I love it when they do that,” Amanda had said, sighing dreamily. “Greene practically left handprints on my ass yesterday. I could barely sit down.” 

Rachel couldn’t wait to tell Dan about those conversations, about how the three of them had become their bosses’ dirty little secrets. She’d watch his face as she described every filthy detail, his arousal growing with every word. 

“You love this, don’t you?” she’d ask him, her voice a seductive purr. “You love hearing how your wife’s the office slut.” 

And Dan, gasping and groaning beneath her, would nod. “Yes, fuck, yes,” he’d cry, driving into her harder. 

Her job hadn’t just given their finances a boost; it had taken their sex life to a whole new level. Every day at the office, she’d let Mr. Caldwell have his way with her, knowing she’d come home to Dan and relive it all over again. She loved the way he looked at her when she told him what she’d done, how he worshipped her for being so unapologetically filthy. And now, with the weekend at the lake house approaching, she couldn’t wait to see how far she could push him. 




CHAPTER II 

The rest of the week had been a torturous game of teasing and denial. Rachel had made it her mission to keep Dan on edge, ordering him not to cum under any circumstances, and punishing him with slow, relentless edging sessions that left him trembling. Each night, she’d climb onto his lap, grinding against him while whispering filthy promises about what was to come, describing in vivid detail exactly how she’d make him wait and ache for her. If he got too close, she’d pull back, leaving him gasping and begging for more.

“Not yet, baby,” she’d coo, brushing her lips against his ear. “You’re going to hold it all in for me until I decide you’ve earned it. Trust me, it’ll be worth it.”

Dan obeyed, even as his body begged for release. By the weekend, his balls were full and heavy, his cock throbbing with the constant need she had carefully cultivated. The anticipation of what was coming kept him going, knowing that when the moment finally arrived, it would be everything he had dreamed of and more. Now, as he sat on the edge of the bed watching her, the tension in his body was unbearable, but the excitement in his chest was undeniable.

Rachel stood in front of the mirror, her hands smoothing over the fabric of the tight white sundress with delicate floral patterns. It might have looked innocent on someone else, but on her, it hugged her body so perfectly it bordered on slutty—accentuating every curve and making her look absolutely fuckable. The hem ended high on her mid-thigh, exposing just enough of her toned legs to tease and tantalize. Her hard nipples pressed prominently against the thin material, leaving no doubt that she wasn’t wearing a bra. She adjusted the neckline slightly, tugging it lower to expose just enough of her cleavage to make her husband’s breath hitch. Her perfectly manicured nails, done in a matte finish matching the white of her dress, added to her polished, sultry look.

“How do I look, baby?” she asked, her voice dripping with a teasing edge as she turned to face him, one hand on her hip, the other trailing down the curve of her thigh. Her perky tits strained against the dress, and she cocked her head, giving him a smirk that practically dared him to respond.

Dan’s mouth was dry, his eyes glued to her. “You know exactly how you look,” he said, his voice thick. “You look… incredible.”

Rachel’s smirk widened as she turned back to the mirror, running her hands down her sides. “Incredible, huh?” she said, tilting her hips slightly to show off the curve of her ass. The dress hugged her body tightly, every step causing the hem to shift higher, teasingly revealing just enough to make him ache with need. “I’m going for something more along the lines of… unforgettable.”

Dan shifted on the bed, his cock already straining against his pants. He couldn’t tear his eyes away from the way the dress outlined her body, the way her ass swayed as she adjusted her stance.

“You’re killing me, Rach,” he muttered, running a hand through his hair.

She turned back to him, her glossy lips curling into a wicked grin. “Killing you?” she asked, stepping closer. The heels of her strappy sandals clicked against the floor, emphasizing the smooth, toned length of her legs. “Baby, I haven’t even started yet.”

Dan groaned as she stopped in front of him, her hands resting on his shoulders as she leaned down. Her tits hovered inches from his face, the faint scent of her perfume filling his senses. “You like this dress?” she asked, her voice low and sultry. “It’s tight, isn’t it? Clings to me in all the right places.”

He nodded, his hands instinctively moving to her hips, his fingers brushing the hem of the dress. “It’s perfect,” he said, his voice barely above a whisper. “You look perfect.”

Rachel chuckled, straightening up and stepping back, making sure to sway her hips as she turned to the mirror again. “I knew you’d like it,” she said, her tone teasing. She picked up a tube of lipstick from the dresser, uncapping it and leaning closer to the mirror as she applied the glossy, deep red color to her lips. “The perfect look for a naughty little wife, right?”

Dan swallowed hard, his eyes tracking every movement. “Yeah,” he managed. “Exactly that.”

She turned to face him again, blowing him a kiss. “Good,” she said, running a finger over her freshly painted lips. “Because I plan on being very, very naughty today.”

Rachel grabbed her purse and slipped it over her shoulder, flashing him a final teasing grin. “Come on, baby. Let’s get going before I change my mind and keep you here all day.”

Dan followed her to the car, his cock painfully hard and straining against his pants. The drive to the cabin was supposed to be an hour, but he already knew it would feel like an eternity. Rachel slid into the passenger seat, her dress riding up her thighs as she crossed her legs, her sandal dangling playfully from her toes.

As he started the car, Rachel turned to him, her fingers lightly trailing over his arm. “You’re so quiet, baby. Thinking about what’s coming today?” Her voice was soft, teasing, and full of promise.

Dan’s grip on the steering wheel tightened. “You know exactly what I’m thinking,” he said through clenched teeth, his arousal practically radiating off him.

Rachel laughed, reaching over to rest her hand on his thigh, her fingers dangerously close to the throbbing bulge in his pants. “Poor thing,” she cooed mockingly, her hand inching higher. “Your balls must be so full after this week. Do they ache, baby? Does it hurt knowing you can’t cum yet?”

“Rach,” he groaned, his hips shifting involuntarily as her fingers grazed the outline of his cock.

“Don’t worry,” she said, her tone dripping with mischief. “We’ll make sure you get what you need this weekend. But not yet.” She withdrew her hand with a sly smile, leaning back in her seat and adjusting her dress, which only made it ride up further.

The drive continued with Rachel’s relentless teasing, her soft moans and playful touches making Dan’s arousal climb higher with every mile. By the time they reached the cabin, he was a mess, and she couldn’t have been more pleased.

The lake house stood like something out of a luxury magazine, tucked away in complete seclusion, surrounded by towering trees and overlooking a glistening lake. The pristine setting promised privacy, indulgence, and no interruptions. It was exactly the kind of place where rules could be left at the door—a private paradise built for pleasure. The air felt thick with anticipation as Dan pulled the car to a stop, the tires crunching over the gravel driveway. 

Rachel stepped out first, her white sundress swaying around her mid-thigh, while rest of the limited fabric clinged to her every curve like it had been custom-made to showcase her body. Her boss, Mr. Caldwell, was already waiting on the porch, his sharp eyes locked on her as she approached. 

“Rachel,” he greeted, his voice warm but commanding. His gaze swept over her body, lingering on her tits and the way her nipples strained against the thin material of her dress. Dan noticed the way Caldwell's eyes devoured her, taking in every curve like she was already his. Dan felt a sharp jolt of jealousy spike through him, but it quickly gave way to pure, raw arousal. Watching his wife’s boss gaze over her like he owned her made Dan’s cock throb in his pants. It was humiliating and thrilling all at once, the kind of scene that fed every filthy fantasy he’d ever had. He couldn’t tear his eyes away, even as it made him ache harder. 

“Mr. Caldwell,” she replied with a coy smile, walking up the steps. With each step, her bra-free tits shifted under the thin fabric of her dress, the gentle bounce drawing his eyes and making her movement look effortlessly seductive. When she reached him, he didn’t hesitate. His arms wrapped around her, pulling her in for a tight hug that made it clear who was in control. 

Dan’s breath hitched as he watched from behind, his wife’s body molded against her boss’s. Her tits, free under the thin fabric of her dress, flattened against Caldwell’s chest with each squeeze of his firm embrace. Caldwell’s hands moved with confident possession, sliding down the curve of her back to grab her ass through the sundress. His fingers dug into her cheeks, spreading and kneading them like he owned her. Rachel’s giggle was soft but sultry, her body arching into his hands as if she craved more. The way her hips shifted slightly, teasingly, sent a jolt straight to Dan’s cock, leaving him aching and mesmerized by the display. 

“You look stunning,” Caldwell murmured, his lips close to her ear. 

“Thank you, sir,” Rachel replied, her voice playful as she shot a glance over her shoulder at Dan. Her expression was mischievous, her eyes sparkling with delight at her husband’s reaction. Caldwell’s hand lingered on her ass as he pulled back slightly, one hand brushing her tits in a way that wasn’t accidental. Rachel didn’t move away; instead, she leaned into his touch, her body language openly inviting more. 

Dan’s cock throbbed in his pants, the sight both arousing and humiliating. He couldn’t look away. 

Caldwell turned his attention to Dan with a sharp, confident smile. “And you must be Dan,” he said, extending a hand. His grip was firm, almost possessive, as if asserting dominance with the simple gesture. “I have to say, you’re a lucky man to have such an incredible wife.” 

Dan swallowed hard, managing a weak smile. “Thank you, sir. I know I am.” 

Caldwell’s smile deepened. “And thank you,” he said, his tone dropping into something smoother, more intimate. “For being so understanding about our arrangement. This kind of trust… it’s rare these days. It says a lot about the strength of your relationship.” 

Dan’s face burned, his cock twitching at the blatant acknowledgment. “We… we have a lot of trust,” he stammered, glancing at Rachel, who stood by Caldwell’s side like his kept woman—which she was—her posture radiating pride in the control her boss had over her and delight in her cucky husband’s obedient acceptance. 

“That much is clear,” Caldwell said, letting his hand fall to Rachel’s lower back, his fingers brushing her ass possessively. “She’s an incredible woman. I’m glad you let her shine.” 

Moments later, as Caldwell was explaining about the property while standing near the barbecue where steaks sizzled on the grill, Rachel effortlessly slid into the role of a perfect tradwife, though she was being that for her boss now, not her husband. She stayed close to her boss, handing him utensils and offering to baste the meat, her movements graceful and attentive. Dan stood a few steps away, quietly nursing a beer in hand, his cock still hard and throbbing from everything he’d already seen. The visual of his wife assisting Caldwell, her body language screaming submission and devotion, made his head spin and his arousal nearly unbearable. The crunch of tires suddenly signaled the arrival of the other founders. Two sleek black SUV's pulled up, and out stepped the other men, flanked by their assistants. Dan’s jaw almost dropped as he took in the sight of them. Both women were young, stunning, and oozed sexuality with every step. 

Brittany, Mr. Thompson’s assistant, was a curvy brunette with a tight, flirty summer dress that barely contained her large, perky tits. The neckline plunged low, exposing a generous amount of cleavage, and the hem swayed dangerously high on her thighs as she moved. Her long legs seemed to go on forever, and she had an air of playful confidence that was impossible to ignore. 

Amanda, Mr. Greene’s assistant, was a petite blonde with a body built for sin. Her outfit was equally provocative: a strapless yellow sundress that hugged her slim waist and accentuated her ample chest. Her tits were nice, perky, and more than a handful—clearly enhanced but so flawlessly done they looked irresistibly luscious on her petite frame. Her smile was sweet, but her eyes glinted with mischief, and the way she moved screamed temptation. 

The women approached together, their eyes landing on Dan almost immediately. 

“So, this is Rachel’s husband?” Brittany said, her tone teasing as she stepped closer. Her gaze swept over him appraisingly, her lips curving into a flirty smile. “Rachel, you’re so lucky. He’s so handsome.” 

Amanda followed, her soft giggle joining Brittany’s. “Seriously. If I had a man like that, I’d never let him out of my sight.” Her eyes sparkled as she brushed her fingers over Dan’s chest, the casual touch lingering a moment too long. 

“Thank you,” Dan managed, his voice tight. He could feel his face heating under their attention, but his body betrayed him, responding to the subtle, deliberate way their tits brushed against him as they leaned in. 

“So polite,” Brittany purred, running a hand along his arm. “You’ve got the whole package, don’t you? Handsome, polite, and lucky enough to be married to Rachel.” Her voice dropped slightly, turning sultry. “Think you’ve got a twin somewhere?” 

Dan let out a nervous laugh, glancing toward Rachel, who was watching the interaction with a sly smile. 

“I don’t share,” Rachel said, her voice teasing but firm as she walked back toward him, looping her arm through his. She pressed her body against his side, her eyes flicking between Brittany and Amanda. “Sorry, girls. He’s mine.” 

The other women exchanged amused glances but didn’t back off entirely. Amanda’s fingers lightly trailed down Dan’s forearm as she stepped away, and Brittany gave him one last lingering smile before turning her attention to Rachel. 

“You’re one lucky woman,” Brittany said. “But you already know that, don’t you?” 

Rachel just smirked, her hand slipping down to Dan’s lower back as they all began making their way inside the house. With the steaks perfectly grilled and Caldwell declaring lunch ready, the group made their way inside the house. The women began setting the table, arranging plates and utensils with a mix of efficiency and charm, their flirtatious energy unbroken as they chatted and giggled among themselves. They seamlessly took over, adding finishing touches and ensuring everything was perfect. Rachel, still perfectly in her tradwife or as Dan thought tradslut role, moved with graceful confidence, occasionally glancing at Caldwell for his approval as she adjusted placements and poured drinks. 

Meanwhile, the men—including Dan—settled into the expansive living room, a space that exuded wealth and class. The plush leather couches were deep and inviting, positioned around a low, glass-topped coffee table with a sleek, modern design. Floor-to-ceiling windows bathed the room in natural light, offering a stunning view of the lake, while a massive stone fireplace added a touch of rustic charm. Elegant accents like a crystal chandelier and abstract art pieces on the walls spoke to Caldwell's refined taste. 

Dan held a beer in hand, trying to keep up with the casual conversation about the economy and local investments. But his cock remained achingly hard, and his focus kept drifting back to Rachel. Dan felt like he was getting drunk, not on his beer, but on the teasing visuals playing out in front of him, the energy in the room feeding his arousal to unbearable levels. 

A short later, lunch was served with an air of indulgence and unspoken rules. The table was set to perfection and the aroma of grilled steaks mingled with the soft clinking of cutlery and the faint hum of conversation. Dan sat across from Rachel, his eyes flicking between her and Mr. Caldwell, whose hand rested possessively on her bare thigh under the table.

Caldwell’s touch was far from subtle. His fingers brushed over the smooth skin of her leg, occasionally tightening his grip, and every so often, his hand ventured higher.  Dan’s breath caught when Caldwell’s other hand slid up to her chest, casually squeezing her tits through the thin fabric of her sundress. Rachel bit her lip, her cheeks flushed, but it wasn’t embarrassment. She moaned softly, leaning closer to him, her body language one of submission and pleasure.

“Still planning to add that pool house?” Caldwell inquired Thompson, while his hand continued subtly squeezing Rachel’s thigh under the table.

Across the table, the other bosses were equally brazen. Mr. Thompson had Brittany perched close beside him, his hand trailing up and down her back before settling on her ass. Thompson chuckled, his fingers lazily tracing patterns on Brittany’s back. “You know how it is with contractors. I’ll be lucky if it’s done by next year.”

Amanda, on Mr. Greene’s lap, giggled as she whispered something in his ear, his hand slipping under her dress to tease her thigh. “Tell me about it,” Greene chimed in, while his hand continued creeping higher under Amanda’s dress as she let out a soft giggle. “I’m still waiting on the stonework for the new patio,” he said,

Rachel joined in, her voice light and engaging despite Caldwell’s wandering hands. “Maybe you just need to charm them a little more,” she teased, earning a round of laughter from the group.

The assistants seemed unfazed by it all, their flirtatious smiles and soft laughter making it clear they were enjoying the attention. Dan sat stiffly, his cock hard and straining against his pants as he watched, torn between the sting of humiliation and the undeniable surge of arousal. Seeing Rachel so openly touched by another man ignited a complex, heady mix of emotions he couldn’t fully suppress. She glanced at him occasionally, her eyes sparkling with mischief as if daring him to react. Meanwhile, the table buzzed with casual chatter.

Dan gripped his fork tighter, pretending to focus on his plate, but his mind was a swirl of emotions he couldn’t untangle. The laughter and easy conversation around him only heightened his sense of being an outsider to this strange, intoxicating dynamic.

After a quick lunch, which felt like three hours long for Dan, the group moved to the back porch, where the view of the lake stretched out in shimmering blues. The girls, laughing and chatting, prepared cocktails for everyone in the outdoor bar. The sound of ice clinking against glass and the hum of a shaker filled the air as they worked together, their movements graceful and practiced.

Rachel returned with a tray of drinks, her smile radiant as she handed one to Dan first. With a playful glint in her eyes, she leaned in slightly, offering a mouth-watering view of her cleavage as her lips pursed into a teasing air kiss before turning and making her way to Caldwell. Instead of handing him his drink, she held it herself, two straws poking out of the glass. Caldwell smirked, wrapping his arms around her waist as she perched herself on his lap. They shared the cocktail, taking turns sipping from the straws while Rachel held the glass steady, leaving Caldwell’s hands free to roam over her body. Caldwell wasted no time. His arms wrapped around Rachel’s waist, pulling her snug against him. One hand cupped her ass while the other traced slow circles over her exposed thighs, occasionally moving up to graze her chest. His lips found her exposed shoulder and neck, planting soft, deliberate kisses, all of which made her sigh and moan contentedly.

The other assistants followed suit, settling onto their bosses’ laps with their own shared drinks, each holding a glass while their men indulged in similar playful groping and teasing. Dan sat off to the side, his drink in hand, painfully aware that he was the only one without a shared cocktail or a girl on his lap. His cock throbbed, and the growing heat in his chest made it impossible to ignore the intimacy unfolding before him.

“So, Rachel,” Caldwell said, his voice low and commanding. “Why don’t you tell everyone how you and Dan met? I’m sure it’s a sweet story.”

Rachel giggled, tilting her head slightly to give him better access to her neck. “It is,” she said, her tone light and playful. She glanced at Dan, her eyes twinkling. “We met at a friend’s party. Dan was the shy guy in the corner, nursing a drink and pretending not to notice me.”

Dan managed a weak smile, his cheeks burning as all eyes turned to him.

“Oh, really?” Brittany teased, her fingers playing with the collar of Thompson’s shirt, while Thompson casually cupped her tits, his hand kneading them as though it were second nature. He followed the conversation effortlessly, quietly sipping from his straw in their shared cocktail like he had all the time in the world. “He doesn’t seem so shy now,” she said, flashing a sexy, almost mischievous smile.

Rachel laughed, leaning back against Caldwell’s chest. “Oh, he was. But I liked that. He had this… quiet confidence about him. I made the first move.”

“Bold,” Amanda chimed in, swirling her drink as she shifted on Greene’s lap. Greene smirked, his hand slipping under her dress to knead her bare thigh, his fingers inching higher with every squeeze. As she spoke, he leaned in, his lips brushing against her collarbone, trailing soft, teasing kisses that made her giggle and shift slightly against him. “I like that Rach.”

Caldwell’s hand slid higher, his fingers grazing the curve of Rachel’s breast. “And now look at you two,” he said with a sly smile. “The perfect team.”

Rachel’s laugh was soft and airy, her body melting further into Caldwell’s embrace as his hands continued their exploration. “We are,” she said, her voice laced with affection as she looked at Dan. “A perfect team.”

Dan took a long sip of his cocktail, the alcohol doing little to ease the storm of humiliation, arousal, and anticipation swirling inside him. He forced a smile, nodding along as the conversation continued, light and teasing, the air filled with laughter and the gentle rustle of the breeze off the lake. Caldwell chuckled at a comment from Thompson about a recent business deal gone wrong.

“You should have seen the look on the guy’s face when the numbers didn’t add up,” Thompson said, his grin wide. “It was priceless. I almost felt bad for him… almost.”

Greene smirked, his hand idly stroking Amanda’s thigh. “Almost, huh? I’m sure you lost sleep over it,” he said dryly, earning a round of laughter.

“Not a wink,” Thompson replied, raising his glass in mock solemnity.

Caldwell leaned back slightly, his grip on Rachel’s waist tightening possessively. “That’s the game, though, isn’t it? If you can’t keep up, you lose. Simple as that.”

“Brutal, but fair,” Greene agreed, his lips brushing against Amanda’s ear, making her giggle softly. “And exactly why I’m in business with you two.”

The camaraderie between the men felt natural, their banter flowing easily into the charged atmosphere, blending casual conversation with the underlying tension of the scene. The conversation meandered through a range of topics—business, travel, and even lighthearted jabs at each other’s quirks. The girls moved with practiced ease, refilling drinks and chiming in with playful comments, their flirtatious energy never breaking. Amanda teased Greene about his notorious impatience, earning a chuckle and a soft squeeze on her thigh. Brittany leaned into Thompson, laughing at his exaggerated recounting of a failed negotiation, her tits bouncing slightly with every movement as his hand continued to idly knead her ass.

Rachel, meanwhile, held the glass steady for herself and Caldwell, sipping from the shared straws as his hands casually roamed over her body, exploring her curves with deliberate ease. She often glanced at Dan, her lips curving into a teasing smile, as if to remind him of her new role this weekend—a role she embraced with confidence. In retrospect, it was also a way to check on him, ensuring he was okay in the midst of it all.

Dan, though quiet for much of the time, joined in on occasion, offering his thoughts on the lighthearted topics. He chuckled at Greene’s complaint about a delayed flight in Germany recently and even added a story of his own about a miscommunication during a recent trip, earning a round of laughs from the group. Despite his attempts to blend in, the contrast was impossible to ignore. While the surface conversation felt like a normal group of friends unwinding, the sight of the hot, barely-dressed women perched on their older bosses' laps—and one of them being his own wife—painted a far more provocative picture.

Time seemed to stretch as the group relaxed, the steady rhythm of conversation and laughter blending with the sound of the lake breeze. For Dan, it was turning into a weekend unlike any other, an intoxicating mix of humiliation, arousal, and anticipation that kept his heart pounding and his cock throbbing.




CHAPTER III

The evening sun sank lower, casting long golden streaks over the shimmering lake, its light spilling onto the porch where the group sat, bathed in its warm glow. The group lounged in comfortable ease, their glasses clinking softly amidst a backdrop of casual conversation and playful laughter. Caldwell, ever assertive, kept one hand resting possessively on Rachel’s thigh, his other gesturing as he leaned back with an air of control. His deep voice cut through the soft hum of chatter, drawing everyone’s attention effortlessly.

“What do you say we take this party inside and move on to the next stage?” he suggested, a sly grin spreading across his face as he looked around the group.

Thompson and Greene exchanged knowing smirks before nodding in agreement. “Sounds like a plan,” Thompson said, his hand giving Brittany’s ass a quick slap and a firm squeeze, making her giggle.

Amanda, still perched on Greene’s lap, leaned in to whisper something in his ear, earning a low chuckle from him. Rachel glanced at Dan, her lips curling into a mischievous smile. Dan, however, sat frozen, unsure of what was happening but unable to deny the arousal that coursed through him.

The girls stood first, their bodies moving with practiced grace as they gathered the empty glasses and carried them inside. Rachel took Dan’s hand, her touch firm yet gentle, and pulled him to his feet. “Come on, baby,” she said, her voice soft but laced with intent. “Let’s get ready for what’s next.”

Dan followed her into the sprawling house, his heart pounding. The sheer size of the house was overwhelming, with enough rooms to provide complete privacy for everyone. Each of the three bosses had their own spacious, elegantly furnished rooms, while the girls were also given private rooms, highlighting the sheer scale and opulence of the house. Rachel led him to their room, a space that exuded elegance and intimacy. The room was spacious, with a king-sized bed framed by a dark, carved wooden headboard. Plush bedding in deep burgundy tones complemented the soft lighting from the windows that cast a warm glow of the sun, the large, floor-to-ceiling window overlooked the lake, with heavy curtains tied back to reveal the breathtaking view. Across one side of the room stood a dresser topped with a sleek overnight bag, and on the other, a cozy seating area with two armchairs and a small coffee table. An attached bathroom, complete with a marble-tiled shower and a luxurious soaking tub, added to the room’s indulgent feel, making it the perfect private retreat. Rachel intertwined her fingers with his as they entered. Dan couldn’t help but imagine how the bosses’ rooms might look if theirs was this impressive—undoubtedly larger and even more luxurious, befitting their status and control. She closed the door behind them with a deliberate click of the lock and turned to face him, her eyes sparkling with mischief and desire.

“You’ve been so good today, watching and waiting,” she murmured, stepping closer. Her hands trailed down his chest, teasingly tugging at his shirt. “But now it’s time to really show you what’s been going on.”

Her hands reached for the straps of her sundress, sliding them off her shoulders with deliberate precision. The fabric slipped down, revealing the smooth curve of her collarbone and inch by inch of her tanned skin. Dan’s eyes followed every movement, his breath hitching as she unbuttoned the front of the dress, her teasing glances daring him to look closer. She peeled the dress away slowly, the tension in the room building with each passing second.

The dress slipped to the floor, pooling at her feet, leaving her standing there completely naked and shameless. Her confidence oozed from every deliberate movement, her pussy glistening wet, juices smeared on her inner thighs, proof of how much this turned her on.

Her perky tits bounced slightly as she moved, her hands cupping them. She pinched her nipples, rolling them between her fingers, and let out a soft moan. “You like what you see, don’t you, baby?” she teased, her voice low and dripping with seduction. “Mmm, Caldwell loves these,” she purred, rolling her nipples between her fingers. “He can’t keep his hands off them. You love that, don’t you, baby? Knowing how much he enjoys your wife? Doesn’t that just make you soo hard?”

Dan nodded wordlessly, his cock straining painfully against his pants. "Tonight, he’s going to enjoy me even more. ” she said while her hands trailed down her sides, her movements slow and deliberate as she teased him with every inch of her body. She slowly walked to the overnight bag sitting on the dresser, her hips swaying deliberately with each step, her eyes never leaving his. With a mischievous smile, she unzipped the bag, revealing its contents and pulling out her outfit for the night—a choice the men had carefully selected for her.

“Look at this,” she said, holding up the shimmering neon pink lace bodystocking. The shiny finish of the lace reflected the light seductively, hugging every curve and designed to make her irresistible. Its daring cutout would reveal her glistening pussy to everyone, while the rest of the lace would cling tightly to her body, teasingly covering her perky tits but accentuating their luscious shape. She draped the outfit over the bed with deliberate care, her fingers playing over the shiny fabric, stroking it slowly as though relishing how perfect it was for the evening ahead. Dan’s breath hitched, his cock throbbing painfully as his mind raced with vivid images of her in the outfit, the shiny lace framing her like a neon sign screaming fuck me, making his cock throb harder with the filthy thoughts flooding his mind.

Next, she pulled out the matching pink jeweled butt plug, holding it up for him to see. The gem sparkled under the light, practically begging for attention. “And this,” she purred, her wicked grin making his cock throb harder. “It’s perfect, isn’t it? They know exactly what gets me… and you… dripping.”

Dan’s eyes widened, his cock throbbing hard in his pants, aching as filthy pictures filled his mind. This wasn’t her first time at one of these weekends—it was her third since taking on her new duties at work. Once a month, the three founders held these weekend-long orgies with their assistants, and the girls were paid special overtime for these duties. She’d even mentioned how, on one weekend, a few of the bosses’ foreign clients had joined them for this exclusive retreat, making it even wilder.

Brittany and Amanda had been in the company much longer than Rachel and often shared stories about how crazy these weekends could get. Some weekends, they’d been fucked all day long—by the bosses, by clients, and even by each other while everyone watched. Other weekends were quieter, with just the bosses taking their time with them, like Rachel’s first weekend here two months back. The girls had told Rachel that before her, Caldwell used to bring a new woman for every gathering, but the girls had admitted they much preferred having her as a permanent playmate now.

Each of the two times Rachel had returned from these weekends, she’d come back late on Sunday morning, desperate to fuck Dan the moment she walked through the door. She’d spent the entire day riding him, moaning out every filthy detail of what had happened—from the moment she arrived at the lake house to every dirty thing she’d done or had done to her. Those memories made his cock throb even harder now, knowing this weekend was going to be just as filthy, if not even more depraved. He had known this was all part of the plan, but seeing the pieces in front of him made it feel impossibly real. His throat was dry, and his arousal was almost unbearable as his mind raced ahead to what the evening would bring. He could barely tear his gaze away from the items, each one a deliberate reminder of how far this game was going to go.

From the bag, she pulled out the towering neon pink stripper heels, the platform thick and three inches high, leading up to a six-inch stiletto that just screamed sex. She set them down next to the bed, the glossy finish catching the light like a tease. Her eyes met Dan’s, reading every dirty thought flashing across his face. Her lips curled into a wicked smile as she stepped closer, letting her hips sway provocatively.

“You’re going to help me with every single piece, aren’t you?” she purred, stepping closer, her voice dripping with seduction. “And when I’m ready, you’ll watch me be everything you’ve dreamed of and more. Tonight’s going to be filthy, baby—just the way we love it.”

Dan’s hands trembled as he knelt in front of Rachel, the bodystocking bunched in his grip like a sinful promise. The room was thick with arousal, every breath he took shaky as he started sliding the shiny fabric up her legs. Her silky, toned skin made his fingers itch to linger, the lace gripping her calves, then creeping up to hug her thighs. His eyes locked on her glistening pussy, fully exposed as the fabric framed it perfectly, making his cock throb like it was ready to burst.

"Higher, baby," Rachel purred, her voice thick with teasing dominance. Dan’s shaky hands obeyed, sliding the lace bodystocking snugly over her hips and up her torso. The fabric clung to her like a second skin, making her already perfect tits look even bigger and more fuckable. Her hard nipples jutted through the thin lace, screaming for attention and turning the sheer fabric into an obscene display of her perfect curves.

"Mmm, aren’t they fucking perfect?" Rachel moaned, grabbing her tits and squeezing them together, her fingers teasing her stiff nipples through the lace. "Caldwell can’t get enough of these. He’s always got his hands all over me. You’re hard just thinking about it, aren’t you, baby? Seeing me all dolled up to be his little toy."

Dan swallowed hard, his voice caught in his throat as he nodded. His hands fumbled as he adjusted the straps, ensuring everything was perfectly in place. The shimmering lace clung to her like a second skin, every inch of her body now radiating slutty confidence.

"Now for the fun part," Rachel said with a wicked grin, turning around wiggling her ass and bending over. Her ass spread as she leaned on the bed, giving him a full view of her puckered hole. "Don’t be shy. I prepped earlier, just for this."

Dan’s hands shook as he grabbed the bottle of lube from the dresser. The memory of her and the other girls disappearing for twenty minutes before lunch replayed in his mind. Now he understood exactly what they’d done. The thought of her taking an enema earlier, preparing herself to be used, made his cock twitch and throb, painfully hard with filthy anticipation. He applied the lube generously, spreading it over her tight hole with trembling fingers.

Rachel moaned softly, looking back at him over her shoulder. "You’re doing so good, baby. But I think you need to go deeper. He always does."

Dan groaned at her words, pressing his fingers in further, watching as her body responded to his touch. Finally, he picked up the pink gemstone butt plug, the sparkling jewel gleaming in the warm light of the room.

"Go on," Rachel teased, wiggling her ass enticingly. "Slide it in, baby. Make me the dripping, dirty little toy I’m meant to be."

Dan pressed the plug against her lubed hole, slowly pushing it in. Her moans grew louder as the plug disappeared, the gem settling perfectly against her skin. The sight of her, bent over with the shiny pink jewel nestled in her ass, made his cock twitch uncontrollably.

"Mmm, the men love it when I’m all plugged up," she purred, straightening up and running her hands down her sides. "Caldwell always says it makes me look like I’m begging to be used. And tonight, baby, they’re going to take me in ways you can’t even imagine."

Dan could barely breathe as he watched her stride to the dresser, her hips swaying with shameless confidence. She grabbed her makeup bag, leaning provocatively into the mirror, her perfect ass still on full display with the pink jewel nestled deep. Her lipstick, a bright, whorish pink, glided across her pouty lips as she exaggerated the motion, smacking them together with a loud, filthy pop. She layered on more blush, the bold, gaudy color making her look like the ultimate slut—over-the-top and ready to take everything the night would throw at her. She tilted her head, admiring her reflection, before turning to Dan with a wicked smile.

Turning back to him, Rachel puckered her lips, blowing him a kiss. "How do I look, baby? Ready to show them just how much I can take?"

Dan nodded dumbly, his throat dry, his cock throbbing harder than ever, leaking through his pants as filthy thoughts flooded his brain. "You look like a fucking dream," he managed to whisper hoarsely, knowing this was just the start of a night that would push every boundary they had ever crossed.

Dan slipped into the T-shirt and shorts Rachel had packed for him, his hands trembling slightly as he adjusted the fit. The casual outfit made him feel underdressed for the opulence of the house, but he couldn’t shake the nagging feeling that before the night was over, he’d feel like the most exposed one in the room. His cock throbbed uncomfortably against the fabric, the tension from the night’s buildup almost unbearable.

When they walked back into the living room, the atmosphere had transformed entirely. The glow from the roaring fireplace cast flickering shadows across the room, adding a sensual warmth to the space. Towels had been laid neatly over the leather couch, which ran along the length of the room, all facing the fireplace—a setup that left no doubt about the night’s intentions. The three bosses sat comfortably in plush, expensive robes, spread out across the couch’s expanse, their commanding presence filling the room with an air of authority and control.

Dan’s eyes locked onto the other two assistants as they strutted into view, their identical neon lace bodystockings like his wife's had turned them too into perfectly wrapped gifts for their bosses. The only difference was the color—Brittany in neon green and Amanda in electric blue—but every detail matched Rachel’s outfit perfectly. The shimmering fabric clung to their flawless curves, hugging their tits and hips, with the cutouts showcasing their glistening shaved pussies, freshly slick and ready. Each girl’s ass was adorned with a matching jeweled butt plug, the sparkling gems—green for Brittany, blue for Amanda—glinting provocatively under the firelight. Their matching sky-high stripper heels completed the look, making them appear like the ultimate, filthy playthings.

Dan’s was left wordless, his cock straining painfully against his shorts as he stared at the obscene perfection of the scene. The jeweled plugs sparkled under the firelight, a constant reminder of how shameless and ready these women were. Their confident struts and bouncing tits seemed designed to taunt him, each motion a deliberate display of their ownership in this depraved game. His heart pounded as waves of humiliation and raw arousal crashed over him, leaving him dizzy. He felt trapped in a delicious torment, forced to witness every filthy detail, knowing this night would push him further than ever before.

Brittany sauntered to Thompson’s lap with a practiced sway, her perfect tits straining against the lace as she leaned in. Her petite frame seemed made for the outfit, the fabric barely containing her enhanced curves. Thompson immediately grabbed her chest, his hands kneading and molding her tits roughly while she moaned shamelessly. Her dripping pussy glistened, fully on display through the cutout, as she ground her hips against his lap in slow, teasing circles, her ass deliberately pressing against his growing erection. The room seemed to tighten with every sultry movement she made, her confidence both intoxicating and infuriating for Dan to watch.

Amanda followed next, her electric blue outfit shimmering as she approached Greene with deliberate grace. She settled onto his lap like she belonged there, her hands gliding over his chest in slow, sensual strokes. Greene’s fingers wasted no time, sliding between her legs to toy with her slick folds, the lace cutout perfectly displaying how wet she already was. Amanda tilted her head back, her breath hitching as a low moan escaped her lips, her neck now exposed and vulnerable to Greene’s hungry kisses. Her body arched into his touch, her movements oozing with confidence and submission in equal measure, every gesture designed to stoke the fire in the room.

Rachel glanced at Dan, her lips curling into a wicked smile as she grabbed his hand and led him toward a chair placed perfectly for a front-row view. "Sit right here, baby," she purred, her tone soft yet dripping with command. "I want you to see everything... every second of what your little slut wife is about to do." She leaned down, her lips brushing his ear before pressing a teasing kiss against his lips. Her warm breath lingered as she whispered, "Keep your eyes on me, baby. Don’t miss a single thing. Tonight, I’ll show you just how good I’ve become."

She straightened and strutted over to Caldwell with deliberate slowness, each movement calculated to drive Dan’s arousal and humiliation higher. Her ass jiggled lightly with every step, the jeweled plug in her ass flashing under the warm light. Reaching Caldwell, she eased herself onto his lap, pressing her ass firmly against his robe-covered crotch, feeling the hardness beneath while directly looking at Dan.

Caldwell was quicker this time, his hands moving with authority to her tits, grabbing them through the lace. His fingers kneaded them roughly, his thumbs brushing over her nipples, making her let out a low, sultry moan. Rachel tilted her head back, her lips parting as she moaned louder. “Mmm, Sir, you know exactly how to handle me,” she purred, her voice dripping with submission as her body writhed under his touch.

The lace over her chest stretched tight, her hard nipples poking through as Caldwell pinched and teased them with deliberate roughness. Rachel’s hands gripped his shoulders, her hips rolling against his lap. “Yes, Sir, just like that,” she gasped, arching her back to press her tits harder into his hands.

Dan’s throat went dry as he watched Caldwell spin her around and lean forward to take one of Rachel’s stiff nipples into his mouth, sucking and biting lightly through the lace. Rachel’s head fell back as she moaned louder, her fingers digging into Caldwell’s shoulders. “Mmm, you’re so good at that, Sir. I’ll be your perfect little toy tonight.”

The room filled with the sounds of wet kisses, loud moans, and the crackling fire, creating an intoxicating atmosphere of indulgence and control. Dan sat frozen, his cock straining painfully, knowing this was only the beginning of a night designed to break every last ounce of composure he had.

Caldwell’s hands moved with authority, sliding up Rachel’s sides before tugging at the lace covering her tits. The fabric slipped down, exposing her perky, perfect breasts, her nipples already stiff from earlier. He leaned forward, taking one nipple into his mouth, sucking hard while his other hand kneaded her breast roughly. Rachel’s head fell back, a loud, shameless moan spilling from her lips as her body pressed harder against him. Her hips rolled instinctively, grinding her pelvis against his cock through the terry material of his robe.

Across the room, Brittany’s laughter turned into breathless gasps as Thompson tugged down her top as well, her fake tits spilling free. His mouth latched onto one of her nipples, his teeth grazing the sensitive bud while his hand twisted and teased the other. Brittany moaned, arching her back to push her chest further into him. "Oh, yes, Sir, just like that," she gasped, her voice dripping with submission. Her hips rolled against him in slow, teasing motions, the jeweled plug nestled in her ass shifting with every grind, a filthy testament to her obedience. "You love how my body is made for you, don’t you? I’ll do anything to keep you happy, Sir," she whimpered, her breath catching as his grip on her tits grew rougher.

Amanda, not to be outdone, let out a soft, breathy moan as Greene’s head dipped between her legs, his tongue flicking over her exposed pussy. Her legs spread wider, giving him full access as his hands gripped her thighs firmly. She ran her fingers through his hair, pulling him closer as her hips began to move in rhythm with his tongue. "Fuck, Sir, you’re so good at that," she gasped, her voice trembling with pleasure.

Rachel’s moans turned into needy whimpers as Caldwell’s mouth moved to her other nipple, his teeth lightly grazing it before sucking hard and deep. His large hands gripped her tits with a rough possessiveness, his fingers digging into the soft, pliable flesh until her body shivered against him. "Oh, fuck, Sir, you’re making me so wet," she purred, her words breaking into gasps as her hips moved faster, grinding desperately against the growing bulge in his robe. Her pussy, slick, pressed harder, soaking the fabric of his robe between them.

She turned her head, her eyes locking onto Dan’s, her wicked smile returning as she caught his overwhelmed expression. "Look at you, baby," she cooed breathlessly, her voice trembling with lust and taunting submission. "Sitting there all hard for me while I let him use me. Doesn’t it make you even harder, knowing how much I love being his filthy little slut?"

"You like watching this, don’t you, baby?" Rachel continued teasing, her voice loud enough to cut through the room. "Watching your wife be such a good little slut for her boss?"

Dan couldn’t find the words to respond, his breath coming in short, shallow gasps as his eyes darted between Rachel’s bouncing tits and the lewd scene unfolding around him. His wife’s head tilted back again, her moans echoing as Caldwell’s hands gripped her hips, pulling her closer.

"Come here," Caldwell commanded, his deep voice cutting through the haze. Rachel straddled him in one smooth motion, her lace-covered thighs framing his hips as she lowered herself onto his lap. Her tits bounced wildly as she moved, her ass grinding against him through the layers of fabric. Caldwell smirked, his hands gripping her hips firmly as he shifted slightly.

Rachel’s moans echoed louder, her hips grinding harder as the heat between them intensified. Caldwell smirked, his hands gripping her waist tightly, steadying her as her movements became more frantic. Slowly, with deliberate authority, he reached down and untied his robe, letting it fall open. Rachel’s hips paused for a moment, her eyes dropping immediately to the thick, throbbing cock now freed in front of her. Dan’s breath caught in his throat as he finally saw it—bigger than he had imagined, long and heavy, with veins running along its length that seemed to pulse with every movement.

Rachel let out a shaky, lust-filled breath, her eyes lighting up with raw desire. She ran her fingers over Caldwell’s shaft, tracing the ridges and veins as though she were worshipping it. "Fuck, Sir," she whispered, her voice trembling, "it’s so big... so perfect. I’m going to feel this everywhere." She glanced back at Dan, a wicked smirk playing on her lips. "He’s going to own me, isn’t he? You can see it." she purred, her voice dripping with mockery and lust.

Dan sat frozen, his mouth dry and his cock throbbing painfully against his shorts as the scene unfolded. The mix of awe and humiliation surged through him, leaving him breathless as he struggled to take it all in.

He had always thought of himself as slightly above average, but in this moment, he knew he stood no chance against the sheer size of Caldwell’s cock. His chest tightened, and he could feel his own cock straining painfully against his shorts as he watched Rachel’s reaction.

Rachel’s eyes sparkled with pure lust as she ran her fingers lightly over Caldwell’s shaft, tracing the veins with reverence. "Mmm, Sir," she purred, her voice thick with need, "you’re going to stretch me so good."

Her hips began moving again, grinding slowly as she teased him with her lace-covered pussy. "Look at that, baby," she said, glancing back at Dan, her lips curling into a naughty smile. "See how much bigger he is? Can you imagine how deep he’s going to be inside me? You love watching this, don’t you? Watching your wife take a real cock."

Caldwell chuckled darkly, his hands gripping her hips firmly, taking his time as he began guiding her movements. The slick warmth of her folds pressed against the swollen head of his cock, teasing both of them as he deliberately dragged her back and forth. Rachel let out a shuddering gasp, her moans turning into desperate, breathless cries as her body melted under his control.

Each grind of her hips pushed her closer, her lace not helping in holding back the obscene display of her wetness soaking through the fabric. She could feel every ridge of his shaft pressing against her, the pressure building with every motion he guided. "Mmm, Sir," she whimpered, her voice high-pitched and trembling, "it’s so big… you’re going to take me. Make me your slut, Sir, Unghhhh"

Caldwell laughed, tilting his head to watch her. "That’s right, little slut. You’re going to take every inch," he growled, his voice thick with dominance. He leaned back slightly, giving Dan a perfect view of his wife’s flushed face and trembling body as she ground harder against him. Rachel’s hands braced against his chest, her fingers curling into the soft fabric of his robe as she struggled to keep up with the rhythm he demanded.

"Look at me, baby," she gasped, glancing back at Dan, her eyes sparkling with lust and humiliation. "See how good this feels? Watching me rub my wet little pussy all over his cock… isn’t this what you wanted? Isn’t this why you love me?"

Dan could barely breathe, his cock throbbing painfully as her words hit him like a punch. Every movement, every filthy moan, felt like a knife and a gift all at once, and he couldn’t tear his eyes away. His knuckles whitened as he gripped the seat beneath him, his entire body trembling with a mix of humiliation and raw, burning desire.

"Fuck me harder, Sir," she begged, her voice trembling with raw need as her hips rolled with desperate intensity. "Your cock feels so good... I need it deeper. Please, Sir, give me all of it."

Caldwell’s hands gripped her ass, guiding her movements as she rode him. "Look at him," he growled, nodding toward Dan. Rachel turned her head, her eyes locking onto her husband’s, a wicked smile spreading across her flushed face.

"Are you enjoying the view, baby?" she teased breathlessly. "Watching your slutty wife take her boss’s cock? I’m doing this all for you, you know."

Dan’s hands gripped the his seat tightly, his knuckles white as he struggled to process the overwhelming mix of humiliation and arousal washing over him. All around him, the room was filled with the sounds of moans, wet kisses, and skin slapping against skin as the other couples lost themselves in their own depravity. The air was thick with the scent of sex, the firelight casting flickering shadows across the walls, making the entire scene feel surreal and impossibly vivid.

Across the room, Brittany was now straddling Thompson, her tits bouncing wildly with every thrust as he gripped her ass tightly, pulling her down harder onto his lap. "Oh, Sir, you’re so fucking deep," she moaned, her voice trembling as her body arched against him. The jeweled plug in her ass caught the firelight with each bounce, adding an obscene shimmer to the lewd display. "Please, don’t stop! Stretch me, Sir. I need to feel every inch of your cock inside me," she cried, her hands clutching at his shoulders as her movements became more frantic.

Amanda was on all fours now, her lace-covered ass raised high and her back arched seductively as Greene drove into her from behind with powerful thrusts. Her cries filled the room, each one raw and desperate, mingling with the wet sounds of their bodies meeting. Her fingers dug into the couch cushions, her knuckles white as she struggled to keep herself steady. "Yes, Sir! Fuck me harder! Make me your filthy little slut," she screamed, her voice cracking with a mix of pleasure and submission. "Don’t stop! Please, don’t stop! I’ll take all of it, Sir!"

Rachel’s moans grew louder, her hips moving faster as Caldwell’s hands tightened their grip. "That’s it, Sir," she gasped. "Use me just like you want. Show my husband what a good slut I’ve become for you."

Rachel’s moans filled the room, echoing softly off the walls as Caldwell leaned back in his chair, his smirk never fading. He gripped her hips firmly, his fingers digging into her soft skin as he steadied her movements. With a sudden, sharp slap to her ass, the sound cutting through the room, he made her gasp and arch against him. “Such a good little toy,” he murmured, his deep voice sending a shiver down her spine. “I can see why your husband doesn’t mind sharing.”

Rachel’s breath hitched, her cheeks flushing even deeper at the comment. She leaned forward slightly, her hands braced on his shoulders as she rocked her hips in slow, deliberate rolls. Her nipples grazed his chest through the thin lace, sending electric shivers down her spine. “Thank you, Sir,” she whispered, her voice trembling with a mix of submission and arousal. “I’m here to make you happy, to be your perfect little slut.”

Dan sat in his chair, his hands resting tensely on his thighs as he watched, his breath hitching with every moan Rachel let out. His body trembled with a mix of jealousy, excitement, and a strange pride that his wife commanded so much attention. Slowly, almost unconsciously, his hand moved to the waistband of his shorts, his fingers trembling as he slipped them beneath the fabric. The heat of his cock met his palm as he freed himself, his throbbing erection now undeniable. Each sound she made, every teasing movement of her hips, sent a jolt straight to his groin, igniting a fire he couldn’t control. His hand closed around his length, stroking slowly as he tried to keep himself grounded amidst the chaos.

The room’s atmosphere grew thicker, the air laced with the scent and sound of sex and the soft crackle of the fireplace. The dim lighting cast flickering shadows across the walls, adding an almost hypnotic rhythm to the sensual chaos unfolding around him.

Greene stepped forward, his broad shoulders blocking Dan’s view for a moment as he reached for Rachel. "Come here, sweetheart," he said with a smirk, his tone dripping with familiarity and authority. Caldwell chuckled, releasing her hips and giving her a sharp, playful slap on the ass once more as she stood, her cheeks jiggling slightly from the impact. "Greene knows exactly how to handle a woman like this," Caldwell remarked with a satisfied grin.

“Rachel always delivers,” Caldwell said, leaning back with a satisfied smirk. "She’s made for this. Don’t hold back, Greene—she’ll take everything you give her and beg for more."

Rachel turned to Greene, her lips parted and her breathing shallow, her chest rising and falling as though she were desperate for his touch. He pulled her closer, his large hands sliding possessively over her curves, lingering on her hips before moving to her ass. His fingers gripped her firmly, pulling her flush against him as he leaned down to whisper in her ear. “Mmm, you feel even better than I remember,” he growled, his voice thick with lust. “Let’s see just how far you’re willing to go for us tonight.”

Rachel’s head tilted back, exposing her neck as a shiver ran through her body. “However you want me, Sir,” she purred, her voice trembling with submission. “I’m yours to use. Make me your dirty little slut.”

Greene’s hands roamed freely now, one sliding up to cup her breast, his thumb teasing her nipple. She whimpered, her body arching into his touch, her hands clutching at his chest for stability. His other hand trailed down her back, gripping the curve of her ass as he gave it a sharp slap, the sound echoing in the room and drawing approving chuckles from the other men.

“That’s it,” Greene murmured, his lips grazing her ear as he spoke. “I love how eager you are. A woman like you was made to be taken like this, wasn’t she?”

Rachel’s moans grew louder, her legs trembling as she pressed herself harder against him. “Yes, Sir,” she whimpered, her voice barely above a breathless cry. “I’ll do whatever you want. Just tell me how to please you.”

Dan couldn’t tear his eyes away, his cock twitching in his hand as Greene’s hands claimed every inch of Rachel’s body. The way she melted into his touch, her back arching, her moans growing louder with each squeeze and caress, sent a pulse of raw heat through him. Her body responded like it was begging for more, her hips subtly shifting to press harder against Greene. Dan bit his lip, his breath shaky, as his hand moved along his length, slow and deliberate, savoring every sound that escaped her lips. The humiliation of watching another man take such control of his wife only fueled the ache in his groin, leaving him trembling with need.

Across the room, Brittany and Amanda had turned their attention fully to each other, their giggles giving way to soft, breathy moans as their hands explored one another with practiced ease. Brittany leaned forward, her tongue flicking over Amanda’s nipple with slow, deliberate strokes, her lips curling into a mischievous smile as Amanda shuddered beneath her touch.

Amanda let out a trembling gasp, her back arching as she pressed her chest closer to Brittany’s mouth. Her fingers tangled in Brittany’s hair, gripping tightly as her hips began to shift instinctively. "Fuck, Brit," she whispered, her voice trembling with lust, "you know exactly how to make me lose it."

Brittany smirked, her hands sliding down Amanda’s sides, tracing the curve of her hips before cupping her ass. "That’s because I know every inch of you," she purred, her voice thick with desire. She moved lower, her lips leaving a trail of wet kisses along Amanda’s stomach, each touch drawing a shaky moan from the other woman. Amanda whimpered, her head tilting back as Brittany’s tongue dipped into the sensitive hollow of her navel.

The bosses watched with amused smirks, their eyes darting between the two assistants and Rachel, their attention caught by the lewd spectacle unfolding before them. Thompson leaned back in his chair, his hand lazily stroking his cock, his grin widening as he let out a low chuckle. "Fuck, look at them," he murmured, his gaze locked on Brittany’s lips as they trailed lower down Amanda’s stomach.

Brittany’s hands cupped Amanda’s ass, pulling her closer as her tongue danced over her skin, leaving a glistening trail. Amanda whimpered, her breaths hitching and her body trembling as she tilted her head back, surrendering fully to Brittany’s touch.

"They’re not just putting on a show; they’re fucking art," Thompson added, his voice dripping with appreciation as his strokes quickened slightly. Greene smirked, giving Rachel’s ass another firm squeeze before guiding her down to her knees in front of him.

Rachel obeyed without hesitation, sinking to her knees in front of Greene, her eyes wide with adoration and glinting with submissive hunger as she gazed up at him. His cock, thick and veined, stood proudly before her, a testament to her effect on him. She leaned forward with exaggerated slowness, her tongue darting out to swirl over the swollen tip, savoring the salty bead of pre-cum that clung to it. "Mmm, thank you, Sir," she murmured breathily before pressing her lips against the shaft, planting wet, open-mouthed kisses down its length. The lewd sounds of her worship filled the room as she moaned with every touch, her hands bracing on his thighs as she lavished him with attention.

Greene groaned, his fingers curling tightly in her hair as he tugged her closer. Rachel responded eagerly, her hands bracing against his thighs as she enveloped him with her warm, slick mouth. Her cheeks hollowed with every pull, her tongue swirling over the sensitive underside as she took him deeper. Each bob of her head was punctuated by lewd, wet sounds that echoed around the room, drawing approving murmurs from the other men.

"Fuck, she’s good," Thompson murmured, leaning back to enjoy the show. "That mouth was made for this."

Rachel moaned around Greene’s cock, the vibrations sending shudders through his body as she bobbed her head, taking him deeper with each motion. Her hands gripped his thighs for balance, her nails lightly digging into his skin as she worked him with a combination of skill and enthusiasm. Greene’s hand tightened in her hair, guiding her rhythm as she hollowed her cheeks and sucked harder.

"Look at her go," Greene said, his voice rough with arousal.

"I could watch this all night," Caldwell commented, his voice rough with arousal. His hand slid down to give Rachel’s ass a playful slap, eliciting a sharp gasp from her lips around Greene's cock as her body arched against him. "And these girls know how to make sure we never get bored. Damn, Brittany’s got talent," he added, his gaze shifting to where Amanda was now clutching at the couch, her body writhing under Brittany’s mouth.

Brittany glanced up at the bosses with a wicked smile, her tongue flicking out to tease Amanda’s inner thigh. "We aim to please, Sir," she purred, her voice sultry and confident, drawing approving chuckles from the men. Amanda whimpered, her fingers tangling in Brittany’s hair as her hips bucked forward, seeking more.

The bosses watched with amused smirks, their eyes darting between the assistants and Rachel. Thompson leaned back in his chair, his hand lazily stroking his cock as he chuckled. “They’re really getting into it,” he commented, his gaze lingering on Brittany’s tongue trailing lower down Amanda’s stomach.

Rachel turned her head just enough to glance at Dan, her eyes locking onto his with a teasing, almost wicked glint. Her lips stretched wider around Greene’s cock as she moaned deliberately, her tongue curling against him with exaggerated enthusiasm. She pulled back slowly, letting the spit-slick shaft slide from her mouth with a lewd pop, strings of saliva connecting her lips to him. Her voice, thick with arousal, cut through the room as she addressed her husband.

“Stroke it for me, baby,” she purred, tilting her head playfully as her hand slid up to pump Greene’s cock slowly. “Keep it nice and hard for me, but don’t even think about cumming. I want you aching for it when I’m done here.”

Dan’s hand tightened around his cock, his strokes picking up slightly as he nodded. “Yes, Rachel,” he replied, his voice barely above a whisper. The humiliation of being ordered while watching his wife submit to another man only heightened his arousal.

Greene leaned forward slightly, gripping Rachel’s hair tighter as she sank even further onto his cock, her throat flexing as she took him to the hilt. His free hand slid down to her ass, squeezing and kneading the soft flesh before delivering a sharp slap that echoed through the room. Rachel jerked slightly, moaning around his length, the vibrations making Greene groan louder.

“You’ve got yourself a gem,” Greene said, glancing at Dan with a knowing smirk. “Most guys only dream of having a wife this filthy and eager. You should be proud.”

Rachel moaned louder, her hips pressing back against Greene’s touch. "Yes, Sir," she whimpered, her voice trembling with eager submission, "I’m his slut, here to serve you all. Use me however you want. I’ll make you feel so fucking good, Sir. Please, let me be your dirty little plaything tonight."

Greene smirked, pulling back slightly as his hands released her hair. "Thompson, your turn," he said, his tone casual but commanding, as though passing off a prize to be enjoyed. Rachel turned her head toward Thompson, her lips glistening and swollen, her eyes wide with arousal. Without hesitation, she crawled toward him, her hips swaying seductively as she moved.

"Come here, sweetheart," Thompson murmured, his hand stroking his cock as he watched her approach. He reached out, grabbing her chin to tilt her face upward, forcing her to look at him. "Show me what that pretty mouth can do."

Rachel moaned softly, leaning forward to run her tongue along the length of his shaft, her eyes locked on his as she teased him with slow, deliberate licks. Thompson groaned, his hand resting on the back of her head as she took him into her mouth, her lips stretching around his girth. Her head began to bob, her tongue swirling over every inch as her hands moved to grip his thighs for balance.

"Damn," Thompson groaned, his voice rough with pleasure. "You weren’t kidding, Greene. She’s indeed a fucking pro."

"Told you," Greene replied with a chuckle, watching Rachel’s eager movements. "She’ll do anything to keep us satisfied. Isn’t that right, Rachel?"

Rachel pulled back for a moment, her lips glistening with spit as she gasped for air. "Yes, Sir," she panted, her voice quivering with desperation. "I’ll do whatever you want, anything to please you. I love being your filthy little slut, made for your pleasure."

Thompson’s grip tightened in her hair as he guided her back onto his cock, her moans vibrating against him as she took him deeper. The other men watched with approving smirks, their attention flicking between Rachel’s performance and the assistants who were now fully entwined, their moans and gasps adding to the symphony of pleasure filling the room.

Across the room, Brittany and Amanda’s sensual display intensified, their hands exploring every inch of each other’s bodies as though they were performing for the men. Brittany let out a sultry laugh, her lips trailing wet kisses along Amanda’s inner thighs before her mouth found its next target. Amanda whimpered loudly, her back arching as her hips bucked forward to meet Brittany’s eager tongue. The bosses’ low laughter and approving murmurs created a rhythm that seemed to guide the scene, blending seamlessly with the lewd, wet sounds and soft cries echoing through the space.

Dan’s chest rose and fell with shallow breaths as he watched the scene unfold, every detail burning into his mind. Each wet kiss, every lewd moan, and the deliberate commands from the men felt like they were crafted to torment him, pushing him deeper into the thrilling mix of humiliation and arousal. His hand moved faster despite Rachel’s warning, his cock throbbing painfully as the pressure in his groin built to an almost unbearable level. The sight of his wife eagerly pleasing another man while completely ignoring his own desperate state only amplified his conflicted emotions.

Rachel’s eyes darted to him again, her lips curling into a wicked smile as she noticed his struggle. "Careful, baby," she teased, her voice dripping with mock sympathy and dominance. "You know the rules. You’re not allowed to finish yet—not until I’ve given you permission. I want you throbbing, desperate, and ready to explode when I’m done here." Her words were punctuated by a sharp glance at his hand, making his strokes falter as her control over him tightened.

Dan groaned, his hand stilling as he fought to regain control. His wife’s dominance, paired with her submission to the others, created a heady mix of emotions that left him completely at their mercy. The room seemed to close in around him, the heat and scent of all the filthy sex overwhelming as the night pushed further into uncharted territory.

Rachel was laid out on the couch, her body writhing as the three bosses surrounded her like predators savoring their prey. Her lace bodystocking had been shredded in places, leaving her glistening skin exposed and marked by eager hands and mouths. Caldwell knelt beside her, his hands possessively gripping her tits, squeezing them together as his cock slid between the soft, slick flesh. Greene stood behind her, his hands spreading her ass as he slowly removed the pink gemstone butt plug. The obscene pop it made as it came free sent shivers down Rachel’s spine, her moans rising in pitch as the emptiness left her clenching.

"Such a perfect little toy," Caldwell growled, his fingers tugging at her nipples before leaning down to suck one into his mouth. His teeth grazed the sensitive peak, making Rachel cry out as her body arched into his touch. "You’re exactly where you belong."

"She’s loving every second," Greene chuckled, his cock already pressing against her now-empty hole, teasing her as he smeared her slickness around. "A slut like this was made for taking it everywhere, wasn’t she?"

"Yes, Sir," Rachel moaned, her voice breathy and filled with raw need. "Please, fill me. Use all my holes. I want to feel all of you inside me. I need it."

Thompson smirked as he stroked his cock, standing at her head. "She’s begging for it. Let’s not keep her waiting, gentlemen."

Rachel’s moans turned to muffled cries as Thompson guided his cock into her mouth, her lips stretching wide to take him in. He grabbed the back of her head, holding her firmly as he began to thrust, his pace slow but deliberate. Her tongue swirled around him, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked eagerly. Meanwhile, Greene pressed his cock into her ass, his hands gripping her hips tightly as he pushed deeper, groaning at the tightness.

"Fuck, she’s so tight back here," Greene grunted, his hips moving in slow, steady thrusts to stretch her open. "You’ve been keeping this little gem all to yourself, Caldwell."

Caldwell, now positioned between her legs, lined himself up with her dripping pussy. He slid in easily, her wetness coating him as he buried himself to the hilt. "She’s a gift that keeps on giving," he replied with a smirk, his hands gripping her thighs as he began to move. "And she knows exactly how to please every one of us."

Rachel was overwhelmed, her body trembling and taut as waves of pleasure and strain coursed through her. Each thrust from Caldwell’s cock drove her deeper into submission, her hips instinctively rising to meet his movements. Greene’s hands gripped her back and ass with possessive fervor, spreading her wider to plunge into her with increasing force, his groans mixing with her muffled cries. Her lips stretched around Thompson’s thick cock, her throat flexing as he pushed deeper, tears pooling at the corners of her eyes as she adjusted to the unrelenting pace. Rachel’s moans, though stifled, vibrated around Thompson, making him groan. Every part of her was alive with sensation, every sound and touch amplifying the intensity as she surrendered fully to their control.

"Such a good little slut," Thompson murmured, his voice low and commanding. "Look at you, taking all of us like the filthy whore you are."

Rachel’s eyes watered, but the look she gave him was one of pure submission and pleasure. She gagged slightly as he pushed deeper, her throat tightening around him, but she didn’t pull away. Instead, she moaned louder, the vibrations making Thompson groan. Spit dripped from the corners of her mouth as she bobbed her head in time with his thrusts.

The other assistants, Brittany and Amanda, joined in, crawling onto the couch beside Rachel. Amanda’s lips found Rachel’s nipples, sucking and nibbling while Brittany pressed her fingers into Rachel’s clit, rubbing it in slow, deliberate circles.

"We’re here to help, Rachel," Brittany whispered, her voice sultry as she leaned down to plant kisses along Rachel’s trembling stomach. "You don’t have to take all the attention alone."

Rachel moaned her approval, her body arching as Amanda’s mouth latched onto her other nipple, the combined sensations sending waves of pleasure coursing through her. Caldwell grunted, gripping her thighs tighter as he thrust into her harder, his balls slapping against her ass. "She’s fucking perfect," he groaned. "Takes every inch like she’s made for this."

"Damn right," Greene added, his pace quickening as he pounded into her ass, his hands spreading her cheeks wider. "She’s a filthy little cum-dump, and she knows it."

The room turned into a symphony of moans, gasps, and the wet sounds of skin meeting skin. The crackling fire in the corner cast flickering shadows over the decadent scene, its warmth mingling with the heated, musky scent of sweat and arousal that hung heavy in the air. The leather of the couch creaked beneath the shifting bodies, slick with the sheen of sweat and glistening fluids. Every gasp and groan seemed to amplify, reverberating against the high ceilings, creating an intoxicating atmosphere that heightened the raw intensity of the moment. Brittany was soon bent over the armrest, Greene sliding into her with a growl, while Amanda straddled Caldwell, grinding against him as her tits bounced with each movement. The men’s hands roamed freely, spanking, squeezing, and guiding the women into every position imaginable.

Dan sat in the corner, his cock painfully hard as he watched the debauchery unfold. His hand moved over his shaft in slow, hesitant strokes, his chest tightening with a mix of shame, arousal, and an undeniable pride in Rachel’s uninhibited submission. Each sound she made, every gasp, every moan, felt like a jolt to his system, stirring a heady cocktail of emotions he couldn’t entirely untangle. Part of him wanted to look away, to reclaim some shred of dignity, but he couldn’t. His eyes stayed locked on her, mesmerized by the way she gave herself so completely to the men, her pleasure palpable and her cries both humiliating and electrifying. He trembled, his breaths shallow, as the ache in his groin built to an almost unbearable intensity, leaving him teetering on the edge of something both devastating and exhilarating. Every time he edged closer to release, Rachel’s voice would cut through the haze.

"Don’t you dare cum, baby," she moaned around Thompson’s cock, her words garbled but clear enough to make him freeze. "Not until I say so."

Dan groaned, his hand faltering as he struggled to hold back, his balls aching with the need for release. The sight of his wife being ravished so completely left him trembling, his chest tight with arousal and humiliation.

The climax of the night came in a torrent of groans and cries, each sound a crescendo of raw, unfiltered ecstasy. Greene pulled out of Brittany, his cock pulsing as he stroked himself to completion, thick ropes of cum splattering across her back and pooling at the base of her spine. Brittany shivered at the sensation, her breaths coming in ragged pants as she turned her head to look over her shoulder, a satisfied, glazed expression on her face. Amanda was kneeling between Caldwell’s legs, eagerly taking his release onto her face and tits, her tongue darting out to catch every drop. Thompson buried himself deep in Rachel’s throat, holding her head still as he came, her moans muffled as she swallowed every drop, her eyes never leaving Dan’s.

Rachel herself was a quivering mess, her body trembling and glistening with sweat, marked with the evidence of their shared debauchery. Her breaths came in shallow, uneven gasps as she collapsed onto the couch, her thighs sticky, her nipples tender, and her lips swollen from endless use. A faint smile played on her face, a mixture of exhaustion and deep, aching satisfaction.

"Thank you, Sirs," she whispered hoarsely, her voice laced with raw emotion and trembling with gratitude. Her eyes, half-lidded and hazy, flickered toward each of the men. "I’ll always be your good little slut. I live to please you."

Her words hung in the air, met with approving chuckles and murmurs from the men. She basked in their praise, her body sinking deeper into the cushions as her mind swirled in a haze of pleasure and submission, feeling utterly claimed and cherished in her role.

Across the room, Dan sat, his cock throbbing painfully hard, every pulse a vivid reminder of how close yet out of reach release was. His breath came shallow and labored, his body tense as he watched Rachel, dripping and glistening with the aftermath of her submission. The sight left him trembling with a mix of arousal and torment. Yet, he hadn’t been granted the release he so desperately craved. His balls felt impossibly heavy and full, aching with the weight of his denied climax, as her teasing words echoed in his head—a constant, maddening reminder of her control.

Rachel glanced at him, her swollen lips curling into a sly, knowing smile. She slowly reached up, her fingers gathering the thick cum from her tits and face, scooping it into her mouth with deliberate intent. Her tongue darted out to lick her fingers clean, her gaze never leaving his as she mouthed a single, taunting word: “No.”

Dan groaned, his hand faltering on his shaft, the sheer eroticism of the moment leaving him on the edge of insanity. Rachel smirked, leaning back against the couch as she basked in the tension she’d created. She felt a surge of pride in herself and her devoted cuckold, knowing he had obeyed her every command and kept his release in check despite the torment. The power she held over him, the complete control of his desire, deepened her satisfaction and solidified her dominance. “Good boy,” she whispered softly, her eyes gleaming with approval and a wicked delight.

The living room was a scene of languid debauchery, the remnants of the night’s pleasures evident in the air and on the glistening bodies sprawled across the plush leather couches. The fire crackled softly, its warm glow illuminating the flushed, satisfied faces of the group. The women remained topless, their bare tits on full display, marked by lingering kisses and faint red imprints of hands that had roamed freely.

Caldwell’s hand idly traced circles around Rachel’s nipple, his thumb and forefinger occasionally giving it a firm tweak, drawing soft gasps from her. She leaned against him, her body relaxed yet her eyes gleamed with mischief. Greene and Thompson were similarly occupied, their hands lazily stroking Brittany and Amanda, who nestled against them with contented smiles.

As the conversations lingered, the women began to clean each other up, their hands gliding over flushed skin and glistening curves. Amanda leaned forward, her tongue darting out to lick a stray drop of cum from Brittany’s shoulder, earning a soft giggle. Brittany responded by cupping Amanda’s tits, gently squeezing them while pressing her lips to Amanda’s collarbone. Rachel joined in, her fingers tracing over Amanda’s back before pulling Brittany closer, their mouths meeting in a slow, sensual kiss.

The men leaned back, their eyes glued to the impromptu show unfolding before them. Caldwell smirked, his hand lazily stroking Rachel’s thigh. "They certainly know how to keep the night interesting," he remarked, his tone filled with satisfaction. Greene and Thompson nodded in agreement, their hands casually wandering over the women’s bodies as they continued their playful display.

Once the women were satisfied with their efforts, they returned to their respective bosses, cuddling up against them with contented sighs, their bodies still glowing in the firelight. Their lips sought out the men’s, exchanging slow, sensual kisses, their tongues teasing and exploring as they melted into their laps. Rachel’s lips lingered against Caldwell’s, her hand trailing over his chest as she murmured, “You’ve made me feel so good tonight, Sir.” The other assistants followed suit, their kisses filled with playful intimacy as they nestled closer, each moment a display of affection and ownership.

"Well, gentlemen, that was one for the books," Caldwell said with a smirk. His free hand continued to toy with Rachel’s breast, the possessive gesture not lost on Dan, who sat quietly with his drink, still painfully hard and aching from his earlier denial.

Rachel’s gaze drifted toward her husband, a playful smirk curling her lips. "You okay over there, baby?" she teased, her voice low and sultry. "You’ve been such a good little cuck tonight. I hope you enjoyed watching as much as I enjoyed…participating."

Dan’s breath hitched, his face flushed as he nodded. "Y-yeah, it was… incredible," he stammered, his voice thick with arousal and lingering tension.

Caldwell chuckled, his fingers giving Rachel’s nipple a particularly sharp tug that made her gasp. "He’s a lucky man," he said, his tone dripping with satisfaction. "Not every guy could handle what you two have."

Rachel turned her attention back to her boss, her hand resting on his thigh as she pressed her lips to his jaw in a lingering kiss. "We’ve got something special," she murmured, her voice carrying a note of pride. "And tonight was… everything I’d hoped for."

The other assistants giggled, their hands wandering as the casual groping escalated into playful teasing. Amanda leaned over to whisper something into Greene’s ear, her tits brushing against his chest, while Brittany traced her fingers along Thompson’s jawline, her lips grazing his neck.

Rachel’s voice cut through the quiet hum of conversation. "But I think it’s time to give my husband a little attention now," she said, her tone teasing yet commanding. She slipped off Caldwell’s lap, her tits bouncing slightly as she stood and stretched, her body glowing in the firelight. "Goodnight, gentlemen. Thank you for an unforgettable evening."

Dan followed her back to their room, his pulse racing with anticipation and his cock still aching with the tension of the night. The moment the door clicked shut behind them, Rachel turned, her eyes smoldering with a mix of mischief and lust as she sauntered toward him. Her fingers trailed over her bare tits, tweaking her sensitive nipples as she whispered, "You’ve been such a good boy tonight, watching and waiting like I told you to." She pressed against him, her hands sliding up his chest before giving him a playful shove onto the bed. "Now it’s your turn to lose control."

She climbed onto his lap, her wet, slick pussy pressing against his throbbing cock. Her tits swayed inches from his face as she began to grind against him, her lips curling into a wicked smile. "Do you want to hear all about it felt?" she whispered, her voice dripping with seduction. "Every filthy little detail?"

"Yes," Dan groaned, his hands gripping her hips as she rolled them against him. "Tell me everything."

Rachel leaned down, her breath warm against his ear as her nails lightly scratched over his chest. "Caldwell’s cock stretched me so perfectly," she moaned, her voice quivering with raw arousal as she relived the sensations. "And Greene… oh, baby, when he pushed into my ass, it was so deep, so fucking intense. They didn’t hold back, Dan. They used me exactly how they wanted, and I begged for more like the filthy hotwife you love so much." Her lips brushed against his neck, her voice growing more breathless as she whispered, "They filled me up, every inch of me, and I took it all like the slut I am."

Dan’s cock twitched against her, his breathing ragged as she continued. Her hands tangled in his hair, pulling his mouth to her bouncing tits. "Suck them," she commanded, her tone leaving no room for argument. "They’re still sensitive from all the attention."

Dan obeyed, his lips latching onto her nipple as his tongue swirled around the hardened peak. Rachel moaned, her hips grinding harder against him. "That’s it," she gasped. "Take what’s yours, baby. Show me how much you love having a slut for a wife."

Her words spurred him on, his hands gripping her ass as he thrust upward, desperate for release. Rachel’s moans grew louder, her hands braced against his chest as her body trembled with the force of her movements. "You’ve been so patient, baby," she gasped, her tone dripping with emotion and raw arousal. "Watching me, letting me be their plaything—it’s exactly what you deserve for being the perfect cuck. And now," she leaned closer, her nails raking down his chest, "you’re going to get every filthy reward I’ve saved just for you." Her hips ground harder, her slick heat driving him wild as she added, "Take it, Dan. Take all of me."

Dan’s world narrowed to the feel of her body, the taste of her skin, and the sound of her voice, each sensation pushing him closer to the edge. Rachel threw her head back, crying out as she came, her nails digging into his shoulders. "Cum for me, baby," she begged, her voice breaking. "I want to feel you lose control."

With a guttural groan, Dan finally let go, his body convulsing as he spilled inside her. Rachel collapsed against him, her breath hot against his neck as she whispered, "You’re mine, and I’ll always make sure you know it."

She shifted slightly, guiding him to lay back as she nestled against his chest. Her arms wrapped around him, pulling him close as her fingers gently threaded through his hair. Dan sighed, his head resting against her soft, warm tits, the steady rise and fall of her breathing soothing his still-racing heart.

Rachel’s hand moved in slow, rhythmic strokes through his hair, her voice a tender murmur. "You did so well tonight," she whispered. "I’m so proud of you, baby."

Dan’s arms tightened around her, his exhaustion melting into contentment as he whispered back, "I love you, Rachel."

"I love you too," she replied, her tone laced with affection and satisfaction. She pressed a soft kiss to his temple, her fingers never ceasing their gentle motion. The warmth of their bodies entwined, the remnants of the night’s passion still lingering in the air, lulled them both into a peaceful haze. Slowly, their breaths evened out, and they drifted off together, wrapped in the intimate comfort of each other’s embrace.




EPILOGUE

The morning sun filtered through the curtains, casting a warm glow over the room as Rachel stirred, stretching languidly in Dan’s arms. The previous night’s events lingered between them, a heady mix of satisfaction and intimacy. She leaned over, planting a soft kiss on his lips before slipping out of bed.

"Come on, sleepyhead," she teased, her voice light with affection. "We’re already late."

Dan groaned, running a hand through his disheveled hair as he sat up. "I think we earned a little extra sleep," he murmured, his eyes trailing over Rachel’s naked form as she moved toward the bathroom.

"Shower with me?" she offered, glancing back over her shoulder with a playful smile.

The two stepped into the steaming water, the spray washing away the remnants of the night before. Dan’s hands found her waist, pulling her close as their lips met in a slow, lingering kiss. Rachel’s laugh echoed softly in the tiled space as she pulled back.

"We’ll never get out of here if you keep that up," she said, though her tone was anything but admonishing.

By the time they were dressed and ready, the rest of the house was already alive with the sound of chatter. When they stepped into the kitchen, they found the group gathered around the breakfast table. Brittany and Amanda were still naked, their bodies marked with the playful aftermath of the night. They moved with ease, chatting with the men, who sat back in their chairs, hands roaming casually over the assistants’ curves. Greene’s hand rested on Brittany’s hip, his fingers occasionally dipping lower, while Thompson toyed with Amanda’s nipples, eliciting soft giggles from her.

"Morning, sleepyheads," Caldwell greeted with a smirk, his arm draped over the back of his chair. His eyes lingered on Rachel, a spark of satisfaction lighting them up. "You two missed quite the breakfast spread."

Caldwell smirked as he glanced at Rachel. "You’re always the first to leave, rushing back home," he remarked, a teasing edge to his tone. "Dan must really enjoy those Sundays."

The group chuckled knowingly, Amanda chiming in. "It’s true. She’s always out the door first thing, leaving us to finish up."

Dan flushed slightly, the comment a vivid callback to the Sundays he cherished. His mind flickered to the times Rachel had burst through the door, still glowing from the weekend, only to pounce on him and recount every detail while they made love all day.

Rachel, catching his expression, leaned in close, her lips brushing his ear. "Don’t worry, baby," she whispered, her tone soft and seductive. "We’ll make today even better than the others. Just wait until we get home."

She squeezed his hand, the promise lingering as they said their goodbyes and headed for the door. Dan’s heart raced with anticipation, the familiar thrill of their routine pulling them closer than ever.

After exchanging goodbyes, Dan and Rachel stepped out into the crisp morning air, hand in hand. The drive home was quiet, the kind of silence filled with unspoken understanding and deep connection. Rachel’s fingers occasionally brushed against his thigh, her smile soft and knowing as they wound their way through familiar streets.

Once home, Dan barely had time to set down their bags before Rachel pulled him into her arms, her lips capturing his in a kiss that promised everything he’d been waiting for.

A few days later, as the afternoon sunlight streamed through the windows, Rachel reclined on the couch in Caldwell's room at the office, scrolling through her phone with a mischievous smile playing on her lips. Dan was in the kitchen at his office, brewing up a new pot of coffee to get him through the rest of the day when his phone buzzed. He picked it up, his breath hitching as he read the message that popped onto the screen.

"Guess who’s wearing her fuck-me-heels and plug at work today? My boss just spent 10 minutes playing with my tits. He’s so fucking hard for me right now. I think he’s planning something for later."

Dan’s cock twitched at the words, his mind immediately flooded with vivid images of Rachel seated at her desk, her boss looming over her, his hands roaming freely over her body. The thought of her in those towering heels, her every move deliberate and seductive, sent a surge of heat through him. He stumbled into a chair, his hand moving to his lap as the fantasy consumed him entirely.

Every detail she’d shared over the months came rushing back—her teasing, her moans, the way she’d recount every filthy moment with unrestrained excitement. His hand moved faster, the thought of her confidently owning her desires and fulfilling theirs driving him to the brink.

Dan leaned back, his chest rising and falling heavily. The message lingered in his mind, a tantalizing hook for what he knew was only the beginning of more. He smiled to himself, already imagining the next Sunday when she would burst through the door after the retreat, glowing with satisfaction, ready to recount every sinful detail while they lost themselves in each other once again—or perhaps the day when he might join her again in an experience like that, sharing the thrill together. He knew Rachel would always find a way to keep their connection alive, pushing boundaries and deepening the trust and desire that fueled them both.

And he couldn’t wait.

***

Enjoyed the story?

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

— Emily Felix
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"Do you like this, baby?" Olivia’s voice was low and breathless as she glanced at Ethan. "Watching me give in like this... for both of us?" 

Ethan never imagined that a romantic getaway to a secluded beachfront villa would change everything. For years, his wife, Olivia, has been the center of his world—radiant, confident, and irresistible. But when Olivia suggests bringing her fantasy to life, their relationship is pushed into uncharted territory. 


Enter Marcus—a charming and athletic man who brings a new kind of energy into their lives. Under the warm glow of candlelight and the sound of crashing waves, tensions rise, boundaries blur, and desires come to life in ways Ethan could only dream of. 

As Ethan watches Olivia embrace her sensuality in Marcus’s arms, he’s torn between jealousy and pride, arousal and vulnerability. Will this unforgettable night deepen the bond between husband and wife, or will it leave them questioning everything? 

Steamy, daring, and emotionally charged, White Wife Lets Loose for BBC offers a front-row seat to a wife’s ultimate surrender and a husband’s deepest fantasy—perfect for readers who crave a story where love, trust, and unrestrained passion ignite in unforgettable ways.
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“Do you think Kane will like this?” Laura asked, her tone teasing as she adjusted the straps of her gorgeous silver dress. Something she picked specially for this occasion. 

Matt swallowed hard, his voice trembling. “He’ll love it.” 

She smirked, stepping closer. “Good. Because I plan to make this weekend unforgettable for him—and for you.” 


Matt’s career was going nowhere fast until his wife, Laura, caught the attention of his boss, Howard Kane—a powerful CEO with an irresistible offer. Kane’s proposition is simple: one weekend a month with Laura in exchange for Matt’s promotion, bonuses, and access to a lifestyle they could only dream of. 

What starts as a desperate gamble becomes something much more. Laura, once reserved and supportive, thrives under Kane’s dominance, her confidence growing as she embraces her new role. For Matt, watching his wife submit is both humiliating and intoxicating, leaving him torn between jealousy and fascination. 

Set in the luxury of New York City’s penthouses and private clubs, The Corporate Cuckold Agreement, told in nearly 17K words, delves into the shifting power dynamics of an unconventional arrangement. Laura shines in her newfound independence, Kane asserts total control, and Matt is left to navigate a complicated mix of emotions as their lives are transformed forever. 

Perfect for fans of erotic power play, this story explores love, submission, and the boundaries of desire in a way that’s bold, daring, and utterly captivating. 

About the Author

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

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

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

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