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Introduction


You are reading book 12 in my "Cuckold Tales" series of full-length novels and shorter novellas.

This story is one of my shorter books – 13.5k words of dark cuckolding. For a late night read where you just need to scratch that itch.

This isn't romance – we do have a loving couple – but it's a couple about to undergo a drastic powershift. Hubby has been watching late night cuckold videos, and his wife decides it's time to act.


one
MOVING DAY
Locked and Loaded


Mike woke to sunlight slicing through the bedroom curtains and Archway traffic grinding outside: buses hissing at the stop, the kebab shop below clattering bins. Same as every Saturday.

Except Becky was already up.

Weird. She never got up before him. Never.

He blinked, fumbled for his glasses, shoved them on. She stood at the foot of the bed. Showered already. Dressed. Black leggings, tight, hugging every curve. White cropped vest, no bra, nipples visible through the thin fabric. Hair down, blonde, straight, still damp at the ends. She was smiling.

Too bright. Too early.

His stomach clenched. Something was up.

"Morning, babe." Bright voice. Playful. She perched on the bed edge, one leg tucked under her, and held up a box. Small. Cardboard.

Mike stared. "What's that?"

"Present." She turned it in her hands, grinning. "Early anniversary gift."

Their anniversary wasn't for months. Three months. Why now? His throat went dry. "Becky, I don't..."

She opened the box.

Pulled out clear plastic. Rings, a cage, a small brass lock. Keys on a thin silver chain dangling from her fingers.

Christ.

His stomach dropped, face burning. The cage. The cage. CB-6000. Clear plastic. He'd bookmarked it months ago, chickened out, deleted the tab. Or thought he had.

How did she...

"I found your laptop," Becky said. Calm. Amused.

Oh God. Oh Christ. The folder with that bookmark had everything. His Literotica stash. Cuckold stories. Chastity. Hotwife. Humiliation. All of it. She'd seen all of it. Every story. Every bookmark. Every filthy fantasy he'd never had the guts to say out loud.

"I... I can explain," Mike stammered. Words tumbling, tripping over themselves. "It's just... I mean, I don't actually..."

"Mike." She held up a hand. "Stop."

He stopped.

She leaned forward, elbows on her knees, cage dangling between her fingers. The lock swayed. "You want this. I want this. So we're doing it. Today. Moving day. A fresh start."

Mike's mouth opened. Closed. Brain spinning, crashing, rebooting. She wanted this? She'd read the stories and what, decided to do it? To actually...

"Becky, I... Christ, I don't know if..."

"You're rock hard, Mike."

His face flamed. Was he? He glanced down. Tent in his boxers. Obvious. Straining. Throbbing. Fuck. She was right. He was hard. From the cage. From being caught. From her knowing.

His throat locked up. Couldn't speak. Just nodded.

Becky grinned. "Good boy. Now take those off."

She pointed at his boxers. Mike hesitated, heart hammering, then hooked his thumbs into the waistband. Pulled them down. His cock sprung out, hard, flushed, leaking already. Pathetic. Four and a half inches. She'd seen it a thousand times, but now, here, with the cage in her hands, he felt exposed. Small. Inadequate.

Becky didn't flinch. Just picked up the cage, sorted the rings. "Come here."

Mike shuffled forward, kneeling on the bed. She worked fast, fingers sure, fitting the base ring behind his balls. Cold plastic. Snug against his pelvis. Christ. This was happening. Actually happening. Mike's cock twitched, desperate, leaking.

"Calm down, babe," she murmured. Amused. "It'll fit."

She slid the cage over him. Tight. Too tight. His cock fought it, still hard, straining, and Christ, it hurt. The plastic bit in, squeezed. He couldn't soften. Couldn't make it fit.

Becky laughed. Low. Warm. Amused. She wrapped her hand around the base of his cock, squeezed. Firm. Gentle. Mike gasped, hips jerking, and fuck, he nearly came just from that.

"There we go."

She guided him in. Cage slid over his shaft, bars tight, trapping him. Then she locked it. Click. Final. Brass lock snapping shut.

Done.

Mike stared down. His cock, trapped. Plastic bars, clear, every throb visible. The lock dangling, cold against his balls. He was caged. Actually caged. Locked up. Owned.

Becky held up the keys. Two small brass keys on the silver chain. She looped the chain over her head, settled it around her neck. The keys disappeared between her tits, nestled in her cleavage.

She leaned in, lips at his ear, breath warm. "You're mine now."

Mike's throat locked up. Couldn't speak. Couldn't breathe. His cock throbbed in the cage, leaking already, and all he could do was nod. Just nod.

Hers. Fuck.

And fuck, he was leaking already. Pre-cum beading at the tip of the cage, dripping onto the duvet.

Pathetic.

Becky stood, kissed his forehead. "Get dressed, babe. Lads'll be here at nine."

She left. Bathroom door clicked shut. Shower hissed on.

Mike sat on the bed, staring down at the cage. Clear plastic. His cock trapped inside, already softening, shrinking into the bars. The lock cold against his balls.

What the fuck just happened?

[image: ]

The packing dragged. Hours, felt like. Mike couldn't focus.

The cage was uncomfortable, tight, every movement a reminder. Sitting, standing, bending over boxes, it pressed, pinched, ached. He'd pulled on jeans, but the bulge was visible. Obvious. Hard plastic curve at his crotch. Anyone who looked would know.

What if the lads noticed?

He shoved another book into a box, hands shaking. Becky moved around the living room, packing the last bits. Mugs, coasters, photo frames. She bent over, arse in the air, leggings stretched tight across her hips. Deliberate. She knew he was watching.

Mike's cock throbbed. Cage bit in. Painful. He winced, looked away.

She glanced back, caught him staring. Smiled. "Like what you see, babe?"

His face burned. "I'm just... just packing."

"Course you are." She straightened, hands on hips. "Lads'll be here at nine. Big Mike's Removals. Two blokes. Dez and Kieran. Sounded nice on the phone."

Nice on the phone. What did that mean? Mike's mind raced. Lads. Becky in those leggings. The cage. Fuck. What if she flirted? What if...

No. She wouldn't. This was just the cage. Just between them.

Right?

The doorbell rang. Sharp and loud. Mike's stomach twisted.

Nine o'clock. Right on time.

Becky grinned, wiped her hands on her leggings. "I'll get it."

"No, I..." Mike started, but she was already moving, past him, down the narrow hallway. He followed, heart hammering, palms sweating.

She opened the door, and two men stood on the landing. Both of them big lads.

The first was black. Shaved head, goatee, six-two easy. Maybe taller. A white Nike vest tight across his shoulders. Tracksuit bottoms, trainers, gold chain glinting. He smiled. Confident. Easy. Like he owned the place.

Mike's throat tightened. His stomach dropped.

Oh Christ.

"Alright, darling," the man said. Deep voice. South London rasp. "You Becky?"

"That's me." She stepped aside, gestured them in. "Come in, come in. This is Mike, my husband."

The second lad stepped forward. White, short brown hair, stubble, cheeky grin. Blue eyes, silver chain, jeans tight around his thighs. He stuck out a hand.

"Kieran," he said. Essex accent, loud, friendly. "Alright, mate?"

Mike shook. Kieran's grip firm, confident. Mike's hand felt small, clammy. He stammered, "Yeah. Cheers. Thanks for... thanks for coming."

The first lad held out his hand. "Dez."

Mike shook. Dez's grip crushed his fingers, just slightly. Not aggressive. Just strong. Mike pulled back, flexed his hand.

Close up he realised Dez was huge. Arms thick as Mike's thighs. Chest like armour. And the bulge in his trackies... Christ. Visible. Thick. Even soft, it looked bigger than Mike hard.

Mike's throat tightened. Cage throbbed. He looked away.

"Nice area, Tufnell Park," Kieran said, glancing around the flat. "Moving up in the world, yeah?"

"Just needed more space," Mike muttered. Face hot. He could feel Becky watching, smiling.

"Fair enough, mate." Kieran grinned. "Right, let’s get cracking."

This was fine. Just removal lads. Just furniture. The cage was hidden. No one could tell.

Except his jeans felt tight. The bulge obvious. And Becky's leggings were so tight, and Dez was looking, definitely looking, and...

He was fucked.
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Tight Fit

Becky led them into the small front room, picturing how her husband’s hand had disappeared into Dez's huge grip, swallowed whole like a child's. His face had gone crimson, shoulders curling inward, that bloody stammer creeping into his voice. The same one that came out when he was nervous or when she'd caught him watching porn with the volume too loud.

God, the cage was already working.

"Thanks so much for fitting us in on a Saturday. I know weekends are mental."

Dez's eyes held hers, dark and steady, then dropped. Just a flicker. Straight to her tits. Back up, smooth, professional.

But she'd clocked it.

Her nipples tightened.

"So you’re the helpful Kieran."

"That's me." He grinned, dimples creasing his cheeks, blue eyes bright and cheeky. His handshake was looser, playful, fingers squeezing hers just a bit too long. "Nice flat. Tufnell Park, yeah? Posh." He leaned in slightly, grin widening. "If I lived here, I'd never leave the bedroom."

He winked.

Becky laughed, light and easy, like her cunt wasn't already slick and aching. "Well, hopefully you'll get it all there in one piece so we can actually use the bedroom."

Kieran's grin stretched wider. "We'll take good care of you. Promise."

Behind them, Mike coughed. Becky glanced back over her shoulder. He stood in the hallway, hands shoved deep in his pockets, face still red. That pathetic little lump in his jeans, the hard plastic curve of the cage pressing through the denim. He was watching her. Watching them.

Jealous already. Fucking perfect.

She turned back to Dez, let her hand drift to his bicep. Just lightly. Fingers on warm skin, the edge of his vest sleeve. Christ. Solid muscle. "God, you're strong. This won't take long with you two, will it?"

Dez chuckled, low and easy. "Nah. We'll have you moved by lunchtime. Where's the heavy stuff?"

"Here: Sofa, coffee table. Bedroom's the bed, wardrobe. Kitchen's mostly boxes."

"Right. Let's take that sofa first."

He moved past her, close enough that his arm brushed her shoulder. She inhaled. Aftershave. Something expensive. Paco Rabanne, maybe. Dark and spicy. Mike wore Lynx Africa, the same stuff he'd worn since uni.

Kieran followed, his eyes dropping as he passed. Just for a second. Her arse in the leggings, round and tight. She saw it out the corner of her eye. Didn't mind. Wanted him to look.

As they hefted the two-seater, Becky glanced at Mike. Still standing there like a spare part, frozen, that cage bulge visible even from here. Hard. Trapped. Probably leaking into his boxers.

Bless.

She smiled.

Let him watch.

The staircase out of the flat was narrow, steep, built for smaller people back when this place was carved up from some Victorian terrace. Dez went first, backing down the steps carefully, hands gripping the sofa's base. Kieran took the front end, lifting, grunting slightly as they maneuvered it round the corner. Becky held the door open, leaning against the frame, watching.

God, Dez's arms.

Every muscle visible, thick veins running down his forearms. The sofa looked like nothing in his grip. He wasn't even straining. Just steady. Controlled.

Mike came up behind her, carrying a lamp in one hand, awkward, the shade knocking against the wall.

"Careful, babe," Becky said, not looking at him.

"Yeah. Sorry. I'm just..."

She didn't listen. Dez had reached the landing, turned slightly, and his vest rode up. Flat stomach. Abs. A thin line of dark hair disappearing into his waistband.

Her thighs clenched.

Fuck.

"You right there, darling?" Dez called up, looking at her.

"Yeah, go ahead. I'll get the door downstairs."

She slipped past Mike, down the stairs, ahead of them. She could feel their eyes on her. Arse in tight leggings, hips swaying. She took her time, one hand trailing the banister.

At the bottom, she held the front door open, warm summer air rolling in. Dez backed through, careful, shoulders filling the doorframe.

"Cheers," he said.

She touched his arm as he passed, squeezed his bicep. Hard as a rock. "God, that's solid. What do you bench?"

"One-forty. One-fifty on a good day."

Becky's pussy clenched. Fucking hell. Mike didn't even go to the gym. She glanced up the stairs. He was halfway down, lamp in hand, face red, already sweating.

Pathetic. And perfect.

"That's mental," she said to Dez, turning back, smiling. "I can barely lift the bar."

"Nah, you're strong. I can tell." Dez set the sofa down on the pavement, straightened, rolled his shoulders. "You work out, yeah?"

"Three times a week. Gym in Camden."

"Nice. I'm five times. Peckham. Gotta stay sharp, innit."

Kieran squeezed past her, grunting. "Bloody hell, this thing weighs a tonne. Your sofa made of lead, Becky?"

She laughed. "IKEA. So probably."

"Fair enough." He grinned, winked again. "Right, let’s get this into the van."

He nodded to a white Transit, double-parked on the street, hazards blinking.

They carried the sofa out together, lifting it into the back of the van. She followed, stood on the pavement, arms crossed under her chest, watching them work. Dez climbed into the van, muscles shifting under his vest. Kieran pushed from below. Their rhythm was easy, practiced. Strong.

Mike appeared behind her, set the lamp down carefully.

"You alright, babe?" Becky asked, not turning.

"Yeah. Fine. Just... bit warm."

"Mm."

She could feel him watching her. The cage pressing. Hurting, probably.

Good.

Dez hopped down from the van, landed lightly. "Right. What's next?"

"Bed," Becky said. "Upstairs."

"Lead the way."

They worked fast, efficient. Dez and Kieran carried the bed frame down, Becky guiding them through doorways, her hand on Dez's lower back, his shoulder, his arm. Just little touches. Helpful. Innocent.

Except her cunt was soaking.

Slick and hot, no thong underneath to catch it. Just the leggings, clinging to her, damp between her thighs. She could feel it.

Christ, could they tell?

Probably. The fabric was thin, black, but wet was wet.

Fuck it. Let them see.

Mike hovered nearby, carrying boxes. Light ones. Books. Kitchen stuff. He kept glancing at her. At Dez. At the cage bulge straining in his jeans.

On the stairs, Kieran looked back. "Becky, you gonna give us a hand with the mattress?"

"Course."

She took one corner, light as anything. They did the heavy lifting, but it meant she was close. Right next to Kieran. His cologne sharp and citrusy, Lynx Gold probably, but she didn't mind. He smelled young. Eager.

"Bet you're looking forward to the new place, yeah?" Kieran said, grunting slightly as they maneuvered the mattress through the narrow door. "Fresh start."

"God, yes. Can't wait. Archway's... well, you've seen it."

"Nah, it's alright. Better than some places I've seen. But Tufnell Park's nice. Good area. You're lucky."

"I think so."

She glanced back over her shoulder. Mike on the landing, carrying a box labelled "Bedroom" in black Sharpie. Face red. Watching her arse. Watching Kieran's eyes drop to her arse.

She bit her lip.

Yeah, Mike. Watch.
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The van was nearly loaded. Boxes stacked, furniture strapped down. Dez wiped his forehead with the back of his hand, skin glistening. "Right. Think that's it. You wanna ride up front, help us find your new place?”

Becky smiled, sweet and helpful. "Sure. Mike, you don't mind hopping in the back, do you? Keep an eye on the boxes?"

Mike blinked, caught off-guard. "I... what?"

"Just make sure nothing shifts. It's only twenty minutes."

"I can... I mean, I can sit in front..."

"Nah, mate, no room," Kieran said, already climbing into the cab, settling into the passenger seat. "Three up front's tight as it is."

Becky touched Mike's arm, looked up at him through her lashes. "Please, babe? I'll feel better knowing someone's watching our stuff."

His mouth opened. Closed. That bulge in his jeans, the cage straining. Painful. He wanted to say no. She could see it. But he wouldn't.

"Yeah. Okay."

"Thanks, babe."

She kissed his cheek, tasted salt and sweat. He smelled nervous, sour, like he'd been standing in the sun too long.

Good.

She pulled back, looked up at him. His eyes were glassy behind his glasses, pupils blown wide. Cage bulge still there. Still hard.

He's loving this.

She squeezed his arm, smiled sweetly, then turned and climbed into the cab. Middle seat. Dez driving. Kieran passenger side. Cramped. Her thigh pressed against Kieran's. Her shoulder against Dez's arm.

The van door slammed shut behind her. She glanced in the wing mirror. Mike's face appeared in the back window, behind the partition, pale and watching.

Perfect.

Dez started the engine. "Right. Tufnell Park. Let's go."

The cab stank of sweat and diesel and something else underneath it, something thick and male. Becky shifted, trying to get comfortable, but it was useless. Kieran's thigh pressed solid and warm against hers, hard muscle through his trackies. Dez's arm kept brushing her shoulder every time he changed gear, his knuckles grazing her bare skin. The heat was stifling, the air thick. She was trapped between them, squeezed in, tits pushed together, thighs clamped tight to stop herself rubbing them together like a fucking teenager.

Her cunt ached. Wet, swollen, throbbing.

Jesus.

She bit the inside of her cheek. Tried to breathe.

"So," Kieran said, turning slightly, grin still in place. His knee pressed harder against hers. "What's your husband do?"

"IT support. Works from home mostly."

"Yeah? Good money in that."

"Decent." She shifted again, thighs rubbing. Couldn't help it. "Boring, though."

"And you?"

"Marketing. Also boring." She laughed, trying to sound casual, like her nipples weren't rock-hard, visible through the thin vest. "God, we sound dull."

"Nah." Kieran's eyes dropped. Just for a second. Her chest. Her tits. Nipples poking through the fabric. He grinned. "You're not dull, darling."

Becky's breath hitched. She glanced at Dez. He was watching the road, hands steady on the wheel. But his jaw tensed, and there was a slight smile at the corner of his mouth.

He'd heard.

She shifted again, rubbed her thighs together. Just a little. Subtle.

Fuck, she needed to touch herself. Needed something.

Kieran noticed. His grin widened.

Cheeky bastard.

She grinned back.

Behind them, through the partition, Mike's face. Pale. Watching.

Good. Let him watch.

Becky leaned back, let her head rest against the seat, let her eyes close for just a second. Her thigh pressed harder against Kieran's. He didn't move away. Neither did she.

Dez changed gear, his knuckles brushing her knee.

She inhaled slowly. Exhaled.

Fuck, she was wet. Soaking. Dripping. This was happening. Today.

She was going to fuck them, and Mike was going to get his porn fantasies cum true.
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Three Beers, Two Bulls

MIKE'S POV

The van jerked to a stop. Doors slammed. Voices outside, laughing.

Mike climbed out the back, squinting in the sunlight. Leighton Road. Tufnell Park. Their new flat. Red brick, bay windows, three floors up. Nicer than Archway. Fresh start, he'd told himself this morning.

Yeah. Right. Seemed everything was changing.

Becky was already at the front door, key in the lock. Dez stood beside her. Close. Too fucking close. Watching her arse as she bent forward, leggings stretched tight across her hips.

Mike's stomach clenched. Dez wasn't even trying to hide it now. Just staring. Becky straightened, glanced back, smiled at Dez.

Not at Mike. At Dez.

Kieran appeared beside him, grinning. "Alright, mate. You grab the boxes, yeah? We'll get the heavy stuff."

Mike nodded, watched Dez and Kieran haul the sofa from the van like it weighed nothing. Arms bunching. Shoulders flexing. Moving easy, confident, laughing.

Mike picked up a box. Books. Not heavy. His arms shook anyway.

Another narrow staircase. Third floor. No fucking lift. Becky led the way, Dez and Kieran carrying the sofa behind her, Mike trailing at the back with his pathetic box of books.

He watched her arse. Black leggings stretched tight. Every step, every curve. Dez was watching too. Course he was. Eyes locked on her, tracking every sway of her hips.

Mike's chest tightened. Breathing hard already. Out of shape. Sweating. The cage shifted with each step, plastic rubbing, cock trapped and swelling.

Becky glanced back over her shoulder. Saw Mike watching. Smiled.

Not at him. Through him. His cock jerked. Cage crushed down. Pain shot through his balls.

Kieran laughed, breathless. "All these stairs are keeping us fit."

Becky glanced back again, grinned. "Sorry. But look at you - don't think you need it."

Dez chuckled, low and easy. "She's got jokes, bruv."

Mike climbed. One step. Another. Look at you. She'd said that. To them. Not him. When had she last looked at him like that? Checked him out? Never. Not in years.

His face burned. Box shaking in his arms. Pathetic.

They were going to notice. The bulge in his jeans. The cage outline. The wet patch spreading.

What if Becky told them?

What if she said: He's locked in a chastity cage. I've got the keys. He's been leaking all morning watching me flirt with you.

Mike's throat closed. He kept climbing.

The flat was bright. Sunlight everywhere. High ceilings, big windows overlooking the street. Boxes they’d brought over yesterday stacked against the wall, Becky's handwriting on the labels.

Fresh start, she'd said. New place. New life.

Dez and Kieran wrestled the sofa through the doorway, angled it towards the window. Becky directed, hands on hips, nodding. "Perfect. There. Yeah."

Mike stood in the hallway. Watching. Useless.
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They were done faster than he’d have thought – give them their dues, these lads worked hard.

Stacking the last box, Kieran straightened, wiped his forehead. "Fuck me, that's a workout."

Becky smiled. Bright. Helpful. "You've been amazing. Drink? Least I can do. Kitchen comes fully fitted, and we stocked up yesterday."

She headed into the kitchen. Mike heard the fridge door open. Bottles clinking.

Three bottles. Handed one to Dez. Another to Kieran. Squeezed onto the sofa between them.

Didn't even look at Mike. Didn't offer him one.

Mike stood there. Hallway. Watching. Cage aching. She'd forgotten him. Or she hadn't. Hard to tell which was worse.

Dez twisted the cap off his beer, took a long pull. "Cheers, darling. Gasping."

Kieran grinned, raised his bottle. "Legend. Thought you'd never ask."

Becky laughed, tucked her legs under her, leant back into the cushions. Her vest rode up. Bare stomach. Soft. Pale.

Mike's throat went dry.

She was between them. Thigh pressed against Kieran's. Shoulder brushing Dez's arm when she shifted. Close. Too close.

And she was smiling.

Mike's cock throbbed. Cage dug in. Wet patch spreading. He could feel it, sticky and humiliating, soaking through his boxers, through his jeans.

He should sit on the armrest, and join the conversation, but his feet wouldn't move.

Kieran took another swig, turned towards Becky. His knee touched hers. Stayed there. "So, Tufnell Park. Nice area. You two been together long?"

"Seven years. Married four."

"Yeah? Blimey. Young love."

Becky laughed, light and easy. "Something like that."

Dez nodded towards Mike, still standing in the hallway like a ghost. "He's a lucky man."

Becky's eyes flicked to Mike. Held his gaze for half a second. Smiled. "I think so."

Mike's stomach dropped. She wasn't talking about him being lucky. She was talking about herself. Lucky to have her.

And she was right.

Kieran grinned, leant back, arm stretched along the back of the sofa. Casual as fuck. Hand hovering near Becky's shoulder. Not touching. Yet.

"So what d'you do, for fun Becky? Besides looking gorgeous in leggings."

She laughed, slapped his thigh. Her hand stayed there. High on his leg. Fingers spread.

Mike's cock jerked. Cage bit down. Pain shot through him, sharp and sudden. He winced, gritted his teeth. She was touching him. Kieran. Hand on his thigh. Fingers spread like she owned it.

“Oh we’re pretty boring.”

Kieran's eyes dropped. Her chest. Nipples still hard, visible through the vest. "Nah. You're not boring, darling."

Becky bit her lip. Shifted. Her hand slid higher on Kieran's thigh.

Mike watched. Couldn't breathe. Couldn't move.

Dez took another pull of his beer, stretched his legs out. His thigh pressed against Becky's. She didn't move away. Leant into it.

Mike's vision blurred as his glasses fogged. Sweating. Face hot. Cage wet. Leaking. Soaking through his boxers, his jeans.

Becky's hand moved. Casual. Smooth. Onto Dez's thigh now. Fingers spread. High. Too high. Inches from his cock.

Mike's eyes dropped. Dez's crotch. The bulge in his trackies. Fuck. Thick. Obvious. Even soft, it looked massive. Had to be seven inches. Eight. Soft. Bigger than Mike hard. Bigger than Mike ever got.

Becky's fingers flexed on Dez's thigh. Dez didn't flinch. Didn't move. Just smiled, slow and easy, like he knew exactly what she was thinking.

Mike's stomach dropped. Mouth filled with saliva. He was going to be sick. Or cum. Hard to tell.

"Your husband always this quiet?" Dez asked, nodding towards Mike.

Becky glanced back. Eyes bright. Amused. "Sometimes. He's shy."

Shy. That's what she was calling it.

Kieran laughed. "Fair play. I'd be shy too if my missus looked like you."

Becky grinned, squeezed Dez's thigh. "You're sweet."

Sweet. Jesus.

Mike's hands trembled. He shoved them in his pockets. Tried to look normal. Failed.

Becky stood. Sudden. Stretched, arms above her head. Her vest rode up. Stomach bare. Soft. Pale. Leggings dipped low, showing the waistband of her thong. White lace.

Dez's eyes locked on. Kieran's too. Staring at her stomach, her hips, the lace peeking out.

They were staring. Right in front of him. And she was letting them. Showing them.

She smiled down at them. Sweet. Innocent. "Would you boys give me a hand in the bedroom; I want to make sure the bed is in the right position."

Mike's heart stopped.

The bedroom.

No. She wasn't. She couldn't. Not-

Dez stood. Slow. Deliberate. "Yeah. Let's check it out."

Kieran followed, grinning, still holding his beer.

They walked towards him. Becky first. Hair swinging. Hips swaying. Dez right behind her, eyes glued to her arse. Kieran last, still holding his beer.

Kieran passed Mike. Looked right at him and grinned. Winked. "Alright, mate."

Mike's mouth opened. Nothing. No sound. Tongue thick and useless.

Kieran knew. Had to. The wink. The grin. He fucking knew. Could see the cage outline.

Or maybe he just thought Mike was a pussy. Standing there. Watching his wife walk into the bedroom with two blokes. Doing nothing.

Both were true.

They disappeared down the hallway. Towards the bedroom.

Mike stood there frozen. He should stop them. Walk in. Say something. Anything.

She left the door cracked open. Just enough, and then Becky's voice, bright and easy. "Come on then."

Mike took a step. Then another. Slow. Hallway creaking under his weight.

He could see through the gap.

Becky stood by the bed. Dez and Kieran flanked her, close enough their shoulders almost touched hers. She looked up at them, smiling, hungry.

Mike's cock throbbed, but his cage crushed it. Maybe he should walk away. Go back to the van. Leave.

But he couldn't stop watching. He realised he didn't want to.


two
BECKY ESCALATES
What Are You Waiting For?


She sat on the bed edge, casual as anything. Crossed her legs, leant back on her palms, and looked up at them.

"Bed fits," she said. Heart pounding under her ribs, but her voice stayed steady. "Good."

Dez stepped in, slow and easy, eyes locked on hers. "Yeah. Looks... solid."

"Very solid," Kieran said. Grinned.

Becky glanced past them. Mike's face filled the door gap, pale, glasses fogged. Watching.

Her pussy clenched, wet and hot.

Perfect. Let him see. Let him watch his wife take what she fucking needed.

She uncrossed her legs. Slowly. Watched Dez's eyes drop, tracking the movement. Hungry. Kieran's too.

God, they were both staring. At her thighs. Her crotch. Could they see the wet patch already? No, the leggings were black, but still. She'd been soaking since the van, dripping into the gusset, thighs slick.

Her nipples went tight, hard little points stabbing through the vest. Dez noticed. His gaze dragged up, lingered on her tits, and he smiled.

Becky's breath hitched.

"So," she said, voice low, "you two do this often?"

Dez raised an eyebrow. Stepped closer. "Do what?"

He knew but was playing dumb. Testing her, seeing if she'd bottle it.

Becky bit her lip, looked up at him through her lashes. "Help married women move."

Kieran laughed, loud and sharp. Stepped in beside Dez. "First time for everything, innit."

Becky's thighs pressed together. God, she was aching. Empty. Needed filling, stretching, using. Needed them.

Both of them.

She stood. Didn't break eye contact. Stepped towards Dez, close enough she had to tilt her head back. He was tall. Towering. Made Mike look like a fucking child.

Her hand found his chest. Warm, solid muscle under the vest. She could feel his heartbeat. Fast. Not as calm as he was pretending.

Good.

"I've never done this before," she whispered.

Dez's hand slid to her hip, fingers spreading wide, gripping. "Never done what?"

Becky smiled. Rose onto her toes and kissed him. Hard. Tongue sliding past his lips, tasting him. Beer and mint and heat. His mouth opened, took hers, and his hands grabbed her arse, both of them, hauling her in and crushing her against him.

His cock pressed into her stomach.

Thick. Hard. Big.

Fuck.

Becky moaned into his mouth, couldn't help it. Her hands tangled in his hair, beard rough and scratchy against her chin, tongue sliding slick and hot against hers. Demanding. Taking.

Behind her, Kieran whistled. Low. Appreciative.

Becky didn't stop. Didn't pull away. She pressed harder, ground herself against Dez's cock, felt it throb through his trackies.

God. So big. Even through the fabric. Bigger than Mike. So much fucking bigger.

Her cunt clenched, soaking through her leggings now, dripping. She needed him inside her. Now.

She broke the kiss. Breathless. Flushed. Looked at Kieran.

"You too," she said, voice rough and shaky. "Get over here."

Kieran grinned. Stepped in close, his hand sliding up her side, slipping under her vest. Warm palm on bare skin, callouses scraping.

Becky gasped.

Dez moved behind her, hands on her hips, pulling her back against him. His cock pressed into her arse, hard and pulsing, thick enough she could feel every inch of it.

Kieran in front now. Kissing her neck. Stubble scraping, teeth grazing her throat. Hands sliding higher, cupping her tits through the vest, squeezing.

Becky's head fell back. Eyes closed. Breathing ragged, shallow, fast.

This is happening. Two men touching her, kissing her, groping her. Mike ten feet away, watching through the gap – not stopping them, or her.

"Your husband's watching, you know," Dez whispered, breath hot against her ear.

She glanced at Mike's face in the gap, red and sweating, mouth open. Cage bulge visible even from here, straining against his jeans.

Her pussy clenched again, slicker, hotter.

"Good," she breathed. "Let him. All he’s good for."

Kieran's hands lifted her vest. Slow and deliberate, pulling it up over her tits. Exposing her.

"Fucking hell," Kieran breathed. "These are perfect."

His hands cupped them, squeezed, thumbs circling her nipples. Becky gasped, arched into his touch, spine bowing.

Dez's cock ground into her arse, thick and hot and throbbing.

God, she was soaking now, actually dripping down her thighs. She needed them. Both of them. Inside her. Filling her. Stretching her wide.

Kieran pinched her nipple. Light. Teasing.

She whimpered.

"You like that, yeah?" he murmured.

Becky nodded. Couldn't speak. Couldn't think. Just hands and mouths and cocks and heat, everywhere, overwhelming.

She pulled back, sudden, breathing hard. Flushed. Tits bare, vest bunched under her armpits.

Mike. Watching. Face red, glasses fogged. Mouth open. Cage bulge straining. He was hard. She could see it. Even caged. Straining against the plastic. Leaking.

And he still wasn't stopped this.

Perfect.

Dez's hand slid down her stomach, slow, stopped at the waistband of her leggings. Hooked his fingers under the elastic.

"Babe," she said, keeping her voice steady, "you okay?"

Mike's mouth opened. Nothing came out. His throat worked. Face red. Sweating.

He nodded. Weak. Pathetic.

Becky smiled.

"Good boy."

She turned back to Dez. Met his eyes. "He's fine." Her hand slid down, found his cock through his trackies, squeezed. Christ, he was thick. "But let's give him a show."

Dez grinned. Slow & dirty.

Kieran laughed. "Fucking love it."

Becky's heart hammered. This is it. No turning back. She was going to fuck them. Both of them. Mike watching, caged and helpless.

And she wanted it. Needed it. Had been waiting for this for months.

Dez pushed the leggings down, slow, over her hips, her thighs, and she stepped out. Kicked them aside.

Naked.

No knickers, she’d wanted to be ready. Needed to be ready. Cunt smooth and pink and wet, glistening under the bedroom light. Shaved bare. Dripping.

Kieran whistled. Low. Appreciative. "Fucking hell, darling."

Dez said nothing. Just stared. Eyes locked on her cunt, jaw tight, cock straining against his trackies.

Becky's heart pounded. She was naked. Them fully clothed. Mike watching. And she didn't care. Didn't feel shy. Felt powerful. Wanted. Alive.

She stepped back, sat on the bed, then laid back, spreading her legs wide. Let them see everything. Her cunt, wet and open and ready.

"Come on then," she said, voice low, steady. "Show me what you've got."

Dez moved first. Pulled his vest over his head, dropped it. Chest bare. All muscle and ink. Lion on his pec. Full sleeve on his left arm.

Fucking gorgeous.

Kieran followed. T-shirt off. Leaner, more defined. Abs. West Ham tattoo on his ribs.

Both of them stripping. For her. Becky's cunt clenched. She was dripping onto the duvet now, soaking it.

Dez's hands went to his trackies. Pushed them down. Boxers too. One smooth movement, and his cock sprang free, causing her breath to catch.

Fucking hell.

Eight inches. Easy. Maybe more. Thick. Veined. Dark skin, uncut, the head swollen and slick with precum.

She'd never seen a cock that big. Never. Mike was four and a half. This was... Jesus.

Her mouth went dry. Her cunt clenched, empty and aching. Christ, she wanted that inside her.

Kieran stripped too. Jeans. Boxers. Cock out. A touch smaller, but still fucking impressive, pink, rock-hard.

Both naked now. Cocks out and hard. Hers.

Becky bit her lip. Looked at the door. Mike's face in the gap. Watching. Eyes wide. Mouth open.

She smiled and spread her legs even wider.

"Well?" she said. "What are you waiting for?"
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Christening the New Flat

Mike couldn't move. He stood in the dark hallway, door cracked open just enough to see everything. Becky on the bed. Naked. Legs spread like a cheap slut.

His throat closed. The cage throbbed, and he felt it, the wet patch huge now, spreading down his thigh. Could they see? Probably. Didn't matter. He couldn't stop watching.

Dez’s chest was fucking massive. Pecs like slabs, shoulders wide, arms thick. Tattoos everywhere. Lion on his left pec, roaring. Full sleeve on his right arm, geometric patterns, colours vivid under the bedroom light.

Mike's chest was pale. Soft. A bit of fuzz. Nothing.

Kieran was leaner, but defined. Abs visible, six of them, tight and carved. West Ham crest tattooed on his ribs. Nipples small and dark.

Mike's stomach. Slight belly. Lockdown weight. Sitting at a desk all day. Pathetic.

Both of them were ripped. Confident men. Standing there like they owned the place.

And Becky staring, eyes wide, mouth open, breathing hard, her eyes focused on cocks he couldn’t see yet.

She'd never looked at Mike like that. Never.

His hand went to his crotch, cage bulge hard against his palm. He stroked through the bars. Painful. Desperate. Couldn't stop.

Dez turned to one side, and… Oh Christ. Oh Christ.

It was massive. Thick and long, dark skin gleaming under the bedroom light. Foreskin pulled back just enough to show the head, swollen and slick. Veins snaked up the shaft like fucking garden hoses. And his balls, Christ, heavy and low, bigger than Mike had ever seen outside porn.

Huge, and Dez wasn't even fully hard yet. Soft, it was bigger than Mike on his best day.

Becky sat up, staring, mouth open.

"Oh my God," she whispered as the blokes neared her, and Mike heard it, the hunger in her voice.

Genuine shock. Turned on.

Mike's chest tightened. She'd never said that about his cock. Never gasped. Never stared like she was starving.

Dez grinned, slow and confident, stroking himself hard. "Yeah. You want this?"

Becky nodded, bit her lip, couldn't look away from his cock. "Yeah. Fuck yes."

Mike's hand moved faster, stroking through the cage bars. The bars bit into his palm. Hurt. He didn't care. Two of them. Both bigger. Both better. About to fuck his wife.

And he was watching. Caged. Leaking. Pathetic.

His breath came in short gasps. Hand moving faster. The cage ached, throbbed. He was close. So close. Just from seeing their cocks.

What kind of man came from that?

Becky moved to kneel, shifting forward, hands reaching for Dez. She grabbed his cock with both hands, wrapped them around the shaft. Couldn't close her fingers. Too thick.

She stared at it up close, breathing hard, licked her lips.

Then she leaned forward. Tongue out. Licked the tip, and Dez groaned, deep and guttural. His hand went to her hair, gentle. "Fuck, that's good."

Becky licked again, around the head, tasting. Pre-cum glistened on her tongue. She moaned, soft and hungry. Opened her slutty mouth wide, and took him in. Her lips stretched tight around his girth. Inch by inch. Slow. Careful.

Dez's hand tightened in her hair. "Yeah. Take it deeper, babe."

Becky tried, pushed forward another inch, and gagged hard. Pulled back gasping, drool on her chin, spit running down his cock.

She couldn't fit it in. Mike had never seen her gag on his cock. Never. She'd sucked him maybe a dozen times over four years. Dutiful. Quick. No enthusiasm. Finished him with her hand.

This? She was trying. Desperate to take it. Hungry even.

And failing. Because Dez was too big.

Kieran laughed, loud and cocky. "Fuck, she can't fit it. Your husband must be small, yeah?"

Becky pulled off Dez's cock, wiped her mouth. Drool everywhere. Grinned up at Kieran, breathless. "He is, tiny. This is... fuck. This is what I needed."

Mike's face burned, red and hot. She'd said it. Out loud. To them.

He's tiny.

True. But hearing her say it, grinning, drool on her chin, Dez's huge cock in her hands...

Humiliating, but Christ, it was perfect – hurting and turning him on just like he’d imagined watching all those videos.

Becky turned to Kieran, grabbed his cock, and wasted no time to suck him. Head bobbing fast, sloppy, drool dripping. Wet sounds filled the room. Obscene.

Kieran groaned, head back, hand on her head. "Fuck, yes, just like that."

Dez stroked his own cock, watching, smiling. "Good girl. Take care of him."

Becky moaned, pulled off Kieran gasping, spit everywhere. Looked up at them, eyes wide and desperate. "I want you. Both of you. Please."

Mike's stomach lurched. Jealousy, sharp and hot. She was begging. Begging them to fuck her.

She'd never begged him for anything.

Not yet. Christ, not yet. Hold it.

Dez pushed Becky onto her back, gentle but firm. She fell giggling, breathless, thighs spreading automatically.

Dez knelt between her legs, hands on her thighs, pushed them wider. Looked down at her cunt, pink and swollen, dripping.

"Fucking hell," he murmured. "You're soaking, babe."

Becky nodded, bit her lip. "I need you. Please."

Dez grabbed his cock, lined it up, pressed the head against her entrance.

Pushed, and he entered her so slow.

Becky gasped, loud. "Oh fuck. Oh my God."

Inch by fucking inch. Stretching her. Filling her. Her mouth fell open, wide, eyes squeezed shut. Hands grabbed the duvet.

"Fuck. Fuck. So big. Oh my God."

Dez kept feeding his cock into her guts, slow and steady. More. More.

How much was left?

Mike couldn't breathe. Dez's cock disappearing. Becky's cunt stretching, taking it. All of it.

Dez's hips pressed against hers. Balls-deep.

Becky screamed.

Not pain. Pleasure. Overwhelmed. "Oh God, yes, fuck, you're so big, I can feel you everywhere, fuck, fuck-"

Dez held still, let her adjust. "You good?"

Becky nodded, frantic. "Yes. Don't stop. Please don't stop."

Dez grinned, pulled back slow, almost all the way out.

Slammed back in.

Becky screamed again.

Mike's legs shook. Dez fucking his wife, with that huge black cock stretching her, filling her, pounding her.

The bed creaked, loud and rhythmic. Headboard thumping the wall. Their new flat being christened, so the neighbours could hear. Mike didn't care; he needed to see this.

Dez thrust hard and fast, relentless. Hips snapping, balls slapping her arse. Wet sounds filled the room, loud and obscene. Becky's tits bounced everywhere. She grabbed them, squeezed, moaning and screaming, head thrown back.

"Fuck, yes, harder, don't stop, oh God, oh God-"

She'd never been loud with Mike. Never screamed. Barely moaned. Just lay there, let him finish, turned over, went to sleep.

This? She was alive. Writhing. Begging. Screaming.

Because of Dez. Because his cock was huge. Because he could fuck her properly.

Mike's hand moved faster, stroking through the cage. Bars bit in, painful. Leaking, soaking his jeans. Dark patch spreading down his thigh.

He was close. So close.

Pathetic.

Dez changed angle, slight. Hips tilted. Thrust deep.

Becky's body jolted. Eyes flew open. "Oh fuck. There. Right there. Don't stop, please, I'm gonna, I'm gonna-"

Her thighs shook, whole body tensing, a red flush spreading over her chest. Dez kept pounding, same angle, same spot, relentless.

"Oh God, I'm cumming, I'm cumming, oh fuck, oh fuck-"

She screamed, loud and sobbing, whole body convulsing. Her thighs clamped around Dez's hips, hands clawing at his back.

Dez didn't stop. Kept thrusting, hard and fast, riding her through it like a whore he’d paid for the hour. Becky sobbed, shaking, tears streaming down her flushed cheeks. "Fuck. Fuck. Oh my God."

Mike couldn't breathe. His chest was tight, lungs frozen. She'd cum. From penetrative sex. Screaming and sobbing. He'd never made her cum like that with his pathetic cock. Never. Didn't even know she could.

Three minutes, that's all it took. Dez had fucked her for three minutes, and she'd cum harder than she ever had with Mike.

Dez suddenly pulled out without cumming, and Mike watched his cock slide free, glistening and soaked. Becky's cum dripped from the shaft.

She whimpered, empty and aching.

Dez grabbed her hips, flipped her over. Rough. Confident.

Becky gasped, landed on all fours. Hands and knees. Arse up.

Dez positioned himself behind her, hands on her hips, tight and possessive.

Lined up his cock. Slammed back in.

Becky screamed, grabbed the sheets. "Fuck, yes, oh God, yes-"

Doggy. Dez pounding her from behind, hands gripping her hips, pulling her back onto his cock. Hard. Deep. Balls slapping her clit. Wet sounds filled the room – her cunt already a steaming sloppy mess.

Becky's tits swung, bouncing. Her face pressed into the duvet, mouth open, screaming. Drool soaked the fabric.

Kieran moved, shifted to the side of the bed in front of her. Cock in his hand, stroking.

Becky looked up, saw him, grinned. Breathless. Opened her mouth. Kieran stepped closer and fed his cock between her lips.

She moaned, loud and muffled. Sucked him hard, bobbing fast and sloppy. Drool everywhere, spit running down her chin.

Both ends. Dez fucking her from behind. Kieran in her mouth. Using her. She loves it.

Kieran looked at the door, at Mike, grinned. "Your husband's watching, yeah? Look at him. He's loving this."

Becky pulled off Kieran's cock, gasping, spit dripping. Looked at him. Their eyes locked. Hers glazed, fucked-out, happy.

"Are you, babe?" she panted, breathless. "

He nodded. Weak. Pathetic.

Becky grinned, wider. "Good cucky."

Turned back, took Kieran's cock in her mouth again, moaning and sucking. Dez pounding her from behind.

Mike's chest tightened. She'd called him a cucky. For letting this happen. And he was hard. Leaking. Close to cumming.

What kind of husband-

Dez sped up, pounding, relentless. Hips snapping, hands tight on her hips. Bruising.

Becky pulled off Kieran's cock, screaming. "Fuck, I'm gonna cum again, oh God, don't stop, don't stop-"

Her thighs shook, whole body tensing.

Dez kept going, same pace, same depth, hitting that spot. Over and over – a stamina that shocked Mike.

"Cum for me, babe," he growled. "Let your shitty husband hear you."

Becky screamed, loud and sobbing, whole body convulsing, and then fluid gushed, squirting out around Dez's cock. It soaked the sheets, ran down Dez's thighs, dripped down her legs.

She'd squirted. Mike's stomach dropped. She'd never squirted with him. Never. He hadn't even known she could.

But Dez could make her. Four minutes of hard doggy. And she was squirting, screaming, sobbing. Soaking their marital bed with her cum.

Becky collapsed forward, gasping and shaking. Dez pulled out, cock glistening and dripping.

Kieran looked at Dez, grinned. "My turn?"

Dez nodded, stepped back. "Yeah. Let's both have her."

Becky looked up, eyes wide and breathless. "Both?"

Dez smiled. "Yeah, babe. You ready?"

Becky bit her lip, looked to Mike.

"Fuck yes."
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Filling the New Flat

Becky whimpered, hips shifting, chasing it. Empty. Mike's stomach twisted. She wanted it back. Wanted him.

Dez moved to the centre of the bed, lay back, head towards Mike. His cock stood upright, thick and veined, pulsing. He patted his thighs. "Come here, babe."

Becky crawled towards him, shaking, breathless. Her thighs trembled, cum and wetness dripping down her legs. She straddled him, also facing the door… no facing him.

Mike's breath hitched. Eye contact. Direct. Deliberate. She was looking right at him.

Becky reached down, grabbed Dez's cock, lined it up. Sank down onto him. Took him deep, deeper, all the way until her arse rested on his thighs and his cock was buried inside her.

She gasped, head tilting back. "Fuck. So deep."

Dez's hands gripped her hips, ground her against him harder. "That's it. Good girl."

Good girl. Dez said it like he owned her. Like Mike wasn't even there.

Kieran kneeled behind her, between Dez’s legs, stroking his cock. Still rock hard, glistening with her spit and pre-cum. He positioned himself carefully, cock rubbing against her arse cheeks.

Becky looked at Mike, eyes locked. Her chest heaved, tits bouncing with each breath. Nipples hard. Dark. Swollen.

"I've never..." she panted, voice shaky. "Are you - fuck, are you sure it'll fit?"

Kieran grinned, touched her lower back. His hand looked huge against her pale skin. "We'll go slow. You want this, yeah?"

Becky bit her lip, still staring at Mike. Her eyes were wide, pupils blown, face flushed and gorgeous and hungry.

"Yes," she whispered. "Fuck yes. I want both of you."

Mike's throat closed. Cage throbbed, leaking. She was looking at him. Right at him. Telling him. Showing him. She was going to take both of them. Two cocks. Inside her. And she wanted Mike to watch.

Oh Christ.

Kieran spat on his fingers, reached down between Becky's arse cheeks. She gasped, body tensing.

"Relax, babe," Kieran murmured. "Just getting you ready."

He pressed a finger inside her arse, slow and careful. Becky whimpered, bit her lip, gripped Dez's thighs. Her nails dug in, leaving red marks.

Dez's hands stroked her hips, soothing. "You're doing great. Just breathe."

Kieran added another finger, working her open. Becky moaned, rocking slightly, grinding down on Dez's cock whilst Kieran stretched her. Button, zip… then the plastic of his cage bit into his palm.

Pathetic cuck.

Kieran pulled his fingers free, spat on his cock. Rubbed it, slick and glistening. Pressed the tip against her arsehole.

Becky tensed, gripped Dez's thighs harder. Her knuckles went white. "Slow. Please. Slow."

"I got you," Kieran said. And he pushed.

Becky gasped. A loud sharp sound. Her whole body went rigid, mouth open, eyes squeezed shut. Tears spilled down her cheeks.

Kieran kept pushing. Slow. Steady. The head of his cock breached her, and Becky sobbed. "Fuck. Oh fuck. It's too much. I can't-"

"You can," Dez said, stroking her thighs. "You're doing so good, babe. Just breathe."

Kieran pushed deeper. Inch by inch. Becky whimpered, tears streaming down her flushed face, but she didn't tell him to stop. Didn't push him away. Just took it. Took him.

Mike stared as she took both cocks inside her. Her married cunt and arse. Monsters stretching her. Filling her. Using her.

And she was taking it.

Kieran bottomed out, buried deep in her arse. He groaned, hands gripping her hips. "Fucking hell. You're so tight."

Becky sobbed, shaking. "Oh my God. I'm so full. I can't-I can feel everything-"

Dez shifted beneath her, thrust up slightly. Just a little. Becky screamed, grabbed his thighs, nails digging in deeper.

"Easy," Dez murmured. "We're gonna move now, yeah? Nice and slow."

Becky nodded, breathless, tears running down her cheeks. She looked wrecked. Gorgeous. Alive.

Dez pulled back, thrust up. Slow. Deep. Becky moaned, loud and broken.

Kieran pulled back, thrust forward. Slow. Careful. Alternating with Dez.

Becky's mouth opened, head tilting back. "Oh God. Oh fuck. Oh-"

They found a rhythm. One in, one out. Filling her, emptying her, filling her again. Becky's whole body rocked, tits bouncing, hair messy and wild and sticking to her sweaty neck.

She screamed. Constant. Loud. Sobbing. Gasping. "Fuck. Fuck. Don't stop. Please don't ever stop-"

Mike couldn't look away. He'd always known he wanted this for his Becky – no, for him. But seeing it, watching them piston in and out of his wife, stretching her, using her, making her scream like that...

Christ.

She fucking loved it.

Dez sped up, thrusting harder. Kieran matched him, synchronized now. Both pounding. Both deep. The bed creaked, headboard slamming against the wall. Rhythmic.

Becky's screams got louder, higher, broken. "Harder. Fuck me harder you bastards. I'm so full. Oh God. Oh God-"

Dez grunted, hands gripping her hips, pulling her down onto his cock. Hard. Rough. "You like that, yeah? Two cocks. Filthy girl. Your husband's watching. You wanted him to see this didn’t you?"

Becky looked at the door. At Mike. Eyes glazed, fucked-out, tears streaming.

"Yes," she gasped. "Wanted him to see what a slag I am. Let him see what I need. What he can't give me."

Mike's stomach twisted. What he can't give her.

Because he couldn't. He knew that. His small cock, always came too fast, too boring, too passive. He'd never made her scream like this. Never stretched her. Never taken her. Never made her squirt.

Never.

Kieran laughed, breathless, looking at the door. At Mike. Grinning. "Your missus is unreal, mate. Fucking unreal."

The sounds filled the room, the hallway, Mike's head. Grunts, wet slapping, skin on skin, balls slapping against arse, cock sliding through wetness. Squelching. Obscene. Becky screaming, sobbing, begging. Dez grunting, deep and guttural. Kieran laughing, breathless. Bed creaking, headboard slamming, wall shaking.

Mike could smell it. From the doorway. Sweat, thick and sharp and sour. Cum, salty and musky. Pussy, wet and heady and overwhelming. It filled his nose, his throat. He could taste it on his tongue. Metallic. Hot.

He stared. Vision blurred. Becky's body, stretched and bouncing. Tits everywhere, bouncing, slapping against Dez's chest. Nipples hard, dark, swollen. Face twisted, mouth open, drool on her chin. Her pussy, stretched around Dez's cock, glistening and swollen and red. Her arse, gripping Kieran's cock, pink and tight and stretched obscenely wide.

Two cocks. Pistoning. Glistening. Thick.

Bigger.

Better.

Mike's breath hitched. Cage throbbing, leaking. He was going to cum. Couldn't hold it. Not anymore. Not-

Becky's screams got louder, desperate, ragged. "Oh fuck. Oh God. I'm gonna… I can't…harder!"

Dez thrust harder. A relentless fuck machine. Kieran matched him, pounding, grunting. Both deep. Both fast. Both owning her.

Becky's body tensed. Thighs shaking, toes curling. She threw her head back, screamed, and came.

Hard. It ripped through her, tore her apart. Her body convulsed, clamping down on both cocks. She sobbed, tears streaming, gasping for air. Choking on it.

"Fuck. Fuck. Oh my God. Oh my God-"

Fluid gushed again, squirting around Dez's cock, soaking the sheets, running down his thighs. Yet another wet orgasm. Even harder than the others.

She looked at Mike through the door, eyes locked, still cumming, still sobbing, still screaming.

"I love you," she gasped, voice wrecked, broken. "Fuck. I love you."

Mike's chest tightened. Throat closed. She loved him. She was cumming on two cocks, stretched and filled and screaming, and she was telling him she loved him.

And he loved her.

So much.

Even through the humiliation. The jealousy. The shame burning through him like acid.

He loved her. For giving him his darkest fantasy.

Dez groaned beneath her, thrusts getting erratic, desperate, sloppy. "Gonna cum. Fuck. Where you want it?"

Becky sobbed, still shaking, still cumming. "Inside. Cum inside me."

Dez slammed deep, buried to the hilt. Held there. Mike saw it. Saw Dez's thighs tense, muscles rigid, jaw clenched. Saw Becky's face, eyes wide, mouth open. Feeling it. Hot and thick. Flooding her pussy.

Another man's cum. In Mike's wife. Where Mike came. Where Mike belonged.

But Dez was filling her where he couldn’t even reach. Dez made her scream. Dez made her squirt.

Dez had won.

Mike's cock throbbed in the cage. Painful. Desperate. Aching. And he came.

Oh Christ. Oh fuck. Cumming.

Through the cage. Hands-free. Just stroking the bars. Just watching. Just seeing her. Filled. Used. Screaming. Loving it.

Mike gasped, doubled over, hand pressed hard against the cage bulge. Cum leaked through the plastic, weak and pathetic. Spurting in short, sad bursts, dripping onto his boxers pathetic round his ankles. Wet and sticky hot humiliation.

Two strokes and he'd have cum properly. Shot everywhere. But caged? This was all he got. A ruined orgasm dribbling out. No control. No power. Nothing.

And he'd never cum harder in his life. His breath came in ragged gasps, face burning, glasses fogging. He leant shaking against the doorframe.

Pathetic. Yet perfect.

Kieran kept thrusting, pounding Becky's arse. She whimpered, oversensitive, still shaking from her orgasm. Her whole body was limp, boneless.

"Almost there, babe," Kieran panted. "Fuck. You're so tight. Gonna cum. Gonna-"

He pulled out, fast, stroking his cock. Aimed at her arse, her lower back. Thick ropes of cum splattered across her skin, white on pale. It dripped down her crack, slid down her arse cheeks, pooled in the small of her back. Glistening. Glorious and dirty.

Becky moaned, reached back with one hand. Fingers in the cum. Scooped it up. Brought it to her mouth.

Licked and swallowed. Moaned again, eyes closed, tasting it. Savouring it.

His wife. Covered in cum. Tasting it. Loving it. Dirty fucking slut.

Becky collapsed forward onto Dez's chest, gasping and boneless. Dez's cock slipped out of her, glistening, softening. Cum leaked from her pussy, thick and white, dripping onto the sheets. Pooling.

Kieran slipped off the bed, breathing hard, grinning. Sweaty. Satisfied. "Fucking hell. That was unreal."

Dez laughed, stroking Becky's hair. Gentle. Tender. "Yeah. She's something else."

Becky lay there, naked and trembling, cum leaking from her pussy, cum drying on her back, her arse. Sweaty hair messy, sticking to her neck. Face flushed, tear streaked. Gorgeous.

Glowing.

Dez shifted, eased her off him. She rolled onto her side, curled up, smiling. Eyes closed. Blissed out.

Dez sat up, reached for his boxers. Pulled them on. Then his trackies. Kieran dressed too, pulling on his jeans, his t-shirt. Both slow, satisfied, laughing quietly. Joking.

They glanced at the door. At Mike.

Kieran grinned, winked. "Cheers, mate. Your missus is a legend."

Dez nodded, pulling on his hoodie. "Yeah. Safe, bruv. Appreciate it. Don’t worry about a tip, eh?"

Mike didn't respond. Couldn't. Just stood there, wet and ashamed and hard again already. How was he hard again? He'd just cum. Shouldn't be possible. But the cage was tight, cock straining, leaking again.

They walked past him, down the hallway. Dez clapped Mike on the shoulder as he passed. Heavy hand. Firm. Like they were mates. Like Mike had just lent him a tenner, not watched him fuck his wife.

"Take care of her for us, yeah?"

Mike nodded. Weak. Pathetic.

They left. Down the stairs. Front door closing. Footsteps fading. Voices laughing, echoing in the stairwell. Gone.

Silence.

Mike stood in the hallway. Jeans and boxers half-mast. Cage wet, cum drying, sticky against his skin. Face burning. Glasses fogged. Heart pounding. Couldn't catch his breath.

Bedroom door open. Becky on the bed. Naked. Cum leaking from her pussy. Cum on her back, her arse, her thighs. Smiling at him.

"Come here, babe."

Mike's legs moved. Automatic. No thought. No choice. Shuffled pathetically into the bedroom. Towards his wife.

Who'd just been fucked by two men. Double-penetrated. Screaming. Squirting. Cumming harder than she'd ever cum with Mike.

He wanted more already.

Fuck.

What did that make him?
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MORNING AFTER
Floor Rights


The floor was hard and cold beneath him, and Mike's back screamed. Every muscle ached.

He blinked, and parquet swam into focus. Varnished wood, too close, pressed against his cheek. Drool pooled under his mouth. His neck was stiff, shoulders locked tight, and his whole body felt like he'd been hit by a van.

How long had he been lying here? Hours. Felt like days. All fucking night. Becky had made him sleep on the floor.

"Bed's for me and my lovers now, babe. You can have the floor."

She'd said it sweetly, smiling, and then kissed his forehead like he was a child. Then she'd climbed back into bed, naked, cum still leaking from her pussy, and fallen asleep instantly. Satisfied. Glowing.

And Mike had lain on the floor. Jeans now pulled back up, wet and sticky. Cage still locked, aching and hard. He hardly slept. Just lay there listening to her breathe, smelling the room. Sex and sweat and cum and Becky.

Mike shifted, and his back screamed again. Everything hurt. Neck. Knees. And the cage. Fuck, the cage. Nearly 24 hours now, locked tight, plastic biting into his cock. He'd tried to get hard all night, and it hadn't worked. Just pressure. Just ache. Just constant leaking.

He glanced up. Becky was there, naked, on her side, facing him. Her hair was messy, spread across the pillow. Face peaceful. Lips parted. Gorgeous.

And filthy.

Dried cum on her thighs. White streaks. Dez's. Kieran's. On her lower back too, visible where the sheet had slipped down. Flakes of it in her hair. She hadn't showered. Hadn't cleaned up. Just collapsed into bed, satisfied and spent, and slept like the dead.

Mike's throat closed. She was so beautiful. Always had been. Out of his league. And she'd just proven it. Fucked two bigger men. Fitter. Better. Men who'd made her cum three times in twenty minutes.

Mike had never made her cum three times. Ever. Not in four years of marriage.

And yesterday, watching her? He'd cum hands-free. Caged. Pathetic.

It’s what he’d always wanted?

But he couldn't stop staring at her. At her smile, she was smiling in her sleep, dreaming, probably replaying yesterday. At the keys around her neck. Silver chain, thin and delicate. Keys nestled between her tits.

Right there. So close he could almost touch them.

And so far away.

Becky stirred, stretched, and Mike's breath caught. Her arms went above her head, back arching, and her tits lifted. The sheet slipped lower.

He saw everything. Her body was pale and curvy, streaked with dried cum. White lines down her thighs. Flakes of it in her hair. She was perfect and filthy, and his cock throbbed so hard the cage bit in.

She opened her eyes, looked down at him, and smiled.

"Morning, babe."

Mike's face burned. He looked away. Floor. Safer.

"Sleep well?"

Her voice was playful, teasing. She knew he hadn't. Course she fucking knew.

Mike swallowed. His throat was dry. "Not really. Floor's... hard."

Becky laughed. Soft. Warm. "Mmm. So were Dez and Kieran."

Mike's stomach dropped. His cock throbbed. Fuck. She wasn't joking. She was doing this on purpose, testing him, pushing to see how far he'd go.

And he'd let her. Because he wanted it. Needed it.

"Look at me, Mike."

He didn't move.

"Mike. Look. At. Me."

He looked. She was sitting up now, legs crossed, sheet pooled around her waist. Tits bare. Nipples hard. Keys dangling between them, swinging slightly, catching the light.

Right fucking there.

Becky tilted her head, studying him. "You're still caged."

Mike nodded. Weak. Obvious.

"Does it hurt?"

"Yes."

"Good." She smiled, leant forward, and the keys swung closer. "Want me to unlock you?"

Mike's breath caught. "Please."

"Please what?"

"Please... unlock me."

Becky's smile widened. "Why should I?"

Mike stared. Why? Because it hurt. Because he'd been locked for 24 hours. Because he needed relief. Because...

Fuck, he didn't know.

"Because you've been a good boy?"

Mike nodded, desperate. "Yes. I have. I promise."

Becky laughed. "Have you? You came yesterday, Mike. Without permission. Ruined your boxers and jeans. Made a mess."

Mike's face burned hotter. It was true. All of it.

"I didn't mean to..."

"But you did." Becky's voice was soft and firm. "You came. Watching me fuck Dez and Kieran. Watching them fill me. Use me."

Becky reached for the keys, lifted them, and held them up. Dangling. "You want these?"

Mike nodded. Fast. Eager.

"Then kneel."

Mike knelt. Fast. He scrambled up from the floor, jeans stiff and sticky, and his knees hit parquet. Cold. Hard. The cage bulge was right there, obvious, dark wet patch. He couldn't hide it.

Didn't matter. She could see. She knew.

Becky leant forward. Legs uncrossed now, feet on the floor, knees apart. Naked. Open. Keys dangling between her tits. Right fucking there. Mike could smell her. Cum and sweat and sex and musk. Heavy. Thick. It filled his nose, and his cock strained so hard the cage bit in. Painful. Desperate.

"Good boy," Becky whispered, smiling. "Now. Tell me you loved it."

Mike's throat closed. He couldn't breathe.

No. No fucking way.

He couldn't say it. Couldn't admit it out loud. That would make it real, and he'd have to own it. Own what he was. What he'd become.

A cuckold. A pathetic, caged, cum-stained cuckold who got off watching his wife fuck other men.

Becky waited. Patient. Keys swinging. Smiling.

Mike looked down. Floor. Knees. Wet patch on his jeans. Pathetic.

"I... I don't know if..."

"Mike." Her voice cut through. Sharp. Firm. "You came. A whimpering desperate little boy."

Mike's face burned. His ears rang.

"You loved it."

He shook his head. Weak. Liar.

Becky leant closer, grabbed his chin, and forced his head up. Made him look at her. Eyes locked. Hazel. Fierce. Beautiful.

"Look at me. Tell me."

Mike's breath hitched. She was so close. Tits right there. Keys cold against his chest where she leant in. It was true. All of it. He'd loved it. Hated himself for it, but he'd loved it.

Watching her scream. Watching her cum. Watching her take bigger, better cocks, which made her happy in ways he never could.

He loved her. Loved seeing her satisfied. Loved knowing she was finally getting what she needed. Even if it wasn't him.

"I..." Mike's voice cracked. He tried again. "I don't..."

Becky's grip tightened. Nails digging in. "Don't lie to me."

Mike swallowed. Hard. He looked at her. Really looked. She wasn't angry. Wasn't mocking. She was waiting. Calm. Patient. Loving.

She wanted him to say it. Needed him to.

And he needed to say it.

"I loved it," Mike whispered.

Becky's eyes softened. "Louder."

"I loved it."

"Why?"

Mike's throat tightened. Why? Because... because...

"Because you were happy."

Becky tilted her head. "And?"

"And I... I couldn't make you happy. Not like that."

It was true. So fucking true. His cock was small. He came too fast. Two minutes. Three if he was lucky. Becky had faked it for years. Stopped faking a year ago. Stopped trying six months ago.

And yesterday? She'd cum three times. Screamed. Squirted. Begged for more.

With them. Not him.

Becky released his chin, stroked his cheek. Gentle. Tender. "You make me happy, Mike. Just... differently now."

Something in Mike's chest twisted, sharp and painful. Love tangled with shame, knotted with gratitude.

She smiled, reached for the keys, and lifted them. Mike's heart pounded. She was going to unlock him. Finally. Relief. Freedom. He could cum properly. Clean himself. Shower. Forget yesterday. Pretend it was a one-off. Move on.

Becky paused. Keys in hand. She smiled wider.

"But first, babe. You've got work to do."
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Good Boy

Becky leant back, elbows on the bed, legs spreading wide. Her pussy right there. On display. Dried cum all over her inner thighs, white streaks flaking off her skin. More inside, still wet and sticky. Dez's load. He'd filled her yesterday, proper filled her, and some of it was still there, leaking out slow. God, look at me. Fucking wrecked.

She watched Mike's eyes lock straight onto it. His face went white, then red, proper red, like he'd been slapped. Mouth falling open. Glasses fogging up at the edges. There it is. There's my boy. Look at you.

His cock twitched in the cage, she could see it even through the plastic, straining. Pre-cum leaking, wet patch spreading on his jeans. Fucking hell. He's dripping already.

God, he wanted it.

"Clean me."

Mike didn't move. Just stared, mouth open, breathing fast. She could see his chest going up and down under that grey hoodie, the one with the cum stain on the shoulder from yesterday. Come on. Do it. You know you want to.

Becky tilted her head, smiled. "Come on, babe. Lick it up. All of it."

Still nothing. He was frozen there, terrified and fucking gagging for it at the same time. Bless. He doesn't know if he's allowed. I love it.

She reached down, stroked her own thigh, fingers dragging through the dried cum, flaking it off. Held her hand up. Dusty white on her fingertips. "This is Dez, babe. Eight and a half inches. Came inside me. Filled me so fucking full it's still leaking out."

Mike's breath hitched.

Becky's smile widened. Fucking hell, this is perfect. She could feel it, this hot buzz in her chest, watching him. Watching him stare at another man's cum on her thighs, desperate for it. He couldn't even say it out loud, but he was begging. She knew. She could see it.

"You want to, don't you? I know you do."

Mike swallowed, she could see his throat working. Then he leant forward, hands on the floor, crawling the last few inches until his face was level with her thighs. Yes. Good boy. Come on.

His nose wrinkled. He could smell it now. Musk, sweat, sex, cum, all of it. The whole room stank like a fucking brothel but this close, face right there, it was overwhelming. Can you smell him, babe? Can you smell what a real man smells like?

Becky watched his nostrils flare, watched him breathe it in deep. His cock leaked harder, wet patch spreading bigger on his jeans. Fucking hell. He loves it. He actually loves it.

"Go on," she whispered. "Lick."

Mike's tongue came out. Just the tip. Hesitant. He licked her inner thigh, right where the cum had dried, and his face twisted. There it is. Taste it, babe. Taste him.

His cock stayed hard.

Becky's thighs clenched. God, this was so fucking hot. Her husband on his knees, licking another man's cum off her skin, and he was doing it willingly, desperately. Look at you. My good little cuckold.

She spread her legs wider. "Deeper, Mike. Inside. That's where most of it is."

Mike's face went redder, but he didn't stop. He licked again, higher this time, closer to her pussy. His tongue warm, wet, careful. Cleaning her. Fuck. That's it. Clean me. Clean his cum out of me.

Becky moaned. Soft, just a breath. It didn't feel incredible, not like Dez's cock stretching her or Kieran's fingers making her squirt. But it was right. This was right. Power humming through her, hot and steady. This is who we are now. This is us.

"Good boy," she murmured. Stroked his hair. "That's it. Taste him. Put your tongue where much better cocks have been."

Mike whimpered. Pathetic little sound. But he kept licking, and his tongue slid closer, right to the edge of her pussy lips.

Becky's breath quickened. She could feel herself getting wet again, not from Mike's tongue, just from this. The power of it. The control. He was licking another man's cum off her and he was rock hard for it. God. Fucking perfect.

"He came so much," Becky said, voice low. "Filled me. You never fill me like that, do you?"

Mike shook his head. Barely. His tongue kept moving.

"You love this, don't you? Licking another man's cum out of me. Pathetic."

Mike's cock twitched. Leaked. He moaned against her thigh.

Becky grinned. "Perfect."

She grabbed his hair, pulled his face closer, right there. Pussy open, wet, cum still inside, sticky and thick. Go on. Lick it out. All of it.

"Go on. Lick it all up."

Mike hesitated. Just a second, maybe two. Then his tongue slid inside her, slow and careful, warm.

Becky gasped. Oh fuck. His tongue inside, licking, cleaning, tasting Dez's cum mixed with her, and she was moaning, couldn't help it.

Not because it felt incredible, though it was nice enough. But because of what it meant. Mike, her husband, her caged, pathetic, perfect submissive husband, licking another man's cum out of her pussy. Doing it willingly.

And this wouldn’t be the only time, oh no. Now she knew who he really was, what he really needed, so was going to give him it, and more.

She looked down. His face buried between her thighs, glasses completely fogged, hair messy. Desperate and obedient. God, look at you.

Hers.

Becky's hand tightened in his hair. She ground against his face, slow, deliberate. His nose pressed against her clit. His tongue pushed deeper.

"Don't stop," she whispered. "Lick it all. Every drop."

Mike obeyed. His tongue worked faster now, licking, sucking, cleaning. She could hear it, the wet squelching sounds, feel his breath hot against her cunt. His cock was rock hard in the cage, straining, red and desperate.

He was close. She could tell. Just from this, just from licking another man's cum out of her, he was ready to blow.

Becky's thighs clenched around his head. She moaned louder, grinding harder. Not because she was going to cum but because she wanted him to hear it, wanted him to know she was enjoying this, enjoying him like this.

Submissive, caged, completely hers.

Becky let it go on for another minute, maybe more, then pushed his head back, gently. Mike pulled away, gasping. His face was wet, cum and spit and her all over it. His glasses completely fogged.

But his cock was still hard.

Becky smiled. Reached down, grabbed the cage. Squeezed.

Mike whimpered, loud and desperate.

"You've been good, babe," Becky said softly. "Time for your reward."

She pulled the keys from around her neck. Held them up. Mike's eyes locked onto them, even through the fogged lenses.

Becky unlocked the padlock, slid the cage off. Mike's cock sprang free, hard and red, sore-looking, aching. It had been locked for twenty-four hours, leaking the whole time.

It looked painful, marked with sore red lines.

Becky wrapped her hand around it. Mike gasped, loud, whole-body jerking.

She squeezed once. His cock pulsed. Then she stroked once, slow, base to tip.

Mike's eyes rolled back.

She stroked again. Same speed.

“I’m going to be fucking a lot more men from now on, and you’re going to watch and clean-up every single time.”

He came immediately, spurting, weak little jets that barely reached the floor. Pathetic little puddle.

Becky laughed. She couldn't help it. "Fucking hell, Mike. Two strokes."

Mike was gasping, shaking, his cock still twitching in her hand, dribbling the last few drops. His face red, glasses still fogged, mouth hanging open.

"Sorry," he stammered. "I'm sorry. I couldn't-"

"Don't apologise, babe." Becky's voice was gentle, amused, not cruel. She meant it. I do. I love you like this. "It's who you are. And I love you for it."

Mike looked at her, confused, ashamed, fucking grateful.

Becky kissed his forehead. "You're not here to fuck me anymore, Mike. You're here to watch. To clean. To submit. And you're perfect at it. I’ll even help you get that little thing off if you’re really well behaved."

Mike's throat worked. He nodded, weak. "Okay."

Becky picked up the cage from the floor, still slick from yesterday, still smelling of him. She fitted it back onto his softening cock. Easy now, no resistance.

Clicked the padlock shut, and the keys went back around her neck. Dangling between her tits.

Mike's face was resigned. But also... relieved. Grateful, even.

He didn't object. Didn't ask to stay unlocked. Just knelt there, caged again, staring at the floor.

Good. He was learning.

"Cage stays on, babe," Becky said, firm and clear. "You don't need it off. You've got your tongue. That's enough."

Mike nodded. "Yes. Okay."

Becky stroked his cheek. "Good boy."
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Friday's Promise

Becky stood in the kitchen, completely naked, waiting for the kettle to boil. The chrome surface reflected her body back at her. Tits still pink from where Dez had grabbed them yesterday, faint bruises forming on her hips where Kieran's fingers had dug in. She looked fucking good. Felt properly used and satisfied.

The flat was quiet. Mike sat in the living room waiting, caged and obedient.

Becky smiled.

The kettle clicked. She poured two mugs, black coffee, then carried them through. Her bare feet padded on the cold parquet. She didn't care. Let Mike see her like this: naked and marked, completely unapologetic.

Mike sat on the sofa, hunched forward, elbows on knees. Becky handed him a mug. His hands shook when he took it.

"Thanks," he mumbled.

She sat beside him, close, thigh pressed against his. Sipped her coffee. Let the silence stretch.

Mike stared into his mug. Didn't drink.

"We need to talk, babe," Becky said finally, voice calm and clear.

Mike's throat worked. He nodded. "Okay."

Becky set her mug on the floor, turned to face him properly. Her tits were right there, bare and bruised, impossible to ignore. Mike's eyes flicked down, then away, face reddening.

God, she fucking loved this. Watching him squirm, cage bulge shifting under his jeans. Shame and arousal all tangled together.

"This is how it's going to be now," Becky said. No preamble, no softening. Just facts. "I fuck whoever I want. You stay caged. You watch. You clean up after."

Mike's breathing quickened. The cage bulge shifted. Little twitch. God, he was getting hard already, just from her telling him.

"You get to cum when I say," Becky continued. "Not before. Understand?"

Mike nodded, fast and desperate. "Yes."

Becky leaned closer. Her hand found his knee, slid higher, rested on his thigh right beside the cage bulge.

"I love you, Mike. I do. But you can't give me what I need. And I'm not settling anymore. I know you want this too."

Mike's jaw clenched. He looked down at her hand, so close to the cage, so close to where he was aching.

"This is better for both of us," Becky said softly. "You get to live your fantasy. I get to be happy. We both win."

Silence stretched, long and heavy.

Mike's face was red, eyes glassy behind fogged lenses. Was he going to cry? Becky didn't know, didn't care. He needed to hear this. Needed to accept it.

"Say something, Mike."

Mike's lips moved. No sound at first. Come on. Then, barely a whisper: "Okay."

"Say it properly," Becky said, firmer now. Her hand squeezed his thigh. "Say you're okay with this."

Mike swallowed hard, looked at her finally through his fogged lenses.

"I'm okay with this," he said, voice shaking but clear. "I... I want this."

Becky's chest tightened. There it was. Out loud. No more hiding, no more shame.

He'd finally admitted it to her. To himself. After wanking himself silly for years watching cuckold porn, reading the stories. Her chest ached. Fuck, she loved him. Loved him so much it hurt. Which was why this was fucked up, completely mental, she knew that. But it worked. It fucking worked. She could have her cake and eat it…

Becky leaned in, kissed him. Soft and slow. Her lips against his, tasting coffee and salt. Had he been crying? Something else too. Submission. Acceptance.

She pulled back, cupped his face. "Good boy. I love you."

Mike's eyes filled. "I love you too."

Becky kissed him again, harder this time, tongue sliding into his mouth. He tasted like her cunt still, like Dez's cum, and the thought made her pussy clench.

God, she was wet again. Already.

She broke the kiss, sat back. Picked up her coffee. Sipped, feeling relaxed now they both knew where they stood. Time to give him something to really get hard about.

"Dez texted this morning," Becky said lightly, like she was talking about the weather.

Mike blinked. "What?"

"Dez. Texted. Asked if they could come back next Friday. Check the sofa's holding up." Becky grinned, couldn't help it. "His words, not mine."

Mike's face went pale, then red, then pale again. Becky watched him think, probably agonise – what he thought he should want, verses what he really wanted.

Mike nodded. Small and weak.

"You're okay with that?" Becky asked, though she already knew the answer.

"Yes," Mike whispered.

Becky's grin widened. She set her mug down, leaned back against the sofa, legs spreading slightly. Let him see. Pussy bare, still sticky from this morning, from yesterday.

"Good," she said. "Because I already told them yes."

Mike's breathing hitched. His hands gripped his mug so hard his knuckles went white.

Her mind raced. Next Friday. Dez and Kieran again. Her pussy clenched just thinking about it. Maybe both of them in her arse this time. Maybe she'd ride Kieran whilst Dez fucked her throat. Maybe she'd make Mike kneel beside the bed, cage off, wanking whilst he watched, but not allowed to cum until she said.

God, the possibilities.

And then there was Corey. The gym PT. Australian, ripped, always flirting. She'd been thinking about him. Wednesday, maybe. Private session. Her flat, not the gym.

She could text him now. See if he was free.

She could tell Mike after. Or maybe during. Send him a photo. Corey's cock in her mouth. See how Mike reacted.

Would he be jealous? Aroused?

Probably both, but it didn’t matter. She was so fucking wet. She could feel it, warm and slick, dripping onto the sofa.

She stood abruptly. Mike looked up, startled.

"Come here," Becky said.

Mike set his mug down, scrambled to his feet. Stood there, awkward, waiting.

Becky pointed at the floor. "Kneel."

Mike dropped immediately, knees hitting the parquet with a soft thud. His face level with her pussy now, close enough to smell it.

Becky's hand tangled in his hair, pulled him closer. "Lick me. I'm wet again."

Mike obeyed. His tongue slid inside her, warm and eager, licking and tasting.

Becky moaned. God, yes. This was perfect. Mike was hers. Caged, submissive, obedient.

And she was free. To fuck. To enjoy. To live.

They were both getting what they needed.

Perfect.

Mike's tongue worked faster, desperate, and Becky ground against his face, slow and deliberate. Her thighs clenched around his head.

Becky's phone buzzed on the coffee table. She reached for it, still grinding against Mike's face.

DEZ: Can't stop thinking about yesterday. Your arse was unreal. Friday can't come quick enough.




Becky grinned. Typed back one-handed.

BECKY: Same. Bring Kieran. I want you both again. No limits, all night.


DEZ: Fuck yes. We'll wreck you.




Her pussy clenched. She pulled Mike's head back, looked down at him. His face wet, glasses fogged, mouth open.

"Friday," she said. "They're coming back. And you're going to watch. Again."

Mike nodded, gasping. "Yes."

Becky released him, sat back on the sofa. Spread her legs. "Now finish what you started."

Mike leaned in again, tongue sliding inside her, obedient and desperate.

Becky closed her eyes. Smiled. Could life be better?
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When the Harrington brothers, wealthy, dominant property developers, request Sue’s “personal service” for a penthouse viewing, the stakes rise dramatically. Their clinical domination pushes Sue to sexual extremes she never imagined, including being shared by both brothers simultaneously while their cameras record every breathless moment.

Throughout her transformation, Sue maintains her loving connection to David through detailed confessions that fuel both his resurgent writing career and their passionate lovemaking. His novel about a hotwife estate agent flows freely now, blurring the lines between fiction and their new reality.

By the story’s conclusion, Sue has evolved from an overlooked professional to a confident sexual being who leverages her powerful allure to save an entire estate agency. Jimmy’s business thrives, David’s writing career resurges, and their marriage reaches new heights of intimacy through their unconventional arrangement.

Caribbean Confessions:
An Interracial Hotwife Tale

Amazon: https://a.co/d/drUZX6c

Cate and Brandon's marriage may look perfect from the outside – successful careers, luxurious London penthouse, enviable lifestyle – but behind closed doors, their bedroom has grown predictable. Routine. Safe.

When Brandon books a surprise getaway to an exclusive adults-only Caribbean resort, neither spouse reveals their secret: they both harbor forbidden fantasies about Cate exploring pleasure with well-endowed men while Brandon watches.

Paradise Cove promises discretion, luxury, and "bespoke experiences" for discerning couples. The attentive staff – particularly their personal butler Mateo – seem eager to fulfill every desire, spoken or unspoken.

As the tropical heat intensifies, Cate and Brandon discover colored wristbands that reveal guests' preferences and boundaries. White for newcomers. Blue for the curious. Purple for the adventurous. Red for those ready to surrender completely to fantasy.

Their couples massage becomes an unexpected initiation when their therapists offer "enhanced services" that leave them both breathless. Later, at the resort's exclusive nightclub, they witness couples openly exploring fantasies they've only whispered about in the dark.

A private yacht excursion with other experienced couples pushes their boundaries further, while a beachfront masquerade party – where identities remain hidden but desires are fully exposed – transforms their relationship forever.

What starts as a holiday escape becomes a journey of sexual awakening as Brandon embraces his desire to direct and observe, while Cate rediscovers the wild, uninhibited woman she once was during her university days.

Their final night at Paradise Cove culminates in an arranged encounter that fulfills their deepest fantasies – professionally recorded to ensure they never forget how completely they've embraced their true desires.

Will their newfound sexual freedom survive the return to London's conservative society, or will Paradise Cove remain a beautiful yet temporary escape from reality?
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