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Chapter 1

Crystal refracts torchlight into jeweled halos that ripple across the terrace. Ben and I host an opulent spectacle, each well-fed guest indulgent and eager. I listen, amused, to their rehearsed cleverness while mentally reordering my seating chart. He's in hedge funds? Mmm, fourth. Their laughter crests. Silk and linen swish. A tuxedoed server brings appetizers and everyone around the table sighs contentedly. It's my cue.

"We're starting a major renovation," I announce, keeping my gaze fixed on Ben's. His wineglass pauses midair. "I think you'll be most comfortable in the guest house while it all happens," I add sweetly, daring him to object.

The guests' reactions are predictably polite. Murmurs of interest. Oh, how exciting? A flash of surprise across Ben's face. Our wealthy friends sip and nod, reveling in the unfolding drama.

"It's really the most sensible arrangement, darling," I insist, with a smile as sharp as the crystal. Ben tries to mask his discomfort, a stifled cough his only rebuttal. His face, flushed in the golden light, is delightful. Poor thing. The sacrifices he makes for my whims.

The evening unfurls with measured grace. Ben shifts in his seat, suspicion gnawing at him like a faithful hound. I turn to Mrs. Hayward and assure her that the disruption will be well worth it, especially if it turns out the way I envision. She laughs, charmed, and my gaze flicks to Ben, who catches the look and shrinks into his chair. He can't decide if he should be angry.

"Renovation, you say?" Mr. Clarkson teases, his voice carrying over the diners. "Let me guess, adding another wing for the cars?"

I laugh, allowing it to bubble over my lips with the practiced air of someone very pleased. "No," I say, turning to catch Ben's eye again. "Something far more disruptive than that." His discomfort is almost an art form, the way it glistens just beneath the surface, ready to burst forth if I poke hard enough.

The table hums with energy. A new topic to dissect, and me at the center. I bask in their attention while poor Ben toys with his napkin, wondering how far I'll push him tonight. As the conversation shifts to summering in Cannes, I watch him pretend to care. His fingers grip the stem of his glass with quiet fury.

Mrs. Hayward still has plans for me.

“So," she chirps, leaning in, "where will Ben be while the bulldozers arrive?"

She is perfect. I think I love her. I lean back and let my gaze settle firmly on him before answering. "Out of the blast zone," I say, more for him than her. "Our tiny guest house will be perfect for him." I watch his reaction as he forces a chuckle, hating the way I box him in, yet too polite to shove his way out.

The orchestra of laughter and envy plays on. They are positively vibrating with interest, pretending at decorum while secretly lusting for spectacle. Ben chews on a carefully curated response. Something about not getting in my way. I note his attention to appearances, though I sense the fissures underneath.

He pushes his chair back. "A practical solution," he ventures, trying and failing to match my composure. There's a hint of defiance in his tone, the smallest hint.

Our guests know better than to believe him. "It will be a grand reveal, I'm sure," Mrs. Hayward chimes, patting my hand in a gesture of alliance.

I meet Ben's eyes and sip from my glass, letting my silence tell him exactly how this evening will end. He resists so beautifully, even when he knows he's lost. He stays seated through dessert, poor brave boy. At the door, I clasp hands and exchange goodbyes with our departing guests as the last course is cleared. Ben lurks in the periphery, aware of his role in our little drama but refusing to fully play it.

I see the calculations in his mind as clearly as if he'd spoken them aloud. She's doing it again. Making plans, making a fool of myself. The devil's bargain of his pride and my resolve. He doesn't yet know how sweet the surrender will be.

The last car departs, and Ben stands alone in the foyer, staring down the barrel of my intentions. He is mine, more completely than he knows.

I lead him to the terrace, where night casts shadows on the polished stone, a stage set for our private performance. His hesitation is palpable, but his desire simmers beneath the surface, waiting for permission to ignite.

"Emma," he begins, the name a breathy plea on his lips. I silence him with a finger against his mouth, a gesture both soothing and commanding. "Not a word," I murmur, my voice a velvet caress in the cool evening air.

With deliberate movements, I guide him to the chaise lounge and stand before him, bathed in moonlight like an ethereal vision. His eyes, dark with longing and uncertainty, drink in the sight of me. I raise my hand to trace a line from his jaw down his neck, feeling the pulse beneath his skin quicken at my touch.

"Tonight, Ben," I whisper, leaning in so our breath mingles. "You will witness what you have dared to imagine but never thought possible.”

The sound of a truck arriving out front interrupts us.

“That must be Jake.” I say, grinning.

I can hear the door open as he lets himself in, just as I told him to. Ben raises his eyebrow in surprise.

Jake walks in, perfectly rugged and so very late. His broad chest strains against the denim and cotton of someone who won't stay for tea. "Evening, folks," he says, eyes skimming past Ben's, catching mine.

Desire kicks through me like champagne bubbles. I greet him with the warmth my husband only reads about, guiding him through the house, hand lingering on the muscular architecture of his arm. Ben hovers, irrelevant. By the time Jake unrolls the blueprints, I'm nearly giddy. I lean over the dining table, body and words dripping with suggestion. Poor Ben's still here. He should learn to leave.

"I love the sound of a late-night consultation," I tell Jake, feeling Ben's eyes burn like coals in my direction. Jake grins, the grin that could convince anyone of anything. I lead him from room to room, the remnants of the evening—wineglasses and napkins—staging a ghostly retreat. Ben follows the reluctant specter of this transaction. He's the one I love and he's terribly aware of it. I punctuate my admiration of Jake's plans with touches to his arm, glances at his lips. The humiliation of my dear husband, reduced to the sidelines, tastes sweet as port.

When we finally gather around the dining table, Jake spreads his blueprints wide, much like the effect he has on me. "So, what are we thinking here?" he asks, leaning forward, so confident, so different from the man now occupying my guest house.

Ben lurks in the background, a moth to the flame that will incinerate him. "I've always wanted something... bigger," I reply, letting my blouse fall open just enough to underline the point.

Jake's brown eyes meet mine, lighting the fuse. "I think we can accommodate that," he says smoothly, all pretense of mere business left in the sawdust. He points to a spot on the blueprint. "We can take this out completely, leave it wide open."

He wields his pencil like a scalpel, cutting Ben right out of the picture. "That would be ideal," I say, sidling closer, close enough for him to feel the warmth of my skin. I can sense Ben's growing discomfort, and his burgeoning desire, and I'm not sure which excites me more.

"You're very thorough, Jake," I murmur, letting my eyes wander over him. He chuckles, low and knowing, before outlining more plans with decisive, masculine strokes.

Ben stands, disarmed and almost pitiful, as he watches the architect of his humiliation work. Each suggestive comment, each teasing glance, is a bolt through him. Yet I catch the glint in his eyes—the one that surprises even me, that hints at pleasure beyond shame.

The poor man teeters between outrage and arousal, unsure which one might break him first. He rubs the back of his neck, as if trying to relieve the pressure building beneath his stiff collar. "You're certain this will fit?" he interjects, his voice as shaky as his hands.

I reward him with a dismissive chuckle, too busy giving Jake my full attention to pretend otherwise. "It will be a perfect fit," Jake assures me, though he never spares Ben a glance.

I stand close enough for Jake to feel my breath, to feel my heat, and we whisper sweet renovations into each other's ears. The design comes to life in lurid detail, each fresh addition a thrill for us and a torment for the one who can't stop watching.

I have forgotten Ben as much as I can forget him. He lingers on the periphery, eyes trained on my fingers, my lips, on Jake. He seethes, and he yearns, and oh, how it feeds me.

When the clock strikes twelve, I know he is mine. His face shows a man with no good choices left, only tempting ones. He watches as I flirt with Jake, my voice a purr of expectation. He sees me press against the contractor, watches the way Jake's hands brush against my back.

“Time for you to go, Ben.” I say, smiling.

As the door closes behind him, I am satisfied with the night's progress. Ben is ready for his exile, though the last pieces haven't yet slid into place. "Don't stay up too late," I say with an arch smile as Ben stares helplessly. It's a request he won't, can't, honor.

Taking Jake’s hand, I lead him to our master bedroom. I left the lights on, waiting for this moment. Scandalously bright, each drawn shade an invitation. He's watching, as I knew he would. He watches the marital bed from which he has been evicted. I lead Jake up the stairs, hand trailing behind his back, anticipation thrumming through me. The first shadows merge, and I imagine Ben across the way, hand already creeping to his crotch, unable to stop the compulsion. I should be a scandal. Instead, I’m his kink. Each silhouette stains his dignity a deeper shade. He’s mine, even as Jake pushes me hard against the wall and Ben sweats with jealousy, shame, arousal.

Jake's hands, rough and demanding, hike up my skirt, fingers digging into the soft flesh of my thighs. I can feel Ben's gaze, hot and hungry, fixed on us from the guest house. The knowledge of his watching sends a thrill spiraling through me, intensifying every touch, every sensation. Jake's mouth crashes down on mine, his tongue invading, claiming, and I moan into him, a sound of unadulterated lust.

I break away, turning to face the window, allowing Ben a clear view of my flushed cheeks and swollen lips. Jake's body presses against mine from behind, his hardness grinding against me. A promise of what's to come. I reach back, grasping him through his jeans, and he groans, a deep, masculine sound that vibrates through me. I glance at the guest house, seeing the faint silhouette of the curtains rustling as Ben adjusts his position to get a better view. The thought of him, hidden in the shadows, his desire laid bare, fuels the fire between Jake and me. I guide Jake's hand under my blouse, feeling the heat of his palm against my skin, each touch electrifying.

A low growl of need escapes Jake's lips as he cups my breast, his fingers teasing and tantalizing. I arch into his touch, a silent invitation for more. The tension in the room is palpable, charged with lust and unspoken desires. The awareness of Ben's presence heightens every sensation, turning this seduction into a delicious game of voyeurism and submission.

Jake's kisses trail down my neck, igniting a trail of fire along my skin. I let out a soft gasp, knowing full well that Ben is witnessing every moment of our intimate exchange. It's a heady mix of pleasure and humiliation, of power and surrender that sends shivers down my spine.

Jake's hands grip my hips, his breath hot on my neck. He kicks my legs apart, and I can feel his massive hardness pressing against me, urging my skirt up and out of the way. I brace myself against the window, palms flat on the cool glass, breasts heaving with each ragged breath. Ben's silhouette is clear in the guest house, his eyes glued to us, his humiliation palpable even from this distance.

With a single thrust, Jake enters me, his cock filling me completely. A moan escapes my lips, fogging up the window as my breasts press firmly against the cold pane. I can feel Ben's gaze zeroing in on them like a laser beam as we push on this private display. Jake’s body slams against mine in a rhythm that screams possession and raw lust. Each powerful thrust pushes me harder against the window, my nipples rigid from the cold glass.

Ben watches, paralyzed by desire and the expectation that I will deliver him from himself. His breath comes hard and quick. The old anxiety, always lurking just beneath the surface, coalesces into something far sweeter. I feel him watching as Jake's mouth finds mine, watching the shadows on the window shade and the way my head tilts back, so ready. He hates me for it and needs me more than ever. I have shown him a new way to suffer. He cannot ignore the urge to touch his crotch.

He's drenched in sweat, his own shame beading his brow. A quick motion to unbutton his collar. Then he's pulling at his trousers with frantic fingers, mouth open, sucking the night air as though it were his last.

Jake moves me to the bed and bends me over for my gaping pussy to take his cock deeper than before.

Ben doesn't want to see what happens next. I know because I know him. And because he can't look away.

The poor dear must be so hard by now, the urgent throbbing mingling with guilt, self-disgust, and the anticipation of a new kink that only I can supply. He won't make it through the night. I won't let him.

He thought he knew humiliation, but the old game has changed. He watches the shadows merge again. Jake's body overtakes mine, and Ben trembles as the shame seeps deep into his veins.

The intensity builds and he is sure it will break him. It's my gift, really, that I push him further each time. His hand on his cock. Against the window frame, his other hand clenched. His whole being fighting for balance, unable to stop, unable to breathe.

Each desperate pull on his rigid cock draws him closer to surrender. Every beat of his heart feels like betrayal, and yet—here he is. Here we are. Jake pushes me against the wall, his hard shadow meeting my willing one, and across the way I see Ben shiver, breathless, consumed.

He's moments away from the explosion. Poor baby can't help himself, and I am everything he wants to be punished with.

He grips harder, faster. He thinks he is nearly done, but he's just beginning. His observation of Jake and me will change him forever.

His universe narrows to two points: his throbbing cock and our shadows entwined. He should look away, but then he'd be no better than himself.

Instead, he climaxes. In a rush of sweet release and confused loyalty, I hear him scream. I hear his world come apart.

Spurt after glorious spurt, Ben covers his chest, his hands, the window. The vision of me, bent over the bed and so very satisfied, is the last thing he sees as he cums.

He stays by the window. I give him his reward: he gets to watch until the lights go out.


Chapter 2

I let Ben find us in the kitchen, dust from the renovations catching the sunlight and gilding our trespasses. My hands drift across Jake's chest, exploring the exquisite tension beneath his shirt. Construction tools and materials surround us like alibis as I press Jake to the countertop, his mouth claiming mine. I’m going to enjoy this. I make sure Ben sees every sin as he steps inside, indecision freezing him mid-stride.

"Perfect timing, darling," I call out, breaking the kiss with a look that's both a challenge and a promise. Ben doesn't know whether to flee or stay. I laugh, the sound sharp and certain.

Jake grins against my neck, his touch becoming bolder with each deliberate stroke. My gasp ricochets off the exposed beams and nails, taunting poor Ben, who lingers in the doorway, eyes wide with disbelief and fascination.

"You caught us just in time," I say, the words sweet with malice as I pull back from Jake, though not too far. Ben's face is a perfect shade of horror and desire. "Jake was just showing me his plans for the new island," I add, a glint in my eye that suggests something far more structural. Ben is paralyzed, deliciously trapped.

The renovations are half-finished, and the sight of us entwined amidst the chaos paints an accidental masterpiece. I give Ben a sly smile, coaxing him to be part of it, a new brushstroke in this composition of humiliation. He doesn’t respond, his voice swallowed by the pulse at his throat, so I return my attention to Jake.

Ben still hesitates, caught in the web of my attention, unsure if he’s an intruder or invited guest to this intimate spectacle. He looks as though he might bolt, and the prospect is thrilling. Will he watch or won’t he? I love the indecision almost as much as I love the certainty that he’ll stay.

He hovers there, a rabbit just this side of the snare, until I say his name again, baiting him with my tone. The net tightens, drawing him in. He takes a half-step forward, then stops, as if even that much commitment might be too much.

"So many plans, darling," I say with mock innocence, delighting in his helplessness. "Jake's even adding a new fixture in the bedroom." The barb finds its target, and Ben flinches just so. His pride twitches, his cock twitches more.

My hand slides down Jake's arm, tracing the path of least resistance until it lingers on his wrist. Ben gulps, visibly struggling to take it all in, each breath more ragged than the last. "Look at these contractor's hands," I muse, lifting Jake's fingers to my lips. "So much stronger than yours, Ben." My teeth graze his skin, and I feel the shiver travel from Jake to Ben, making the circuit between them.

It feels glorious, this reckless dance between possession and betrayal, all orchestrated by my hand. I close the distance between Jake and me again, pressing into him so that Ben can see the taut, athletic form that should be his and never will. It's a show just for him, the kind he loves to hate.

Jake stiffens beneath my touch, a moment's hesitation passing like a shadow before he gives in to the recklessness I offer. "You're stronger too, Jake," I murmur, low enough that Ben has to strain to hear it, to want to hear it. "A real man." The tension ratchets up a notch. Just where I like it, just where it will keep them both tethered to me.

Ben's discomfort builds into an exquisite tension, the kind he used to avoid and now craves. His eyes stay glued to the scene, transfixed and unblinking as I close the gap between words and actions, pulling Jake's body fully into mine.

Ben is frantic, torn between humiliation and an arousal he can’t control. The poor man’s mouth opens and closes as though he might object, might protest, but his lungs have other plans, and the breath comes out more like a groan than a grievance.

I smile at his struggle, then fix my eyes on his with such intensity that he knows resistance is futile. My words slice through the charged air. "Stay," I command, almost a whisper, but it pins him more effectively than any nail could. "Stay right there."

Jake seems briefly unsure of whether this involves him as well, but I settle the question with a kiss so deep, so consuming, that it steals both his breath and Ben’s. The contractor recovers fast, his hands sliding confidently down my back as the taste of him lingers on my lips, hot and forbidden.

Ben feels every touch, every shift in the balance of power. He's trapped, ensnared, exactly where I want him, where he wants to be even if he can’t yet admit it. He thinks this time he might really break, but that just shows how little he knows himself, how little he knows me.

My hands knot into Jake's hair, my body pressing against his until he gasps my name. "Emma." The sound of it is electric, and across the room, Ben's self-control shorts out like faulty wiring. He takes another step forward, then another, as though by watching closer he can lessen the sting. I know better. So does he.

I give him one last gift before returning to the greedy lips claiming mine: I speak his name again, and this time it's a promise of a different kind. Ben is done, finished, wired for surrender. The poor dear's a mess, and I’ve never loved him more.

I guide Jake's hands over me, leaving Ben no refuge from his voyeur's fate. The slighter man stays rooted in place as I take the encounter to the next level, my fingers tugging off Jake's shirt. The fabric drifts to the floor, emphasizing Ben's inadequacies with each fluttering descent. "Stay right there," I insist, pinning Ben with my voice. I unbutton my blouse, each undone fastener a small betrayal. Jake's initial hesitation melts as I press against him. Ben's humiliation mounts as the encounter grows explicit, but so does his hunger for more. He watches us with an abandon bordering on worship, unable to conceal his shameful lust.

The blouse slips to the floor, and I savor the look on Ben's face as I shrug free of it. I’m doing more than showing him what he can’t have; I’m teaching him what he wants. Jake follows my lead, hands exploring my skin as though nothing else in the world matters. "See what a real man feels like, Ben," I taunt, enjoying the pain and longing battling for dominance across his features.

Ben remains exactly where I want him, powerless to do otherwise. My grip tightens on Jake's shoulders, guiding his mouth to the places I know will drive Ben insane.

Jake's mouth finds my breast, his tongue circling my nipple before drawing it into his mouth, a hot, wet suction that sends jolts of pleasure straight to my core. I gasp, arching into him, my hands sliding down his muscled torso to find the bulge in his jeans. I grasp it, feeling his thick length harden under my touch, and I smile at Ben, my eyes locked onto his, showing him exactly how much I'm enjoying this.

Ben's face is a picture of tormented desire. He watches as I stroke Jake through his jeans, his own body responding against his will. I can see the bulge growing in his trousers, and it only serves to heighten my arousal. I tug at Jake's belt, eager to free his cock, to feel it hot and heavy in my hand. Jake groans against my breast, his hips thrusting forward to meet my touch. Ben's eyes widen as I slip my hand inside Jake's jeans, my fingers wrapping around his thick, rigid shaft. I stroke him slowly, deliberately, my gaze never leaving Ben's face. I please another man, and the poor man watches, transfixed, his breath coming in ragged gasps.

"You see how hard he is for me, Ben?" I whisper, my voice laced with cruel amusement. "This is what a real man feels like. Strong. Powerful." I emphasize each word with a stroke of my hand, feeling Jake throb and pulse in my grasp. Ben's face contorts with a mix of humiliation and desperate need, his own erection now painfully obvious.

Jake's hands roam over my body, rough and demanding, squeezing my flesh like he owns it. I moan softly, leaning into his touch, letting him claim me.

He gulps down his pride along with his next breath, the look of a man unraveling and too far gone to care. The sight thrills me, the way his entire being struggles to contain the urge to touch, to join, to flee, and to stay.

My lips brush against Jake's ear, setting off another torrent of jealousy in Ben's eyes. He loves every degrading moment, but he loves knowing that I know it even more. I reward him by whispering to Jake loud enough for my cuckold to hear, knowing it will haunt him as much as my touch.

"This is how it should feel," I say, as though poor Ben weren't standing right there, collapsing into his inadequacies. My hands wander, marking Jake's skin with possession while Ben writhes. He can't tear his eyes away, no matter how much it hurts. Especially because it hurts.

His breath comes in shallow bursts, excitement edging out disbelief with every pant. He's hard, the poor boy, and only getting harder.

A throaty chuckle escapes me as I sink to my knees, Jake's body a shrine to everything Ben isn't. "You should take notes, darling," I suggest, the mocking tone offset by how closely he pays attention. Ben's mortification is as obvious as the bulge in his pants, but even that I pretend not to notice.

I look up at Jake, my eyes wide with admiration and lust as I pull his massive cock free from his jeans. It springs forth, thick and veined, already glistening with pre-cum. I hear Ben's sharp intake of breath from across the room, feel his gaze burning into us, but my focus is on the magnificent specimen before me. I grasp it gently, my fingers barely able to wrap around its girth, and stroke it lightly, feeling it pulse in my hand.

"Look at this," I murmur, my voice hushed with reverence. "This is what a real cock looks like, Ben." I glance at him, seeing the mix of envy and desire in his eyes as he stares at Jake's manhood. I smile wickedly before turning back to the task at hand.

I lean forward, my tongue flicking out to catch the bead of pre-cum,and Jake shudders at the contact. I swirl my tongue around the head, tasting the salt of him, feeling the smooth skin against my lips. Ben watches as I take more of Jake into my mouth, his eyes wide with a mix of horror and fascination. I can feel his gaze, hot and heavy, as I work Jake's cock deeper, my cheeks hollowing with the effort.

Jake's hands tangle in my hair, guiding my movements, urging me to take him deeper still. I comply, relaxing my throat to accommodate his length. The wet sounds of my ministrations fill the room, a symphony of submission and desire that Ben can't ignore. I can hear his breath hitching, the soft whimpers he tries to suppress as he watches me pleasure another man.

I pull back slightly, letting Jake's cock slip from my mouth with a wet pop. I look up at him, a smile playing on my lips as I stroke his slick length. "You taste amazing," I murmur before turning my gaze back to Ben. "Don't you wish you could taste like this, darling?"

Ben's face is a mask of torment, his lips parted but no words escaping. He's beyond speech, beyond anything but the raw emotions coursing through him. I hold his gaze as I take Jake back into my mouth, pushing deeper this time, taking him all the way to the base.

Giggling, I look over to Ben. "This is what you wanted, isn't it, Ben?" I taunt as Jake's confidence reaches new heights, his fingers tangling in my hair with the possessiveness of someone who doesn't share. "Not fumbling like you always do." My voice takes on the sweetness of arsenic as I hammer the point home.

Ben jerks forward at the last line, the harsh gasp escaping his lips more testament to desire than insult. His raw arousal fills the room, a haze he can't fight his way out of, doesn't even try to.

Jake pushes his cock back toward me. “God, don’t stop. Your wife is amazing, Ben.”

“I think it’s time for you to show Ben what else he can’t do for me.” I say to Jake as I tug on his massive cock, slick with my spit.

Jake takes me to the floor and Ben takes it all, his shaky hand gripping the bulge beneath his belt in a reflexive motion even he seems shocked by.

"Don't be shy, Ben," I call, the thrill of his compulsion sending me over the edge.

And him too. It's almost more than he can stand. Almost.

Jake's powerful hands grip my thighs, pushing them apart as he lowers himself onto me. His massive cock presses against my entrance, and I gasp as he thrusts into me, stretching me wide. The sensation is overwhelming, a mix of pleasure and pain that sends waves of ecstasy crashing through my body. I look over at Ben, seeing the shock and desire warring in his eyes. He's frozen in place, his hand still gripping his cock beneath his pants.

"Take it out, Ben," I command, my voice breathy with lust. "Show me how much you want this."

Ben's eyes widen, but his body obeys before his mind can protest. He fumbles with his belt, his hands shaking as he pulls out his cock. It's hard and throbbing, a testament to his arousal despite the humiliation etched on his face.

Jake moves inside me, each thrust sending jolts of pleasure coursing through my veins. I moan loudly, my eyes locked onto Ben's as he strokes himself in time with Jake's thrusts. The sight of him pleasuring himself to the sight of us is intoxicating, feeding the fire burning within me.

"That's it, Ben," I pant, my voice laced with cruel satisfaction. "Stroke that little cock for me. Show me what a good boy you are."

Ben's face contorts with a mix of shame and desire, his hand moving faster on his cock, his grip tightening as his movements become more frantic. He's trying to match Jake's pace, his eyes glued to the spot where Jake's body joins with mine, the sight of his massive cock pounding into me pushing Ben closer to the edge.

Jake leans down, his mouth capturing mine in a fierce kiss. His tongue invades my mouth, claiming it as his own, and I moan into him, my nails digging into the firm muscles of his back. He breaks away, his lips trailing fervent kisses down my neck, his teeth grazing my skin as he marks me. Ben watches it all, his hand a blur on his cock, his breath coming in short, desperate gasps.

"You enjoy watching him fuck me, don't you, Ben?" I taunt, my voice a sultry purr. "Look at how well he fills me up. You could never do that."

Ben's face is a picture of agonized ecstasy, his eyes wide and wild as he jerks himself off to the sight of us. He's lost in it, completely consumed by the degradation and the desperate need clawing at him.

Jake's thrusts become harder, more demanding. Each powerful surge of his hips drives me further up the floor, my body shuddering with the intense pleasure that radiates from my core. I wrap my legs around him, urging him deeper, needing more. His grunts fill the air.

Jake's body tenses, his cock pulsing inside me as he reaches his climax. He lets out a low, guttural groan, filling me completely with his hot, thick release. I cry out, my inner muscles clenching around him, milking every drop as he collapses on top of me, his breath ragged in my ear.

Ben watches in disbelief, his hand moving frantically on his own cock. His mouth opens and closes like a fish out of water, gasping for breath as he takes in the scene before him. His climax is a pathetic affair, a few weak spurts dribbling over his fingers, nothing like the powerful explosion Jake just treated me to. I can't help but laugh at the sight of him. His small cock twitching in his hand, his cum barely visible against his skin.

"Oh, Ben," I giggle, my body still shaking with the force of Jake's orgasm. "Look at you. That's all you've got?"

Ben's face flushes a deep red humiliation etched into every line. He looks from his pathetic excuse for a cock to Jake's impressive manhood, still buried deep inside me, and his shame deepens. Jake rolls off me, a smug smile playing on his lips as he sees Ben's discomfort and my amusement.

"You should clean that up, Ben," Jake suggests, nodding towards Ben's pitiful mess. "Wouldn't want anyone to see what a small puddle you made.”

Poor Ben might just die right there, his lust boiling over with no place to go. The agony that suits him. The agony that makes him mine.

After we finish, I let Ben hover in the uncertainty of his needs, testing the last shreds of his resolve. Poor thing doesn’t know what to do now that the worst has happened, and it’s more thrilling than he feared. I smile, a minor act of mercy, and spare him the turmoil.

"Be useful, darling. Bring us some water." His hands tremble with more than humiliation as he pours, liquid bleeding onto the countertop. I laugh, finding him pathetic and perfect. "Clean that up," I say. "On your knees." My voice snaps him into motion, frantic in his obedience.

The spill mirrors the rush of release he's just watched, and I can almost see the memory washing over him as he moves to mop it up. I laugh again, the sound ringing out as sharp as a demand. "Careful, Ben," I say, delighting in the way his hands fumble.

"You'll have to do that again if you keep shaking like that." Jake smirks, amused, as he settles into a chair with the air of someone very, very pleased.

The mess has company: Ben's lust, thick and wet on his skin, something that should embarrass him but serves as a badge of belonging, a confirmation of what he's become.

Ben doesn't respond, his focus entirely on wiping the surfaces we've sullied. Instead, he works harder, the urgency and shame combining in a delightful brew I watch him gulp down. "See how excited he gets watching a real man satisfy me?" I ask not so much a question as a declaration.

The inquiry, rhetorical and cutting, draws Ben's eyes to mine. They're wide, panicked, and burning with need. Jake raises an eyebrow as though seeing my husband for the first time, the real Ben who has been lurking behind all his desperate decorum.

He finishes with the counter, or as much as he can, then turns to me, hopeful, hesitant, broken.

"Did I miss anything?" I tease, just enough edge to make sure he knows how much I control him, how little choice he has.

His breath catches as he sweeps the room, searching for any task I might give him. Then, like a prize, his gaze lands on the space where Jake took me. It's filthy, abandoned, just waiting for Ben to prove his worth on hands and knees.

He scrambles over, eager to earn his reward. His motions are frantic, the way I like them, and he bends low to clear the remains of our coupling.

"Don't forget this," I say, tossing a bit of cloth to the floor, something I'd torn in my urgency to fuck the man who is not my husband. It flutters down like a taunt, but Ben doesn't flinch. He's past flinching. Instead, he snatches it up, an offering to the god of degradation.

I turn my attention to Jake as Ben cleans beneath us. "I told you he'd be useful," I say with a knowing smile, a promise that there's so much more in store for the man I married, for the man I'm with, for the man who watches it all. "He always is."

Jake looks impressed, as he should be. He's never seen this side of us, and he settles back with interest to watch how thoroughly I mold Ben to my whims.

He's part of this now, as much as Ben and I, though I know his mind hasn't caught up with that idea. Yet.

Ben cleans the floor with as much care as he can muster, swabbing up evidence, offering pride. Each swipe a confession. Each move a deeper knot in the ties that bind him to me.

My stare is relentless, and Ben feels it even when he can't see it. He kneels low, covering more than the floor, and I can see his arousal take on new shapes, new depths. He's almost lost in it, the way he almost got lost in the wet gleam of our sex, but I pull him back.

"How about now, Ben?" I ask, baiting him. The words trail across the room like perfume. "Is it clean enough yet?"

He hesitates, uncertainty making him stumble. But not enough to stop him. Never that much. He resumes his work, faster this time, terrified of what I'll do to him if he leaves even a hint of us behind.

The terror turns him on. They both do. Me and the man who isn’t.

Jake watches with growing satisfaction, content in his role and the scene I've orchestrated. He kicks his feet up, a conqueror surveying his victory. But we all know who the spoils really belong to.

I could let it end there, could watch Ben clean and scurry and please, but I’m feeling indulgent. And I'm not done with him.

He finishes, wipes the sweat from his face, from his need, and waits for me to let him off my hook. He should know better. I always have a surprise or two left.

I cross the room, pulling him to his feet with the soft violence of a dominant woman. I brush a kiss across his lips, something almost tender if not for the laugh that follows it. Then I whisper, low and intimate and cruel. "You're enjoying this, aren't you?"

I give him the mercy of answering. "Yes," I say, claiming his words before he can speak them, before he can believe them. "You love it."

Reaching down, I grab his cock in my hands, hard and ready for attention. “Mmm…Yes, for sure. What a good boy.”

Ben looks almost as wrecked as I planned, and even more aroused. Jake and I both take in the sight, hungry for round two.


Chapter 3

We let Ben escape, only to make him suffer more. I giggle, remembering Ben’s look as I presented him with his recent present and my new toy: a chastity cage for his tiny cock.

Ben's hands trembling as he takes the cold metal contraption from me, his eyes wide with a mix of humiliation and anticipation. Jake, leaning against the wall, chuckling deeply, his arms crossed over his broad chest. "You really think he'll go for it?" Jake asked, his voice laced with amusement and disbelief.

I merely smile, my eyes locked onto Ben's flushed face. "He will," I said, my voice dripping with confidence and cruelty. "Won't you, Ben?"

My perfect Ben. Such a good boy he’s becoming. The memories are delicious.

He couldn't resist the pull, the desire to please me, to obey.

I watched intently as Ben struggled with the locking mechanism. His fingers fumbled with it for a few moments before finally clicking it securely shut.

“Now remember, I have the key.” I said, holding up for him to see. “If you’re a good boy, I may let you touch your little cock from time to time, but only if you are good. If you want out, I will let you out of it, but you won’t see me fuck Jake for a long time after. Those are the rules.”

The memory of Ben shaking his head in agreement arouses me to my core.

“Say you agree, my little cuck.”

“I agree. I want this.”

“Good boy.”

Giggling at the memory, I look for Jake to regroup with him, leaving Ben to rejoin the guests as if his own release has not stained him. I watch the way his legs tremble under the burden of submission. It delights me. He’ll need some air soon, but he’s far from done. The party has hours left, and so do we. I wonder if he can last that long before he shatters.

Ben moves cautiously back into the throng of people, wearing his slacks and an illusion of composure. The thrum of conversation almost drowns him. Almost. I sip from my glass and nod to Jake, both of us knowing the spectacle will soon begin again. Ben's strain shows in the way he smiles too much and laughs too loudly. It's the sound of a drowning man, all breathless hope. He sees us talking, steps closer, and I watch the blood drain from his face as he catches the last of our conversation. "You'll take care of him again tonight?" I say, letting it linger.

"Of course," Jake replies with an easy, conspiratorial grin.

Ben turns sharply, as though he’s been burned, and retreats into the swirl of silk and ambition. We let him wander. We let him think he's escaped.

A bold smile came from across the room. The game begins again, and I feel the rush of possibility. Ben takes a strategic position within sight but out of the immediate fray, as if maintaining his distance will maintain his dignity. Poor dear. Does he really think he can manage that? He drifts in and out of conversations, watching our every move while pretending he doesn’t. We don’t make it easy for him.

Jake leans closer, his low voice curling around my name like smoke. I laugh, and it cuts through the clamor, slicing into Ben with sweet accuracy. I shift my stance so that I’m even more engaged with Jake, each motion choreographed for the benefit of the man whose shame cannot, will not, turn away.

I touch Jake’s arm, the well-muscled one that Ben knows so intimately. "Do you think it’s too much for him?" I ask, a note of feigned concern dripping from the words.

"Nothing he can’t handle," Jake replies, casual and wicked.

We enjoy the tension, watching Ben hover on the edges of what he can and can't take. The center of attention and absolutely invisible.

"Ben," I call, and he startles, the sound of his name more startling than he’ll admit. He knows he has no choice but to answer. I watch him weave through our guests, his movements almost graceful under the weight of obedience. He reaches us, trying to maintain composure, his breath quick, his pupils wide. He is lovely in his uncertainty. "Be a dear and fetch us some drinks," I say, letting the steel beneath the sugar show.

He hesitates just long enough for the discomfort to flare. Just long enough to excite me. Then he goes, and we stay, watching his retreat.

"So obedient," Jake remarks, his amusement clear.

"He knows his place," I reply, my eyes trailing over the room, over Ben’s path as he moves toward the bar, where Mr. Clarkson traps him in conversation. Ben tries to extricate himself, but politeness is a vice he cannot wriggle out of.

We use his delay to our advantage, leaning into each other, letting the sight burn its way into his psyche. My hand lingers on Jake's arm, and when Ben finally does return with the drinks, I make sure he sees it.

Ben stands there, waiting, his grip precarious as I slip a comment through his fingers. "Size matters," I say, and his grasp tightens, the slightest clatter of glass betraying him.

The discussion turns to blueprints, and Jake dominates, guiding the conversation with his strong, calloused hands. He outlines changes and improvements, using his words like scaffolding. Each "bigger" and "more" is another lash for Ben, though Jake appears blissfully unaware. But we all know better.

He fixes his gaze on Ben, just for a moment. A sharp, secret look that says: I know. Ben pretends not to notice, not to flinch. But his discomfort is delicious, a spread to be savored.

I leave Jake and join Mr. Clarkson, his mouth full of wit and opinion. He fancies himself clever, and he is. Just not clever enough. Not by half.

"Tell me," he insists, drink in hand, "which one of these chaps will get the job done?" He eyes Jake and Ben.

"Only one way to find out," I say, a coy laugh underscoring the lie that it’s a toss-up. The lie that it’s anything but decided.

I saunter back to Jake, my eyes issuing the invitation as much as my words do. "Will you be available for a late-night consult?" I ask, the thin veneer of professional inquiry no thicker than Ben’s failing composure.

Ben falters. My implication is clear, his doom certain. He stands unsteadily, his posture collapsing inward as Jake chuckles and nods. The sound is unkind and full of promise.

I let Ben see my pleasure, my excitement. I let him suffer with it.

"It's a date," Jake says, and Ben crumbles.

He’s nearly done, and he knows it. He looks more defeated than he has all night. His cock strains against its cage, and his pride crumbles as we toy with him and with each other. It’s beautiful, the way he breaks. I savor it. It fills me with delight. But not so much that I don’t want more.

The guests mill, unaware of the private theater. Jake and I, with flair, played our roles. The audience, poor Ben, is more part of it than anyone will ever know. He sags against the wall, and I see his thoughts, his plans. He's desperate for air, desperate for the release that won't come.

Not until I allow it.

We toy with him and with each other, while I think of what’s still in store for us all. Ben looks almost as wrecked as I planned, and even more aroused. Jake and I both take in the sight, hungry for round two.

Poor Ben follows us up the stairs, trailing our intentions like lost luggage. He is ready to break. So am I, but not before I take him down a little further. I push Jake against the wall just past the bedroom door and kiss him. Hard. "Watch," I order Ben, my words punctuated by the heat of Jake’s breath against my neck. I want to fill Ben’s head with the sights and sounds of his inadequacies. I want to fill my nights with the thrill of Ben’s willingness to be used. He’s hopelessly mine, though he still doesn’t know how much.

Jake's lips find mine again, then drift down my throat. We’re not quite inside the room yet. That makes it even better. Ben sways slightly on his feet, trapped between wanting to turn away and the desperate pull of his own shame. Jake is all over me, and Ben is a front row voyeur. I close my eyes and think: Yes. Exactly like this.

I tease them both until Ben’s panting like a hound and Jake’s hands have traveled every inch of my curves. “In here,” I say, then drag Jake across the threshold, our steps muffled by plastic sheeting, our shadows throwing giant promises across the exposed beams.

Ben stumbles after us, dizzy with his own willingness. I love that about him.

The bed is as big as the rest of the room isn’t, swallowing up the space like Ben swallows his pride. I point him toward it.

“Kneel,” I say, and he’s down so fast he might as well have fallen.

Jake’s gaze flits from me to Ben, then back again. The confidence I love—the confidence Ben loathes—flashes across his face. He likes this, and it’s no secret. “Watch,” I say to Ben again. And he does.

I let the silence throb before I speak, let Ben feel it on his skin like a fever. “Tell me,” I say, fingers grazing the buttons of Jake’s shirt. “Do you know what a real man looks like?”

The sentence hangs. It’s not rhetorical, though he wishes it was. His mouth opens, closes, nothing. His cock strains against its cage, and he shifts on his knees as though he might get more comfortable. He doesn’t.

I unbutton Jake’s shirt, slowly, eyes on Ben the whole time. The whole time, eyes on Ben.

Ben shivers, his voice finally catching up with the demand. “Y—yes,” he stammers.

I drop the shirt to the floor and run my fingers across Jake’s chest, lean into the hardness that should be Ben’s. That will never be Ben’s. “Say it louder,” I tell him, brushing my lips against Jake’s skin.

“Yes!” he yelps, and I don’t know if he means it or if he just can’t stand the pressure anymore. I laugh, and I love him. I love him like this.

“Yes, what?” I press. My hands drift south, and Jake shudders beneath them.

Ben hesitates again, his eyes wild with the expectation of breaking. “A—a real man,” he gasps, finally. “Jake is a real man.”

My smile is brighter than the overhead lights, more exposed. It floods the room, bathing everything. It bathes Ben, then takes the heat from his face and feeds it back into the throb between his legs.

Jake is rock hard, no question about that, and Ben’s breath comes in shallow, jagged bursts as I rub my hand over the proof. The bulge beneath Jake’s jeans has to be more than Ben can bear, but I know my husband better. He’ll bear it. I’ll make him.

“Tell me more,” I say, unsnapping the denim and sliding my hand inside. Ben looks at my wrist, then at Jake, then at my wrist again.

Ben swallows, then swallows again. His skin is burning, or maybe it’s just his shame. “I’m not a real man,” he chokes out, though it’s not enough. Not nearly. “Not like Jake.”

“Oh, Ben,” I murmur, and there’s as much pity as cruelty in the words. I motion him closer. “Tell me how inadequate you feel compared to him.”

I know what I want, and I know how to get it. I know exactly what will break him this time.

Jake moves beneath my touch, cock hard and insistent, watching Ben with what might be sympathy if he hadn’t tasted the difference already.

Ben flinches, a sharp breath slicing through him. He wants to say it. He doesn’t want to say it.

I drop Jake’s jeans to the floor, letting Ben see everything, see how badly he comes up short.

Jake’s cock presses against the tight cotton of his briefs. “I’m too small,” Ben blurts, his voice trailing off into embarrassment and need.

“Again,” I say, stroking Jake’s shaft over the fabric. He moans, the sound more gratifying than any sound I’ve heard from Ben tonight.

“I’m too small to satisfy you,” Ben says, louder. “Jake is bigger and better than me.”

His face is crimson, his words dripping with humiliation, his release imminent. He is going to shatter, and the thrill of it pulses through me, through all of us.

I make Ben beg to be humiliated, to be allowed to watch what he fears, what he craves. He quakes as the last shred of his dignity unravels. “Please,” he groans. “Please let me watch. Please humiliate me.”

The more he says, the more undone he becomes, the more alive he feels.

Jake watches, no hint of reluctance left. His erection towers over Ben like an accusation, like a promise, and my poor husband doesn’t know if he should cower before it or rush toward it.

“You think you can handle it?” I taunt, edging Ben closer to despair and climax. “You think you’re strong enough for this?”

He gasps, nodding wildly. His legs tremble, even more so when I free Jake from his briefs. He’s seen nothing so large, so solid. He’s never felt so small.

“Say it, then,” I demand, keeping the moment taut.

“I want this,” Ben shouts, his breath a freight train, runaway. “I want you to fuck him, to fuck me with how much better he is.”

I almost let him come. Almost.

“Pathetic,” I tell him. “You love it, don’t you? Knowing you’ll never compare.”

His groan is thick and wanton, filling the air, filling me with the sweet ache of control.

I finally take Jake in my mouth, the fullness stretching my lips, my marriage, my husband’s submission.

Ben’s head swims. So does mine.

His voice is thin and reedy, vibrating with its own fracture, as I suck and Jake groans and no one pays attention to the man who wants it most.

“Look at his cock,” I say, wiping saliva from my lips with slow, deliberate motions. “You’ll never have one like it.”

My fingers curl around Jake’s shaft again, each movement like the twist of a knife into Ben’s core.

Ben stays riveted, his breath the only sound he makes. The only sound he can make.

“Does it hurt?” I ask, feigning sympathy.

His nod is quick, like his pulses.

I tease Jake’s cock with my tongue, Jake’s ego with my words, Ben’s cage with its limits.

“Good,” I tell him, enjoying the suffering of all three.

Ben drips pre-cum inside his chastity, so aroused he might lose consciousness. He’s mine, and he knows it.

I play with the key, hanging on my necklace between my breasts. The key to poor Ben’s release. I can see him in the corner of my eye as I take Jake’s massive cock in and out of my mouth. Ben’s cock drips a steady stream of pre-cum inside his cage.

“Mmm…You are doing so good, Ben. If only you could taste as good as Jake.”

Ben moans, watching me devour the massive cock.

“You can have out anytime you want, but you want to watch us, don’t you?”

Ben nods.

I draw this out as long as I can, and longer than Ben can stand. Then I turn to Jake and reward him with the fuck my husband can only dream of. "On the bed," I say, but Jake is already moving, the urgent desire for me obvious in every confident step. Ben stays on the floor, his knees red and raw and ready for what he’ll never have. I spread myself wide for Jake and for Ben, letting the man who doesn’t deserve it take me. Letting the one who watches. They both get what’s coming to them.

My body is a conquest Jake will win, an invasion Ben will lose. Inexorably, my lips found Jake’s, the passion undeniable. My eyes find Ben's, the suffering just as real.

Jake’s hands are on me, moving from my breasts to my waist with the assuredness of someone who knows what he wants, knows he’ll get it. The last barrier, my last thin strip of defense, comes off, and I’m naked. Naked and shameless, and ready.

Ben sees my desire for Jake in every curve, every thrust, and he sees his own loss in the way my hands tangle in the contractor's dark hair, in the way my fingers dig into his muscular back.

His humiliation turns me on.

Ben sways slightly on his knees, the months of construction not the only thing wearing him down. I’ve been tearing him apart one 2x4 of dignity at a time, one stud of pride after another.

Jake moves over me, confident and solid, and I hold his cock before me like a secret Ben can never learn. Ben doesn’t break, not yet. That’s my gift, letting him hold on just long enough to really feel it when he loses his grip.

I pull Jake down on top of me, the kiss as firm as the mattress and twice as thrilling. Ben’s desperation is delicious, his self-control almost laughable in the face of his need. Almost laughable.

He trembles and groans as I let the tip of Jake’s cock slide inside me.

Ben is straining to keep it together, and straining against the cold cage, but I know him. He loves to lose. He loves this.

My hips arch toward Jake’s with wild intent, wild release, and it is more than Ben can take. Just what I planned. Just what I always plan.

I thrust back against Jake, swallowing him up in my hunger, my greed, my Ben-fueled lust. “He fills me completely,” I say, but my words are for Ben, my meaning for everyone. “Something you could never do.”

He is red in the face, and the eyes, and the knees. He loves every moment, and so do I.

Jake pumps into me harder, my moans swelling with Ben’s frustrations.

The thick need presses against Ben’s cock and against his pride, and both are on the verge of shattering.

I urge Jake on, grabbing his ass and meeting him with equal ferocity, ignoring my husband, but only just.

Ben’s name, Ben’s needs, Ben’s hope: all grow dim.

I don’t give him the satisfaction of a second thought.

I make him watch.

“Closer,” I finally say, just when Ben is believing I’ve forgotten him completely. I won’t, never. The more he suffers, the less he matters, and the less he matters, the more he fuels me. “Move closer.”

He crawls forward, pathetically eager, as Jake spreads me wide. I keep eye contact with Ben, letting him smell our sex, see the details of our coupling, know what it means to be nothing and everything at once.

My climax explodes inside me, hotter and faster than even I expect. I scream Jake’s name, and Ben melts under the sound. I let it ring out again and again until the walls and my husband both know what real construction is.

He barely breathes, and it drives me to fuck Jake even harder. It drives me to more than I thought possible, more than Ben thought I’d give him, more than he deserves.

And less.

I ride Jake like the prize he is and Ben isn’t, the whole time lost in the echo of what we’ve all become. My legs tighten around the man who takes me, and they buckle beneath the one who can’t.

I hold Jake inside me for as long as I can, as long as Ben can’t. My scream becomes a breathless cry of triumph, my silence a further slight to the man it cuts through.

I reach my climax and leave Ben stranded.

And as I do, Jake finishes inside me, pounding until the last thrust pulls his moan to the ceiling and Ben’s desperate heart.

Then it’s still. My thighs and the room and the pulse in my husband’s throat.

I spread my legs wide again, this time in invitation, this time for Ben. The look on his face—like everything else—is mine. He can’t believe I’ll make him. Can’t believe I won’t.

“Clean me up,” I command, but he was already going to. I let him reach the wet heat where Jake’s cock has been. I let him taste the last hour of his life on my skin.

The feel of his tongue sends new shudders through me. And him.

His shame and his release and the memory of Jake and me. All of it swirls through his being as he drinks from the center of my betrayal.

There is no need to ask if he likes it. His diligence is enough. His faithfulness to what he has become.

Ben complies, and it is more than a release for all of us.

When it is done and I am spent, I push him away with a kind of tenderness he almost believes. The metal cage binds him still, and the evidence of his submission seeps out and across.

Ben's tongue laps at me, eager and thorough, cleaning the mix of Jake and me from my thighs. His humiliation is palpable, a thick fog in the room, and it only serves to heighten my pleasure. I watch him, his face flushed and eyes glazed with a mix of shame and lust. He's pathetic like this, and I love it.

I let him clean me until I'm satisfied, then push him away gently. He sits back on his haunches, his breath coming in ragged gasps, his caged cock dripping with need. I smile down at him, running a hand through his hair. "Do you think you've been a good boy, Ben?" I ask softly, my voice laced with cruel amusement.

He nods eagerly, his eyes wide with hope and desperation. "Yes, Emma," he pants, his voice hoarse with need.

I smile wider, enjoying the power I hold over him. "Let's see," I murmur, reaching for the key around my neck. I unlock the cage, freeing his small, hard cock. He gasps, a shudder running through him as he springs free. "Touch yourself, Ben," I command, my voice soft but firm.

His hand flies to his cock, gripping it tightly. He strokes once, twice, and then he's coming undone, spurting hot and sticky over his hand and the floor. He gasps, his body convulsing with the force of his release. It's a pitiful display, nothing like the explosive climax Jake provided. I watch him with a mix of amusement and disdain, my lips curling into a smirk as he rides out the waves of his pathetic orgasm.

"Look at that mess," I chide, my voice sharp with mock disappointment. "You can't even come properly, Ben. It's no wonder you can't satisfy me."

His face crumbles, shame washing over him as he looks at the pitiful puddle on the floor. He apologizes, but I cut him off with a laugh, cold and dismissive.

"Clean it up," I order, tossing him a rag. "On your hands and knees, where you belong."

He hastens to obey, his body still shaking with the aftermath of his climax. I watch him crawl, his cheeks flushed with humiliation as he mops up his own failure. Jake, spent and satisfied, leans back on the bed, a smug smile playing on his lips as he watches Ben debase himself for my amusement.

"This is what you're good for, Ben," I say, my voice taunting as he scrubs the floor. "Cleaning up messes. isn't that right, Jake?"

Jake chuckles, a deep rumble in his chest. "Seems about right to me," he agrees, his eyes gleaming with satisfaction. "Pathetic little man."

Ben's hands tremble as he wipes the floor, his breath hitching with each swipe of the cloth. The room is thick with the scent of sex and humiliation, a heady mix that keeps his cock twitching despite its recent release. I watch him with a cool detachment, enjoying the sight of his degradation. Jake lounges on the bed, his body glistening with sweat, a smirk playing on his lips as he observes Ben's pathetic display.

"You see, Jake," I say, my voice a sultry purr, "this happens when you try to teach an old dog new tricks. Ben here just doesn't have it in him to be a real man." I laugh, the sound sharp and cruel, slicing through the air like a knife. Ben flinches but continues his task, his movements jerky and desperate.

Jake grins, his eyes following Ben's every move. "You're right, Emma. He's nothing compared to me. Look at him, cleaning up his own mess like a good little bitch." Jake's words are harsh, and Ben's shoulders hunch as if physically struck. But he doesn't stop; he can't. He's mine to command, and he knows it.

I stand up from the bed, walking over to where Ben is frantically scrubbing the floor. I tower over him, my shadow casting a dark pall over his hunched form. "Are you enjoying yourself, Ben?" I ask.

Ben nods as he continues to clean.

I crouch down, grasping Ben's chin and forcing him to look at me. A mix of humiliation and adoration fills his eyes. "You've done well, Ben," I coo, my voice a soft caress that belies the cruelty underneath. "You've shown me just how pathetic you can be. That deserves a reward, doesn't it?"

A flicker of hope sparks in his eyes, pitiful and eager. I chuckle, low and sultry, before reaching for the chastity cage still dangling from my fingers. "Yes, let's put this back on you. You've earned it." I pat his cheek gently, a mocking tenderness that makes him lean into my touch.

I take his flaccid cock in my hand, giving it a condescending pat before sliding the cage back into place. The click of the lock is a sweet symphony of his submission. Jake watches from the bed, a smirk playing on his lips as he enjoys the spectacle of Ben's emasculation.

"There you go," I say brightly, standing up and admiring my handiwork. "Safe from yourself." I laugh, the sound like tinkling bells, as Ben looks up at me with those pitiful puppy eyes.

“Remember, you can have out, but if you want out before I’m ready, then you don’t get to watch us.”

Ben nods. “I know. I want this.”

I walk back to the bed, crawling onto the mattress and straddling Jake. His hands immediately go to my hips, gripping me possessively.

“You can go to your room now.” I motion Ben out as we drift to sleep.


Chapter 4

Like clockwork, Ben arrives at dawn. He is early, eager. I can tell by the sure way he prepares the breakfast tray, by the glint of his chastity cage beneath the robe, that he's settled in nicely. The house, Jake, and I are polished and complete, just like our renovations. His steps echo off new surfaces as he climbs the stairs. The tea is hot. So is my delight. I keep him waiting until the water threatens to cool. Then, smiling, I say it. "These arrangements suit us, Ben. Let's keep them." I expect the relief that floods him.

His quickness and the careful way he places the tray show how he’s moved from denial to compliance to willingness. He doesn’t even blink. He doesn’t hesitate. Complaining is something he certainly wouldn’t dare do. He simply takes it in, then breathes it out. Just like we’ve planned. I reward him with more. This is what Ben has learned to crave and now can’t live without.

“Now that you’ve seen the other side,” I say, brushing my hand along Jake’s cheek and feeling the surge of satisfaction in both men. “There’s no turning back.” I am a scandal, but Ben’s kink. He’s not just on board; he’s the ship, and I’m the ocean. The new house and new life suit us, so the details can’t be far behind.

When I feel his certainty, I smile, taunting and possessive. “Not even a little,” I add. Jake’s breath is warm on my neck, and Ben waits for his next instruction.

“We’ll make sure of that,” Jake says, and Ben looks at him like he holds all the keys. He doesn’t. Not all of them. Just enough to keep my husband exactly where he should be: beneath me, beside us, far away and yet so near.

Jake’s muscled arm rests confidently across my shoulders. Ben’s acceptance is obvious in every quiver of his body, every way he doesn’t pull back when I make him draw closer.

He does. He draws closer. Always.

“I mean it, darling,” I say, with more heat than the tea he serves, and Ben gulps down the pleasure of his new life. He gulps down all of it.

This is Ben’s new life, and mine. He performs each task as though it's the last link binding him to what he's become. It’s never the last, and it’s never enough. He still serves me breakfast, but in different ways, on different days. His movements through the house are routine, but anything but mundane. Not for him. Not for me. It’s what keeps us connected while we stay so far apart. Ben thinks of it as devotion, but we all know better. Devotion shouldn’t leave bruises like this, but neither should it leave such relief.

Breakfast in bed for a week, yet not a day, is the same. The trays and the sheets and the delight. Ben outdoes himself with every serving, every humiliation. Jake and I wake to the sounds of the man I married being undone. “Just leave it on the floor, darling,” I say, making sure Ben knows who’s in control. Then I make sure he knows how thoroughly, how deeply, how every way he wants to be.

He waits outside the door, ears filled with what he’ll never have, hands empty of what he’ll never hold. The running water muffles my laughter and Jake’s groans, but not enough. Never enough. Ben wants it all, and I give him what he can’t have. What he thinks is devotion. What it is.

Each day is new, and each one is another link.

The routine we thrive on, the unexpected we expect. Ben lays out our clothes, then joins us on the patio. The new construction gleams of sunlight and his restraint. We savor both, and neither lasts as long as Ben does. That’s my gift to him, to us.

“What’s keeping you so long?” I ask, though we know the answer. We all do.

“Pour me some more, Ben,” I say, watching his fingers tremble like his pride. He refills the glass, the details, the memories. I detail his inadequacies, the inadequacies that make him adequate. “Jake really fills me,” I say, describing what Ben can never see but always does. What he always will. “Completely.”

He fills my glass, and I fill his head with more than he should take. The day, the cool beverages, the breaking. He finishes all of it, and I make sure he feels the details sink in deep, sinking deeper. I make sure of it.

By evening, he’s done it all, and more. My husband is learning, and I don’t need to ask if the lessons stick. I see it in the strain of his muscles, the strain of his desire. Ben lays out our clothes with a precision born of duty and need. We find them freshly pressed. Him, too. Freshly pressed and fully inadequate. He turns down the sheets. He turns up the volume of his shame.

“Nice work,” Jake says, though I’m not sure if he means Ben’s attention to detail or the way I’ve convinced my husband that he belongs in this way. The kind he wears and the kind he is.

Ben thinks he knows, and I let him. He straightens up more than just the room.

I let him think he’s learning.

And then we teach him something new. “Come here,” I say, in the casual way I direct his life. He comes. The massage oil is slick in my hands and in the sound of Ben’s breath as it catches in his throat. I dig into his submission, but not as deep as I dig into his need.

It’s where I live, his need. And it’s where he lives, too.

Jake’s lips are on my neck, then my collarbone, then the small of my back, the only small thing Ben may get close to. That doesn’t stop him from getting close. The closer he gets, the further he is, the more it drives him forward. “Mmm, Ben,” I murmur, letting my head roll back until it rests on Jake’s shoulder. Until Ben wishes it was his.

It’s not, and it never will be. “Harder, Ben,” I command, the slyest of smiles spreading across my lips and into the pit of Ben’s stomach. He applies more pressure, and I reward him by letting Jake’s hands travel south.

Then I let my husband watch.

His look of hunger, his look of compliance. His look of complete and utter willingness.

He takes it like a good boy, takes all of it. He is.

Jake rewards him, too. His fingers find my skin, my curves, my poor, adoring husband’s most fevered dreams. Then he drops them, casually and deliberately, to Ben’s head. “Nice work,” he repeats, the dismissal just as intended as the compliment.

Ben flushes, contentment creeping up his cheeks. I toy with him like I toy with the key, like Jake toys with my body, my name.

We move outside and onto a lounge chair, spreading ourselves out for the evening. Spreading myself out for Jake.

Ben tries to make himself scarce, but not as much as he tries to make himself available. “Block the sun,” I tell him, motioning with a nod that I’m done pretending it’s for any other reason than to watch him watch us. He’s obedient and immobile, a wide swath of shadow cutting across my legs and his intentions.

“Make sure you have a good view,” I say, and Ben is motionless with want. Jake unbuttons his pants, then a new form of suffering undoes Ben. A new link.

Another confirmation of who he is, what I’ve done to him.

The only sound I allow him to make is the sound of my name in his chest, Ben’s muffled scream of frustration while Jake finds the real me with each thrust of his hips and my lips.

“Don’t swallow all of it,” Jake growls. “Leave some for him.”

But I don’t. I leave him with something else.

I’m so very satisfied, but Ben stays patient, his eyes darting back and forth between my satisfaction and my cruelty. A long, selfish night stretched out, one Ben won’t have without me. I want him to want. I need him to need.

His own desperate release waits for another day. It waits until I say.

He finishes just like I expect him to: breathless, devoted, mine.

#

We entertain tonight. It’s a very different party. I direct Ben in the preparations, making sure he gets them as right as he gets us. The table, the centerpieces, the envy of the guests. All of it just so. Four couples join us for the show, and none of them know their roles yet. That’s part of the delight. Driven by determined, breathless resolve, Ben pushes himself to the breaking point, leaving him exhausted. I give him credit, then take all of it for myself. Our life is a performance, and I’m about to let them watch.

Ben is frantic in his devotion, a visible bruise on his pride. But we know better, and so does he. His pace shows as much energy as his obedience. It’s exactly where he should be: preparing for a new revelation, pushing toward a new breaking point, more frantic than ever. My applause is enough to keep him on edge and right on time.

“Start with the beverages,” I say. “They’ll need a lot to wash down what comes next.”

He rushes to open the first, and I smile, calculating. “Slow down, Ben. Don’t want you finished before we even begin.”

It’s time, and I think he might be too worked up. I love him that way.

Our friends are about to see more than they bargained for. I won’t let Ben collapse, but it’s close. Just close enough.

The change is obvious, in me, in him, and none of them are quite prepared. But I am.

We let the show begin. I leave nothing to chance and Ben with nothing else. The air crackles with more than energy and expectation. It’s the shift in power, the shift in him, and we feel it more than the guests ever could. Not for lack of trying.

They watch us with wide eyes and rapt attention. Even those who suspected how far we’d take this are shocked to see how far we’ve already gone. How far Ben will follow.

The couple who asked if Ben was "keeping up" catches his look as he pulls out a chair. Their amusement turns to understanding, then curiosity, then something almost like lust.

Another pair wonders if he can hold it together as they watch me strip him of the last of his dignity. They're even more eager to see him fail.

I tell the other guests what he’s done, how he’s changed. He knows what’s coming, and the breathless anticipation keeps him rooted to the spot.

Ben makes sure they see it, though it's not as hard as making sure I do. It never is.

This is what we’ve planned, and they’re fascinated. So am I.

I draw out the moment, make it feel like Ben’s lifetime of restraint and discovery. Make it feel like mine.

I let him stew while I play it perfectly, and the poor dear doesn’t know if the smile I wear is for him or for everyone else. It is.

When I’m ready, I put down my glass. “I’d like to make a toast to our new life,” I say, catching Ben’s eye and holding it long enough to send him reeling. He reels beautifully.

Then I reel him in.

I draw him to me, possessive, smug, satisfied. “You should all know the truth,” I continue, as if Ben doesn’t know it better than anyone. As if Ben is anyone. My hand rests on his shoulder, though we all know where it will end.

He flushes, aroused and willing, just the way I like him. Just the way I’ve made him.

“Tell them, Ben,” I say. His knees buckle before his words do.

Ben gulps down the silence. It's a potent brew, and everyone waits for the next course. I love that he finally understands what he is, that the act is genuine enough to make even me applaud. “Tell them your favorite part.” My voice drops as his picks up. He used to run from the sound of it, but not anymore.

“My favorite?” he asks, stalling. His eyes flicker with doubt and hunger. He takes a breath, more the former than the latter. Then he looks to me for permission, looks to me for everything.

“Don’t be shy, darling,” I coax, knowing that he’s as close as I’ll allow. Knowing I’ll allow everything.

He’s still unsure, but that just adds to the flavor.

I wait him out, wait for the moment he finally breaks. I’m good at that.

“Yes, Ben,” I tell him. “Your favorite part.”

“Watching her,” he gasps, like the words are something he must deliver but can never. Not until now.

“Watching her with Jake.” It spills out, a steady stream of submission, a strange sense of joy. He lets it drown him. He lets me watch.

He gulps it down, but he’s learned to breathe beneath the surface.

The shock and fascination are real, more than even I expect. His humiliation tastes just the way I like it, more satisfying because it is less for me than it is for him. And much, much more.

I urge him on with my eyes, my body, my smile.

“Seeing her with him that first night,” he continues. His voice quakes with more than nerves, more than humiliation. It's thrilling, how much more. “It was ... ” He falters.

His gaze shifts from me to the floor and back.

“It was what, Ben?” I ask, savoring the power and surprise.

“Life changing.” It’s breathy and small, like the life he left behind.

They all think he’s done. I know better. “So was cleaning up after,” I say, making sure he finishes, making sure he doesn’t. “You’ve learned so much, Ben.” My words are the praise he thinks he’s earned. The praise I allow.

His relief is palpable. So is his fear. So is his arousal.

“That first night,” he repeats, “the first time you fucked him ... ”

Our friends catch their breath, but Ben catches nothing but his need.

“After I ... I came watching.” He shivers beneath the confession, my confession, his own desire to lose. I let him.

“I cleaned the floor,” he says, louder.

Jake's smirk is clear. Ben’s reluctance isn’t. The revelation is.

“That first night,” he says again, stunned by the memory and the sound of his voice. “I knew.”

And now they know, too.

His last defenses shatter, and the sound is deafening. No one speaks. We all hear it.

“Don’t stop,” I whisper, close enough to the guests to shock them, closer to Ben than I’ll ever let him know. “Tell them everything.”

He smiles, and I think he might break more than I want him to. I love it that way.

“I’m hers, and she knows it,” Ben says. He turns to them, defiant in his willingness. He gulps again, his face flushing deeper. “We all do.”

He is as full of life as the rest are in shock.

“I love her. I love being cuckolded by her,” he says, letting his words and pride and self fall. His restraint, his guard, his fucking mind. “I love my chastity cage and...” He hesitates, but not for long.

“... that she fucks Jake.” It’s more than any of us expect, more than I hope for, but just enough for Ben.

Then it is just me, the audience, and the captive actor.

His gift, my gift.

I let it stretch out as much as I let Ben. Then I make it feel more like forever than release.

“From reluctant voyeur to willing submissive,” I conclude. My glass is high, but his submission is higher. The guests look at him in awe and wonder, at me with more than envy. Jake’s hands travel from my shoulders to my legs. “To our new life.”

He moans my name and Ben moans his own, and I know we’ve finished what we started. We finish again.

Ben stays at my feet, willing, open, dripping with more than lust.

The hands he wishes were his tighten around my thighs and his intentions. I hold him close. I hold him off. Even when he is unaware, I hold him.

Poor Ben. Perfect Ben. Perfect, perfect Ben.
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Using All His Rivals In Front of Him



My alpha hubby thinks he's in charge until I shame him by getting off with his enemies, right in front of him....

My husband believes I'm clueless about his affairs during those so-called business trips. His prized plaything at home, there for his delight when he's not out chasing thrills.

He has no clue about my escapades in his absence. He doesn't know I've been tangled up with every one of his business rivals.

Tonight, on our anniversary, I'm going to lay it all bare. With every rival in mind, I'll deliver the news in a filthy, seductive manner that'll reduce my husband to the submissive cuck he was always meant to be.


Humiliating My Husband With His Rival



I told my husband I need more than him in bed - This weekend, I’ll show him exactly what I mean...

My husband expects a quiet weekend..just us. But I’ve set up something else—his rival will take me right in front of him, and we’ll both enjoy seeing him squirm while we both humiliate him.

I’ve got the entire weekend set to shame him every way possible. I crave more than my man can give. He was told that and I’ll make sure he knows I’ll have my way while he sits and watches.

By Monday, he’ll embrace his role, eternally my cuckold, giving me everything I desire on demand. He’ll relish watching it, over and over.


Humiliating My Husband With My Hall of Fame

 My husband's a shark in the boardroom, but limp in the bedroom...luckily, his business partners know how to hit my sweet spots.

He sees me as his flawless trophy wife, but I'll turn the tables and shame him in front of his buddies with my collection of trophies—his business foes.

It’s time to push my husband to his limits to get whatever I crave, whenever I crave it. I'll make him obey my every naughty demand. The first move? Humiliate him until he becomes exactly what I desire.

When I'm finished, he'll watch from the bed's edge while I indulge in whoever I desire. I'll be his pleased wife, and he'll be my obedient cuck. 

Humiliating My Husband On Our Anniversary



It's our wedding anniversary, and I'm getting sweaty... with my personal trainer.

My domineering husband pulls the strings, but not for long. I'm eyeing the ripped trainer at our resort—he's got what my husband can only dream of.

I can't wait to watch my controlling husband squirm as I flaunt my power, letting my new toy take charge while he pathetically begs for a glance.

When I'm finished, my husband will bow down and become my gleeful cuck, while my new man, the bull, takes charge.
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