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Chapter 1

My shoes pound the pavement as I sprint through our neighborhood in the middle of the night, wearing nothing but shorts and a t-shirt. I have no destination in mind, no plan—just an overwhelming need to escape what’s happening in that house, to the marriage I thought I had, to the person I thought I was.

The cool night air burns my lungs, but I welcome the pain. It’s clean, honest, uncomplicated. Not like whatever twisted psychological maze Rachel has led me into over the past few days.

I slow to a jog when I reach the park three blocks from our house. My breathing comes in ragged gasps as I collapse onto a bench, the events of the night replaying in my mind like some perverse highlight reel I can’t shut off.

What the hell just happened? What have I become?

The taste in my mouth—Rachel’s essence mixed with Trey’s—makes my stomach lurch again. I spit onto the ground beside the bench, trying to rid myself of the physical evidence of my submission, but it doesn’t help. The memory is burned into me now, impossible to erase.

My phone buzzes in my pocket—I hadn’t even realized I’d grabbed it. I stare at my phone screen, Rachel’s name flashing with each vibration. My thumb hovers over the answer button, trembling. What would I even say to her? How could I explain what I’m feeling when I barely understand it myself?

I let it ring until it stops, then watch as a string of text messages appear:

“Come home cucky. We need to talk.”

“Bad boy running away like that…”

“Come home and continue your lessons…”

A hysterical laugh bubbles up from my throat. Talk? After what just happened? After what I just did? The casual normalcy of her message feels like a slap across my face.

After I don’t answer, she finally softens:

“I know you’re scared. It’s okay. I went too far.”

Is it sincere? I don’t know.

Too far? That’s the understatement of the century. In less than a week, my entire identity has been shattered, reshaped into something I don’t recognize. The worst part is how my body responded—how it’s still responding, even now, as the memory of tonight replays in my mind.

I pocket the phone without responding and stare up at the night sky. The stars look cold and distant, like they’re judging me from afar. What would my friends think if they knew? My family? My colleagues? The shame burns through me like acid in my veins. I’ve gone from respected husband to... what? A cuck. The word that once meant nothing to me now defines me.

I check my phone again. Three missed calls and another text:

“Please, Ryan. Just come home. I’m worried about you.”

This message sounds more like the Rachel I knew—or thought I knew. Which version is real? The loving wife I’ve lived with for years, or this sexual dominatrix who’s emerged so suddenly?

Maybe both. Maybe neither.

I stand up from the bench, my legs still wobbly. Running away solved nothing. I can’t escape what’s happened by putting physical distance between myself and that house. Whatever’s been awakened is inside me now, a parasite I can’t extract.

The walk back is slower than my desperate flight. Each step feels heavier than the last as I approach our home. The lights are still on in our bedroom. Is she waiting up? Planning the next phase of my “training”? The thought sends an unwelcome shiver of arousal through me that I immediately try to suppress.

I pause at our front door, key in hand. I could still leave. Get in the car, drive to a hotel, just disappear into the great vast expanse of the desert southwest or something…

I look over at Trey’s house and almost jump out of my skin. There he is, standing on his front porch. Smoking a big cigar and eyeing me up casually.

He blows a puff of smoke and waves me over.

My blood runs cold at the sight of him. Trey, casually smoking on his porch like nothing happened, like he didn’t just transform my entire life hours ago. I freeze, caught between my front door and his beckoning gesture.

I should ignore him. Should slip inside my house and lock the door against everything that’s happened. But something pulls me toward him—the same dark gravity that kept me rooted to that chair earlier tonight, watching as he took my wife.

“Wasn’t expecting to see you out and about,” Trey says as I approach his porch, his voice low and rich in the night air. The smell of expensive cigar smoke wraps around me.

“I needed some air,” I mutter, stopping at the foot of his steps, unwilling to climb up to his level.

His demeanor is altogether different than our other interactions, he’s calm and pensive. Contemplative. There’s a silent warmth about him that makes him seem older than his age.

“Fresh air is always good,” he says, drawing another pull from his cigar. The ember glows orange in the darkness, illuminating his features in a way that makes him look almost contemplative.

I shift uncomfortably, acutely aware of the absurdity of this moment. Hours ago, this man was inside my wife while I watched. Now we’re having a casual conversation on his front porch like neighbors discussing the weather.

“Look, man,” Trey says after a long moment, “I know this is probably weird for you.”

I laugh, a short, sharp sound that contains no humor. “Weird doesn’t begin to cover it.”

He nods slowly, tapping ash from his cigar. “I’ve seen this before, you know. Couples like you and Rachel.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” I ask, bristling despite myself.

“Just that you’re not the first husband to... explore this kind of arrangement.” His voice is neutral, almost clinical. “And the ones who fight it the hardest usually end up diving the deepest.”

His words hit me like a physical blow. Is that what’s happening to me? Am I following some predictable pattern that Trey has seen before.

He puts his arm around me.

“Come on, let’s get you a drink, one of these -” he holds up his cigar, “and we’ll head to the back deck. Talk man to man.”

I hesitate, glancing back at my house where Rachel waits. Part of me knows I should go home, face what’s happening, but something about Trey’s offer feels like a lifeline. A chance to understand what’s happening to me from someone who isn’t actively reshaping my reality.

“Okay,” I agree, my voice barely audible.

I follow Trey through his front door into a home that’s surprisingly tasteful—modern furniture in neutral tones, abstract art on the walls. It’s not what I expected, though I’m not sure what I did expect. Maybe whips and chains hanging from the ceiling? My mind is a mess of stereotypes and confusion.

His back deck is spacious, with comfortable outdoor furniture and subtle landscape lighting illuminating a well-maintained yard. He gestures to a deep armchair as he moves to a small bar setup in the corner.

“Whiskey okay?” he asks, already reaching for an expensive-looking bottle.

“Sure,” I reply, sinking into the chair. My legs feel like they might give out at any moment.

Trey pours two generous glasses and hands me one, then offers me a cigar from a polished wooden box. I shake my head—I’ve never been a smoker.

“Suit yourself,” he says, settling into the chair across from me. The silence stretches between us, strangely comfortable despite everything.

I take a sip of the whiskey. It burns going down, but the warmth that spreads through my chest is welcome. I need something to ground me, to remind me I’m still here, still myself—whoever that is now.

“You’re wondering why this is happening to you,” Trey says finally, breaking the silence. It’s not a question.

I stare into my glass, watching the amber liquid catch the light. “Among other things.”

“And you’re wondering if you’re some kind of freak for getting turned on by it.”

My head snaps up. His directness catches me off guard, but there’s no judgment in his eyes, just calm observation.

“How many...” I start, then clear my throat. “How many couples like us have you been with?”

Trey takes a long pull from his cigar, considering the question. “More than you would believe. This lifestyle isn’t as uncommon as people think.”

I stare at him, trying to reconcile this thoughtful, articulate man with the primal force who dominated my wife hours ago. “And all these... husbands. They were like me?”

“Some,” he says, swirling the whiskey in his glass. “Every situation is different. But the shame spiral you’re experiencing? The confusion? The way your body betrays what your mind thinks it wants? Pretty standard.”

“Listen…” he says, “the key to this, really to life in general, is to limit introspection. Don’t ruminate. Don’t obsess. Don’t think about what it means or what it says about you. Just live your life. Forget about the rest of the BS.”

His words hang in the air between us as I contemplate them. Limit introspection? Don’t think about what it means? That goes against everything I’ve ever done. My entire life has been about analyzing, understanding, making sense of things.

“I can’t just... not think about it,” I say finally, taking another sip of whiskey. The burn feels good, grounding. “This isn’t like trying a new food or changing my workout routine. This is... everything. My marriage. My identity.”

Trey leans back in his chair, studying me with those dark, perceptive eyes. “Your identity was always there, man. You’re just seeing it clearly for the first time.”

I shake my head, frustration building. “That’s what Rachel keeps saying, but I don’t buy it. I wasn’t like this before.”

“Weren’t you?” Trey challenges, tapping ash from his cigar. “Or did you just never have the opportunity to discover this part of yourself?”

The question lands like a punch to my gut. I think about how I felt watching them together—the mixture of jealousy and arousal that seemed to feed each other in some twisted feedback loop.

I stare at Trey, his words making me question everything I thought I knew about myself. The whiskey burns in my throat as I struggle to process what he’s saying.

“Look,” Trey continues, leaning forward in his chair. “Most men spend their whole lives never confronting their true desires. They live in boxes society built for them, never testing the walls.” He takes another pull from his cigar, the ember glowing orange in the darkness. “You’ve seen beyond the wall now. Can’t unsee it.”

“But this isn’t normal,” I protest weakly, even as something inside me knows I’m just going through the motions of resistance.

Trey laughs, a deep, rumbling sound. “Normal is just what most people do. Doesn’t make it right or wrong.” He fixes me with those penetrating eyes. “Question is, what makes you feel alive? What revs you up?”

I look down at my glass, unable to meet his gaze because I already know the answer.

“Rachel…” I whisper. “She makes me feel alive. Always has…she’s been everything to me.”

Trey nods along.

“And does she still do that to you? Has that suddenly changed or stop being true?”

I stare at my glass, contemplating Trey’s question. The whiskey swirls, catching golden highlights from the deck lights.

“No,” I admit finally. “She still... she still makes me feel everything. Maybe even more intensely now.”

“That’s what I thought,” Trey says, nodding slowly. His expression is surprisingly gentle for a man who hours ago was... I can’t even complete the thought without feeling that familiar twist of shame and arousal.

“But what she wants now,” I continue, my voice barely audible, “what she’s becoming... it’s like she’s been possessed by someone else.”

Trey leans forward. “Or maybe she’s finally letting out who she’s always been. Same as you.”

I drain my glass, welcoming the burn. “You make it sound so simple.”

“It is simple,” he says, refilling my glass without asking. “Complicated is what happens when you make something more than it is. You’re just playing a role. This is fun. It’s a game.”

“A game?” I echo, the word tasting bitter on my tongue. “My marriage isn’t a game.”

Trey leans back in his chair, regarding me with an expression that’s almost sympathetic. “Everything’s a game when you break it down. Life, work, relationships—they all have rules, winners, losers. The trick is figuring out which game you’re actually playing.”

I shake my head, feeling the whiskey warming my blood. “That’s a pretty cynical view.”

“Is it?” Trey takes another pull of his cigar, the smoke curling around his face in the dim light. “Or is it honest? Look, man, I’ve been doing this a long time. Seen plenty of guys like you struggle with this same shit.”

“And what happens to them?” I ask, not entirely sure I want to know the answer.

“Some run away, try to pretend it never happened. Some embrace it fully, find a peace they never knew before.” He shrugs. “Some relationships break. Others get stronger than they ever were.”

I stare into my glass, watching the amber liquid catch the light. “And which do you think we’ll be?”

Trey shrugs.

“That’s up to you.”

I let his words sink in, the whiskey warming my insides as the night air cools my skin. The contrast feels like my life right now—hot and cold, pleasure and pain, shame and arousal all mixed together in a cocktail I never ordered but can’t stop drinking.

“Thanks for the drink,” I say as I stand up and get ready to leave.

“Any time,” Trey says with a nod. He doesn’t get up to escort me out, he just sits there and wait for me leave. I walk slowly back out his front door and across his lawn to our house. The light in our bedroom is still on.

“What the fuck do I do now,” I whisper into the darkness. “What the fuck do I do now?”


Chapter 2

The house is quiet when I enter. I don’t hear any sign of Rachel. The house is quiet when I enter. I don’t hear any sign of Rachel.

I stand in the entryway for a long moment, my nerves still jangling from the conversation with Trey, the whiskey buzzing through my system. Part of me hopes she’s asleep, that I can delay whatever comes next until morning when my head is clearer.

I make my way up the stairs, each step feeling like I’m climbing a mountain. The bedroom door is partially open, a sliver of light spilling into the hallway. I pause outside, taking a deep breath before pushing it open.

The room is empty. Rachel is nowhere to be seen. I look in the bathroom.

No Rachel.

I go check the office, the guest rooms, the basement…everywhere.

She’s nowhere to be found.

A nervous knot ties itself up in my chest.

Where is she?

Then I find a note. On the kitchen counter. It’s Rachel’s handwriting.

The note is written in Rachel’s looping script, her handwriting somehow different than I remember—bolder, more confident strokes across the page:

Dear Ryan,

I guess I made a huge mistake thinking you could handle this. But you’re more pathetic than I thought. If you want to keep pussying out on me, fine. I don’t need you. In fact, you were lucky I let you watch…I didn’t have to do that. Don’t wait up. I’ll be back tomorrow, maybe. Or maybe I won’t. Let’s see how you do without me :)

-Rachel

I look at my phone. No missed calls or texts beyond the ones I saw at the park. She didn’t even try to find me after I left.

Where was she? At Trey’s?

My legs give out from under me. I collapse onto one of the kitchen stools, the note trembling in my hand as the words blur before my eyes. She’s with him. Right now. After everything that just happened, after my mental breakdown, she went straight to him.

The whiskey in my system suddenly feels toxic, churning in my stomach. I was just sitting on Trey’s deck, having a philosophical discussion about my marriage while my wife was... where? In his bedroom? Waiting for him to finish his little mentoring session with her pathetic husband?

“Fuck,” I whisper, crumpling the note in my fist. I take the whiskey upstairs to our bedroom and fire off a text.

Where are you?

I get no response. I stand up and head to the window that faces directly toward Trey’s house and I drop my whiskey glass and the brown liquor spills all over our white carpet.

Gulp.

Rachel is staring directly at me from across the way. She’s completely naked. Bent over a piece of furniture while Trey rails her from behind.

The world stops. I stare at her and she stares back. Then she blows me a kiss.

My entire body goes cold. I can’t move, can’t breathe, can’t think. They’ve positioned themselves perfectly in Trey’s window, making sure I have an unobstructed view. Making sure I know exactly what’s happening. The deliberate cruelty of it staggers me.

The whiskey seeps into the carpet at my feet, but I can’t tear my eyes away from the obscene tableau across the way. Rachel’s face contorts with pleasure as Trey pounds into her, her eyes locked with mine across the distance between our houses. That blown kiss was no accident—this is a performance specifically for me.

I stumble backward until my legs hit the bed, collapsing onto it as if my strings have been cut. The room spins around me, the combination of whiskey and shock making me dizzy. What kind of game is this? What kind of woman has my wife become? Or maybe this is who she’s always been, and I’ve just been too blind to see it.

My phone buzzes on the nightstand. With trembling fingers, I pick it up to see Rachel is calling me.

I stare at my buzzing phone, Rachel’s name flashing on the screen like a taunt. My fingers tremble as I answer, pressing it to my ear without speaking.

“Are you watching?” Rachel’s voice comes through, breathless and teasing. In the background, I can hear the rhythmic slapping of skin on skin, Trey’s deep grunts punctuating her words.

“Why are you doing this?” I manage to whisper, my voice cracking.

“Because you ran away,” she pants, her words interrupted by a particularly hard thrust that makes her gasp. “Bad boys... get... punished.”

I can’t look away from the window, can’t hang up the phone. I’m paralyzed, trapped in this moment as my wife continues to stare at me across the distance between our homes while another man takes her from behind.

“Rachel…” I whisper weakly.

“Are you hard?” she asks, giggling.

I hate myself for it, but I am. Despite the betrayal, despite the cruelty, despite everything—my cock strains against my shorts as I watch my wife being taken by another man in the house across from mine.

“Yes,” I admit, my voice barely audible.

“Stroke it for me,” Rachel commands through the phone. “Stroke your pathetic little cock while you watch a real man fuck your wife.”

My hand moves to my shorts almost of its own accord. I slip it beneath the waistband, gripping myself as I continue to stare across at their obscene display. I’m disgusted with myself, with Rachel, with this entire situation—yet I can’t stop, can’t look away, can’t hang up the phone.

“Take it out,” Rachel moans, her eyes still locked with mine through the window. “I want to see you stroke it.”

I gulp.

A peculiar thrill goes through me. The thought of exposing myself so cavalierly in the window is something I never thought would thrill me. But suddenly it does.

I hesitate for only a moment before pushing my shorts down and exposing myself to the night. My cock springs free, painfully hard despite—or perhaps because of—the twisted scenario unfolding. I wrap my hand around my shaft, beginning to stroke slowly as I stare across at Rachel.

“Good boy,” she purrs through the phone, her voice hitching as Trey drives into her harder. “See? You... can’t... resist... what you... really... are.”

I’m disgusted with myself, with how easily my body betrays my mind’s objections. Each stroke feels like surrender, like confirmation of everything Rachel’s been saying about me. Yet I can’t stop.

“Does it make you feel powerful?” I ask, surprising myself with the question. “Humiliating me like this?”

Rachel laughs, the sound turning into a moan as Trey grabs her hair and yanks her head back. “It’s not about... power,” she gasps. “It’s about... truth. This is... who we are.”

I watch as Trey’s rhythm increases, his powerful body tensing behind Rachel. She’s still staring at me, her eyes glassy with pleasure but focused on my hand, watching me stroke myself to the sight of my wife’s infidelity. The power dynamic between us has completely shifted, and I’m not sure there’s any way to get it back.

“Faster,” Rachel commands through the phone. “I want to see you really get into it.”

I obey without thinking, my hand moving more rapidly along my shaft as I watch Trey’s powerful body slamming into my wife. The distance between our houses isn’t enough to hide the details—the way her breasts swing with each thrust, the way her mouth falls open in ecstasy, the way Trey’s large hands grip her hips with bruising force.

“What happens after this?” I ask, the words tumbling out before I can stop them. “Where do we go from here?”

“Wherever I decide,” Rachel moans, her voice breaking as Trey hits a particularly sensitive spot. “That’s... the point. You’ve... surrendered... control.”

She’s right. Even now, standing in our bedroom window with my cock in my hand, watching my wife fuck another man, I’m following her commands. I’ve become exactly what she said—her cuck, her puppet, dancing to whatever tune she plays.

Then she starts to cum loud and hard over the phone, almost blowing out my ear drum.

The sound of Rachel’s orgasm through my phone is almost deafening. I pull the device away from my ear slightly, still stroking myself as I watch her body convulse across the way. Trey’s pace becomes frantic, his powerful body tensing as he nears his own climax.

“Oh god,” Rachel moans into the phone. “He’s going to cum inside me again. Are you watching, Ryan? Are you watching him breed me?”

I can’t look away. I’m disgusted with myself, with this situation, with how hard I am despite everything—or because of everything. My hand moves faster as I watch Trey throw his head back, his hips slamming forward one final time as he empties himself into my wife.

“Fuck,” I whisper, my own orgasm building despite my mental anguish.

“Cum for me,” Rachel commands through the phone. “Cum while you watch him breed your wife again.”

My body obeys before my mind can object. I explode in my hand, my seed spilling onto our bedroom floor as I stare across at Rachel’s satisfied expression. She’s still looking directly at me, a triumphant smile on her face as my orgasm tears through me like a hurricane, pleasure and shame intertwining until I can’t separate them anymore. Through my haze, I see Rachel whisper something to Trey, who looks directly at me and gives a casual, almost mocking wave.

I stumble backward from the window, collapsing onto our bed. The phone is still connected, Rachel’s heavy breathing filling my ear.

“You’re learning,” she purrs, sounding satisfied. “Such a good boy, following instructions even when you’re upset.”

“Why?” I manage to ask, my voice raw. “Why like this?”

“Because you ran away,” she replies simply. “And I needed to show you that you can run, but you can’t hide from what you are. From what we are now.”

I hear shuffling on the other end, voices murmuring—Rachel and Trey discussing something I can’t quite make out. Then Rachel’s voice returns, clearer now.

“Goodnight baby, sleep tight.”

The line goes dead and the blinds across the way go down obscuring them from my view.

I stare at my phone’s blank screen, then back at the drawn blinds across the way. My reflection in the window catches me by surprise—flushed, disheveled, with cum still on my hand. I don’t recognize the man staring back at me anymore.

The silence in our house feels oppressive now. I clean myself up mechanically, my mind oddly blank after the storm of emotions that just tore through me. What am I supposed to do now? Wait for her to come home? Leave? Fight? Submit?

I crawl into our bed, the sheets still rumpled and stained from earlier activities. The scent of sex lingers—Rachel’s perfume mixed with something muskier, more primal. I should change them, but I don’t have the energy. Instead, I lie there, staring at the ceiling as the room spins slightly from the whiskey.

Eventually, I fall into an uneasy sleep as darkness takes me.


Chapter 3

I wake with a jolt, sunlight streaming through the window I forgot to close last night. My head pounds with the remnants of whiskey and shame, mouth dry as desert sand. For one blissful moment, I remember nothing—then it all comes crashing back in vivid detail. Rachel. Trey. The window. The phone call. My own humiliating response.

The house remains eerily silent. I reach for my phone and see it’s already past noon. No messages, no calls. No sign of Rachel.

I drag myself to the shower, standing under scalding water as if it could somehow cleanse me of everything that’s happened. Steam fills the bathroom as I scrub my skin raw, but the memories won’t wash away.

After my shower, I pick my phone and call Rachel.

It goes straight to voicemail.

The pit in my stomach grows ten sizes.

I try Rachel again. Still voicemail. I pace through our house, each room suddenly feeling too large, too empty. The crumpled note from last night sits on the kitchen counter where I left it. I smooth it out, reading her words again, feeling the sting of them anew.

My stomach growls, reminding me I haven’t eaten since yesterday. I make coffee on autopilot, the routine motions offering a brief respite from the chaos in my head. As the machine hums to life, I stare across at Trey’s house through the kitchen window. His blinds are still drawn. No sign of life.

What should I do? I contemplate going over there and knocking on the door. I check my phone again, wondering what would happen if I just showed up at Trey’s door. Would Rachel be embarrassed? Angry? Would she expect it—want it, even? My thoughts race in circles, getting me nowhere.

The coffee finishes brewing. I pour a cup and take a long sip, the bitter liquid burning my throat. It’s grounding, at least. One normal thing in this surreal nightmare my life has become.

I sit at our kitchen island, staring into my mug. I should be making decisions, taking action, doing something—but what? My entire reality has shifted. I try to think back to just a week ago, when Rachel and I were just a normal couple living a normal life. Was she already planning this transformation? Was I always this person she claims I am, just waiting for the right trigger?

I rub my temples, the coffee doing little to clear my pounding head. My phone sits silent on the counter, mocking me with its blankness. Where is she? What is she doing right now? The questions circle like vultures.

A knock at the door makes me nearly spill my coffee. My heart leaps into my throat as I head to the door. But there’s no one there. Just a sad, lonely package on the porch.

I pick up the package with shaking hands. It’s heavier than it looks, with no return address. Just my name scrawled across the top in unfamiliar handwriting. I glance around, half-expecting to see Rachel or Trey watching from somewhere, but the street is empty.

Back inside, I tear open the package. A sleek black box slides out, expensive-looking and ominous. My heart hammers against my ribs as I lift the lid.

Inside, nestled in black velvet, is a small silver key on a chain and a note written on thick cardstock. I pick up the note with trembling fingers and read:

“For your new accessory. Wear it always. -R”

I stare at the cryptic message, turning the key over in my hand. It’s small, delicate—the kind that might open a padlock or a piece of jewelry. But what “accessory” is she referring to?

As if on cue, my phone buzzes with a text. It’s from Rachel:

“Did you get my package?”

I stare at the phone, anxiety pooling in my stomach. The silver key feels heavy in my palm despite its small size.

“Yes,” I text back, my thumb hesitating before I hit send.

Three dots appear immediately. She’s typing. I wait, heart pounding.

“Good.”

Ready for what? I want to ask, but something stops me. The key gleams in the sunlight streaming through our kitchen window. What does it open? What is this “accessory” she mentioned?

After a while, I cave and text.

“Are you coming home? What accessory? What is this?”

After a minute she texts back.

“Maybe, we’ll see. And as for the accessory…package number two should arrive any minute. Let me know when you get it.”

I pace around the kitchen, clutching the mysterious key in my sweaty palm. The weight of it feels disproportionate to its size, like it’s made of something denser than metal—perhaps consequences. My coffee sits forgotten on the counter, growing cold as I stare out the window, watching for whatever “package number two” might be.

Minutes stretch into an hour. I try to distract myself by cleaning up last night’s mess—the whiskey stain on the bedroom carpet, the rumpled sheets that still smell of sex and betrayal. But every few seconds, I find myself glancing toward the front door

Finally, the doorbell rings. I nearly trip over my own feet rushing to answer it, the silver key still clutched in my palm like a talisman. On the porch sits another package, larger than the first, wrapped in plain brown paper.

I bring it inside, setting it on the kitchen counter. My hands shake as I tear away the wrapping. Inside is another black box, larger and heavier than the first. I lift the lid and freeze.

Nestled in black foam is what looks like a metal cage—small, intricate, with a lock that perfectly matches the key in my hand. It takes me a moment to understand what I’m looking at. When recognition finally dawns, my blood runs cold.

It’s a chastity device. A cock cage.

I stagger backward, nearly dropping the box. The implications hit me like a physical blow. This is what she meant by “accessory.” This is what the key opens.

My phone buzzes again: “Did it arrive?”

I stare at the message, unable to form a response. My fingers hover over the keyboard, trembling. “Yes,” I finally type.

“Good. Put it on. Send a pic when you do :)”

My blood is no longer cold, but boiling. She wants to put my cock in a cage and lock it up?

No way.

I stare at the chastity device, my fingers hovering over it without touching. The cold metal gleams in the afternoon light streaming through my kitchen window. This has gone too far.

“No,” I type back, surprising myself with my own defiance.

Three dots appear immediately. Disappear. Appear again. Finally: “Excuse me?”

My heart pounds as I formulate a response. “I said no. This is too much. We need to talk. Face to face.”

The response is immediate: “Put it on, Ryan. Send a picture…Or I don’t come home.”

My thumb hovers over the keyboard as I stare at her ultimatum. The chastity cage sits on my counter like some medieval torture device, the key gleaming beside it.

“Or I don’t come home.”

Is that supposed to be a threat? I should be relieved at the prospect of her staying away, giving me space to think, to breathe, to figure out what the hell has happened to us. Instead, my stomach twists with anxiety.

Where would she go? Back to Trey’s? To someone else’s? The thought makes me nauseous.

I pick up the device and then put it down.

“I can’t,” I type back and hit send.

“Fine,” she says. “Let me know when you change your mind…

“Until then…” she writes, leaving the sentence dangling like a guillotine blade over my head.

I wait for more, but nothing comes. The three dots appear briefly, then vanish. Minutes pass. Ten. Twenty. My phone remains silent, the screen dark and unforgiving.

I pick up the metal cage again, turning it over in my hands. It’s surprisingly heavy, well-crafted, with smooth edges that wouldn’t chafe. Someone put thought into this purchase. My wife put thought into this purchase.

The reality of what’s happening hits me all at once. I collapse onto one of the kitchen stools, my legs suddenly unable to support me. The chastity device and key clatter onto the counter, the sound unnaturally loud in the empty house.

This isn’t my wife. This can’t be Rachel—the woman who cried during our wedding vows, who nursed me through the flu last winter, who laughed until she snorted when I tried to dance at her sister’s wedding. That Rachel wouldn’t do this to me. Wouldn’t humiliate me. Wouldn’t threaten to abandon me unless I locked my own cock in a cage.

Or would she?

“Doesn’t matter, this — this is too much. I’m not doing it,” I mutter under my breath. I toss the accessory in the trash and look for something to take the edge off.

I head to the liquor cabinet and pour myself a stiff drink. I don’t care that it’s barely afternoon. After everything that’s happened, I deserve this. The whiskey burns going down, but it’s a good burn—clean and honest compared to the twisted emotions Rachel has been putting me through.

I slump onto the couch, drink in hand, staring at nothing. Our living room looks the same as it always has—the photos of us on the mantle, the throw pillows Rachel arranged so carefully, the book I was reading last week still sitting on the side table with a bookmark poking out.

How did everything get so twisted so quickly? It’s like I’ve stepped into some alternate reality where my wife has become a stranger and I’m expected to just go along with whatever she demands. The whiskey offers temporary relief, but it can’t erase the image of that metal cage, or the memory of Rachel staring at me from Trey’s window.

My phone buzzes again. I almost don’t want to look, but I can’t help myself.

It’s Rachel: “Trash is a funny place for a $300 gift.”

Fuck, the security cameras. She saw me throw it away.

Then: “Goodbye Ryan. We’re done here.”

My blood runs cold at her words. “We’re done here.” The finality in that message hits me like a physical blow.

I stare at my phone, fingers hovering over the keyboard. What does she even mean by “done”? Done with this sick game? Done with our marriage? The ambiguity feels deliberate, another twist of the knife.

I gulp down the rest of my whiskey and pour another, larger one. The alcohol burns less going down this time, numbing me just enough to think somewhat clearly. I pull the chastity device out of the trash, turning it over in my hands.

“Fuck,” I mutter, placing it on the coffee table and staring at it like it’s a bomb about to detonate.

“We’re done here.” The words echo in my head as I take another burning sip of whiskey. What does that even mean? Is she leaving me? Is this her twisted way of forcing my hand?

I pick up the chastity device again, examining its intricate metal curves. Three hundred dollars. She spent that much on this thing, planning this next step in whatever game we’re playing. The thought makes me dizzy with confusion.

I pour myself another drink. Go searching for my medical stash and roll a joint. It’s been a while, but I need to take the edge off. Need to think.

I take a long drag on the joint and hold the smoke in my lungs, feeling the tension in my body begin to unwind. The whiskey has already blurred the edges of my reality, but I need something more to dull this persistent ache in my chest.

“We’re done here.”

Four simple words that could mean anything from “I’m not playing this game anymore” to “I want a divorce.” The uncertainty is another form of torture.

I exhale, watching the smoke curl toward the ceiling. The metal cage on the coffee table catches the afternoon light, gleaming accusingly at me.

Within a few minutes, I’m high as a kite. And within another few minutes, I’m cruelly reminded of how horny getting high makes me. My mind flashes through a highlight reel of the last few days.

The marijuana and whiskey create a dangerous cocktail in my mind. Memories flood through me—Rachel on her knees before Trey, her face contorted in pleasure, her body taking him so completely. The way she looked at me through his window last night, the power in her eyes as she made me watch, made me participate from afar.

My cock stiffens against my will, the evidence of my arousal mocking my mental objections. I stare down at the metal cage on the coffee table, the key glinting beside it.

“We’re done here.”

What if she means it? Fuck.

Suddenly I’m spiraling and the reality of actually losing her hits me like a tidal wave.

I can’t lose her.

I stumble to the bathroom and splash cold water on my face, trying to clear my head. The combination of weed and whiskey isn’t helping me think straight. But one thought cuts through the haze with perfect clarity: I can’t lose Rachel.

Whatever this new lifestyle is, whatever she’s becoming—or revealing herself to be—I can’t imagine my life without her. The thought of her walking away permanently makes my chest constrict until I can barely breathe.

I stare at my reflection in the mirror. Who is this man? This guy with bloodshot eyes and a haunted expression? Is this who I’ve always been beneath the surface? Or is this who Rachel is turning me into?

I splash more cold water on my face, trying to sober up enough to think clearly. The marijuana was a mistake—it’s only intensifying my confusion, making my thoughts spiral in directions I can’t control.

My phone buzzes from the living room. I nearly trip over my own feet rushing to check it, hope and dread battling in my chest.

It’s not Rachel.

It’s Trey.

“You okay, man? Rachel seemed upset when she left.”

I stare at the text, my stomach dropping. So she was at his place this morning. Of course she was. Where else would she have gone?

“Where did she go?” I type back, my fingers trembling.

Three dots appear, then: “Not sure. Said she needed space. Figured you two had a fight.”

The room spins around me as the implications sink in. This isn’t just another power play or manipulation. She’s actually gone. My head swims with the implications as I stare at Trey’s text.

“How did she seem?” I type back, desperate for any information.

“Determined,” comes his reply after a moment. “Packed a bag. Said something about staying with her sister for a while.”

Her sister lives three hours away. This isn’t just a cooling-off period; she’s putting real distance between us. The reality of the situation crashes down on me through my alcohol and weed haze. I’ve pushed her away—or rather, I’ve refused to follow where she was leading.

I fumble with my phone, suddenly desperate. I call Rachel’s number, but it goes straight to voicemail again.

“Rachel, please,” I slur into the phone, hating how pathetic I sound. “Come home. Let’s talk about this. I’m sorry.”

I hang up, knowing my intoxicated rambling won’t help. The chastity device sits on the coffee table, taunting me. In my altered state, it no longer seems so threatening—just a small metal object with the power to bring Rachel back.

Before I can talk myself out of it, I grab the device from the coffee table. My fingers tremble as I examine it more closely—the metal gleams coldly in the afternoon light. The intricate cage looks impossibly small, but the material is flexible enough to accommodate me.

“I can’t believe I’m doing this,” I mutter to myself, stumbling toward the bathroom.

The process is awkward, humiliating, and made significantly more difficult by my intoxicated state. The instructions are complex, requiring me to be completely flaccid—a challenge given how the marijuana has heightened my arousal.

I finally manage to get the device properly positioned, wincing at the cold metal against my most sensitive skin. It’s a strange, vulnerable feeling—being contained, restricted. I’m still soft enough to fit inside, but I can already tell that any arousal will be immediately uncomfortable. That’s the point, I suppose.

I secure the lock with trembling fingers, the click sounding unnaturally loud in the bathroom. The key dangles from my fingers, suddenly representing something far more significant than just a piece of metal. I’ve just willingly locked away my own sexuality, handed control of it to someone else. To Rachel.

The weight of the key feels suddenly profound in my hand. I slip the chain it’s attached to over my head, letting the key rest against my chest. It feels heavy, a constant reminder of what I’ve just done. Of the power I’ve willingly surrendered.

I take a shaky breath and snap a picture of myself in the mirror, making sure the device is clearly visible. My finger hovers over the send button for several heartbeats before I finally press it, attaching a simple message: “I’m yours.”

Then I wait, my heart pounding in my chest. The minutes stretch into an eternity.

Then finally: Too little, too late :)

Her response hits me like a bucket of ice water, sobering me up instantly. “Too little, too late.” With a smiley face. As if my humiliation amuses her.

I stare at the message until the screen goes dark, then press the button to light it up again. The words haven’t changed. My fingers hover over the keyboard, but what can I possibly say? I’ve just locked myself in a cage for her, and she’s dismissing me with a text emoji.

The bathroom suddenly feels too small, too bright. I stumble back to the living room, the device between my legs a constant reminder of my submission—a submission that has been rejected. I collapse onto the couch, head spinning from the alcohol, marijuana, and crushing sense of humiliation.

What have I done? I’ve just locked my own cock in a cage and sent photographic evidence to my wife, who’s apparently left me. The key hangs heavy around my neck, a symbol of control I’ve surrendered to someone who doesn’t even want it anymore.

“Too little, too late :)”

The words echo in my head as I stare blankly at the ceiling. I should be angry. Should be furious at this manipulation, this cruel game she seems to be playing. Instead, I feel only despair and confusion washing over me. How did we get here? How did I end up alone, drunk and high on my couch, with my cock locked in a metal cage and my wife gone?

I check my phone again, re-reading her message for the hundredth time. “Too little, too late :)” The smiley face feels like a knife twisting in my gut. I try to imagine her typing it—was she smiling? Laughing at me? The thought makes me nauseous and more than a little turned on as my cock strains against the cage. The pain level increasing in a way that heightens my arousal.

My fingers hover over the screen, but what is there to say? I’ve crossed a line I never thought I would, and she’s still rejecting me. The marijuana and whiskey swirl together in my system, making the room tilt slightly as I try to focus.

I try another approach: “Please Rachel. I’m wearing it. I’ll do whatever you want. Just come home.”

My desperation disgusts me even as I hit send. What kind of man am I becoming? The kind who begs his wife to return after she’s humiliated him? After she’s fucked another man and made me watch.

Eventually, she responds.

It’s a start…I guess. But you’ll need to do more than that if you want me to come home…

I stare at Rachel’s message, the words swimming before my eyes as the marijuana and whiskey continue their assault on my senses. “You’ll need to do more than that if you want me to come home...” The implications hang in the air like a guillotine blade.

“What do you want me to do?” I type back, hating myself for the desperation in every letter.

The minutes stretch into an eternity as I wait for her response. I shift uncomfortably on the couch, the cage between my legs making itself known with every movement. The metal feels alien against my skin, a constant reminder of what I’ve done, of the control I’ve surrendered. My phone buzzes again, and I nearly drop it in my haste to read her response.

I’m sure you’ll think of something…maybe Trey can help :)

I stare at her message in disbelief. “Maybe Trey can help.” The suggestion hits me like a slap across the face. My cock strains painfully against the metal cage, the discomfort a perfect mirror to my emotional state.

I throw my phone onto the couch cushion beside me and drop my head into my hands. This isn’t just about sex anymore. This is psychological warfare. Rachel knows exactly what buttons to push, exactly how to manipulate me into... into what? What’s the endgame here?

The marijuana makes my thoughts sluggish, circular. I keep coming back to the same horrible realization: Rachel is gone, and she’s using Trey as a weapon against me. I look down at the key hanging against my chest, feeling its weight like an anchor dragging me down. What am I supposed to do? Go to Trey for help? The thought makes my stomach turn even as my cock strains painfully against its cage.

I grab my phone again, staring at her message. The smiley face seems to mock me. What could Trey possibly help me with? What more could Rachel want from me?

But I’m desperate. So I walk across the lawn to Trey’s and knock on the door.

I stand on Trey’s porch, my heart pounding against my ribs, the metal cage between my legs making itself known with every slight movement. My finger hovers over the doorbell for a long moment before I finally press it, the sound echoing inside like a death knell for whatever remains of my dignity.

The seconds stretch into an eternity as I wait, shifting uncomfortably from foot to foot. What am I doing here? What could Trey possibly say or do to fix this situation? Yet here I am, following Rachel’s cryptic instructions like the obedient puppet I’ve apparently become.


Chapter 4

The door opens, and Trey stands there in sweatpants and a fitted t-shirt that hugs his muscular frame. He looks surprised to see me, his eyebrows rising slightly as he takes in my disheveled appearance.

“Ryan? You okay, man?” He steps aside, gesturing for me to come in.

I step past him, acutely aware of the cage between my legs. Each step is a reminder of what I’ve done, what I’ve become. The marijuana and whiskey still cloud my judgment, but desperation cuts through the haze.

“Ryan, you’re shaking,” Trey says, his brow furrowing with what appears to be genuine concern. He closes the door behind me. “Come sit down before you fall down.”

I follow him into his living room on unsteady legs, the cage shifting uncomfortably with each step. The inside of his house is stylishly minimal—all clean lines and neutral colors that somehow make me feel even more chaotic and disheveled by comparison.

“Rachel sent me,” I say, my voice hoarse. “She said... she said you could help me.”

Trey gestures to the couch. I sink down onto it, the cage between my legs shifting with the movement. I wince involuntarily.

“You want something to drink?” Trey asks. “No offense, but you look like you’ve already had plenty.”

“I’m fine,” I mumble, though I’m anything but. My head swims with confusion, humiliation, and desperation. “Rachel left me.”

Trey sits in an armchair across from me, his expression unreadable. “Yeah, she seemed pretty determined when she took off this morning - after she saw you throw out the umm, gift she bought you, she was livid.”

I shift awkwardly in my seat.

“I took it back out of the trash…” I say, trying to be subtle and not come right out and say it. “But that wasn’t enough. She said I have to do something more, something bigger to show her that I’m serious…”

Trey scratches his chin and smiles.

“And she said I could help?”

I shrug.

“Any ideas?”

Trey takes a deep breath.

“Yeah, I think I know what might do the trick…but…”

My stomach drops. “Just tell me. I’m desperate here.”

“Well…look I’m just gonna be straight up with you and not pull any punches here, it ain’t like it’s a secret, I’ve been up inside your wife and you’ve seen it so…here goes…”

I brace myself.

“Last night, after she hung up on you…we fucked all night long. It was crazy. She was like…just insatiable…”

My stomach clenches as Trey’s words hit me. Each syllable feels like a physical blow. Even though I’ve seen them together, hearing him describe it so casually makes it worse somehow.

“She was getting really dirty and freaky…telling me all the things she misses from her old life…”

I shift uncomfortably, the cage a constant reminder of my submission. “And? What did she say? What do I need to do?”

Trey studies me for a long moment.

“She wants more than just me…”

The words hit me like a freight train. More than just Trey? My knees go weak, and I’m grateful I’m already sitting.

“What do you mean more?” I manage to ask, my voice barely above a whisper.

Trey leans back in his chair, studying me with those penetrating eyes. “She told me about her past. Before you. Apparently, she used to be quite... adventurous.”

I swallow hard, the cage between my legs suddenly feeling tighter. “Adventurous how?”

“Group situations,” he says matter-of-factly. “Rachel told me she used to run with a certain crowd before you two met. Guys like me... and my friends.”

My mouth goes dry. “What kind of friends?”

Trey leans forward, his elbows on his knees. “The kind that would make what you’ve seen so far look like child’s play. Real deal bulls who know how to lay the pipe.”

I try to swallow, but my throat feels like sandpaper. The cage between my legs seems to tighten at his words.

The words land like a physical blow. Real deal bulls? The crude, raw phrasing makes my head spin even as my cock painfully strains against the metal confines of the cage.

“What exactly are you suggesting?” I ask, my voice cracking.

Trey leans back, his expression almost sympathetic. “I’m saying Rachel wants to go back to that life. The one where she had multiple black men at once. And she wants you to not just accept it, but facilitate it.”

I struggle to breathe as the implications sink in. “She wants me to... what?”

Trey shakes his head, as if I’m being deliberately obtuse. “She wants you to organize it. Set it up. Be the one who brings these men to her. That’s the ultimate submission she’s looking for.”

My mind reels with the implications. Not just watching my wife with Trey, but actively recruiting other men to fuck her? Arranging her pleasure with multiple partners? The thought makes me dizzy with a confusing mixture of revulsion and arousal.

“I... I don’t even know where I would begin,” I stammer.

Trey’s smile is almost sympathetic.

“She told you I can help. And I can, just say the word.”

“I...I don’t know,” I stutter, feeling the weight of the cage between my legs with every slight shift of my body. “What are you suggesting exactly?”

Trey leans back, studying me with those penetrating eyes that seem to see right through me. “I’m suggesting that if you want your wife back, you need to show her you’re all in. Not halfway, not reluctantly—all the way in.”

He pulls out his phone, scrolling through something I can’t see. “I’ve got a friend who happens to be in town tonight. Good dude. Discreet. Exactly the kind of dude she’s looking for…”

I feel my heart rate accelerate as Trey scrolls through his phone. The thought of what he’s suggesting—of me actively participating in arranging for multiple men to be with Rachel—makes my head swim. The marijuana and whiskey in my system aren’t helping my ability to think clearly.

“What’s his name?” I ask, my voice barely above a whisper.

“Marcus,” Trey says casually. “We grew up together. Done this a bunch. About my size, maybe a little bigger.” He turns his phone to show me a picture of a muscular Black man who looks like he could be a linebacker. He’s standing on a beach somewhere, shirtless, with the kind of physique that makes me instantly self-conscious.

“He’s in town for business,” Trey continues, scrolling to another photo. This one shows Marcus in a tailored suit, looking sharp and intimidating. “Works in corporate security now. Travels a lot.”

I shift uncomfortably, the cage between my legs a constant reminder of my situation. “And you think... you think Rachel wants him too?”

“I know she does,” Trey says with a smile.

“But you said group…is two really enough?”

Trey thinks for a minute.

“I think it’s enough to start. Enough to get you back in her good graces.”

I swallow hard, trying to process this escalation. Two men. Rachel wants two men at the same time. The thought makes the cage between my legs feel impossibly tight as my cock strains painfully against the metal.

“When?” I ask, my voice barely audible.

“Tonight, if you want,” Trey says, already typing on his phone. “Marcus is only in town for two days. I can tell him to come by around nine.”

The speed at which this is happening makes my head spin. Or maybe it’s the combination of weed and whiskey still coursing through my system.

“Just say the word.”

I take a deep breath.

“Okay,” I say finally.

Trey stands up and dismisses me.

“I’ll make a call, stand by. I’ll reach out to let you know…”

I watch as Trey walks me to the door, my legs unsteady beneath me. The cage shifts with each step, a constant reminder of my surrender. My head swims with the implications of what I’ve just set in motion—not just watching Rachel with one man, but actively arranging for her to be with multiple men at once.


Chapter 5

Within the next thirty-minutes, the plan is in motion. Trey and Marcus are coming over for a night swim. 8:00 o’clock sharp. Now, I just need to let Rachel know and hope it’s enough.

I text her.

Rachel…

She writes back almost immediately.

What do you want?

I stare at my phone, my fingers hovering over the keyboard. What should I say? That I’ve just arranged for her to have sex with two men tonight? That I’m sitting here with my cock locked in a cage, desperate for her to come home?

“I talked to Trey,” I type finally. “He’s bringing Marcus over tonight. 8pm. For a swim. You should come home…”

I hit send and hold my breath, watching the screen intently. The three dots appear almost immediately, making my heart race.

“Who’s Marcus?”

My stomach drops. Was this the wrong move? I stare at her text, my stomach twisting itself into knots. “Who’s Marcus?” She doesn’t know. Of course she doesn’t know. This was Trey’s suggestion, not something Rachel specifically asked for.

“Trey’s friend,” I type back, my hands trembling. “He said... he said you’d want him too.”

The three dots appear, disappear, then appear again. I hold my breath, the cage between my legs a constant reminder of my desperation.

“Trey told you that?”

“Yes,” I reply. “He said you talked about wanting more than just him. Said you missed having multiple BBCs at once.”

I wait, heart pounding, for what feels like an eternity. Finally, the three dots appear again.

“You’re serious? You’ve invited two men over to fuck me?”

I can’t tell if she’s angry, excited, or something else entirely. My fingers tremble as I type back, “Yes. Trey said that’s what you want. What you need.”

The response takes longer this time. I stare at my phone until my eyes burn.

She responds with the purple devil emoji.

Then…

Good cucky. See you at 8:00. Don’t bitch out…

Relief floods through me so powerfully that I have to sit down. She’s coming home. My plan worked—or at least, it’s gotten her attention enough to return. I send a quick text back:

“I won’t. Thank you.”

Her only response is a thumbs-up emoji, but it’s enough. I check the time: 4:30 PM. I have less than four hours to prepare for whatever tonight will bring. The cage between my legs shifts uncomfortably as I stand in the kitchen.

I pour myself another drink, spark another joint, and lose myself in a haze of confused arousal and anxious longing.

Before I know it. It’s 7:55 pm and it’s dark outside.

Then comes a pounding on my door.

It’s Trey and Marcus.

Fuck this is really happening.

I take a deep breath, trying to steady myself as I walk to the front door. My heart is racing so fast I can hear the blood pounding in my ears. The metal cage shifts between my legs with every step, a constant reminder of my submission, my desperation to get Rachel back.

When I open the door, I’m struck by how intimidating they look standing there together. Trey is already imposing enough on his own, but Marcus is even bigger—at least 6’4”, with broad shoulders that fill the doorway and biceps straining against his tight t-shirt. His dark skin gleams.

Marcus sniffs the air.

“Smells good in here,” he says with a warm smile. I usher them inside as Trey introduces us. The whole thing feels surprisingly normal. Not all as if they are both there to fuck my wife.

Marcus rubs his hands togehter.

“Would you guys like a drink?” I suggest.

“Absolutely,” Trey says.

“Wouldn’t mind sparking up a joint either, if you got any more that is…” Marcus says.

And within minutes the three of us are out by the pool, sharing a joint and enjoying some drinks, waiting for Rachel.

The banter is surprisingly playful and friendly.

The conversation flows surprisingly naturally, given the circumstances. Marcus has an easy charm about him, a deep laugh that rumbles like distant thunder. He tells stories about growing up with Trey, their college football days, his travels for work. If I didn’t know why he was here, it would feel like any other night with new friends by the pool.

“So, Ryan,” Marcus says, passing the joint back to me, “Trey tells me you and your wife are exploring some new territory.”

I nearly choke on the smoke, unprepared for how casually he brings it up. “Yeah,” I manage…

I shift uncomfortably in my seat, the cage between my legs a constant reminder of my submission. The weed is making my head fuzzy again, but there’s something oddly comforting about the casual way these two men are discussing what’s about to happen.

“How many couples have you guys done this with?” I ask, trying to keep it light and casual.

They both shrug.

“Lost count,” Marcus says.

“Comes with the territory,” Trey adds, taking another hit from the joint. “Not everyone’s cut out for it, though. Some guys talk a big game but can’t handle seeing their wife get pleasured like that.”

I take another sip of my drink, trying to appear casual despite the anxiety churning in my stomach. The metal cage shifts uncomfortably as I cross my legs.

“And the women?” I ask, my voice cracking slightly. “Do they usually... enjoy it as much as Rachel seems to?”

Marcus and Trey exchange a knowing look that makes my stomach drop.

“Most women say they’re just curious at first,” Marcus says with a knowing smile that makes something twist inside me. “But once they get a taste...” He trails off, exchanging another look with Trey that seems to contain volumes of shared experiences.

“They usually come back for more,” Trey finishes, taking a long sip of his drink. “Some get addicted to it.”

The word “addicted” hangs in the air between us. Is that what’s happening to Rachel? Has she developed some kind of addiction to this lifestyle? To these men?

“What about Rachel, do you think she’ll get…you know…”

Trey hesitates then decides to say whatever is on his mind anyway.

“My man, I think you already know this but, I’m gonna tell you anyway: that girl was already addicted before she met you. She just buried it deep down. But man, she’s on another level - I don’t know if anyone loves it as much as she does…”

The words hit me like a blow to the chest. Because of course everything he’s saying is true and of course deep down, I’ve already figured it out.

“Guess I better hold on tight,” I mutter under my breath as I finish my drink.

“Yeah,” Marcus says, his deep voice cutting through my thoughts. “Some women are born for this life. They just don’t know it until they get a taste.”

The sound of a car pulling into the driveway makes all three of us turn our heads. My heart leaps into my throat.

“Showtime,” Trey says with a grin, raising his glass in a mock toast.

I stand up too quickly, wincing as the cage shifts between my legs. The marijuana has made everything feel slightly dreamlike and my cock is aching harder than ever.

Then, like a vision, Rachel is there. Standing in the open sliding door, her silhouette illuminated by the kitchen light. She’s leaning up against the frame with one arm, standing seductively. She’s a total knockout. She already in nothing but a tight, revealing black bikini.

“Hey, boys,” she says and all three of us snap our heads to attention.


Chapter 6

Rachel steps out onto the patio, her body glowing in the soft pool lights. My breath catches in my throat at the sight of her. The black bikini leaves little to the imagination, highlighting every curve I’ve memorized over our years together. Yet somehow, she looks different tonight—more confident, more radiant, more powerful.

“Well, isn’t this cozy,” she purrs, her eyes scanning the three of us. When her gaze lands on me, something flickers across her face—amusement? Satisfaction? I can’t quite read it.

Marcus rises from his chair, extending his hand. “You must be Rachel. I’ve heard a lot about you.”

I watch as Rachel’s eyes light up when they land on Marcus. She ignores his outstretched hand and instead moves in for a hug, pressing her nearly naked body against his. “All good things, I hope,” she says, her voice taking on that sultry tone I’ve come to recognize over the past few days.

“The best,” Marcus replies, his large hands coming to rest on her waist as they separate. The casual way he touches her makes my cage feel impossibly tight.

“Mmm, high Trey,” she purrs. She walks right up to him, rests a hand on his pec and kisses him. It’s light at first, but soon turns into something more passionate.

My breath catches in my throat as I watch Rachel’s kiss with Trey deepen, her hand sliding up to cup his face. It’s different seeing it this close—more intimate, more real than watching from across property lines. The cage between my legs feels impossibly tight as my cock strains against the metal, sending sharp signals of pain and pleasure through my body.

When they finally break apart, Rachel turns to look at me, her lips slightly swollen from the kiss. “Hi, baby,” she says, her voice honeyed but with an edge underneath. “I see you’ve been busy while I was gone.”

She puts her hands on her hips and takes in the scene.

“I hope you boys don’t mind, but I’d like to have a word with my husband in private before we get started here,” she beckons me with one finger to follow her inside.

I follow Rachel into the kitchen, heart hammering in my chest as the cage shifts uncomfortably between my legs with every step. Her hips sway hypnotically in front of me, the black bikini leaving little to my imagination despite how intimately I know her body.

When we’re alone, she turns to face me, leaning against the kitchen counter with her arms crossed beneath her breasts. The pose accentuates her cleavage in a way that makes my mouth go dry.

“So,” she says, her voice low and dangerous, “you actually did it. I wasn’t sure you had it in you.”

I shift uncomfortably, the cage a constant reminder of my submission. “I did what you wanted. You said I needed to do more.”

Rachel steps closer, her scent—a mixture of her perfume and something primal—enveloping me. She reaches up and touches the chain around my neck, pulling the key out from under my shirt.

“I think this belongs to me…” she says, she reaches up to grab it, then stops. “Are you really wearing it?”

She bites her bottom lip and looks down at my crotch.

My heart thunders as she looks down at my crotch. I feel exposed, vulnerable, like she can see right through my clothes to the metal cage constraining me.

“Yes,” I whisper, my voice cracking. “I put it on like you asked.”

Rachel’s eyes darken with something I can only describe as hunger. She steps closer, her hand pressing against the front of my shorts. I wince as her fingers probe, feeling the outline of the device.

“Show me,” she whispers.

With trembling hands, I lower my shorts. The cage gleams in the kitchen light, my flesh trapped behind the intricate metal lattice. Rachel’s sharp intake of breath is audible as she stares at my confinement.

“You really did it,” she whispers, reaching out to touch the device. Her fingers trace the metal, sending jolts of sensation through me. “How does it feel?”

“Tight,” I admit, my voice strained. “Uncomfortable when I get... excited.”

Rachel’s lips curl into a satisfied smile. “And are you excited now, Ryan?”

“Yes,” I say.

She reached out and grabs my caged cock firmly.

“God, that’s so fucking hot…” she whispers.

The feeling of her fingers wrapped around me—even through the metal cage—sends electricity surging through my body. I bite back a moan as she explores the device, her touch both tender and possessive.

My cock strains painfully against the metal as she continues to touch me, exploring the contours of the cage with curious fingers. Each brush of her skin against the metal sends conflicting signals of pleasure and discomfort shooting through me.

“Rachel,” I whisper, my voice breaking as her fingers continue their exploration. “You’re killing me.”

Her smile widens, something predatory flashing in her eyes. She gives the cage one final squeeze before releasing me, and I nearly collapse from the intensity of the sensation.

“Good,” she says simply. “That’s exactly what this is supposed to do.”

She steps back, her eyes traveling from the cage up to my face. There’s something different about her now—a confidence, a power that seems to radiate from within. This isn’t the Rachel I married, or maybe it is, and I’m only now seeing her true self. The realization is both terrifying and arousing.

Rachel leans in close, her lips brushing against my ear. “I’m going to take this key now,” she whispers, her fingers wrapping around the small silver key hanging from my neck. “And you’re going to sit in that chair by the pool and watch while I enjoy my evening with those two sexy black men. Understood?”

I nod weakly, unable to form words as she pulls the chain over my head, the key to my freedom now dangling from her fingers.

“Good boy,” she says, “let’s go back out to the pool.”

Rachel slides the key into the cleavage of her bikini, patting it once as if to make sure it’s secure. With a wicked smile, she takes my hand and leads me back outside to where Trey and Marcus wait by the pool.

I feel like I’m floating, disconnected from reality as we step back onto the patio. The marijuana, the whiskey, and the overwhelming sensation of the cage between my legs create a surreal haze around everything. The night air feels electric against my skin as Rachel pulls me forward.

“Everything good?” Trey asks, his eyes moving between Rachel and me.

“Mmm, more than good,” Rachel says, voice dripping with sensuality. “Why don’t we take things into the jacuzzi?”

She takes each of them by the hand and starts walking them toward the hot tub.

I follow behind them like a ghost in my own home, the cage between my legs shifting with each step, a constant reminder of my new reality.

“Ryan, why don’t you sit right there?” Rachel points to a deck chair positioned with a perfect view of the hot tub. “Should give you the perfect view.”

I sink into the chair, my body feeling both heavy and weightless at once. The marijuana has heightened my senses—the chlorine smell from the pool, the soft glow of the underwater lights, the soft buzz of the jacuzzi jets starting up. The three of them stand by the hot tub, an erotic tableau illuminated by the blue glow from beneath the water’s surface.

Rachel reaches behind her back and unties her bikini top, letting it fall to the deck with deliberate slowness. Her breasts are perfect in the dim light, her nipples already hard from anticipation or the night air—I can’t tell which. Both men stare appreciatively as she hooks her thumbs into her bikini bottoms and slides them down her legs with the grace of a dancer.

“Last one in is a rotten egg,” she teases and gets into the tub. Trey and Marcus follow eagerly behind.


Chapter 7

I watch as the three of them settle into the hot tub, steam rising around their bodies in the cool night air. Rachel positions herself between Trey and Marcus, their dark skin contrasting against her paleness in the blue underwater lights. She looks like a goddess between them, her head thrown back in laughter at something Marcus says, her wet hair slicked away from her face.

The cage between my legs feels impossibly tight as my arousal grows despite my mental turmoil. I shift uncomfortably in my chair, trying to find a position that doesn’t cause pain, but it’s useless. The device is designed to make arousal uncomfortable, and watching my wife between these two muscular black men is definitely arousing me.

Rachel catches me shifting in my seat and smiles knowingly. She whispers something to Trey that makes him chuckle, his hand disappearing beneath the water. Rachel’s eyes widen slightly, her lips parting in a silent gasp that sends electricity straight to my groin.

I watch, transfixed, as Rachel’s expression changes. Her eyes flutter closed momentarily before reopening to lock with mine across the distance. She’s making sure I see everything, making sure I understand exactly what’s happening under the bubbling water. My cage feels impossibly tight now, the metal digging into my flesh as my cock strains helplessly against its confines.

Marcus leans in closer to Rachel, his lips brushing against her ear as he whispers something that makes her giggle. She turns her head toward him, their faces now inches apart.

I decide to settle in and light another joint, a few more puffs will both put me at ease and send me into the craziest, horniest spiral imaginable. And apparently, that’s what I want. It’s helping me think less, ruminate less, and just accept reality as it is in front of me. And it’s liberating. And incredibly hot.

“Hey,” Rachel says, “you better share that with me.” She motions for the joint.

I stand up, a strange surge of obedience rushing through me as I walk toward the hot tub with the joint. Each step sends the metal cage shifting between my legs, a constant reminder of my surrender. The warm night air caresses my skin as I approach, feeling like I’m moving through a dream—or maybe a nightmare of my own creation.

“Good boy,” Rachel purrs as I reach the edge of the hot tub. She extends her wet hand, water droplets glistening on her skin in the blue light.

I place the joint between her fingers, trying not to stare at how Marcus’s arm is clearly wrapped around Rachel’s waist beneath the water. She takes a long drag, her eyes closing in pleasure as she holds the smoke in her lungs before slowly exhaling. The smoke curls around her face, making her look otherworldly in the blue glow of the hot tub lights.

“Mmm, that’s good,” she murmurs, taking another hit before passing it to Marcus. Their fingers brush during the exchange, a casual intimacy that makes my cage feel impossibly tight.

“Why don’t you join us,” Rachel suggests, her eyes gleaming with mischief in the blue light. “The water feels amazing.”

I hesitate, acutely aware of the cage locked around me. “I don’t think that’s a good idea.”

“Oh?” Rachel raises an eyebrow, passing the joint back to me. “Worried about something?”

Her teasing tone makes my face burn with humiliation. Both men chuckle, obviously understanding the implication. I take a long drag from the joint, desperately hoping the marijuana will dull the edge of my shame.

““I... I don’t have a swimsuit on,” I mutter lamely, knowing how pathetic this sounds even as the words leave my mouth.

Rachel laughs, the sound musical and cruel all at once. “Since when has that stopped anyone? Come on, Ryan. Strip down and join us.”

I hesitate, frozen in place. The thought of removing my clothes—of revealing the cage to Trey and Marcus—makes my stomach twist with humiliation. Yet beneath that shame runs an undercurrent of arousal so powerful it makes me dizzy.

“I don’t think—“ I start, but Rachel cuts me off with a wave of her hand.

“That wasn’t a request,” she says, her voice taking on that commanding edge I’m becoming increasingly familiar with. “Take your clothes off and get in.”

My heart hammers against my ribs as I look between the three of them—Rachel’s expectant smile, Trey’s amused expression, Marcus’s curious gaze. The marijuana makes everything feel slightly unreal, like I’m watching myself from a distance as my trembling fingers reach for the hem of my shirt.

I pull my shirt over my head with trembling hands, feeling exposed as the night air hits my bare chest. My fingers move to my shorts next, hesitating at the waistband as three pairs of eyes watch me intently. The marijuana makes everything feel dreamlike, but the metal cage between my legs is an undeniable reality.

“Don’t be shy,” Rachel encourages, her voice honeyed but with an unmistakable edge. “Show them what a good boy you are.”

I take a deep breath and push my shorts down, stepping out of them awkwardly. The cage gleams in the blue light from the pool, unmistakable and impossible to hide. I hear Marcus let out a low whistle as the device comes into view.

“Damn,” he says, exchanging a glance with Trey. “She really has you locked up tight, huh?”

My face burns with humiliation as I stand there, completely naked except for the metal contraption encasing my most private part. The marijuana in my system makes the moment feel surreal, like I’m floating outside my body. I get ready to step up and into the hot tub and Rachel stops me.

“Actually, eww no. Don’t get in here with us. Just stand there and watch for now.”

I feel my face burn hotter as Rachel’s command lands like a slap. The dismissal somehow feels worse than being forced to join them—being told I’m not even welcome in the water with them.

“Yes,” I manage to say, my voice sounding distant and small to my own ears. “I’ll just... watch.”

“That’s what you’re good at, isn’t it?” Rachel says, her voice sweet as honey but laced with something darker. She slides closer to Marcus, her wet hand trailing up his muscular chest. “Watching your wife have fun with black men, you’re a natural at it.”

I back away awkwardly, the cool night air prickling my naked skin. The metal cage feels heavier between my legs as I retreat to my chair, every step a reminder of my submission. My eyes never leave the tableau in the hot tub—my wife, naked and glorious between two powerful men who seem to worship her with their touch.

Rachel turns her attention back to Marcus, her hand disappearing beneath the bubbling water. His sharp intake of breath tells me exactly what she’s doing, and my cock strains painfully against its metal prison in response.

“Why don’t you boys stand up so I can see what I’m working with and cucky boy over here can get a good view?” Rachel says, staying seated with her glistening tits above the water. The silver key dangling from her wet neck.

Both men rise from the water like ancient gods, their powerful bodies glistening in the blue light of the hot tub. Water cascades down their dark skin, highlighting every defined muscle. The contrast between them is striking—Trey leaner and more cut, Marcus broader with thicker muscle mass. But what makes my breath catch in my throat is what they both reveal as they stand to their full height.

Their cocks are magnificent—thick, heavy, and semi-hard already. Marcus is slightly longer than Trey, but Trey has a girth that makes my cage feel impossibly tighter just looking at it. I can’t help but compare them to my own modest endowment, currently trapped in metal and aching with need.

Rachel makes a show of looking between them, her eyes wide with appreciation. “Mmm, look at what I have to play with tonight,” she purrs, rising from the water to kneel on the edge of the hot tub.

Rachel’s wet body glistens in the blue light as she kneels at the edge of the hot tub, her eyes moving appreciatively between the two impressive specimens standing before her. Her hair is slicked back, water droplets trailing down her neck and between her breasts where the key to my cage dangles tauntingly.

“God, you two are perfect,” she purrs, reaching out to wrap a hand around each of their cocks. The contrast between her pale fingers and their dark flesh makes my breath catch in my throat. She strokes them both slowly, methodically, bringing them to full hardness before her eyes meet mine across the patio. The look she gives me is triumphant, knowing exactly what this display is doing to me as I sit naked and caged in the chair.

“Come here, Ryan,” she commands, never stopping her rhythmic strokes. “I want you closer for this.”

The humid night air clings to my skin as I approach on unsteady legs. I stop a few feet away from them, close enough to see every detail but maintaining enough distance to emphasize my exclusion from their intimacy. Everything feels heightened yet somehow distant, like I’m watching a movie of my own life.

“Closer,” Rachel insists, her eyes never leaving mine as her hands continue working both men to full hardness. “I want you to really see this.”

I take another hesitant step forward until I’m standing at the edge of the hot tub. From this vantage point, I can see everything in excruciating detail—the way Rachel’s fingers can’t fully close around their impressive girths, the veins pulsing beneath their dark skin, the glistening heads emerging from her fists with each upward stroke.

“Look at these beautiful cocks,” Rachel says, her voice husky with desire. “So big, so hard... all for me.”

“What do you think, Ryan?” Rachel asks, looking up at me with mock innocence. “Aren’t they gorgeous?”

“Yes,” I admit, the word escaping before I can stop it.

Rachel’s smile widens at my confession. “I think it’s time for a proper taste test, don’t you?”

Without waiting for my response, she leans forward and takes Marcus into her mouth, her lips stretching wide to accommodate his girth. The wet, slurping sounds as she works him deeper make my knees weak. After several enthusiastic strokes, she pulls back with an audible pop and turns her attention to Trey, giving him the same treatment.

I stand there, transfixed, as my wife alternates between them, her technique expert and hungry. She takes her time with each of them, making eye contact with me frequently to ensure I’m watching every detail of her performance. The sight is mesmerizing—my wife on her knees before these two massive men, switching between them with obvious delight, her hands never stopping their rhythmic strokes on whichever cock isn’t currently in her mouth.

“That’s it, baby,” Trey groans as Rachel takes him particularly deep. “Show your husband how much you love black cock.”

My cage feels impossibly tight now, the metal digging painfully into my flesh as my erection strains against its confines. The marijuana continues to heighten every sensation I feel, making the scene before me almost too vivid to bear. I watch, hypnotized, as Rachel continues her enthusiastic worship, her moans vibrating around their shafts.

“Fuck, you’re good at that,” Marcus grunts as Rachel works him with particular skill, her cheeks hollowing with suction. When she pulls back to catch her breath, a string of saliva connects her lips to the tip of his cock. The sight is obscene and beautiful all at once.

“I’ve had a lot of practice,” Rachel says with a wink in my direction. “And I’m about to get a lot more.”

She stands up suddenly, water cascading down her naked body as she steps out of the hot tub. “Let’s move this inside,” she suggests, her voice husky with desire. “I want to feel both of you inside me.

I watch as Rachel leads both men into the house, her naked body glistening with water droplets that catch the blue light from the pool. My legs feel like lead as I follow them. My head is swimming, making everything feel slightly unreal, yet the ache in my groin is painfully present and persistent.

Inside, Rachel doesn’t bother with towels. She leaves wet footprints across our hardwood floors, heading straight for the bedroom—our bedroom. The same one where I first watched her with Trey, where this whole transformation began. I pause in the doorway, watching as she sprawls across our king-sized bed, beckoning both men toward her with a crook of her finger.

“Ryan,” she calls to me, her voice dripping with false sweetness, “be a good boy and grab us some towels. And maybe another round of drinks?”

I nod mechanically and turn away, grateful for the momentary reprieve. In the bathroom, I catch sight of myself in the mirror—naked except for the metal cage between my legs, pupils dilated from the marijuana, hair disheveled. I barely recognize myself. Who is this man I’ve become? This obedient servant, fetching towels while his wife prepares to take two men in their marital bed?

I’m on autopilot now. Just giving in and going with the flow and everything feels incredible. Trey was right…


Chapter 8

When I return with the towels and fresh drinks, they’ve already started without me. Rachel is on her knees between them, alternating between their massive cocks with obvious delight.

The sight of Rachel expertly servicing both men makes my cage feel impossibly tight. She’s kneeling between them on our marital bed, her hair still damp from the hot tub, her skin glistening in the soft bedroom light. The silver key dangles between her breasts, catching the light with every movement—a constant reminder of my imprisonment.

“Just set those down anywhere,” Rachel says without looking at me, her words slightly muffled as she takes Marcus deep into her throat.

I place the towels and drinks on the nightstand, my movements mechanical. The marijuana has me floating, disconnected from reality yet hypersensitive to every detail—the wet sounds of Rachel’s enthusiastic oral attention, the deep groans from both men, the painful constriction of the cage between my legs.

“God, you’re good at that,” Marcus groans, his large hand tangled in Rachel’s hair as she works him deeper.

I stand awkwardly at the edge of the bed, uncertain of my role now. Am I supposed to watch from here? Sit in the corner? Leave altogether? The question is answered when Rachel pulls back from Marcus with a gasp, a string of saliva connecting her lips to the tip of his impressive cock.

“Ryan,” she pants, her eyes meeting mine with that new predatory gleam, “come here and let me sit on your face. Get my pussy ready for their big, black cocks.”

My heart nearly stops at her command. I stare at Rachel, barely processing what she’s asking of me. The marijuana makes everything feel dreamlike, yet her words cut through the haze with perfect clarity.

“I... what?” I stammer, even as my body moves toward her of its own accord.

Rachel’s eyes narrow slightly. “You heard me. Lie down on the bed. Now.”

I obey without thinking, positioning myself on my back in the middle of our bed. The mattress dips as Trey and Marcus adjust to make room, their massive bodies now flanking me on either side. The heat from their skin radiates against me, making me acutely aware of my nakedness, my vulnerability, my cage.

Rachel crawls over me, her wet hair hanging down like a curtain around her face as she looks into my eyes. “You’ve been such a good boy,” she whispers, “arranging this for me. You deserve a little reward.”

Before I can respond, she’s turning around, positioning herself above my face. The view is obscenely intimate—her glistening pussy hovering just inches from my mouth, still slightly puffy from her time in the hot tub. I can smell her arousal, that familiar scent now mixed with something new, something primal.

“Make me wet,” she commands, lowering herself onto my face.

I dart my tongue out, tasting her familiar sweetness. She moans above me, grinding down harder as I work my tongue against her folds.

Her taste floods my senses as I lap at her hungrily. Everything is stronger—her scent, her taste, the sounds she makes as she grinds against my face. I’m vaguely aware of Marcus and Trey watching, their massive bodies looming on either side of me, but all I can focus on is pleasuring Rachel, making her ready for what comes next.

“That’s it,” she moans, rocking her hips against my mouth. “Use your tongue, baby. Get me nice and wet for these big cocks.”

I redouble my efforts, my tongue working frantically against her clit, her folds, her entrance. The cage between my legs is a torture device now, my cock straining painfully against the metal as I taste my wife’s arousal. Every flick of my tongue makes her moan, every sound she makes tightens the cage further.

“I think he’s enjoying this too much,” I hear Trey comment from somewhere above me. “Look how hard he’s straining against that cage.”

Rachel laughs, the sound vibrating through her body and against my tongue. “He’s always been good with his mouth. It’s about the only thing he’s good for.”

The casual cruelty of her words should hurt me, should make me angry, but instead, they send another surge of arousal through me. The metal bites into my flesh as my cock tries desperately to harden further, the pain a perfect mirror to the confusion in my mind.

“You’re making her so wet,” Marcus comments, his deep voice rumbling above me. “Look how she’s grinding on his face.”

I feel Rachel’s thighs quiver against my cheeks as she works herself against my tongue. The metal key to my cage dangles just above my forehead, swinging hypnotically with her movements. I’m lost in her taste, her scent, my entire world narrowed to the space between her legs and the pleasure I’m giving her.

“I think she’s ready,” Trey says, his hand coming down to stroke Rachel’s back. “Aren’t you, baby?”

“God, yes,” Rachel moans, lifting herself off my face. I gasp for air, my chin and lips glistening with her wetness. She turns to look down at me, her eyes dark with desire. “Thank you for the warm-up, cucky.”

She shifts her position, moving off me entirely. I lie there, panting, my face wet with her arousal, watching as she positions herself between Trey and Marcus. The sight of her between these two powerful men makes my cage feel impossibly tight, the metal digging painfully into my flesh.

“How do you want us?” Marcus asks, his large hand trailing down Rachel’s spine.

“Both of you,” she purrs, looking over her shoulder at him. “I want to feel you both inside me at once.”

My heart nearly stops at her words. Both of them? At the same time? My anxiety and arousal rise in equal measure as I watch Rachel position herself on her hands and knees.

“Let me ride you,” she tells Trey, who lies back on our bed—our marital bed—with his massive erection pointing toward the ceiling.

My heart nearly stops at her words. Both of them? At the same time? I’ve seen videos of this—double penetration—but never imagined I’d witness my wife taking two men simultaneously. The marijuana heightens my anxiety and arousal in equal measure as I watch Rachel position herself on her hands and knees.

“Let me ride you,” she tells Trey, who lies back on our bed—our marital bed—with his massive erection pointing toward the ceiling. “Marcus can take me from behind.”

I can’t tear my eyes away as Rachel straddles Trey, reaching between her legs to guide his thickness inside her. The moan that escapes her lips as she sinks down on him is unlike anything I’ve ever heard from her before—raw, primal, almost animalistic in its intensity.

“Oh god,” she gasps, her back arching as she takes him fully. “So fucking big.”

Marcus moves behind her, his hands caressing her ass as she rocks slowly on Trey. The sight of my wife impaled on another man’s cock while a second man prepares to enter her makes my cage feel like it’s shrinking, the metal biting into my flesh as my erection strains helplessly against its confines.

“Ready for both of us?” Marcus asks, reaching for a bottle of lube from the nightstand that I don’t remember either of them bringing.

Rachel nods eagerly, looking back over her shoulder at him. “Yes,” she breathes. “Fill me completely.”

Rachel straddles Trey with practiced ease, reaching between her legs to guide his impressive length. I watch, transfixed, as she sinks down onto him with a long, satisfied moan that I’ve never heard from her before. Her head falls back, exposing the elegant line of her throat where the key to my cage dangles tauntingly.

“Oh fuck,” she gasps, her body trembling as she adjusts to his size. “So fucking full.”

My breath comes in short pants as I watch my wife begin to ride Trey, her hips finding a slow, deliberate rhythm. Her breasts bounce with each movement, the silver key swinging hypnotically between them. I can’t look away, can’t move, can’t think—I can only watch as she takes her pleasure.

Marcus positions himself behind Rachel, his large hands caressing her back, her shoulders, her neck. The sight of his dark skin against her paleness creates a contrast that’s almost artistic in its beauty. He leans down to whisper something in her ear that makes her giggle and nod eagerly.

“Pass me that bottle on the nightstand,” Marcus says, gesturing toward me.

I reach for the small bottle of lube with trembling hands, passing it to him without a word. Our fingers brush during the exchange, and I feel an electric current run through me at the contact. Marcus’s eyes meet mine briefly, a knowing look passing between us before he turns his attention back to Rachel.

“You ready for both of us?” Marcus asks, his voice deep and resonant as he squirts a generous amount of lube onto his fingers.

I watch in fascinated horror as he begins to prepare Rachel for what’s coming next. Her eyes roll back in pleasure as he works his thick fingers into her other entrance, stretching her carefully while she continues to ride Trey. The sight is mesmerizing—her body trembling between these two powerful men, her face contorted in an expression of pleasure I’ve never seen before.

“Yes,” she moans, her voice thick with desire. “I want to feel both of you inside me.”

I’m frozen in place at the edge of the bed, my cage painfully tight as I watch Marcus position himself behind my wife. The head of his massive cock presses against her back entrance, and I can see Rachel’s entire body tense in anticipation.

“Relax,” Marcus murmurs, his large hands gripping her hips. “Take a deep breath.”

Rachel obeys, her body visibly relaxing as she exhales. Marcus pushes forward with agonizing slowness, and I watch in awe as my wife’s body accepts him inch by excruciating inch. Her mouth falls open in a silent scream, her eyes wide with the overwhelming sensation.

“Oh my god,” she gasps when he’s fully seated inside her. “I’m so full... so fucking full.”

The three of them remain still for a long moment, Rachel sandwiched between these two powerful men, all of them adjusting to the intense sensation. I can’t tear my eyes away from the obscene tableau before me—my wife, filled completely by two massive cocks, her face a mask of ecstasy I’ve never witnessed before. The cage around my own cock feels like it’s shrinking, cutting into my flesh with every throb of my desperate erection.

“Holy fuck,” Rachel gasps, her voice thin and reedy. “So... so much...”

Slowly, they begin to move. It’s a careful choreography at first, Trey thrusting up as Marcus pulls back, finding a rhythm that has Rachel moaning between them. Her hands clutch at Trey’s chest, her nails leaving crescent marks on his dark skin as she surrenders completely to the sensation.

“That’s it,” Marcus encourages, his large hands gripping Rachel’s hips with bruising force. “Take us both. Show your husband what you need.”

My wife’s eyes find mine across the short distance, and what I see there steals my breath away. There’s no shame, no hesitation—only raw, animal pleasure and something that looks disturbingly like pity. As if she’s sorry I could never give her this, could never make her feel this way.

“Look at me, Ryan,” she commands between gasps as their pace increases. “Watch me take them. Watch what a real fucking looks like.”

I nod helplessly, unable to look away as the two men find their rhythm with my wife. Their powerful bodies move in perfect synchronization, withdrawing and thrusting in alternating patterns that have Rachel crying out between them. The cage between my legs is a torture device now, my cock straining against metal as I witness my wife’s complete surrender.

“Oh god, oh god, oh god,” Rachel chants, her voice rising in pitch with each powerful thrust. “So deep... so fucking full!”

Her eyes lock with mine again, glazed with pleasure but still somehow focused, making sure I’m watching every moment of her transformation. The key to my cage swings wildly between her bouncing breasts, catching the light with each thrust she receives.

“Tell him,” Marcus grunts, his pace increasing as sweat glistens on his powerful chest. “Tell your husband how it feels.”

Rachel’s lips part, her words coming between gasps as both men continue their relentless assault on her senses. “Nothing... has ever... felt... like this,” she manages, her eyes never leaving mine. “So full... so complete... so right.”

Her words cut through me like a knife, the truth in them undeniable as I watch her body accept both men with increasing enthusiasm. The marijuana makes everything hyper-real, each detail burning into my memory with perfect clarity—the way her back arches, the sounds she makes, the expression of total abandon on her face.

“Faster,” she begs, her hands clawing at Trey’s chest as both men increase their pace. I can’t tear my eyes away from the sight of my wife being taken so completely, her body stretched and filled beyond anything I could ever provide. The metal cage around my cock feels like it’s cutting into my flesh with each throb of my desperate erection.

“Oh god, I’m going to cum,” Rachel cries out, her entire body tensing between them. “Don’t stop, don’t stop, don’t—“

Her words dissolve into a scream of pleasure that I’ve never heard from her before—raw, primal, almost frightening in its intensity. Her body convulses between them, shaking violently as the orgasm tears through her. The sight of my wife coming undone so completely sends another surge of painful arousal through my trapped cock.

“That’s it, baby,” Marcus growls, his powerful hips never slowing. “Give it to us.”

I watch in fascinated horror as Rachel’s orgasm seems to trigger something in both men. Their movements become more urgent, less coordinated, more animalistic. Trey’s hands grip Rachel’s waist with bruising force as he thrusts up into her with renewed vigor.

“Fuck, I’m close,” Trey grunts, his face contorted with pleasure.

“Me too,” Marcus adds, his pace becoming erratic. “Where do you want it, Rachel?”

“Cover my body, my face, my tits, cover me with it…fucking everywhere please…” she says breathlessly.

For a moment I feel relief. She’s not begging to be bred.

I feel a surge of conflicting emotions washing over me. Relief that she isn’t asking them to finish inside her, mixed with the perverse disappointment that has become so familiar these past few days. I can barely distinguish between pleasure and pain, humiliation and arousal.

Both men quickly withdraw from my wife’s body, their massive cocks glistening with her juices as they position themselves around her. Rachel lies back on our bed—our marriage bed—her skin flushed and gleaming with sweat, her chest heaving as she recovers from her intense orgasm. She looks radiant, fulfilled in a way I’ve never seen before.

“Come on, boys,” she purrs, her voice hoarse from screaming. “Mark me. Show my husband who I belong to now.”

I watch, transfixed, as both men stroke themselves furiously above my wife’s willing body. The contrast between their dark hands and massive cocks against Rachel’s pale skin is hypnotic. My own cock throbs painfully against its metal prison, each pulse sending sharp signals of discomfort through my body.

“Oh fuck,” Marcus groans, his massive body tensing as he reaches his climax first. Thick ropes of his seed land across Rachel’s breasts and stomach, some catching on the silver key that still hangs around her neck.

Trey follows seconds later with a deep groan, Rachel moans with delight as he shoots thick, gooey ropes across her face.

Trey follows seconds later with a deep groan, Rachel moans with delight as he shoots thick, gooey ropes across her face. Her eyes close in ecstasy as his cum paints her cheeks, lips, and forehead. She looks absolutely debauched, covered in both men’s seed, the key to my cage now slick with Marcus’s offering.

“Oh my god,” Rachel sighs, running her fingers through the mess on her body. “That was... incredible.”

I stare at my wife, barely recognizing her in this moment of complete abandonment. She’s radiant, glowing with satisfaction, her body decorated with the evidence of her pleasure with these two men. The cage between my legs feels impossibly tight as I take in the scene before me.

Rachel’s eyes open and find mine, a lazy smile spreading across her cum-streaked face. “Get me a towel, baby,” she commands softly.

I move on autopilot, retrieving one of the towels I brought earlier. As I hand it to her, she grabs my wrist, pulling me closer.

“Silly boy,” she purrs, “I was just kidding. I don’t want a towel. I want you. You know what to do…”

My heart stops. “What?”

“You heard me,” she says, her voice sweet but firm. “Use your tongue. Clean me up. The night is just getting started and I need to be nice and clean for round two.”

Gulp.


Chapter 9

I stare at Rachel, her face and body glistening with both men’s seed, her eyes challenging me. The marijuana makes everything seem surreal, dreamlike, yet the cage between my legs is an undeniable reality, painfully tight against my straining flesh.

“Rachel, I—“ My voice falters as she spreads herself slightly, displaying her cum-covered body like an offering.

“Don’t pretend you don’t want to,” she whispers, her fingers trailing through the thick white ropes decorating her skin. She snaps her fingers at me to hurry up and motions me over.

My legs move of their own accord, bringing me closer to the bed. The scent of sex hangs heavy in the air—musky, primal, intoxicating. I kneel beside Rachel, my face inches from her cum-streaked body. Trey and Marcus watch with amused interest, their powerful bodies still glistening with sweat from their exertions.

“That’s it,” Rachel encourages, her hand coming up to cradle the back of my head. “Show our guests what a good boy you are.”

Her fingers tighten in my hair, guiding my face down to her breast where several thick strands of Marcus’s seed glisten in the dim light. I hesitate for just a moment before my tongue darts out, tasting another man’s essence for the second time in my life.

The taste is bitter and salty, strange yet familiar after my experience with Trey. I force myself to swallow, fighting against my instinct to pull away. The cage around my cock feels impossibly tight, my arousal growing despite—or perhaps because of—this ultimate humiliation.

“Good boy,” Rachel purrs, her fingers stroking through my hair as I work my tongue across her breast, collecting Marcus’s seed. “You’re learning so well.”

I move methodically across her body, cleaning every drop from her skin. When I reach her face, I hesitate, looking into her eyes for permission.

“Do it,” she whispers, her gaze never leaving mine. “Clean every drop.”

I lean forward, my tongue tracing the contours of her cheek, collecting Trey’s essence. The taste is stronger here, more concentrated. I hear deep chuckles from both men as they watch me perform this ultimate act of submission.

“How bad does your cock hurt right now?” Rachel asks, flipping the key around in her fingers while I clean her, taunting me with it.

“It hurts so much,” I admit, my voice thick with shame and arousal. The metal digs into my flesh with each throb, a constant reminder of my submission. “It’s almost unbearable.”

Rachel smiles, clearly pleased by my suffering. She dangles the key before my eyes, just inches from my cum-covered lips. “Poor baby. Do you want me to let you out?”

Hope surges through me, momentarily overwhelming my humiliation. “Yes, please,” I whisper, hating how pathetic I sound.

She laughs, the sound musical and cruel. “Maybe later... if you’re very, very good.”

Her fingers guide my head lower, directing me to a spot I missed on her collarbone. I dutifully lap at it, swallowing the bitter essence while Marcus and Trey watch with amused expressions.

“Look at him go,” Marcus comments, his deep voice sending involuntary shivers down my spine. “You’ve trained him well.”

“He’s still learning,” Rachel replies, her fingers tightening in my hair. “But he’s a quick study when properly motivated.”

I continue my degrading task, moving methodically across her body. Each swallow makes me feel less like myself, yet the cage between my legs grows impossibly tighter. The marijuana heightens every sensation, making the taste more intense, the humiliation more acute, the arousal more painful.

When I’ve cleaned every visible drop from her skin, Rachel pushes me back slightly, examining my face with a critical eye. I can feel traces of cum still on my lips, my chin, evidence of my submission that both men can clearly see.

“You missed a spot,” she says, pointing to a small pearly drop between her breasts, right next to the key that still hangs tantalizingly from her neck.

I lean forward obediently, my tongue darting out to collect the final remnant of another man’s seed. The taste is familiar now, almost expected. The cage between my legs throbs painfully as I complete this ultimate act of submission.

“Good boy,” Rachel purrs, stroking my hair like I’m a pet who’s performed a clever trick. “I think you’ve earned a little break.”

She sits up, stretching her arms above her head like a satisfied cat. The movement makes her breasts jiggle slightly, the key swinging between them. I can’t tear my eyes away from it—that small piece of metal that represents my freedom, my dignity, my manhood.

“I’m thirsty, aren’t you boys? Why don’t you be a good cucky and gets us another round of drinks. Oh, and roll us another joint too. I want to get nice and relaxed into my body for what I have planned next…”

I nod meekly and rise from the bed on shaky legs. The metal cage shifts painfully between my thighs as I make my way to the kitchen, acutely aware of my naked state and the taste of other men still lingering on my tongue. My mind feels foggy from the marijuana, yet strangely sharp when it comes to processing my humiliation and the corresponding arousal it triggers.

In the kitchen, I prepare their drinks mechanically—whiskey for the men, a vodka soda for Rachel. My fingers tremble as I roll another joint, struggling to focus on the simple task. The image of Rachel covered in both men’s seed, of me cleaning her with my tongue while they watched, keeps replaying in my head like some perverse highlight reel.

“Hurry up down there!” Rachel calls from the bedroom, her voice playful yet commanding.

I return to the bedroom carrying a tray with the drinks and freshly rolled joint. The scene that greets me makes my cage feel impossibly tighter—Rachel nestled between Trey and Marcus, all three lounging comfortably on our marital bed like they belong there. Their bodies glisten with sweat in the dim light, dark skin against Rachel’s paleness creating a striking visual that burns into my memory. Trey and Marcus both have their hands on her torso, caressing her breasts and gripping her by the hip. The sight of their dark hands on her milky skin is the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen.

“There he is,” Rachel purrs, reaching for her drink. “Our perfect little servant.”

I hand out the drinks, trying to avoid eye contact with anyone. The humiliation burns through me like acid, yet my cock strains painfully against its metal prison, throbbing in time with my racing heart. The contradiction of my physical and emotional responses continues to confuse and horrify me.

“Put the tray down and light that joint for us,” Rachel commands, patting the edge of the bed.

I place the tray on the nightstand and sit gingerly on the edge of the mattress, wincing as the cage shifts. My fingers tremble as I light the joint, taking a small hit before passing it to Rachel. She inhales deeply, holding the smoke in her lungs before exhaling with a contented sigh.

“Much better,” she murmurs, passing the joint to Marcus. “Now we can really relax and enjoy ourselves.”

I watch as the joint makes its way between them, each taking long, leisurely hits. The marijuana smoke fills the room, adding to the dreamlike quality of this nightmare I’m living. Rachel’s hand finds my lower back, her touch electric against my skin.

“You’ve been such a good boy tonight,” she says, her voice honeyed but with an edge I’m beginning to recognize. “Arranging all this for me, wearing your cage so obediently, cleaning me up so thoroughly.”

“Thank you,” I whisper, not knowing what else to say. The words feel foreign on my tongue.

“I think you deserve a little reward, don’t you?” She dangles the key before my eyes, making my heart leap. “Would you like that?”

“Yes, please,” I say, hating the desperation in my voice, the eagerness that betrays how thoroughly I’ve surrendered to this new reality.

Rachel smiles, twirling the key between her fingers. “I bet you think I’m going to unlock you now, don’t you?”

I nod, hope rising in my chest despite everything that’s happened tonight.

Her laugh is musical and cruel. “Not yet, baby. Your reward is getting to watch round two up close and personal.” She leans forward, her lips brushing against my ear. “Maybe after that, if you’re very, very good, I’ll consider letting you out.”

My heart sinks as she pulls away, tucking the key back between her breasts. The marijuana makes my disappointment feel oddly distant, like I’m experiencing it from outside my body. I watch as Rachel takes another long hit from the joint before passing it back to Trey.


Chapter 10

“So boys,” she purrs, stretching like a cat between them. “Ready to give my husband another show?”

Trey and Marcus nod enthusiastically.

“What do you have in mind?”

“I want you both again…but this time…I want you both inside my pussy at the same time…and…”

She pauses for effect.

“...this time, I want you to finish inside me. Both of you. I want my husband to watch you breed me.”

My heart stops. The room spins around me as her words echo in my head. Breeding. The ultimate submission, the final line we haven’t yet crossed. I watch in stunned silence as both men exchange glances, clearly excited by the prospect.

“You sure about that?” Trey asks, his hand stroking her thigh possessively.

Rachel’s eyes find mine, holding my gaze as she answers. “Absolutely certain. I want him to watch me take both your loads deep inside me. I want him to know that his wife has been thoroughly bred by real men.”

The cage between my legs feels impossibly tight now, my arousal betraying my conscious mind once again. I should be horrified, should be protesting, should be doing anything but sitting here with my cock straining painfully against metal as my wife invites two men to ejaculate inside her.

“What do you think about that, Ryan?” Rachel asks, her voice dripping with false sweetness. “Ready to watch me take their seed?”

I open my mouth but no words come out. My throat feels dry despite the drink in my hand. The marijuana makes everything seem surreal yet hyper-focused at the same time.

“I want to feel both of you in my pussy at once,” Rachel says, her eyes gleaming with wicked desire. “I want to be stretched beyond anything I’ve ever felt before.”

I sit frozen on the edge of the bed, the cage between my legs a constant reminder of my submission. The marijuana makes everything feel dreamlike, yet the pain of my confinement is sharp and undeniable. I watch as Trey and Marcus exchange excited glances, clearly thrilled by Rachel’s suggestion.

“That’s going to be tight,” Marcus comments, his large hand already stroking himself back to hardness. “But I’m game if you are.”

“I’ve never tried that before,” Rachel admits, her voice husky with anticipation. “But I want to feel it. I want Ryan to see me take both of you at once.”

She turns to me, her eyes locking with mine. The key to my cage dangles between her breasts, catching the light with every breath she takes. “You’d like that, wouldn’t you, baby? Seeing me stretched beyond what you could ever give me?”

I nod weakly, unable to form words as my cock strains painfully against its metal prison. The contradiction between my mental anguish and physical arousal continues to confuse and horrify me.

“Let me get you ready,” Trey says, reaching for the bottle of lube on the nightstand. “You’ll need plenty of this.”

I watch in fascinated horror as Trey squirts a generous amount of lube onto his fingers, then begins working them into Rachel’s already glistening pussy. She moans softly, her head falling back as he stretches her with two thick fingers, then three. The marijuana makes everything feel heightened yet distant, like I’m watching a movie of my own life unfolding before me.

“That’s it,” Rachel purrs, spreading her legs wider to give Trey better access. “Get me nice and ready for both of you.”

Marcus moves behind her, his massive hands caressing her shoulders, her back, her ass. The sight of their dark skin against her paleness creates a contrast that’s mesmerizing, beautiful in its own perverse way. I can’t look away, can’t move, can’t think—I can only observe as my wife prepares to take both men simultaneously in a way I never imagined possible.

“Lie back,” Trey instructs Marcus, who positions himself on his back in the middle of our bed. His massive erection stands proudly against his stomach, intimidating in its size. Rachel straddles him eagerly, reaching between her legs to guide him into her waiting heat.

“Oh god,” she gasps as she sinks down onto him, her body trembling with the effort of accommodating his size. “So fucking big.”

I shift uncomfortably, the cage digging painfully into my flesh as my arousal grows despite my mental anguish. Rachel begins to ride Marcus slowly, her body adjusting to his impressive size. Her eyes meet mine across the short distance between us, making sure I’m watching every moment of her pleasure.

“That’s it,” she moans, her head falling back as she establishes a rhythm. “God, you feel amazing inside me.”

Trey positions himself behind her, his hands caressing her back as she continues to ride Marcus. The bottle of lube appears in his hands again, and I watch as he applies more to himself, to Rachel, preparing for what comes next.

“Ready for both of us?” he asks, his voice low and husky.

Rachel nods eagerly, slowing her movements on Marcus but not stopping completely. “Yes,” she breathes. “Fill me completely.”

I can barely breathe as I watch Trey position himself behind my wife, the head of his massive cock pressing against her entrance where Marcus is already buried deep. The sight is obscene, impossible—yet I can’t look away as Trey begins to push forward with agonizing slowness.

“Oh my god,” Rachel gasps, her entire body tensing. “So... much... pressure...”

“Relax,” Trey murmurs, his hands stroking her back soothingly. “Breathe through it.”

I watch in fascinated horror as Rachel takes deep, shuddering breaths, her body working to accommodate both massive men at once. The impossible is happening right before my eyes on our marital bed—Trey pushing forward incrementally while Marcus remains buried deep inside her.

“That’s it,” Trey encourages, his hands gripping her hips. “Just a little more...”

Rachel’s face contorts in an expression that hovers between pain and pleasure, her breath coming in short gasps as her body stretches to accommodate them both. I can’t look away, can’t move, can’t think—the cage between my legs feels like it’s shrinking with each throb of my desperate erection.

“Oh fuck,” she cries out as Trey manages to work the head of his cock inside alongside Marcus’s. “Two big, black cocks in my pussy…” she whispers.

“That’s it white girl,” Trey says, “Get filthy for us. You know how I like that dirty talk…”

“Oh god, yes,” Rachel moans, her face a mask of ecstasy as Trey slowly pushes deeper. “I’m such a filthy white slut I for black cock. I fucking love it!”

“Good little snow bunny,” Marcus growls from beneath her, his hands gripping her waist as he begins to thrust upward. “Taking two black cocks in that tight little pussy.”

“Yes,” Rachel hisses, her eyes finding mine through her pleasure-haze. “Look at me, Ryan. Look at what I need. What you could never give me.”

I can’t look away as Trey manages to work himself fully inside alongside Marcus. The sight should be physically impossible—my wife’s body accommodating two massive men simultaneously. Yet it’s happening right before my eyes, her body stretched beyond anything I thought possible.

“Tell your husband,” Trey says. “Let him know…who you belong to…”

“Fuck,” Rachel gasps, “I belong to BBC. To black cock. This married white pussy is black owned...” Rachel moans, her body shuddering between the two massive men as they begin to find their rhythm.

I watch, transfixed, as my wife surrenders completely to these men, her body impossibly stretched around both of them. The sight of her pale skin against their darkness, the way her face contorts with a pleasure I’ve never seen before—it all makes the cage between my legs feel like it’s shrinking, cutting into my flesh with each throb of my desperate erection.

She looks at me and laughs in my face.

“How does that feel baby? To know you married such a whore, such a fucking slut for black cock? Does that turn you on? Does that get your little, bitty dickie hard? Oh, wait…” she looks down at my cage.

“Look at that pathetic thing,” Rachel continues, her voice dripping with mocking laughter as she gestures toward my caged cock. “God, I can’t believe I ever thought that was enough.”

The humiliation burns through me like wildfire, but my cock only strains harder against its metal prison. The marijuana has me floating in a haze where pleasure and pain, degradation and arousal all blur together into something I can barely comprehend.

“I don’t think he minds,” Marcus comments, his hips never stopping their steady rhythm as he and Trey work in perfect synchronization. “Look how hard he’s straining against that cage.”

Rachel’s eyes lock with mine, her face contorted with pleasure that I’ve never been able to give her. “Do you like watching your wife get stretched beyond anything you could ever provide, cucky? Do you like knowing that after tonight, I’ll never be satisfied by your little dick again?”

I can’t speak, can’t form words as I watch my wife being taken so completely by these two men. The cage between my legs feels like it’s cutting into my flesh, the pain and pleasure indistinguishable now.

“Answer me,” Rachel demands, her voice sharp despite her breathless state. “Tell me how it feels to watch real men fuck your wife.”

“It’s...” I struggle to find words, my mind clouded by marijuana and conflicting emotions. “It’s the most arousing thing I’ve ever seen.”

The admission escapes before I can stop it, the truth I’ve been fighting since this all began finally spoken aloud. The marijuana has stripped away my defenses, leaving only raw honesty in its wake.

Rachel laughs, the sound both musical and cruel. “Of course it is. Look at you, practically drooling while your cock tries to break free of that cage.” She rocks between the two men, her body accepting them both with increasing enthusiasm. “This is who you’ve always been, Ryan. My perfect little cuckold.”

I watch, mesmerized, as both men establish a perfect rhythm with my wife. One pushes in as the other withdraws, their massive bodies working in tandem to deliver pleasure beyond anything I could ever provide. Rachel’s moans grow louder, more desperate, her body trembling between them as they increase their pace.

“Oh god,” she cries out, her back arching impossibly. “I’m going to cum again. Don’t stop, don’t fucking stop!”

Her orgasm hits like a tidal wave, her entire body convulsing between the two powerful men. The scream that tears from her throat is primal, animalistic—a sound I’ve never heard from her before. The sight of my wife coming undone so completely makes the cage around my cock feel like it’s shrinking, the metal biting painfully into my flesh.

“That’s it,” Marcus growls from beneath her, his powerful hips never stopping their relentless rhythm. “Cum all over our black cocks bitch.”

I feel something break inside me watching my wife’s orgasm—something fundamental and irreversible. My wife, sandwiched between these two powerful men, her body accepting them both in ways I never imagined possible, her face transformed by pleasure I’ve never been able to give her.

“I’m not done,” Rachel gasps when her convulsions subside, her body still impaled on both massive cocks. “I want more. I want to feel you both cum inside me.”

Rachel’s eyes find mine across the room, holding my gaze as she answers. “ I want my husband to watch as you breed me. I want him to know exactly who owns this pussy now. I want him to watch as two BBCs explode inside me at the same time…”

I can’t look away, can’t speak, can’t even breathe properly as I watch this pivotal moment unfold. The metal cage feels like it’s cutting into my flesh with each desperate throb of my cock.

“Please,” I find myself whispering…

“Please what?” Rachel snaps.

“Please don’t,” I manage to say, but even to my own ears it sounds unconvincing.

Rachel’s smile widens, cruel and knowing. “Please don’t what? Don’t let them breed me? Don’t let them fill me with their seed?” She rocks between the two men, her body accepting them both with increasing enthusiasm. “Look at you. You’re practically begging for it with your eyes.”

She’s right. Despite my words, my body betrays me completely. The cage feels impossibly tight now, cutting into my flesh with each desperate throb.

“I think your husband wants to see it,” Trey grunts, his powerful body tensing with each thrust. “Wants to see us flood your pussy with cum.”

“Is that what you want?” Rachel asks me, her voice breathy but demanding. “Tell the truth now.”

The marijuana strips away my last defenses. “Yes,” I whisper, the admission burning my throat on the way out. “I want to see it.”

“Then beg for it,” she commands, never stopping her rhythm between the two men. “Beg these men to breed your wife.”

I sink to my knees beside the bed, the cage shifting painfully between my legs. “Please,” I hear myself say, the words coming from some place deep inside me I never knew existed. “Please breed my wife. Fill her with your cum.”

The words hang in the air for a moment before Trey and Marcus exchange knowing glances, their pace increasing as they drive deeper into Rachel. Their powerful bodies move with renewed purpose, each thrust more determined than the last.

“You heard your husband,” Trey growls, his fingers digging into Rachel’s hips. “He wants us to breed you.”

“Oh god,” Rachel moans, her head falling back as their rhythm intensifies. “Yes, fill me up. I want to feel both of you cum inside me.”

I remain on my knees beside the bed, watching in fascinated horror as both men’s movements become more erratic, more primal. The cage between my legs is a torturous reminder of my submission, cutting into my flesh with each desperate throb.

“I’m close,” Marcus grunts from beneath Rachel, his powerful body tensing. “Gonna flood this pussy.”

“Me too,” Trey adds, his pace becoming frantic. “Take it all, snow bunny.”

Rachel’s eyes find mine in this crucial moment, making sure I’m watching as she receives their seed. “Watch them breed me, cucky,” she gasps. “Watch what you begged for.”

I can’t look away as both men reach their climax almost simultaneously. Marcus goes first, his massive body arching upward as he groans deeply, pumping his seed deep inside my wife. Trey follows seconds later, his fingers gripping Rachel’s hips with bruising force as he empties himself alongside him.

I watch in awe as Trey shudders through his release, his powerful body tensing as he empties himself inside Rachel. Her eyes never leave mine, making sure I witness every second of this moment—this point of no return. The cage around my cock feels like it’s cutting into my flesh, the pain almost unbearable yet somehow enhancing the surreal experience.

“Oh god,” Rachel moans, her body trembling between them as they fill her completely. “So much cum... I can feel it... so deep...”

I remain on my knees beside the bed, transfixed by the sight of my wife being thoroughly bred by these two powerful men. The marijuana makes everything feel heightened yet dreamlike, as if I’m floating outside my body while simultaneously feeling every painful throb of my caged cock.

When both men finally still, Rachel collapses against Marcus’s chest, panting heavily. Her hair is plastered to her forehead with sweat, her skin flushed with exertion and satisfaction. The key to my cage dangles from her neck, gleaming in the dim light, seemingly just inches from my face yet impossibly far away.

“That was...” she breathes, her voice trailing off as she struggles to find words adequate to describe what just happened.

“Fucking amazing,” Marcus finishes for her, his large hand stroking her back possessively.

Trey carefully disentangles himself from Rachel, the sight of him withdrawing causing a fresh wave of humiliation and arousal to wash over me. I watch, transfixed, as a thick rivulet of their combined seed begins to trickle from my wife’s thoroughly used pussy. The evidence of what just happened—of what I begged for—is undeniable now.

“Look at that,” Rachel murmurs, her fingers trailing through the mess between her legs. “So much cum...” Her eyes find mine again, gleaming with satisfaction and something else—ownership, perhaps. The realization hits me that something fundamental has changed tonight, something that can never be undone.

“I think your husband enjoyed the show,” Trey comments, nodding toward my painfully confined erection. Both men chuckle as they look at me kneeling beside the bed, my cage visibly straining against my arousal.

Rachel pushes herself up on her elbows, her body still intertwined with Marcus’s. “Did you enjoy that, Ryan? Watching these two strong black men breed your wife right in front of you?”

I nod, unable to form words as I stare at the evidence of their coupling leaking from her body. The marijuana makes my thoughts swirl, but one clear realization cuts through the haze: I did enjoy it. God help me, I enjoyed every second of it.

“Use your words,” Rachel commands, her voice gentle but firm.

“Yes,” I whisper, my voice cracking with emotion. “I enjoyed every second of it.”

Rachel’s smile widens, satisfied with my confession. She shifts slightly, causing more of their combined seed to leak from her thoroughly used body. The sight makes my cage feel impossibly tighter, the metal cutting into my flesh with each desperate throb.

“I think he’s earned his reward,” Trey says, nodding toward my confinement. “Don’t you?”

Rachel considers this, her fingers playing with the key that dangles between her breasts. “Maybe,” she muses, studying my face. “What do you think, Ryan? Have you earned your freedom?”

“Please,” I beg, the single word containing all my desperation. The marijuana makes everything feel heightened yet dreamlike, my arousal a painful counterpoint to my humiliation.

Rachel sits up fully, carefully extracting herself from Marcus’s embrace. Their combined fluids run down her inner thighs as she moves to the edge of the bed. She crooks her finger, beckoning me closer.

“Come here,” she commands softly.

I shuffle forward on my knees, the cage shifting painfully with each movement. When I reach her, she lifts the chain from around her neck, the key swinging hypnotically before my eyes.

“I’m going to unlock you,” she says, her voice low and intimate. “But there’s one condition.”

“Anything,” I breathe, my eyes fixed on the key that represents my freedom, my dignity, what remains of my manhood. The metal between my legs feels like it’s cutting into my flesh with each desperate throb.

Rachel leans forward, her lips brushing against my ear as she whispers, “You can only cum if you eat their seed from inside me first.”

The words hit me like a physical blow. Even after everything that’s happened tonight—watching my wife take two men at once, begging them to breed her, cleaning their cum from her body—this feels like a final threshold, a point of no return. The marijuana makes my thoughts swirl in confused circles, but my body’s response is immediate and unmistakable: my cock strains painfully against its metal prison.

“Well?” Rachel prompts, dangling the key before my eyes. “What’s it going to be?”

I look past her to where Trey and Marcus recline on our bed, watching this exchange with amused interest. Their powerful bodies gleam with sweat in the dim light, a visual reminder of what just happened between them and my wife. Of what I begged to witness.

“I’ll do it,” I hear myself say, the words escaping before I can fully process their meaning.

Rachel’s smile is triumphant as she slides to the edge of the bed, spreading her legs wide before me. The evidence of their coupling is unmistakable—her inner thighs glistening with their combined fluids.

Trey and Marcus get up, get dressed, and leave us to finish this deviant deed.

I hesitate for a what feels like an eternity over her entrance staring at the white jizz pouring from her slit.


Chapter 11

With shaking breath, I lower my face between Rachel’s legs. The musky scent of their combined essence fills my nostrils—alien yet familiar. My tongue darts out tentatively, making first contact with the thick white fluid pooling at her entrance. The taste is stronger than before—bitter, salty, primal—amplified by the marijuana still coursing through my system.

“That’s it,” Rachel purrs, her fingers threading through my hair, guiding me closer. “Clean up the mess you begged for.”

I close my eyes and surrender completely, my tongue delving deeper into her thoroughly used pussy. The evidence of their coupling floods my mouth—thick, warm, undeniable. Each swallow marks another threshold crossed, another boundary obliterated. My cock throbs painfully against its metal confines as I work my tongue inside her, collecting every drop of their combined seed.

“Look at me while you do it,” Rachel commands, her voice husky with satisfaction.

I open my eyes, meeting her gaze as my tongue continues its degrading task. What I see in her eyes steals my breath—power, triumph, and something that looks disturbingly like love. This isn’t just about sex anymore; it’s about transformation. My transformation.

“Good boy,” she whispers, her thighs trembling slightly as my tongue works deeper. “Show me how much you love the taste of their cum. Show me how much you love being my cuck.”

I moan against her flesh, the sound surprising even me.

Finally, I fully surrender and accept it all.

The taste of them on my tongue, inside her, becomes something I don’t just endure but savor. The bitter saltiness that should repulse me instead sends electric pulses straight to my confined cock. I lap eagerly at Rachel’s thoroughly used pussy, my tongue seeking out every drop of their combined essence as if it’s the most natural thing in the world.

“That’s it,” Rachel moans, her fingers tightening in my hair. “Get it all. Every last drop they left inside me.”

I work diligently, my face buried between her thighs, her scent and their scent mingling into something new—something that marks the death of our old relationship and the birth of whatever this is becoming. My tongue probes deeper, seeking out the last traces of their seed. The cage between my legs feels like it might break from the pressure of my arousal, the metal cutting into my flesh with each desperate throb.

“Do you like how they taste?” Rachel asks, tilting my chin up so I have to look at her while answering.

“Yes,” I admit, the word falling from my lips before I can stop it. The marijuana has stripped away my last defenses, leaving only raw, humiliating truth. “I like it.”

Her smile is radiant, triumphant. “I knew you would.” She dangles the key before my eyes again. “I think you’ve earned this now.”

My heart pounds as she reaches down, her fingers finding the small lock that has kept me confined. The click as the lock releases is the sweetest sound I’ve ever heard. The cage falls away, and I gasp at the sudden freedom, the release of pressure both painful and exquisite. My cock springs forth, harder than I’ve ever felt it, aching with a need so intense it’s almost unbearable.

“Look at you,” Rachel murmurs, her eyes fixed on my throbbing erection. “So desperate after watching me with them.”

I’m beyond words now, beyond thought. The marijuana, the whiskey, the overwhelming events of the night—everything has stripped me down to pure sensation and need. Rachel leans back on the bed, spreading her legs wider, offering herself to me.

“You can have me now,” she says, her voice gentle yet commanding. “But remember what you’re entering. Remember whose seed is inside me. Remember who owns this pussy and what you’ve become tonight.”

I climb onto the bed, positioning myself between her thighs. The head of my cock brushes against her entrance, still slick with their combined fluids. I should be disgusted, should be heartbroken, should be anything but this—desperate, aching, eager.

“Say it,” Rachel whispers as I hover at her entrance. “Say what you are.”

“I’m your cuckold,” I whisper back, the words feeling right in my mouth despite everything. “I’m your cuck.”

She smiles up at me, a smile of genuine affection that somehow makes this all the more real. “Yes, you are. And now you can have me.”

I push forward, sliding into her warmth. The sensation is overwhelming after being confined for so long. Her pussy feels different—looser, wetter, still filled with their essence. Yet it’s still Rachel, still my wife, still home. I groan as I bottom out inside her, the feeling almost too intense to bear.

“How does it feel?” she asks, her hands running up my chest. “To feel where they’ve been? To feel what they left inside me?”

“Amazing,” I gasp, unable to lie as I begin to move. Each thrust sends their combined fluids squelching around my cock, a visceral reminder of what I witnessed, what I begged for, what I’ve become. “It feels incredible.”

“This is who we are now,” Rachel whispers, her eyes locked with mine as I continue to thrust into her thoroughly used body. “This is who you are.”

My pace increases, driven by an urgency I can barely control. After the confinement, after watching her with those two powerful men, after tasting their seed—my body is desperate for release. Each thrust feels electric, each sensation amplified by the marijuana still coursing through my system.

“I’m going to cum,” I warn her, my voice breaking as the pressure builds.

Rachel wraps her legs around my waist, pulling me deeper. “Do it,” she commands. “Cum inside me, mix your seed with theirs. Complete the circle.”

The mental image of my cum mingling with Trey’s and Marcus’s inside Rachel pushes me over the edge. I explode with an intensity that makes me cry out, my entire body convulsing as months of pent-up frustration and tonight’s overwhelming experiences culminate in the most powerful orgasm of my life. Wave after wave crashes through me as I empty myself inside her, adding my contribution to the mix already flooding her womb.

“That’s it,” Rachel purrs, her hands stroking my back as I shudder through the aftershocks. “Good boy.”

I collapse on top of her, utterly spent. The marijuana makes everything feel dreamlike, my limbs heavy, my thoughts slow and syrupy. Rachel’s fingers trail through my hair with surprising tenderness given everything that’s happened tonight.

“How do you feel?” she asks after a long moment of silence.

I consider the question carefully. How do I feel? Humiliated. Aroused. Broken. Liberated. The contradictions swirl together until I can’t separate them anymore.

“I don’t know,” I admit finally. “Everything’s changed.”

“Yes,” she agrees, her voice soft but certain. “Everything has.”

We lie there in silence, my softening cock still inside her, surrounded by the evidence of what happened here tonight.


Chapter 12

Eventually, Rachel’s breathing deepens beside me, her body relaxing into sleep. I lie awake, staring at the ceiling, unable to process everything that’s happened. The marijuana is wearing off, leaving me with a clarity that’s almost painful.

I carefully extract myself from the bed, Rachel murmuring softly but not waking. My legs feel unsteady as I make my way to the bathroom, avoiding the mirror above the sink. I’m not ready to see my reflection yet, to face the man I’ve become tonight.

The shower water is scalding hot, but I barely feel it. I stand under the spray, watching as water swirls down the drain, wishing my confusion could wash away as easily. My body feels different somehow—lighter without the cage, yet heavier with the weight of what I’ve done, what I’ve allowed, what I’ve begged for.

When I return to the bedroom, towel wrapped around my waist, Rachel is sitting up in bed. She looks different in the soft light of dawn—not the dominating presence from last night, but simply my wife, albeit one I’m seeing with new eyes.

“Come back to bed,” she says, patting the space beside her. Her voice lacks the commanding edge from earlier, sounding almost vulnerable.

I hesitate before sliding in next to her, maintaining a small distance between our bodies. “What happens now?” I ask, my voice rough from the night’s activities.

Rachel turns to face me, her expression serious.

“Ryan, you know what happens now…there’s no going back. Last night, you committed to me. I am your goddess now. I control you. I own you.”

I realize the key is still dangling from her neck.

“Now, I let you be free all night, but it’s time to put that thing back in it’s cage…”

I feel my heart pounding in my chest as I stare at Rachel, her words hanging in the air between us. The key catches the morning light, glinting against her skin like a reminder of everything that’s transpired.

“Rachel, I—“ My voice falters. What can I possibly say? After everything that’s happened, after what I’ve done, what I’ve allowed, what I’ve begged for... how can I possibly resist now?

She reaches for the cage on the nightstand, turning it over in her hands almost lovingly. “This is who we are now, Ryan. Last night wasn’t just a fantasy or a one-time thing. It was the beginning of our new life together.”

I swallow hard, watching as she approaches me with the device that will once again imprison my manhood. Part of me wants to resist, to take back some semblance of control, but a stronger part—the part that throbbed painfully while watching her with Trey and Marcus, the part that begged them to breed her, the part that eagerly lapped their seed from inside her—knows this is inevitable.

“You looked so pretty in it,” she murmurs, her fingers brushing against my thigh. “So obedient. So... perfect.”

I shiver at her touch, my body responding despite my mental turmoil. “And what about Trey and Marcus?” I ask, my voice barely above a whisper. “Will they be back?”

Rachel’s smile widens, her eyes gleaming with a predatory excitement that sends a shiver down my spine. “Oh, they’ll be back. And not just them. There’s a whole world out there waiting for us, Ryan. Men who will appreciate what I have to offer, and what you have to offer.”

My mouth goes dry. “What I have to offer?”

“Your submission. Your devotion.” Her fingers trace along my inner thigh, making my cock stir despite everything. “Your willingness to serve both me and the men who pleasure me.”

I close my eyes, feeling dizzy with the implications. Part of me wants to run, to pretend last night never happened. But the stronger part—the part that watched in fascination as my wife took two men at once, the part that begged them to breed her, the part that eagerly cleaned their seed from inside her—knows there’s no going back.

“I need you to understand something,” Rachel says, her voice gentler now. “This isn’t just about sex for me. This is about who I am, who I’ve always been. I tried to be the wife you thought you wanted, but I was suffocating, denying my true nature.”

“And this is your true nature?” I ask, gesturing vaguely at the room, the rumpled sheets still bearing evidence of last night’s activities.

“Yes,” she says simply, without shame or hesitation. “Just like this is yours.” She lifts the cage again, the metal catching the morning light. “Your true nature is to submit, to serve, to watch. And my true nature is to be worshipped, desired, and fulfilled.”

I swallow hard, unable to argue against what we both know is true. After everything that happened last night, after the way my body responded—how can I deny it?

“It doesn’t mean I don’t love you,” Rachel continues, her voice softening. “In fact, this is me loving you enough to be honest. To give you what you truly need, even if you didn’t know you needed it.”

She moves closer, the key dangling hypnotically between her breasts. Her scent—a mixture of sleep, sex, and something primal—fills my nostrils, making my cock stir despite everything.

“Last night changed everything,” I whisper.

“No,” she corrects me gently. “Last night revealed everything. This was always who we were meant to be.”

I look down at the cage in her hands, feeling a strange mixture of dread and anticipation. The memory of how it felt—the constant reminder of my submission, the way it made every moment of arousal a sweet torture—sends a shiver through me.

“Do you want me to put it back on?” she asks, though we both know it’s not really a question.

I hesitate, then nod slowly. “Yes.”

The word hangs between us, a surrender and an acceptance all at once. Rachel smiles—not the cruel, mocking smile from last night, but something gentler, more intimate. She knows what this means. We both do.

“Lie back,” she instructs softly.

I obey, settling against the pillows. The morning light streams through the windows we forgot to close, illuminating dust motes that dance in the air between us. Rachel kneels beside me, her hands warm and sure as they touch me. I harden immediately under her fingers, my body betraying how deeply this new dynamic has taken root within me.

“So responsive,” she murmurs, stroking me with practiced ease. “Even after everything, you still want me so badly.”

“I’ll always want you,” I whisper, the truth of it hitting me like a physical blow. No matter what she does, who she’s with, what she makes me do—I’m hers completely.

She works efficiently, sliding the cage around me with more skill than yesterday. The cool metal sends shivers across my skin as it encircles me, the weight of it both foreign and familiar. When the lock clicks shut, something inside me clicks into place as well. A sense of rightness, of inevitability.

Rachel slides the key back around her neck, letting it rest between her breasts. “There,” she says, satisfaction evident in her voice. “Back where you belong.”

I reach out, touching the key where it nestles between Rachel’s breasts. The metal is warm from her skin, no longer the cold instrument of my imprisonment but something living, something vital.

“How does it feel?” she asks, her fingers trailing down to trace the outline of the cage now securely fastened around me again.

“Right,” I admit, the word barely audible. “Like it’s where I belong.”

She smiles—not the cruel, mocking smile from last night but something genuine and tender. For the first time since this all began, I feel like I’m seeing the real Rachel—not my idealized version of her, not the dominating goddess of last night, but the woman who’s been hiding parts of herself from me for years.

“We have a lot to talk about,” she says, settling beside me on the bed. “Rules, boundaries, expectations.”

I nod, my mind still reeling with everything that’s happened. “What about... what about the possibility of... you know.” I can’t bring myself to say the word “pregnancy.” The thought of Trey’s or Marcus’s seed taking root inside my wife makes the cage feel suddenly tight again, despite my recent release.

Rachel’s hand finds mine, squeezing gently. “I wasn’t ovulating last night, Ryan. I wouldn’t make a decision like that without discussing it with you first.” She pauses, studying my face. “Though your reaction last night was... interesting. It’s a really hot idea, to do something so reckless and irresponsible…next time, in the heat of the moment…I can’t promise anything is what I’m saying. Whatever happens, happens…”

I swallow hard, my mouth dry at her implication. The thought of Rachel carrying another man’s child should horrify me, but instead, I feel the metal cage tighten as my arousal betrays me yet again.

“Whatever happens, happens,” I echo weakly.

Rachel smiles, trailing her fingers across my chest. “That’s my good boy. Understanding his place in our new arrangement.”

She stretches languidly beside me, her naked body catching the morning light in ways that make my breath catch despite everything. The key gleams between her breasts, a constant reminder of my submission, of the power she holds over me now.

I feel my face flush with shame and arousal. “I wasn’t myself last night. The weed, the alcohol... everything that happened...”

Rachel’s fingers trace patterns on my chest, her touch both comforting and possessive. “You were more yourself last night than you’ve ever been. The substances just lowered your inhibitions. They didn’t create desires that weren’t already there.”

The truth of her words hits me like a physical blow. Deep down, I know she’s right. The cage between my legs feels like a natural extension of myself now, a physical manifestation of what I’ve always been.

“So what happens now?” I ask, my voice barely above a whisper. “Is this... is this our life now?”

Rachel sits up, the sheet falling away to reveal her naked body. In the morning light, I can see the faint bruises on her hips where Trey’s and Marcus’s fingers dug into her flesh. The sight makes my cage feel suddenly tighter.

“That depends on you,” she says, her voice gentle but firm. “I know what I want. I know who I am now. The question is whether you’re ready to accept who you are.”

I swallow hard, the weight of her words pressing down on me. “And who am I?”

“My devoted husband,” she says simply. “My support. My witness. My cuckold.”

The word hangs in the air between us, no longer shameful or foreign but simply a statement of fact. I feel something shift inside me. A sense of peace, of acceptance, that I never expected to find in this strange new reality we’ve created.

“Yes,” I say finally, the word slipping from my lips like a confession, like a prayer. “I am your cuckold.”

Rachel’s smile is radiant, illuminating her face with a joy I haven’t seen in years. She leans forward, pressing her lips against mine in a kiss that feels different from any we’ve shared before—tender yet possessive, loving yet commanding.

“My perfect cuckold husband,” she murmurs against my lips. “We’re going to have such an amazing life together.”

As I lie beside her, the cage between my legs a constant reminder of my submission, I realize that she’s right. Whatever comes next—whatever men she brings into our bed, whatever acts I witness or participate in, whatever lines we cross together—it will be amazing because it will be honest. For the first time in our marriage, perhaps for the first time in my life, I’m not pretending to be someone I’m not.

I am Rachel’s husband. I am Rachel’s cuckold. I am exactly where I belong.

She curls against me, her head resting on my chest, the key to my cage nestled between us. Outside, the sun continues to rise on this first day of our new life together. I wrap my arm around her, pulling her closer, feeling her heartbeat against mine.

“I love you,” I whisper into her hair.

“I know,” she. “I love you too,” she says.

“And I love you too,” she says.

I hold her tightly against me, feeling the rise and fall of her chest as she breathes. The key to my cage presses between us—a small metal reminder of my surrender, my acceptance, my transformation…of the line we crossed…together.

THE END
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Overture

Overture 1:

HIS WIFE SQUEEZED his hand and he squeezed back. The plane pitched slightly as they made their descent, bobbing up and down on choppy air like a speedboat on rough water. It had been a bumpy ride, but they’d arrived at their destination. The Cresecent City. The Big Easy. New Orleans, Louisiana. In just a few days, it would be Mardi Gras. In the same amount of time, their lives would never be the same.

Overture 2:


SHE LOOKED DOWN at his darkness between her legs and watched it disappear inside her. After that, she lost all control. 


Chapter 1: Bourbon Street Beginnings

I KNEW THIS was more than just a vacation. It was a rescue mission. I watched the back of my wife’s head bob and weave through the raucous crowd as I struggled to keep up with her.

Stepping out of the hotel felt like diving into a fever dream, where the streets of New Orleans had morphed into pulsating veins of pure wanton debauchery. The city had clutched us in its vibrant claws...the air thick with mischief and the tang of Cajun spices.

I squeezed her hand, feeling the electricity of the moment sparking between us. "This is madness," I said, my words laced with an undercurrent of exhilaration that mirrored the revelry around us. We were two souls adrift in the Big Easy's tempest, our own desires simmering beneath the surface.

We plunged into Bourbon Street, the throng of bodies a living entity that threatened to swallow us whole. The beat of distant drums thrummed through the soles of my shoes, merging with the pulse racing in my veins. I held onto Aubrey tighter, protective yet eager to see where the night would take us. Her skin was warm beneath my touch, her presence grounding me amid the chaos.

"Let's not get lost, okay?" I murmured, close to her ear, the noise threatening to devour our words.

She flashed me a grin that sent ripples of heat down my spine. "No promises," she teased, but her grip on my hand tightened, anchoring us together. The unspoken tension between us was a living thing.

We’d been walking arm in arm, fingers interlaced in a desperate attempt to stay close, but she’d managed to pull away from me.

Without fuss and without warning, she was off.

Lately, despite twelve years of marriage, the struggle to stay connected seemed to be the only constant in our lives. And now, it was Mardi Gras and the carnival atmosphere only seemed to widen the gulf between us.

My eye’s darted nervously around, ping-ponging off the beautiful Spanish architecture, with its wrought iron balconies, overhead and the dirty, filth-laden street below. To my overwhelmed eyes, there seemed to be people and beads and beer everywhere.

And everyone and everything was adorned in the colors of the three kings.

Gold.

Green.

Purple.

An endless sea of it.

“Aubrey!” I called after her. But she couldn’t quite hear me. “Aubrey! Wait up!”

I shoved past a group of drunk college guys who were yelling up at a group of drunk college girls on one of the balconies overlooking Bourbon street.

“Show us your tits!” they roared.

And the drunk college girls happily obliged.

Four pairs of tits were suddenly exposed to the spring New Orleans air. Coral pink nipples atop white globes of flesh shimmying and shaking from side to side with great fanfare.

Everyone on the street below cheered and yelled.

No beads seemed to be exchanged and no one seemed to care.

I turned my focus back to Aubrey but suddenly could not find her in the crowd. For a moment, I panicked. She was gone, I was sure of it. She’d finally gotten free of me and ran away. Lost in the thrust of the crowd. It was so overwhelming I feared I might never see her again.

Then, like an overmatched swimmer caught in a swell, I managed to find my way up onto the sidewalk - rising above the waves - and looked down onto the street. It was only a few inches of elevation, but it was enough. There was her beautiful blonde hair, falling down on her shoulders. Her tight curls bounced up and down as she walked.

I breathed a sigh of relief before diving back into the crowd to go after her. For a while, I just followed her, watching and observing, and wondering what it was she was thinking.

Aubrey had always, always wanted to come to New Orleans for Mardi Gras and now, here we were. Right in the thick of it. Smack in the middle of Bourbon Street.

It was my worst nightmare, but as a surprise for Aubrey’s 40th birthday - and, let’s call it what it was, a desperate attempt to save our marriage, I had spent a fortune planning and booking this trip.

So far, I wasn’t entirely convinced it had been a good idea.

As I watched her taking in the sights and sounds, I felt like I was watching a complete stranger. A beautiful stranger, but a stranger nonetheless. There was a pit in my stomach and it was growing. It gave rise to this nagging feeling that perhaps we shouldn’t have come here. Perhaps, my efforts were in vain.

The further she ventured, the more the carnival swallowed us whole. The sticky warmth of the air clung to our skin, mingling with the heat emanating from the mass of bodies around us. The rhythm of drums pounded a relentless beat, syncing with the erratic dance of my own heart...a percussion that seemed to echo the restless stirrings of my soul.

Everywhere, the scents battled for dominance: the sweet, greasy aroma of beignets frying nearby, the heady mix of spices and sweat, the occasional waft of strong liquor as a passerby sloshed their drink. My senses were under siege, overwhelmed yet alive in a way they hadn't been for years.

But before I had any time to untangle the messy web of thoughts inside my head, Aubrey turned a corner onto one of the side streets and I stumbled after her, retreating from the noise and chaos.

It was a quiet street - or quieter anyway - than the one we’d left and I finally took a deep breath, trying to regain my composure. I put my hands on my knees for a moment and looked down at the sidewalk below.

When I looked up, Aubrey was staring at me with her hands on her hips, a small smile on her face.

“You okay, Caleb?” she asked, eyeing me with somewhat concerned eyes. I also could have been imagining it, but I swore I had seen a flash of contempt in them as well. But I managed to convince myself otherwise for the time being.

“Yeah, yeah I’m fine,” I said, standing up straight. “Just the crowd. This is insane.”

I motioned back to Bourbon Street.

Aubrey laughed.

“You haven’t seen anything yet. If you think this is bad, just wait until tonight.”

I nearly fainted.

“Tonight?”

It was barely noon and though the festivities had begun, they were not quite yet in full swing as I would come to learn.

Aubrey raised her eyebrows and nodded.

She reached out and grabbed my hand, pulling me along behind her.

“Where are we going?” I asked.

“To get a drink,” she replied without turning around.

I turned and looked back toward the revelry on Bourbon Street.

We’d be spending the next three days here in New Orleans, Louisiana.

The Crescent City. The Big Easy.

And after it was all over, our lives would never be the same.

I squeezed her tightly, but she only loosened her grip in response. I didn’t care though, it was nice to be connected again for those few seconds, however loose the ties that bound us were.


Chapter 2: Flash Point

THE PLACE WAS packed with people and was a dimly lit hole-in-the-wall, a stark contrast to the riotous streets outside. The air was thick with cigarette smoke and the low hum of conversation. As we squeezed our way to the bar, I couldn't help but notice the appreciative glances Aubrey was drawing from the other patrons.

Patty O’s was a legendary bar just off the main drag of Bourbon street and was particularly famous for their signature cocktail, the Hurricane.

They liked to boast that each serving contained four whole shots of rum and I’m here to tell you, that’s probably true. Aubrey had managed to order two hurricanes before I could even sit down, her voice was confident and assertive in a way I had never heard before. It seemed she was there on business. She had a goal in mind and meant to see it through. Before I was even halfway finished with my drink, I was feeling the buzz. And it was dangerous too because the booze was well disguised and the drink was delicious. In that atmosphere, after walking for what felt like hours, it was going down all too smoothly.

I glanced over at Aubrey, her cheeks already flushed from the alcohol and the humid New Orleans air. She was sipping her Hurricane through a straw, her lips pursed in a way that made my breath catch. The pulsing crowd pushed us closer together, and I could smell the sweet scent of her perfume mingling with the rum on her breath as stale cigarette smoke swirled all around us.

"God, these are strong," she giggled, leaning into me. Her body was warm against mine, softer than usual in her inhibited state. "I feel like I'm floating."

I wrapped an arm around her waist, steadying her as she swayed slightly. The press of bodies around us made the small gesture feel intimate, almost illicit.

"Maybe we should slow down," I suggested, but even as the words left my mouth, I knew neither of us wanted to. The electric energy of Mardi Gras was intoxicating, urging us to shed our inhibitions along with the rest of the revelers.

Aubrey's eyes sparkled mischievously as she shook her head. "No way, Caleb. You can slow down if you want, but I’m just getting started." She took another long sip of her Hurricane.

Her words sent a shiver down my spine. There was an edge to her voice I'd never heard before - a hint of defiance, of untapped desire. I watched as she finished her Hurricane in one long gulp, her throat working as she swallowed. When she set the empty glass down, her eyes met mine with a smoldering intensity that made my pulse quicken.

"Let's go back out there," she said, nodding towards the crowded street.

I looked around, we’d been there for less than thirty-minutes.

“But we just got here,” I protested.

If she heard me, she did a good job of pretending not to. Her eyes remained fixed on the crowded street beyond.

"I want to do something wild," she whispered after a moment, her voice husky. I felt my grip tighten on the bar.

“What do you mean?” I asked quietly.

Without answering me, she leaned over the bar and quickly got the bartenders attention.

“Two tequila shots, please!” she called out.

The bartender made haste to fill her order and before we knew it, two tequila shots appeared on the beer-soaked wood before us, ready to be gulped down.

“Aubrey,” I whispered in protest.

She made a mock-pouty face at me.

“Come on, Caleb. Don’t be such a pussy,” she said a little too loudly.

As soon as the words came out of her mouth she clasped a hand over it in shock and tried to stifle a laugh.

While I was taken aback by Aubrey's uncharacteristic boldness, I wasn’t mad. She was very nearly drunk and I couldn’t exactly hold it against her. I was being a bit of a wet blanket. This was to be a trip for her after all and this is what she wanted to do. The full Mardi Gras experience. Maybe it was the alcohol, or the infectious energy of Mardi Gras, but I found myself swallowing my pride and very soon after, the tequila. I reached for the shot glass.

"Fuck it," I muttered, clinking my glass against hers. We threw back the shots in unison, the tequila burning a fiery trail down my throat.

We slammed the glasses down on the bar, paid our bill, and were darting back out toward Bourbon Street.

Aubrey grabbed my hand, pulling me back into the pulsing heart of Bourbon Street. The crowd engulfed us, a sea of bodies swaying to the beat of distant jazz. Beads flew through the air, glinting in the afternoon sun. The smell of spilled beer and fried food hung heavy in the humid air.

"I want those!" Aubrey shouted over the noise, pointing at a string of elaborate gold beads dangling from a balcony above.

Before I could react, she was already moving toward the group of raucous, frat bros perched atop the balcony commanding bare breasts in exchange for dollar-store bead necklaces. And they were cleaning up.

Aubrey stood below them on the street looking up.

"MILF!” one of them cried. “

“Show us what you got, pretty lady!" said another, dangling a string of beads that caught the light with a seductive glimmer.

I felt her tense beside me. The beads were an invitation, one drenched in the wanton spirit of Mardi Gras. I watched, heart hammering, as Aubrey's eyes shifted from the beads to my face, searching for…what? Permission? Disapproval?

There was a moment, a breath held between past restraint and present possibility, where the world seemed to pause on its axis. Then, with a flicker of mischief igniting in her gaze, she released my hand and stepped forward.

"Alright," she said, her voice threaded with a daring I hadn't heard in years.

In that instant, I saw her anew...my wife, the woman who'd shared my bed and secrets, standing before me cloaked in the vibrant chaos of New Orleans. And when she lifted her shirt, baring herself to the jubilant crowd, the sound of my own pulse drowned out the cheers around us.

Shock rippled through me, chased by a wave of raw arousal that crashed against every carefully constructed boundary. My Aubrey, so bold, so breathtakingly free...it ignited something within me that had smoldered dormant for far too long.

She laughed as what seemed like a torrent of beads were tossed down to her, laying at her feet like and offering in the filth-laden street. She bent down, picked a few up and draped them around her neck.

Then, without being prompted, Aubrey pulled her shirt back up and flashed them again, completely free of charge. In fact, it was a thank you, apparently.

“Thank you!” she cried as she shimmied her hips back and forth, waving her breasts at the appreciative frat bros as they hooted and hollered at the free show.

Aubrey turned back to me, her eyes dancing with mischief and her cheeks flushed. The beads glinted around her neck as she swayed toward me, riding the high of her daring act.

"Did you see that?" she giggled, pressing against me. Her body felt electric, charged with a wild energy I hadn't felt from her in years. "God, that was exhilarating!”

I swallowed hard, my throat suddenly dry. Part of me wanted to pull her away from the leering gazes, to shield her from view. But another part - a primal, more ancient part I barely recognized - thrilled at the sight of her uninhibited display.

"I saw," I managed, my voice hoarse. "That was…something else."

Aubrey pressed closer, her breath hot against my ear. "Did you like it?" she purred, her hand sliding down my chest. "Did it turn you on, watching me show off for all those guys?"

My pulse quickened.

The words caught in my throat as I struggled to process the storm of emotions her question had unleashed. Did it turn me on? The sight of my wife baring herself to strangers, reveling in their hungry gazes - it should have filled me with jealousy, with anger. But instead, I felt a dangerous thrill coursing through my veins, mingling with the alcohol and the intoxicating energy of Mardi Gras.

The seductive undertones of the night suddenly seemed to seep into every glance we shared, each brush of our bodies as we navigated the crowd. This city, cloaked in shadows and secrets, beckoned us to peel back our inhibitions and taste the freedom it offered.

We walked a while longer in silence. I ruminated on Aubrey’s words.

Had it turned me on?

Looking back, the answer is obvious. But in that moment I couldn’t quite bring myself to face the facts that stood bare before me. I suppose it was too uncomfortable. There was too much baggage in the way, things we had still yet to sort through.

But try as I may to push the uncomfortable question away, Aubrey seemed intent on getting to the bottom of it. With or without my permission.

We approached yet another nondescript Irish bar along the main drag. I couldn’t even tell you the name, the sight was so faded and worn I’m not entirely convinced the person who owned even remembered the name anymore.

It was so crowded with people that patrons had spilled out onto the street, pints in hand, as music and laughter spilled out in all directions.

Before I knew what was happening, a big, burly man with curly brown hair approached Aubrey and simply took her by the hand. He began twirling her around to the cheerful music and clapping coming from inside the bar.

Her face lit up as she realized what was happening.

The stranger spun her and pulled her close, his movements confident and playful. Aubrey laughed, throwing her head back as they danced...a carefree, reckless sound that sent an unexpected jolt through me.

She caught my eye over the man’s shoulder, a question in her gaze that mirrored the one she’d asked on the street. Was I okay with this? Could I see just how far she could push things?

When I didn’t stop her, Aubrey leaned into the burly man, their bodies moving together in a wild, unrestrained rhythm. He grinned down at her, his hands settling boldly on her hips as they swayed to the music. Her cheeks were flushed, eyes bright with excitement as she abandoned herself to the moment.

The crowd around them cheered, caught up in the spectacle of a beautiful woman letting loose with a stranger. I stood rooted to the spot, an outsider watching what should have been an intimate moment...but it wasn’t just them. It was me too, included in some strange way by Aubrey’s gaze and my own mounting desire.

The man pulled Aubrey even closer, whispering something in her ear that made her laugh again. She threw one arm around his neck and turned toward me...a deliberate move that felt like an invitation to join them or at least acknowledge what was happening.

I swallowed hard. This time was different than the flashing and the beads. I felt a potent mix of jealousy and undeniable arousal warring within me as I watched my wife press against another man without hesitation. It was raw and shocking. I could barely stand it. The emotion that was winning out changed by the nano-second as instinct and social custom battled for supremacy with something far deeper and darker than I was prepared to name.

Then she broke away from him with one last spin, breathless and radiant as she stumbled back to where I waited. Her smile was wide, her lips parted as if she couldn’t quite catch her breath.

“Did you see?” Aubrey panted, the thrill of her boldness lighting up her face. The beads around her neck clinked together as she threw herself into my arms.

I nodded, trying to find words but so tangled in conflicting emotions that I couldn’t speak. Instead, I pulled her close, kissing her hard...tasting the wildness and freedom on her lips that had driven me crazy watching from the sidelines.

Aubrey melted against me, a soft sound escaping her throat as she pressed eagerly into my embrace.

“God, Caleb,” she breathed when we finally broke apart. “This place…it’s like I’m waking up.”

I held her tight, my own need barely contained.

“I can see that,” I said, gritting my teeth and trying not to betray any hint of what was going on inside my head.

Her eyes locked onto mine, filled with determination and desire.

“Why don’t you wake up with me,” she whispered urgently. “Let’s go back to the hotel.”

The walk back was a blur of neon lights and pounding music, every step charged with anticipation so electric it almost hurt to touch each other. We stumbled through the hotel lobby, barely making it to our room before Aubrey was on me again...her mouth desperate on mine, hands fumbling at my shirt.

When we crashed through the door, she was already stripping out of her clothes with frantic urgency. The beads clattered to the floor as she pulled off her shirt and jeans in quick succession, leaving a trail of discarded fabric behind her.

End of free preview (read now)
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1 - Country Club Dreams

In the final, trembling blue of late May, Daniel and I arrived at the Oakwood Country Club’s front drive. It was a shallow curve of packed gravel, edged by the kind of oversized lanterns that promised whispered confidences and not-so-innocent rendezvous. Every boxwood shrub was clipped into submission; the grass, a uniform bruise of green; the poppies and tulips along the walkway, sequined with dew and perfectly alert.

The club’s main building rose above us in a drama of marble and polished brass, its portico supported by columns too wide for any normal person’s arms to encircle. There was something Roman about it: a quiet, looming sense of the powerful watching the powerless. The valets—three young men with matching navy jackets—looked up at us with studied indifference as we approached. Daniel’s Lexus got a double-take; I got an almost imperceptible nod.

I slipped my arm through Daniel’s, letting my heels settle into the dust of the walk. My silk dress clung in ways I regretted the instant we stepped into the glow of the entrance. It was a black number that maybe tried too hard, with thin straps that pinched at the edge of my collarbone. I felt every inch the impostor, despite Daniel’s repeated assurances that I looked “devastating.” I tried to believe him, but his confidence was a borrowed thing. I caught my reflection in the glass panel of the door as we entered: narrow face, lips painted a little too dark, hair—my one pride—smoothed into something sleek and severe.

Inside, the air snapped from the cool of evening to the false chill of overpowered central air. A chandelier the size of a small planet hovered overhead, trembling with a thousand pinpricks of LED. The front hall pulsed with a low hum of voices, laughter, the brittle splash of a shaken martini. I tasted nerves on the back of my tongue and tried to swallow it down.

“This is just the welcome,” Daniel murmured, pressing a hand to my lower back. “It’ll loosen up once we get out onto the terrace.”

He was already scanning the crowd, that gleam in his eye that came out in the presence of “opportunity.” The world of Oakwood was a new one for us. Daniel had only recently gotten the kind of promotion that allowed entry—VP of client services, with the kind of discretionary budget that made these annual fees seem a necessary cost of doing business. Every other week for the last month, the Oakwood orientation packet sat in the center of our kitchen island, and every morning, I set it aside to wipe down the granite before Daniel replaced it exactly where it had been.

I tried to match his easy smile as he nodded to the man behind the welcome podium—an older gentleman with the half-moon eyebrows and jowls of an ex-jock. “Mr. Hensley!” he said, voice booming with the fake warmth of a cruise director. “We’re so glad to have you both. Cocktail hour is in the garden, dinner is under the tent. If you need anything, just ask any of our staff. I’ll be around all evening.”

Daniel gave his hand a hearty shake and murmured the kind of pleasantries that lived in the gap between real affection and professional obligation. I hovered half a step behind, clutching my purse like a flotation device.

The path to the garden snaked past the main ballroom, where I caught glimpses of rose-tinted glass, a raised dais for toasts, and the omnipresent string quartet. Every sense was assaulted by the quiet, relentless pressure to perform. Out on the terrace, the light slid along the flagstones in a wide, golden fan. People stood in tight clusters, glasses gleaming, every gesture precise and rehearsed. I saw no one spill a drop, no one tip their head in uncontrolled laughter.

It should have been beautiful. Maybe it was, but the beauty was weaponized, calibrated to test the boundaries of those who didn’t belong.

Daniel leaned in. “I’m going to say hello to Mark and the Polinskis. Want me to stay with you?”

I shook my head, careful to keep the smile. “Go. I’ll be fine.”

He gave my hand a squeeze, the briefest flash of genuine concern, before vanishing into the nearest constellation of navy suits and red-faced men.

I was left in the wide, uncertain space of the terrace, suddenly aware of the way my hair prickled at the nape of my neck and how my dress bunched oddly at the small of my back. I stepped to the edge, feigning interest in the view. The garden sprawled below, all tame wildness: sculpted yews, trellised roses, a small pond with ornamental carp that glimmered like gold doubloons.

It took all of thirty seconds to realize I was being watched. The wives—there was no other way to say it—clustered like a species unto themselves. They wore tailored pastels, perfectly bleached smiles, and the kind of jewelry that needed its own insurance policy. I tried to decode their shorthand: was the floral wrap more expensive than the powder-blue suit? Was the hair that shade by design or by chemical? Did their husbands like them better when they stayed thin or when they had a touch of “character”?

I hovered near a table set with sweating bottles of Sancerre and trays of hors d’oeuvres that looked like edible origami. I was on my second pass of the caprese skewers when a woman in a blood-orange sheath drifted up beside me, her mouth poised in a perpetual almost-smile.

“First time?” she asked, her voice honeyed but edged.

I nodded, resisting the urge to smooth my hair. “Is it that obvious?”

She laughed, not unkindly. “You’re not wearing club colors. Plus, you’re holding your purse like you’re about to make a run for it.” She held out a manicured hand. “Jillian McCrae. My husband’s somewhere in there, cornering the market on bad bourbon and worse jokes.”

I shook her hand, careful to keep my grip as light as possible. “Beth Hensley. My husband’s Daniel.”

“I think I met him at the new member brunch,” Jillian said, rolling her eyes. “The one where they serve eggs so fancy you can’t tell if you’re supposed to eat them or frame them.” She sized me up in a single, practiced sweep. “You’re braver than I was.”

I didn’t know what to say to that, so I smiled. “You get used to it?”

Jillian’s almost-smile deepened. “You learn the ropes fast enough. Secret is, nobody’s having as good a time as they pretend.” She leaned in conspiratorially. “Just wait for the second hour, once the real liquor comes out and everyone’s kids are tucked away with their nannies. That’s when it gets interesting.”

I nodded as if I understood, but the words slid off me. My eyes kept darting to the clusters of women, the way they pivoted inwards, their laughter always pitched just low enough to be exclusive.

A staffer in a black dress set a flute of prosecco in front of me. “From your husband,” she said, with a nod toward the far end of the terrace. Daniel lifted his glass in my direction, then ducked his head back into conversation.

I took a sip, letting the bubbles crackle against my teeth. The wine was sharp and cold, but not enough to dull the faint tremor in my hand.

Jillian faded into her own social orbit, and I found myself inching toward a group of three women, all arranged in a triangle of mutual admiration. The tallest had hair the color of new pennies, twisted into a chignon so severe it seemed like a rebuke. The others flanked her, both in pale blue, both with the same faint trace of spray tan, as though they’d been manufactured on adjacent assembly lines.

They eyed me as I approached, their smiles stretching to accommodate my presence. “Hi,” I offered, unsure if I was intruding or expected.

“Hi!” chirped the one on the left. “I’m Carly, this is Liz, and that’s Emily. Your dress is gorgeous, by the way.”

“Thank you,” I said. I wanted to deflect, but their attention was unmoving, a soft heat pressing into my skin.

“Is this your first event?” asked Liz, her teeth small and alarmingly white.

I nodded, careful not to slosh my wine. “It’s beautiful here. I keep expecting someone to hand me a script.”

They laughed, but the sound was rehearsed, almost like they were checking a box. “You’re funny,” said Emily. “So, what do you do?”

There it was—the first real question, the one that would decide if I merited further investment. I hesitated, not wanting to admit that my freelance copywriting barely qualified as a hobby, let alone a career. “I work from home,” I said. “Mostly writing.”

“Oh, wow!” said Carly, clapping her hands together. “I could never do that, I’d go crazy. I need people around me all the time.”

“It’s… quiet,” I said, and that was true enough.

Liz sipped her rosé. “So, do you play?”

I blinked, confused. “Play?”

“Golf,” she clarified, with a hint of pity. “Most of the wives play, at least for the social leagues. You know, nine holes, a little gossip, a lot of chardonnay.”

I shook my head. “I’ve never even tried.”

Emily grinned, a touch predatory. “That’ll change. The new pro is… impressive. I think half the ladies are signed up for private lessons next week. You should come. It’s practically mandatory.”

I laughed, but my body betrayed me with a stiffening of my shoulders. “I’m not really the sporty type.”

Carly leaned in, eyes bright. “That’s the best part. You don’t have to be. He does all the work.”

They all giggled at that, and I flushed, unsure what joke I was missing.

Before I could muster a response, a loud voice cut through the murmur: “Welcome, welcome! If everyone would take their seats, we’re about to begin the new member presentation.”

The wives drifted off in a tide of perfume and pastel, leaving me alone at the edge of the terrace. I could see Daniel in the distance, already deep in conversation with a tight circle of men, his gestures broad and assured. The women reassembled with ease, falling into formation around their tables, every movement choreographed and unhurried.

I perched at the corner of a stone bench, letting the hard chill of it anchor me. My wine glass rattled slightly as I set it down, and I pressed my hands into my lap to stop the shaking.

Through the open doors, the ballroom was filling with voices, a low pulse of expectation and familiarity. I watched as the staff swept through, collecting empties, refilling decanters, smoothing over the evidence of discomfort.

I pulled at the strap of my clutch, then at the hem of my dress, then back to the clutch. My eyes flitted to the nearest exit, then to Daniel, who was still too far away to signal for rescue. I watched the other wives, the way they floated between obligations, always knowing the next step, the right joke, the perfect posture. I envied it, resented it, even as I desperately wanted to unlock the secret for myself.

A sudden wind off the pond sent a shiver up my spine, and I wrapped my arms around myself, fighting the urge to run. I scanned the length of the terrace for a sign, any sign, that this night would turn from theater into something real. All I could see were closed circles and the faint, persistent glint of glass.

Daniel would be back soon, I told myself, and maybe then I could breathe.

But for now, I sat on the cold stone, wine glass trembling, perfect smile glued to my face, and watched the pageant unfold, rehearsing my lines for the next act.

…

The sun was collapsing, slow and syrupy, behind the glassy pond at the base of the garden. Inside the ballroom, voices had shifted from bright, performative cheer to the low and possessive thrum of established power. No one would notice if I vanished for a few minutes, or hours, or…forever, I thought, with a quick, small, bitter laugh.

I wandered the flagstone perimeter, seeking some edge or crevice to hide in. At the far side of the terrace, behind a screen of potted hydrangeas, a cluster of women had self-exiled from the main event. It was the kind of gathering that had an unmistakable gravitational pull, and despite every social instinct screaming at me to keep walking, I drifted closer, drawn by the promise of overheard secrets.

There were five of them, forming a crescent around a glass-topped bistro table. Each one had a drink in hand—no spritzers or watered-down cocktails here, but heavy pours of red, two gin and tonics, and something coppery in a short glass. The laughter that cracked from their group was different than inside: looser, with the practiced vulgarity of people who’d known each other since they were twenty-two and had seen every permutation of one another’s triumphs and humiliations.

They didn’t notice me at first. Their focus was on a woman in pink linen, who was halfway through an animated story involving a golf cart, two broken umbrellas, and “the legendary hips of Calvin Rhodes.”

“Oh my god, seriously?” This from a woman with razor-straight platinum hair and an orange tan that glowed like a warning.

“I’m telling you, it’s like he sees through fabric,” said Pink Linen, cheeks flushed and eyes alight. “I was barely even lined up and he’s all, like, ‘You need more hinge in your wrists, here let me show you,’ and then suddenly he’s got both hands on my waist and I swear to god—” She held out her arms in a theatrical demonstration, hips swaying, voice pitched for comic effect.

“I’ve heard he’s basically a golf therapist,” chimed in the redhead, who wore a tennis bracelet on each wrist and somehow made it seem normal. “Mel said he fixed her slice in ten minutes. She didn’t sit right for the rest of the day.”

“Is he the one who came from Blackwater?” asked Platinum, swirling her gin.

“Yeah, that’s him,” said the fourth, a freckled woman with the sharp, birdlike focus of someone who’d never lost an argument. “I heard the club poached him with a six-figure signing bonus.”

Pink Linen snorted. “Worth every penny. He’s got the most uncanny eye. And not just for golf swings, if you know what I mean.”

There was a burst of laughter, unfiltered and rowdy. I felt the heat rise in my face, unsure if I should retreat before I was noticed. Instead, I made the mistake of glancing directly at them, and in an instant all five heads turned.

“Hey there,” said Birdlike, gesturing to the vacant seat with a tip of her glass. “You’re Beth, right?”

I hesitated, then nodded. “Guilty.”

“We’re talking about the new golf pro,” said Pink Linen, her smile more inviting than mocking. “Have you met Calvin yet?”

“Not yet,” I said. “I don’t actually—”

“She doesn’t play,” said Platinum, finishing my sentence with a theatrical gasp. “Oh, honey, you must.”

Freckled chimed in: “You don’t need to play. He’ll teach you. The lessons are…” she paused, eyes flickering with mischief, “memorable.”

There was a current in the air, a tone not quite innocent. I wondered how much was exaggeration, how much was just the way these women survived the monotony of club life.

Redhead leaned over the table, voice lowered like she was about to reveal state secrets. “You’re not from around here, are you?”

“Not exactly,” I said, smiling self-effacingly. “We just moved here this spring.”

“Well, if you’re looking for a shortcut to fitting in, lessons with Calvin are it,” said Pink Linen. “He’s like the welcome committee, the orientation packet, and happy hour all rolled into one.”

Platinum cackled. “He’s also a walking HR violation, but you didn’t hear that from me.”

I laughed, but the flush in my cheeks grew more pronounced. “I’ve never even held a club.”

“That’s perfect,” said Freckled. “He loves a blank slate.”

“I don’t want to embarrass myself,” I admitted, which only made them smile wider.

“That’s the best part,” said Redhead. “You can’t. He’s a genius at making you look good. My first lesson, I nearly toppled off the tee box and he just caught me, like, one-handed. Told me I had ‘excellent balance for a beginner.’” She shook her head, grinning. “I don’t even think he knows what condescension is.”

Birdlike topped off her own drink. “You should do the couples lesson. Bring Daniel. That way you both get the lay of the land.” There was a slyness in the way she said it, a coded message I hadn’t been taught to decipher.

“I’ll think about it,” I said, meaning not a word.

“Just sign up. Trust us,” said Pink Linen. “Half of Oakwood’s marriage counseling happens on the back nine.”

That sent the whole table into another fit, and I let the laughter wash over me. There was something addictive in the freedom of their talk—the way they owned their stories, even the embarrassing ones. It made my earlier encounter with the pastel wives feel like a trip through customs: everything inspected, nothing permitted through.

As the conversation turned to summer swim schedules and the merits of Pilates versus barre, I slipped away, my mind still circling the image of Calvin Rhodes—faceless but oddly present, as if conjured by rumor alone.

Maybe it was the prosecco, maybe it was the way the air had gone honey-thick with the last light, but I found myself considering it. Maybe a lesson or two would make all this easier. Maybe if I could just talk about Calvin’s hips or his “uncanny eye,” I’d find my own way into these closed, perfect circles.

I was halfway back to the ballroom when I realized I’d never once stopped scanning for Daniel, as if his approval was the only thing that counted.

But what if, for a few hours, it didn’t?

End of preview chapter (read now)
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Coming Clean: An Interracial Hotwife Novella: We need to talk. Those four words bring Mark's world crashing down around him when his wife Blair finally comes clean to him about a massive indiscretion on a recent business trip.

Mark finds himself even more confused and upset when Blair shows no signs of remorse, only pity for him. And what she proposes they do next to fix things between is wilder than anything Mark could have ever imagined.

But despite his intellectual reservations, Mark finds himself curious and intrigued as his baser instincts take over and call the shots.

Will Mark be able to handle watching Blair fulfill her deep, dark desires right in front of him? Or will reality be too much for him to handle?

Hidden Desire - Hannah’s Hotwife Awakening (2-Book Series): Something is off. Oscar can feel it. His wife, Hannah isn't the same and neither is their marriage. She's hiding something, but he can't quite figure out what it is.

When Hannah finally comes clean, will Oscar be able to hand the truth? Is he willing to go along for the ride to save his marriage and keep his wife satisfied?

One Sweet Summer Night: A Hotwife Romance: A shy, conservative couple tries to shake their religious upbringing and the sexual hangups that go along with it.

Joey and Alice have been married three years and have a great marriage. The only thing missing? Passion in the bedroom.

Luckily, one night at a friend's pool party, a tall, dark, and handsome stud gets Alice riled up enough to push the boundaries and explore her wild side. It's everything Joey dreamed it could be and more...but can he handle the heat?

She Wants It Darker: A Hotwife Fantasy Romance: Will a snooping wife's dark discovery about her husband's internet habits be the nail in the coffin for their faltering marriage...or will it be just the kind of spark it needs to reignite their flame? Kendra is fed up with her husband's apathy and evasiveness as their marriage falls apart. As her fears mount, she begins to suspect he's having an affair.

But when she goes looking for evidence of it and finally manages to break into his computer, she's shocked by what she finds. She's even more shocked at how much she likes it.

Will Kendra keep this dirty little secret to herself, or will she tell her husband she's more than willing to give it a try?

Heartbreak Cove: A Hotwife Vacation Romance: Amy and Noah Harrington are all set to take the trip of a lifetime to a super exclusive lifestyle resort on a private island in the middle of the Caribbean with their friends, Claire and Liam. When Noah finds out that their friends have to cancel last minute due to a family emergency, he worries that Amy will get cold feet and back out.

After all the work Noah put into convincing his wife to give this trip a try, he doesn't want to give up his dream now. So, he decides to lie - or rather, not fill her in on the new development. When Amy finds out about his deception, it's too late and they're already en route but she's livid and dying to settle the score once they arrive.

Does Noah's lie of omission come back to haunt him?

Sometimes fantasies should just stay fantasies and the saying, be careful what you wish for is wise advice.

Sharing Annabelle: A Hotwife Vacation Romance: William and Annabelle have escaped the dreadful New England winter (and their annoying families) to spend the holiday season in Playa Del Carmen at a posh, luxury resort on the Caribbean. Their Christmas getaway proves to be just what their marriage needed as they reconnect and rekindle their love in paradise.

But Annabelle has discovered a secret about Will that she's just dying to tell him about. She knows about Will's deepest, darkest fantasies and is surprised to find herself totally game to try them out.

When a tall, dark, and handsome man makes an impression on them at dinner one night and then the following day on the beach, Will and Annabelle find themselves faced with a tough choice. Do they answer the call and put their relationship to the test or do they play it safe and risk regretting it for the rest of their lives?

The SHARED on Vacation Series (10 Books):

These wives only travel for pleasure and their husbands love to watch them play. The SHARED On Vacation series, by F. Rey Noel features the steamiest Hotwife fantasy romance tales set in tropical and exotic locations all over the world.
 

Lana’s List - The Making of a Hotwife Series (Books 1-3):

Can a marriage survive an unsuspecting husband finding a list of his wife's deepest, darkest fantasies and realizing they don't involve him? Can it somehow not only survive but...thrive? 

David and Lana will have to answer this very question after David finds a specific and emphatic list while cleaning the house one morning after his wife's book club that states, in no uncertain terms, one BIG fantasy that Lana can't seem to get out of her head.

And what makes David sick to his stomach is that he knows for sure he can't be the one to fulfill it. But when he confronts her about it, he's surprised at just how much this fantasy of her's turns both of them on as he finds himself inexplicably willing to entertain the idea of actually making it happen for her.

Just how far are they willing to take things and will they get burnt by this scorching, debaucherous fantasy of Lana's? Sometimes fantasies should stay just that and other times they need to be allowed to come to fruition. David and Lana are walking a fine line. Will it make their marriage stronger or end it in one fell swoop?
 

Demi’s Dark Thoughts: An Interracial, Cheating Wife Story:

Demi has had it with her husband. He's never home and hardly notices her. She has unmet needs and a score to settle.

She wants to teach him a lesson and the hot, single guy next door has just the kind of package she's looking for. Her dark desires have been fantasies for far too long. It's time to make them a reality and show her loser husband how a real man takes care of a woman like her.

Told from the wife’s POV.

A Curious Little Hotwife: A Short, Wife-Sharing Story:

Brett and Leah are a curious couple that enjoys the hotwifing lifestyle. When Brett's old college roommate, Jax, informs him he'll be in town, Brett insists he come stay at their place.

Leah has never met Jax before, but she's heard so much about his conquests back in college and his prowess in the bedroom that she can't help but be curious.

She's eager to find out if the stories are true and Brett is more than willing to watch her find out for herself. So, they hatch a little plan and embark on a devious weekend adventure together.

Last Day Blues: A Wife Sharing Romance:

It's the last day of vacation and Jeff and his wife, Reya, have a bad case of the last day blues. They finally got an entire week away from their kids and responsibilities and while they had a good time, they didn't quite get around to exploring each other - physically - as much as they'd hoped.

When they go for one final, sunset walk on the beach, a dark and mysterious stranger named Joss wanders into their lives and just so happens to be staying at the same resort as them. He also just so happens to provide them with the perfect opportunity to get over their case of the last day blues by exploring one of their biggest fantasies.

Will Jeff and Reya take a leap of faith and make up for all the lost time? Or will they keep making the same mistake they've been making all week?

[image: ]

OEBPS/image_rsrc1CE.jpg
F. REY NOEL





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CF.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Chapter 1

		Chapter 2

		Chapter 3

		Chapter 4

		Chapter 5

		Chapter 6

		Chapter 7

		Chapter 8

		Chapter 9

		Chapter 10

		Chapter 11

		Chapter 12

		Chapter 1: Bourbon Street Beginnings

		Chapter 2: Flash Point

		Other Works by F. Rey Noel




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83

		84

		85

		86

		87

		88

		89

		90

		91

		92

		93

		94

		95

		96

		97

		98

		99

		100

		101

		102

		103

		104

		105

		106

		107

		108

		109

		110

		111

		112

		113

		114

		115

		116

		117

		118

		119

		120

		121

		122

		123

		124

		125

		126

		127

		128

		129

		130

		131

		132






