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Introduction

My name is Sienna Cross. I’m twenty-nine years old, happily married, and—like most people—you’ll never know where my truth ends and my imagination begins.





Over the years, I’ve learned that the most captivating stories aren’t born entirely from fantasy. They’re inspired by fleeting moments, whispered conversations, lingering glances, impossible “what ifs,” and the experiences that stay with us long after they’ve passed. Some pages in this collection grew from memories. Others came from dreams that refused to stay dreams. The rest exist somewhere in between.


Every story in this book blends imagination with pieces of real life, woven together so closely that even I sometimes forget which parts truly happened and which ones only played out in my mind.





These are stories about temptation, trust, vulnerability, and the choices that can change everything. They’re not meant to tell you what to believe or where the truth lies. That’s for you to decide.





So settle in, keep an open mind, and let yourself wonder.
After all, the most unforgettable stories are the ones that feel as though they could have happened to someone… perhaps even someone you know.





— Sienna Cross



Time For A Change

Jess had been thinking about it for months. Their marriage was good—stable, loving, even passionate in its own way—but something was missing. Dillon worked long hours, always the provider, always in control at his job, but at home, he deferred to her more and more. She noticed how he melted when she took charge in small ways: choosing their plans, directing their intimacy, even picking his clothes some mornings. She craved more. She wanted to lead completely, especially in the bedroom. She wanted to own his pleasure, to reshape their dynamic so that her desires came first, always. A female-led marriage felt right—empowering, intimate, and deeply arousing. She would decide everything sexual now. He needed it, even if he didn’t fully realize it yet.




She waited for the perfect night. Dillon came home tired but affectionate, and after a glass of wine, she led him to their bedroom. She wore nothing but a silky black robe that clung to her curves, her nipples already hard against the fabric. She pushed him gently onto the bed, straddling his thighs as she freed his cock from his boxers. It was already half-hard, twitching in anticipation.




“Shhh, baby,” she whispered, wrapping her soft hand around his shaft. “Just relax and let me take care of you tonight.”




Her strokes were slow, deliberate, gliding up and down his length with just enough pressure to make him groan. She used her thumb to circle the sensitive head on every upstroke, spreading the bead of precum that leaked from him. Dillon’s hips bucked slightly, but she pinned him with her weight, controlling the pace. Minutes stretched into what felt like hours. She edged him beautifully—building him up until his breathing grew ragged and his cock throbbed in her grip, then slowing to feather-light touches that left him whimpering.




“Jess… please…” he begged, eyes glassy with need.




She smiled down at him, her voice low and sultry. “I’ve been thinking, Dillon. Our marriage needs to change. I’m taking the lead from now on. Full female-led. I make the decisions—especially about sex. You’ve been giving me hints that you need this. You get so hard when I tell you what to do. Doesn’t that feel better? Letting me be in control?”




His cock jumped in her hand at her words. She stroked him faster now, twisting her wrist just the way he loved, bringing him right to the edge again. His balls tightened, his thighs trembling.




“Say yes, baby. Agree to it. Tell me you want me to lead.”

“I… fuck, Jess, yes,” he gasped, right on the brink. “Yes, I agree. Please let me cum—”




The moment the words left his mouth, she stopped. Her hand lifted away completely, leaving his aching cock bobbing in the cool air, denied. He let out a desperate whine, hips chasing her touch.




“Good boy,” she purred, leaning down to kiss his forehead. “But not tonight. You don’t get to cum until I say so.”




She reached into the nightstand and pulled out a small, flat steel chastity cage. It gleamed under the low lamp light—compact, inescapable, with a tiny lock. Dillon’s eyes widened.




“This is what you need,” she said firmly, holding it up so he could see. “I decide when you get edged. When you cum. When you even get hard. Everything. I understand what your body craves better than you do right now. You’re going to be locked for me, and you’re going to love it.”




She worked quickly but teasingly, sliding the cold steel ring behind his balls, then guiding his still-throbbing erection into the tight tube. It was a snug fit, especially with how aroused he was. She clicked the lock shut with a soft, final sound that made him shudder.




“Look at that,” she mocked gently, running a fingertip over the smooth steel now encasing him. “All locked up for your wife. No more sneaky hard-ons or jerking off when I’m not around. Your cock belongs to me now. How does it feel, baby? So small and helpless in there already.”

Dillon’s face flushed, but his breathing stayed heavy. The cage kept him from getting fully hard, creating a delicious ache.




Jess stood up, letting her robe fall open to reveal her body—full breasts, soft curves, and the smooth, glistening folds between her thighs. She was already wet from the power she held.




“Your only focus from now on is my pleasure,” she told him, climbing onto the bed and positioning herself above his face. She lowered slowly, hovering just out of reach. “You’re going to worship me with that talented mouth until I tell you to stop. Understand?”




“Yes, Jess,” he breathed, eyes locked on her pussy.




Then she shifted.




Jess lay back on the bed, stretching out luxuriously against the soft pillows. She propped herself up just enough to watch him, her silky robe discarded completely now, her naked body glowing in the warm lamplight. Her full breasts rose and fell with relaxed breaths, nipples still tight from arousal. She parted her thighs slowly, inviting him in, her smooth, glistening pussy already wet from the earlier teasing.




“Come here, baby,” she said softly, her voice calm and commanding. “Between my legs. On your stomach or knees—whatever lets you stay there for a long time. I’m going to relax and enjoy this. Your only job is to listen and obey every word I say.”




Dillon crawled between her spread thighs, his caged cock pressing uncomfortably against the mattress, a constant reminder of his denial. The flat steel tube kept him trapped, aching, while he focused entirely on her. Jess smiled down at him, one hand lazily stroking his hair.




“Start gentle,” she instructed, settling deeper into the pillows. “Just breathe warm air over my pussy first. Let me feel how much you want this.”




He obeyed, exhaling slow, heated breaths across her slick folds. Jess sighed contentedly, her body relaxing as the anticipation built. “Good. Now use your tongue—long, slow, flat licks from the bottom of my entrance all the way up to my clit. Nice and wet. Cover every inch.”




Dillon’s warm tongue dragged slowly upward through her folds, savoring her taste. Jess moaned softly, her hips giving a tiny, lazy roll. “Mmm… again. Slower this time. Really taste me.”




He repeated the motion, pressing the broad flat of his tongue firmly against her, lapping from her dripping entrance up over her swollen clit. Jess’s fingers tightened slightly in his hair, guiding the rhythm. “That’s it. Keep that pace. Explore my lips… trace around them… dip just inside my entrance on the way up.”




For long minutes, he worshipped her with those deliberate, unhurried strokes. Jess lay back fully, eyes half-closed, breathing deeply as pleasure radiated through her core. She could feel every textured pass of his tongue, the way it curled slightly at her clit before sliding back down. Her juices coated his chin, and she loved the wet, obscene sounds filling the room.




“Slide two fingers inside me now,” she murmured, voice husky but relaxed. “Slowly. Curve them upward and stroke my front wall… yes, right there. Gentle circles while your tongue keeps licking my clit.”




Dillon pushed two thick fingers into her slick heat, curling them exactly as told. The dual sensation made Jess’s toes curl. She let out a long, satisfied moan, her free hand drifting up to lazily play with one of her nipples. “Perfect. Keep your tongue soft and broad on my clit. No rushing. Just steady pressure… circle it slowly… match the rhythm of your fingers.”




She relaxed completely into the bed, surrendering to the building sensations. Time stretched as he worked her with patient devotion—fingers stroking deep inside her while his tongue swirled and lapped at her sensitive bundle of nerves. Jess’s breathing grew heavier, her thighs occasionally tensing around his head before relaxing again.

“Add a third finger,” she instructed after a while, her voice breathier. “Stretch me. Fuck me slowly with them while you suck my clit gently between your lips.”




He did, filling her more completely. The wet squelching sounds intensified as he pumped his fingers in and out in long, deliberate strokes. Jess arched slightly, but stayed mostly relaxed, letting the pleasure wash over her. “Suck a little harder now… use the tip of your tongue to flick right on the underside of my clit. Yes… oh fuck, just like that.”




Her first orgasm built gradually under his attentive care. Jess’s instructions became a little more urgent but still controlled: “Don’t stop… keep sucking… faster with your tongue… curl your fingers harder.” She came with a deep, rolling moan, her pussy clenching rhythmically around his fingers, fresh wetness flooding his mouth. Her body trembled, but she didn’t pull away. “Good boy… keep going. Lighter now, lick me through it… soothe my clit with soft, slow strokes.”




She rode the aftershocks lazily, guiding him to ease her down before building her up again. “Use your tongue to fuck me for a bit. Push it inside as deep as you can while your thumb circles my clit.”




Dillon obeyed instantly, spearing his tongue into her heat, tasting her deeply. Jess sighed in pleasure, one hand resting possessively on the back of his head. “You’re doing so well for me. This is exactly what I need.”




They continued like this for what felt like an eternity of bliss. She directed every variation: long lapping strokes when she wanted to relax and savor, focused sucking and flicking when she chased another peak, combinations of fingers stretching and curling while his mouth worshipped her clit. Her second orgasm hit harder—she gripped his hair tighter, thighs squeezing his ears as she cried out, hips grinding against his face in slow, deliberate circles.




“Again,” she demanded softly after catching her breath, still relaxed against the pillows. “Three fingers again… suck my clit steadily… don’t you dare slow down until I say.”




Dillon’s jaw and tongue worked tirelessly, driven by her commands and the sight of her pleasure. Jess came a third time, then a fourth—each one drawn out beautifully under her precise guidance. Her body glistened with sweat, her voice growing hoarse and satisfied as she instructed him through every wave: when to speed up, when to soften, exactly how to angle his fingers to hit that perfect spot inside her.




By the fifth intense orgasm, her legs were shaking, her breaths coming in exhausted gasps. She finally tugged his hair gently, pulling him up just enough to see his glistening, devoted face.




“Enough for now, baby,” she whispered, voice thick with satisfaction. “You made me feel incredible. Come up here and hold me while I recover.”

Dillon’s caged cock throbbed painfully between them as he moved up the bed, but Jess simply smiled, pulling him close. Her pleasure had been absolute—and she was only getting started with their new dynamic.




Jess pulled Dillon up the bed and into her arms, their bodies fitting together perfectly. She wrapped herself around him, one leg draped over his hip, her soft breasts pressing warmly against his chest. His skin was hot, his breathing still ragged from the long, devoted session between her thighs. The flat steel chastity cage pressed cool and unyielding against her thigh—a constant, intimate reminder of her new control.




She stroked his hair tenderly, her fingers trailing down his back in slow, soothing patterns. “Come here, my good boy,” she murmured, kissing his forehead, then his lips, tasting herself on him. “Just cuddle with me now. Let me hold you while we talk.”




Dillon nestled closer, his face buried in the curve of her neck, inhaling her scent. His caged cock remained trapped and aching between them, but he held her tightly, content in her embrace.




Jess spoke softly, her voice relaxed and intimate as they lay tangled in the sheets. “We need this change, Dillon. I’ve felt it for so long. Our marriage is wonderful, but I’ve been holding back parts of myself. I need to lead—especially here, in our bed. Taking full control of your pleasure makes me feel so alive, so powerful and desired. When I edge you, when I lock you up, when I guide your mouth for hours like I just did… it’s intoxicating. I get to decide everything, and that turns me on more than anything else.”




She traced a fingertip along the edge of the steel cage, feeling him twitch helplessly inside it. “You need it too, baby. I see how you melt when I take charge. How hard you get when I tell you exactly what to do. This female-led dynamic will bring us closer. No more guessing what I want. No more you trying to perform or worry about lasting long enough. Your orgasms are mine to give—or deny. That denial is going to make you so attentive, so eager to please me every single day.”




Jess shifted slightly, pulling him even tighter against her warm body. Her voice dropped lower, sleepy and seductive as she continued. “I’ll decide when you edge, when you finally get to cum, and how. Maybe weeks from now, after you’ve earned it with your tongue and your obedience. Think about how intense it will be when I finally unlock you and let you release… only after I’ve cum multiple times first.”




She kissed his temple again. “Outside the bedroom, I’ll make more decisions too—our plans, our finances, how we spend our time. You work so hard providing for us. Let me carry the mental load. Let me lead us. You’ll feel so much lighter, so much more at peace surrendering to me. I understand your needs better than you realize. This is what our marriage has been missing: me fully in control, you fully devoted. It’s going to make our love deeper, our sex life incredible, and our bond unbreakable.”




Dillon murmured agreement against her skin, his body relaxing fully into hers as exhaustion and submission washed over him. Jess smiled, her hand still gently petting his hair.




“Tomorrow morning, you’ll wake up locked and ready to serve me again,” she whispered. “Maybe I’ll ride your face for breakfast. Or edge you slowly while I tell you the new rules. But right now… just hold me. Let’s fall asleep like this—me satisfied, you denied and perfect.”




Her breathing slowed, growing deep and even. Dillon stayed wrapped around her, the weight of the cage and her words lulling him into a peaceful, submissive sleep. Jess drifted off last, a contented smile on her lips, already dreaming of all the ways she would deepen her control in the days to come.


The Lake House - Secret Contract

The corner office on the 42nd floor smelled of leather, expensive perfume, and power. Elena Voss, CEO of Voss Dynamics, stood at the floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the glittering city skyline, her tailored black pencil skirt hugging her hips and her silk blouse unbuttoned just enough to reveal the lace edge of her bra. At 38, she was in her prime—confident, curvaceous, and unapologetically in control of both her company and her desires.

Her marriage to Marcus was strong, loving, and deliciously unconventional. They had embraced a hotwife lifestyle three years ago after honest, late-night conversations about her growing need for dominance and variety. Marcus adored watching her take what she wanted, hearing every filthy detail afterward, and knowing she always came home to him—his cock locked or denied while she glowed from another man’s devoted service. It deepened their bond in ways neither had expected.




Tonight, her target was Ryan, her 29-year-old executive assistant. Ambitious, brilliant, and quietly submissive, he had been catching her eye for months—the way he lingered when she gave orders, the flush on his neck when she praised him, the subtle way he obeyed her every command without hesitation.




“Ryan,” she said, her voice low and smooth as she turned from the window. “Lock the door. We’re working late.”

He did as told, his pulse visibly jumping in his throat. Elena walked over to the wide leather couch in the seating area and sat down, crossing her legs. “Come here. Sit beside me.”




When he obeyed, she reached out and slowly traced a manicured nail down his tie. “You’ve been such a good assistant. Working so hard for me. But I see how stressed you are. How much you need someone to take the weight off your shoulders.” Her hand drifted lower, palming the growing bulge in his slacks. “And I think you need me to take control of this, too.”




Ryan’s breath hitched as she unzipped him with deliberate slowness, freeing his thick, already leaking cock. Elena wrapped her warm, soft hand around him and began a long, torturously slow handjob—long gliding strokes, twisting gently at the head, her thumb spreading his precum in lazy circles.




“Look at me,” she commanded softly. “This is going to be our secret contract. I’m married, Ryan. My husband knows exactly what I do… and he loves it. He gets off on me claiming what I want. But you? You’ll belong to me in the office and on weekends. I decide when you work, when you rest, when you cum—if you cum. You’ll wear a chastity cage for me. You’ll serve my pleasure first, always. Oral, massage, anything I desire. In return, I’ll guide your career, relieve your stress, and give you the structure you crave.”




She stroked him faster now, edging him expertly, bringing him right to the brink with expert twists and squeezes, then slowing to feather-light touches. Ryan groaned, hips twitching. “Mrs. Voss… Elena… fuck, yes. I want it. I need it.”




The moment he agreed, she stopped completely, leaving his cock throbbing desperately in the air. “Good boy.” She pulled a sleek, rose-gold chastity cage from her desk drawer—discreet, custom-fitted, and already engraved with her initials on the lock. With practiced ease, she locked him inside, the click echoing softly in the quiet office.




Elena smiled, running her fingers over the smooth metal. 




“Look how perfectly it fits. Trapped and denied for me. My husband will love hearing about this.” She stood, hiking her skirt up to reveal she wore no panties, her pussy already wet and glistening. “On your knees. The contract starts now.”




She led him to the couch, laying back comfortably against the plush cushions, legs spread wide. “Relax me, Ryan. I’ve had a long day. Use that talented mouth exactly as I tell you.”




Ryan dropped between her thighs, eyes hungry. Elena settled in, one hand lazily playing with her own nipple through her blouse, the other resting on the back of his head.




“Start with slow, broad licks,” she instructed, voice calm and sultry. “From my entrance all the way up to my clit. Worship every fold. I want to feel how grateful you are to serve your boss.”




His warm tongue obeyed, dragging slowly through her slick lips. Elena sighed deeply, sinking further into the couch. “Mmm… again. Press firmer on the way up. Yes, just like that. Circle my clit softly at the top… good boy.”




For long, luxurious minutes she guided him, her voice a steady stream of instructions as she relaxed completely. “Dip your tongue inside me now. Fuck me with it slowly while your nose brushes my clit… deeper. Taste how wet you’ve made me.”




She moaned softly, hips rolling in lazy circles against his face. Ryan’s caged cock strained uselessly against the rose-gold cage as he devoured her. Elena’s juices coated his chin and lips.




“Two fingers now,” she continued. “Slide them in deep and curl them up… stroke that spot. Keep licking my clit with the flat of your tongue—steady pressure, no rushing.” Her breathing deepened as pleasure built, but she stayed relaxed, luxuriating in his obedience. “Perfect. Add a third finger. Stretch me while you suck gently on my clit… use your lips… yes, oh fuck, right there.”




Her first orgasm rolled through her slowly and powerfully. Elena gripped his hair, thighs trembling around his head as she came with a long, satisfied moan, flooding his mouth. “Don’t stop. Softer now… lick me through it. Gentle circles.”




She kept him there for what felt like hours, guiding him through variation after variation while she lay back like a queen. Long sucking pulls on her clit, rapid flicks combined with deep fingering, slow tongue-fucking while his thumb worked her swollen nub. She came again and again—second, third, fourth—each one more intense, her instructions growing breathier but never losing control.




“Three fingers again… curl harder… suck my clit steadily while I grind against your face. Make me cum one more time, Ryan.”




Her final orgasm left her shaking, thighs clamped around his head, a deep, guttural moan escaping her lips as waves of pleasure crashed through her body. Only then did she ease him back, pulling him up to cuddle against her on the wide couch.




She stroked his hair, kissing his temple as his caged cock pressed desperately against her thigh. “This is just the beginning. This weekend, you’re coming to our lake house. My husband will be there—he’ll watch you worship me for hours. Then you’ll sleep in the guest room, locked and denied, while I ride him and tell him every detail.”




Elena smiled, content and glowing. “You belong to me now, assistant. And I’m going to enjoy every single second of owning you.”




Ryan nestled closer, completely hers. The hotwife CEO had claimed her new toy, and the contract had only just begun.


The Lake House - Weekend

The drive to the lake house was filled with quiet tension and Elena’s teasing touches. Ryan sat in the passenger seat of her sleek black Mercedes, the rose-gold chastity cage a constant, aching reminder beneath his pants. Elena drove with one hand on the wheel, the other occasionally reaching over to trace the hard outline of his cage, smiling as he squirmed.




“Remember the rules,” she said calmly. “You speak only when I ask you a question. Your mouth and hands exist for my pleasure. My husband Marcus knows everything and he loves it. He’ll watch, he might join in his own way, but you are here to serve me.”




When they arrived at the luxurious lakeside property, Marcus greeted them at the door with a warm, knowing smile. Tall, handsome, and secure in his marriage, he pulled Elena into a deep kiss right in front of Ryan, his hand sliding possessively over her ass. “Welcome home, love. I see you brought your new assistant. The guest room is ready for him… after he’s earned his keep, of course.”




Elena changed into a flowing silk robe that barely covered her thighs, nothing underneath. She led both men to the spacious master bedroom overlooking the moonlit lake. Marcus settled comfortably into a large armchair in the corner, already half-hard, ready to enjoy the show.




Elena lay back on the king-sized bed, propping herself up on pillows so she could watch Ryan with relaxed authority. She let the robe fall open completely, exposing her full breasts and smooth, already-wet pussy.




“On the bed, between my legs,” she commanded softly. “Just like in the office, but slower this time. I want to enjoy every second while my husband watches how well you serve me.”




Ryan crawled between her spread thighs, his caged cock straining visibly. Marcus sipped a drink, eyes gleaming with arousal as he watched.




Elena rested one hand lazily behind her head, the other gently guiding Ryan’s mouth to her center. “Start exactly as I taught you. Long, slow, flat licks from the bottom all the way up. Let Marcus hear how wet I already am for you.”




Ryan obeyed, dragging his warm tongue through her slick folds in deliberate, reverent strokes. The wet sounds filled the room. Elena sighed deeply, her body melting into the mattress.

“Mmm… good boy. Again. Press a little firmer this time. Yes… circle my clit softly at the top. Just like that.” She looked over at Marcus, her voice husky. “He’s so eager, baby. So desperate to please me after being locked all week.”




Marcus stroked himself slowly, smiling. “He looks good down there. Keep going, Ryan. Make my wife cum hard.”

Elena continued guiding him with calm, detailed instructions, completely relaxed. “Slide two fingers inside now. Curl them up and stroke me… slow, deep circles. Keep your tongue broad and soft on my clit. Match the rhythm.”




She moaned softly as pleasure built, her hips rolling lazily against his face. Ryan worked with devoted precision—fingers pumping gently, tongue lapping and swirling exactly as ordered. Elena’s free hand played with her nipples, pinching and rolling them while she luxuriated in the sensations.




“Add a third finger. Stretch me open… fuck me a little faster while you suck my clit between your lips. Gentle suction, baby. Use the tip of your tongue to flick right underneath.”




Her first orgasm built gradually and beautifully. Elena’s breathing deepened, her thighs trembling as she rode his mouth and fingers. “Don’t stop… right there… suck a little harder.” She came with a long, throaty moan, grinding against his face as her pussy clenched rhythmically around his fingers, flooding his mouth with her taste. Marcus groaned in approval from the chair.




Elena didn’t let him stop. “Lighter now. Soft licks through the aftershocks… soothe me.” She kept him there for nearly an hour, guiding him through wave after wave of pleasure.




“Switch to tongue-fucking me deeply while your thumb works my clit… yes… perfect.”




“Three fingers again, curling hard against my G-spot while you suck steadily.”




“Faster flicks on my clit now—I’m close again. Make me cum, Ryan.”




She came a second time, then a third—each orgasm more intense, her moans filling the room as Marcus watched, stroking himself but not rushing. Between orgasms, Elena would stroke Ryan’s hair and praise him softly. “Such a good boy for your boss. My husband loves seeing how well you worship me.”




By her fourth orgasm, Elena’s body glistened with sweat, her legs shaking. She finally tugged Ryan up, pulling him into a deep kiss, tasting herself on his lips. Marcus joined them on the bed then, kissing Elena passionately while Ryan watched, still locked and denied.




“Watch how a real man fucks me after you’ve warmed me up,” Elena whispered to Ryan, pulling Marcus on top of her.




She rode her husband with slow, sensual rolls of her hips, moaning loudly while Ryan knelt beside the bed, eyes locked on where they joined. Marcus lasted long, fucking her thoroughly until Elena came again around him, crying out in ecstasy.




Afterward, the three of them cuddled together—Elena in the middle, glowing and satisfied. She reached down and teasingly tapped Ryan’s cage. “You did so well tonight. Maybe tomorrow I’ll let you edge while you watch Marcus fuck me again. Or perhaps I’ll unlock you… but only after you’ve made me cum with your mouth at least twice more.”




Marcus kissed her temple. “I love you like this. Taking what you need.”

Elena smiled, content and powerful, nestled between her devoted husband and her new locked assistant. The weekend had only just begun, and she had every intention of using both men for her complete pleasure.


The Lake House – Morning and Afternoon

Elena woke slowly the next morning, sunlight filtering through the large windows overlooking the lake. She stretched luxuriously between the two men—Marcus on her right, Ryan on her left, still wearing the rose-gold chastity cage that gleamed in the morning light. Her body felt deliciously used and satisfied from the night before, but she was already craving more.




She rolled toward Ryan first, running her fingers lightly over the steel cage. His cock strained painfully inside it, a bead of precum already leaking. “Good morning, my eager assistant,” she purred. “Time to start your duties.”

Marcus stirred beside her, smiling as he watched. “I’ll make coffee. You two have fun.”




Elena positioned herself comfortably at the center of the bed, pillows propped behind her back so she could lounge like a queen. She spread her legs wide, the morning light illuminating her smooth, slightly swollen pussy. “Crawl between my thighs, Ryan. We’re going to have a long, slow session before breakfast. I want to relax and cum while the sun rises.”




Ryan moved eagerly into position, his face inches from her center. Elena rested one hand lazily in his hair, the other caressing her own breasts as she settled back.




“Start very gently,” she instructed, voice still husky with sleep. “Just soft kisses all over my outer lips first. Worship me. Show me how much you appreciate being allowed to serve your married boss.”




He obeyed, pressing tender, reverent kisses along her folds. Elena sighed contentedly, her body relaxing fully into the mattress. “Mmm… good. Now long, slow licks. Cover every inch from bottom to top. Taste how wet I am after your denial last night.”




Ryan’s warm tongue dragged slowly through her, collecting her growing arousal. Elena moaned softly, guiding him with precise words. “Flatten your tongue more… press firmer on my clit at the top of each stroke. Yes, just like that. Keep that steady rhythm.”




For nearly twenty minutes she kept him there with slow, building licks while she relaxed, eyes half-closed, enjoying the gentle morning light and the wet sounds of his devotion. Marcus returned with coffee, sitting in the armchair again to watch, his own cock hardening at the sight.




“Slide two fingers inside me now,” Elena continued. “Nice and deep. Curl them and stroke my front wall while your tongue circles my clit slowly.” She sipped her coffee with one hand, the other tightening in Ryan’s hair as pleasure mounted. “Perfect… add a third finger. Stretch me open for Marcus later.”




Her first orgasm of the day built gradually. Elena’s instructions grew more focused: “Suck my clit gently between your lips… use the tip of your tongue to flick right there… don’t stop your fingers.” She came with a long, shuddering sigh, thighs trembling around his head as she flooded his mouth. “Good boy… lick me softly through it. Soothe every sensitive inch.”




She didn’t let him stop. For the next hour and a half, Elena guided him through an extended, luxurious worship session while Marcus watched and occasionally stroked himself. She directed every detail:




•  Long, deep tongue-fucking while his nose rubbed her clit.

•  Rapid, precise flicks combined with three curling fingers hitting her G-spot.

•  Slow, sensual sucking on her clit while he pumped his fingers steadily.

•  Gentle teasing around her entrance when she wanted to edge herself.




She came three more times—powerful, rolling orgasms that left her gasping and glowing—each one announced with calm, breathy commands: “Faster now… suck harder… curl your fingers just like that… yes, make your boss cum again.”




By the end, Elena’s legs were weak, her pussy glistening and sensitive. She finally pulled Ryan up, kissing him deeply so she could taste herself on his tongue. “You’re doing so well. I’m going to reward you soon.”




After a leisurely breakfast on the deck—Elena in a short sundress, no panties, teasing both men with flashes of her body—they moved to the private dock. She made Ryan kneel on a cushioned lounge chair while she sat above him, legs draped over his shoulders, and guided his mouth again in the open air. Marcus swam nearby, occasionally glancing back with obvious arousal as Elena moaned openly, her voice carrying across the water while Ryan brought her to two more shuddering orgasms under her detailed instructions.




That evening, back in the master bedroom, Elena took things further. She unlocked Ryan’s cage for the first time, but only under strict rules. “You will not cum,” she told him firmly, stroking his freed, aching cock slowly. “You’re going to edge yourself while you watch Marcus fuck me, then go back in the cage.”




Elena knelt on all fours in the center of the big bed, her silk robe long discarded, completely naked and glowing with arousal. The evening light from the lake house windows cast a golden hue across her curves—full breasts hanging heavily, nipples tight and sensitive, her ass raised invitingly. She looked over her shoulder at Ryan, who knelt obediently beside the bed, his cock finally freed from the rose-gold cage but under strict orders.




“You’re not allowed to cum,” she reminded him, voice husky with command and desire. “Edge yourself slowly while you watch my husband fuck me. I want you to feel every second of how a real man pleases me after you’ve spent the day worshipping my pussy with your tongue.”




Marcus moved behind her, his strong hands gripping her hips. He was thick, hard, and familiar in the most delicious way. Elena arched her back, pushing her ass higher, presenting herself.




“Watch closely, Ryan,” she purred. “This is what I come home to.”




Marcus rubbed the thick head of his cock up and down her slick, swollen folds, teasing her entrance. Elena moaned softly as he finally pushed inside her in one smooth, deep thrust, stretching and filling her completely. The sensation made her gasp—familiar, possessive, and intensely satisfying.




“Oh fuck, yes…” she breathed, eyes half-lidded with pleasure. “Just like that, baby.”




Marcus set a slow, powerful rhythm, pulling almost all the way out before sliding back in deep, his hips slapping against her ass with every thrust. Elena pushed back to meet him, her breasts swaying heavily with each impact. The wet, obscene sounds of his cock moving in and out of her soaked pussy filled the room.




“Look at him, Ryan,” Elena commanded between moans, her voice rich with satisfaction. “Watch how deep he goes. Watch how wet I am for him after you’ve already made me cum so many times today.”




Ryan stroked his aching, denied cock with slow, trembling strokes, eyes glued to where Marcus’s thick shaft disappeared inside her again and again. Elena could see the desperation on his face—the way his locked-up days had left him leaking and throbbing.




Marcus reached around to rub her clit in firm circles as he fucked her harder. Elena cried out, pushing back eagerly. “Right there… fuck, you feel so good. Deeper, baby. Fill me up.”




The pleasure built fast and intense. She loved the contrast—Ryan’s soft, obedient tongue and careful fingers all day, versus Marcus’s confident, powerful thrusts that hit every perfect spot inside her. Her breasts bounced with every deep stroke, her moans growing louder and more uninhibited.




“Watch my face, Ryan,” she gasped. “Watch what it looks like when I cum on my husband’s cock.”




Marcus picked up speed, pounding into her with long, forceful strokes. The wet slapping sounds grew louder. Elena’s fingers gripped the sheets as her orgasm crashed over her. Her pussy clenched hard around Marcus, pulsing and fluttering as waves of intense pleasure ripped through her body. She cried out loudly, shamelessly, her thighs shaking while Marcus kept fucking her through it.

“Don’t stop,” she demanded, voice hoarse. “Keep going. I want another one.”




Marcus flipped her onto her back, spreading her legs wide and driving back into her in one smooth motion. Elena wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper. She reached out and grabbed Ryan’s hair, pulling his face closer so he could see every detail up close—the way her pussy stretched around Marcus’s cock, the creamy wetness coating his shaft, the way her clit throbbed visibly.

“Stroke yourself faster,” she ordered Ryan. “Edge right there. Feel how denied you are while he fucks me.”




Marcus fucked her harder now, leaning down to suck on her nipples as he drove deep. Elena’s back arched, another powerful orgasm building quickly. She kept her eyes on Ryan the entire time, drinking in his desperate expression.




“I’m going to cum again,” she moaned. “Watch me, Ryan. This is what real pleasure looks like.”




The second orgasm hit her even harder. Elena’s whole body tensed, her pussy gripping Marcus’s cock like a vice as she came with a long, throaty scream of ecstasy. Her juices squirted slightly around him, soaking the sheets. Marcus groaned, thrusting through her contractions until she finally collapsed, panting and glowing.




Only then did Marcus pull out, stroking himself until he came across her breasts and stomach in thick ropes, marking her as his wife. Elena smiled blissfully, running her fingers through the mess and tasting it while looking at Ryan.




“Lock yourself back in the cage now,” she told her trembling assistant, voice soft but firm. “You did such a good job watching. Maybe tomorrow I’ll let you clean me up with your tongue after Marcus fucks me again.”




Ryan obeyed with a desperate whimper, clicking the cage back on over his painfully hard, denied cock.




Elena pulled Marcus down for a deep, loving kiss, then reached out to stroke Ryan’s hair tenderly.




“This is perfect,” she whispered, glowing with satisfaction. “My devoted assistant serving me all day… my husband reclaiming me at night… and both of you completely focused on my pleasure.”




She lay back between them, radiant and in total control, already thinking about how she would use them both again tomorrow.




That night, the three of them cuddled together once more—Elena in the center, utterly satisfied and in complete control. She whispered to Ryan as they drifted off, “This is what you signed up for. My pleasure first, always. And my husband gets to enjoy the woman who takes exactly what she wants.”




The weekend stretched ahead, full of more worship, denial, and the intoxicating power of her hotwife dominance.


Our New Ritual

Jess reclined against the mountain of silk pillows on their king-sized bed, the soft glow of the bedside lamp casting warm shadows across her body. The black lace robe clung loosely to her full, heavy breasts and the generous curve of her hips, but it was her eyes—dark, knowing, and filled with possessive love—that held Dillon captive. At 34, she had never felt more powerful or connected to her husband. Eight years of marriage had deepened their bond into something profound: she was his anchor, his guide, his Queen. And tonight, she would draw him even closer through her dominance.




Dillon knelt naked at the foot of the bed, his muscular frame trembling slightly with anticipation and nerves. His cock stood rigid, flushed and leaking, betraying how deeply her words already affected him. Jess leaned forward, cupping his jaw tenderly with one hand, her thumb brushing his lower lip.




“I love you so much, Dillon,” she murmured, her voice rich with affection even as steel threaded through it. “You’re my everything—my strong, devoted man who works so hard to make me happy. But I’ve decided something important for us. Your cum… those messy, pathetic spurts you leave behind after you’ve fucked me or stroked yourself… I’m done dealing with it. It’s time you took responsibility. Tonight, and every time from now on, you’re going to swallow every drop. For me. Because you love pleasing me more than anything.”




Dillon’s breath hitched, his cheeks burning with humiliation that only made his arousal throb harder. “Jess… it’s embarrassing. I—”




“Shhh, my love.” She silenced him with a slow, claiming kiss, her tongue exploring his mouth possessively before pulling back. “It’s not embarrassing. It’s intimate. It’s you surrendering completely to me because you trust me with every part of you. I want this closeness—the kind where you taste what your body makes for your wife. Now, get on the bed.”




He obeyed instantly, lying back as she straddled his chest, her warm, already-damp pussy hovering just above his face. The scent of her arousal—sweet, musky, intoxicating—filled his senses. Jess looked down at him with a mixture of adoration and command, slowly lowering herself onto his mouth.




“Worship me first, baby. Show me how much you love being mine.”




Dillon’s tongue immediately went to work, long, devoted strokes along her slick folds, circling her swollen clit with reverence. Jess sighed deeply, her fingers threading through his hair, guiding him with gentle but firm pressure. She rocked her hips in a slow rhythm, grinding against his face as pleasure built in her core.




“That’s it… just like that. God, your tongue feels perfect. You were made for this—for pleasing me.” Her voice softened with emotion. “I feel so close to you right now, Dillon. Every lick tells me you’d do anything for your wife. It makes me so wet for you… so full of love.”




She stayed there for long, luxurious minutes, letting him savor her taste, her slickness coating his lips and chin. Her moans grew breathier, her thighs tightening around his head as she approached the edge—but she pulled away before tipping over, leaving him gasping, face glistening with her juices.




Jess slid down his body, her breasts dragging teasingly over his chest and stomach until she settled between his spread thighs. His cock jerked desperately in the cool air. She wrapped her elegant fingers around the thick shaft, stroking with agonizing slowness, her grip tight and perfect.




“Look at this poor, aching cock,” she cooed, leaning down to place a soft, almost reverent kiss on the leaking tip. “So full for me. But you don’t get to come inside my pussy tonight. No warm, safe place for your cum. You’re going to give it to yourself—right into that hungry mouth while I watch. And you’re going to love how it feels to obey me so completely.”




She edged him masterfully, building him up with long, twisting strokes, her thumb swirling over the sensitive head to spread his precum. Every time his balls drew tight and his breathing turned ragged, she stopped, squeezing the base firmly until the orgasm receded. Dillon whimpered, hips straining upward.




“Please, Jess… I need you. I love you so much. I’ll do anything…”




“I know you will, my sweet husband.” Her eyes shone with deep affection as she pumped him again, faster now, her other hand gently massaging his heavy balls. “This is love. This is trust. Feeling vulnerable for me, tasting yourself because it pleases your dominant wife. It makes me so wet knowing how much power I have over you—and how willingly you give it.”




She brought him to the brink three more times, each denial deeper and more intense. Sweat beaded on his forehead. His cock was painfully hard, veins standing out, the head deep purple and glistening. Jess’s own arousal dripped down her thighs as she watched him struggle beautifully.




When she finally allowed release, her voice dropped to a velvet command: “Open your mouth wide, tongue out. Eyes on me. Come for your wife.”




Dillon obeyed with a broken moan. Jess aimed his throbbing cock directly at his face. The first powerful rope shot across his tongue, thick and warm, salty-bitter. She milked him rhythmically, directing spurt after heavy spurt onto his lips, his tongue, even a few drops landing on his cheeks. The volume was impressive after all the edging—warm, sticky fluid filling his mouth.




“Swallow it, baby. All of it. Slowly. Taste what your love for me produced.”




Tears of overwhelming emotion pricked his eyes as he closed his mouth and swallowed, the thick load sliding down his throat.




A small dribble escaped the corner of his mouth; Jess scooped it up with her finger and fed it back to him.

The intimacy of the act hit him hard—complete surrender mixed with profound connection. Jess leaned in immediately, kissing him deeply, sharing the faint remnants on his tongue, her hands cradling his face with tender possession.




“Good boy. My perfect, obedient husband. I’m so proud of you. That was beautiful—watching you accept this for us.” She kissed away a stray tear from his cheek. “I love you even more now. This brings us closer than anything.”

But she wasn’t finished. Jess mounted him then, sinking her soaked pussy down onto his still-sensitive cock in one smooth motion. She rode him with dominant grace—slow, deep rolls of her hips, clenching around him as she chased her own pleasure. Her breasts bounced heavily with each movement; she pinched her nipples and moaned his name.




“You feel how wet this makes me? Knowing you swallowed every drop? Come on, baby—feel how much your submission turns your wife on.” She ground her clit against him harder, faster, her hands pinning his wrists above his head. “You’re mine. Your pleasure, your cum, your heart—everything belongs to me.”




Her orgasm built like a wave, crashing over her with a long, shuddering cry. Her walls pulsed tightly around him, juices flooding his cock as she rode it out, claiming him completely. She collapsed onto his chest afterward, still joined, her body warm and soft against his.




Jess held him close for a long time, stroking his hair, kissing his forehead, his eyelids, his cum-flavored lips. “I love you, Dillon. This is our new ritual. Every single time. You’ll swallow for me because it makes me feel adored and powerful… and because deep down, it makes you feel safe and loved in my control. Tell me you understand.”




“I understand,” he whispered hoarsely, nuzzling into her neck, voice thick with emotion. “I love you, Jess. I’ll do it for you. For us.”




She smiled against his skin, already thinking of the next time—perhaps making him lick it from her fingers, or from between her breasts. Their intimacy had deepened tonight, wrapped in her loving dominance. And Jess had never felt more satisfied.


Summer Party

I’d always known Mr. Alexander as “Dad’s boss”—the man whose name came up in tense dinner conversations about promotions and deadlines. He was in his early forties, tall and broad-shouldered, with salt-and-pepper hair that looked deliberately tousled and sharp gray eyes that seemed to see right through people. Power clung to him like cologne. I was twenty-two, home from college for the summer, still figuring out who I was beyond late-night study sessions and awkward dates with boys who didn’t know what they wanted.




The company summer party was at his sprawling lakeside house. My father insisted I come—“networking opportunity,” he called it. I wore a simple emerald sundress that hugged my waist and flared over my hips, the thin straps leaving my shoulders bare. I felt pretty, but ordinary. Until I felt him watching me.




I was standing by the pool with a glass of champagne when his voice slid over my shoulder, low and smooth. “You must be Emily. Your father talks about you constantly. I didn’t realize he’d been hiding such a beautiful young woman.”

I turned, and there he was—close enough that I caught the warm, masculine scent of his skin mixed with something expensive. His eyes traveled down my body for just a second, slow and appreciative, before returning to my face. Heat bloomed low in my belly.




“Mr. Alexander,” I managed, my voice softer than I intended. “It’s nice to finally meet you properly.”




“Call me Richard,” he said, and the way he said it felt like a secret. His hand brushed mine as he took my empty glass, his fingers lingering a beat too long. Electricity. I told myself it was nothing.




The evening blurred—laughter, music, the shimmer of lights on the water. But Richard kept finding reasons to be near me. A comment about my internship plans. A gentle hand at the small of my back guiding me through the crowd. Each touch left me flushed, my nipples tightening against the thin fabric of my dress. I kept stealing glances at the way his shirt stretched across his chest, the confident way he moved, like the world bent to him.




Later, when most guests had left and my parents were deep in conversation with another couple, he found me alone on the upstairs balcony overlooking the lake. The night air was warm, heavy with the scent of jasmine.




“You’re trembling,” he murmured, stepping behind me. His body heat enveloped me. One large hand settled on my hip, thumb stroking slowly. “Are you cold, Emily?”




“No,” I whispered. My heart hammered. I should have moved away. Instead, I leaned back just a fraction, feeling the hard plane of his chest.




“Good.” His other hand brushed my hair aside, and his lips grazed the sensitive spot beneath my ear. “Because I’ve been thinking about this since the moment I saw you tonight. About how soft your skin looks. How your mouth would feel saying my name while I touch you.”




I gasped. His words were bold, filthy, and they made me wet instantly. My thighs pressed together, but he noticed. Of course he did.




“Tell me to stop,” he said, voice dark with promise, “and I will.”




I didn’t. I couldn’t.




His hand slid up my thigh, under the hem of my dress, fingers tracing the edge of my lace panties. “So responsive already,” he praised, nipping my earlobe. “Your father’s little girl is soaking for me.”




The shame and thrill mixed into something intoxicating. I whimpered as two thick fingers pushed my panties aside and stroked through my slick folds, circling my swollen clit with devastating precision. My knees buckled; he held me upright with an arm around my waist.




“That’s it,” he growled against my neck. “Let me feel how much you need this. How much you need me to take what’s mine.”




He turned me to face him, capturing my mouth in a deep, demanding kiss. His tongue claimed mine, tasting of whiskey and dominance. I melted into him, hands fisting his shirt as he backed me against the balcony railing. The cool metal pressed into my lower back while his body pinned me front and center.




He dropped to his knees right there, pushing my dress up around my hips. “I want to taste you first.” No hesitation. He yanked my panties down my legs, tucked them into his pocket like a trophy, and buried his face between my thighs.




I cried out, gripping the railing as his tongue licked a long, slow stripe up my pussy. He groaned at my taste, the vibration sending sparks through me. He devoured me—sucking my clit, fucking me with his tongue, two fingers curling inside to stroke that perfect spot. My hips rocked shamelessly against his mouth. The wet, obscene sounds of him eating me mixed with my desperate moans.




“Come for me, Emily,” he ordered, voice muffled against my dripping sex. “Let me feel this tight little cunt squeeze my fingers.”




I shattered. Pleasure crashed over me in waves, thighs shaking around his head as I came hard, biting my lip to keep from screaming his name for the whole party to hear.




He rose, wiping his glistening mouth with the back of his hand, eyes burning. “Beautiful. But I’m not done claiming you.”




I followed Richard into the dimly lit guest room, my legs still shaky from the balcony orgasm. My heart raced as he locked the door with a soft click that sounded final—decisive. The moment it shut, the civilized mask dropped. His eyes darkened with raw hunger as he stalked toward me.




“On the bed,” he ordered, voice low and rough. I obeyed without thinking, sitting on the edge first. He didn’t give me time to hesitate. He pushed me back firmly, his large hands spreading my thighs wide, exposing me completely. The cool air kissed my soaked pussy, making me acutely aware of how wet I already was for him.




He stripped efficiently—shirt unbuttoned and tossed aside, revealing a powerful chest dusted with dark hair, muscles honed from years of discipline and control. His pants followed, and his cock sprang free: thick, heavy, veined, the broad head flushed dark and glistening with pre-cum. It looked intimidating. Deliciously so. My inner walls clenched at the sight.




Richard climbed over me, caging me in with his body. One hand pinned my wrists above my head again, the other roughly kneaded my breast, pinching the nipple until I arched and whimpered. “These pretty tits are going to bounce while I fuck you senseless,” he growled, leaning down to suck the other nipple into his mouth. His teeth grazed it, sending sharp jolts of pleasure-pain straight to my core.




He positioned himself at my entrance, rubbing that fat cockhead up and down my slick folds, coating himself in my arousal. Every pass over my swollen clit made me jerk and moan. “Please…” I breathed, beyond shame now.




“Please what?” He pressed just the head inside, stretching me open. “Use your words, Emily. Tell me you want your father’s boss to ruin this tight little cunt.”




Heat flooded my face. The filthy words only made me wetter. “I want you… I want you to fuck me, Richard. Please—”




He thrust in hard, burying half his length in one powerful stroke. I cried out at the intense stretch, my walls fluttering around the invasion. He was so thick, so deep already. He paused, letting me feel every inch, his breath hot against my neck. “Good girl. So fucking tight. Gripping me like you never want me to leave.”




Then he started moving—long, deliberate strokes that grew harder, faster. The wet, obscene sound of his cock slamming into my soaked pussy filled the room, mixed with my gasping moans and his low grunts. Each thrust drove him deeper, the head of his cock dragging against that sensitive spot inside me that made stars burst behind my eyes.




He released my wrists so he could grip my hips, angling me exactly how he wanted. My legs wrapped around his waist instinctively, heels digging into his back as he pounded into me. My breasts bounced wildly with every brutal thrust. He watched them hungrily before leaning down to bite and suck at the soft flesh, leaving marks I knew I’d feel for days.




“Feel that?” he rasped, grinding deep on every stroke, his pelvis rubbing my clit. “This pussy is mine now. Every inch. I’m going to fill you up until you’re dripping my cum for hours.”




The intensity built fast. I was close already, overwhelmed by the fullness, the heat of his body, the way he dominated every sense. His scent—musk, cologne, and raw male—surrounded me. Sweat slicked our skin where we slapped together.




He sensed it. One hand slid between us, his thumb finding my clit and rubbing firm, relentless circles. “Come on my cock, baby. Let me feel you fall apart.”




I shattered. The orgasm ripped through me violently—deeper and longer than the first. My walls clamped down around his thrusting cock, pulsing and squeezing as waves of blinding pleasure crashed over me. I cried out his name, nails raking down his back hard enough to leave marks. He didn’t slow down. If anything, he fucked me harder through it, drawing out every spasm until I was a trembling, oversensitive mess.




But he wasn’t finished.




He pulled out suddenly, leaving me empty and aching. Before I could protest, he flipped me onto my stomach like I weighed nothing. He yanked my hips up so I was on my knees, ass raised high, face pressed into the sheets. The position felt so exposed, so vulnerable. So right.




“Arch your back,” he commanded, slapping my ass sharply. The sting bloomed into heat. I obeyed, pushing back toward him desperately.




He entered me again in one brutal thrust, burying himself balls-deep. The new angle hit even deeper, making me scream into the mattress. He set a punishing rhythm—hard, fast, relentless. His hips slapped against my ass with every drive. One hand fisted my hair, pulling my head back so I had to arch more, the other reached around to pinch and roll my clit.




“Such a perfect little slut for me,” he groaned, voice strained with pleasure. “Taking every inch. Your cunt is creaming all over my cock.”




I could feel it—my arousal coating his shaft, dripping down my thighs. The wet squelching sounds were filthy and intoxicating. He spanked me again, then soothed the spot with his palm, all while never breaking stride.




Pressure built again, impossibly fast. My second orgasm—third of the night—coiled tight and low. “Richard—I’m gonna—”




“Come,” he snarled, slamming into me. “Come while I claim this pussy.”




I exploded. My vision went white. My whole body convulsed, inner muscles milking him rhythmically as ecstasy tore through me. I sobbed with the intensity of it, pushing back against him mindlessly, chasing every last pulse.




He growled my name like a curse and thrust deep one final time, holding himself buried as he came. I felt every powerful spurt—hot, thick jets of cum flooding my pussy, filling me until it started leaking out around his cock. He stayed inside me, grinding slowly, making sure I took every drop.




We collapsed together, his heavy body covering mine, still connected. His lips brushed my shoulder, surprisingly tender after the ferocity. But his hand possessively cupped my mound, fingers pressing lightly against my oversensitive clit.




“This is just the beginning,” he murmured against my skin, voice dark with promise. “I’m nowhere near done claiming what’s mine tonight. Turn over. I want to watch your face while I fuck you slow and deep next.”




My body, spent yet still humming with aftershocks, responded with fresh heat. I turned beneath him, legs parting willingly as he settled between them again, his cock already hardening inside me once more.




I was completely, utterly his. And I had never felt more alive.




I turned beneath him, my body still trembling from the shattering orgasms he’d already ripped from me. Richard stayed buried deep inside me as I moved, his thick cock twitching and hardening fully again with every shift of my hips. The feeling of him stretching me, filling me so completely while slick with our combined release, made me whimper softly. My pussy fluttered around him, greedy despite how sensitive and sore I already felt.




He braced himself on his forearms, caging me in, his gray eyes locked on mine with an intensity that stole my breath. “Slow this time,” he murmured, voice rough like gravel. “I want you to feel every single inch. Every vein. I want you to remember exactly who owns this pussy now.”




He rolled his hips in a deep, languid grind, pulling almost all the way out before sliding back in so torturously slowly that I felt every ridge and pulse. A broken moan escaped my lips. The drag was exquisite—my swollen inner walls clinging to him, still pulsing from before. I could feel the warmth of his earlier cum being pushed deeper with every thrust, making everything wetter, messier, more intimate.




My hands roamed his back, nails digging into the muscles that flexed with each controlled movement. Sweat slicked our skin, the scent of sex thick in the air—musky, salty, addictive. He lowered his head, capturing my mouth in a deep, possessive kiss. His tongue mimicked the slow roll of his hips, claiming my mouth while his cock claimed my body.




“Richard…” I gasped against his lips when he broke the kiss to trail his mouth down my neck. He sucked hard at the sensitive skin just above my collarbone, marking me. One of his hands slid down to cup my breast, thumb circling my stiff nipple before pinching it rhythmically in time with his thrusts.




Every slow withdrawal left me aching and empty; every deep push made my toes curl and my back arch. The head of his cock kissed my cervix on every stroke, sending deep, rolling waves of pleasure through my core. My clit throbbed, pressed against his pelvis on every grind. I felt so full, so stretched, so completely taken.




“Look at me,” he commanded softly. I met his gaze, and the raw possession there made my walls clench tighter around him. “That’s it. Such a good girl. Your body knows who it belongs to.”




He kept the pace devastatingly slow for what felt like an eternity, building the pleasure higher and higher until I was writhing beneath him, begging with wordless whimpers. My legs wrapped tighter around his waist, heels urging him deeper. When he finally started to speed up—just a little—the change was electric. The wet, rhythmic slap of our bodies grew louder. My breasts bounced between us as he drove harder.




He shifted suddenly, hooking one of my legs over his shoulder, opening me wider. The new angle let him hit even deeper, rubbing perfectly against that spot inside me that made me see stars. I cried out, louder than I meant to, my fingers tangling in his hair.




“Come again for me,” he growled, his thumb finding my clit and rubbing firm circles. “I want to feel you milking my cock while I’m still inside you.”




The orgasm crashed over me like a slow-building wave that suddenly broke. I shook violently beneath him, my pussy spasming hard around his thick length, gushing around him as pleasure blinded me. He groaned deeply, fucking me through it with those powerful, measured strokes, drawing it out until I was sobbing with overstimulation.




But he still didn’t stop.




He pulled out, making me whine at the loss, and flipped me onto my side. He lay behind me, spooning me, and lifted my top leg, draping it back over his hip. In one smooth motion, he slid back inside me from behind. This position felt incredibly intimate—his chest pressed to my back, his breath hot on my neck, one arm wrapped around me to hold my breast while the other hand reached down to play with my clit.




He fucked me like this with deep, rolling thrusts, his hips snapping against my ass. The angle let him grind against my g-spot relentlessly. I reached back, gripping his thigh, pulling him closer. His teeth grazed my shoulder as he whispered filthy praises: “So fucking wet for me… dripping down my balls… this tight cunt was made to take my cock…”




I was lost in sensation—his hand on my breast, fingers rolling my nipple; his cock stretching and filling me; his thumb on my clit. Another orgasm built fast, almost painfully intense after the others.




“I can’t—oh god, it’s too much—” I gasped.




“You can,” he growled, biting my shoulder. “Give it to me. Come.”




I shattered again, my whole body convulsing as I came hard, soaking his cock and the sheets beneath us. My vision blurred, and I moaned his name like a prayer.




Richard’s control finally snapped. He thrust faster, harder, chasing his own release. The wet sounds were obscene, our bodies slapping together frantically. With a deep, guttural groan, he buried himself to the hilt and came again, flooding me with more hot spurts of cum. I felt every pulse, every throb as he emptied himself inside me.




We stayed locked together, panting. His hand gently stroked my stomach and thighs, soothing me as I trembled in the afterglow. But even as I caught my breath, I felt him still semi-hard inside me, and his lips brushed my ear.




“Turn around,” he whispered. “I want your mouth on me next. Clean my cock, taste how good we are together.”




My pussy clenched around him at his words, fresh arousal mixing with the mess he’d already made of me. I was exhausted, marked, claimed… and I had never wanted anything more.




I slowly turned to face him, sliding down his body with a mix of nervousness and hunger, ready for whatever he demanded next.




I slowly turned to face him, my body still buzzing and slick with sweat and our combined release. Richard lay back against the pillows, his powerful chest rising and falling, his cock glistening with our mingled juices—thick, heavy, and already twitching back to full hardness. The sight of it, so obscenely wet and veined, sent a fresh throb through my overworked pussy.




He threaded his fingers through my hair, guiding me down his body with firm but controlled pressure. “That’s it, baby. Clean me up with that pretty mouth. Taste how thoroughly I’ve claimed you.”




I settled between his spread thighs, my breasts brushing against his legs as I leaned in. The musky, salty-sweet scent of us filled my senses—my own creamy arousal mixed with his potent cum. It was filthy and intoxicating. My tongue darted out first, hesitant, tracing a slow lick along the underside of his shaft from base to tip. The taste exploded on my tongue: salty, slightly bitter, with the sweeter tang of my own wetness. I moaned softly around him, the vibration making his cock jump.




“Good girl,” he groaned, his grip tightening in my hair. “Lick every drop.”




Emboldened, I dragged my tongue in long, thorough strokes, cleaning the slick evidence of our fucking from his thick shaft. I swirled around the broad head, lapping up the pearly beads of fresh pre-cum that leaked from the slit, then sucked gently on the sensitive underside. His hips bucked slightly, pushing more of his length past my lips.




I opened wider, taking him into my mouth properly. He was so thick that my jaw ached almost immediately, but I loved the stretch. I bobbed my head, sucking firmly while my tongue worked the underside, tasting more of our combined essence with every downward glide. Saliva mixed with the remnants of his cum dripped down my chin as I took him deeper, relaxing my throat to accommodate as much as I could.




“Look at you,” Richard murmured, voice dark with lust. His free hand stroked my cheek, thumb brushing away a tear that escaped from the intensity. “Sucking your father’s boss’s cock so eagerly after I filled you twice. Such a perfect little cumslut for me.”




The degrading praise sent heat flooding between my legs again. I moaned louder around him, hollowing my cheeks and sucking harder. My hand wrapped around the base of his shaft, stroking what I couldn’t fit in my mouth while I worked the head with my lips and tongue. I could feel him throbbing against my tongue, growing even harder, the veins pulsing as I worshipped him.




He began guiding my rhythm, hips rocking up to fuck my mouth in shallow thrusts. Not too deep yet—just enough to assert control. Spit ran freely down his balls now. I reached down with my other hand, cupping and gently massaging them, feeling how heavy and full they still were. I pulled off for a moment to drag my tongue lower, licking and sucking his balls clean, taking one into my mouth and humming softly.




“Fuck, Emily,” he hissed, his abs tensing. “You’re going to make me come again if you keep that up.”




I returned to his cock with renewed hunger, taking him as deep as I could until my nose brushed his pelvis. I gagged slightly but held there, eyes watering, throat contracting around him. The taste was overwhelming now—pure Richard, pure us. I bobbed faster, sucking with wet, obscene sounds, my hand twisting around the base in time with my mouth.




His breathing grew ragged. His fingers tightened almost painfully in my hair. “That’s it—swallow it all this time. Every drop belongs inside you.”




With a deep groan, he came. Thick ropes of cum pulsed across my tongue and straight down my throat. I swallowed greedily, milking him with my mouth and hand, determined to take everything he gave me. The taste was stronger this time, hotter, and I savored it, humming with satisfaction as the last spurts filled my mouth.




I kept sucking gently as he softened slightly, cleaning him thoroughly with long, loving licks until he was glistening only with my saliva. Finally, I pulled off with a soft pop, licking my swollen lips and looking up at him through heavy lashes.




Richard’s eyes burned with dark satisfaction. He pulled me up his body and kissed me deeply, tasting himself on my tongue without hesitation.




“You’re mine now,” he whispered against my mouth, his hand already sliding down to cup my dripping, cum-filled pussy.


Neighbors

Jess stood in front of the bedroom mirror, adjusting the black choker around her neck. Her lips were freshly glossed, and the silk of her short dress clung perfectly to her body—dark, smooth, and utterly indecent without a bra beneath it. The matching panties? They were for appearance only. She wouldn’t be wearing them for long.

Behind her, on the edge of the bed, sat Dillon—shirtless, quiet, and already hard beneath his panties. His eyes hadn’t left her since she started getting ready.

“You really want me to go?” Jess asked, her voice low, almost teasing.

He swallowed. “Yes.”

“You want me to knock on their door… let them use me… while you stay here and stroke your little cock, imagining it, wishing you could be the one between my legs?”

He nodded. “Yes, Jess. Please.”

She smiled, slow and wicked, and turned toward him. “You know I’ll tell them how desperate you get. How you beg me after. How you cry when you hear me moaning for someone else. Mark loves that part.”

Dillon’s face flushed. She leaned down, grabbed his chin gently, and made him look at her.

“And you’ll wait right here until I come home. If I’m soaked and ruined and dripping someone else’s cum… you’ll clean me. Like a good little cuck.”

She kissed him once—hard, claiming—and walked out without another word.

The walk next door was short, but the anticipation stretched every second. Jess could already feel the ache building in her belly.

Mark answered the door shirtless, muscles flexing casually, a glass of whiskey in hand. He stepped aside without a word, letting Jess in. His dark eyes looked her over, slow and hungry.

“You’re right on time,” said Lindsey, gliding down the stairs in a burgundy silk robe that barely touched her thighs. Her long black hair was up in a loose twist, a few strands falling around her face. She moved like a woman who had everything she wanted—and tonight, that included Jess.

Jess stepped inside, and Mark closed the door behind her. Locked it.

Lindsey came close, fingers sliding beneath the hem of Jess’s dress, not even waiting for an invitation. “Did Dillon watch you get ready?”

Jess nodded.

“Did he whimper like usual?”

She grinned. “Even harder than last time.”

Mark chuckled, stepping behind her, big hands sliding around her waist and cupping her breasts through the fabric. “He’s probably already touching himself, isn’t he?”

Jess leaned back against him, breath hitching. “I hope he is.”

Lindsey pulled the dress up and over Jess’s head in one smooth motion, letting it fall to the floor. She stood there in her heels, her sheer panties the last barrier between her and the two people who were about to devour her.

Mark pushed them down and ran a thick finger between her thighs.

“Already wet,” he said, pleased.

“She’s always like this when she’s being shared,” Lindsey said, kissing Jess’s collarbone. “She gets off on the humiliation. On making him ache for what he can’t have.”

Mark lifted Jess and carried her to the large leather armchair in their den. Lindsey followed, stripping off her robe and revealing her curves—soft where Jess was lean, firm where Jess was tender.

Mark sat down and pulled Jess into his lap, his cock already hard, thick, and hot against her skin. Lindsey kissed Jess deeply as Mark entered her in one slow, perfect stroke.

Jess moaned into Lindsey’s mouth, grinding down on Mark, her body lit up with pleasure.

“You’re going to tell him everything, aren’t you?” Lindsey whispered. “Every filthy second.”

Jess nodded, biting her lip. “Every one.”

Back at home…

Dillon lay on the bed, phone in hand, staring at the blank screen. No messages yet.

His cock throbbed, untouched. He wasn’t allowed to stroke without permission. Not until she came home, used and dripping, with her eyes full of wicked satisfaction. Only then would she let him hear the story. Only then would she let him taste it.

And he would thank her for it.

Back at the neighbors Mark’s hands gripped Jess’s hips firmly, guiding her rhythm as she rode him in slow, deep rolls. Her head tipped back, breath coming fast, her body responding instinctively to his size and control. Every stroke filled her, stretched her, grounded her in the heat and intensity of the moment.

Lindsey knelt beside them, watching her husband take Jess with a predatory satisfaction in her eyes. She kissed Jess’s neck, then trailed her tongue down to one peaked nipple, drawing it between her lips. Jess gasped—overwhelmed by sensation—Mark’s cock inside her, Lindsey’s mouth on her chest, her moans swallowed by both their hunger.

“You were made for this,” Lindsey whispered, fingers teasing Jess’s clit with perfect precision. “Look how you open for him. Look how you shine when you’re being taken.”

Mark thrust up harder now, jaw tight, breath rough against Jess’s collarbone.

“She’s tighter than I remember,” he grunted, voice low and raw.

Jess’s moan was sharp, involuntary. Her hands braced on Mark’s chest, her thighs trembling as he bucked beneath her. Lindsey didn’t let up, her touch merciless, circling, pressing, coaxing Jess closer to the edge.

“She’s close,” Lindsey said softly. “Let her.”

Mark angled his hips, driving deeper, and Jess shattered. Her orgasm ripped through her with a cry, her nails digging into Mark’s skin. Her body shook violently as wave after wave of heat and pleasure consumed her. Mark held her through it, never stopping, never slowing.

Lindsey kissed her lips as she trembled. “You’re not done, sweetheart. You’re just getting started.”

Mark lifted her off his lap and laid her down on the wide leather ottoman nearby, her legs open, her skin glowing with sweat and release. He stood above her, stroking himself slowly, savoring the sight.

“Dillon doesn’t get this,” he said, his voice like gravel. “He doesn’t get to see you like this—fucked open and aching for more.”

Jess licked her lips, dazed and aching, but burning for more. “He’ll hear about it. Every filthy second.”

Lindsey straddled Jess’s face without hesitation, her body warm and slick, her hand guiding Jess’s mouth. Jess moaned into her as Mark knelt between her legs and thrust inside her again—harder now, rougher.

The room was filled with heat and sound—moans, wet skin, whispered filth. Jess lost herself in it: the weight of Lindsey above her, the force of Mark inside her, the shame and thrill of knowing Dillon was alone next door, aching for every detail.

When Mark finally groaned and filled her, Jess arched one final time, a smaller climax cresting behind the warmth of his release. Lindsey leaned down and kissed her forehead.

“You were perfect,” she murmured.

Jess lay there, utterly spent, glowing, her body marked by their pleasure. Mark pulled out slowly, letting his cum spill from her, a slow, deliberate mess.

Lindsey grinned and handed Jess her phone.

“Take a picture. Show him what he missed.”

Jess laughed—weak, proud, and satisfied. “He’ll be hard for days.”

The walk back to their house was slow and deliberate. Jess’s thighs were slick, her panties balled up in her purse—pointless at this stage. Mark’s release still dripped between her legs, cooling against her inner thighs with every step.

She didn’t clean herself. She wanted Dillon to see. To taste. To ache.

She opened the front door silently. The house was dim. Dillon hadn’t turned on a single light—he was exactly where she left him: in their bed, the sheets bunched at his feet, the glow of his phone casting shadows across his face. He looked up as she stepped inside.

His breath caught the moment he saw her.

Jess didn’t say a word at first. She let him look.

Her makeup was smudged, lips swollen from kissing Lindsey. Her dress was wrinkled and loose, draped over one shoulder. Her thighs were sticky with proof of everything he hadn’t been allowed to touch.

And she was radiant. She glowed.

“Did you wait like I told you?” she asked, unhurried.

Dillon nodded, voice barely a whisper. “Yes.”

Jess kicked off her heels and stood at the edge of the bed. She reached into her purse, pulled out her phone, and unlocked it with a smile.

“I took a photo,” she said, handing it to him. “Right after Mark finished inside me.”

Dillon swallowed hard. The image on the screen showed Jess lying back on Lindsey’s leather ottoman, thighs open, a creamy mess dripping slowly out of her, smeared across her skin. Her eyes in the picture were heavy, hazed, satisfied.

He whimpered.

Jess leaned down, her voice low in his ear. “You want to know what they did to me?”

“Yes,” he breathed.

“Lindsey rode my face while Mark ruined my pussy from underneath. I came so hard I almost passed out. He didn’t stop. He kept going until he could barely hold back.”

Dillon shifted, his cock twitching beneath the fabric of his boxers.

“And when he did come,” she continued, “he stayed inside me. He filled me. It’s still there, Dillon. I didn’t let a drop go to waste. I brought it all home.”

Jess climbed into bed and straddled his chest, still wearing nothing beneath the loose folds of her dress. She leaned over, slowly pulling the neckline open to reveal her bare breasts—still flushed from their use.

“He fucked me better than you ever could,” she whispered. “And I let him. While Lindsey watched. While you sat here all alone like the little cuck you are.”

Dillon moaned softly, face flushed.

“Do you want to clean me now?” she asked, sliding forward so that her warmth hovered just above his lips. “Lick up what he left behind?”

“Yes,” he begged.

Jess lowered herself slowly onto his face, sighing at the contact.

“Good boy.”

Jess ground her hips softly against Dillon’s face, holding his head still with a hand tangled in his hair. She was soaked, messy—Mark’s release mixed with her own still clinging inside her. Dillon’s tongue worked greedily, pathetically, trying to lap up every drop.

“You like the taste of him, don’t you?” she whispered, mocking. “I can feel how desperate you are.”

He moaned against her, his answer muffled, needy.

Jess rolled her hips harder, riding his mouth until her body trembled—again. She let herself come right there, grinding down, smothering him with her soaked heat as her legs clenched around his head.

And when she was done… she climbed off him.

Dillon gasped for breath, lips shiny, face flushed and wet. His cock strained visibly beneath his panties, the fabric soaked through with precum.

Jess didn’t touch him.

Instead, she stood by the bed, lazily wiping her inner thigh. She looked down at him with amusement.

“Look at you,” she said. “Didn’t even get to touch it, and you’re already leaking. You are so weak.”

Dillon whimpered, shifting, his hips rising instinctively.

She walked slowly around the bed, dragging a finger across his chest. “I want you to imagine what Mark did to me while you sat here with your little pathetic hard-on, hoping I’d come home and give you something. Anything.”

She leaned in close, whispering against his cheek. “He made me beg. He grabbed my throat and told me I was his slut tonight. You think I said no?”

Dillon shook his head, eyes wide.

Jess smiled wickedly. “I said ‘yes, sir.’ I told him I loved how big he was. I told him I wished it would never stop.”

She reached down and palmed Dillon’s aching erection through the damp fabric—just once. No stroking. Just pressure.

“And then I thought about you. How you’d be drooling to lick me clean… knowing you’ll never be what he is.”

Dillon groaned, hips bucking.

She pulled her hand back instantly. “No. You don’t get to come.”

“But—”

“No. You don’t earn that just for being a good little cleanup toy.”

Jess stood tall, towering over him, dominant and dripping confidence. “You’re not my lover. You’re not even a man tonight. You’re my property. A soft little thing that cleans up messes. That’s all.”

She turned and walked to the bathroom, calling out as she went.

“Put your cock away, get under the covers, and don’t you dare touch it. If I see a single drop on that sheet, I’ll tell Mark you’re not ready for me to be shared again.”

The door shut with a click. Dillon lay there—aching, humiliated, and impossibly aroused—his chest rising and falling in short, shallow breaths.

He didn’t move. He didn’t dare.

The next evening, Jess didn’t say much during dinner. She wore a thin, off-the-shoulder t-shirt and no bra. Every now and then, her bare foot would drift beneath the table and lightly graze Dillon’s leg, just enough to make him flinch.

He could sense something building.

When she finally stood and took their plates to the sink, she said casually over her shoulder, “Mark and Lindsey are stopping by in about twenty minutes.”

Dillon froze. “Here?”

Jess turned slowly. “Mmm-hmm. I thought maybe tonight… you should watch.”

His mouth went dry.

She smiled. “Not participate. Not touch. Just sit. Be still. And witness what it looks like when a real man takes me.”

Twenty minutes later, Mark and Lindsey arrived—Mark wearing jeans and a white t-shirt tight across his chest, Lindsey in a simple black slip dress that barely covered anything. They greeted Dillon like an afterthought.

Lindsey gave him a smirk. “He’s cuter when he’s quiet.”

Jess led them to the bedroom. She snapped her fingers at Dillon. “You. Bring the chair.”

He obeyed instantly, dragging the plain wooden chair to the foot of the bed, his heart pounding. She pointed at it. “Sit. Hands in your lap. No touching.”

He nodded, already flushed.

Then she turned her back to him and slipped the shirt off slowly, revealing that she wore nothing underneath. Lindsey laughed softly.

“No panties again, huh?”

Jess looked over her shoulder at Dillon. “Why would I need them?”

Mark was already undressing. When Jess turned to face him, he pulled her into his arms, lifting her easily and tossing her onto the bed like she weighed nothing. She giggled—then gasped as his hands spread her thighs and he dropped between them.

Dillon’s jaw clenched.

He watched—helpless, hard, and aching—as Mark feasted on his wife. Jess moaned, arched, grabbed the sheets. She wasn’t quiet. She wanted Dillon to hear.

“She’s dripping,” Mark muttered. “Already.”

“She was wet before you got here,” Lindsey said with a grin. “She’s been thinking about this all day.”

Jess met Dillon’s eyes as she came. Loud. Unapologetic.

And then Mark was on top of her.

He took her hard, slow at first—deliberate. He kissed her deeply, held her by the throat, pushed into her with force Dillon could only dream of.

Jess moaned louder now, hips rising to meet every thrust.

“Do you like watching, Dillon?” Lindsey whispered from beside him. “Does it make you feel small? Watching her get split open while you just sit there?”

Dillon whimpered.

“Look at how she melts for him,” Lindsey continued. “She never sounds like that when she’s with you, does she?”

He shook his head slowly, ashamed and impossibly turned on.

On the bed, Jess was a vision of surrender and power—moaning, gasping, begging Mark not to stop. Her eyes flicked to Dillon again, cruel and loving all at once.

“Do you see what a real man feels like, baby?” she said through a gasp. “Do you hear what he does to me?”

Mark grunted, deeper now, harder. “She’s clenching. You want to see me come inside your wife, cuck?”

Dillon’s mouth fell open.

Jess pulled Mark down into a kiss, wrapped her legs around him, and whispered, “Do it.”

Moments later, Mark groaned deeply, hips bucking as he spilled inside her. Jess moaned with him, her whole body shaking with the final release.

Afterward, Mark rolled off, spent. Lindsey climbed onto the bed and spread Jess’s thighs open again, slowly, deliberately.

The mess between her legs was unmistakable. A glistening mixture of heat and ruin.

“Still full,” Lindsey said playfully. “Think your little cuck wants to help clean her up again?”

Jess looked at Dillon and crooked her finger. “Crawl.”

Dillon slid off the chair and crawled forward, eyes locked on the creamy mess leaking out of his wife.

“Don’t stroke,” she warned. “Don’t you dare. Just clean.”

He buried his face between her thighs, tasting the aftermath of her pleasure and Mark’s ownership. He moaned as he licked, slowly and reverently.

Jess arched back, smiling lazily.

“Good boy.”


Girls Trip

Show her what you turned me into.

I will if you want me to.

YOU were always a cuck hun.

YOU were always a cuck hun. you just needed someone to help guide and show you how to realize it yourself.

I'll start by friending her on fb.

Then, casually start talking to her on facebook for a few weeks.

I'll invite her to dinner. The three of us

You'll serve us. You'll clean up after us. You'll watch us laugh, giggle, and see how close we've become so "quickly"

Her and I will eventually start having "girls" nights. We'll take trips together. We'll travel together. Her and I at the beach, showing off for all the boys in Miami

after months of this... Her and I have shared hotel rooms..

One night, we both had a little too much to drink. We got a little too close at a bar while dodging a man who was hitting on the two of us. We finally managed to shew him away by laughing at his attempts for almost an hour by stating that we are lesbians.

We will stumble and laugh up to our hotel room..

She'll plop on the bed and start to fall asleep. I'll ask her if she wants to get out of that itchy dress. She'll drunkinly murmur "yeah"

She starts to get up and almost falls. I catch her, help her by unzipping it, then she turns around and wraps her arms around me, looks into my eyes and leans in for a kiss

I pull back, say "Jenn, you're drunk, haha"

she'll say. "No. I really wish we were les. I want you."

My hands twitched with the urge to touch her.

She slips the strap of her dress down her shoulder, slow… she may be drunk, but this is very deliberate. She teases me while I stand there… staring in admiration. Frozen with what I know is wrong but knowing what I know will be so right.

The room feels heavy, like the air itself is watching us. Next time, you will be. My chest rises and falls too quickly, my throat tight, my heart pounding. Jenn knows it. She feels my hunger, and she smiles like she’s finally decided to let me taste what I’ve been craving.

I can’t resist. My legs move before I’ve even made the choice.

When I reach her, her dress slides down completely, pooling around her ankles. She’s bare, soft skin glowing in the dim hotel light, the lace of her bra doing little to hide what I ache to touch. I lift my hand, hesitating for just a second, then trace my fingertips along her collarbone, down over her backside, while my lips softly meet hers. We stand there in the hotel room, in passionate embrace. My fingers trace down from her jawline during the kiss, to her backside. I start to kiss her neck, her head tips back. I slide my fingers slowly across her back and unclip her bra. It falls to the floor. Both my hands cup her perfect nipples and breasts.

The kiss is urgent, messy, like we’ve both been holding back too long. Her tongue teases mine, her hands in my hair, pulling me closer until I can feel every curve of her body pressed against me. I push her towards the bed, and she lets me.

Her legs are up on the edge..

My hands slowly trace down her soft inner thighs

I can’t stop touching her. her thighs, her waist, the swell of her breasts. She arches into my hands. My face slowly dives in between her legs. Gently kissing her thighs, starting from almost her knees and down to her dripping wet pussy, without actually touching it yet. I move to the other thigh. She squirms as if begging for my warm, wet lips to finally end up on her sweet, dripping, wet pussy

I reach my hand up to her breast, cup and squeeze it, then slowly trace my hand back down her perfect flat sexy belly

She gasps desperately, her hips jerking forward, and I smile against her.

Finally.. finally! with a devilish grin, I look up at her, and she knows. I am finally going to give her what she wants. I look break the intense gaze between us and look down at her perfect little pussy, and without hesitation, I let my tongue slowly warm up her pussy with one long slow deliberate lick, my tongue starts from almost her ass, up her folds, licking up how wet she is, tasting how wet she is, up her folds, then to her clit.  The taste of her hits me, it's intoxicating.  I focus on her clit for a bit slowly, savoring the way her body trembles under my tongue.

Her hand tangles in my hair, guiding me closer, pulling me deeper. I lick long and slow up her slit, then circle her clit, light at first, then firmer, flicking, sucking and focusing on her clit. Then I slowly slide my other hand down her thigh and across her pussy. I gently enter her, find her G spot with my two fingers.

I press my mouth harder against her clit, sucking it into my lips, I can feel how swollen it is getting. My tongue teasing it in flicks and swirls. She cries out, arching off the bed, thighs trembling around my head. My fingers deep into her, perfectly caressing her Gspot, just as a woman has always wanted a man to stroke it. My other hand and fingers dig into her ass, holding her still as I eat her like I’ve been starving for her along.

Her taste coats my mouth, sticky and sweet, dripping down my chin, but I don’t stop. I want every drop, every moan, every shiver. The sight of her head thrown back, body quaking on the edge of the bed, drives me deeper into her, licking her, worshipping her until she falls apart in my mouth.

Her thighs clench tight around my head as I circle her clit, sucking harder, dragging my tongue across her swollen nub again and again.

“Don’t stop… oh god, don’t stop,” she gasps, and I don’t. I bury my face deeper, sliding two fingers inside her, curling them just right while my tongue never leaves her clit.

Her whole body tightens, her hand pulling at my hair, back arching as a loud, desperate cry escapes her lips. And then she breaks. Hot, messy waves of pleasure spill over my tongue as she cums, trembling, grinding her pussy against my mouth.

When she finally catches her breath, she looks down at me with a wicked smile, cheeks flushed, eyes glazed. “My turn,” she whispers.

I can feel my body trembling already, the anticipation almost too much.

She pushes me back onto the bed, and I let out a little gasp. In one fluid motion, she slides my short red dress up and over my shoulders, tossing it aside so my breasts are now exposed.

Before I can even catch my breath, her mouth is on me. Hot, wet. She takes my nipple between her lips, sucking hard, her tongue flicking over the sensitive nub until it stiffens against her mouth. I moan and slide my fingers through her hair, then down to her shoulders, already melting.

We’re both kneeling, so close our thighs brush, the heat of her body radiating into mine.

She lifts her head just long enough to kiss me, messy and deep, her tongue teasing mine.

suddenly, she presses her palm gently against my chest. The force is gentle but commanding, pushing me backwards until I’m on my back

She shifts lower on the bed, sliding down between my open legs.

Her fingers stroke lazy circles against my outer thigh, her nails dragging lightly across my skin. Every kiss she plants is lower than the last, and the anticipation has me trembling. My hips shift on their own, arching slightly, trying to guide her where I need her most.

I’m desperate for it. Desperate for her warm, soft, lips, to touch my sweet, wet, dripping pussy.  My hips rise from the bed, chasing her mouth, silently begging for that first long, warm, lick that I gave her.

She pauses just long enough to make me let out a little soft whimper, beggingly. My eyes rolling back. I need her. I've never needed her more than in this very moment. Her breath fanning hot over my desperate, wet, lips. Then, she looks at me, with that same sweet, yet devilish grin, and finally! Her tongue drags one long, slow lick from the very bottom of my slit, tasting me from the top of my ass, up over every slick fold, until her warm, wet, tongue, stays, sucks, and flicks passionately over my clit.

Her lips seal around my swollen clit, tugging it into her mouth, sucking hard enough to make me let out a moan so sensual I have never heard myself make.

The sensation is unbearable

She doesn’t let up. She alternates between light flicks and deep suction, her tongue tracing wet little patterns over my clit, then flattening against it, then flicking quick and relentless until I’m gasping, my face tingling with pleasure

My hips keep trying to rise, to grind harder against her, her hands dig into my ass, holding me tighter against her warm mouth, forcing me to take every second of her worship.

The sound of her mouth working me, wet, hungry, mixing with my cries and moans as I unravel beneath her tongue, it fills the room with fills the room with something truly magical. It’s a rhythm, a harmony, like we’ve slipped into a secret language only our bodies can speak.

Her fingers trace over my slick folds, gathering my wetness, before pressing inside me.

The moment she enters, I moan deep and soft. "Mmmm, yess!" She’s slow, deliberate, her touch soft but confident. And then she curves her fingers up, stroking inside me better than you have ever done and my eyes roll back.

Her fingers curl and press in a rhythm that makes my hips lower deeper into her grasp. She strokes and caresses me with precision only a woman could know. I’ve never felt before. My breath becomes fast, broken only by gasps and little cries and moans that  I can’t hold back.

Her tongue flicks and sucks over my clit passionately. Her fingers keep stroking inside me, dragging along that swollen spot again and again. It’s overwhelming, unbearable in the most perfect way. Heat pools deep in my belly, building fast, pressure swelling until it feels like I’m going to burst.

“Oh my god, Jenn” I whimper

She moans into me, the vibration shooting straight through my clit, making me cry out. She grabs my ass, nails digging into my skin, pulling me closer, I edge my hips up higher. She eagerly pulls me in closer. Every slight move of my hips makes her tongue slide deeper.

“Don’t stop… oh god, please don’t stop!” I beg, and she doesn’t. Her tongue never leaves my clit, her fingers stroking deep, curling just right. "I'm going to .."

“Don’t stop… oh god, please don’t stop!” I beg, and she doesn’t. Her tongue never leaves my clit, her fingers stroking deep, curling just right. "I'm going to .." before I even finish my sentence, the most powerful orgasm I've ever had, rips through me. My whole body locks up, my stomach tightens, my thighs trembling violently around her head. My hand grabs her hair, pulling hard, as I cry out, my orgasm tearing through me. Hot waves of pleasure spill over her tongue as I cum, grinding shamelessly against her mouth, shaking and moaning until I collapse back onto the bed, spent and wet.

She slowly eases her fingers out of me, her lips giving my clit one last, gentle kiss before she crawls up my body. She lays down beside me, her skin warm, her scent filling my lungs. I gently rub her cheek, give her a gentle "Thank you" Kiss on the lips. Then I hover my lips so gently over her cheek, as we lie down next to each other.

For a while, there are no words, just the two of us breathing together, our legs tangled, her caressing her fingers gently through my hair. It feels safe. It feels right.

Finally, I tilt my head up, meeting her eyes in the dim hotel light. A small, wicked smile curls my lips. “You know…” I whisper, “We should let Dillon watch.”

“He won’t touch us,” I murmur, pressing my lips to her collarbone. “That’s not what he wants. He wants to be humiliated… to watch us, to ache for us.” My voice softens into a teasing purr. “He wears panties, you know. Like a little sissy girl… like us.”

Jenn chuckles, low and sweet, brushing a kiss over my temple. “Mmm… that could be fun,” she whispers, her hand sliding down my spine.

We cuddle closer, our bodies still slick, still trembling from the high we gave to each other.

"He likes wearing his little panties, kneeling, looking up at us while we’re still glowing from another man.”

Her eyes glinting with confusion. "Another Man?"

I smile and answer, “Yes… he loves it. He needs it. He’s always been like this, you know. He is a cuckold.”

Jenn’s lips curl into that slow, delicious grin. She stays silent, her eyes locked on mine, letting me continue.

“Always craving to be put in his place,” I whisper, my voice soft but certain. “But he didn’t quite know how to ask for it… how to be seen that way. He didn’t know he was a cuckold.”

She tilts her head, her grin widening, her hand sliding lazily down my thigh. “Mmm, so you named it for him. You gave him the thing he's always craved?"

“He needed me to come in ” I continue, unconsciously moving my lips into her neck for a kiss. Letting up only to whisper near her ear.  “He needed someone to show him what you already tried…"

She exhales a slow, knowing breath. Her hand slides up the back of my neck, fingers threading into my hair as she tilts her head just enough to look at me.

“Mmm” she murmurs, “I knew he wanted it, I knew he liked it but he never knew how to say it. He needed you to unlock it.”

I nod, biting my lip, pressing closer to her warmth. “Yes. He just needed someone to show him… to guide him. To make him understand what he’s always been deep down.”

I can already picture it,” she whispers. “Watching us, wanting us" I softly finish her sentence  "Serving us." Biting my lip.

Jenn’s smile lingers, but her eyes flicker with something more “There’s something I’ve never told you,” she whispers, her voice low, almost conspiratorial. “Jeff and I… we’re in an open relationship.”

The words hang between us, heavy but freeing. Her eyes search mine, gauging my reaction, her lips trembling with the faintest smile. “He knows about us. He knows what I need. And he accepts it.”

She leans closer, her breath brushing my ear. “He accepts that I crave this. That I crave you. And deep down, I think… he likes it too.”

“Mmm,” I whisper back, kissing the corner of her lips, “then maybe he and Dillon should both watch. Let them see what it looks like when two women take everything they need… while they ache, helpless and hard, knowing they’ll only get what we allow.” Jenn’s grin widens, her eyes flashing wickedly. “Oh yes!” teasing as I lean into her ear. “Or maybe Jeff should join us…  between us. You, me, and him tangled up together while Dillon sits in his panties, throbbing, dripping, watching.”

Jenn lets out a soft gasp, then a dark little laugh that vibrates against my skin. Her nails graze down my side, leaving goosebumps in their wake.

“Gosh” she whispers, licking her lips, “I want to see that. Jeff in the middle of us… Dillon trembling on the edge of the bed, panties soaked, begging with his eyes. That’s perfect.”

We kiss again, deeper this time, our bodies pressing together as the idea blooms between us, hotter with every whisper. Two women taking what we want. One man welcomed into our heat. And one little sissy denied, left aching, made to watch the fantasy he’ll never touch.


Sweet Surrender

The warm evening sun dipped low over the private lake, casting a golden haze across Richard’s sprawling lake house property. Jess adjusted the strap of her light sundress, the thin fabric clinging to her curves from the summer humidity. At 32, she felt a familiar flutter of nerves mixed with excitement as she and Dillon arrived at her boss’s annual summer party. Richard, the charismatic CEO of the marketing firm where Jess worked as a senior account manager, had always been larger-than-life—tall, broad-shouldered, with salt-and-pepper hair and a commanding presence that made meetings feel both intimidating and electric. His wife, Elena, was equally striking: a statuesque woman in her late 40s with sharp cheekbones, dark waves of hair, and an effortless elegance that turned heads.




Dillon, Jess’s husband of six years, squeezed her hand as they stepped onto the wooden deck overlooking the water. He was lean and handsome, with kind eyes and a gentle smile that always made her feel safe. Their sex life was loving but routine—vanilla, comfortable, with Jess often wishing for something more intense, though she’d never voiced it fully. Dillon seemed content, but lately, she’d caught him lingering on certain scenes in movies, his cheeks flushing when dominant characters appeared on screen.




“Relax, babe,” Dillon murmured, kissing her temple. “It’s just a party. Richard’s always been good to you at work.”

Jess nodded, but her pulse quickened as Richard approached, his linen shirt unbuttoned at the collar, revealing a hint of tanned chest. Elena glided beside him in a flowing white cover-up that hinted at the bikini beneath.

“Jess! Dillon! So glad you could make it,” Richard boomed, his deep voice sending an unexpected shiver down Jess’s spine. He pulled her into a brief, firm hug—longer than professional courtesy required—his hand pressing possessively at the small of her back. Elena greeted Dillon with a warm smile and a light touch on his arm, her eyes appraising him openly.




The party buzzed around them: colleagues chatting over cocktails, guests splashing in the lake, music pulsing softly. But as the evening wore on and the crowd thinned, Richard and Elena guided Jess and Dillon to a more secluded area—a luxurious cabana nestled among the trees, furnished with plush loungers, a private hot tub, and flickering lanterns.




“Let’s have a real conversation,” Richard said, pouring glasses of chilled white wine. “Work’s been intense, Jess. You’ve been performing so well under pressure. I admire that… but I’ve noticed something about you. Both of you.”




Jess’s cheeks burned as she sipped her wine. Elena settled close to Dillon on a wide lounger, her leg brushing his casually. “We’ve hosted enough of these parties to recognize kindred spirits,” Elena added, her voice smooth and knowing. “The way you look at Richard in meetings, Jess. That subtle deference. And Dillon… you watch her with such devotion. It’s beautiful. But perhaps… unfulfilled?”




Dillon shifted uncomfortably, but his eyes darted to Elena with a mix of curiosity and something deeper. Jess felt exposed, her thighs pressing together under her dress as a warm ache built between them. “I… I’m not sure what you mean,” she stammered, though her body betrayed her—nipples tightening against the thin fabric.

Richard leaned forward, his gaze locking onto Jess’s with an intensity that made her breath catch. “It’s okay to admit it. We’ve seen it in couples before. You crave guidance. Structure. Someone to take the lead.” He reached out, tracing a single finger along Jess’s jawline, tilting her chin up. The touch was electric, authoritative. “Tell me, Jess. When you’re alone with Dillon, do you ever fantasize about surrendering? Letting go completely?”




Her heart hammered. Dillon’s hand found hers, gripping tightly, but he didn’t pull away. Instead, his breathing had grown heavier. Elena’s fingers danced lightly over Dillon’s knee, inching higher. “It’s safe here,” she whispered to him. “No judgments. Just exploration.”




Jess swallowed hard, the wine and the humid night air making her skin tingle. “Yes,” she whispered finally, the admission sending a rush of heat through her core. “I… I think about it. Being told what to do. Pleasing someone who knows how to take control.” Her voice trembled, but saying it aloud felt liberating, her pussy growing slick with unexpected arousal.




Dillon’s eyes widened, but he nodded slowly. “Me too,” he admitted, voice husky. “I love Jess, but… sometimes I want her to lead me. Or… for us both to follow.” Elena smiled approvingly, her hand now resting on his thigh, squeezing gently.




Richard’s smile was predatory yet warm. “Good. That’s the first step—honesty.” He stood, offering his hand to Jess. “Come. The hot tub. Lose the dress, Jess. Let us see you.” His tone left no room for argument, and to her shock, she obeyed, heart pounding as she slipped the sundress over her head, revealing lacy black lingerie that barely contained her full breasts and the damp spot on her panties.




Elena helped Dillon out of his shirt, her nails grazing his chest. “Such a good boy already,” she purred. In the bubbling hot tub, the warm water enveloped Jess as Richard guided her to sit between his legs, her back against his broad chest. His hands roamed possessively—cupping her breasts through the lace, thumbs circling her hardened nipples until she moaned softly. “Feel that? This is what you’ve been missing. Surrender.”




Dillon watched from across the tub, Elena straddling his lap lightly, whispering instructions in his ear as she ground against him teasingly. His cock strained visibly against his swim trunks, and he looked at Jess with raw desire and vulnerability. “This feels… right,” he breathed.

His cock strained visibly against his swim trunks, and he looked at Jess with raw desire and vulnerability. “This feels… right,” he breathed.




Elena smiled like a cat with cream, her fingers deftly tugging at the waistband of Dillon’s trunks. “Then show us, sweet boy. Service starts with obedience. Take them off and let us see how much your body agrees.” Her voice was velvet-wrapped steel as she helped him slide the wet fabric down his thighs. Dillon’s cock sprang free—hard, flushed, and leaking a clear bead of precum at the tip. Jess watched, mesmerized, as Elena wrapped her elegant hand around his shaft and gave one slow, teasing stroke. Dillon moaned, hips bucking instinctively, but Elena squeezed the base in warning. “None of that. You don’t take. You earn.”




Richard’s strong arms tightened around Jess from behind, one large hand buried between her thighs. His thick fingers plunged deep into her slick pussy, curling against that sensitive spot inside her while his thumb continued its merciless circles on her swollen clit. “Look at your husband, little one,” he murmured hotly against her ear, his breath sending shivers down her spine. “He’s dripping for Elena already. Just like you’re dripping down my hand for me. You’re both such natural submissives… made to serve.”




Jess whimpered, grinding back against the hard ridge of Richard’s erection pressing insistently against her ass through his own swimwear. The water sloshed around them as she spread her legs wider without being told, offering herself completely. “Yes, Sir,” she gasped, the honorific slipping out naturally and making her walls clench around his invading fingers. The admission sent a fresh gush of arousal coating his hand. Richard chuckled darkly, rewarding her with a third finger that stretched her deliciously, the fullness bordering on overwhelming.




Elena guided Dillon’s head down to her full breasts, pulling aside her cover-up to bare them. “Suck, pet. Worship them properly while you watch your wife get finger-fucked by my husband.” Dillon obeyed eagerly, his mouth latching onto one stiff nipple, tongue swirling as he moaned around her flesh. His hand hovered uncertainly until Elena caught it and pressed it between her thighs. “Feel how wet you make me? Good boys get to taste.”




Jess’s eyes were glued to the sight—her loving husband so submissively servicing another woman—while Richard’s free hand tugged her bra cups down, pinching and rolling her sensitive nipples until they ached. The dual sensations had her teetering on the edge.




“Tell us what you want, Jess,” Richard commanded, slowing his fingers to a torturous pace. “Use your words like a good girl.”




“I… I want to serve you, Sir. Both of you,” Jess panted, her voice breaking into a needy whine as he curled his fingers again. “I want to please you. Make you feel good. I want Dillon to serve too… I want to watch him submit.”




Elena’s eyes sparkled with approval. She pulled Dillon’s mouth from her breast with a wet pop and turned his face toward Richard. “Go on, Dillon. Crawl to your wife and kiss her while she rides Richard’s fingers. Then you’re going to help me take care of him.”




Dillon moved through the water on his knees, the picture of eager submission, and captured Jess’s mouth in a deep, desperate kiss. Their tongues tangled as Richard continued pumping his fingers into her, faster now.




Jess moaned into her husband’s mouth, tasting Elena on his lips—a intoxicating, bisexual thrill that made her clit throb even harder.




Richard finally withdrew his fingers, leaving Jess empty and aching. He stood, water cascading down his powerful body, and pushed his swim trunks down. His cock was magnificent—long, thick, and rock-hard, the heavy head glistening. “On your knees, both of you. Time to learn proper service.”




Jess and Dillon sank to their knees in the shallow ledge of the hot tub, water lapping at their chests. Elena positioned herself beside Richard, one hand lazily stroking his impressive length while the other guided Jess’s head forward. “Start with the head, sweetheart. Show your boss how grateful you are for this opportunity. Dillon—lick his balls. Make him nice and wet for your wife’s mouth.”




The air thickened with lust as Jess leaned in, her lips parting to take Richard’s cockhead into her warm, eager mouth. The salty-musk taste of him made her pussy clench with fresh need. She sucked gently at first, then deeper, hollowing her cheeks as she bobbed, her eyes watering with the effort to take more of his girth. Beside her, Dillon licked and sucked Richard’s heavy balls with reverent submission, occasionally letting his tongue brush against Jess’s lips where they stretched around the shaft. The shared, bisexual worship felt filthy and perfect—two married subs pleasuring the same dominant cock together.




Richard groaned, one hand fisting in Jess’s hair, the other resting possessively on Dillon’s head. “Fuck, look at you two. Such perfect little submissives. Deeper, Jess. Take me into your throat like the eager slut you are for your superiors.”




Elena watched with heated approval, her fingers playing between her own thighs. “That’s it. Service your Dominants. This is only the beginning of your training. By the end of the weekend, you’ll both be begging to wear our collars.”




Jess’s mind melted into pure submission as she worked her mouth and tongue with devoted fervor, Dillon’s soft moans vibrating against Richard’s balls. Her own arousal dripped down her thighs into the water, every whimper and gag a testament to her new truth: she belonged on her knees, serving, alongside the man she loved.




Richard groaned deeply, his hips rocking forward to feed more of his thick cock into Jess’s eager mouth. “That’s it… good girl. Use that talented tongue while your husband worships my balls. Fuck, you two look so natural down there.”




Elena’s laugh was low and delighted as she circled them slowly in the bubbling water, her eyes drinking in the sight. She reached down to run her fingers through Jess’s wet hair, then trailed them appreciatively over her shoulders and the swell of her breasts, still pushed up by the half-removed bra. “Look at this perfect body, Richard. So soft and curvy in all the right places.” Elena’s hands boldly explored—cupping Jess’s full breasts, lifting and squeezing them as if displaying them for auction. “These tits are exquisite. Heavy, sensitive… made for hands much bigger than yours, Dillon.”




Dillon flushed crimson, his mouth still dutifully working Richard’s heavy sack, but his own neglected cock throbbed visibly in the water—smaller, thinner, and rock-hard with humiliating excitement. Elena noticed immediately. She reached over and gave Dillon’s erection a light, dismissive flick with her fingers. “Oh, sweetheart. Look at that cute little thing. So eager, but so… modest compared to my husband’s. No wonder Jess is dripping for real cock tonight.”




Jess moaned around Richard’s shaft at the words, a fresh wave of shameful arousal flooding her pussy. The small penis humiliation hit Dillon visibly—he whimpered against Richard’s balls, his cheeks burning, but his penis twitched and leaked even more precum into the warm water. Richard chuckled, pulling Jess off his cock with a wet pop so she could catch her breath, strings of saliva connecting her swollen lips to his glistening head.




“Stand up, Jess,” Richard instructed firmly. “Hands behind your head. Let us admire what belongs to us now.”




Trembling with need and exposure, Jess rose from her knees. Water streamed down her nearly naked body as she laced her fingers behind her head, thrusting her chest out obediently. The cool night air kissed her wet skin, making her nipples tighten into stiff peaks. Richard and Elena circled her like predators, their hands roaming freely.




“Turn slowly,” Elena commanded. Jess obeyed, rotating in place so they could see every inch. Richard’s large palm smoothed over the curve of her ass, squeezing possessively. “Magnificent. Wide hips, tiny waist, this juicy ass that begs to be spanked and marked.” He delivered a sharp, stinging slap that made Jess yelp and arch. “And this pussy…” His fingers dipped between her thighs from behind, spreading her slick folds open for Elena to see. “So pink, so perfectly smooth and swollen. Dripping like a faucet just from sucking my cock. Dillon, look at your wife’s perfect pussy. This is what a superior man does to her.”

Dillon stayed on his knees, eyes wide and hungry as he stared at Jess’s exposed sex. “She’s so beautiful,” he whispered hoarsely, his small penis bobbing shamefully.




Elena smiled and stepped closer to Jess, pinching one nipple hard enough to draw a needy cry. “She is. And she’s going to learn to show this body off whenever we want. No more hiding these curves, little sub. From now on, when we tell you to present, you spread your legs and display this perfect pussy and ass for inspection.”




“Yes, Ma’am,” Jess breathed, her voice thick with lust. The exposure made her feel deliciously vulnerable and desired.




Richard gripped Jess’s chin, tilting her face up. “Good girl. 




Now, instructions: Get back on your knees between us. Dillon, you’re going to hold your wife’s hair back while she takes my cock again. And while she does, you’re going to thank Elena for letting you serve a real man’s balls.”




Dillon moved eagerly, gathering Jess’s wet hair into a makeshift ponytail as she sank back down. Jess opened her mouth wide, taking Richard’s thick length deeper this time, relaxing her throat as best she could while her husband held her steady. The position left her completely exposed—breasts bouncing with every bob of her head, ass pushed out toward Elena.




Elena positioned herself in front of Dillon, spreading her legs and pulling his face into her smooth, aroused pussy. “Lick, pet. Slow, worshipful strokes. Show me how grateful you are that your wife gets to choke on superior cock while you service me with that adorable little thing twitching between your legs.”




Dillon moaned into Elena’s folds, his tongue obediently lapping at her clit and entrance. The wet sounds of his submissive oral service mixed with Jess’s muffled gags and slurps around Richard’s cock. Richard fucked Jess’s mouth with controlled thrusts, praising her between groans. “Such a perfect submissive slut. Look at how your body was made for this—tits out, pussy dripping down your thighs, mouth full. We’re going to train you both so well.”




Elena ground against Dillon’s face, her fingers tangled in his hair. “Deeper with that tongue, tiny-dick. That’s it… good boy. You love knowing your wife’s perfect body is being claimed, don’t you?”




Jess’s mind was hazy with overwhelming pleasure and submission. Every degrading word, every admiring touch on her exposed curves, every instruction pushed her closer to the edge. She sucked harder, hollowing her cheeks, determined to please her new Dominants while her husband served beside her in shared, blissful surrender. The party continued faintly in the distance, but in the cabana, only the sounds of wet mouths, moans, and commands filled the humid night air.




Richard’s grip tightened in Jess’s hair as he pulled her off his thick, glistening cock with a low, reluctant groan. A thick strand of her saliva stretched and broke between her swollen lips and his throbbing head. “Enough,” he said, his voice deep and commanding, cutting through the haze of moans and wet sounds filling the cabana.




Elena stepped back as well, gently tugging Dillon’s face from between her thighs. His lips and chin were shiny with her arousal, and his small penis still stood painfully hard, twitching untouched in the warm water. Jess remained on her knees, chest heaving, her perfect breasts rising and falling as she panted. Her pussy throbbed with unmet need, slick trails of her excitement coating her inner thighs.




Richard helped Jess to her feet, steadying her with strong hands while Elena did the same for Dillon. The two Dominants stood tall and composed, their bodies radiating control, while Jess and Dillon stood flushed, exposed, and trembling with unspent desire.




“That’s enough for tonight,” Richard declared, his tone leaving no room for argument. He cupped Jess’s chin, forcing her to meet his intense gaze. “You’ve both shown incredible promise. Your mouths, your obedience, the way your perfect body responds so beautifully to exposure and command…” His free hand trailed down her side, openly admiring the curve of her waist, the swell of her hip, and the way her nipples remained stiff and begging. “But true submission isn’t decided in the heat of the moment. We want to know this is real. That you both crave it—not just the thrill of a forbidden night.”




Elena nodded, running her fingers lightly over Dillon’s chest before giving his small, aching penis a single teasing stroke that made him whimper. “Exactly. We’ve seen too many couples chase the fantasy only to back out when it becomes real. You will sleep in the guesthouse tonight. No touching each other. No relief. Stay needy and reflective.”




Jess felt a fresh wave of submissive heat at the denial. Her clit pulsed uselessly as Richard continued, “In the morning, after you’ve had time to talk and think without our hands on you, you’ll come to us. If you truly want this—if you want to pledge yourselves and your marriage to us as our submissive couple—you will kneel together and offer everything. Your bodies, your obedience, your fidelity in service to us. No half-measures.”




Dillon swallowed hard, his voice hoarse. “Yes, Sir… Ma’am.”




Jess echoed him softly, her eyes glassy with lust and budding devotion. “We understand.”




Elena smiled warmly yet sternly, helping Jess adjust her disheveled lingerie while Richard tossed Dillon a towel. “Good pets. The guesthouse is yours for the night. There are fresh robes inside. Sleep. Dream of serving. And remember—we see how perfectly your wife’s body was built for dominance,” she added, giving Jess’s ass a firm, appreciative squeeze. “And how sweetly you both ache to submit.”




Richard gave one final instruction as he and Elena began to walk back toward the main house, leaving the couple standing exposed and dripping in the cabana. “No orgasms. No fucking. If we find out you disobeyed, the offer ends. Prove to us that your submission is deeper than your desperation.”




Jess and Dillon stood in silence for a long moment after their new Dominants disappeared into the night, the distant sounds of the party fading. Jess’s body still hummed with arousal—her nipples tight, her pussy aching and empty. She glanced at Dillon, seeing the same desperate need mirrored in his eyes, his modest penis still hard and denied.




They walked hand-in-hand to the cozy guesthouse at the edge of the property, the cool night air teasing their sensitive skin. Inside, the luxurious bedroom waited with its king-sized bed, soft lighting, and two plush robes laid out. They stripped off what remained of their wet clothes, but true to the command, they didn’t touch beyond gentle, loving kisses and whispered conversations.




Lying naked beside each other under the sheets, bodies burning with unfulfilled need, Jess pressed her thighs together tightly. “Dillon… do you really want this?” she whispered.




He nodded, voice thick. “I do. Seeing you like that… serving them. Being exposed and praised. It felt right. Scary… but right. What about you?”




“I’ve never felt so wanted,” Jess admitted, shivering as she remembered Richard’s hands on her perfect curves, Elena’s teasing words, the taste of dominant cock on her tongue. “I want to pledge. I want to be theirs. Ours.”




They fell asleep like that—horny, reflective, and deeply connected—knowing the morning would bring the most important decision of their marriage.

The next morning, sunlight filtered through the windows of the guesthouse. Jess woke first, her body still sensitively aroused from the night before. She slipped on one of the soft white robes, the fabric whispering against her bare skin like a reminder of her exposure the previous evening. Dillon stirred beside her, his own robe doing little to hide his morning erection.




They found Richard and Elena on the main deck overlooking the lake, sipping coffee. The couple looked relaxed and powerful in the morning light.




Richard set his cup down and regarded them both with a steady, expectant gaze. “Well? Have you decided?”




Jess and Dillon exchanged one last glance, then slowly sank to their knees together on the warm wooden deck. Jess’s robe parted slightly, offering a teasing glimpse of her breasts and thighs as she assumed the position.




“We want it,” Jess said clearly, her voice trembling with excitement and submission. “We want to pledge ourselves and our marriage to you. Completely.”




Dillon nodded beside her. “We belong to you.”




Elena’s smile was radiant. “Then let the real training begin.”


Sweet Surrender: The Commitment

Richard and Elena looked down at the kneeling couple with satisfied, possessive smiles. The morning sun bathed the deck in warm light, highlighting every curve of Jess’s body as her robe slipped open slightly at the chest and thighs. She kept her posture perfect—knees spread, back straight, hands resting on her thighs—feeling both vulnerable and strangely empowered by their hungry gazes.

“Stand up,” Richard commanded softly. “Robes off. We discuss rules with nothing hidden.”

Jess and Dillon obeyed immediately, letting the soft white robes pool at their feet. Jess stood naked and proud, her full breasts rising with each excited breath, nipples already tightening under the cool breeze and their scrutiny. Dillon stood beside her, his smaller penis visibly throbbing and leaking at the exposure.

Elena circled them slowly, trailing her fingers along Jess’s waist and the flare of her hips. “Jess, your rules are designed to deepen your submission while letting you bloom in service. You will remain a confident, desirable woman—but always ours first.”

Jess’s Rules:

1.  Body Ownership: Your body belongs to us. You will keep yourself perfectly groomed—smooth pussy, manicured nails, and dressed to accentuate your perfect curves whenever we command. No panties unless we approve them. Your breasts, ass, and pussy are for our pleasure and admiration.

2.  Sexual Availability: You will be ready to serve sexually at any time—mouth, pussy, ass, or hands. Orgasms only with permission. You may edge yourself daily to stay desperate and focused, but you will report every edge to us.

3.  Empowered Submission: You will carry yourself with graceful confidence in public and at work, knowing you are a cherished submissive. Inside our dynamic, you will address us as Sir and Ma’am. You will use your beauty and sensuality actively—seducing us with your body, offering yourself proactively, and taking pride in how perfectly you please.

4.  Service & Training: Daily tasks will include worshiping our bodies, learning advanced oral and sexual service, and occasional public risk play (discreet exposure or teasing). You will help train Dillon when instructed, reinforcing your place above him in the hierarchy.

5.  Pledge Maintenance: Every evening, you will kneel and verbally reaffirm your submission. Your marriage remains intact, but your primary loyalty in the bedroom and in service is to us.

Richard stepped closer, cupping one of Jess’s breasts and thumbing her nipple until she moaned. “You will feel more alive, more desired, more womanly than ever—because your submission unlocks it.”

Jess shivered with arousal, whispering, “Thank you, Sir.”

Elena turned her attention to Dillon, her expression shifting to something more wicked and amused. She gave his small, straining penis a light, condescending tap. “Dillon, your rules are stricter. You exist to serve all three of us. Humiliation, denial, and exposure will be your constant companions.”

Dillon’s Rules:

1.  Chastity: You will be locked in a flat steel chastity cage immediately. The flat design will crush your little cock into a smooth, humiliating bulge. Only we hold the keys. Releases will be rare and earned through exceptional service.

2.  Sissy Panties & Exposure: You will wear panties daily—frilly, feminine ones we choose. Often under your work clothes. At home or when summoned, you will wear nothing but panties, a collar, and perhaps stockings. Your small penis and ass will remain exposed for teasing, inspection, and humiliation at any time.

3.  Total Service & Hierarchy: You are submissive to Richard, Elena, and Jess. You will address Jess as Ma’am when in dynamic. Your duties include cleaning the house, preparing meals, foot worship, and any sexual service demanded—mouth and ass available to all of us.

4.  Cum Eating: Every load you witness or cause—whether from Richard fucking your wife, us using you, or any creampie—must be cleaned up with your tongue. No exceptions. Swallowing is mandatory. This will be your primary source of “relief.”

5.  Humiliation & Training: Regular humiliation sessions, cuckolding while you watch and serve, public risk (wearing panties visibly, discreet plugging), and body writing. You will thank us for every humiliation. Orgasms, if ever permitted, will only happen in your cage or ruined, followed by immediate cleanup.

Dillon’s face burned bright red, but his cock betrayed him, twitching hard at the words. “Yes, Ma’am… Sir,” he managed, voice shaky with shame and arousal.

“Dillon,” Richard began, his deep voice calm and authoritative, “Jess had a very honest conversation with us. She told us about your long-standing panty wearing kink. How you’ve secretly worn her panties for years, how it makes you feel small, pretty, and aroused. She trusted us with that because she wants us to help you fully embrace it.”

Dillon’s face burned bright red. He glanced at Jess, who gave him a loving, reassuring smile. “It’s okay, baby,” she said softly. “I told them because I want you to be free with this too.”

Elena crouched in front of him, lifting his chin so he had to meet her eyes. “There’s no shame here, pet. Quite the opposite. We see it as a deep psychological need. You’ve spent your life trying to be the ‘normal’ husband — responsible, masculine, in control. But deep down, your psyche craves surrender. The panties aren’t just a fetish for you. They’re a symbol of letting go of that performance. Wearing soft, feminine lace makes you feel exposed and vulnerable… and that vulnerability is exactly what your submissive mind needs to feel truly fulfilled.”

Richard continued, his hand gently stroking Jess’s hair as he spoke. “It’s common in men with strong submissive tendencies. The constant pressure to perform masculinity becomes exhausting. Your mind and body have been begging for an outlet — a way to be soft, pretty, and obedient instead. That’s why the thought of wearing panties in front of us, of being seen as a sissy sub, makes your little nub leak so much. It’s not just sexual. It’s psychological relief.”

“You need to be a sissy sub, Dillon. Not because you’re weak, but because it’s how your mind finds balance. When you’re dressed in pretty panties, locked in chastity, and serving superior cock and pussy, your brain releases all that built-up tension. The humiliation is cathartic. It lets the real you — the soft, eager-to-please, obedient boy — come out to play.”

Jess spoke up gently from her place at Richard’s side, her voice full of love and empowerment. “I love this part of you, Dillon. Telling them felt right. I want to see you fully accepted and trained as their sissy sub. It makes me feel even stronger in my own submission, knowing we’re both giving ourselves completely.”

Richard nodded approvingly. “Exactly. Jess is blossoming as a confident submissive woman. You, Dillon, will blossom as our pretty sissy husband. The deeper you embrace it — the panties, the cleaning, the denial, the service — the more peace and pleasure you’ll find. Your psyche needs this. It needs to be put in lace, put in your place, and allowed to serve without the burden of pretending to be something you’re not.”

Elena leaned in and kissed Dillon’s burning cheek. “Say it, pet. Tell us what you need.”

Dillon’s voice trembled with shame, arousal, and relief. “I… I need to be your sissy sub. I need the panties. I need to be soft and obedient for all of you.”

Richard smiled. “Good boy. Then let’s begin your proper sissy training.”

Jess watched with a proud, loving smile as Elena produced a small, gleaming flat steel chastity cage from a nearby drawer, along with a pair of delicate pink lace panties. Richard held Jess close, letting her watch as Elena expertly locked the cold steel around Dillon’s shrinking erection. The flat plate pressed his cock cruelly inward, creating a smooth, feminine mound. Dillon whimpered as the lock clicked shut.

“Perfect,” Richard murmured, pulling Jess against his body so she could feel his hard cock against her ass. “Now, to seal this. Jess, on your knees. Suck me while your husband watches in his new cage and panties.”

Jess dropped gracefully to her knees on the sun-warmed deck, her perfect naked body fully on display. The morning light caressed her full breasts, the gentle curve of her waist, and the smooth, glistening lips of her aroused pussy. She felt a powerful rush of confidence as she settled between Richard’s strong thighs. This wasn’t just obedience—it was her choice, her power expressed through surrender. By pleasing him so completely, she was claiming her role as a cherished, desired submissive.




Richard’s thick cock stood proudly before her, heavy and veined, the head already slick with a bead of precum. Jess looked up at him with shining eyes, her lips parting softly. “May I please you, Sir?” she asked, voice husky with need.




“You may, beautiful,” Richard replied, his large hand gently cupping the back of her head. “Show us how a confident submissive worships.”




Elena stood close, one hand resting reassuringly on Jess’s shoulder while the other stroked Dillon’s hair as he knelt beside them in nothing but his humiliating pink lace panties stretched tight over the flat steel chastity cage. “That’s it, sweetheart,” Elena encouraged warmly. “You look stunning like this. Own your power. Every moan you draw from him proves how irresistible you are.”




Jess leaned forward and pressed a soft, reverent kiss to the head of Richard’s cock, then another, letting her full lips drag along the sensitive underside. She felt a surge of empowerment as she tasted him—salty, masculine, intoxicating. This powerful man, her boss, was hard because of her. She parted her lips wider and took the thick head into her warm, wet mouth, swirling her tongue slowly around the ridge with deliberate, loving strokes.




“Mmm, fuck… just like that,” Richard groaned, his fingers tightening gently in her hair. “You have such a perfect mouth, Jess. So eager and talented. Look at you—confident, beautiful, choosing to serve so beautifully.”




Jess moaned around his shaft, the vibration traveling straight through him. She took him deeper, inch by inch, relaxing her throat as she bobbed her head in a slow, sensual rhythm. Saliva coated his length, making wet, obscene sounds as she worked him. She used her hand on the base, twisting gently while her tongue flicked and pressed along the underside. Every time she pushed forward, she felt her throat stretch around his girth, her eyes watering slightly, but the discomfort only heightened her arousal. Her pussy throbbed emptily, dripping down her inner thighs onto the deck.




Dillon watched with wide, desperate eyes, his caged cock straining painfully against the flat steel. “You look so good, Ma’am,” he whispered, the new honorific coming naturally. “So powerful… serving him like that.”




Elena smiled proudly, reaching down to pinch one of Jess’s stiff nipples, rolling it between her fingers. “Hear that? Even your husband sees it. You’re not diminished—you’re radiant. Your submission makes you glow. Keep going, good girl. Take him deeper. Show us how much you love pleasing your superior.”




The praise washed over Jess like warm honey. She felt empowered, not weak. By devoting herself so completely to Richard’s pleasure, she was unlocking a deeper, sexier version of herself. She hollowed her cheeks and pushed forward until her nose brushed his abdomen, taking nearly all of his impressive length into her throat. She held there, swallowing around him, her throat muscles rippling and massaging his cock.




“Goddamn, Jess,” Richard growled, his voice thick with pleasure. “That’s incredible. You’re such a natural. So confident in your submission. Most women shy away—this is what makes you extraordinary. Keep sucking just like that… yes, fuck, your tongue is magic.”




Jess pulled back for air, gasping, strings of thick saliva connecting her swollen lips to his glistening cock. She stroked him firmly with both hands, looking up at all three of them with lust-drunk eyes. “I love making you feel good, Sir,” she confessed breathlessly. “It makes me feel so… alive. So desired. So powerful.”




Elena leaned down and kissed Jess’s forehead tenderly. “Because you are powerful, pet. Your beauty, your skill, your willingness to kneel and worship—that’s your strength. We see it. We cherish it.”




Reassured and floating on their words, Jess dove back down with renewed passion. She sucked harder, faster, her head bobbing with wet, sloppy enthusiasm. One hand cupped and gently massaged Richard’s heavy balls while the other pumped the slick shaft in time with her mouth. Her breasts bounced with every movement, nipples aching, her own arousal dripping steadily as she lost herself in the act of service.




Richard’s hips began to thrust gently, fucking her willing mouth. “Such a perfect submissive wife. You’re going to make me cum soon if you keep this up. And when I do, you’re going to swallow every drop like the confident slut you are—proud of how well you serve.”




Dillon whimpered beside her, his caged little cock twitching uselessly. “Please, Ma’am… you look so beautiful pleasing him.”




Jess moaned loudly around Richard’s cock, the combined praise pushing her into a headspace of pure, empowered bliss. She was exactly where she belonged—naked, kneeling, throat full of her Dominant’s cock—while her body and spirit sang with fulfillment. Her submission wasn’t a loss of power. It was the fullest expression of it.




With a deep, guttural groan, Richard finally tensed. 




“Now, Jess—take it all!”




Thick ropes of hot cum erupted across her tongue and down her throat. Jess swallowed greedily, eyes locked on his, feeling every pulse and spurt as a victory. She milked him thoroughly with her lips and tongue until he was spent, then gently cleaned him with soft, loving licks.




Elena and Richard helped her to her feet, wrapping her in their arms. “Our perfect girl,” Richard murmured, kissing her cum-flavored lips. “You did so well. Feel how strong your submission makes you?”




Jess nodded, glowing with pride and lingering arousal, her body buzzing. Dillon remained on his knees, waiting patiently in his panties and cage, ready to serve the new dynamic.




The rules were sealed with pleasure, and their shared future had begun.




Jess stood tall and radiant between Richard and Elena, her naked body still flushed and glowing from the intense blowjob. She had swallowed every drop of Richard’s cum with eager devotion, and a faint, satisfied smile played on her swollen lips. Her full breasts rose and fell with each breath, nipples tight in the morning air, while her smooth, aroused pussy glistened with her own slick excitement.




Richard kissed her deeply, tasting himself on her tongue, then pulled back with pride in his eyes. “You were absolutely magnificent, Jess. The way you worshipped my cock—confident, skilled, and so beautifully submissive—makes you shine even brighter.”




Elena stepped closer, her hands moving over Jess’s body with open reverence. She cupped Jess’s heavy breasts, lifting and squeezing them gently as if they were sacred. 




“Feel how perfect you are, sweetheart. These gorgeous breasts, this tiny waist, these wide, feminine hips… your body was made to be owned and worshipped like this.” Elena’s fingers trailed down, tracing the curve of her ass before slipping between her thighs to lightly pet her slick, swollen pussy lips. “And this perfect pussy—already dripping from serving so well. You’re empowered by every moment of surrender. It makes you radiant.”




Jess shivered with pleasure at their reverent touch, feeling a deep surge of confidence and feminine power. Their words and hands didn’t make her feel small—they made her feel exalted. Her submission was a crown, not a collar of weakness.




Richard smiled down at Dillon, who was still kneeling in his pink lace panties and flat steel chastity cage. “Now, sissy, show your submission. Your wife has earned her rest and praise. Get on your knees properly and use that mouth to get me hard again. I want to be ready to claim more of your wife’s perfect body.”




Dillon crawled forward obediently, his caged little cock throbbing painfully in its flat prison. “Yes, Sir,” he whispered, voice thick with humiliation and arousal. He nuzzled Richard’s softening, cum-slick cock with his lips before taking it into his warm mouth. He sucked gently at first, then with growing devotion, swirling his tongue to clean and revive it. The taste of his wife’s saliva mixed with Richard’s cum only deepened his submissive headspace.




While Dillon worked diligently between Richard’s legs—licking, sucking, and nursing the thick shaft back to full hardness—Richard and Elena continued to own and adore Jess’s body with reverent hands and words.




Richard’s large palm smoothed over Jess’s stomach and up to her breasts, kneading them with open appreciation. “Look at her, Elena. Have you ever seen a more perfect submissive? These tits fill my hands so beautifully. Heavy, sensitive, and responsive.” He pinched her nipples firmly, drawing a soft moan from Jess. “Every curve of hers begs to be claimed, yet she gives herself so powerfully. Her submission makes her unstoppable.”




Elena pressed herself against Jess’s back, one hand sliding down to cup her pussy possessively while the other caressed her hip. “She’s exquisite,” Elena murmured against Jess’s ear. “This soft, smooth pussy… so warm and wet just from pleasing you. We own every inch of you, Jess, and you wear that ownership like a queen. Feel how your body responds to being ours? That’s your power, pet. The more you submit, the more you bloom.”




Jess moaned softly, leaning into their touch. Dillon’s eager sucking sounds filled the air as Richard’s cock steadily hardened again in his mouth—thickening and rising against his tongue. The contrast only heightened Jess’s sense of empowerment: her husband, locked and humiliated in lace and steel, servicing the man who had just cum down her throat, while she stood worshipped and praised like a goddess.




“That’s a good sissy,” Richard praised Dillon without looking away from Jess. “Suck deeper. Get me rock hard so I can properly enjoy your wife’s perfect body again.” Then, to Jess: “You see? Your submission inspires his. You’re at the center of this, beautiful. Desired. Cherished. Empowered.”




Elena kissed along Jess’s neck, fingers circling her clit with slow, teasing strokes. “Your breasts, your ass, this dripping pussy—we will own them all with reverence every single day. You’re not just submitting, Jess. You’re ascending. Feel it in every touch.”




Dillon moaned around Richard’s now fully hard cock, bobbing his head with submissive dedication, his pink-pantied ass pushed out as he worked. The flat cage kept him denied and aching, a living symbol of the new hierarchy.




Jess’s head fell back against Elena’s shoulder, lost in the reverent hands exploring her body and the constant stream of praise. She had never felt more beautiful, more powerful, or more completely herself than in this moment of owned, celebrated submission.




Richard finally pulled Dillon off his throbbing erection with a wet pop. “Well done, pet. Now watch closely as we continue to enjoy your empowered wife.”




Richard’s fully hard cock throbbed in the morning sunlight as he lifted Jess effortlessly into his arms. “Come here, my beautiful submissive,” he murmured, voice thick with desire. He carried her to the wide, cushioned outdoor lounge nearby, laying her down on her back with reverent care. Jess’s legs parted naturally, her glistening pussy on full display, already aching to be claimed.




Elena moved gracefully beside them, helping position Jess with gentle but firm hands. She lifted one of Jess’s legs, draping it over the side of the lounge to spread her wide open, then did the same with the other, fully exposing her to Richard. “Look at this perfect offering,” Elena whispered, her fingers tracing Jess’s swollen outer lips before spreading them delicately. “So pink, so wet, so ready for you. She’s giving herself completely, Richard. Claim her.”




Jess gazed up at Richard with lust-filled eyes, her full breasts heaving. She felt incredibly empowered—desired, beautiful, and completely safe in her surrender. “Please, Sir… take me. I want to feel you deep inside.”




Richard knelt between her spread thighs, the thick head of his cock nudging against her slick entrance. He rubbed it up and down her folds, coating himself in her arousal, teasing her clit until she whimpered. “You’re mine now, Jess. This perfect body, this dripping pussy—all of it.” 




With a slow, powerful thrust, he pushed inside her.




Jess cried out in pleasure as he stretched her, inch by thick inch. The fullness was overwhelming—his cock so much bigger than what she was used to, pressing against every sensitive wall inside her. “Oh god… Sir… you’re so big,” she gasped, her walls clenching around him greedily.




Elena leaned over Jess, kissing her deeply while one hand played with her nipples, pinching and rolling them. “That’s it, sweetheart. Take every inch. Feel how he claims you? This is your power—your body welcoming him so beautifully.”




Richard began to move, long, deep strokes that bottomed out against her cervix with every thrust. The wet, rhythmic sound of his cock plunging into her soaked pussy filled the deck. He gripped her hips, pulling her onto him as he drove forward, his heavy balls slapping against her ass. “Fuck, Jess… you feel incredible. So tight, so hot, so perfectly made for me.”




Jess arched her back, moaning loudly with each powerful thrust. Every stroke sent sparks of pleasure radiating through her body. Elena’s hands and mouth worshipped her at the same time—sucking on one nipple, then the other, while whispering constant praise. “You’re glowing, pet. Look how your breasts bounce for him. So confident in your submission. This is what you were meant for.”




Dillon knelt nearby, watching intently in his pink panties and steel chastity cage. His locked cock strained painfully as he witnessed his wife being passionately claimed, her body responding with such raw ecstasy.




Richard leaned down, capturing Jess’s mouth in a deep, possessive kiss while continuing his steady, claiming rhythm. He angled his hips to grind against her clit with every thrust, driving her higher. “You’re doing so well, my good girl. Taking my cock like you were born for it. Feel how wet you are? This pussy knows its owner now.”




The pleasure built rapidly inside Jess. Elena reached between them, rubbing Jess’s clit in firm circles while Richard fucked her harder, deeper. “Cum for him, Jess,” Elena encouraged. “Show us how empowered you feel when you surrender completely.”




Jess’s orgasm crashed over her suddenly, her walls spasming wildly around Richard’s thick cock. She cried out, body shaking, nails digging into his shoulders as waves of intense pleasure rolled through her. Her pussy gushed around him, soaking his shaft and balls.




Richard groaned in pleasure but didn’t stop. He fucked her through her orgasm, prolonging it, then flipped her onto her hands and knees with Elena’s help. Elena positioned herself in front of Jess, guiding her head between her thighs so Jess could lick and worship her pussy while Richard took her from behind.




Richard gripped Jess’s hips and slammed back into her, the new angle hitting even deeper. His thrusts were passionate and relentless, skin slapping loudly against skin. “Such a perfect submissive wife,” he growled, one hand reaching around to rub her clit. “Your body is ours to claim, and you wear it so beautifully.”




Elena moaned, grinding against Jess’s eager tongue. “Good girl… keep licking while he fucks you. You’re so strong, so sexy like this.”




The combined sensations pushed Jess toward a second, even more powerful orgasm. Richard’s cock pistoned into her, stretching and filling her completely, while Elena’s praise and Jess’s own devoted licking sent her spiraling. She came hard again, screaming into Elena’s pussy as her walls milked Richard’s cock.




With a deep, guttural moan, Richard buried himself to the hilt and exploded inside her. Thick, hot ropes of cum flooded her pussy, pulse after pulse, filling her completely. He held her hips tightly, grinding deep as he emptied himself, marking her as his.




They collapsed together in a sweaty, satisfied tangle. 




Elena stroked Jess’s hair lovingly. “You were incredible, pet. So empowered. So perfectly claimed.”




Richard kissed her shoulder tenderly. “Our beautiful Jess.”




Dillon watched, aching and denied, as the new dynamic deepened with every passionate moment.




Richard stayed buried deep inside Jess for a long, lingering moment, his cock pulsing with the final spurts of his release. Jess trembled beneath him, her body glowing with the aftershocks of two powerful orgasms, her pussy full and leaking around his thick shaft. Elena gently stroked Jess’s hair and back, murmuring soft praises.




“You were breathtaking, sweetheart,” Elena whispered. “So strong and radiant in your submission.”




Richard finally pulled out slowly, his spent but still impressive cock glistening with their combined juices. A thick trickle of his cum immediately began to drip from Jess’s well-fucked, swollen pussy.




Dillon’s moment had arrived.




“Come here, sissy,” Richard commanded, his voice calm but authoritative. “Show your submission. Clean us all. Start with your wife’s beautiful, claimed pussy. Every drop.”




Dillon crawled forward eagerly despite the burning humiliation in his cheeks and the painful pressure of his flat steel chastity cage. His pink lace panties were soaked at the front from constant leaking. “Yes, Sir. Thank you for letting me serve.”




He positioned himself between Jess’s spread thighs with reverent care. Jess watched him with a mix of love and empowered confidence, her body still buzzing. Dillon leaned in and pressed his mouth to her creamy, cum-filled pussy. He licked slowly at first, savoring the warm, salty-sweet mix of Richard’s thick load and Jess’s own abundant arousal. His tongue delved deeper, scooping out rope after rope of cum and swallowing obediently with audible, submissive gulps.




Jess moaned softly, one hand gently resting on his head. “That’s it… good sissy,” she praised, her voice soft but steady. The sight of her husband cleaning her so devotedly only deepened her sense of power and desirability. “You’re making me feel so cherished after Sir claimed me so well.”




Dillon licked thoroughly—long, broad strokes from her ass all the way up to her sensitive clit, ensuring not a single drop remained. He sucked gently on her swollen folds, cleaning every crease until her pussy sparkled with only his saliva. Jess sighed in contentment, the caring attention feeling like tender worship.




Once Jess was clean, Richard stepped forward, his cock still semi-hard and messy. “Now me.”




Dillon turned obediently and took Richard’s cock into his mouth once more. He licked and sucked with dedicated care, cleaning every trace of Jess’s juices and the remnants of cum from the shaft, head, and heavy balls. He worked slowly and reverently, moaning around the thickness as he performed this ultimate act of submission. Richard rested a hand on Dillon’s head. “Good pet. Taste how well your wife took me.”




Elena smiled and lay back on the lounge, spreading her legs. “My turn, little cleaner.”




Dillon moved to her without hesitation, burying his face between Elena’s thighs. He licked her slowly and thoroughly, tasting her arousal from earlier while Jess had been getting fucked. His tongue explored every fold, circling her clit and dipping inside until she was clean and sighing with pleasure.




By the time he finished, Dillon’s face was shiny, his cage aching, and his submission absolute.




With the cleaning complete, Dillon shifted seamlessly into tender aftercare. He helped Jess sit up first, wrapping his arms around her in a loving embrace before guiding her to a more comfortable position on the wide lounge. He fetched a soft blanket from nearby and draped it gently over her body, then brought cool water for all three of them, holding the glass to Jess’s lips first so she could sip without effort.




“You were so beautiful, Ma’am,” he whispered to her as he carefully massaged her shoulders and thighs with respectful, soothing hands. “The way you took Sir’s cock… you looked so empowered and radiant. I’m so proud to be your husband and to serve you like this.” He kissed her forehead, then her breasts with feather-light reverence, and finally placed the gentlest kiss on her now-clean pussy. “Thank you for letting me care for you after he claimed you so passionately.”




Jess smiled down at him, running her fingers through his hair. She felt utterly adored, powerful, and safe. “You’re doing wonderfully, Dillon. Your submission makes this even more special.”




Dillon turned his attention to Richard and Elena next. He brought fresh towels and helped pat them dry with careful, humble service. For Richard, he massaged his legs briefly and offered more water. For Elena, he knelt and gently rubbed her feet, kissing the tops of them in gratitude.




Throughout the aftercare, Richard and Elena continued praising both of them—especially Jess.




“You handled that claiming so gracefully, Jess,” Richard said, pulling her against his chest while Dillon continued his devoted service. “Your body is perfection. And watching your husband clean and care for you afterward only proves how strong this dynamic is.”




Elena nodded, stroking Jess’s arm. “You’re glowing, pet. Dillon’s submission elevates you even higher. This is exactly where you both belong.”




Dillon finished his aftercare duties by kneeling respectfully beside the lounge, head bowed, waiting for further instructions—his pink panties and locked cage a constant, aching reminder of his place.


Sweet Surrender: Reflections

Jess and Dillon slipped into their own bed that night, the familiar sheets feeling both comforting and charged with the electric afterglow of everything that had happened at the lake house. The room was dimly lit by a single bedside lamp, casting soft golden light across their bodies. Jess wore nothing but an open silk robe that draped loosely over her curves, while Dillon lay beside her wearing only the delicate black lace thong their new Dominants had insisted he keep on.




Jess unlocked the flat steel chastity cage with the key Elena had given her, setting the cold metal aside. Dillon’s small cock immediately sprang free, straining desperately against the thin lace fabric. She smiled tenderly at him, her heart swelling with love.




“Come here, my sweet husband,” she whispered, pulling him close. They turned to face each other, foreheads touching, sharing the same pillow. Jess slipped her hand under the waistband of the lace thong and wrapped her warm fingers around his throbbing cock, stroking him slowly and lovingly through the delicate material.




Dillon let out a shaky breath, his hips twitching instinctively. “Jess… I still can’t believe we did all that today. It feels like a dream. A really intense, life-changing dream.”

She stroked him with long, sensual glides, her thumb occasionally brushing over the sensitive head, smearing the steady flow of precum that soaked the lace. “I know, baby. I’ve been replaying it in my head the whole drive home. The way Richard looked at me when he first touched me… the way Elena praised my body like it was something precious. I felt so exposed, so vulnerable… but also so seen. Like they truly appreciated every part of me.”




Dillon moaned softly as she continued her teasing strokes. Jess gathered some of his leaking precum onto her fingers and brought it to his lips. “Open,” she said gently. He obeyed, sucking her fingers clean with a submissive whimper. The intimate act made them both shiver with connection.




“Tell me what you felt when you were watching him fuck me,” Jess whispered, her eyes locked on his as she resumed stroking him slowly under the lace. “Be honest. I want all of it.”




Dillon’s cheeks flushed, but the trust between them felt deeper than ever. “I felt jealous at first… but mostly this overwhelming arousal. Seeing his much bigger cock stretching you, hearing you moan like that — it made me feel so small. So inadequate in some ways. But it also made me incredibly proud of you. You were glowing, Jess. You looked so confident and sexy and powerful while submitting to him. It made me realize how much I love seeing you like that. It doesn’t make me feel less like your husband. It makes me feel closer to you.”




Jess’s heart melted. She kissed him deeply, her hand never stopping its loving torment under the panties. “I felt the same way about you. When you were on your knees cleaning me… cleaning him… it was humiliating for you, but it made me feel so cherished. Like you were willing to go to those depths for our shared pleasure. I’ve never felt more loved. Or more safe to explore this side of myself.”




She gathered more of his precum and fed it to him again, letting him suckle greedily from her fingers while she continued slow, edging strokes. “I was scared I might feel guilty afterward,” she confessed softly. “But I don’t. I feel… liberated. Like I’ve been holding back this submissive part of me for years, and now it’s finally free. And the way they praised me — calling my body perfect, telling me how strong I am in my surrender — it healed something in me. I feel more beautiful and desirable than I have in a long time.”




Dillon nodded, eyes misty with emotion as he rocked gently into her hand. “I felt the same. The cage, the panties, being made to serve… it’s embarrassing, but it also feels right. I’ve always had these secret submissive fantasies, but I was ashamed to admit them. Today, watching you bloom like that gave me permission to embrace mine. I want to be good for them. I want to be good for you. I want to kneel and clean you after they use you. I want to wear whatever they make me wear and thank them for the humiliation.”




Jess smiled warmly, her strokes becoming a little firmer, bringing him right to the trembling edge before slowing again. “I love you so much for saying that. I trust you completely with this. And I trust them — as crazy as it sounds. They made me feel so empowered today. Like my submission is a strength, not a weakness. Next weekend… I want them to push us further. I want to wear a collar. I want to serve them together with you. I want to feel Richard and Elena take me at the same time while you watch and clean up after. Does that scare you?”




“A little,” Dillon admitted honestly, moaning as she rubbed the lace-covered head of his cock in tight circles. “But it excites me more. I want to see you lose yourself in pleasure. I want to be there to take care of you afterward, just like today. I want us to grow closer through this — even if it means I stay denied and humiliated. As long as we’re together in it.”




Jess fed him more of his own precum, then kissed him deeply, tasting it on his tongue. They held each other tightly, bodies pressed close, her hand still gently teasing him under the lace thong for a long time. Their conversation flowed — vulnerable admissions, shared fantasies, fears, and hopes for the future.

Here is a detailed, expanded version of that specific part, woven naturally into their intimate bedroom conversation:

Jess kept her hand inside Dillon’s little black lace thong, stroking his throbbing cock with slow, deliberate movements. The delicate fabric added a teasing, silky friction that made him tremble beneath her touch. Every few strokes she would gather the steady beads of precum leaking from his tip onto her fingers and bring them to his lips, letting him suckle obediently while they talked. Their bodies were pressed close, legs tangled, eyes locked in the soft lamplight.

“This could actually make our marriage stronger,” Jess said softly, her voice full of wonder and affection as she slowly twisted her hand around his lace-covered shaft. “I’ve been thinking about it the whole way home. We’ve always loved each other, but we’ve never been this… honest about our deepest desires. Today we both admitted things we’ve kept hidden for years. That kind of trust is powerful.”

Dillon moaned around her fingers as she fed him another taste of his own precum. He sucked gently, then released them with a wet pop. “I feel the same way. I was always scared that if I told you how much I fantasized about submitting — about watching you with someone else, about being humiliated — you might lose respect for me. But today, when I was on my knees cleaning you after Richard fucked you… I felt closer to you than ever. Like we’re truly partners in this. Not just husband and wife, but two people who are brave enough to explore together.”

Jess smiled warmly and kissed him deeply, tasting the salty evidence of his arousal on his tongue. Her hand never stopped its loving torment, edging him closer and closer before easing back. “Exactly. I want us to promise each other something right now,” she whispered. “We check in constantly. Every night when we’re home, we talk like this — honestly, no filters. If something feels too intense, or if you feel jealous, or if I feel overwhelmed, we say it. No hiding. This only works if we protect us first.”

Dillon nodded eagerly, his hips rocking gently into her stroking hand. “I promise. I’ll tell you everything. Even when the humiliation makes me feel small… I want you to know how much it turns me on, and how much I love watching you shine. I want to be your safe place to come back to after they push you. And I want you to be mine when they push me.”

Jess’s eyes shimmered with emotion. She fed him more precum, then kissed his forehead tenderly. “I love you so much for that. I felt so empowered today because I knew you were there supporting me. Even locked in your cage, wearing these pretty panties, you made me feel like the most desired woman in the world. I want us to keep growing together. Maybe this will make our vanilla sex even hotter too, because we’ll both be carrying these delicious secrets.”

They lay there for a long time, sharing quiet laughter and deeper confessions. Dillon admitted how much he secretly loved the flat cage and the way it made his cock look so small and feminine. Jess confessed how much she craved being praised and objectified by Richard and Elena, how their reverent touches made her feel more beautiful than she had in years. They talked about boundaries they might want to set, about safe words, and about how they would always prioritize their marriage above the dynamic.

Eventually the conversation turned to the future, and their excitement became almost tangible.

“I can’t stop thinking about next weekend,” Jess admitted, her hand moving a little faster inside the lace thong, bringing Dillon right to the trembling edge once more. “Going back to their lake house… kneeling together to greet them… letting them put collars on us. I’m nervous, but I’m so fucking excited. I want them to use me harder. I want to feel both of them at the same time while you watch and serve. I want to feel completely owned by them… with you right there beside me.”

Dillon whimpered, his cock pulsing wildly in her grip. “Me too. I want to wear whatever panties and outfits they choose. I want to be their little cleaner and footstool. I want to taste them on you and thank them for it. Most of all, I want to see you glow again like you did today. You’re so beautiful when you submit, Jess. It makes me fall in love with you even more.”

Jess slowed her strokes, keeping him denied but cherished. She pulled him into a long, emotional kiss, their bodies pressed tightly together.

“We’re really doing this,” she whispered against his lips, voice thick with love and anticipation. “We’re going to offer them even deeper submission next weekend. Together. As husband and wife.”

“Together,” Dillon echoed, eyes shining with trust and devotion.

Eventually, Jess locked the cage back on, leaving the soaked lace thong in place. She curled into Dillon’s arms, their bodies intertwined.

“I love you more than ever,” she whispered against his chest.

“I love you too,” he replied, holding her close. “I can’t wait to see what happens next… with them, and with us.”

They fell asleep like that — emotionally raw, intimately connected, and buzzing with eager anticipation for the next chapter with their Masters.
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