

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
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Date Night

Date nights were always something special. I loved watching you get ready, knowing every little detail was for him. You took your time, making sure every inch of your skin was silky smooth, your body perfectly prepared for his touch. The lingerie, the dress—each choice was made with him in mind, not me. And that only made it hotter.

I sat back, mesmerized as you meticulously applied your makeup, styled your hair, transforming yourself into the irresistible vision he would soon devour. Then came the part I loved most—watching you slide that delicate lace thong up your legs, taking your time, teasing me without a second thought. You turned to face me, your smirk dripping with confidence.

“How do you think he’ll like these?” you asked, knowing damn well the answer.

Then, the dress—tight, black, sinful. It clung to your curves like it was made just for you, showcasing the swell of your breasts, the dip of your waist. He wouldn’t be able to keep his eyes off you. Hell, neither could I.

And then, the moment arrived. The doorbell rang, sharp and final. My stomach tightened as I looked at you one last time, my beautiful, untouchable wife. I knew my place.

From upstairs, I listened—his deep voice full of admiration as he took you in, showering you with praise for how devastatingly sexy you looked. Your soft laughter, the flirtation in your tone, the sound of the door closing behind you.

And just like that, you were gone.

The waiting was always the hardest part—the slow, torturous anticipation of both knowing and not knowing. The house felt too quiet, the minutes stretching endlessly as I imagined you with him. The way he looked at you, the way you leaned in just a little when you laughed, the playful way you touched his arm.

Sometimes, my phone would buzz, and my breath would catch. A teasing message, a glimpse into your night. He can’t stop staring. Dinner was amazing. He’s making me blush. Each one sending a thrill through me, feeding the fire of my imagination.

Other nights, there was nothing. Just silence. The kind that made my thoughts spiral, wondering what he was saying to you, how close he was sitting, if his hand had found the small of your back yet. I knew it meant you were fully immersed, caught up in the moment, giving him all your attention. And that thought alone drove me wild.

All I could do was wait. Wait for the sound of your key in the door. Wait to see the glow on your face, the excitement in your eyes. Wait to hear the details of your night—if it was over when you returned that is.

Then my phone buzzes.

We’ll be home in 30 minutes. Make sure the bedroom is ready for us.

A rush of heat surges through me. It must be going well. You only bring them here when you want to claim our space, when you want to remind me exactly where I stand. The ultimate display of your control—welcoming him into our bed, the same bed where you once belonged only to me.

I move quickly, stripping the sheets and replacing them with fresh ones, making everything perfect for you. Every small detail matters. The pillows fluffed, the lighting just right. You deserve nothing less than perfection. He deserves nothing less than the best version of you.

Once everything is ready, I step away, my heart pounding as I retreat to the guest room next to ours. The door clicks shut, and I sit in silence, waiting.

Waiting for the sound of your key in the lock.

Waiting to hear your laughter, the deep murmur of his voice.

Waiting for the moment you take him upstairs, past my closed door, into our bed—your bed.

Waiting, knowing that soon, I’ll hear everything.

My heart pounds the moment I hear the door open. Footsteps, laughter—your voice dripping with excitement, thick with desire. There’s an unmistakable need in your tone, a hunger that tells me everything I need to know.

You lead him straight to our bedroom, your heels clicking against the floor in a steady, deliberate rhythm. No hesitation. No small talk. You want him, and you want him now.

I sit frozen in the guest room, every nerve on edge, listening. You aren’t wasting any time tonight.

I listen, my breath shallow, my entire body tense with anticipation.

You’re always louder with them, knowing I’m here, knowing I can’t escape the sounds of your pleasure. Your moans are shameless, needy, dripping with desire as you praise him, telling him how big he is, how full you feel, how badly you need more. You beg him, your voice raw with pleasure, and he gives it to you—hard, unrelenting, claiming you in the very bed we share.

The rhythmic slap of bodies, the creaking of the mattress, the desperate way you cry out—it’s too much. I can’t help myself. My hand moves instinctively, stroking to the sounds of you being taken, of you giving yourself so completely to another man. The humiliation, the arousal, the absolute power you have over me—it all crashes together in a dizzying rush.

I bite my lip, trying to stay quiet, but I can’t hold back. My release overtakes me, spilling onto my stomach as I shudder in the darkness of the guest room.

And still, you keep going.

I hear the unmistakable sounds—the crescendo of both of you reaching your peak, the way you cry out together, and I know that the moment is almost here. That final, desperate push where you both come undone, and then… silence.

You say goodbye to him with that same intense, almost worshipful tone, gushing about how incredible he is, how good he made you feel. Part of me wonders, will he get a second date? Will you want him back? The thought stirs something dark and thrilling in me.

When I finally hear the door close, the unmistakable click of it shutting behind him, I know it’s time. I hear you call for me, and my heart leaps.

I open the door slowly, almost hesitantly, and there you are.

Laying naked on our bed, exactly where he had just finished with you. Your body, so perfectly exposed, every inch of you illuminated in the dim light. Your hand is covering your pussy, teasing, hiding just enough to drive me wild. But it’s your face, your smirk, that’s the most intoxicating—naughty, playful, knowing.

You look at me like you own me. And we both know you do.

Your eyes flicker down to my cock, rock hard, unmistakably so. You knew it would be—there’s no hiding the arousal, no concealing the effect it has on me when I hear you with them. The sound of your pleasure, the power you hold over me, it’s all too much.

You smile, that teasing, dominant smile, watching me closely, as if savoring the way I stand there, completely at your mercy.

You motion for me to crawl into bed next to you, your eyes dark with that commanding, possessive energy. I can’t resist, slowly moving towards you, my body aching with need.

When I reach you, I don’t hesitate. I kiss you, my lips crashing into yours, eager to feel the heat of your mouth. But as our tongues meet, I taste him—his lingering presence on your tongue. It’s unmistakable, a mixture of desire and something else, something that burns through me.

I pull back slightly, our breaths heavy, eyes locked, the erotic reality of the night settling between us.

You sit up with that mischievous grin playing at the corners of your lips, your eyes filled with a knowing challenge. Slowly, you climb on top of me, positioning yourself above my face. Your hand still shields your pussy, teasing me, keeping me just out of reach.

You hover just inches from my mouth, the heat of your body radiating down, and I can feel the smoothness of your legs on either side of my face, pressing against my skin. My breath hitches as the scent of you fills my senses, my every nerve on edge. You hold all the control now, your dominance clear in the way you position yourself, making sure I can only wait and want.

Your fingers tangle in my hair as you remove your hand from your pussy and press down on me, my tongue eagerly lapping at your slick lips. You shudder above me, sighing with satisfaction, but your voice is firm, commanding. Be gentle, you purr, I’m sore from him. The words send a pulse of arousal through me as I taste the mix of both of you, my tongue worshiping the proof of your pleasure.

You rock against my mouth, your hips setting the rhythm as you revel in the sensations, in my submission. Between breathy moans, you paint vivid pictures of the night—how he filled you so perfectly, how his thick length stretched you open in ways I never could, how he wrung orgasm after orgasm from your trembling body. Every word stokes my arousal, each taunt making my cock throb with desperate need.

You reach back, your fingers wrapping around my stiff length, teasing, measuring. A soft, wicked laugh escapes you. Mmm, you just aren’t big enough for me, are you? you murmur, stroking me lazily. You can’t even begin to satisfy me. The casual cruelty in your voice sends a shiver through me, making me even harder as my tongue works tirelessly to please you.

Your pace quickens, grinding down on me as pleasure overtakes you once more. Then, your voice, sultry and knowing—You already came, didn’t you? You don’t need my answer; my body betrays me. You smile, smug and satisfied. Good. You grip my hair tighter, holding me in place. After him, I wouldn’t be able to feel you anyway.

Your words sink in as you finally ease off, stretching with languid satisfaction, leaving me panting beneath you. You glance down at me, a smirk playing at your lips. Maybe tomorrow, you muse, amusement dancing in your eyes, I’ll let you reclaim me. But we both know, if you do, it will only ever be on your terms.

You collapse onto the bed beside me, utterly relaxed, basking in the lingering pleasure and the power you so effortlessly wield. A satisfied sigh escapes your lips as you stretch, your body still tingling from the night’s indulgence. I turn toward you instinctively, drawn to your warmth, my face still damp with your essence, my body aching with devotion.

You smirk, knowing exactly what you’ve done to me—how you’ve unraveled me, twisted me into something utterly yours. You drape an arm over me possessively, pulling me close, my place beside you as unquestionable as my surrender. The scent of you, of him, still lingers between us, a final reminder of your dominance, of my submission.

Curled up against you, I listen to the steady rhythm of your breathing as sleep claims us both. You are completely content, knowing I’ll still be here when you wake—waiting, wanting, yours.


His Little Girl

Jessica stood in the kitchen, the late afternoon sun filtering through the curtains, casting soft shadows on the tiled floor. She smoothed her sundress over her hips, feeling the familiar lace of her panties beneath, a secret thrill that always made her pulse quicken. Dillon was upstairs, probably fussing with his own hidden layers—😆😅😈those silky panties he wore like a quiet confession, his eyes downcast whenever she caught him glancing her way. Their marriage had settled into this rhythm, comfortable yet charged, like the hum of the fridge in the background.

The doorbell rang, a sharp chime that pulled her from her thoughts. She knew it was Richard before she even opened the door—his presence announced itself in the way the air seemed to thicken. Older, broad-shouldered, with that steady gaze that pinned her in place, he stepped inside without a word, his hand brushing her arm as he passed. 'Evening, little girl,' he murmured, voice low and commanding, sending a shiver down her spine.

Dillon appeared at the top of the stairs, his cheeks flushing as he descended slowly, hands clasped in front of him. Richard turned, eyes appraising, and Jessica felt the shift—the way Dillon's shoulders hunched just a bit, the subtle deference in his step. Richard's fingers grazed her waist, pulling her closer, his breath warm against her ear as he whispered something only she could hear.

His words lingered like smoke, 'You're mine tonight,' making her knees soften just enough to lean into him. The living room felt smaller with Richard there, the couch sagging under his weight as he sat, patting his thigh expectantly. Jessica glanced at Dillon, who hovered by the doorway, his fingers twisting the hem of his shirt, eyes fixed on the floorboards scuffed from years of footsteps. She crossed the room, the carpet muffling her steps, and lowered herself onto Richard's lap, the heat of his body seeping through her dress like a promise kept too long.

Richard's hand slid up her thigh, firm and unhurried, bunching the fabric until it rode higher, exposing the edge of her lace. 'Tell him,' Richard said, his voice even, like ordering coffee at the diner down the street. Jessica's breath caught, her hand resting on Richard's chest, feeling the steady thump beneath. 'Dillon, honey,' she started, her tone soft but edged with the pull of the moment, 'Richard's in charge now. 🥵😍You watch, like we talked about.' Dillon nodded, a small jerk of his head, and moved to the armchair across from them, his face pink under the lamp's warm glow.

The air hummed with the tick of the wall clock, marking seconds that stretched as Richard's fingers traced patterns on her skin, dipping lower, teasing the dampness gathering between her legs. Jessica shifted, a quiet gasp escaping when he pressed just right, his other arm wrapping around her waist to hold her steady. Dillon's eyes lifted then, wide and locked on them, his hands gripping the armrests until his knuckles whitened, the faint rustle of his own secret fabric audible in the stillness.

Richard's thumb circled slowly over the thin fabric covering her, the pressure building in waves that made Jessica's thighs tense against his. The room smelled of the faint pine from the cleaner Dillon used that morning, mixing with the sharper scent of Richard's cologne clinging to his collar. She could feel Dillon's gaze like a touch, heavy and unwavering, his breathing shallow enough to hear over the distant hum of traffic outside. In her mind, the lines blurred—Dillon's quiet acceptance, the way he'd slip into those panties after a long day at work, seeking the same surrender she craved now, handed over to Richard's steady grip.👌🥰🥵

'Good girl,' Richard murmured, his lips brushing her neck as he tugged the dress strap down her shoulder, exposing the curve of her breast to the cool air. Jessica arched slightly, her hand clutching his shirt, fingers digging into the soft cotton worn from washes. Dillon shifted in the chair, the fabric of his pants whispering against the cushion, his eyes tracing the path of Richard's hand as it slipped beneath her panties, fingers parting her with a deliberate stroke that drew a soft whimper from her throat. 'You like that, don't you?' Richard asked, voice gravelly, turning her face to meet his eyes, dark and intent under the lamp's fringe.

She nodded, words catching as his fingers delved deeper, curling inside her with a rhythm that matched the quickening beat in her chest. The couch creaked under their combined weight, springs protesting as Richard adjusted her position, spreading her legs wider across his lap. Dillon leaned forward, elbows on his knees, his face a mask of flushed concentration, the bulge in his pants subtle but unmistakable, straining against the lace he hid so carefully.

Jessica's eyes flicked to Dillon for a split second, catching the way his chest rose and fell quicker now, his fingers white-knuckled on the armrests. The lace beneath his pants must feel tight, a secret itch he couldn't scratch, mirroring the building ache between her own legs where Richard's fingers moved with sure intent. The living room lamp cast long shadows across the coffee table cluttered with last night's mail, forgotten in the haze of this unfolding moment. Richard's free hand cupped her breast, thumb rolling over the hardening nipple, sending sparks that made her hips buck involuntarily against his palm.

'That's it, little girl, let him see how wet you get for me,'🥵🫦 Richard said, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through her back, words slipping out casual as if commenting on the weather outside. Jessica bit her lip, a soft moan escaping despite herself, her body opening further under his touch, the slick sounds faint but unmistakable in the quiet room. Dillon swallowed hard, his Adam's apple bobbing, eyes glued to the way Richard's wrist flexed with each thrust of his fingers, deeper now, curling to hit that spot that made her toes curl into the couch cushion. In her head, it all tangled—Dillon's soft confessions in the dark of their bedroom, how he'd whisper about watching her like this, his own arousal twisted with that quiet shame that only pulled her closer to the edge.

Richard withdrew his hand slowly, glistening fingers trailing up her thigh, leaving a cool path in the warm air. He shifted her on his lap, the denim of his jeans rough against her bare skin as he unzipped, freeing himself with a practiced tug, the thick length springing free and pressing hot against her inner thigh. Jessica reached down instinctively, wrapping her hand around him, feeling the pulse there match her own racing heart, while Dillon's breath hitched audibly from across the room.

The zipper's rasp hung in the air, sharp against the soft hush of their breathing, as Jessica's fingers wrapped around Richard's length, warm and heavy in her palm. She stroked slowly, feeling the vein pulse under her touch, the skin smooth and taut like the handle of a well-worn tool. Richard's hand stayed on her thigh, squeezing just enough to ground her, his breath warm against her ear as he watched Dillon from the corner of his eye, the armchair's fabric creaking faintly under Dillon's shifting weight. The room's air felt thicker now, carrying the faint salt of sweat mixing with the lingering scent of dinner's herbs from the kitchen counter visible through the open doorway.

'Tell him what you're feeling,' Richard prompted, his voice steady, like a neighbor asking about the game score over the fence, while his hips lifted slightly into her grip. Jessica's thumb circled the tip, slick with the bead forming there, her words coming out breathy but plain. 'It's so hard, Dillon... he fills my hand just right.' Dillon's eyes darted up, meeting hers for a beat before dropping back to the motion, his own hand twitching toward his lap but stopping short, fingers curling into the chair's arm instead. The lamp's bulb hummed softly overhead, casting a golden pool on the floor where a stray sock lay forgotten from the morning rush.😅

Richard guided her hand faster, his free fingers slipping back between her legs to tease the edge of her panties aside, brushing her clit with a feather-light touch that made her gasp. Jessica leaned into him, her head resting on his shoulder, the stubble on his jaw scratching her cheek as she pumped him steadily, the slick slide audible in the close space. Dillon uncrossed his legs, the movement pulling his shirt taut across his chest, his face flushed deeper now, lips parted as he watched Richard's finger dip inside her again, curling with a wet sound that echoed her quickening breaths.

Jessica's breaths came shorter now, each one pulling in the faint musty scent of the couch cushions beneath them, worn from years of family movie nights. Richard's finger curled deeper, pressing against that inner wall with a steady rhythm that made her inner muscles clench around him, the slick warmth coating his skin. She kept her grip on him firm, sliding up and down with a twist at the top, feeling him thicken further in her hand, the heat radiating into her palm like sun-warmed metal. Dillon's foot tapped once against the rug, a soft thump muffled by the fibers, his eyes fixed on the way her thighs trembled slightly, parted over Richard's lap in the dim light filtering through half-drawn blinds.

'Keep going, just like that,' Richard said, his words rough around the edges, like gravel under tires, as he added a second finger, stretching her with a slow push that drew a low hum from her throat. Jessica's free hand clutched the couch edge, nails digging into the faded upholstery, while she pumped him faster, the bead at his tip smearing along her fingers. Dillon leaned back in the chair, his shirt sticking to his back from the room's growing warmth, the outline of lace visible now if one looked close, his hand finally resting on his thigh, inches from the growing strain in his pants. The clock on the wall ticked steadily, marking seconds that stretched as Richard's thumb found her clit again, circling with firm pressure that sent jolts up her spine.

She shifted her hips, grinding down onto his hand, the friction of his jeans against her skin rough and insistent, pulling a gasp from her lips that hung in the air. Richard's breath quickened against her neck, his stubble grazing her as he nipped lightly at the skin there, tasting the salt of her sweat. Dillon's fingers flexed on his thigh, tracing the seam of his pants without committing, his gaze locked on the way Jessica's hand worked Richard, the wet sounds mingling with her soft whimpers in the quiet living room.

Richard's thumb pressed firmer against her clit, circling with a rhythm that matched the steady pump of her hand on him, the slick glide pulling a deeper groan from his chest that rumbled through her back. Jessica's thighs quivered from the building tension, the lace of her panties twisted aside now, damp against her skin in the room's still air. He leaned in closer, his lips brushing her ear, voice dropping low and even, like a mechanic explaining a fix under the hood. 'Show him how you make me relax.' The words landed simple, no fanfare, just a nudge in the quiet hum of the lamp and the distant tick of the wall clock.

Jessica paused her strokes for a beat, her hand loosening around his length as she straightened up, the sundress fabric whispering against her skin when she tugged the straps down her shoulders. It pooled at her waist first, then she stood briefly on wobbly legs, letting it slide to the floor in a soft heap beside the couch, leaving her in just the lace panties clinging to her hips. The carpet scratched lightly under her bare feet as she dropped to her knees between his legs, the denim of his jeans rough against her palms when she braced them on his thighs. Richard's erection stood rigid before her, the tip glistening in the low light, and she leaned forward, parting her lips to take him in, the salt of him hitting her tongue as she wrapped around the head, sucking gently at first.

His hand settled on the back of her head, fingers threading through her hair without pulling, just resting there heavy and warm as she took more of him, her mouth sliding down the shaft with a slow bob that made her cheeks hollow. The taste filled her senses, musky and real, mixing with the faint trace of soap from his morning shower, while her knees pressed into the worn rug fibers that caught on her skin. Dillon's chair creaked again from across the room, a sharp intake of breath cutting through, his hand now pressing flat against his thigh as Jessica's head moved steadily, her tongue pressing along the underside with each pass, drawing a low sigh from Richard that echoed off the plain walls.

Jessica let her head fall back, catching Richard’s eye as she took him deeper, his length filling her mouth until she could feel the heat radiating from his core. Her tongue traced the frenulum, tasting the faint saltiness that always seemed to cling to him, and she felt his fingers tighten in her hair, a subtle pressure guiding her rhythm. Richard shifted on the couch, his hips lifting slightly against her mouth, a low growl vibrating in his chest that she felt more than heard.

Dillon’s breath hitched again, a sharp sound that seemed to slice through the heavy air. Jessica glanced up, her lips still slick, meeting his gaze for a fleeting moment before focusing back on her task. The lamp cast long shadows across the room, making the worn patterns on the rug seem to writhe, and the quiet domesticity of the scene felt charged and alien. Richard’s hand slid down her back, tracing the curve of her spine through the thin lace of her panties, his touch a deliberate anchor in the swirling sensations.

She felt him begin to swell further, pressing against the back of her throat, and instinctively started to shallow her strokes, focusing on the head, rolling her tongue over the pulsing ridge. The muscles in her jaw began to ache, but she held herself steady, keeping the rhythm slow and consistent, feeling the tremor that ran through Richard’s body. A bead of sweat trickled down his temple, catching the light as he tilted his head back, his eyes closed now, a faint smile playing on his lips as Jessica continued her ministrations.

Jessica felt the familiar surge begin, a tightening in his gut that she knew well, and instinctively deepened her pull, her throat stretching. She could feel the pressure building, a hard thrumming that resonated through his entire body and into hers. The taste of him intensified, sharp and rich, and she closed her eyes, focusing on the sensation, on the deep vibrations that shook him. Richard’s hand clenched in her hair, not roughly, but with a possessive grip that signaled his surrender, his breaths coming in ragged gasps against her mouth. Dillon made a choked sound from the armchair, his knuckles white where he gripped the armrest, his gaze fixed on the play of muscles and moisture. The air grew thick with the scent of release, and Jessica felt the final, shuddering pulse against her tongue, hot and overwhelming. She held him until the last tremor subsided, then slowly withdrew, her lips tingling, her own breath coming fast and uneven. Richard’s body sagged onto her, his weight a heavy, comforting presence, and she could feel the faint traces of his climax still clinging to her. His hand gently caressed her scalp, a silent acknowledgment that passed between them in the quiet aftermath. The room settled back into its hushed stillness, the only sounds the soft ticking of the clock and their own ragged breathing, the aftershocks of the moment hanging in the air like a lingering perfume.

He left her kneeling, the silence of the room pressing in after the storm of their shared climax. Jessica stayed there for a long moment, the dampness on her lips still fresh, the coppery taste of him lingering, her eyes fixed on Richard's face. She met his gaze, a silent plea forming behind her own, a desperate yearning for more, for another touch, another command, another taste. He watched her, a flicker of something unreadable in his eyes, before he turned his attention to Dillon, who was still frozen in the armchair across the room.

Jessica straightened from Richard’s lap, the lingering slickness on her lips a sharp contrast to the dry air. She turned, her tiny thing visibly wet, and walked towards Dillon, who remained still in his armchair, eyes wide and darting between her and Richard. He still wore his jeans and t-shirt, a starkly masculine silhouette against the room’s soft edges, yet the barely-there hint of lace peeking from his waistband betrayed him. “Stand up,” her voice was calm, almost conversational, but held an edge that made him obey instantly. He rose, his movements jerky, and she gestured to his pants. “Take them off.” She murmured with her mouth still full of his cum. Dillon hesitated, his fingers fumbling with the button, but Richard’s low chuckle from the couch spurred him on. He unzipped slowly, pulling the denim down, revealing the delicate, pale blue lacy thong stretched taut across his hips. A small, truly pathetic bulge strained against the flimsy fabric. Richard threw his head back, a booming laugh erupting from him. “Look at that! A little mouse cock, hiding in lace panties. Pathetic, isn't it, Jess?”

She approached Dillon, who stood trembling, his eyes fixed on his own exposed thong. “Richard’s right,” she said, her voice dripping with honeyed scorn. “You need to learn how to use a real man’s cum. It’s much better for lube.” She leaned down, and with deliberate slowness, spat a viscous mouthful of cream onto the tip of Dillon’s twitching, utterly aroused cock. It glistened, stark white against his pale skin. Dillon whimpered, flinching slightly as the warmth spread, his pathetic cock recoiling momentarily before straining against the sudden, alien wetness. Jessica watched it, a small, cruel smile playing on her lips. “There. Now, don’t waste it. That’s your first lesson in how real men perform.”

Her attention shifted back to Richard, who watched the scene with predatory interest, his erection still prominent, pressing against the unzipped fly of his jeans. Jessica opened her mouth revealing, a thick, glistening white mass that pulsed faintly. Turning back to Dillon, she grabbed his chin, forcing his gaze to meet hers. “This is what it looks like when a hotwife’s man cums. And you,” she gestured with the hand, “don’t get to cum for yourself. Ever.” She then roughly brought her hand to his mouth, smearing the cum across his lips, forcing his head back as she shoved the rest into his eager mouth. His eyes squeezed shut, his sissy reflex kicking in, but Jessica held his jaw firm, his pathetic cock twitching fiercely as he blindly sucks, desperation clear in his heaving chest. Richard let out another derisive laugh, leaning back against the cushions. “Look at him, Jess. Gobbling it down like a good little sissy. He’s almost there, isn’t he?” Jessica nodded, watching Dillon’s desperate, frantic attempts to swallow, her own gaze hardening as she forced him to choke on Richard’s pleasure.

Dillon’s pathetic cock spasmed violently, a thin stream of white arcing into Jessica’s waiting palm. He choked back a sob, his eyes squeezed shut, every muscle in his body tensed as his body betrayed him. Jessica watched the meager amount collect, shaking her head with mock disappointment. “Is that all, little sissy? That’s all you’ve got? I thought you were supposed to be eager.” Richard let out another low, rumbling laugh from the couch, his amusement palpable. “He’s a poor excuse for a man, Jess. Barely a twitch. Hardly worth the effort.” Jessica cradled Dillon’s cum in her hand, the heat of it a stark contrast to the cool lace of his thong. She brought her hand closer to his face, tilting his chin up with a single finger. “Don’t worry,” she purred, her voice silken and laced with venom, “you can still enjoy it. Jessica leaned closer, her eyes locking with Dillon's, a cruel amusement dancing in their depths. "Now, you get to taste the sweet reward of your own pitiful efforts," she purred, her voice a low rasp that sent shivers down Dillon's spine. She tilted his head back further, her fingers tracing the outline of his jaw as she lifted her hand, dripping with his own collected climax, towards his mouth. The thick, warm liquid glistened in the dim light, a testament to his utter failure to satisfy any pretense of masculinity. He gagged at the sight, his stomach lurching, but Jessica's grip tightened, unrelenting. "Open up, sissy. You earned this."

Dillon's eyes squeezed shut as she pushed her cum-filled palm against his lips, forcing his mouth open. The slick, salty taste flooded his senses, an overwhelming wave of humiliation washing over him. He could feel the warmth spreading across his tongue, the texture thick and cloying, and he instinctively tried to pull away, but Jessica's fingers dug into his cheeks, holding him captive. "Swallow," she commanded, her voice losing its playful edge, replaced by a steely imperative. "Swallow it all. Every last drop. It's a reminder of what you are, Dillon. Small. Weak. Pathetic."

Richard watched from the couch, his own erection throbbing, a low chuckle escaping his lips as Dillon, forced himself to swallow the distasteful offering. Jessica continued to guide her hand, ensuring no part of his own pathetic ejaculation went to waste, smearing it across his chin and neck with deliberate strokes. "Good boy," she whispered, her voice laced with mock praise, as she finally pulled her hand away, leaving his face wet and smeared. "Now you know what disappointment tastes like. And it's all thanks to me."

Richard rose from the couch, the front of his jeans still open exposing his still very hard and girthy cock. A predatory glint entered his eyes as he surveyed the scene, taking in Jessica’s flushed face and Dillon’s trembling form. He motioned  them forward with a casual flick of his wrist, his voice a low growl that reverberated with absolute authority. “Get down here. Both of you.” He pointed to the floor in front of him. “I know that sissy gave you control of its decisions, Jess, but now I want to make one thing clear, and listen closely: I am in charge of both of your decisions, from this moment on. There will be no more hesitation. If you agree to this, and you both will, then seal it with a kiss. Kiss the cock that controls you.” Jessica and Dillon exchanged a desperate, panicked glance, but the unspoken understanding passed between them was immediate and absolute. Their decisions had, in fact, already been made the moment Richard had entered the room. With a shared sigh, they began to lean forward.

Their movements were hesitant at first, like two marionettes whose strings were being pulled by an unseen hand. Dillon, still clad in his lacy blue thong, knelt first, his pale skin gleaming under the dim light. Jessica followed as she dropped to her knees beside him, her lace panties a whisper against her skin. Together, their eyes fixed on the dominant, pulsating tip of Richard’s cock, they bowed their heads. Their lips met the firm flesh almost simultaneously, pressing a soft, yielding kiss to the very end of his erection. A thin, glistening string of precum immediately followed their lips back as they drew away, a dewy testament to the power Richard wielded.

The slickness lingered on their mouths, a shared communion of submission. Richard watched them, a slow smile spreading across his face as he observed the scene. The briefest of hesitations had vanished, replaced by a quiet acceptance of their new reality, their shared act of symbolic surrender sealing their fate. He flexed his cock slightly, testing the new moisture, the slight warmth of their kisses a potent confirmation of his control. The air in the room seemed to thicken, charged with the unspoken implications of their kiss and the unquestioned authority Richard now held over them both.

Richard’s voice, when he spoke, was quiet but carried an absolute authority that brooked no argument. "We're leaving for the weekend sissy will stay here,"🙏😍 he stated, the words cutting through the charged atmosphere. He then looked back at Jessica, his gaze sharp and possessive. "And your phone stays with me." He didn't wait for her response, instead adding, "I don’t want you distracted. I need my little girl focused on me." The pronouncement hung in the air, a clear directive that sealed her fate for the coming days and left Jessica still kneeling, her gaze locked on him, the unspoken questions and desires swirling within her.

Perfect Punishment

He stood silently, the soft light of the bedroom casting shadows across his bare skin. The only thing he wore was the tiny steel cage that symbolized everything: devotion, denial, and helplessness. She stood beside him, tall and commanding, exuding confidence that made the air around her feel heavy.

She opened the drawer with deliberate grace, fingers brushing through satin and lace like she was selecting a weapon. Her hand paused, then returned holding a delicate pair of blue lace thongs. Turning to him, she smirked—a look he knew all too well.

“These,” she said coolly, pressing them into his hands, “are exactly what your little thing deserves. Put them on.”

His hands trembled slightly as he obeyed. The lace slid up his thighs, snug and humiliating. As he adjusted the band over his hips, she let out a low laugh.

“Just look at you,” she said, circling him like a lioness. “Trapped, dressed in my panties, and still twitching like you think you have something to offer. No wonder I need real men to satisfy me. You? You’re nothing but a toy… a joke.”

Her words stung, but they also ignited something deep inside him—shame, yes, but also that burning mix of longing and surrender that came only from serving her needs, not his own.

She leaned in close, whispering into his ear. “Only a true cuck would find this arousing. And that’s exactly what you are.”

He stood still, the lace hugging him uncomfortably, every breath a reminder of his place. She walked slowly around him, each step echoing off the tile floor. Her presence filled the room—not just her body, but her energy. Commanding. Untouchable.

She stopped in front of him, eyes locked on his caged shame.

“I want you to really see yourself,” she said, pulling him gently but firmly by the chin toward the full-length mirror on the wall. “Go on. Take a good look.”

He met his own gaze. The sight was absurd—lace hugging his hips, the steel glinting in the soft light, his arousal pressing uselessly against the unforgiving metal. Behind him, she stood tall and amused, arms crossed, like a queen regarding her court jester.

“This,” she whispered into his ear, “is what I see every time you beg for attention. Pathetic. Small. Decorative, not functional.”

He lowered his eyes in shame, but she wasn’t finished.

“You know, he’ll take me again soon,” she said with a casual shrug, walking to the closet and selecting a dress that left very little to the imagination. “And when he does, I want you dressed like this. Waiting. Watching. Maybe even thanking him afterward—if you’re allowed.”

His stomach twisted. The familiar cocktail of jealousy, anticipation, and helpless arousal surged through him. She noticed, of course. She always did.

“Oh?” she smirked, catching the slight twitch beneath the cage. “Still trying, even now? You really are hopeless.”

She walked back over and ran a single red fingernail down his chest, then trailed it over the waistband of the thong.

“You’ll never touch me like he does,” she said, her voice low and certain. “But you’ll worship me twice as much for letting you watch.”

And with that, she left him standing in front of the mirror—alone with his reflection, his shame, and the overwhelming knowledge that this was exactly where he belonged.

The silence hung thick in the room. She shifted under the sheets, clearly content, while he remained on his knees, eyes lowered, trembling in his cage and lace.

Then her voice came—smooth, low, and deliberate.

“Crawl up.”

His breath caught. He knew exactly what that meant. Slowly, he obeyed, crawling up the side of the bed. She pulled the covers back just enough to bare one smooth thigh, her legs already parted, lazy and expectant.

“You want release?” she asked, mockingly sweet. “Then you can earn the privilege of being near mine.”

He nodded, throat dry. She grinned.

“Use that mouth,” she said. “It’s the only part of you that’s even remotely useful.”

He moved between her legs, reverently, almost religiously. As his lips met her skin, she exhaled—a slow, luxurious sigh of satisfaction. One hand slid into his hair, not to guide him gently, but to remind him he was being held there.

“That’s right,” she murmured, her voice dripping with casual dominance. “You kneel. You serve. While I lie here and take what I need.”

His tongue worked with desperate devotion, every motion careful and practiced. He wasn’t allowed to make mistakes. Not here. Not with her. She didn’t moan for him—she never did—but her soft breaths and small, satisfied hums were more than enough to keep him aching in his cage.

She tugged his hair.

“Slower,” she said. “This isn’t for you. It’s for me.”

He adjusted instantly, tasting the heat of her, feeling the rising wave of her pleasure with no promise of his own.

After a while, she shifted her hips slightly and let out a satisfied sigh, like someone sinking into a warm bath.

“Mmm… good enough,” she said, voice thick with pleasure and power. “You’ll never make me finish like a real man does—but at least you know how to start my night right.”

She shoved his face away gently with her foot, wiping his mouth without a word. He knelt again, eyes glassy, breathing ragged, the cage pressing cruelly against the lace. She pulled the covers back over her body, rolling away from him as she drifted off to sleep with a smirk on her face.


Queens Guard

I can feel the weight of Rome’s eyes upon me, their anticipation, their hunger, their desire.

The torches lining the grand coliseum blazed like miniature suns, casting their golden glow upon the thirty assembled warriors. Every man in the vast arena was the pinnacle of strength, discipline, and raw masculine power, but only six would advance to the final selection—a trial of body, will, and unyielding devotion to me, their Queen. But among the many sat your husband, next to you.

Though he wore the crown, all of Rome knew the truth. It was I who ruled—not just the empire, but the hearts, the desires, the very souls of its strongest men. And tonight, I would prove it in the most public way imaginable.

I sit upon my gilded throne, my eyes sweeping over the assembled men with a gaze that was both regal and hungry. Draped in crimson silk that clung to my curves, I exude an aura of absolute dominance. My full lips curved into a knowing smile, my bare leg seductively extending from the slit in my gown as I leaned forward, poised like a lioness about to feast.

The citizens had gathered in the seats above, eager for the spectacle. This was no ordinary selection—this was a test of strength, endurance, and most of all, desire. These men were not merely warriors; they were candidates for the most intimate post in the empire—guardians of the queen’s chambers.

The crowds whispered, their excitement barely contained. They knew what this was. This was not merely a test of skill. This was a public, seductive spectacle of dominance, a reminder that even the most powerful man in Rome was powerless before his Queen’s desires.

As I stood, silence fell across the coliseum. “Let the trials begin.”

A massive stone pillar was dragged into the arena nearly as tall as a man and weighing as much as ten. The warriors were commanded to lift it, holding it until their bodies could no longer bear the strain.

One by one, men faltered. Sweat slicked their sculpted bodies, muscles straining, veins bulging beneath sun-darkened skin. I watched, my breath quickening as the strongest remained—bodies taut, arms trembling under the weight, but eyes locked onto me.

At last, 15 remained.

The survivors were stripped of their shirts, their chiseled bodies glistening under the torchlight as they prepared for the next test. A ring of armed centurions surrounded them, and at my signal, the battle began.

It was not a fight to the death, but it was brutal. The men exchanged crushing blows, bodies colliding, sweat and blood mixing in the heat of the night. I leaned forward, heat pooling between my legs as I intensely watched their bodies move—fluid, powerful, untamed.

One by one, the weaker fell. But six remained standing, bruised, bloodied, but unbroken. They had proved their endurance.

The air in the coliseum was thick with tension. The trials had weeded out the unworthy, leaving only the strongest before me. But now came the most intimate test—the one that mattered most.

I descended from my throne, my steps slow, deliberate. The six warriors knelt before me, their chests rising and falling with exertion. I approached each in turn, lifting their chins with a single delicate finger, meeting their gaze with an unspoken challenge.

“You have proved your strength,” I commanded, my voice rich with promise. “You have shown endurance.” As I stepped closer, my delicate silk gown brushing against their skin. They inhaled sharply, but did not move.

They ache for my touch. I could see it in each of their eyes. They know their place. I hear their breath hitch, feel their restraint. They know I am to be worshipped.

I circled them, lingering behind them, my voice loud for all to hear. “But tell me…” My fingers trailed over a set of broad shoulders, down the ridges of muscle along his spine. “Do you have the will to obey?”

A shiver passed through them all—not of fear, but of something darker, deeper.

One by one, I tested them—watching for hesitation, for a flicker of resistance. But none came. They had fought, endured, and now they knelt before me, utterly at my mercy.

The crowd held its breath.

“You six,” I declared, my voice carrying through the arena, “will advance to the final selection. You have pleased me… but the night is long.”

I turned, ascending once more to my throne. “And I am not yet satisfied.”

The coliseum erupted in cheers, but the chosen men had eyes only for me, the queen—who would soon decide which ones would guard my chambers.

The people of Rome had seen trials of strength, endurance, and submission. They had watched me, publicly parading the strongest warriors before them and their King. Everyone recognizing their King would do nothing but submit to the will of his loving Queen in front of all.

But now came the final test.

I stood before my chosen six, their sweat-slicked bodies kneeling in obedience before me. The best Rome had to offer, warriors hardened by battle, honed into perfection. But this trial was not about combat. This was about something greater, something deeper.

This was about serving their queen.

I did not move immediately. No, I let the anticipation build, let the crowd murmur in excitement, let my husband squirm in his gilded throne beside mine. I could feel his desire, his helplessness in front of the crowd. Let him watch. Let all of Rome see the unconditional desire to love between their king and the queen who captured his heart.

Slowly, I descended the steps from my throne once again, my crimson silk gown whispering against the stone. I moved between the warriors, their bodies rigid, their discipline unwavering. But I could feel the tension beneath their skin, the heat in their breath.

“Rise,” I commanded.

They obeyed instantly, towering over me, their bodies glistening beneath the torchlight.

Then, my voice rang out, clear, undeniable. “Strip.”

A collective gasp rippled through the coliseum.

None of the warriors hesitated. They untied their tunics, letting the fabric fall to the stone, baring themselves completely. Their bodies were carved from battle and discipline—broad shoulders, sculpted chests, powerful thighs. And between them…The queen’s chosen were endowed beyond question.

The coliseum was alive with energy, the air thick with anticipation. My warriors stood before me—six of Rome’s strongest, most disciplined men, their naked bodies bared for all to see. They had stripped at my command, revealing their raw masculine power, their sculpted physiques on full display. And the people loved it.

The reaction was immediate. Women in the crowd gasped behind their hands, their faces flushed with scandalous excitement. Men shifted uncomfortably, some averting their gazes, others staring in begrudging admiration. The senators whispered amongst themselves, while the noblewomen leaned forward, their hunger poorly concealed.

The senators whispered behind their hands, noblewomen gasped with barely concealed hunger, and the common people roared with approval. But there was only one reaction that truly mattered to me.

My husband, my king, sat looking into my eyes as he always did, with pure love and devotion to all my desires and wants.

I smiled, slow and deliberate. And I was not finished with him yet.

The crowd fell silent as I lifted my hands to the golden clasps of my gown. The rich crimson silk, the fabric that had caressed my skin all evening, was no longer needed.

With a single, fluid motion, I released it.

The gown pooled at my feet, leaving me bare before all of Rome.

A stunned hush fell over the coliseum. For a moment, even the city seemed to hold its breath. Every eye was on me, on the curves of my body, on the smoothness of my skin, on the undeniable power I held, standing naked and unashamed in the torchlight.

But the ones who reacted the most were the six warriors before me.

A sharp intake of breath. The tensing of muscles. The unmistakable shift in their bodies.

They could not hide their arousal. They did not even try.

Before the entirety of Rome, my chosen men stood at full, undeniable attention. Their size, their virility, their sheer readiness left no doubt as to their purpose, what they were meant for, what they would soon do for their Queen if chosen.

I turned to my husband, my King, slowly, letting the moment stretch.

“My love,” I purred, my voice carrying through the coliseum. “It appears Rome has true warriors in its midst.”

His throat bobbed as he swallowed, but he did not speak. He just looked at me, his Queen, with adoration and a knowing lust as I secretly teased him in front of the crowd.

I let my gaze flick downward—let him know exactly what I was comparing.

Then, with a satisfied smirk, I turned back to my men.

Naked. Erect. Mine.

Rome belonged to me and in the moment the entire world saw it!

The coliseum thundered with excitement as I led my chosen warriors from the arena. Their naked bodies glistened under the torchlight, their strength and arousal still on full display. The people had seen what they needed to see, had witnessed my power, my dominance, the raw virility of the men who would serve me.

But now, the true test would begin.

The palace corridors were lined with guards who lowered their gazes as we passed, though I could feel the weight of their desire pressing against their restraint. They all wanted to be chosen. But only these six had earned the right.

The chamber doors shut behind us with a heavy finality. The only sounds were our breaths, steady but charged, the crackle of the torches on the walls, the faint roar of the city still feasting beyond the palace.

I turned to face them as I directed my King to take his seat beside me.

The warriors stood before me, their bodies still tense with anticipation, their discipline warring against the unmistakable hunger in their eyes.

I stood before them once more, letting my gaze travel over each of them—men handpicked not just for their physical prowess, but for their ability to serve in all ways.

“Now,” I continued, stepping back, letting the torchlight illuminate my exposed body, “you will prove that you are truly worthy of your queen.”

None of them moved. None of them spoke. They only waited for my command.

And I intended to make them earn their place.

The chamber was thick with an electric tension, each breath held in anticipation as the warriors stood before me, their nakedness not just a physical act but a declaration of submission. They were men of incredible strength and discipline, but in this room, before me, they were exposed in ways they had never been before—not just physically, but emotionally.

I could feel the weight of their presence, the silent challenge each man issued by merely standing still, awaiting my command. They had shown their valor in the trials, their loyalty to Rome, but this was something different. This was about their loyalty to me.

I moved between my chosen warriors, my heels clicking softly against the cold stone, each step calculated. My gaze lingered on them, not just with lust but also with power—the power of knowing they belonged to me now, each man’s every action dictated by my will.

“Do you understand what this is?” I asked softly, my voice smooth as velvet but carrying a weight that none could ignore. “You were chosen because of your strength, because of your ability to serve. But you will serve me in ways far beyond the battlefield. Do you accept this?”

They all nodded in unison, eyes locked onto mine, their chests rising and falling with anticipation. There was no hesitation, no resistance—only raw, unfiltered desire to please me.

The six warriors stood silent, their muscles rippling with the promise of battle and submission. But this trial would be different—no weapons would be drawn, no physical contest would determine the victor.

Instead, it would be a test of something far deeper.

I let the silence hang in the air like a heavy fog. The tension was palpable, each man stiff with anticipation, his eyes flickering between my face and my bare form, each of them knowing that their worth would now be determined by something entirely different—by their ability to hold control, to suppress their instincts, to prove they could resist the pull of desire I knew they felt.

“Look at me,” I said softly, my voice a command rather than a plea. Each of them obeyed, their gazes locked on me as I stood tall before them, my presence overwhelming. “Your strength has been proven. Your discipline, your loyalty, all of it has brought you here. But this test will prove something more.”

“This trial is not about the body,” I continued, my gaze sweeping over them. “It’s about your mind. Your ability to control yourself, to submit to me without losing your composure. This is the true test of your worth, and of your readiness to serve me.”

Each warrior awaiting my further command. They were strong, yes, but they were also men. Their desires would flare, and I would be the one to see if they could keep them in check.

I approached them and stopped before the first soldier, towering over me, his body still with anticipation. “You will prove yourself worthy of this.” My voice was firm, and the look I gave him was both commanding and final.

He nodded once, his lips slightly parted, ready for whatever I asked of him. And with that, I knew. These men had come to understand their place, not just as protectors of Rome but as protectors of me.

And as the room held its breath, the true test began. Not just of their loyalty, but of their worth. The moment was not about dominance alone. It was about the balance of power, about who held it and who gave it willingly.

In the silence of the room, I reveled in my control. The power to choose. The power to rule.

And to make my mark on Rome, in ways no one would ever forget.

The air in the chamber was thick with tension, charged with something deeper than desire—control, or rather, the battle for it. Each of the six warriors stood rigid before me, their disciplined bodies betraying the war waging within them.

I moved among them slowly, deliberately, my bare form illuminated by the torches lining the walls. Their chests rose and fell with measured breaths, their muscles taut, their gazes fixed forward. But they could not hide everything from me.

They felt me. My presence. My power.

This test was unlike any they had faced before—not a challenge of strength or combat, but of restraint. Of dominance. Mine over them.

I stopped before the tallest, strongest soldier, watching the way his chest tensed, the way his pulse quickened at his throat. His body, like the others, was honed from years of battle, but this was a different war entirely.

“You fight it,” I murmured, just loud enough for them all to hear. “The instinct. The need. You think discipline will save you, that you can stand here, untouched by what I make you feel.”

I circled him, my fingers trailing lightly over his shoulder. His body tensed beneath my touch, but he did not move.

My gaze locking onto his, the strongest among them. His body was carved from years of war, but it was not his strength that intrigued me now. It was his stillness—the sheer force of will it took for him to remain unmoving as his Queen stood before him.

I traced a slow path down his chest, feeling the tension beneath my fingertips, the way his muscles flexed involuntarily at my touch. He swallowed, his throat bobbing, but he did not speak. None of them would dare.

“You endure well,” I murmured, my voice just above a whisper. “But I wonder…”

I let my hand drift lower, hovering just above his waist, my movements excruciatingly slow. His breath hitched for the briefest of moments—a break in his composure so small that most would not have noticed.

But I did.

A flicker of satisfaction curled in my chest.

My hands wander lower, eager and searching, until they find him—thick, heavy, and pulsing with heat. I wrap my fingers around his length, savoring the sheer size of him, feeling the weight rest against my palm. My fingertips trace each ridge, each vein, exploring every inch with slow, deliberate strokes, mapping the shape of him as he throbs beneath my touch.

I move closer, my breath hitching as his cock pulses in my grasp, hot and heavy against my palm. Slowly, deliberately, I let him graze against me, his thick length teasing my swollen clit, just barely parting my slick lips. The sensation sends a shiver through me, but I hold steady, savoring the tension. I test him, dragging him along his Queen's smooth pussy, waiting for the slightest shift in his hips, the moment he might surrender to his pleasure—but he holds back, his restraint only making me want for more.

He holds steadfast proving his resolve to bend to my will, not his primal urge.

“Good,” I whispered. “That is the mark of a man who serves his queen—not one who takes, but one who waits. Who endures.”

I stepped back, moving down the line, repeating my slow, deliberate touch over each of them. Each man stood as if carved from stone, but the evidence of their struggle was there. The tightening of a jaw. The flare of a nostril. The ever-so-slight shift of weight from one foot to another.

A slow, satisfied smile curled my lips as I watched the results of my little test unfold. Four of the men failed, their self-control crumbling under the teasing friction of my touch. But to my absolute delight, two remained still—silent pillars of restraint, their discipline as impressive as their size. And in every way, they were the biggest in the room. (oh my!)

Desire coiled low in my belly as I made a mental note of the others, knowing they would still serve their purpose when needed. But for now, my attention belonged to the ones who had proven themselves worthy—their patience promising a far greater reward.

My guards have been chosen.


Exposed Sissy

Jess’s smile was electric, dripping with wicked promise as she locked the bedroom door with a sharp click, her golden blond hair catching the light like a halo of sin. She stood in her barely-there black lace teddy, nipples hard and visible, body radiating total control. “Aww, look at my eager little sissy already leaking just thinking about tonight,” she teased, circling him slowly. “We’re going to peel back every last bit of your pretend manhood, Dillon. Parade you, mock you, film you, use you—until Kevin sees exactly how desperately my pathetic cuck craves the shame. And you’re going to beg for every humiliating second, aren’t you, baby?”

Dillon’s breath came fast, his flat steel cage throbbing painfully against its crushing confines. The tiny plate had smashed his entire cock and balls into a smooth, shiny, utterly feminine mound—no bulge, just gleaming metal screaming “locked sissy.” Pre-cum was already seeping, making the front of his yet-to-be-worn panties glisten.

Jess stripped his boxers away slowly, eyes gleaming. “God, listen to that tiny clit trying so hard in its little flat prison. You’re dripping like a faucet already, aren’t you? Just the thought of Kevin seeing your shiny nothing has you this excited. Say it—tell your wife how much you love being a leaking, exposed mess.”

Dillon nodded frantically, voice thick. “Yes, Jess… I love it. I want him to see how flat and useless I am. I want to leak for you both. Please tease me more.”




She laughed softly, cruel and delighted. “Oh, I will, baby. I’m going to tease you until you’re begging louder than ever.” She narrated every piece of his outfit like a delicious taunt. Sheer black thigh-high stockings slid up his smooth legs, lace tops gripping tight. “These make your legs look so slutty, don’t they? Like you were born to spread them.” The pink satin panties were tiny—they wedged deep into his ass crack, front panel stretched taut over the flat cage so the steel outline showed clearly through the growing wet spot. “Look how these hug your pathetic little plate. Everyone’s going to see exactly how small and locked you are. Poor baby—your clit doesn’t even get to pretend anymore.”

Padded bra gave him perky fake tits that bounced with his excited breathing. “Aww, my sissy has such cute little boobies now. Bet Kevin will want to squeeze them while he laughs at your flat crotch.” The pleated white schoolgirl skirt was obscenely short—flipping up at the slightest shift to expose everything: panties, flat cage, lower ass cheeks. “This skirt is perfect for you—can’t even cover your shame. One step and your leaking cage is on display. Isn’t that what you crave?”

Cropped pink top bared his midriff. The rhinestone choker blazed “PATHETIC SISSY COCKSUCKER – KEVIN’S PROPERTY.” Glossy pink lipstick, heavy blush, thick mascara, pink press-on nails.

She spun him to the mirror, yanked the skirt up high and pinned it against his stomach. “Look at this ridiculous, perfect little slut. Grown man dressed like the horniest schoolgirl, fake tits jiggling, stockings stretched, flat steel cage leaking through soaked panties. Your ass is hanging out for anyone to see. Your locked clit is on permanent display. Tell me again how much you love looking like my desperate toy.”

Dillon stared, hips twitching, voice eager. “I love it, Jess. I look so fucking pathetic and it’s making me throb so hard. I can’t wait for Kevin to see me—leaking, exposed, desperate. Tease me more—tell me how worthless I am.”

Jess giggled, pressing her body against his back, whispering hotly in his ear. “You’re so worthless, baby. A six-foot man reduced to a leaking, flat-caged sissy in a tiny skirt. Kevin’s going to laugh so hard when he sees how eagerly you drip just from being stared at. You’re going to thank him for every insult, aren’t you?”

“Yes—fuck yes,” Dillon breathed.

The doorbell rang. Jess’s grin turned feral. “Stay right here—skirt pinned up, legs wide, hands behind your head, flat cage and ass fully on show. Beg me to bring your Bull in so he can see what a dripping mess my sissy husband is.”

Dillon’s voice cracked with excitement. “Please, Jess—bring him up. I need him to see me. I need him to mock my flat little clit. I’m so ready to be exposed. Tease me while you go get him.”




She trailed a finger along his leaking cage through the panties. “Such a needy girl. Stay leaking like this—I’ll be right back with someone who actually has a cock worth seeing.”

Kevin’s boots thudded up the stairs. The door flew open and his deep laugh filled the room.

“Fuck yes, Jess—look at this horny exposed sissy slut! Skirt flipped up like he’s begging, flat steel cage crushing whatever he used to call a dick, ass cheeks out, panties soaked through with pre-cum. He’s practically vibrating. First time anyone else has seen him like this and he’s leaking rivers just from my eyes on him.”

Jess clapped her hands delightedly. “Isn’t he adorable? My little Dillon’s been dripping non-stop just waiting for you to laugh at his tiny flat clit. Go on, baby—beg Kevin to inspect you. Tell him how much you want him to mock you.”

Dillon spread his legs wider, voice fervent. “Please, Kevin—look at me. See how flat and useless I am. See how much I’m dripping just because you’re here. I love being exposed like this. Laugh at me—please.”

Kevin stepped close, palmed the flat steel through the wet fabric, squeezing. “Goddamn, nothing here at all—just a shiny plate and a desperate sissy leaking all over it. Turn around. Bend over. Spread those cheeks wide—let me see that shaved hole and the cage dangling while your wife films your needy ass.”

Jess circled with her phone in 4K, flash popping. “Arch it, Dillon. Pull the panties aside. Show Kevin your sissy pussy and that dripping flat clit. Beg for the camera like the eager slut you are: ‘I’m an exposed sissy cuck with a useless flat clit and I fucking love being humiliated, mocked, and filmed by real men.’”

Dillon obeyed instantly, spreading himself wide. “I’m an exposed sissy cuck with a useless flat clit and I fucking love being humiliated, mocked, and filmed by real men. Please keep staring—keep laughing—I’m so fucking hard in this cage right now.”

Jess cooed teasingly. “Aww, listen to him beg. He’s practically humping the air. Kevin, tell my sissy how pathetic his little locked nub looks next to your real cock.”

Kevin snapped photos, grinning. “It’s fucking hilarious. Pose like that for ten minutes—skirt up, cheeks spread, cage leaking, fake tits hanging. Your wife’s right—you’re glowing with how bad you want this shame.”

Jess narrated happily for the video: “My perfect sissy husband—eyes shining with need, flat cage soaked, ass spread wide, begging to be seen and used. Isn’t he the cutest little leak machine?”




She guided him to his knees, skirt still pinned up, lower half shamelessly exposed. Kevin unzipped; his thick 9-inch bull cock slapped heavily across Dillon’s flushed, eager face.

“Stroke it, you desperate exposed slut,” Jess ordered, camera tight on his shining eyes. “Both hands. Worship it. Look right into the lens. Beg Kevin out loud—tell him how much smaller and more pathetic your flat clit is.”

Dillon’s pink-nailed fingers wrapped the hot shaft reverently. “Your cock is so huge, Kevin… perfect. Mine’s crushed flat and leaking just from touching you. Thank you for letting this pathetic sissy jerk a real man while my useless clit stays locked and dripping in front of you both.”

Jess leaned in, whispering hotly. “That’s it, baby. Keep begging. Show him how much my locked little cuck loves serving a superior cock.”

Kevin groaned, thrusting into the eager strokes. “Beg louder: ‘Please let this exposed, horny sissy worship your superior cock while my worthless flat clit throbs uselessly.’”

Dillon’s voice rose eagerly. “Please let this exposed, horny sissy worship your superior cock while my worthless flat clit throbs uselessly. I need this so bad, Jess—tease me while I do it.”

Jess giggled. “Such a good girl. Look how eagerly he pumps that big cock while his own stays crushed and leaking. Pathetic…and so fucking hot.”

“Lick it, you greedy little cocksucker,” Jess commanded. “Balls to tip. Kevin—guide his head so the camera catches every hungry lap while his skirt stays up and his cage stays out.”

Dillon’s tongue dragged eagerly over the heavy balls, up the thick vein, swirling the head with needy moans. “God, you taste so good… I love licking a real bull cock while you both watch my flat cage leak.”

Jess teased mercilessly. “Mmm, listen to my sissy moan like a whore. Keep going, baby—show Kevin how much you crave being his exposed little toy.”




Kevin gripped his hair. “Eyes on the camera. Beg: ‘I’m a pathetic sissy whose only purpose is to be exposed, used, and filmed while my wife watches me drip for real men.’”

Dillon moaned the words around the cock. “I’m a pathetic sissy whose only purpose is to be exposed, used, and filmed while my wife watches me drip for real men. Please don’t stop, Jess—keep teasing me.”

“Open wide,” Jess purred. “Suck like the eager exposed whore you are.”

Dillon took the thick head greedily, sucking deep and hungry as Kevin pushed in. Jess filmed relentlessly. “Deeper—nose to pubes. Hold it. Now look at the camera with bull cock down your throat and your flat cage leaking. Beg Kevin to slap your face with it, baby.”

Kevin pulled out and smacked the wet cock across Dillon’s cheeks, forehead, tongue—Dillon moaned with each wet slap. “Yes—slap me with it. Mark me. Show everyone how much I love being your exposed cocksucker. Tease me more, Jess.”

Jess laughed delightedly. “Oh, I will. Look at my sissy’s face getting cock-slapped while his little clit leaks through his panties. So needy.”

Kevin’s balls tightened. “Gonna flood this begging sissy’s mouth.”

Jess knelt close. “Mouth wide. When he cums, tongue all the way out—hold every drop. Beg to show the camera how much you want it.”

Kevin erupted—thick, hot ropes blasting onto Dillon’s extended tongue. The load overflowed, dripping down his chin in sticky strands. Kevin rested his cock on Dillon’s forehead.

“Tongue out farther,” Jess cooed. “Eyes on the lens. Hold it. Beg with your mouthful: ‘Please film this exposed sissy cum-slut showing off his first bull load.’”

Dillon’s muffled, eager voice obeyed. “Please film this exposed sissy cum-slut showing off his first bull load. I love it so much, Jess—please keep teasing me.”

Jess snapped furiously—close-ups of his bright aroused eyes, overflowing tongue, Kevin’s cock on his head, soaked flat cage and exposed ass below.




“Swallow every drop, baby,” she ordered. “Loudly. Beg me to let you taste it forever while I tease you about how owned you are.”

Dillon gulped the massive load down in one eager, wet, audible swallow, shuddering with bliss. “Thank you… thank you for letting me swallow bull cum while you both watch. I want more. Please, Jess—tease me about how much I loved it.”




Jess kissed his glazed lips, murmuring against them. “My perfect, shamelessly eager sissy. Hundreds of photos, full video—your begging face, your leaking flat cage, your spread ass, your cum-filled tongue—all saved forever. Kevin’s coming back next week with two friends. They’re all going to watch you beg and worship while I tease you mercilessly the entire time.”

Dillon stayed on his knees, skirt flipped up, face glistening with cum and pure hunger, flat cage throbbing desperately. “I can’t wait,” he breathed. “I need them to see me like this… begging, leaking, owned. Keep teasing me, Jess. I love it when you do.”


Ex-citing Surprise

You told me earlier in the day that you had a surprise planned for tonight. You were grinning, almost glowing, when you said it—but with that particular edge in your voice that always makes my stomach tighten. That dangerous little glint in your eyes, the one that means you’ve already planned everything down to the last humiliating detail.

“You’ll need to be in your cute little panties for it,” you added casually, like it was just a step in getting dressed for dinner. I felt the familiar wave of shame and arousal crash over me.

In the bathroom, I stripped and looked in the mirror at myself. Powerless.

Then I went to the drawer you told me to choose from and selected the most humiliating piece I could find: a lacy black thong that barely covered anything. The front was tight over my hardening cock, the outline painfully obvious, and the back disappeared between my cheeks, leaving me totally exposed. I caught my reflection in the mirror—thin, hairless, soft—and flushed with arousal. Pathetic. Just the way you liked me.

I walked out, expecting maybe a snide comment or a smirk. But instead, I froze.

There, sitting on our bed, were two people I never thought I’d see like this.

Jenn—my ex-wife.

And Jeff—her new boyfriend. Bigger. Stronger. Smirking like he already knew everything.

You were sitting between them, legs casually crossed, wearing a silk robe that barely covered you. When I stepped into the room, you smiled like a predator that had just lured its prey into the perfect trap.

“Surprise,” you said, rising to your feet.

I couldn’t speak. Couldn’t move. My breath caught in my throat as their eyes locked on me—on it. On the thong. On every inch of my exposed, degraded body. Jenn’s lips curled into a half-smile. Jeff chuckled low in his throat, shaking his head.

You walked over to me slowly, hips swaying, eyes dancing with wicked delight. You put your hand on my shoulder, like you were presenting me at a auction.

“See?” you said, looking right at Jenn. “Told you. Nothing’s changed. Still pathetic, but now he wears my panties.”

My cheeks burned. My ears rang. Jenn nodded, leaning into Jeff, whispering something that made him laugh harder. I couldn’t hear it, but I didn’t need to. I already knew.

You leaned in close, your lips brushing my ear, your voice low and sharp.

“You’re going to watch as he takes her… and fills her in ways you never could. And then…” you paused, just long enough for my heart to stutter, “you’re going to watch him take me from you too.”

You stepped back, leaving me there like a trembling statue—exposed, and drowning in the thick, unbearable heat of my own humiliation.

You left me standing there like a display—barely clothed, my useless little cock pressing tight against the black lace, every breath a fight between shame and arousal.

You returned to the bed with a slow grace, letting the silk robe slip from your shoulders as you walked. It fell to the floor, forgotten, revealing the lingerie beneath—black lace with slits that left nothing to the imagination. You climbed onto the bed and sat beside Jenn, your hand resting lightly on her thigh.

Jenn looked at me like she was seeing me for the first time—as if now, in my exposed state, she truly understood what she’d once married. Her smile deepened. I saw the way her eyes gleamed as they flicked down to the small bulge in my thong—the tiny, pathetic cock barely straining against the lace.

“Wow,” she said slowly, tilting her head. “He really is pathetic. I always suspected he liked being treated like a little bitch. Guess I was right.”

My face burned, and I instinctively looked away—only to hear Jeff laugh.

“You weren’t lying,” he said to you, reaching over to stroke Jenn’s thigh. “No wonder she left him.”

You just smirked and nodded.

“He begged for it. I didn’t even have to force him into it—he wants to be small, useless. He needs to be reminded constantly. It’s the only way he can even function now.”

You looked back at me—your husband—eyes full of amusement and dominance. “And now he’s going to watch. Aren’t you, baby?”

I nodded silently, throat dry.

Then Jenn moved.

She straddled Jeff, her dress slipping up her thighs as she climbed onto him like it was the most natural thing in the world. Her back arched, breasts pushing against the tight fabric of her top. She kissed him—slow and deep—and when she pulled back, her lipstick was smudged and her eyes were wild.

“I never had this with you,” she said to me. “This is what a real man feels like.”

Jeff pulled her hips down against him, and I saw how thick he was even through his pants. My breath caught. Jenn was grinding now, already panting as Jeff reached up and pulled her top down, freeing her breasts. His mouth latched onto one, sucking hard, and she moaned shamelessly. Loud. Wet. Wanton.

You shifted on the bed beside them, watching, your hand idly stroking your thigh. You glanced at me again—at the way my cock pressed desperately against the thong, twitching uselessly.

“You want to touch, don’t you?” you asked. “You want to stroke your little thing while your ex-wife is being fucked right in front of you.”

I nodded again. Weak. Pathetic. Aching.

But you just shook your head.

“No. You watch. That’s your role. That’s all you’re good for now.”

Jeff unzipped his pants. My breath caught as his cock sprang free—thick, veiny, massive. Jenn’s eyes lit up, and she moaned as she gripped it in both hands. She rubbed the head against herself through her panties, soaking them almost instantly.

Then she looked straight at me.

“Remember how you used to beg me to let you try again after you failed to make me cum?” she asked. “I faked it every time. But this—” She sank down onto Jeff in one smooth motion and gasped as he stretched her open. “This is real.”

She started riding him with a rhythm that was filthy and free, her ass slapping against his thighs as she bounced on him. Her moans filled the room—genuine, raw, uncontrollable.

You leaned forward then, whispering to her, stroking her hair. I couldn’t hear the words, but she nodded and smiled wickedly.

Then you looked at me again. “Get on your knees. Crawl closer. I want you to hear every wet sound. I want you to see what your place is.”

I dropped without thinking, my knees hitting the floor, and crawled across the room, heart pounding, throbbing, face burning.

I knelt at the edge of the bed. Inches away. Jenn was bouncing on him, breasts swinging, eyes closed, mouth open in ecstasy. Jeff met my gaze for a moment and smirked.

“You ever make her scream like this?” he asked.

I couldn’t speak. I could only shake my head. Because no—I never had.

You moved like you owned the room now—because you did.

With Jeff buried deep inside her, his hands gripping her hips as she bounced on him with wild abandon, you shifted closer. You were behind her now, your fingers tracing slowly over the curve of her back, your eyes fixed not on Jeff—but on her.

“She’s loving this, isn’t she?” you said, glancing over your shoulder at me on my knees.

I nodded, throat tight. She was—more than ever. Her hair was a mess, her skin flushed, her body writhing in pleasure I had never been able to give her. Watching her melt onto Jeff’s cock, hearing her pant and moan, was like a cruel dream I couldn’t wake from.

You slipped your hands to her shoulders, gently but firmly tugging her dress down her arms. Jenn gasped, briefly pausing her movement as the fabric fell down to her waist. Her upper body was exposed now—completely bare except for the lace bra you wasted no time in unclasping.

“Let’s give him the full view,” you whispered, reaching around her to pull the cups down. Her breasts spilled out, firm and full, nipples hard and glistening from Jeff’s mouth. You fondled them casually, like you were showing off something you owned—or were about to claim.

Jenn moaned again, not from Jeff this time—but from you.

She raised her arms as you lifted the dress over her head as she continued to grind on his thick cock.

You kissed her shoulder, your lips teasing her skin as your fingers slid down her stomach. You were undressing her like you’d done it a hundred times before, and Jenn wasn’t resisting—in fact, she was pushing back against you, grinding harder on Jeff now as your hand dipped lower.

Then you grabbed the waistband of her panties and slowly peeled them down, exposing the place where Jeff’s thick cock was stretching her open. My face flushed again. I could see everything now—how wet she was, how deep he was inside her, how her body welcomed him in ways she had always denied me.

You tossed the soaked panties to me and grinned as Jenn gasped and bucked harder. She was fully naked now, straddling Jeff like an animal in heat, her body gleaming with sweat. And you—still in your own lingerie—were behind her, whispering filth in her ear, your hands roaming freely.

You glanced at me again—at my helpless arousal pressed tight against the lace of my thong.

“Look at her. Look at what you lost. Look at what you never had the power to really use or keep.”

Jenn threw her head back and moaned as you pinched one of her nipples, her back arching, her rhythm faltering as pleasure overwhelmed her.

“She’s going to cum on his cock,” you said. “Not yours. Not ever yours.”

You kissed her then—deep and possessive—while Jeff grabbed her ass and slammed up into her harder.

And I just knelt there, inches away, burning with helpless need, watching you both strip away every last illusion of what I thought I was.

Jenn was a mess now.

Her head was thrown back, hair clinging to her sweat-dampened skin, body rolling and jerking with every deep thrust of Jeff’s thick cock. She was moaning openly now—no restraint, no shame. Just raw, unfiltered pleasure that filled the room and poured down on me like a punishment I had no choice but to endure.

You were still behind her, one hand gripping her breast, the other pressed between her thighs, your fingers stroking her clit with practiced precision while Jeff slammed up into her with brutal rhythm.

“She’s close,” you whispered over her shoulder, but you were speaking to me.

You looked down at me as I knelt there like a submissive pet, watching my ex-wife being used in every way I never could. The ache was unbearable—every twitch of my cock just another reminder of how completely powerless I was.

“She’s going to cum for him,” you said. “Right in front of you. Loud. Messy. Real.”

Jenn cried out suddenly—sharp and high-pitched—and her entire body seized for a moment as her orgasm hit her like a tidal wave. Her thighs trembled, her hips locked down against Jeff’s cock, and she screamed his name, not mine, not ever again mine.

“Oh fuck, Jeff! Yes!”

She collapsed against his chest, shuddering as wave after wave rolled through her. Her pussy clenched around him, milking his cock, soaking him, soaking the sheets. The sounds were wet, slick, obscene. I could see her body working his cock, gripping him like she never had with me, and Jeff just grinned—like this was exactly what he expected.

He wasn’t done.

Gripping her ass in both hands, he lifted her slightly and began thrusting up into her hard—his control fraying. The bed shook. Jenn moaned again, weaker now, almost overwhelmed from the climax still echoing through her.

Jeff looked straight at me.

“This what you wanted to see?” he growled.

I couldn’t answer. My throat had closed. My hands were clenched tight on my thighs. My cock throbbed uselessly against the fabric.

You walked to the edge of the bed and crouched beside me, your voice in my ear again.

“Watch him finish inside her. Watch how a real man claims a woman.”

Jeff grunted—deep and primal—his hips jerking as he shoved up one last time, burying himself fully inside Jenn. His body went rigid, and I saw it happen. The way his muscles flexed, the way Jenn whimpered as he held her down, the way her body accepted him completely as he came deep inside her.

“God, yes,” Jenn moaned softly, almost purring now. “So full…”

You placed a hand on my shoulder as if to comfort me—but your voice was anything but gentle.

“Did you hear that? She’s full now. With what you never could never give her.”

Jeff’s cock was still twitching inside her, thick and wet and still pulsing as he slowly pulled her down and held her there—letting every last drop of his cum spill into her.

And I watched all of it. Helpless. Humiliated. Aching.

Exactly where I belonged.

Jenn was still trembling, draped over Jeff’s chest, her body limp and satisfied, her inner thighs soaked with a mix of sweat and his thick release. Her breath came in shallow gasps, a blissful daze written across her flushed, glowing face. Jeff’s cock still rested inside her, slowly softening but still glistening with the aftermath of their climax.

And I was still on my knees.

You crouched beside me, your manicured nails dragging lightly across my shoulder, your touch electric—commanding. I didn’t dare move until you whispered again, softly, but with unmistakable steel:

“Crawl closer.”

I obeyed, each inch across the floor dragging the humiliation deeper into my gut. My cock throbbed uselessly against the thong, rubbing painfully as I knelt at the edge of the bed once more—close enough now to smell them. To see the way Jeff’s cum was already starting to leak from her swollen, used pussy.

You rose to your feet, eyes gleaming, and gently urged her to lift herself up on shaky knees. Jeff slid out of her with a wet, obscene sound, and his cum followed—thick, warm, glistening. It clung to her thighs and dripped in slow, lazy strings from between her lips.

You held her by the hips and looked down at me with a smirk.

“Now clean her.”

I looked up at you in disbelief—then at Jenn, who met my gaze with a soft, lazy smirk of her own. She wasn’t shocked. She wasn’t offended. She was ready.

And I obeyed.

I leaned forward, my heart pounding, and dragged my tongue slowly up the inside of her thigh, tasting sweat, salt, and something else—him. The slickness of Jeff’s cum coated her, and you pushed her hips gently forward to guide her pussy against my mouth.

“Don’t miss a drop,” you said coldly. “This is what you’re good for now. What you’re made for.”

I licked. I served. The taste was thick, and the humiliation overwhelming—Jeff’s release still hot from her body. I traced my tongue along her folds, cleaning every drop, feeling her twitch and shift as my mouth moved lower, deeper. My nose pressed against the slick mess he left inside her as I sucked and swallowed every bit of what he gave her.

Jenn moaned softly, amused more than aroused, her fingers weaving through my hair casually.

“You never made me cum with your mouth either,” she whispered, looking over at you. “But this? This is kinda perfect.”

You stood just behind her, watching me work, your expression lit with cruel satisfaction. Then your attention turned.

To him.

Jeff was watching us with a dark, hungry smirk. Still half-hard, cock glistening, thick and pulsing slightly. You walked toward him slowly, hips swaying, one strap of your lingerie falling from your shoulder. You didn’t need to say a word—your body did all the speaking.

You straddled his lap without asking, pressing your barely-covered pussy against his cock, grinding slowly, teasingly.

“He filled her first,” you purred, your voice sultry, intoxicating. “Now he’s going to ruin me too. Right in front of you.”

You looked down at me—your husband—my face buried between Jenn’s thighs, tongue still working, eyes wide with shame.

“And you’ll lick me clean next.”

Jenn pushes me away and moves me right behind you. “Watch as he takes yet another woman from you,” she says.

You were straddling Jeff now.

Your lingerie hung loosely from your body—one strap off your shoulder, the cups parted just enough to show the swell of your breasts. Your hips moved in slow, hypnotic circles as you ground yourself against his cock, which was already stirring back to life beneath you. The way you moved… it was pure instinct. Control. You weren’t asking Jeff for anything—you were taking what you wanted. And what you wanted now… was him.

Jenn had eased off to the side, lounging back against the pillows with a lazy grin, her thighs still glistening from what I’d just cleaned with my tongue.

You ran your hands across Jeff’s chest slowly, dragging your nails down over his abs, then leaned in and kissed his neck, your lips brushing just beneath his ear. He let out a low groan, and his hands found your waist, gripping you firmly.

“I’ve wanted to do this since the moment I realized you must be way better in bed than his pathetic thing,” you whispered to him—loud enough for me to hear.

My stomach twisted.

You sat upright again and reached between your bodies, taking his cock in your hand. Even after filling Jenn, it was still thick, still hardening beneath your touch. You rubbed it against the soaked crotch of your panties, moaning softly, teasing both of you as you rocked forward. The heat between you was electric.

Then you looked at me—your husband, kneeling, humiliated.

“Look at how easily he gets hard again,” you said. “This is what a real man’s body does when it’s needed.”

You slid your panties to the side and pressed the head of Jeff’s cock against your folds—still teasing, still not taking him in yet. You closed your eyes for a moment, savoring the weight of him, the promise of what was about to happen.

“You’re going to watch him take me,” you said, your voice calm, almost gentle. “And you’re going to see how your wife acts when she’s truly satisfied.”

Jeff’s hands gripped your ass now, guiding you, urging you down onto him. You hovered there, poised, ready to let him in—but still holding back, stretching out the moment. Every second was unbearable.

You looked back at me once more.

“You’re going to remember this,” you said. “Every sound. Every inch. Every moan that isn’t yours.”

And then, slowly, deliberately, you sank down onto him.

You lowered yourself onto him with slow, practiced grace, and I could do nothing but watch—helpless, silent, caged. Your breath hitched in that unmistakable way I used to think was mine to inspire… but it wasn’t. Not anymore. That sound belonged to him now.

I couldn’t breathe as I watched your body take him in, inch by thick inch, until he was fully inside you. Your hands braced on his chest, your hips began to move—smooth, confident, utterly in control. You didn’t rush. You didn’t need to. You knew I was watching. That’s what made it perfect.

You didn’t even have to look at me to humiliate me. Everything about the way you moved—your arching back, your parted lips, the moans that slipped from your throat—told me where I stood. Or rather… where I knelt.

Then your eyes met mine.

“You like watching what you could never give me, don’t you?” you said, your voice breathy but sharp. “This is what I need. And what you’ll never be.”

I swallowed hard, as I knelt there in my thong, shame burning through me like fire. You didn’t flinch—you only moved faster, your thighs flexing, your moans louder now as Jeff’s hands gripped your hips and started to meet your rhythm with deep, hungry thrusts.

You were in sync—his body, your control. My world collapsed into sound and movement and humiliation. You gasped, threw your head back, and let yourself feel everything. Right in front of me. Like I didn’t exist except as a witness to your power, your pleasure, your utter freedom from anything I ever thought I was to you.

You turned your head toward me again, smiling now—genuine and cruel all at once.

“I’m going to cum on his cock,” you said softly. “And you’re going to kneel there like a good little thing and take it.”

The pace of your hips quickened and I knew you were getting close, watching you stretch as his thick cock pumped in and out of you coated in your wetness.  Suddenly you erupted into an intense orgasm as your legs shook and you lost all control your legs shaking as you rode out the powerful sensation.

You rose from Jeff’s chest slowly, savoring the moment as if drawing it out just to deepen my shame. Your skin was glowing, your hair tousled, your breath quick—but controlled. You weren’t just in this… you were owning it.

Without a word, you turned around and positioned yourself on all fours at the edge of the bed. It was deliberate. Measured. You knew exactly what it would do to me to see you like that—presented, exposed, begging in body language, but not for me.

Jeff sat up behind you, hands already gripping your hips as he moved into position. I could see his arousal again—thick, eager, glistening with your heat. And yet, your eyes didn’t leave mine.

You leaned forward just a bit, enough to bring your face closer to mine where I still knelt beside the bed, my heart hammering, the humiliation unrelenting.

Then—like it was the most natural thing in the world—you kissed me.

Soft at first. Intimate. Cruel.

Your lips brushed mine as Jeff entered you again from behind, and I felt it—the way your breath hitched, the way your body shivered. The kiss deepened for just a second, your hand cupping my jaw, fingers almost lovingly tracing my cheek.

And then you pulled back—eyes gleaming with something between affection and dominance.

“Remember that,” you whispered. “The taste of my mouth… while someone else takes everything else.”

Jeff began moving behind you, harder now, deeper—each thrust sending your body forward just slightly. But you never looked at him. You looked at me. As if he were the instrument, and I… was the audience.

You moaned again, but this time it was unfiltered—raw, rising, urgent. Your hands gripped the sheets. Your body arched. You didn’t hold back anymore.

I watched the way your breath caught and then broke free in waves, your body tensing as the heat built and built until it took you over completely. You gasped—almost a cry—back arched fully now as you surrendered to him.

You scream as the orgasm rips through you, blinding and violent. Your pussy clenches around him, milking his cock as your whole body bucks beneath the force of it.

Jeff’s rhythm shifts — faster, deeper, his breathing ragged, sweat dripping down his chest as his cock slams into you. His balls slap against your soaked skin with each stroke, and you feel your orgasm surging back, more powerful than before, threatening to take you under. You’re whole body shakes as every part of your body experiences the most powerful orgasm of your life. Completely lost in him and this moment.

His body slammed against yours with growing intensity until his rhythm faltered, his grip tightened, and I knew—I knew—he was claiming you fully.

You collapsed onto your forearms, trembling, utterly spent, your breath ragged. Jeff stayed inside you, holding your hips, both of you still, locked in something that I could never truly be part of.

And I knelt there.

Unmoving.

Overwhelmed.

Changed.

You stayed there for a moment, still catching your breath, your body relaxed and glowing in the aftermath of being taken—completely. Jeff eased back onto the pillows beside you, his hand trailing idly down your side like you were his. Not borrowed. Claimed.

Then, slowly, you turned your attention back to me.

Your expression shifted—soft, but merciless. You beckoned me forward with a curl of your finger, and I obeyed without hesitation. I moved closer to the bed, trembling, my knees aching, my chest tight with shame.

“Lie down,” you said. Calm. Even. Commanding.

I did as you said, lying back across the bed where your body had just been used. The sheets were still warm. Still marked.

You climbed on top of me slowly, knees on either side of my head, lowering yourself with the deliberate grace of a queen—like this was ceremony, not just punishment.

You hovered for a moment, your heat just above me, and looked down with a satisfied smile.

“He’s taken me now,” you said, your voice low. “Just like he took Jenn. Everything you thought was yours? It belongs to him now.”

The shame hit like a wave, cold and electric, as you lowered yourself, as your hands tangled in my hair, as your weight settled in full and I was surrounded by your scent, your warmth, your ownership.

“This,” you whispered, rocking just slightly, “is the only part of me you’ll have now. And only when I say so.”

You lowered yourself fully onto me, your thighs firm around my head, your body still trembling slightly from everything Jeff had just given you. The scent of your pleasure was overwhelming—thick, undeniable, not mine. I felt it before I tasted it. The heat, the closeness, the humiliation pressing down on every nerve like a weight I both feared and craved.

You didn’t need to say anything at first. Just the way you looked down at me was enough—your eyes full of calm dominance, your lips parted, breath steady. You rested your hands on my chest, keeping me pinned in place, not that I would’ve dared to move.

Then, slowly, you rocked your hips forward.

“Good,” you said, your voice sharp but soft. “This is exactly where you belong now.”

I obeyed without hesitation—driven by shame, need, devotion. Every motion I made was desperate to please you, to prove something I knew no longer mattered. Because you had made it clear: this was no longer about proving anything. This was about accepting everything. And I did eagerly.

You guided me with the slightest motion of your hips, with the tightening of your thighs, with the steady, intoxicating rhythm of your control. Every shift of your weight felt like a wordless command. The addiction of licking your filled pussy is something I crave, our sacred ritual and it’s happening in front of them.

“You’ve been replaced,” you whispered, leaning forward just enough to let my tongue get deeper inside of your filled pussy. “And this is all that’s left for you now.”

And as you used me, as I served, I could hear Jeff behind you—still catching his breath, his presence looming, silent, powerful. I can feel her eyes on me too as you show off your little cuck.

You climb off me slowly, like you’re done for now—but not with me. Just with using me. You stretch with the grace of someone who knows she’s in charge of everything in the room, then glance over at Jeff with a wicked smirk.

“I think we should give Jeff some more attention,” you say casually, as if it’s the most natural thing in the world. You don’t even look at me when you say it.

Jenn practically lights up, nodding eagerly. “Yes. Let’s see if we can get him to go for a third time,” she says, her voice breathless with excitement.

I lie there, silent, forgotten, watching as you both crawl across the bed to where Jeff is resting—satisfied, glowing, spent, but visibly intrigued by the attention you’re both about to give him again.

You lean over him with slow, purposeful movements, your body full of confidence, dripping with authority. The two of you surround him, and though I can’t hear every word, I can see it in your eyes: the teasing, the promise, the challenge. You’re determined to bring him back—again. And I’m just an observer.

There’s no hiding the effect this has on me. No pretending I’m above it, or detached. No illusions left that I’m anything more than a man who’s been completely cuckolded by his wife, watching her and his ex—together—devote themselves to someone else.

And the most humiliating part?

I’m aroused. Utterly, helplessly aroused.

I try not to look down at myself. I try to focus on your body, on your control, on your voice as you laugh softly and turn back to him—like I’ve served my function and been dismissed again. Like I’m just here to witness.

And I know—I feel it in every breath—that this is exactly how you want me: watching, aching, ashamed… and hard.

I’m not a presence in the room anymore. I’m just background.

You don’t look at me. You don’t acknowledge what I’ve done. You simply return your full attention to Jeff, your body shifting toward him like he’s the only man that exists now. And in this room—under your control—he is.

I sit there, useless, discarded, hard in a way that only deepens the ache of humiliation in my chest. You lean in over Jeff with slow, intimate intent, the kind of attention that once belonged to me but now feels like a lifetime ago. Jenn is beside you, just as eager, but it’s your touch that makes him stir again. It’s your voice that draws him back.

The tone you use with him is different—soft, sultry, indulgent. You murmur things into his ear, words I can’t fully hear, and that’s somehow worse. Because I can imagine them. I can hear them in your voice, in that low register you used to save for me. Words that made me feel desired. Now they make him feel powerful.

He responds to you, slowly but surely, his body reacting under your hand, under your mouth, under your complete command. And I sit there, unwanted, my arousal a mockery of itself. It’s not pleasure. It’s punishment. It’s the proof of my place now.

You’ve made your choice. And you’re showing me that choice with every shift of your hips, every sound you make, every look you give him.

Jenn’s laugh was soft but unmistakable. I didn’t even need to see her face to know that it was aimed at me. Like she could see right through me, see every ache, every insecurity, and found it all entertaining.

Watching your tongues—both of you—work in sync, devoted to him, was almost too much to bear. Every subtle glance between you, every time Jenn let out a pleased little sound, every time you flicked your hair back or adjusted your position with intention, it drove the point home even harder.

You weren’t just pleasing him. You were performing—for each other. And I was the one meant to witness it.

Jenn shot me a glance again—this time more deliberate. Her expression wasn’t mocking, not quite, but it held something else: pity. “Still trying so hard,” she murmured, barely loud enough for me to hear.

You didn’t even look up.

You just kept going, lost in him, lost in your power.

And I sat there, stiff and silent, swallowed by the truth of it all.

Just when I thought I’d vanish completely into the background—just when the ache of being ignored had hollowed out something deep inside me—you lifted your head. Slowly. Deliberately.

And you looked at me.

Not with tenderness. Not with any trace of the woman who used to hold my hand in the dark. The eyes that met mine were cool, confident, completely in control. You’d let me stew in silence, let me watch you and Jenn lavish him with devotion, until I could hardly breathe from the tension in my chest.

Now, you chose to acknowledge me.

Your lips curled—not quite a smile. Something sharper.

“Look at you,” you said. Calm. Icy. Almost amused.

My heart clenched at the sound of your voice. I should’ve looked away, should’ve bowed my head, but I couldn’t. I just stared back, desperate for any attention. Even this.

You glanced down pointedly at me—at the visible proof of my arousal, shamefully hard without ever being touched. And I knew: this was what you were waiting for. For me to show it. For me to betray myself in the most obvious, pathetic way possible.

Jenn looked too, then laughed—soft and knowing. She didn’t have to say anything. She just leaned in closer to you, like she was siding with you now. Like you were partners in this game.

You shifted your body toward me slightly, still stroking Jeff with a slow, lazy rhythm like it was second nature, your dominance never breaking. Then you tilted your head.

“Do you even realize how pathetic you look right now?”

I swallowed hard, throat dry, unable to answer.

“This is what does it for you,” you continued. “Watching me with someone who can actually satisfy me. Watching Jenn please him while you sit there aching.”

Every word landed with weight. Not cruel. Just true. And that made it worse.

You leaned over Jeff again, resuming your work like I didn’t matter anymore. But just before turning fully away, you gave me one last look—sharp, final.

“You don’t get to have me anymore,” you said softly, like a sentence being passed. “You just get to watch.”

Jeff stands just a few feet in front of me, his cock already rock-hard and glistening with arousal as you and Jenn drop to your knees before him. From this angle, I have a perfect view — and it’s absolutely filthy. You both lean in, your tongues meeting on the underside of his shaft before you begin to lap your way up together, your mouths hungry and eager. His thick cock twitches between you, veins bulging as your tongues swirl over his swollen head, smearing precum across your lips like a reward.

Jenn wraps a hand around the base, holding him steady as you open wide and take him deep into your mouth, your lips stretching around his girth. I watch your throat flex as you swallow him inch by inch, your eyes fluttering closed with practiced submission. Jenn strokes your hair, her own mouth busy kissing along the shaft you can’t fit, moaning softly as if tasting him secondhand.

Jeff’s hands settle on both your heads, his fingers tightening as his hips roll forward, pushing deeper into your mouth. The wet sounds echo obscenely — slurping, gasping, the occasional deep-throated gag that only makes him harder.

“Look at her,” Jenn says with a wicked smile, glancing up at me. “Look how perfectly she takes every inch. That’s how you please a real man.”

You don’t flinch as Jeff thrusts deeper, your lips sealed tight around his shaft, your throat welcoming him with practiced ease. Spit spills from the corners of your mouth, dripping down your chin and onto your chest as your hand works what your throat can’t, stroking him in perfect rhythm with your sucking. Jenn watches you closely, her eyes gleaming with lust and admiration, before she leans in to kiss the base of his cock, her tongue flicking over your fingers as they move in tandem.

“Just like that,” she murmurs, her voice thick and low. “Good little slut.”

Jeff groans, his hips jerking as the pleasure builds. Veins bulge along his shaft, his balls tightening with each wet pull of your mouth. He’s close, and we all feel it — the tension rising, the rhythm quickening. Jenn tilts her head and brings her mouth to his balls, sucking them into her mouth, her eyes locked on yours as if daring you to keep going, to push him over the edge.

He growls something low and animalistic, both hands gripping your hair now, guiding your pace as you take him deeper, faster, your throat relaxing to let him in again and again. The sloppy, wet sounds fill the room, obscene and intoxicating.

Jenn pulls back just enough to whisper into your ear, loud enough for me to hear: “Make him come down your throat. Don’t stop. I want to watch you swallow every last drop.”

Your eyes flick up to his, wide and unwavering, as you take him all the way down again, your nose buried in the base of his shaft. Your throat works around him, tight and wet, and Jeff lets out a guttural moan that rumbles through the room. His muscles tense, his fingers tighten in your hair — he’s right on the edge.

Jenn licks her lips, her face close beside yours, watching every movement, every tremble of his body. Her hand strokes along your back, possessive and encouraging, her voice a sultry whisper.

“Don’t you dare stop now… Drain him. Make him yours.”

With a shuddering gasp, Jeff jerks forward, his cock pulsing hard against your tongue. The first hot spurt hits the back of your throat, thick and salty, and you don’t flinch — you take it, every drop. He groans louder, both hands clutching you as he spills himself into your mouth, your lips still sealed tight around him, swallowing greedily with every throb.

Jenn moans as she watches, her hand between her thighs now, rubbing herself with slow, deliberate circles. “God, that’s so fucking hot,” she breathes, staring at the way you take him — completely, hungrily, like you were made for this.

You finally pull back, slowly, his cock slick and twitching, a string of saliva and cum connecting your lips to the tip before you lick it clean. Jeff stumbles back, breathless, eyes glazed with satisfaction, and Jenn pulls you into a deep, messy kiss — tasting him on your tongue.

“You know exactly how to serve a real man,” Jenn whispers against your lips. “And now… he has taken you too.”

Jenn doesn’t wait. Her lips are still wet from yours as she pulls you up to your feet, eyes burning with desire and something more — dominance. She kisses you hard, her hand sliding down between your thighs, fingers pressing against your soaked heat through your panties. “You’ve earned more than praise,” she murmurs, voice like silk laced with steel. “You’ve earned pleasure.”

Jeff is behind you now, his hands already on your hips, warm and firm. He pulls your body back against his, still rock hard, cock pressing against your ass with renewed hunger. You gasp as Jenn slides her fingers between your folds, slick and ready. She smiles against your neck. “So fucking wet. His powerful cock did this to you, didn’t it?”

You nod, breathless, hips rolling toward her hand instinctively. But Jeff isn’t patient — he lifts your leg, spreading you open for him as Jenn keeps her fingers working you, slow and teasing. Then you feel it — the thick head of his cock nudging at your entrance. You moan as he pushes in, stretching you open inch by inch while Jenn watches, her hand never leaving your clit.

“God, look at you,” Jenn purrs, kissing your throat. “So full of him already… but we’re just getting started.”

Jeff begins to thrust, deep and controlled, his hands gripping your waist as Jenn drops to her knees again — not for him this time, but for you. She leans in between your legs as he fucks you from behind, and her tongue replaces her fingers, circling your clit in time with his thrusts. You cry out, the dual sensations overwhelming — fullness and pressure, heat and wetness — their bodies surrounding you, claiming you completely.

Every sound is raw, every breath shared. Jeff groans into your ear, driving deeper, faster. Jenn’s tongue flicks mercilessly, then flattens against you, licking you like she owns your orgasm. You’re helpless — a trembling, moaning mess between them, your body completely theirs.

“Cum for us,” Jenn says, voice soaked in lust. “Let him feel you tighten around his cock. Show us how much you love being worshipped.”

Your body trembles violently between them, strung tight with pleasure, every nerve lit up under their control. Jeff’s cock drives into you with steady, brutal rhythm, hitting that spot deep inside that makes your legs go weak. Jenn’s mouth is relentless on your clit — hot, wet, and skilled — her tongue flicking and circling in perfect sync with his thrusts. You’re suspended between them, held open, filled, consumed.

Your moans turn into cries as the orgasm crashes over you, unstoppable. Your thighs clench around Jenn’s head, your walls squeezing tight around Jeff’s cock as your body shudders violently in release. Wave after wave tears through you, and Jenn moans into your pussy as she keeps licking, drinking in every twitch, every drop.

“Fuck, yes,” Jeff growls through gritted teeth, feeling your climax wrap tight around him. He grips your hips hard, slamming into you one last time before burying himself deep and unloading inside you. His cock pulses hard as he fills you, hot and thick, and you feel every drop pour into you, your body milking him with every squeeze of aftershock.

Jenn pulls back, her lips glistening with your wetness, eyes wild with desire. She watches Jeff’s cum slowly dripping out of you, then leans in and licks it from between your thighs, savoring the taste like it’s the sweetest thing she’s ever had. You gasp, overstimulated and breathless, but she doesn’t stop — not yet.

“Don’t think we’re done,” she whispers with a wicked smile.

Jeff collapses beside you on the bed, spent but watching — hungry for more. Jenn climbs over you, straddling your face now, her wetness dripping just above your mouth.

“Open that beautiful mouth,” she commands, her voice like velvet wrapped around fire. “It’s my turn to be worshipped.”

Your breath is still ragged, your thighs shaking from the force of your orgasm, but when Jenn straddles your face, her slick heat hovering just inches from your lips, your body answers her without hesitation. You tilt your head back, mouth opening in surrender, the taste of her already heavy in the air.

“Good,” she breathes, lowering herself slowly. “Lick me like you need it.”

Her pussy presses down onto your mouth, warm and soaked, and you waste no time — your tongue slides up through her folds, savoring her taste, finding her clit and circling it with practiced hunger. She gasps above you, grinding her hips softly against your face, threading her fingers through your hair to control your pace.

“That’s it,” she moans, rolling her hips. “Keep sucking… don’t stop.”

You flatten your tongue and lick her in long, slow strokes, then suck her clit gently between your lips, flicking it with your tongue until her thighs tremble. Above you, her moans grow louder, more desperate, her breathing shallow as she rides your mouth with growing intensity.

Jeff watches from beside you, stroking himself slowly, already hard again — his eyes fixed on the sight of you pinned beneath Jenn, face buried between her thighs, giving her everything. His hand moves faster as he watches you work, mesmerized by the way your tongue makes her unravel.

Jenn’s movements grow erratic, her body trembling. “Fuck… yes, right there,” she cries out, grinding harder. “You’re going to make me come all over your face.”

You suck harder, tongue never letting up, and with a loud cry, she shudders violently. Her thighs clamp around your head as she comes, soaking your mouth, her body rocking through the waves of her orgasm. You keep licking through it, holding her hips, letting her ride it out until she collapses forward, panting, spent but glowing.

She leans down, kissing you deeply, tasting herself on your lips, then glancing at Jeff with a wicked grin. “She’s ours now,” she whispers. “And I think she’s ready for more.”

Your body is still trembling, a delicious ache radiating through every limb, when Jenn pulls you gently onto your back. Her eyes meet yours — soft now, but still blazing with desire — and she brushes the damp hair from your face with a reverence that makes your chest tighten.

“You gave us everything,” she whispers, voice low and intimate. “Now… I give myself to you.”

She moves slowly, deliberately, kissing down your neck, over your collarbone, trailing her tongue between your breasts. Her hands slide along your thighs, parting them with almost ceremonial care. You’re soaked, still pulsing from your last orgasm, your pussy glistening with a mix of cum, arousal, and surrender.

Jenn lowers herself between your legs, spreading you open with her thumbs. Her eyes drink you in — every glistening inch, every twitch, every tremble. “So perfect,” she breathes. “So used, so wet… and now, ours to worship.”

Her tongue meets you in a slow, tender stroke, and you gasp — overstimulated, sensitive, but craving it just the same. She licks you like it’s holy work, soft and deep, teasing every swollen fold with the precision of someone who knows exactly how to break you apart all over again. Her hands slide under your ass, tilting your hips up toward her mouth, keeping you right where she wants you.

She moans against you, savoring your taste, her lips wrapping around your clit as she sucks gently, then harder, then softer again — dragging you up into another peak. Her tongue flicks and swirls, her rhythm patient, teasing, reverent. Not demanding. Not punishing. Devoting.

“You’re still open for me,” she whispers against your pussy, dipping her tongue lower to taste the remnants of your last release, licking it up like a feast. “So full. So ready to come again.”

You arch into her, gasping as she slips two fingers inside you, curling them just right while her mouth works your clit with increasing pressure. The pleasure builds fast — sharp and tight and inevitable. She feels it, hums against you, and begins to speak again, her voice vibrating right into your core.

“Come on my mouth, baby,” she breathes. “Let me drink it. Let me have every drop you’ve been saving.”

Your hips buck, your hands gripping the sheets as your body ignites again, pussy clenching around her fingers as your orgasm crashes through you — raw and blinding, your cries echoing into the room. Jenn doesn’t stop. She licks you through every wave, every twitch, until your thighs are shaking and you collapse back, completely undone.

She finally rises, her lips and chin slick with you, crawling up to kiss you deeply, letting you taste yourself on her tongue.

“You belong to us now,” she whispers against your lips. “And we are nowhere near done worshipping you.”

It’s only then I see the look on your face as you glance at me, you had been so lost in them you had forgotten I was there and judging by my hard cock it was clear I loved it that way.

You gave me a knowing smirk and feel back on the bed exhausted and completely satisfied.


Massage Night

Jess lounged on the bed in the glow from the salt lamp in their bedroom, the air thick with the scent of jasmine candles and her favorite vanilla body oil. She was already naked, her toned, sun-kissed body glowing under the soft lamplight—full breasts with dark, sensitive nipples, a narrow waist flaring into wide hips, and long, smooth legs that ended in perfectly pedicured feet. At 29, Jess exuded dominant confidence, her blonde hair cascading over one shoulder as she smirked at Dillon, her willing submissive boyfriend of two years.

“Dillon, baby,” she purred, her voice low and commanding. “Tonight you’re mine completely. Strip. Everything off. Then put on what I laid out for you.”

Dillon’s heart raced, his cheeks flushing with a mix of shame and arousal. He was average height and lean, naturally athletic but utterly submissive under Jess’s spell. He peeled off his clothes, folding them neatly as she’d trained him, standing naked before her with his cock already twitching at half-mast.

On the bed lay the sissy outfit she’d chosen: a frilly pink dress with white lace trim, the hem barely covering his ass; matching thigh-high stockings with garter straps; lacy pink panties; a satin corset that cinched his waist; and a pair of strappy pink heels. A blonde wig with pigtails sat beside it, along with makeup bright red lipstick, blush, and heavy eyeliner.

“Get dressed, sissy,” Jess ordered, crossing her legs and watching with amusement. Dillon obeyed, the silk and lace sliding over his skin, making him feel exposed and ridiculous. The dress hugged his body tightly after he laced the corset, the stockings whispering up his legs. He tottered in the heels, adjusting the wig and applying the makeup under her watchful eye until he looked like a humiliated, feminized doll—his face painted pretty, lips glossy, eyes downcast.

Jess stood and circled him, her fingers tracing the lace edges. “Look at my pretty little sissy girl. So pathetic and eager.” She reached down and cupped his balls, squeezing just enough to make him gasp. From her nightstand, she retrieved the flat chastity cage—a sleek, metal device designed to crush his cock flush against his body, leaving almost no bulge. She teased his semi-hard shaft, then expertly locked the base ring around his balls and slid the flat tube over his cock, pressing it down until it was completely immobilized. The click of the lock echoed in the room.

“Mmm, perfect,” she cooed, tapping the smooth metal front where his erection strained uselessly, now flattened into a humiliating, smooth mound beneath the panties. “No cumming for you tonight. Or maybe ever, if you disappoint me. Now, set up the massage table in the our room. I want the full oils, towels, and my playlist on.”

Dillon minced out in his heels, the dress swishing around his thighs, the cage a constant, aching reminder of his denial. He unfolded the padded massage table, covered it with a soft sheet, and warmed the oils. Jess sauntered in naked, her body a vision of curves and confidence. She lay face down first, her ass cheeks slightly parted, her pussy already glistening with anticipation.

“Start at my feet, sissy. Every inch. And make it good. If your hands aren’t perfect, I’ll send those photos to your customers, your family, your friends. The ones of you in full makeup sucking my strap-on, or locked and begging on your knees. Hours of footage. Understood?”

“Yes, Mistress Jess,” Dillon whispered, his voice trembling with need. He poured warm oil into his palms and began. His fingers worked deeply into her soles, thumbs pressing into the arches, massaging each toe individually until she moaned softly. He moved up her calves, kneading the firm muscle, then her thighs—spreading them slightly to work the sensitive inner flesh, his breath hot against her skin as he inhaled her scent. The dress rode up his own ass as he leaned over her, the cage tugging painfully with every movement.

Hours passed in a haze of devotion. He massaged her back, digging into knots along her spine, then her shoulders and neck. Jess sighed in pleasure, occasionally directing him: “Harder there… slower on my sides…” He flipped her over after the first hour, starting again at her feet and working upward. His oiled hands glided over her shins, knees, and his favorite, her perfect muscular thighs, stopping just short of her dripping pussy. He massaged her hips, belly, and ribs, then lavished attention on her breasts—cupping their heavy weight, circling her nipples with slick thumbs until they hardened into peaks. He worked her arms, hands, and even her face with feather-light strokes, avoiding her lips as instructed.

The flat cage kept him in constant torment, his denied cock throbbing uselessly against the metal as pre-cum leaked inside it. Sweat beaded on his forehead under the wig, his sissy dress stained with oil spots. Jess watched him through half-lidded eyes, her threats murmured whenever his touch faltered: “Don’t you dare rush, or everyone sees what a cock-hungry sissy you really are.”

By the third hour, her body was loose, glowing, and hypersensitive. “Enough teasing,” she growled, sitting up. “On your knees, sissy. Time to make me cum. Use that pretty painted mouth first.”

Dillon dropped eagerly between her spread legs on the table’s edge. Jess gripped his pigtails, guiding his face to her soaked pussy. His tongue flicked out, tasting her tangy sweetness, lapping slowly from her entrance up to her swollen clit. He circled it with precision, sucking gently then harder as she bucked against him. “Deeper,” she commanded, grinding on his face. His tongue plunged inside her, fucking her rhythmically while his nose rubbed her clit. Jess’s moans grew louder, her thighs clamping around his head as the first orgasm crashed over her—juices flooding his mouth, her body shuddering.

“Good girl,” she panted, not releasing him. “Again. Fingers now.”

He slid two fingers into her tight, pulsing heat, curling them against her G-spot while his tongue attacked her clit. The magic wand appeared in her hand—the powerful Hitachi she loved. She pressed its buzzing head directly on her clit above his working mouth and fingers. The vibrations transferred through her, making Dillon’s tongue tingle. She came again within minutes, screaming, her walls clenching around his fingers in rhythmic spasms.

“More,” Jess demanded, riding his face through aftershocks. He added a third finger, stretching her, pumping faster as she held the wand firm. Her third orgasm was explosive—squirting lightly onto his chin, her whole body convulsing, breasts heaving. Dillon’s jaw ached, his makeup smeared with her essence, but he didn’t stop. The chastity cage leaked steadily, his balls aching blue.

For the next hour, he alternated: long, worshipful licks with the wand on high, then rapid finger-fucking while she ground the vibrator against herself. Jess lost count after the fifth orgasm, her voice hoarse from moaning, her body a slick, quivering mess of pleasure. “Fuck, yes, sissy—right there—don’t you dare slow down!” Another wave hit her, her toes curling, nails digging into his scalp.

Finally, spent and glowing, she pushed his face away gently, looking down at her ruined, obedient plaything. Dillon knelt there in his frilly dress, cage straining, face shiny with her cum, eyes filled with desperate adoration.

“You did well tonight,” Jess murmured, stroking his wig. “Maybe I’ll let you out of that cage in a week. Or maybe I’ll keep my locked sissy forever.” She smiled wickedly, already planning the next session.


Getting Wet in the Ocean

The sun is setting over the Florida Keys, it streaked the sky with fiery hues of orange and red. We wandered hand-in-hand along the beach, drawn toward a beachside bar where we could relax and watch the sunset deepen. Just before we stepped inside, I offered you a playful, mischievous look, your eyes lit up, sparkled with excitement. I delicately placed my ring in your palm—a wordless invitation for a secret dance of seduction and denial. The evening air, warm and tinged with the scent of the sea, wrapped around us as we entered the bar separately.

After the kids left home and online businesses were thriving, frequent travel had become our new norm. Our life had transformed into a series of adventures and tonight promised no less. Strategically positioned at the corner of the bar, you had a perfect view of both the beach and your wife’s playful and seductive interactions with a stranger. As the evening unfolded, our conversation, peppered with laughter and charged glances, wove a tapestry of flirtation, desire and tantalizing promise.

I can feel your eyes on me, tracking every sultry movement, every suggestive smile. You shift in your chair, trying to adjust. My playful flirting with the stranger has you burning with desire that’s coiling through your body as you watch me real him effortlessly. My words, dripping with double meanings, my touch lingering just long enough to stoke his imagination. I smirk at you, my lips curving in that way you love. My body language shifts as I slowly uncross my legs, the edge of my dress creeping higher, just enough for you, and him, to catch a glimpse of bare, forbidden skin beneath the sexy blue summer dress you carefully picked for me. I see the flicker of lust in your eyes, your fingers tightening around your glass. I'm just out of your reach. You think it’s over, that I’m coming back to you now, your anticipation mounting. But our little game is only just beginning when I decide to take things up a notch.

Leaning into the stranger, I trail my fingertips down his arm, brushing his hand as if by accident. His breath hitches. I meet his gaze and nudge him with my eyes -wordlessly telling him I want to leave with him. He takes the bait without hesitation, slapping a hundred-dollar bill onto the table before adjusting himself with awkward urgency, slow to stand. I tug at his hand, antsy to get him out of the bar and alone. I revel in the torment you’re enduring, keeping you guessing and on edge.

Your heart is racing, not knowing what's about to unfold. Torn between jealousy and arousal, watching every moment. His eager face and the dazed glint in his eyes are proof he’s convinced this night is his, but we both know it won’t be long before I’m riding you, breathless, moaning passionately as I’ve been starving for you all along.

I lead him toward the beach, the sky now cloaked in deep dark blue and soft gold as the sun sinks completely below the horizon. He follows eagerly, disappointment flickering in his expression when I suggest a walk. He was hoping we were retreating to my room. Still, he agrees, clinging to the hope that his patience might be rewarded.

The beach is dark and deserted now, waves crashing gently in the distance. He takes my hand and I give him a sweet, innocent laugh before slipping my fingers away and breaking into a run. I look back with a teasing “Catch me" look on my face. He quickly gives chase, catches me and then throws me over his shoulder. Our laughter mixes with the sea breeze as he carries me into the water playfully. We’re both soaking wet, the cool water has my dress drenched and hugging my skin tight, showing off my erect nipples. I splash him to break his stare, pushing gently at his chest. He quickly responds by wrapping his hands around my low back and pulls me in close. My eyes longing for him, I gasp in excitement and flash a flirtatious smile up at him.

You’re now sitting outside the bar's lit area, cloaked in the darkness, calmly observing while enjoying your evening cigar. Our eyes met briefly, and I gave you a mischievous wink that spoke volumes. I pull back again, deeply enjoying the control of allure. The base of my short summer dress floats up around my waist with the waves. His eyes widen when he catches a glimpse of my bare, tight, sexy pussy. Realizing I’m not wearing anything beneath the wet dress, clinging tight to my body, showing off my every curve. His hands hesitate, trying to be a gentleman and bring it down, tracing my thighs with a trembling restraint, slowly feeling the curves of my hips. The waves lift my dress again, and this time, he doesn’t try to fix it. Primal urges take over. He instead pulls it up over my head, boldly taking it off in one swift movement. I surrender to his desire. His eyes widened in amazement, drinking in every intimate, private inch of me. Displayed as an offering to him, enticing and emboldening him.

Your heart now pounds as you watch, torn between jealousy and raw, unrelenting need seeing me fully expose my body to this stranger. Seeing him stunned in the surf. His enormous cock strained painfully against his soaked shorts. His hands softly slide down from my shoulders to my ass, his fingertips slowly, sensually tracing the curve of my backside. He lingers long enough for me to feel the tremble in his touch—the tension in his body barely contained.

He senses something is off and pulls me in, his touch firm, demanding my attention. I react instantly, masking the turmoil inside—the silent plea for my husband’s notice. Instead, I move on instinct, springing up and wrapping my legs around him. His hands find my ass, gripping hard as he holds me close, pressing me against him, locking me in. I feel his hardness pressing against me, growing stiffer as it nears my pussy. A flicker of nerves makes me shift upward, trying to escape the intensity of it—but he takes my movement as an opportunity. With a swift, commanding motion, he lifts me higher, my legs now straddling his face. Before I can catch my breath, his mouth is inches from my hot, wet pussy. His strong lips hover just inches from mine, his warm breath teasing my skin. My fingers tangle in his hair, holding him back, controlling the moment. But then, I glance up at you—seeking permission. Your eyes lock onto mine, a swift nod downward giving me all the confirmation I need.

My grip loosens, my thighs part just enough, and he feels the shift—the silent invitation. Sensing my surrender, his large hands grip my ass, firm and possessive. With a sudden pull, he presses me flush against his face, his hunger undeniable, his tongue eager to claim me.

His tongue meets my soft, perfect pussy with eager desperation, his deep grunts vibrating against me—pure, primal pleasure fueling his every movement. He explores me greedily, seeking out the most sensitive spots with skillful precision.

Then, without warning, he finds my clit and nibbles down, the sharp jolt of sensation unlike anything I’ve felt before. A startled, high-pitched squeal escapes me—pain and ecstasy tangled into one.

You flinch at the sound, momentarily pausing, setting down your cigar as your eyes flick toward me. But the second you see my head tilt back, my body surrendering to wave after wave of uncontrollable moans, you realize—I am more than okay.

The rhythmic crash of ocean waves nearly drowns out my moans, but not entirely. He is too strong, too relentless, holding me up effortlessly by my ass as his tongue moves with purpose—licking, sucking, and teasing in ways that send electric pulses of pleasure racing through my body.

My thighs tremble around his head, my body quivering as I struggle to stay perched on his shoulders. The sensation is overwhelming, consuming. Below me, his arousal is unmistakable, his cock straining against his soaked shorts as he stands knee-deep in the dark, swirling ocean.

I know I’m close—so close. My clit throbs, swollen and hypersensitive, every flick of his tongue, every nibble and suck, driving me toward the edge with expert precision. The pleasure is blinding now, impossible to contain, and my moans spill out into the night.

Just as the final wave starts to crash over me, my body ready to unravel in ecstasy, I steal one last glance at you. Our eyes meet—yours filled with satisfaction, delight. You know exactly what’s coming, and as you smirk in quiet approval, I let go, surrendering to the orgasm that consumes me completely.

The intensity has built to an almost unbearable peak. My entire body trembles atop him, every nerve alight as his relentless tongue pushes me closer to the edge. His strength is intoxicating, his mouth warm and powerful against my most sensitive spot, intensifying every sensation. The night air cools my damp skin, heightening the contrast between the chill and the heat of his mouth devouring me.

My fingers clutch his hair desperately, like I’m gripping the reins of a wild stallion. My back arches, my head tilts back, eyes rolling with unrestrained ecstasy. I can barely form words—only moans, raw and unfiltered, spill from my lips.

And then, with one final teasing nibble and the wet, unyielding press of his tongue against my clit, the wave crashes. I shatter—bliss surging through me in powerful, uncontrollable pulses. My cry of release echoes into the night, carried by the ocean breeze. He stays with me through it, his breath hot against my oversensitive skin as he slows, his lips brushing against my clit in the softest, most tender kiss.

I am left breathless, my chest rising and falling in desperate pants, my body still quivering in the aftershocks of my orgasm. He gently lowers me, holding me in a sweet, grounding embrace. The look on his face is one of pride and satisfaction, his eyes dark with desire, yet laced with something almost reverent.

Noticing the goosebumps on my skin, the way my nipples stand hard and exposed in the night air, he bends down to retrieve my dress. But before he can hand it to me, I pull him in, my fingers grazing his jaw as I guide his lips to mine. This time, there is no hesitation, no teasing—just raw gratitude and passion. I kiss him deeply, hungrily, my arms winding around his broad shoulders as I press myself against him.

“That was incredible,” I whisper against his lips, my voice still shaky, my body still tingling from the orgasm he just wrung from me. The stars above shimmer in the moonlight, but my gaze is locked onto his, lost in the moment.

The kiss deepens, growing hotter, more urgent, as if neither of us is ready to let go just yet. My mind flickers to you—I know you’re watching, feeling every bit of this with me. And then, as if on instinct, I move again. Still drunk on pleasure, still ravenous, I leap back up, wrapping my legs around him once more, surrendering to the pull of desire all over again.

My desires take control as I am still reeling from the intense orgasm, I let go of him and kneel in the water graciously before him, my fingers trailing slowly down his sculpted chest and chiseled abs. I trace over his thick, throbbing length straining against his shorts, the fabric barely containing his need.

Wrapping my fingers around him through the damp material, I decide to grant him the release he craves. With deliberate intent, I unzip his shorts, letting them slip into the water.

A sharp gasp escapes me as I take in the sheer size of him. My hands move over his massive shaft, barely able to encircle its incredible girth. I glance up, locking eyes with him, my touch teasing, stroking, savoring every moment. I have never seen one so thick in my life, and the sight alone sends a shiver of both fear and excitement through me.

His breath comes quick and heavy as he watches my reaction, his chest rising and falling with anticipation. This beast he’s been hiding is finally revealed, and I can see the flicker of uncertainty in his eyes—fear that, once again, he might be too much. That this moment will end like the others, with hesitation, with retreat. But I am already too far gone, too consumed by the thrill of the unknown. I am ready. Willing. Eager to take on the challenge and show him my immense gratitude.

I glide my tongue along his length, exploring, measuring, almost in disbelief at the sheer size of him. The thought of whether he’ll even fit in my mouth—let alone anywhere else—sends a fresh wave of intoxicating anticipation through me, my body already aching with need.

Slowly, I part my lips, taking him in inch by inch as he swells against my tongue. He stretches my mouth to its limit, pressing deeper as I push myself to accommodate him, savoring the way he fills my eager mouth completely.

His head tilts back, eyes rolling with pure pleasure as his fingers thread gently through my hair, a silent plea for more. My lips stretch painfully around him, taking him in fully, the ache only fueling my determination.

My eyes glisten as I adjust, my warm, wet mouth tightening around him with deliberate intent. I find a steady rhythm, feeling every pulse, every throb of his need. He’s been teetering on the edge all night, and I can tell—by the way his breath shudders, by the raw moan that escapes him—that he’s barely holding on.

In that final moment, I pull away, my lips slipping from him, leaving him trembling on the edge. A tortured moan escapes his lips, raw with desperation. Without hesitation, he grips beneath my arms, lifting me effortlessly in one swift motion. My breath catches as my legs instinctively wrap around him, our bodies colliding with urgent need. His mouth finds mine, claiming me in a kiss that is both possessive and unrelenting.

Before I can even take his throbbing cock between my wet wanting lips, he moves—swift and deliberate—causing me to let out a moan of intense want and frustration, he carries me effortlessly in his arms toward the beach. His grip is firm, his expression set with unwavering determination.

Reaching the shore, he lowers himself into a squat, keeping me wrapped tightly around him, our bodies still locked in desperate anticipation.

He allows me to remain on top, sensing that I’ll need to take my time, adjusting to his enormous size in my own rhythm. He accepts that I may need to take him slowly while I adjust to his enormous girth. The anticipation builds, a quiet understanding between us as the electricity courses through my body, every inch alive with desire. My tight pussy is dripping wet. Electricity pulsing through every inch of me. Knowing my pussy will be stretched beyond its limits.

I gasp, my breath hitching as I struggle to take even the tip of him, my perfect little lips stretching to accommodate his overwhelming size. His eyes widen and his breath and heart racing realizing just how tight, swollen and wet I am as my body arches into him, letting my hips adjust and my body take over. Relaxing enough to allow his massively thick cock to sink slowly into my pussy. In that moment we both gasp and moan together sharing the extreme pleasure. I am completely surrendered to him now, trembling and lost in the euphoric bliss of his massive dick, my eyes roll back and I am moaning like I never have before. His hands grip my hips while I tremble. Helping guide my movements, gently urging me faster, deeper, and more rhythmic I finally feel the base of him as I take him fully gasping as I look deep into his eyes with profound accomplishment. He swells further deep inside my stretched pussy, struggling to accommodate his incredible size.

“Good girl,” he groans, his voice thick with pleasure, the praise sending a fresh wave of heat through me. The words push me to give him more, to take him deeper, to ride him harder. Our eyes lock, and in that moment, I’m utterly lost in him—desperate, pleading silently for him to spill inside me, to claim me completely in the only way he can.

My body is on fire, each thrust up into me driving me closer to a pleasure so consuming I can barely breathe. And then, without warning, it crashes over me—an incredible , uncontrollable orgasm that rips through me, making my entire body tighten and shake. My pussy clenches around him, gripping his cock in rhythmic, pulsing waves, gripping him as I cry out in raw, relentless pleasure.

It’s all he needs. With a deep, primal growl, his hands tighten on my hips, pulling me down hard as he buries himself to the hilt. His cock throbs inside me, pulsing as he spills into me, filling me with more than I’ve ever taken before. The sensation is overwhelming—thick, hot, deep. I moan, my body shuddering as I feel every pulse of his release, my own pleasure amplified by the sheer force of his.

Even when the last tremors of his orgasm fade, I don’t move. I keep him inside me, savoring the delicious fullness, the warmth of his cum seeping deeper into me as I desperately keep him inside of me. I lean into him, pressing my lips to his in a slow, lingering kiss, my gratitude spilling out between us.

“Thank you,” I whisper against his mouth, my voice breathless, reverent, holding him inside me. When he finally pulls out, I whimper softly, a needy moan slipping from my lips at the loss. But my hunger isn’t sated—it’s only been stoked into something deeper, something insatiable. My kisses trail downward, eager, hungry, my body already aching for more.

When I reach his softening length, I glance up, my eyes full of desperate, silent pleading. I don’t need to say a word—he already knows. And as his fingers tangle in my hair, guiding me forward, I open my mouth, ready to worship him all over again.

He nods and I eagerly take him back into my mouth, savoring the taste of my cum mixed with his on his cock.  Worshipping the thing that brought me such pleasure, hoping to reignite it for another round.  Wanting to serve my purpose to his incredible tool again, not ready to be done and craving to be used again by him. I continue to worship him with my  mouth showing him my blissful gratitude

Suddenly my body ignites as I feel him start to harden again under my soft lips and mouth. My pussy tingles with anticipation knowing he has already cum once and the second one will take time for me to extract from this amazing specimen I was lucky enough to have been chosen to serve and worship tonight.  Tonight, my body belongs to him and the night is still young.

I continue working him with my mouth, my tongue gliding over his length, making him harder than ever. Every flick, every swirl, is driven by a desperate need to please him—to surrender to whatever he wants from me. My eyes plead with him as he thickens in my mouth, silently begging to be taken, to be used entirely for his pleasure.

When he’s fully hard, I pull back just enough to meet his gaze, my lips slick and parted as I whisper, “Take me.”

Something dark flickers in his eyes, a hunger that matches my own. Without hesitation, he rises, gripping me firmly as he turns me around. My breath catches as he presses against me, positioning his thick, aching cock at the entrance of my dripping, desperate pussy. The anticipation coils hot and tight in my core—I am his for the taking.

He enters me again—not with patience this time, but with a raw, unrelenting claim, as if taking what belongs to him. We both know how desperately I crave him, how eager I am to be filled, to please. There’s no hesitation now; he’s already stretched me, made me take every inch of his thick, demanding length and girth. Now, it’s primal—an untamed need to conquer, to possess.

I arch beneath him, my body surrendering as my walls tighten around him, helpless against the overwhelming pleasure. A cry escapes me, my climax tearing through me uncontrollably as he drives deeper, relentless in his pursuit. Between gasping breaths, I beg—plead—for him to give me everything again.

His body tenses, a groan rumbling through him. A rush of satisfaction washes over me just as he finally lets go, spilling deep inside me once more, claiming me completely.

As his release fades, I lay beneath him, utterly spent and deeply satisfied. He remains inside me, our bodies still entwined in the lingering heat of the moment. And then—I see you.

You’re watching us. Watching me. Your gaze is piercing, intense, sending a shiver down my spine. A flush of awareness washes over me as I realize how lost I had been, how completely I had surrendered to him, forgetting for a time that you were there. Our eyes meet, and a slow smile curves your lips—reassurance, understanding, approval. My breath hitches, and as he softens within me, a delicious guilt intertwines with my pleasure.

I slip my dress back on, the weight of his need still palpable as he begs me to return to his room with him tonight. But I only smile, teasing him with my absence, knowing exactly where I belong.

With you.

The elevator ride up to our suite felt electric, the air thick with anticipation and the lingering scent of the evening—champagne, your perfume, and the faint trace of another man’s cologne still clinging to your skin. It had been our tenth anniversary gift to each other, this daring exploration. You, my stunning hotwife, had been breathtaking tonight: seductive, confident, desired by the stranger we’d chosen together. Watching you with him had stirred something primal in me, but now, as the doors closed behind us in our luxurious hotel room overlooking the city lights, all I wanted was to reclaim you—body, heart, and soul.

I pulled you into me the moment we stepped inside, my hands framing your face as our lips met in a deep, passionate kiss. There was nothing hurried at first; it was slow and intentional, our mouths moving together with the familiarity of ten years of marriage mixed with the fresh hunger of tonight’s adventure. Your lips were soft and warm, parting for my tongue as I tasted you, savoring the sweetness that was uniquely yours. You moaned softly into my mouth, your fingers threading through my hair, pulling me closer.

“I love you,” I whispered against your lips between kisses. “So damn much.”

My hands slid down your curves, finding the zipper of your slinky black dress—the one that had hugged your body like a second skin all night, accentuating your full breasts, narrow waist, and the sway of your hips. I peeled it down slowly, worshipping every inch of skin revealed. The fabric whispered to the floor, leaving you in nothing but lace panties and heels. You were glowing, your skin flushed from the evening’s excitement, your nipples already hard and begging for attention. I cupped your breasts gently, thumbs circling the peaks as I kissed down your neck, nipping at that sensitive spot just below your ear that always made you shiver.

You reached for my shirt, unbuttoning it with trembling fingers, pushing it off my shoulders. Our bodies pressed together, skin to skin, the heat building between us. I lifted you effortlessly, your legs wrapping around my waist as I carried you to the king-sized bed. Laying you down on the soft sheets, I took my time exploring you with my mouth and hands—kissing your collarbone, sucking gently on your nipples until you arched into me, trailing my lips over your stomach, down to the lace that barely covered your most intimate place.

I hooked my fingers into your panties and slid them off, revealing you glistening and ready. But this wasn’t about rushing. This was about reconnection. I shed the rest of my clothes and moved over you, settling between your thighs. Our eyes locked—yours beautiful and hazy with desire, mine filled with adoration and a fierce possessiveness. I entered you slowly, inch by inch, savoring the way your warmth enveloped me, tight and welcoming after your night with him. A shared gasp escaped us as I bottomed out, fully seated inside you.

We made love like that—slow, deep, and intimate. I rocked into you with long, deliberate strokes, my hips grinding against yours in a rhythm that was ours alone. Your hands roamed my back, nails lightly scratching as you pulled me deeper. We never broke eye contact, the world fading away until it was just us: husband and wife, lovers, partners in every fantasy.

“You’re mine,” I murmured, kissing you tenderly. “Always mine.”

Your legs tightened around me, heels digging into my lower back as pleasure built. I could feel you pulsing around me, your breaths coming faster, matching my own. I reached between us, circling your clit with my thumb while thrusting steadily, drawing you closer to the edge. When you came, it was beautiful—your eyes fluttering but staying on mine, your body trembling beneath me as waves of ecstasy washed over you. The sight and feel of you pushed me over too. I groaned your name, burying myself deep as I spilled inside you, our climaxes blending in perfect harmony.

We stayed connected, my softening cock still nestled within your warmth. I kissed you lazily, sweetly—on your lips, your cheeks, your forehead—whispering words of love between each one. “Happy tenth anniversary, my beautiful bride. You are everything to me.”

You smiled up at me, your fingers tracing my jaw as I rolled us onto our sides, still locked together. I pulled the covers over us and wrapped you securely in my arms, your head resting on my chest, our legs intertwined. The city lights twinkled outside the window, but nothing compared to the peace of holding you like this.

Before sleep claimed us, you nuzzled closer, your voice a soft, contented whisper against my skin. “Maybe we can try that again on our 15th…”

I smiled into your hair, kissing the top of your head. “Anything for you, my love. Always.”

We drifted off like that—reclaimed, renewed, and deeply in love.


Working Late

Steph had been with the studio for six months now, and from the very beginning, she exuded a magnetic warmth that drew everyone to her—clients, coworkers… me. She was always glowing with enthusiasm, always kind, and always composed in that effortlessly sexy, yoga-girl way. Her energy was calming, but beneath that calm, I began to notice something else—something alive and electric.

She was 25, with soft blonde hair that danced just above her shoulders and eyes that sparkled with mischief when she smiled. She wore tight tank tops and leggings most days—practical, yes, but also impossibly flattering. I’d admired her body more than once: her high, perky chest, her sculpted waist, her firm, round butt that moved just right when she walked. I had even told my husband—half-laughing, half-serious—that I couldn’t help but look. “She’s just so damn beautiful,” I had said.

But lately, the looks weren’t just mine.

About a month ago, I began to notice her touches. Soft, casual brushes of her hand on my arm. The way her eyes would linger on my mouth when I spoke. The kind of glances that made me feel not just seen—but desired. At first, I told myself I was imagining it. That I was reading too much into innocent flirtation.

But it kept happening. And it kept deepening.

Steph became bolder, more tactile. Her touches started to linger—longer than necessary. Her laughs turned softer, more intimate. She’d lean close when she spoke, and her eyes would lock on mine like she was waiting for permission.

And I found myself responding in kind.

I started finding reasons to stop by the studio when I knew she’d be there. I’d linger a little longer during our conversations. I couldn’t help it—the possibility between us buzzed like static in the air. She made me feel young and alive in a way I hadn’t realized I’d been missing.

Then came tonight.

The last yoga class had ended. The studio was quiet—warm from the day’s energy, lit only by the soft amber glow of the wall sconces. I had stopped by under the guise of helping her close up, but I think we both knew I was hoping for more.

She locked the front door behind us, the soft click echoing through the empty space. When I turned back to her, Steph stepped toward me with a look I hadn’t seen before—not just playful, but hungry.

Her hand slid up my arm as she looked directly into my eyes. “I’ve been dying to tell you this,” she said, voice barely above a whisper. “I think about you all the time. I want you. I’ve wanted you for a while.”

My breath caught. I didn’t look away. “You have no idea how much I’ve thought about this,” I said softly. “But… I’m your boss. I didn’t want to take advantage—”

She silenced me with a look and closed the space between us. Her fingers found the back of my neck. “Then take advantage of me,” she whispered—and kissed me.

Her lips were soft, searching, hungry in that way only another woman’s could be—like she already knew what I needed. The kiss deepened, slow and exploratory at first, then more urgent. Her body pressed against mine, and I could feel her heat, her curves, the tension we’d both held back for far too long.

My fingers slipped beneath the hem of her tank top, and she lifted her arms for me, eyes locked with mine, breath already shallow. I peeled the fabric upward, revealing the soft curve of her waist, the swell of her chest, and finally—bare skin. Her breasts were exquisite, full and firm, her nipples already peaked and sensitive with anticipation. I leaned in, trailing slow kisses along her neck, tasting her warmth, before my lips closed gently around one of them. I drew her into my mouth with delicate reverence, feeling her tighten beneath my tongue.

She let out a soft, breathy moan that sent a jolt straight through me—it was raw and real, the sound of someone giving in.

Then her hands found the hem of my top and she tugged it upward, eager to feel my skin against hers. As it slipped over my head, we fell into each other again, mouths meeting in a passionate kiss, our hands roaming—searching, discovering. We explored one another’s breasts with a mixture of tenderness and hunger, our bodies brushing, teasing, warming to one another’s touch.

My fingers trailed slowly down the smooth line of her torso, savoring the feel of her skin beneath my palms. When I reached the waistband of her leggings, I paused, watching her eyes for any hesitation. There was none. I slid them down, inch by inch, revealing a delicate, barely-there thong that framed her perfectly. She was achingly beautiful.

I pressed kisses down her stomach as I worked the leggings over her hips, then down her silky legs. She stepped out of them with graceful ease, and I rose to my knees before her, hands gliding up her thighs. I hooked my fingers into the sides of her thong and began to ease it down slowly, the soft fabric slipping over her skin until she stood fully bare before me.

She was already glistening—smooth, wet, aroused, and utterly open to me. The sight alone made my breath catch. She was perfect. And in that moment, she was mine.

She pulled me back up into a kiss, urgent and wanting, and her hands were now sliding down my sides to my own leggings, tugging them down with a soft laugh as they slid down my hips. We stumbled together, breathless and giggling, stripping each other with that perfect mix of desire and affection. It felt playful, and deeply, undeniably erotic.

I gently guided her down onto the mat, her body yielding beneath mine, warm and eager. As she lay back, I hovered over her, pressing soft, lingering kisses along her skin—starting at her neck, then tracing the delicate slope of her collarbone. I paused at her chest, taking the time to worship her with my mouth. Her nipples were already firm, and I drew one between my lips, swirling my tongue around it, listening for those subtle, breathy moans that told me exactly how much she was feeling.

She arched beneath me, her fingers threading through my hair as I continued downward, savoring every inch of her toned, beautiful body. My lips trailed kisses down her stomach, slow and deliberate, my breath feathering over her skin.

As I neared the space between her thighs, she parted her legs instinctively—welcoming, ready. I could feel her anticipation in the way her breath quickened, the way her fingers trembled just slightly against my scalp. I took my time, letting the moment stretch, heighten.

Then my tongue found her—softly, gently, tracing slow, steady circles around her clit, teasing her with rhythm and patience. Her body responded instantly; her hips shifted, her thighs quivered, and I felt her hand press firmly against the back of my head, silently begging me not to stop.

Her taste was intoxicating—sweet, warm, uniquely hers. I immersed myself in the rhythm of her, every flick and swirl of my tongue matched to the subtle tremors of her body. Her breath came faster, and her voice broke through the room in a desperate moan: “Oh my god, Jess… don’t stop…”

I didn’t. I couldn’t. I stayed with her, building her higher and higher until her body finally gave in, waves of pleasure crashing through her as she cried out, her thighs tightening around me, her whole being lost in release.

As the tension ebbed and her body began to relax, her hands moved quickly, almost needily, to my face—pulling me up into a kiss that was deep, grateful, and electric. Our mouths met again, and in that kiss, we shared her pleasure, her taste, the raw and beautiful vulnerability of what we’d just experienced.

Her hands were already moving again, eager to return the pleasure.

She was all soft kisses and firm touches, her mouth finding its way down my body with reverence. She lingered at my breasts, her tongue circling, her fingers squeezing. Then lower. My thighs parted without hesitation.

Her lips found their way to the very center of me, and she began to trace slow, teasing circles with her tongue, each movement deliberate—exploratory. Then she’d pause, only to glide her tongue in one long, languid stroke along the full length of my folds, savoring the taste of my arousal as it spilled from me, unrestrained. The tension inside me coiled tighter with every soft flick, every warm breath against my skin.

When I looked down, I met her gaze—her eyes burning with desire, her face nestled between my thighs like she belonged there. In that moment, I felt completely open, completely seen. Everything we’d held back for months came rushing to the surface, making the sensation almost unbearable in the most beautiful way.

Then I felt her fingers—slowly sliding into me, filling me with exquisite precision.

“Oh yes, baby…” I moaned, my voice catching in my throat as she moved deeper.

She knew exactly what she was doing—curling her fingers just right, finding that secret, sensitive place inside me with the kind of intuition only another woman could possess. Her tongue never stopped, circling, pressing, matching the rhythm of her fingers with a perfect synchronicity that overwhelmed every sense.

The pleasure built fast, unstoppable.

My body arched, the world narrowing to the sensation of her mouth and her hands, and then I shattered—crying out her name as wave after wave of release tore through me, leaving me breathless and trembling. I clung to the edge, begging her not to stop, my body pleading for more even as it shook from the intensity.

It was the most powerful orgasm of my life—raw, consuming, and impossibly deep. Nothing had ever compared to the way she touched me that night.

While my intense orgasm subsided she licked slow tender circles around my lips, bringing me down slowly.

I had never felt anything like it.

As the aftershocks faded, I opened my eyes and saw her there, her lips still glistening, her eyes filled with something tender and knowing. She crawled back up to me, and we kissed again, deeply, the taste of each other warm between us.

We lay there for a long moment, tangled, satisfied, and utterly spent.

“I’ve wanted that for so long,” she murmured into my neck.

I kissed her shoulder and smiled. “Me too. And it won’t be the last time.”

As we dressed, we laughed like schoolgirls, stealing kisses between pulling on clothes. Out in the parking lot, under the pale moonlight, she leaned in and kissed me again—longer this time. Her eyes promised more.

And as she drove away, I stood there breathless, still buzzing with everything we’d just shared.

I couldn’t wait to tell my husband.

But even more, I couldn’t wait to see her again.
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