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FEMDOM BUNDLE


FEMINIZED BY WIFE

––––––––

The late-afternoon light spilled through the tall firs that framed their little house, turning the living-room floorboards the color of pale honey. Lenny stood barefoot in the kitchen doorway, one hip cocked against the frame, watching her husband with the same soft amusement she’d felt since their third date.

Marnus was chopping scallions with the kind of intense concentration most people reserve for defusing bombs. His dark hair, still slightly damp from the shower fell across his forehead in the exact way that made her want to reach over and push it back.

“You’re doing the tiny-dice thing again,” she said, voice warm with teasing.

He glanced up, cheeks already faintly pink. “You said last week the texture was better this way.”

“I did.” Lenny crossed the room and slid her arms around his waist from behind, cheek pressing between his shoulder blades. “Doesn’t mean I’m not allowed to enjoy watching you take it so seriously.” She slipped her hands under the hem of his shirt, fingertips skating over the warm skin just above his waistband. He sucked in a quick breath but didn’t pull away. They had been married thirteen months and twelve days. People who met them together usually spent the first ten minutes trying to figure out how the equation worked.

Lenny at 28 – she has long blonde hair that caught light like spun sugar, curves that turned heads in every room she entered, laugh that carried across restaurant patios, was sunshine with teeth. Marnus 32, average build, average brown eyes that rarely met a stranger’s, preferred corners, quiet tables, and saying three perfect sentences instead of thirty easy ones. On paper they shouldn’t have lasted past the second drink.

And yet.

Here they were.

Now, a year-plus later, she still caught herself staring at him sometimes, marveling at how someone so quiet could feel so loud inside her chest.

Marnus set the knife down and turned in her arms. His hands settled automatically at her waist, thumbs brushing the bare skin where her cropped sweater had ridden up. “Long day at the boutique?”

“Bridesmaid-dress apocalypse. Three separate parties, all ordering the same discontinued shade of dusty rose.” Lenny rolled her eyes dramatically.

Lenny felt the familiar warmth bloom behind her ribs. She could win every argument they ever had and she usually did, because Marnus preferred peace to victory. But winning never felt like conquest with him.

Lenny pulled back just far enough to look at him. Past the shy smile, past the ordinary features people skimmed over without noticing the kindness underneath. She saw the man who carried her heaviest vendor bags without being asked, who waited in the boutique parking lot every rainy Thursday so she wouldn’t have to walk through puddles in heels, who memorized exactly how much wasabi she could handle before her eyes watered.

She saw the man who loved her so steadily it felt like gravity.
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The next evening arrived heavy and slow, as if the day itself was reluctant to end. Marnus waited outside Lenny’s boutique, fingers drumming nervously on the steering wheel. Through the glass storefront, he watched her move between mannequins and racks of clothing - confident, sharp, completely in control of her space. she finally stepped out, locking the door behind her.

“Let’s stop at the superstore,” she said flatly as she got in.

Marnus nodded immediately. He always did.

The superstore was alive with noise, fluorescent lights buzzing, carts squealing, people talking too loudly, too close. They walked side by side at first. Then, without discussion, they drifted apart.

Marnus turned toward the juice section, while Lenny moved toward the produce aisle. She stood among the apples, picking one up, turning it slowly in her hand.

That’s when the boys came.

Two teenage guys, tall and solid, shoulders brushing against others without apology. They laughed loudly, full of careless confidence. As they passed behind her, one of them slowed.

Too slow.

His hand slid against her ass, deliberate and unmistakable.

Lenny stiffened. For a split second, the world went silent.

Then she spun around. “How dare you!”

Her voice cracked through the aisle like a slap.

The boys stopped.

“Hey, what happened, miss?” Guy 1 said, hands raised mockingly.

“You don’t know what happened?” Lenny snapped, stepping toward them.

“You touched me.”

People nearby glanced over, then quickly looked away.

From the juice section, Marnus heard her voice. He abandoned the cart and hurried over.

“What happened?” he asked when he reached her.

She didn’t even look at him at first.

“This guy touched me,” she said, pointing straight at Guy 1.

Marnus felt the weight of it settle on his shoulders. He looked at the boys,   at their size, their relaxed stance, the way they weren’t worried at all.

Still, he stepped forward.

“How dare you touch her?” he said.

His voice betrayed him - thin, unsure.

Guy 2’s smile vanished. He took a step closer to Marnus, invading his space. “Watch your mouth, man.”

Guy 1 laughed again and looked Lenny up and down, slow and unapologetic.

“Anyway, you’re a nice chick, lady.”

Lenny: you morons......

Marnus’s throat went dry. He felt very small standing there. People were watching now - faces turned just enough to see, not enough to help.

“You... you should say sorry,” Marnus said, his voice shaking. “Say sorry to her.”

The boys burst out laughing.

“Look at this guy,” Guy 2 said, shaking his head.

“Fuck off, dickhead.”

They walked away laughing, shoulders brushing against other shoppers, completely untouched by what they’d done.

Lenny didn’t move.

Her face was flushed, eyes burning - not with fear, but with rage. she turned toward Marnus.

She looked him up and down the way the boy had looked at her.

Measured. Judging.

“You stood there,” she said quietly. “That’s it. That’s all you did.”

“I tried,” Marnus whispered.

She let out a short, humorless laugh.

“Tried?” She stepped closer, lowering her voice so only he could hear.

“They laughed at you. In front of everyone.”

He felt his ears burn. His hands hung uselessly at his sides.

“You let them walk away,” she cut in. “You let them talk to me like that. Touch me like that.”

Each word landed heavier than the last.

Then she said it.

“You’re a pussy, aren’t you?”

Marnus felt something inside him collapse. He couldn’t meet her eyes. The superstore noise swelled around them - life continuing, indifferent.

Lenny turned away first.

“Come on,” she said coldly. “I’m done shopping.”

Marnus followed her down the aisle, a step behind, head lowered. He could feel people’s eyes on him or maybe that was just his shame convincing him they were.

The drive home was suffocating.

Marnus sat stiffly in the passenger seat, hands clasped together in his lap. He stole glances at her face, searching for any sign - anger, disappointment, something. But Lenny’s eyes stayed fixed on the road, jaw tight, expression unreadable.

The silence pressed on him harder than words ever could.

“I’m... I’m sorry,” Marnus said at last.

His voice sounded small even to his own ears.

Lenny didn’t respond.

Marnus swallowed and stared out the window. Streetlights slid past in slow rhythm, each one marking the distance between who he thought he was and who he now knew he was to her.

When they reached home, Lenny parked the car and cut the engine. Marnus hurried out and grabbed the shopping bags from the back seat. His movements were automatic, practiced - the way someone acts when they know their usefulness is the only thing keeping them relevant.

Inside, the house felt cold and hollow.

Lenny kicked off her shoes and walked straight toward the bedroom without slowing, her posture rigid.  Marnus went to the kitchen instead. He unpacked the bags carefully, lining things up neatly in the fridge - apples placed just right, juice cartons facing forward, everything orderly. His hands trembled slightly as he worked, the scene from the store replaying in his mind over and over.

“Marnus.”

Her voice came from the bedroom.

He froze for a second, then moved.

Lenny was sitting on the edge of bed, legs folded, back straight.

In her hand, draped casually over her fingers, was a pink satin panty.

Marnus’s breath caught.

She looked at him with a calm authority.

“Honey,” she said evenly, lifting the panty just slightly, “you’re a pussy, aren’t you?”

The word landed like a blow.

Marnus gasped, his mouth opening before his mind could catch up.

“I just... I....”

She shifted her posture just enough to remind him who controlled the space.

“You have two options, Marnus,” she continued, her voice steady, almost gentle. “And I want you to listen carefully.”

She held the panty out toward him now.

“Option one: you wear this,” she said. “You accept what you are. You live   as my slave for the rest of your life.”

“Option two,” she went on, unfazed by his reaction, “we separate. Cleanly.  I walk away, and you never hear my voice again.”

She placed the panty into his trembling hand.

The fabric was cool. Light. Devastating.

Lenny leaned back slightly, eyes never leaving his face.

Marnus stood there, frozen, staring down at the pink satin in his palm. His mind raced - fear, disbelief, shame, longing all tangled together.

“Five minutes,” she said calmly. “That’s all you get.”

She gestured toward the door.

“Go.”

Marnus nodded without thinking. His legs felt weak as he turned and walked into the spare room, door closing softly behind him. The house felt unbearably quiet now. In his hand, the pink satin fabric seemed heavier than it should have been.

He sat on the edge of the bed, staring at it.

Five minutes.

If he didn’t do it, everything would go back to normal. That was the truth Lenny hadn’t spoken. She was measuring him.

In the bedroom, Lenny waited, arms crossed, expression neutral. She expected hesitation. Fear. Delay. Maybe even refusal.

Seconds passed. Then the door opened.

Marnus stood there only in the pink satin panty, cheeks flushed, eyes downcast. His thickness visible in the satin panty.

For a heartbeat, the room was silent.

Then Lenny laughed.

“That was quick,” she said, studying him openly now. “Much quicker than  I expected.”

Marnus swallowed but didn’t speak. He stood there, exposed, unable to meet her gaze. Lenny leaned back against the headboard.

“You know something, honey?” she said. “If you hadn’t done it, if you had come back dressed the same - everything would have gone back to normal. I was only testing you.”

“But you didn’t hesitate,” she continued. “You didn’t fight it.”

She stood and walked toward him, circling slowly.

“You chose,” she said softly. “On your own.”

Marnus stood still, heat rushing to his face, every instinct screaming shame, confusion, and an unfamiliar sense of surrender.

Lenny stopped in front of him.

“So don’t look surprised,” she said. “From now on, you live with that choice.”

She lifted his chin gently, forcing him to meet her eyes.

“You’re mine,” she said. “Not because I forced you, but because you revealed who you are.”

“From tonight forward,” she said, “you wear panties. Only panties. Mine, when I choose them. Yours, when I buy them for you. Under your work uniform. Under your sweatpants on lazy Sundays. Under everything. No exceptions.”

Marnus exhaled shakily. “Yes, Lenny.”
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The next morning Lenny woke first, stretching like a cat in the warm sheets, then turned to watch Marnus still sleeping beside her. He lay on his side, one arm tucked under the pillow, the pink satin panties she’d chosen last night still hugging his hips. The fabric had shifted slightly in his sleep, riding up just enough to expose the curve where thigh met backside. She smiled to herself, possessive, pleased and slipped out of bed without waking him.

By the time he stirred, she was already dressed: high-waisted black jeans, a cropped cream sweater that showed a teasing sliver of midriff, and ankle boots that clicked with authority on the hardwood. She stood at the foot of the bed holding a fresh pair of panties, black satin this time, with delicate lace trim along the legs.

“Up, baby,” she said, voice bright. “We’re going shopping.”

Marnus blinked awake, rubbing his eyes. When he registered the panties dangling from her finger, color flooded his face instantly.

“Shopping?” he echoed, voice still thick with sleep.

“Lingerie. For you.” She tossed the black pair onto his chest. “Put these on. We leave in twenty.”

He sat up slowly, clutching the satin like it might burn him. “Lenny... maybe we could just... order online?”

“No.” She cut him off gently but with steel underneath. “ I want to see them on you before we buy. And I want you to feel every second of choosing.”

Marnus opened his mouth, closed it. Tried again. “People will see.”

“Probably.” She leaned down, kissed his forehead. “That’s the point. Now get dressed. Panties only under your jeans.”

He stared at her for a long heartbeat, then nodded once - small, resigned, secretly thrilled.

The boutique Lenny chose was tucked between a coffee shop and a vintage record store on a quiet side street in Capitol Hill. It opened at ten; they arrived at ten-fifteen. The bell above the door chimed softly as they stepped inside. The place smelled like vanilla candles and fresh linen. No other customers. Just three saleswomen behind the counter, all in their late twenties to early thirties.

Lenny strode straight toward them, hips swaying with easy confidence. Marnus trailed a half-step behind, hands shoved deep in his pockets, shoulders hunched like he could disappear into his hoodie if he tried hard enough.

The nearest saleswoman, thirtyish, white, platinum-blonde bob, name tag reading “Claire” looked up with a professional smile. “Good morning! How can I help you, ma’am?”

Lenny leaned one elbow on the counter

“We’re looking for panties.”

Claire’s smile didn’t falter. “Of course. What size, ma’am?”

she turned and looked at Marnus.

“Tell her your size, honey.”

Marnus’s throat worked. He stared at the floor, cheeks flaming.

Claire’s brows lifted slightly. A tiny, amused huff of laughter escaped her.

Lenny met Claire’s eyes and gave her the smallest, knowing smile - the one that said yes, exactly what you’re thinking.

“That’s... cute,” Claire said, voice warm with genuine delight.

“Yeah,” Lenny agreed, eyes sparkling. “It really is.”

The other two saleswomen, both dark-haired, one with a short pixie cut, the other with long waves had drifted closer, drawn by the shift in energy. They exchanged glances, then soft giggles bubbled up.

Marnus looked like he wanted the floor to swallow him whole.

Lenny’s voice dropped half an octave, firm but not unkind. “Tell her your size, honey.”

He swallowed hard. Barely above a whisper: “Thirty-six.”

Claire’s lips curved wider. “Cute,” she repeated, softer this time, almost affectionate. She turned and started pulling boxes from the shelves behind her, setting them on the wide glass counter with practiced efficiency. Soon a small rainbow of panties spilled across the surface: silky bikinis in jewel tones, satin briefs with scalloped lace, sheer mesh cheeky styles edged in black ribbon.

Lenny surveyed the display like a general inspecting troops.

“Look, honey,” she said, resting a hand on the small of Marnus’s back and nudging him forward. “Which ones do you like?”

He lifted his eyes just enough to peek at the table, then dropped them again immediately. His fingers flexed in his pockets.

Lenny waited a beat, then sighed theatrically. “Okay. Let me choose for you, then.”

She reached out and plucked a silky pair - deep burgundy, high-cut legs, a narrow strip of black lace across the front waistband. The fabric looked liquid in the morning light.

“These,” she said, holding them up so the light caught the sheen. “And these...” She added a pale lavender satin brief, then a sheer black mesh one with delicate floral embroidery. “And maybe this cotton one with the little roses.”

Claire was openly grinning now, arms folded, watching the exchange like it was the best entertainment of her week. The other two had stopped pretending to organize stock and were leaning in, eyes bright.

“Should we start a fitting room for him?” the pixie-cut one asked, teasing.

“You’re right. He should try them on.”

Marnus’s eyes widened. “Lenny...”

She didn’t let him finish. She simply placed a hand on his chest, gentle but immovable. “Fitting room. Go.”

Claire’s smile widened into something brighter, more conspiratorial. She leaned in as Lenny stepped closer and whispered something quick and low into her ear. Whatever it was, Claire’s eyes sparkled instantly. She nodded once, slow and delighted. Without another word, Claire walked to the front door, flipped the little hanging sign from “Open” to “Closed,” and turned the lock with a soft click. Then she moved to the tall windows, pulling down the sheer linen panels one by one until the morning light softened to a hazy glow, sealing the boutique into its own private world.

The other two saleswomen, pixie-cut Mia and long-haired Sofia exchanged glances, then drifted closer, wicked little smiles curling their lips. Marnus stood frozen for a second, looking between his wife and the three women now openly watching him. Lenny tilted her head toward the fitting room curtain at the back.

“Lavender first,” she said sweetly. “Go on, baby.”

He took it with trembling fingers, disappeared behind the heavy velvet curtain. Silence stretched for maybe twenty seconds. Then the rustle of fabric. A shaky breath.

The curtain parted. Marnus stepped out.

The lavender satin panty clung to him like poured silk, high on his hips, the soft sheen catching every stray beam of filtered light. The color made his skin look flushed and vulnerable; the cut left the tops of his thighs bare, the gentle curve of his backside just visible when he shifted. He stood there, arms loose at his sides, head slightly bowed, cheeks blazing crimson.

A beat of stunned silence.

Then Mia let out a bright, delighted laugh. Sofia covered her mouth but couldn’t stop the giggle that escaped. Claire simply tilted her head, eyes roaming appreciatively. The three women laughed together - soft, warm, utterly entertained.

Lenny stepped forward, circling him slowly, one finger trailing along the satin waistband as she passed.

“That looks cute,” she announced, voice dripping satisfaction. She looked over her shoulder at the saleswomen. “Aren’t ladies?”

“Yeah,” they replied immediately, grinning. “Very cute.”

Marnus stood perfectly still in front of his wife and three strangers, wearing nothing but women’s lavender satin panties and the weight of every gaze in the room. The thickness of penis was visible to them. He was getting aroused by this humiliation.

Lenny reached out and tucked a strand of his dark hair behind his ear. “You’re doing so good,” she whispered, just for him. Then louder: “Now try the black one.”

She plucked the sheer black mesh pair from the pile on the counter, delicate floral embroidery tracing the front, the sides mostly transparent and held it out.

Marnus took it without protest. He turned and disappeared behind the curtain again.

The women waited.

Claire leaned against the counter, arms folded. “How long have you had him trained like this?”

Lenny laughed softly. “Officially? Since last night. Unofficially?” She shrugged, eyes gleaming. “I think he’s been waiting his whole life for someone to notice.”

Mia made a pleased little sound. “Lucky you.”

The curtain moved again.

Marnus stepped out a second time.

The black mesh panties left even less to the imagination in the soft boutique light. The floral embroidery traced teasing patterns across the front, but the sheer fabric revealed the outline of his penis clearly, every line, every subtle shift when he breathed. The high-cut legs framed his hips sharply; from the back, the mesh was practically transparent, showing the firm curve of his ass. He stopped a few feet in front of them, hands hovering uncertainly before settling at his sides in quiet surrender.

Silence for half a heartbeat.

Then Mia broke first sharp, delighted laughter that rang through the empty shop.

Sofia joined in, covering her mouth but failing to muffle the giggles. “Sweetie, you’re giving us a full show. That mesh is basically nothing. We can see everything.”

Claire stepped closer, professional distance gone

“Turn for us, honey,” she said sweetly. “Let’s see the back.”

Marnus froze. His gaze flicked to Lenny - pleading, desperate.

Lenny didn’t move. She simply lifted one brow. “You heard her.”

He swallowed hard. Then, slowly, he pivoted.

Claire whistled low. “Well damn. That ass looks better in mesh than half the women who come in here.”

Mia fanned herself dramatically. “I need a minute. Or ten. Is it hot in here or is it just him?”

Sofia giggled harder. “Poor baby’s shaking. Look, his thighs are trembling. You nervous, cutie?”

Marnus’s voice came out small, cracked. “A little.”

“A little?” Claire echoed. “Honey, you’re standing in women’s lingerie in front of three women you barely know, hard as a rock, and you’re only a little nervous? That’s adorable. And honestly? Impressive.”

Lenny smiled wide, triumphant, tender. She looked at Claire over his shoulder.

“Ring up all five,” she said. “And maybe add a few more. Whatever you think would suit him.”

Claire pushed off the counter with a grin. “Coming right up.”

Marnus went inside and put his pant and shirt.

Lenny’s voice floated through the curtain, calm and expectant. “Come out, baby. Time to pay.” He exhaled shakily and came out.

Claire simply smiled, slow, knowing and gestured to the pile of panties already bagged on the counter. “All five, right? Plus, the two extras I threw in, pale pink cheeky and the white lace thong. On the house for the best show, we’ve had all month.”

Marnus’s throat closed. He couldn’t look at them. He walked slowly to stand beside Lenny. Lenny handed over her card without a word. Claire swiped it, tapped the screen, handed the receipt.

Lenny accepted the bag, then turned to him, voice soft but firm. “Say bye to the girls, baby.”

“Bye...” It came out cracked, barely above a whisper, more air than sound.

The room erupted.

Claire leaned forward on her elbows, chin in her hands. “Bye, sweety,” she purred, drawing the word out long and teasing. Then she lifted her hand and gave a slow, exaggerated wave fingers fluttering like she was shooing away a butterfly, wrist rolling in an unmistakably sultry arc.

Mia and Sofia immediately copied her - three sets of hands waving in perfect, mocking unison, hips swaying just enough to make the gesture feel obscene. Their giggles overlapped, light and merciless.

“Bye-bye, cutie,” Mia cooed. “Don’t be a stranger,” Sofia added, blowing an air kiss. “Come back soon, princess,” Claire finished, winking.

Marnus wanted to disappear. His face was so hot he was sure it was glowing. Beneath the burning shame, something else twisted low in his belly- dark, secret, undeniable. His cock throbbed against the silk, leaking steadily now. Lenny slipped her hand into his, fingers lacing tight. “Bye, ladies,” she called over her shoulder, voice warm and satisfied. “Thanks for the excellent service.”

Claire blew one last kiss. “Anytime, Lenny. Bring him back when he needs new ones.”

The bell chimed as they stepped outside.

The cool mist hit Marnus’s overheated skin like a shock. He sucked in a breath, still red-faced, still trembling slightly. The pink bag swung from Lenny’s wrist like a trophy. Inside were seven pairs of women’s panties, his now.
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Marnus drop Lenny at the boutique and headed toward the McDonald’s on the edge of downtown. Every time he shifted in the seat, the smooth fabric slid against his skin, cool at first, then warming quickly to his body heat.

He spent the afternoon managing employees, flipping patties, calling out orders. Routine tasks. But underneath it all, the panty moved with him. Slipped. Clung. Teased. When he bent to restock the fry station, the silk rode up slightly, wedging between his ass cheeks in a way that made him bite the inside of his lip to keep from making a sound.

Meanwhile, across town, Lenny stood behind the boutique counter during a rare quiet stretch. The afternoon light slanted through the front windows, turning racks of silk blouses into soft prisms.

She pulled out her phone, thumbed open Instacart on a whim. She wasn’t looking for groceries. She scrolled past the usual categories, household, snacks, personal care - until she reached the “Sexual Wellness” section buried at the bottom like a guilty secret.

She typed “strap-on” into the search bar.

The screen filled with options: harnesses, realistic dildos in every shade and size, vibrating models, kits labeled “beginner-friendly.” Lenny’s eyes narrowed, considering. Then she saw it.

A training set. Three graduated silicone dildos - small, medium, large, each one flared at the base to lock into a compatible harness. The product photos showed them lined up neatly beside one another: the smallest a modest five inches, sleek and tapered; the medium noticeably thicker, seven inches; the extra-large intimidating in its girth and length, nine solid inches of smooth black silicone.

Perfect.

Her lips curved into a slow, wicked smile.
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The rain whispered against the bedroom window at night of their Capitol Hill apartment.

I have a surprise for you,” she said. The words were casual, but her eyes held a spark that made the fatigue in his muscles recede.

He propped himself up on his elbows. “What kind of surprise?”

Lenny didn’t answer directly. Instead, she padded around to his side of the bed. She leaned down, her face close to his. He could smell her shampoo, something with jasmine. “Remove your clothes,” she whispered, her breath warm against his ear. “And wait.”

Before he could form a question, she straightened up and disappeared into the connected bathroom.

The room felt suddenly larger, emptier. The only sounds were the rain and the faint hum of the city. He stood, his movements deliberate. He pulled his plain grey t-shirt over his head, dropping it to the floor. His sweatpants followed, pushed down his hips and stepped out of and finally he removed the satin panty. The cool air of the room kissed his skin, raising goosebumps. He stood there for a moment, completely naked.

He sat back on the edge, his hands rested on his knees. He listened. The shower wasn’t running. There was just silence from behind the door.

Then, the click of the latch. The door swung inward. Marnus froze. The breath left his lungs in a silent rush, all the air in the room seeming to vanish at once. Lenny stood in the doorway, silhouetted by the brighter bathroom light behind her. She was a vision of power. She wore nothing. Not a stitch. Her skin glowed, pale and flawless in the dim bedroom light. Her hair was down now, falling in dark waves around her shoulders. And strapped around her hips, stark and undeniable against the smooth skin of her pelvis, was a harness. And from it, curving upward with a deliberate, elegant simplicity, was a dildo. It was modest in size, sleek, a pale, flesh-toned silicone that seemed almost a natural extension of her.

His brain stuttered, trying to process. His gaze travelled the length of her, the confident set of her shoulders, the gentle swell of her breasts, the flat plane of her stomach, the dark triangle at the apex of her thighs, and then... the apparatus. The tool. His mouth went dry.

Lenny took a step into the room, letting the door swing shut behind her. The mischief in her smile from earlier had deepened, matured into something else entirely, a quiet, searing confidence. She walked towards him, her hips swaying in a slow, natural rhythm. She moved like a goddess surveying her domain.

“Do you like what you see, honey?” Her voice was low, a husky murmur that vibrated in the quiet room.

Marnus tried to speak, but only a choked sound escaped. He was standing now, he realized, though he didn’t remember rising.

“Cat got your tongue?” she teased, stopping a few feet away. Her eyes travelled over him, a slow, appraising look that felt more intimate than any touch they’d ever shared. He saw her gaze linger, and he felt himself stir in response, a helpless, biological reaction to her nakedness, her power, the sheer audacity of the scene. She noted it, and her smile widened, just a fraction. “I chose the small one,” she said, as if commenting on the weather. “Today is just your first day, after all.”

The words ‘first day’ hung in the air, heavy with implication. A beginning. An initiation. Marnus’s mind raced, trying to catch up. “Get on the bed, honey,” she said, the gentle command back in her tone. “On your knees.”

He stared at her, his heart hammering against his ribs.

“Go on,” she coaxed, her head tilting. “Show me your ass.”

Slowly, moving as if in a trance, he turned. The soft mattress gave under his knees as he climbed onto the bed. He positioned himself on all fours, his head hung low, his back forming a gentle arch. He presented himself to her, the act of offering his bare ass feeling more vulnerable than anything he had ever done. He heard the soft, slick sound of her bare feet on the hardwood as she approached the bed.

He couldn’t see her, but he could feel her presence behind him, a warm, potent force. He could imagine her stance, feet planted, hands on her hips, the strap-on a quiet assertion of a new dynamic. He heard the faint clink of glass, the snick of a cap being opened. His breath hitched, coming quicker now. His body was strung tight, every muscle aware.

Then, she touched.

Cool, slick fingers touched the very top of the cleft of his ass. He flinched, a full-body jerk of surprise. The gel was room temperature, but against his overheated skin, it felt cold. She made a soft, shushing sound.

“Easy,” she murmured. Her touch became more purposeful, a smooth, circular massage that spread the lubricant. The sound of it, the slick, wet slide, was obscenely loud in the quiet room. She worked the lube with care, coating him thoroughly, her fingers venturing no further than the very outer entrance, teasing, promising. The scent of aloe and something faintly chemical mixed with her jasmine in the air. He was trembling, his arms threatening to buckle.

Then her hands stilled. He heard her lean close.

“Honey,” she said, the word a caress and a decree. “Today, I will be your husband.”

The silence after her declaration was absolute, filled only by the drumming rain and the ragged sound of Marnus’s own breathing. He felt the blunt, smooth tip of the silicone press against him, a firm, unyielding pressure where only her fingers had been.

“Breathe, honey,” Lenny’s voice was a calm anchor in the storm of his nerves. Her hand on the small of his back pressed down gently, steadying his trembling. “Just breathe out for me.”

He obeyed, letting a shaky exhale rattle from his chest. As he did, she pushed. It was a slow, inexorable invasion. The lubed head resisted for a heartbeat, a tight ring of muscle clenching in instinctive denial. Then, with a soft, wet pop, it gave way. A low, guttural moan tore from Marnus’s throat. The sensation was... immense. It was a stretching, a claiming, a physical reality so intense it short-circuited every other thought.

“That’s it,” Lenny whispered. She held perfectly still, letting him adjust, her hands stroking his flanks. “You’re taking it so well.”

He could feel every ridge, every subtle curve of the dildo. It was inside him. Lenny was inside him. The psychological weight of that crashed down, mingling with the physical shock. He was pinned, penetrated, utterly vulnerable.

She began to move.

Withdrawing an inch, then sliding back in. A slow, gentle piston. Each stroke dragged against his inner walls, a friction that was alien and electrifying. He could hear the wet, slick sound of it, a lewd rhythm underneath his own panting. His cock, trapped beneath him, was painfully hard, leaking onto the duvet.

“Oh, god,” he gasped, his forehead pressing into the mattress.

“Yes,” she murmured, her thrusts gaining a subtle confidence. “Just like that. Let me feel you.”

She settled into a rhythm, shallow at first, each penetration a little deeper than the last. Her hands moved to his hips, her grip firm, possessive. He felt her lean over him, her warm breasts pressing against his sweat-slicked back. Her breath was hot in his ear. The scent of her, jasmine and sweat and pure female power, surrounded him.

“You’re mine like this,” she breathed, her voice a raw scrape of sound. “All mine. My beautiful husband.”

Her pace increased. The gentle rocking became purposeful strokes. The fullness became a burning stretch as she pushed deeper, seeking. He grunted with each impact, the sounds punched out of him.

Her thrusts became harder, more rhythmic. The bedsprings began a soft, persistent creak in time with her movements. In. Out. In. Out. The world narrowed to that relentless, claiming motion. The burn intensified, a searing friction that felt like it was lighting up every nerve ending in his spine.

Then she found it.

A deep, internal nub of sensation he never knew existed.

The head of the dildo brushed over it on a particularly deep thrust.

Marnus cried out, a sharp, broken sound. His entire body convulsed, a lightning bolt of pure, undiluted pleasure shooting from his core to the tips of his fingers. It was overwhelming, terrifying in its intensity.

“There?” Lenny purred, her voice dripping with dark satisfaction. She angled her hips, chasing that spot deliberately.

“Ah! Yes, there!”

She hammered into it with a raw, hungry authority. It was too much. The pace became brutal. Her hips snapped against his ass in a hard, driving rhythm. Each thrust was a solid impact that jolted his whole body forward. The burning sensation spiked, a raw, tearing feeling that made him gasp. He cried out again, a wordless sound of overwhelmed sensation. In an instant, her hand was over his mouth. Her palm was soft, but the pressure was absolute, silencing him. The smell of her skin, the faint trace of the lubricant, filled his nose.

“Shhh,” she hissed into his ear, never breaking her rhythm. Her other hand clamped on his hip, her nails digging in just enough to brand him. “Take it. Take your wife.”

He was pinned, gagged, and fucked. The vulnerability was total. The surrender was complete. He could feel the powerful flex of her thighs and abdomen as she drove into him. And with each deep, rough thrust, he felt the soft, heavy bounce of her breasts against his back, a rhythmic, tantalizing weight.

Lenny’s thrusts became erratic, harder, faster.  The slapping of skin against skin, the wet, squelching sounds of penetration, the creak of the bed, it was a symphony of raw sex.

“You feel... so... good,” she groaned, her voice strained. Her hand tightened over his mouth. Her words were the final trigger. The possessiveness, the raw, gendered claim, the sheer taboo of it all, ignited something primal in him. The tight coil in his belly, wound for what felt like hours, snapped.

Pleasure detonated, white hot and mind-blowing.

It ripped through him with no warning, bypassing his cock entirely, originating from that deep, ravaged place inside him. His body seized, back arching violently against her hold. A muffled, screaming cry was trapped behind her hand. His vision whited out, the room dissolving into a starburst of sensation. He spurted onto the duvet beneath him in helpless, pulsing ropes, his climax wrenched from him by her invasion, not his own touch.

Feeling him convulse, Lenny let out a sharp, victorious cry. Her hips stuttered, then pistoned frantically three, four more times before she slammed into him one last time and held, buried to the hilt. A long, shuddering groan was wrenched from her throat. He felt the harness jerk against his skin, the rhythmic clenching of her own muscles as she rode out her phantom orgasm, milking the sensation from the act of domination itself.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their heaving breaths, mingling with the rain.

Slowly, carefully, she withdrew. Her hand fell away from his mouth. His arms gave out and he collapsed onto his stomach, cheek pressed into the damp mattress, his body a limp, trembling wreck. Every muscle felt liquid. The burning ache settled into a deep, throbbing fullness.

He felt the bed dip as Lenny knelt beside him. Her hand, incredibly gentle now, smoothed the sweat-damp hair from his forehead. Her other hand traced the curve of his shoulder, his spine.

She stood again, turning her back to him. The sight was breathtaking. The elegant curve of her spine, the flare of her hips, the strong, sculpted muscles of her thighs and calves. And between them, the soft, shadowed divide of her ass. She glanced over her shoulder, her dark hair cascading down her back.

“As I’m done with your ass,” she said, her tone conversational, as if discussing the next item on an agenda, “you can take mine now.”

Marnus’s breath caught. Take hers?

“But with your mouth,” she clarified, the words dropping into the quiet room like stones into a still pond. “Lick my ass. Clean it. Worship it.”

A hot, shameful jolt of arousal, so sharp it was almost pain, shot through him. His cock twitched, fully hard and leaking against his own stomach. She didn’t wait for a verbal response. She simply climbed onto the bed, lying on her stomach presenting her ass to him. It was humiliating. He moved as if pulled by an invisible string. The mattress shifted under his weight. He positioned himself, his face hovering just inches from her ass. Slowly, he lowered himself. His hands came to rest on the backs of her thighs, feeling the powerful muscles there. He leaned in. The warmth of her skin radiated against his lips. He paused, his breath ghosting over her.

“Do it,” she whispered, her voice a low command.

He closed his eyes and pressed his mouth to the top of the ass crack, just above her tailbone. A kiss. Soft, reverent. Her skin was impossibly smooth, warm silk under his lips. He kissed down the valley, slow, open-mouthed kisses that tasted of salt and her. He heard her breath hitch, a soft intake of air. He needed more access. His fingers, trembling slightly, moved to her ass cheeks. He applied gentle pressure, spreading her open. The sight was obscenely beautiful. The pink, wrinkled furl of her anus was now fully exposed, clenching slightly in the cool air.

He leaned in again. This time, his tongue flicked out, a tentative, flat stroke from the top of the cleft down to the very center. The taste was stronger here, earthy, musky.

A low, guttural moan escaped Lenny. Her hips pushed back, seeking more contact. “Yes,” she breathed. “Like that.”

Emboldened, he did it again. A longer, firmer stroke. His tongue traced the outer ring, feeling the unique texture, the tight muscle. He swirled around it, coating it with saliva. He was lapping at her like a dog, and the degradation of it sent another vicious spike of heat straight to his groin. He was painfully hard, his own need a distant, secondary thing to her pleasure.

He focused on the center. He pressed the flat of his tongue against her hole, applying steady pressure. For a moment, it resisted, then, with a soft sigh from her, it yielded. The very tip of his tongue breached the outer ring, sinking into incredible, tight heat. The taste intensified, a deep, salty, organic flavor that was uniquely her. It was the taste of her insides, a taste no one else would ever know. He was tasting her most secret place.

He began to lick in earnest. Long, slow, thorough strokes that plunged into her and then dragged back out. He used the pointed tip of his tongue to circle and probe, then broad, flat strokes to cover every millimeter. He was tasting her, yes, but he was also cleaning her. The thought was undeniable, humiliating, thrilling. He was removing the faint, musky traces of the day, the lingering evidence of her humanity, with his own mouth.

He lost track of time. The world narrowed to the heat and taste of her ass, the sound of her escalating moans. His jaw ached, but it was a good ache, a purposeful ache. He worshipped her with his mouth. He lapped at her asshole until it was glistening and relaxed under his ministrations, until her moans were constant, breathy sounds that filled the room. Finally, after a long time Lenny was asleep, Marnus slips in to sleep his mouth still buried in her ass.
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Lenny slowly wakes up next morning. The first sensation was a deep, pleasant ache in her lower back and hips, a satisfying reminder of the night before. Then, a warm, solid weight pressing against her ass. She shifted slightly. The weight shifted with her, a soft exhale puffing against her skin. A smile touched her lips before her eyes even opened.

She rolled her head on the pillow, looking over her shoulder.

Marnus was asleep, his face buried between the firm cheeks of her ass, his nose and lips pressed snugly against her ass. Her triumphant smile widened, a private, glowing thing. Her good husband. The memory of his mouth on her, his tongue worshipping her most secret place, sent a slow, warm pulse of power through her veins. He had given her everything. And he had slept like this, his face in her ass, as if it were the most natural, comforting place in the world.

Carefully, she extricated herself. His arm slid away, and he made a soft, needy sound in his sleep, his face nuzzling the empty space where she had been. She stood by the bed for a moment, naked and magnificent in the dim room, looking down at him. His lean form was tangled in the sheets, evidence of their night everywhere, the discarded harness on the floor, the bottle of lubricant on the nightstand, the general aura of spent passion.

She padded silently to the bathroom, closing the door softly behind her. She took her time, brushing her teeth, splashing water on her face. Her body felt powerful, sated, humming with a quiet energy. She sat on the toilet. As her body relaxed, a different, more mundane need asserted itself. A mischievous, wicked idea bloomed in her mind. The final surrender. The act that would strip away any last vestige of pride in Marnus. She finished pooping, a sense of anticipation tightening her stomach. She didn’t flush. Instead, she called out, her voice clear and calm.

“Marnus.”

A muffled groan from the bedroom.

“ Honey. Come here.”

She heard the rustle of sheets, the soft thud of bare feet on the floor. A pause. Then, hesitant footsteps approaching the bathroom door.

“Come in,” she said, her tone inviting. “Door’s open.”

The knob turned with agonizing slowness. The door swung inward.

Marnus stood in the doorway, naked, his lean body painted in the harsh bathroom light. Sleep still clung to the edges of his expression, but his dark eyes were wide, alert, taking her in. She sat on the toilet lid, completely at ease, one leg crossed over the other. She gave him a slow, warm smile.

“Good morning, honey.”

“M... morning,” he rasped, his voice rough with sleep. His gaze flickered from her face to the toilet behind her, then back.

“Come in,” she repeated, patting the air beside her. “Don’t be shy.”

He stepped into the small space, stood awkwardly, his hands hanging at his sides.

With a soft, decisive click, Lenny reached back and flushed the toilet. The water swirled and gurgled, but the bowl was not empty. She had timed it perfectly. The evidence of her bodily function remained, a fresh, intimate reality in the clear water. She turned her head to look at him, her expression shifting from warm to something more focused, more commanding. Her eyes held his, unblinking.

“Clean my ass, honey,” she said, her voice dropping to a husky, matter of fact murmur. “I just pooped.”

The words hung in the air, stark and unbelievable.

Marnus’s entire body froze. His heart, which had been beating a steady rhythm, suddenly launched into a frantic, hammering sprint against his ribs. He could feel the blood roaring in his ears. His mind tried to reject the command, to file it under ‘impossible,’ but it couldn’t. This was Lenny. This was the path they were on. The look in her eyes wasn’t one of crude humiliation; it was one of profound, testing ownership. Do you trust me this much? Will you surrender this completely?

He glanced at the roll of toilet paper on the holder. As if reading his mind, Lenny’s voice cut through the panic.

“No.” A single, soft syllable. “Not with that, dear.”

A wicked, devastatingly sexy smile curved her full lips. It was the smile of a goddess offering a devotee the highest, most secret rite.

“With your mouth.”

Mouth.

The finality of it was an icy-hot shock that seared through his nervous system. Every muscle locked. Lenny slowly shifted her position. She turned on the lid, presenting her back to him, then leaned forward, bracing her hands on her knees. She arched her back, offering herself. The smooth, perfect globes of her ass were before him, the cleft between them dark and inviting. The small, pink pucker at its center was visible, relaxed, bearing the faint, fresh traces of her morning.

“Come,” she said, her voice a low, compelling thrum. “Quick.”

The spell broke. Or rather, it solidified. His pride, what was left of it, didn’t shatter; it dissolved, vaporized by the heat of her command.

He moved as if in a dream. He sank to his knees on the cool tile floor. The hard surface was unforgiving, a stark contrast to the soft warmth of her so close. This was it. The final submission.  He was going to put his mouth on his wife’s asshole moments after she had defecated. To clean her. To serve her. The thought was so profoundly humiliating it made his head spin.

He leaned in. The intimate, musky scent was stronger now, earthy and organic. It was the scent of her poop, of her humanity. It wasn’t foul; it was real. It was a scent no one else would ever be allowed to know. He closed his eyes, his face inches from her.

His tongue slipped out, a pale, hesitant thing.

The first touch was a revelation. It was warm. The taste exploded on his tongue, a deep, salty, profoundly organic flavor. It was the taste of her insides, of the process of her body. It was the taste of her, completely and utterly.

Ahhh.

He moaned, the sound vibrating against her skin. The flavor was intense, shocking, and somehow right.

A soft, triumphant sigh escaped Lenny. She didn’t look back. She just arched her back a little more.

“Clean properly,” she murmured, her voice thick with pleasure and power. “Don’t leave a trace.”

He obeyed.

His initial hesitancy melted away, replaced by a focused, diligent fervor. He pressed his mouth fully against her, sealing his lips around her asshole. His tongue delved, not just licking the surface, but pressing inside, seeking every contour, every hidden fold. The tight muscle yielded to the persistent pressure of his tongue, allowing him shallow entry into incredible, intimate heat.

The taste was everywhere. Salty, musky, deeply human. He lapped at her with long, flat strokes, starting high in the cleft and dragging down over the center. He swirled his tongue around the furl, coaxing it to relax, to open for him. He used the pointed tip to probe gently, then broad strokes to cleanse the surrounding skin. His nose was buried against her, breathing her in, the scent and taste merging into a single, overwhelming sensory experience.

He licked away every minute trace, cleaning her crack with a devotion that was both humiliating and deeply fulfilling. The sounds were lewd, wet, obscene, the slick slide of his tongue, her soft, approving sighs. He lost himself in the rhythm of it. In the reality of it. He was on his knees, his face buried in his wife’s ass, cleaning her after she’d used the toilet. The sheer taboo of it should have repelled him. Instead, it bound him to her more completely than any vow ever could. He was hers, utterly. There was no act too low, no service too base. He would do anything for her.

Time dissolved. It might have been two minutes. It might have been twenty. He worked until his tongue was sore, until he could taste nothing but her essence, until he was certain every last vestige was gone.

Finally, he pulled back, panting softly. His lips and chin were wet. He looked up at her, his eyes dark, dazed, utterly devoted.

Lenny slowly straightened. She turned on the lid to face him, her movements regal. She looked down at him, kneeling at her feet, his face glistening. Her expression was one of supreme, satisfied possession. She reached down and cupped his cheek, her thumb stroking his damp lower lip.

“Is it clean enough?” she asked.

“Yes,” he breathed, the word barely a whisper.

“Yes, what?” There was a playful, testing edge to her tone.

He was confused for a second. His mind, fogged with submission and sensation, scrambled. What did she want?  Then his mouth, smarter than his brain, opened.

“Yes, ma’am.”

A rich, warm laugh bubbled from Lenny’s throat.

“That’s my boy,” she whispered, her voice brimming with affection and pride. She straightened up, her naked form a vision of confidence. “Now go and make breakfast. I’m starving.”

She stepped past him, her hips swaying gently, and turned on the shower. The steam began to fog the mirror.

He pushed himself to his feet, his knees protesting. He caught a glimpse of himself in the steamy mirror, a naked, well-used man with a look in his eyes he didn’t quite recognize. A look of peace. Of ownership. He was Lenny’s. Completely.

He walked out of the bathroom, leaving the door ajar, the sound of the shower a white noise backdrop to the quiet apartment. He moved to the kitchen on autopilot, the familiar motions of getting out the skillet, the eggs, the bread. The grey Seattle morning pressed against the windows. The world outside continued, unaware of the sacred, filthy ritual that had just transpired in a bathroom on Capitol Hill.

As he cracked eggs into a bowl, from the bathroom, he heard Lenny humming softly under the spray of the shower. A tune he didn’t recognize. It sounded like a victory song.
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Marnus headed straight for the garage while Lenny paused on the front porch, breathing in the day. Across the low wooden fence, their neighbour Susan was already at work in her front garden. Fifty-five, silver threading through her dark hair, she wore a wide-brimmed straw hat and a faded denim shirt rolled to the elbows. She glanced up at the sound of the garage door and broke into the warm, unhurried smile that had welcomed half the street for twenty years.

“Good morning” she called, lifting the can in a small salute.

Lenny touched two fingers to his forehead in reply. “Morning, Susan. How’s everything?”

“Going well, going well.” She straightened, pressing a hand to her lower back for a second. From inside the car, now idling just beyond the open garage door, Marnus leaned across the passenger seat and gave Susan a broad grin through the open window. Marnus reversed the wagon carefully out of the garage, tires crunching over the slight lip where driveway met path. He paused long enough to give Susan another quick wave before easing forward. Lenny pushed off the pillar and circled to the passenger side, opening the door.

Marnus backed the car out of the driveway, the engine humming softly beneath the morning quiet. The pale pink satin panties Lenny had chosen for him that day shifted with every press of the clutch. He kept his eyes on the road, but his awareness stayed half on her: the way she sat in the passenger seat, legs crossed, one hand resting lightly on his thigh like she owned the space between them.

Lenny watched the familiar Seattle streets slide past, fir trees heavy with mist, coffee shops already buzzing, then turned her head toward him, voice casual, almost lazy.

“Take the afternoon off work today,” she said.

Marnus’s fingers tightened slightly on the wheel. “Today?”

“Mmm-hmm. We have a doctor’s appointment.”

He glanced at her, quick, then back to the road. His pulse picked up, a quiet thud against his ribs. “Which doctor?”

Lenny’s lips curved into that slow, wicked smile.

“You’ll find out.”

The words landed soft but heavy, like a promise wrapped in velvet. He nodded once, small and automatic. “Okay.”

“Drop me at the boutique,” she said lightly. “Pick me up at two-thirty sharp.”

Marnus exhaled shakily, the car filling with the faint scent of her perfume and the undercurrent of his own nervous sweat.

“Yes, Lenny.”

She reached over and brushed a strand of hair from his forehead, thumb lingering against his temple.

“Good boy.”
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At 2:15 p.m., Lenny and Marnus reached the modern clinic building in a quiet professional district near Lake Union. The sign read: Margret Ellison, MD - Endocrinology & Gender-Affirming Care.

Inside, the waiting room was all soft neutrals and abstract art- calming, almost spa-like. A receptionist smiled warmly and ushered them straight back; no wait.

Dr. Margret Ellison greeted them. Fifty, silver-streaked dark hair pulled into a neat chignon, warm brown eyes behind stylish tortoiseshell frames. She wore crisp white coat over tailored navy trousers.

“Lenny, Marnus -welcome, please sit.”

They settled into the two leather chairs opposite her desk.

Dr. Margret folded her hands on the desk blotter. “How can I help you today?”

Lenny didn’t hesitate.

“Actually, Doctor, this is my husband, Marnus. He likes to become a woman.”

Marnus froze - spine rigid, breath caught somewhere high in his chest. Heat roared up his neck and flooded his face until his ears burned. Dr. Margret’s expression didn’t change to shock or disapproval. Instead, a slow, genuine smile spread across her face, amused, delighted, almost conspiratorial.

“This is amazing,” she said softly. “I mean, a husband who wants to get feminized. Truly. That takes courage.”

She leaned back slightly, studying Marnus with open curiosity and warmth. She opened a drawer, pulled out a notepad, clicked her pen.

“We’ll start with a full history and bloodwork today - baseline hormones, liver function, lipids, the usual panel. Assuming everything looks good, the first step is hormonal therapy. Estrogen and an anti-androgen to begin suppressing testosterone. We’ll go low and slow at first, monitor how your body responds, adjust as needed. Many patients see noticeable softening of skin, fat redistribution, breast development within the first few months.”

She looked directly at Marnus now, voice gentle but clear.

“Let’s get some blood drawn today. I’ll write the scripts for the initial doses, estradiol patches and spironolactone to start. We’ll follow up in two weeks.”

As they rose to follow her to the exam room, Lenny slipped her hand into Marnus’s fingers interlacing tight. He was still blushing.

The examination room was larger, dominated by a padded table covered in crisp white paper. A blood pressure cuff hung on the wall, and a tray with sterile instruments sat on a counter. Two women in light blue nurse’s scrubs were already there, arranging vials and syringes. They looked up and gave polite, professional smiles.

“Nurse Amy and Nurse Jess will assist,” Dr. Margret said. She turned to Marnus. “Alright, Marnus. For the examination, I’ll need you to remove all your clothing, please.”

The instruction was delivered with such bland, medical normality that it took a second to penetrate. Then it hit him. Strip. Here. In front of Lenny, the doctor, and the two nurses. His cheeks instantly grew hot.  He glanced at Lenny. She had leaned against the counter, her arms folded, a small, mischievous smile playing on her lips. His fingers felt thick and clumsy. He started with his shirt, folding each item awkwardly on a chair in the corner. He could feel four pairs of female eyes on him. The nurses had paused their work, watching with detached interest. Dr. Margret was making notes on her tablet, glancing up occasionally.

He toed off his shoes, unbuttoned his trousers, let them pool at his feet. He stood in his socks and his underwear – the pale pink satin panty. He pushed the satin down his hips, letting it fall. He stepped out of them, naked, and straightened, trying not to cover himself. The humiliation was a live wire, buzzing under his skin. His cheeks burned.

A soft, stifled giggle came from Nurse Jess. Dr. Margret’s sharp eyes dropped to the discarded garment, then back to his exposed body. A smile, warm and strangely intimate, touched her lips.

“Well, those are... cute,” Dr. Margret remarked, her voice laced with a gentle, teasing amusement.

Amy let out a soft chuckle. Jess’s smile widened.

Lenny’s voice, rich with pleasure, cut through the room. “I chose them for him.”

Marnus felt the flush spread from his face down his chest. He stared at a point on the far wall, his jaw tight.

“Good,” Dr. Margret said, her tone unchanged. “Now, up on the table, please. On your back.”

He moved robotically, the paper crinkling loudly under his weight as he lay down. The table was cold. Dr. Margret approached with a small flashlight. She checked his eyes, his throat, listening to his heart and lungs with a stethoscope that felt ice-cold against his skin. She moved down his body, palpating his abdomen. Then her hands went to his groin.

“Just a routine check of the genitals,” she stated, as if commenting on the weather.

Her cool, gloved fingers lifted his flaccid penis, examining it. She gently checked his testicles. Marnus shut his eyes tightly, a wave of pure, unadulterated humiliation washing over him. He was hardwired to protect this area, to keep it private. Now it was being clinically assessed in a room full of women, with his wife watching, smiling.

“Testicles are normal size and consistency,” Dr. Margret noted aloud for her recording. “No palpable abnormalities on the penis.”

She then motioned to the nurses. “Amy, let’s get the baseline blood draw for hormone levels and prep the first injection series. Estradiol Valerate and Spironolactone. Jess, you can begin the topical antiseptic.”

One nurse moved to his left arm, tying a tourniquet with efficient grace. The other swabbed a spot on his hip with a cold, wet pad. An injection site.

As the nurse with the tourniquet tapped the inside of his elbow, searching for a vein, Dr. Margret said, “Roll onto your side, Marnus. Curl up slightly. I need to do a quick visual check of the perianal area. Standard for a full physical.”

He rolled onto his right side, drawing his knees up slightly, presenting his backside to the room.

“Hmm,” Dr. Margret murmured. “I’m seeing some minor erythema and what look like very small, superficial abrasions here in the perianal region.” Her gloved finger touched a spot just outside his asshole, a light, probing pressure. “These aren’t typical. Marnus, have you experienced any anal itching or discomfort? Any recent trauma?”

Before he could even form a lie, Lenny’s voice cut through the tension, bright and utterly unashamed.

“Oh, that’s from me, Doctor. I pegged him last night. Quite thoroughly.”

Another beat of silence.

Then, a soft, choked giggle from the nurses, quickly stifled. Dr. Margret’s professional composure broke for just a second, a genuine, amused smile spreading across her face.

“Ohh,” she said, the sound rich with understanding and a hint of admiration.

“I see. Well, that explains it. No pathology, then. Just... enthusiastic spousal attention.”

A warm, shared laugh rippled through the room, the doctor and the two nurses, a sound of feminine camaraderie and mild, scandalized delight. Marnus lay curled on the table, his body flaming with a humiliation so profound it stole his breath. He was naked, exposed, being discussed and laughed about, while a nurse prepared to inject female hormones into his hip and another slid a needle into his vein to steal his masculinity. He opened his eyes and turned his head just enough to see Lenny. She was beaming at him, her eyes shining with pride and possession. She gave him a slow, deliberate wink.

The nurse at his arm found the vein. “Little pinch,” she said softly.

He felt the sharp sting, followed by the deep, foreign pull of his blood being drawn. At his hip, the other nurse wiped the spot again with alcohol.

“This will be a quick subcutaneous injection,” she said. “You’ll feel a slight burning sensation.”

The other nurse finished with the blood draw, taping a piece of gauze to the crook of his elbow. “Good job.”

Dr. Margret’s voice was warm, final. “You can get dressed, Marnus. We’ll see you back here in six weeks for levels check and your next injection. Lenny has all the information for the daily oral anti-androgen. Start that tonight.”

He sat up slowly, the room tilting slightly. The nurses busied themselves with the vials and sharps bin, their professional masks back in place, though he could still see the ghost of a smile on their lips. Lenny stepped forward, holding out his clothes. Her expression was soft, triumphant, loving.

“Come on, honey,” she murmured, just for him. “Let’s get you home.”

[image: ][image: ][image: ]

They arrived back at the apartment, the familiar scent of sandalwood and home wrapping around them like a blanket.

“Sit,” she said, nodding towards the living room couch.

He obeyed, sinking into the plush cushions. Lenny opened her handbag and took out a small, glossy black box, no bigger than a ring box. She came to stand before him, her hips level with his eyes. She looked down at him, a wicked, playful smile tugging at her full lips.

“Look what I bought for you, honey,” she said, her voice a low, intimate purr.

She opened the box.

Nestled in black satin was a device made of sleek, pink silicone and polished steel. It was small, delicate even, with a complex series of interlocking rings. It took his brain a second to comprehend the shape, the purpose. A cage. A chastity cage. Designed to encase a penis, to render it inert, a passive, trapped thing.

Marnus’s jaw went slack. He stared, frozen, as Lenny plucked the device from its bedding. It dangled from her fingers, looking both innocent and utterly devastating. She leaned down, bringing her lips to his ear. Her breath was warm, scented with coffee and mint.

“Until we do the vaginoplasty and remove your penis for good,” she murmured, each word a soft, deliberate hammer strike, “you will wear this cage on your dick. To remind you. To keep you focused.”

He was hard instantly. A deep, shameful, uncontrollable surge of blood that strained against his trousers.

Lenny’s smile widened,

“Stand up,” she commanded, straightening.

His legs felt like water, but he pushed himself up, standing before her. She didn’t wait. Her hands went to his waistband, She pushed them down, taking his underwear with them. He stood naked from the waist down in their living room, the cool air a shock against his skin, his erection standing stiff and betraying.

“See?” Lenny said, her tone teasing, triumphant. “Your body knows what it needs. It knows its purpose is to be soft. To be empty. To be ready for me.” She held up the cage. “This will help.”

She gently took his erection, and he flinched at her touch. She guided the head of his penis through the largest ring of the cage. The silicone was smooth, giving slightly. She fed him into it, the shaft slipping through the central tube until the base of his penis met the larger, locking ring at the back. He was fully encased. The pink sheath hugged him snugly, a second skin that was somehow more exposing than nudity. His erection strained pathetically against the unyielding material, a prisoner in a tiny, pink cell.

Then came the click of metal. The steel ring, which formed the base of the cage, closed around the root of his penis and his scrotum, locking into place with a final, definitive snick.

Lenny stepped back, admiring her work. Her gaze traveled over the pink device, so incongruous against his lean, masculine hips and dark hair.  “Perfect,” she breathed. “It’s even prettier than I imagined.”

She reached into the small box and withdrew a tiny, silver key. Then, from the collar of her dress, she pulled a fine silver chain. A simple, elegant necklace. she threaded the key onto the chain. It settled just below the hollow of her throat, a small, metallic teardrop against her smooth skin.

She let it fall, the key resting between her breasts. She smoothed her dress, her expression one of sublime, wicked satisfaction. She looked at him, her eyes dark pools of ownership.

“There,” Lenny said, her sexy smile spreading. “Now I hold the key to you. Literally.” She patted the small lump under her dress. “You’re not coming out of this until I say so. You’ll wear it to work. You’ll wear it to sleep. You’ll wear it while your new medicine makes you softer, sweeter. You’ll feel it every moment, a little reminder of who you belong to. And what you’re becoming.”

Marnus looked down. The pink cage was a glaring, undeniable fact. He was hers. Completely. There were no more parts of him that were not under her dominion. The cage was proof.

“Make me a coffee, honey,” Lenny said, her voice a lazy, “I’m feeling a little... thirsty.”

He nodded, the movement automatic. His mind was still grappling with the new reality of the chastity device, the weight of the key against her chest. He turned to grab his trousers.

“No.”

He froze.

“You don’t need that to make coffee.”

Without a word, he turned and walked towards kitchen.

His movements were deliberate, almost ritualistic. He filled the kettle at the sink. He set it on the stove, clicked the gas to life. The blue flame hissed and popped. He turned to the counter, fetching a clean mug from the cupboard, the smooth ceramic cool in his hand. He reached for the bag of coffee beans, the grinder.

His back was to the doorway.

As he shifted his weight, reaching for the small ceramic jar of raw sugar on the upper shelf, his eyes flickered unconsciously towards the kitchen entrance.

He saw her.

His breath hitched, solidifying in his lungs.

Lenny stood in the doorway, leaning one shoulder against the frame. She was wearing nothing but the black harness, the straps cutting across her hips and thighs like sleek, possessive shadows. And hanging from it, thick and semi-erect, was the silicone dildo. It was noticeably larger than the one from the night before. It swayed slightly with her subtle movement, a promise of profound possession.

She had a wicked smile on her face. It was the smile of a cat that had not only cornered the mouse but had also laid out all the tools for its playful demise. Marnus gulped. The sound was audible in the silent kitchen. His fingers, still poised near the sugar jar, began to tremble. Every nerve ending screamed. His ass, still tender and sore from the thorough pegging from the previous night.

She began to walk towards him, her hips swaying in a slow, hypnotic rhythm. The harness creaked softly. The dildo bobbed with each step, a monstrous, fascinating pendulum. Her bare feet were silent on the tiles. The distance between them evaporated. The hiss of the kettle began to build to a whistle.

She stopped when she was directly behind him. He could feel the heat radiating from her body, could smell her skin, sandalwood and sex and pure, unadulterated power. He didn’t move. Couldn’t move. He stared straight ahead at the white subway tiles of the backsplash, his knuckles white where they gripped the edge of the counter.

Then, he felt her. Not a touch, but the displacement of air as she leaned in. Her lips brushed the shell of his ear.

“Hi, honey.”

Her hands came to his hips. She applied pressure, turning him slightly away from the counter. Before he could process the movement, her other hand pressed firmly between his shoulder blades.

She bent him over.

His torso folded forward, his hands slapping flat against the cool, hard surface of their oak kitchen table for balance. The breakfast dishes had been cleared; the surface was bare and unforgiving. His cheek pressed against the smooth wood grain. His back was arched, his naked ass presented to her, elevated, vulnerable.

The kettle reached a shrill, screaming whistle.

Lenny ignored it. Her hands were on him again, one spreading his left cheek, the other guiding the thick, bulbous head of the dildo. The cool, slick silicone touched his entrance, a shocking contrast to the warmth of her hands and his own feverish skin. He flinched. His sore muscle protested at the mere promise of the intrusion. He could feel the size of it, the daunting girth, even before she applied any pressure. A low, involuntary moan leaked from his throat, muffled by the table.

“Shhh,” she whispered, her voice thick with arousal and authority. “You can take it. You’re mine. You’ll take what I give you.”

And she pushed.

It wasn’t a slow, teasing entrance. It was a claiming. A single, ruthless, powerful stroke that buried the thick head past his tight, resisting asshole in one brutal motion. A sharp, strangled cry tore from Marnus’s lips. His eyes flew open, seeing nothing but the blurry grain of the table. The sensation was a white-hot bolt of pain-pleasure, a searing fullness that ignited every nerve in his pelvis. His body tried to recoil, to clench against the invasion, but she held him fast, her hand a firm weight on his back.

She didn’t pause. She withdrew, almost completely, the drag of the silicone a rough, exquisite friction against his oversensitive inner walls. Then she drove back in.

Huge. Strong. Strokes.

Each thrust was a deliberate, powerful piston. She fucked him over their kitchen table with a raw, rhythmic authority. The harness slapped against the backs of his thighs with every forward surge. The table legs creaked in protest, scraping faintly against the floor. The kettle screamed, a desperate, steaming counterpart to the wet, obscene sounds of the strap-on sliding in and out of his body.

Marnus moaned, the sounds punched out of him with each deep, penetrating thrust. The pain was real, a deep, throbbing ache that echoed the soreness from the night before, amplified by the new, larger intruder. His fingers scrambled against the tabletop, finding no purchase. Tears of overwhelm and surrender pricked at the corners of his eyes. He was utterly helpless, bent over and impaled, his caged dick straining uselessly against its silicone prison with each driving impact. The humiliation was total. The submission was absolute.

The world narrowed to the slam of her hips, the scream of the kettle, the hard table against his cheek, and the devastating, full-to-bursting sensation deep in his core. The world dissolved into a raw, rhythmic pulse. The thick silicone stroked deep into him, each powerful thrust from Lenny a seismic event that shattered his thoughts and reassembled them into a single, blinding truth: he liked this. The submission. Being bent over their kitchen table, used so thoroughly while the forgotten kettle screamed on the stove. His identity, the man who managed a fast-food crew, who lifted weights, who walked through the world with a certain unthinking masculine privilege, was being fucked away with every slam of her hips.

The doorbell rang.

The sharp, electronic chime sliced through the apartment’s heavy quiet. Marnus jumped, his heart leaping into his throat. He turned from the window, eyes wide, seeking Lenny.  A small, intrigued smile played on her lips. “Just stay here,” she said.

she walked out of the kitchen towards the front door, covering herself with a rob . Marnus stood rooted in the living room, panic beginning a slow, cold drip down his spine. He heard the soft click of the deadbolt, the creak of the door opening.

“Well, hello!” Lenny’s voice, bright and welcoming, floated down the hall. It was a social voice, a voice she used for customers at the boutique. “What a surprise!”

A deep, rumbling laugh answered her. A man’s laugh. “Lenny! God, look at you. It’s been too long.”

More laughter. Easy, familiar giggling between old friends. Marnus’s blood ran cold. He should run. He should dive into the bedroom. But Lenny had said stay here. The command was a cage as real as the silicone one he wore. Disobeying wasn’t an option. His feet were glued to the hardwood floor.

The murmuring voices grew closer. They were coming inside. He heard the door shut.

“Marnus?” Lenny called out, her voice sweet and clear. “Come here, honey.”

No. The word screamed in his mind, silent and desperate. He couldn’t move. He couldn’t breathe. His trousers were in here, on the floor by the couch where he’d stepped out of them earlier. To get to the hallway, he’d have to cross the open space. He was trapped.

“Marnus.” Her voice came again, firmer now, a subtle edge of steel beneath the honey. “You heard me.”

The threat in her tone was unmistakable. The promise of consequence if he disobeyed was worse than any humiliation waiting in the hall. He forced one foot forward. Then the other. The walk across the living room rug felt like a mile. He kept his eyes down, fixed on the floor, as he reached the arched entrance to the short hallway that led to the front door.

He stopped.

Lenny stood there and next to her, filling the space with his presence, was a man.

He was Black, tall, well over six feet and athletically built, with broad shoulders that strained the fabric of a fitted, heather-grey sweatshirt. He had a sharp, handsome face, close-cropped hair, and an easy, confident smile that was currently freezing into an expression of stunned disbelief as his eyes landed on Marnus. The man’s gaze traveled down, a quick, involuntary sweep, and stuck. His eyes widened and he saw, the small, pink silicone device encasing Marnus’s genitals.

A beat of silence, thick enough to choke on.

Then the man, Arthur let out a burst of laughter. “Oh my God,” he wheezed, shaking his head, a hand coming up to cover his mouth as if to stifle the sound, but failing. “Lenny. What the hell have you done to him?”

Lenny joined in the laughter, a rich, delighted sound. She slipped her arm through Arthur’s, leaning into him with familiar comfort. “Arthur, this is my husband, Marnus. Marnus, this is my old friend Arthur. We played volleyball together in college. He was the only one who could ever return my spike.”

Marnus could only stare at the floor, his vision blurring with hot, humiliated tears. Arthur’s laughter slowly subsided into amused, shaking chuckles.

“I can see that,” Arthur said, his voice still laced with incredulous mirth. “Looks like you’re spiking something else these days.”
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Marnus carried the mugs into the living room, eyes downcast, placing them on the coasters on the low table before the couch where they sat. Lenny was curled comfortably at one end, her silk robe now open and strap-on was removed, her bare leg brushing against Arthur’s jeans. Arthur leaned back, his athletic frame relaxed, his expression one of amused, fascinated curiosity. He took his mug with a nod. “Thanks, man.”

“Marnus makes a great cup,” Lenny said, her voice a purr of ownership. She sipped, never taking her eyes off him. She savored the coffee, and the moment, and his discomfort. “Don’t you, honey?”

“Yes,” Marnus whispered, the word barely audible.

A comfortable, knowing silence settled between Lenny and Arthur. They spoke in a shorthand of old friends, a few murmured words about mutual acquaintances, a shared laugh about a college coach. Marnus stood there, a servant awaiting dismissal, the odd one out in his own home. He was a spectacle, and he knew it.

Then Lenny set her mug down. She turned her head, that wicked, sexy smile playing on her lips as she looked at Arthur, then back at Marnus.

“Honey,” she said, her tone sweet. “Go and make the bed for us.”

Marnus froze. His blood, which had been a sluggish, ashamed trickle, seemed to stop entirely. He knew. Of course he knew. The casual command, the shared glance, the entire subtext of the last twenty minutes crystallized into one terrible, inevitable understanding. He was being sent away to prepare the stage for his wife and another man.

Lenny’s smile didn’t waver. It was a smile of absolute authority. A riot of emotions stormed through him, searing humiliation, a spike of jealous panic, a desperate, clawing desire to protest. But beneath the storm surge, the foundational bedrock of his submission held firm. He had given her the key. He had accepted the cage. He had, in the doctor’s office and on the kitchen table, surrendered the very idea of refusal. He had no choice.

His eyes met Lenny’s for a fractured second. In her dark gaze, he saw no cruelty, only certainty. This was the next logical step in his harmonization. His feminization. To serve, to prepare, to step aside.

He gave a stiff, almost imperceptible nod.

“Good,” Lenny murmured, as if he’d spoken aloud.

Marnus walked back toward the hallway. He didn’t look back. The bedroom was as they’d left it. He moved to the side, his fingers grasping the cool, rumpled cotton of the fitted sheet. He pulled it taut, smoothing out the wrinkles with a flat hand. He fluffed the pillows, the down shifting silently under the crisp white cases. He drew the duvet up, aligning it neatly, patting it flat. He was making a nest. A marriage bed. For his wife and her guest.

From the living room, the low murmur of voices resumed. A deep, rumbling laugh from Arthur. Lenny’s brighter, answering chuckle. He stood back, surveying his work. The bed was perfect. Neat, inviting, a blank canvas awaiting new history. The silence from his task left room for the noise in his head. The jealous images came, unwelcome and vivid. Arthur’s strong, dark hands-on Lenny’s smooth, glowing skin. His tall, athletic body covering her curvaceous form. A hot, shameful pulse throbbed within the pink silicone cage. His body’s betrayal was absolute. The voices in the living room grew louder, closer. Footsteps. Two sets, moving in unison down the short hallway.

Marnus’s breath caught. He was standing at the foot of the perfectly made bed. The bedroom door, which he’d left ajar, pushed open.

Lenny entered first, her robe now completely untied and open, flowing behind her like a queen’s train. Her confident, naked body was a masterpiece in the soft afternoon light. And behind her, one hand resting possessively on the curve of her hip, was Arthur.

Arthur’s eyes scanned the room, taking in the tidy bed, the waiting silence, and Marnus, standing rigidly at attention. A slow, appreciative smile spread across his handsome face. Lenny looked at Marnus, her expression one of profound, wicked satisfaction.

They moved together into the center of the room, a unit, holding each other’s.

Arthur’s hand slid from Lenny’s hip, his gaze leaving Marnus to fully admire the woman before him. “You weren’t kidding,” he murmured, his voice a low, appreciative rumble. His eyes drank in her nakedness, the full curves of her breasts, the smooth plane of her stomach, the dark triangle of hair at the junction of her strong thighs.

“I never kid about important things,” Lenny purred. She reached for the belt of his jeans, her fingers deftly working the button and zipper. Arthur lifted his arms, and she pulled his sweatshirt up and over his head in one smooth motion, tossing it aside. His chest was broad and sculpted, the dark skin sheened with a light sweat, muscles defined from years of athletics. His jeans and boxer briefs followed, kicked away to pool on the floor.

Marnus’s breath hitched. Arthur was fully erect, his cock thick and impressive, standing proud against his abdomen. The sheer physicality of him, the casual masculine power, was a stark, brutal contrast to Marnus’s own caged and diminished state.

Lenny took Arthur’s hand and led him the two steps to the edge of the pristine bed. She turned, her back to Marnus, and pushed Arthur down to sit on the mattress. Then she climbed into his lap, straddling him, her knees sinking into the duvet on either side of his hips. Her robe fell away completely, a puddle of silk on the floor.

Their bodies met. Arthur’s large, dark hands came up to cradle Lenny’s face, his thumbs stroking her jawline. Their lips met. It wasn’t a tentative kiss. It was deep, hungry, and immediate. A reunion. Lenny’s arms wrapped around Arthur’s broad shoulders, her fingers tangling in the short hair at his nape. Arthur’s hands slid down from her face, over the graceful column of her neck, to cup the full, heavy weight of her breasts. His thumbs found her nipples, already peaked and hard, and rolled them slowly, deliberately. A soft, wanting moan escaped Lenny’s throat, swallowed by Arthur’s mouth. The sound was a physical blow to Marnus, standing forgotten in the corner. He watched, paralyzed, as his wife melted into the embrace of another man. The wet, sensual sound of their kissing filled the room. Arthur’s tongue delved into her mouth, and Lenny met it with her own, a slow, twisting dance.

Arthur’s head tilted, deepening the kiss, one hand leaving her breast to snake around her back and press her tighter against him. The hard line of his erection pressed against her lower stomach. Lenny ground herself against him, a slow, circular roll of her hips that made Arthur groan into her mouth. His other hand kneaded her breast, his fingers pressing firmly into the soft flesh.

Marnus could see everything. The flex of Arthur’s back muscles. The way Lenny’s spine arched, pushing her chest more fully into his hands. The glint of the silver key resting between her breasts, swaying with their movement. His own body betrayed him utterly. A desperate, aching throb pulsed within the unyielding pink silicone cage.

Lenny broke the kiss, panting softly, her lips swollen and dark. She leaned her forehead against Arthur’s, her eyes closed, a smile of pure carnal pleasure on her face. Arthur dipped his head, his mouth leaving a trail of hot, open-mouthed kisses down her neck, across her collarbone. He nuzzled the valley between her breasts, inhaling her scent, before taking one taut, brown nipple into his mouth. Lenny cried out, her head falling back, her back arching dramatically. Her hands gripped Arthur’s shoulders, her nails digging in slightly. Arthur suckled deeply, his tongue flicking and swirling around the peak, his free hand massaging her other breast in counterpoint. The wet, sucking sounds were obscenely loud. Marnus could see the pull of Arthur’s cheeks, the devotion in his attention.

“God, you taste just like I remember,” Arthur muttered. He switched to her other breast, giving it the same lavish, hungry attention.

Arthur’s hands moved down, sliding over the dip of her waist, the swell of her hips. He gripped her ass, his large palms covering the full, round cheeks, squeezing and kneading. He lifted her slightly, adjusting her position, then let her sink back down so the head of his cock pressed against her wet entrance. They both gasped at the contact.

But Arthur didn’t enter her. Not yet. Instead, he guided her off his lap, laying her back on the bed. She went willingly, her dark hair fanning out on the white pillow, her body a lavish feast against the linen. Arthur knelt between her spread legs, his eyes dark with desire as he took her in.

“So fucking beautiful,” he breathed. He leaned down, not to kiss her mouth, but to trail his lips down her torso. He licked a stripe down her stomach, his tongue dipping into her navel, before continuing his journey south. He hooked his hands under her knees, spreading her wider, opening her completely.

And then he buried his face between her legs.

Lenny’s whole body jerked, a sharp, keening wail tearing from her throat. Her hands flew to Arthur’s head, her fingers clutching at his close-cropped hair. Arthur ate her pussy with the focused intensity of a starving man. The room filled with the wet, rhythmic sounds of his mouth on her flesh, licking, sucking, delving deep with his tongue.

Marnus watched, his own mouth gone dry. He could see Arthur’s shoulders working. He could see the way Lenny’s thighs trembled, then tightened around Arthur’s head. He could see the muscles in her stomach clench and release. Her hips began to move in tiny, desperate circles, fucking his face. Her moans were continuous now, raw and unfiltered, a song of pure, unadulterated pleasure that Marnus had never heard from her with such abandon.

“Right there... fuck, Arthur, yes... your tongue... oh god...” Lenny chanted, her voice breaking on the words.

Arthur redoubled his efforts. One hand left her thigh to slide up her body, pinching and rolling a nipple between his fingers as his mouth and tongue worked her clit. The dual sensation drove Lenny wild. Her back arched clear off the bed, a strangled cry ripped from her lungs. She came, hard, her body convulsing under his ministrations, her legs clamping around his head as she rode out the waves of her orgasm against his mouth.

Arthur gentled his licks, soothing her through the aftershocks, before finally pulling back. His chin glistened with her wetness. He looked up at her flushed, sated face, a smug, satisfied smirk on his own lips. “Still got it,” he rasped.

Lenny could only manage a breathless, dazed laugh. She reached for him, pulling him up her body for a deep, tasting kiss, sharing her own essence with him. The intimacy of the act was a physical pain in Marnus’s chest.

After a moment, Arthur broke the kiss. His eyes, now blazing with renewed need, scanned her body. He maneuvered her, his strength effortless. “Turn over,” he said, his voice a command softened by arousal.

Lenny obeyed instantly, rolling onto her stomach. Arthur helped her up onto her knees, her gorgeous ass presented to him, high in the air. He knelt behind her, his hands running appreciatively over the curves of her backside. He gave one cheek a sharp, playful smack. The sound cracked in the quiet room, and Lenny gasped, pushing her ass back towards him in invitation.

Arthur positioned himself, the broad head of his cock nudging against her. He looked over at Marnus, his expression turning deliberately provocative. “Watch close now,” he said, his tone implying a lesson was being taught.

With that, he grasped Lenny’s hips and drove into her in one long, deep, relentless stroke. Lenny screamed, a sound of pure, overwhelming fullness. Arthur was buried to the hilt inside her, his balls pressed against her. He held there for a second, letting her adjust, letting Marnus absorb the sight. Then he withdrew, almost completely, and slammed back home.

Arthur’s hips pistoned, driving into her with a force that shook the bed frame, that made the headboard tap a steady rhythm against the wall. Each thrust was a full-body commitment from him, his muscles corded and straining, sweat beginning to gleam on his back. The sounds were animalistic. The wet slap of skin on skin. Arthur’s guttural grunts of effort. Lenny’s ragged, sobbing moans of pleasure, punched out of her with each deep invasion. He fucked her with a fierce, athletic intensity, his hands gripping her hips so tightly Marnus imagined bruises would bloom there tomorrow. Lenny’s face was turned to the side, pressed into the pillow, her eyes squeezed shut, her mouth open in a continuous silent scream of ecstasy. Her fingers clutched the duvet, twisting the fabric.

Arthur’s rhythm began to falter, growing more urgent, less controlled. His thrusts became shorter, deeper, grinding into her. “Lenny... I’m gonna...”

“Do it,” she begged, her voice shredded. “Fill me up. Please.”

With a roar that was part triumph, part surrender, Arthur plunged deep and held, his body shuddering violently. Marnus could see the tension cord his entire frame, could see the powerful clench of his ass as he emptied himself inside Lenny in pulsing jets. Lenny cried out again, a second, shattering orgasm seizing her as she felt him climax, her body milking him through his release. For a long moment, they stayed locked together, Arthur slumped over her back, both of them panting, dripping with sweat, spent.

Slowly, Arthur softened and slipped out of her. He rolled onto his side on the bed. Lenny collapsed onto her stomach, then weakly rolled onto her back, a profoundly satisfied, lazy smile on her face. A trickle of Arthur’s release leaked from between her thighs onto the sheet.

Lenny’s eyes, heavy-lidded and glowing, found Marnus. He was still standing rigidly in the same spot, his face pale, his body trembling with unresolved tension. Her smile turned sharp again, cutting through the post-coital haze.

“Come here, honey,” she said, her voice hoarse but dripping with authority.

Marnus’s legs felt like wood. He forced himself to take one step, then another, until he stood beside the bed, looking down at the tangled, glorious mess of their bodies.

Lenny gestured languidly towards Arthur’s softening cock, which lay against his thigh, glistening with a mixture of her juices and his own cum. “Clean him,” she said. Simple. Direct. The final commandment.

Marnus’s stomach lurched. He looked from Lenny’s unwavering eyes to Arthur’s cock. Arthur watched him, an eyebrow arched, a faint, curious smile on his lips. The humiliation was absolute, a crushing weight. To kneel and put his mouth on another man, to taste the evidence of his wife’s infidelity and his own obsolescence... It was the ultimate degradation.

Yet, his body moved. He sank to his knees on the hardwood floor, the position feeling terrifyingly familiar. He leaned forward, his face hovering inches from Arthur’s groin. The musky, salty scent of sex filled his nostrils. His heart hammered against his ribs. He extended his tongue, tentative, trembling. The first touch was a shock, warm, soft skin, slick with fluids. He licked a slow, timid stripe up the length of Arthur’s shaft, gathering the mingled tastes. It was salty, tangy, profoundly intimate. A low groan escaped him, a sound of pure, shameful submission.

“That’s it,” Lenny murmured from the bed, her voice a hypnotic encouragement. “Suck him clean. Be a good girl.”

The word girl shattered the last of his resistance. He opened his mouth, taking the soft, thick head of Arthur’s cock inside. He swirled his tongue around the corona, cleaning it meticulously, then took more of the length into his mouth, sucking gently, his eyes squeezed shut. Arthur let out a soft, surprised sigh of pleasure, his hips giving a tiny, involuntary thrust.

Marnus’s mouth was full of him. The soft, heavy weight of Arthur’s cock on his tongue, the slick salt-bitter taste of spent seed and Lenny’s arousal. He sucked gently, his tongue lapping along the softening shaft, cleaning every inch with a shameful, meticulous devotion.

From the bed, Lenny watched, propped on one elbow, her gaze hot and approving. Arthur lay back, his chest rising and falling steadily, a look of relaxed, sated amusement on his handsome face. He didn’t move, letting Marnus service him, his body a kingdom Marnus was now permitted to tend.

“Good girl,” Lenny murmured, her voice a husky caress that twisted something deep in Marnus’s gut. “You taste him? You taste us?”

Marnus could only make a muffled sound of affirmation, his cheeks hollowing as he sucked a little harder, drawing the last remnants of fluid from Arthur’s skin. The act was so profoundly submissive it felt like a sacrament. He was drinking the proof of his own replacement, and a dark, awful part of him thrived on it.

Arthur’s hand came down, not roughly, but with firm certainty, to rest on the back of Marnus’s head. His fingers threaded through the dark hair. “Eager, isn’t she?” Arthur said to Lenny, his tone conversational, as if discussing the weather.

“She’s learning her place,” Lenny replied, her smile audible.

The hand on Marnus’s head applied gentle pressure. Not forcing, but guiding. Encouraging. Marnus obeyed the unspoken command, taking Arthur deeper into his mouth, until his nose brushed the wiry hair at the base. He breathed through it, the scent engulfing him. He felt Arthur’s cock twitch softly against his tongue, a ghost of interest.

“Mmm,” Arthur hummed, his hips giving a tiny, reflexive lift. “She’s got a talented mouth.”

“I know,” Lenny said. “I’ve trained her well.”

The praise, the ownership in her words, sent a fresh, helpless throb of arousal through Marnus’s caged sex. He moved his head, beginning a slow, rhythmic bobbing, his lips sealed tight around Arthur’s cock. He used his tongue, swirling around the head with each retreat, then sucking firmly on the downstroke. It was different from servicing Lenny’s toy. This was living, responsive flesh. He could feel the blood flow, the subtle pulse, the way Arthur’s body subtly tensed with each pass.

Arthur’s breathing deepened. His hand tightened slightly in Marnus’s hair. “Yeah... just like that.”

Marnus lost himself in the rhythm, in the singular focus of the task. The world narrowed to the heat in his mouth, the weight on his tongue, the approving sounds from the man above him and the woman watching. His own shame began to melt, transforming into a strange, focused pride. He was good at this. He was pleasing them.

He sensed the change in Arthur’s body before he saw it. The softening shaft began to firm, thickening anew, filling his mouth more completely. A low, surprised grunt came from Arthur. “Well, fuck. Look at that.”

Lenny’s laugh was a delighted, wicked thing. “She’s waking you up, darling.”

Marnus increased his efforts, hollowing his cheeks, applying more suction. Arthur was fully erect now, his cock a rigid, demanding presence that stretched Marnus’s lips. Pre-cum seeped from the tip, a fresh, cleaner saltiness that Marnus eagerly swallowed.

“Goddamn,” Arthur breathed, his hips beginning to move in tiny, involuntary thrusts. “She’s... she’s really going for it.”

“Don’t hold back,” Lenny commanded softly, her voice heavy with anticipation. “Give it to her. She needs to learn to take it all.”

The permission was all Arthur needed. His grip on Marnus’s hair firmed, turning from guidance to control. He held Marnus’s head still and began to fuck his mouth in earnest. Short, shallow thrusts at first, then deeper, more demanding lunges that made Marnus’s eyes water.

Marnus surrendered completely. He relaxed his throat, a skill he hadn’t known he possessed, letting Arthur slide deeper with each push. The head of Arthur’s cock bumped the back of his throat, then passed it, and Marnus fought down the gag reflex, his body shaking with the effort. Drool dripped from his stretched lips, down his chin.

“That’s it... take it... fucking take my cock,” Arthur growled, his voice losing its amused edge, turning raw and dominant. He was using Marnus’s mouth like a toy, his thrusts becoming harder, faster, more possessive.

Marnus’s mind fragmented. There was no thought, only sensation. The stretch of his jaw. The ache in his knees on the hard floor. The overwhelming, masculine taste flooding his palate

Lenny had shifted on the bed, sitting up now, her legs tucked beneath her, watching with rapt, feverish intensity. Her fingers trailed over her own nipples, pinching them lightly. She was getting off on this. On watching her husband degrade himself for her lover.

Arthur’s rhythm became frantic, erratic. His breaths came in sharp bursts. “Gonna... gonna cum... gonna fill that pretty mouth...”

Marnus’s eyes flew open, meeting Lenny’s.

Arthur slammed in one final time, hilt-deep, and held. A guttural, choked roar erupted from him as his body locked, shuddering. Marnus felt the hot, sudden spurts against the back of his throat, the distinct, muscular pulses of Arthur’s release. The taste changed, blossoming into something richer, more potent, a thick, salty-sweet flood that coated his tongue and filled his mouth. He tried to swallow, but the volume was overwhelming. Some leaked from the corners of his mouth, dripping down onto his bare chest. He gagged, his throat convulsing. Arthur held him there, buried in his throat, for what felt like an eternity, until the last tremors subsided. Then, slowly, he withdrew his softening cock with a wet, soft pop.

Marnus knelt, panting, his mouth full, cum and saliva glistening on his lips and chin. He looked up, dazed, humiliated, utterly spent.

Arthur looked down at him, his expression one of dazed satisfaction. “Swallow it,” he said, his voice hoarse but firm. “Don’t waste a drop.”

Marnus’s eyes flicked to Lenny. Her expression was unyielding. Do it.

He closed his eyes. He tilted his head back. With a conscious, deliberate effort, he swallowed. Once, twice, three times, working the thick, viscous fluid down his throat. The taste lingered, a permanent stain on his senses.

A soft, approving sound came from Lenny. “Good. Very good.”

Arthur leaned back, spent. But his eyes, dark and intent, stayed on Marnus. There was a new appraisal there. The amusement was gone, replaced by a hungry, speculative heat. He had been a passive recipient, then an active user. Now, something else was stirring.

Lenny saw it too. She uncurled from the bed and stood, a goddess of smooth skin and confident curves. She walked around to where Marnus knelt and placed a hand on his sweaty, trembling shoulder.

“You did so well, honey,” she cooed. Then she looked at Arthur. “But I think she’s ready for more, don’t you? She’s been so receptive. So... open.”

Arthur’s gaze traveled over Marnus’s kneeling form, the submissive posture, the cum-stained lips. A slow, predatory smile spread across his face. He swung his legs off the bed and stood, his naked body towering, his semi-soft cock already beginning to stir again with renewed interest.

“Yeah,” Arthur said, his voice a low rumble. “I think she is.”

He stepped forward, directly in front of Marnus. His hand came under Marnus’s chin again, lifting his face. “You liked that, didn’t you? Having your mouth full of me?”

Marnus couldn’t lie. A tiny, shameful nod.

“You want more?”

Marnus’s breath hitched. He didn’t know what “more” meant, but his body, his traitorous, submissive core, screamed yes. He nodded again.

Arthur released his chin. “Then get up. Turn around. Bend over the bed.”

The commands were stark, leaving no room for ambiguity. Marnus’s heart slammed against his ribs. He knew what this meant. The final barrier. The last surrender. He looked pleadingly at Lenny, but her face was a mask of serene, encouraging authority. She wanted this too. She wanted to watch.

With limbs that felt like lead, Marnus pushed himself up from the floor. His knees ached. He turned his back to Arthur and Lenny, facing the rumpled duvet. He leaned forward, placing his palms flat on the mattress. The position presented his ass, clad in the thin grey wool, to the room.

He heard movement behind him. A soft, tearing sound, a foil packet. Arthur preparing himself. Then, two large, warm hands settled on his hips. Arthur’s touch was different from Lenny’s - broader, stronger, utterly assured in its masculine intent.

Arthur’s hands returned, gripping his hips firmly. His thumbs pressed into the small of Marnus’s back. “Arch it,” he commanded. “Make it pretty for me.”

Marnus obeyed, pushing his ass back, curving his spine. He felt horrifyingly exposed, every secret part offered up.

He heard Lenny settle onto the chair in the corner, a soft sigh of anticipation. She was going to have the best view. A finger, slick with lube from the packet, traced the cleft of his ass. Marnus flinched at the cool, foreign sensation.

“Relax,” Arthur murmured, his voice close to Marnus’s ear. The single finger pressed inward, slowly, insistently. There was a burn, a sharp stretch, then a feeling of profound, shocking intrusion as the first knuckle slid inside. Marnus gasped, his fingers clawing at the duvet.

Arthur worked the finger gently, in and out, coating the clenching inner muscles. Then a second finger joined, stretching him wider. The burn intensified, a bright, clarifying pain.

“She’s opening up nice,” Arthur commented, his voice thick with arousal.

“I told you she was ready,” Lenny replied, her tone smug.

The fingers withdrew. For a moment, there was only emptiness and the cold air. Then Marnus felt something far larger, blunt and impossibly hot, nudge against him. The broad, slick head of Arthur’s cock.

Arthur leaned over him, his chest pressing against Marnus’s back, his breath hot on Marnus’s neck. Arthur pushed forward. The invasion was monumental. A searing, tearing stretch that blotted out every other thought. Marnus cried out, a ragged, broken sound, as Arthur’s thick cockhead breached him, forcing his body open. Arthur didn’t stop. He kept pressing forward, an inch at a time, a relentless, conquering advance. Marnus panted, sobbing openly now, his body trembling violently. He was being remade from the inside out.

“Fuck... she’s so tight...” Arthur groaned, his own voice strained with effort and pleasure.

Finally, Arthur was fully sheathed, his hips pressed flush against Marnus’s ass. He was buried to the hilt. The fullness was absolute, devastating. Marnus felt stuffed, impaled, owned in a way the silicone toy could never achieve. This was living, breathing male power inside him.

Arthur held still, letting Marnus adjust, letting the burning stretch settle into a deep, pervasive ache. He leaned down again, his lips brushing Marnus’s ear. “You feel that? That’s me. All of me. In your ass.”

The crude words, the possession in them, sent another shock through Marnus’s system. Then Arthur drew back. The drag of his cock along Marnus’s oversensitive inner walls was a new kind of agony. Marnus whimpered.

And then Arthur slammed back in.

This was different from Lenny’s controlled, dominant thrusts. This was raw, unrefined, purely physical fucking. Arthur’s hips pistoned with an athlete’s power, driving into Marnus with deep, grinding strokes that shoved him forward on the mattress with each impact. The bed rocked. The headboard tapped a frantic, staccato rhythm against the wall.

The pain flared, then receded, replaced by a shocking, full-body sensation of being used. Each thrust punched the air from Marnus’s lungs in a choked gasp. Arthur’s hands were vises on his hips, holding him in place, taking what he wanted. The slap of skin on skin was loud, brutal, obscene.

Marnus dared to open his tear-blurred eyes, turning his head slightly. Lenny was leaning forward in the chair, her hands clasped in her lap, her knuckles white. Her eyes were black pools of intense, fascinated arousal. She was watching her husband get fucked by another man, and she was enthralled. Her lips were parted, her breath coming in soft, quick pants.

“Yeah... fucking yes...” Arthur snarled, his pace increasing. He was fucking Marnus hard now, his cock a punishing piston, stroking over that deep, secret spot inside with every deep drive. A jolt of pure, unexpected pleasure shot through Marnus’s core, radiating out to his trapped, throbbing sex. He cried out, this time in shocked ecstasy.

“She found it,” Lenny whispered, her voice awed.

Arthur hammered into that spot, again and again, his thrusts becoming shorter, harder, more focused. The pleasure built, a terrifying wave rising from the depths of his submission, mingling with the pain and the humiliation until they were indistinguishable. He was being fucked into bliss. His mind emptied. He was just a body, a vessel, being filled and used for another’s pleasure, and it was the most right he had ever felt.

Arthur’s control shattered. His rhythm dissolved into frantic, desperate lunges. His fingers dug bruisingly into Marnus’s flesh. “Gonna... gonna cum in this tight ass...”

“Do it,” Lenny breathed, a command and a plea. “Mark her inside, too.”

With a guttural roar that seemed to shake the room, Arthur plunged deep and locked. Marnus felt the hot, surging flood as Arthur emptied himself a second time, this time deep in his bowels. The intimate heat, the pulsing jets, triggered a cataclysm within Marnus. An orgasm ripped through him, seismic and impossible, with no physical release. It was a full-body convulsion of pure, psychological surrender, a white-lightning bolt of ecstasy that had no outlet but a silent, screaming vibration in every nerve ending. His vision whited out. He collapsed forward onto the bed, Arthur still spurting inside him, his body shuddering through waves of sensation that felt like both death and rebirth. Arthur stayed lodged within him for a long moment, his weight heavy and comforting, his breathing ragged against Marnus’s back. Slowly, he softened and slipped out.

Marnus lay face-down on the duvet, utterly destroyed, a trickle of Arthur’s cum leaking from his used hole. He was aware of Lenny rising from the chair. She came to the side of the bed, her fingers gently brushing the sweat-damped hair from his forehead. Her touch was infinitely tender.

“My beautiful, brave girl,” she whispered, her voice filled with a love that was terrifying in its totality. “You are perfect.”
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Weeks slipped by in soft, irreversible increments.

Visits to Dr. Margret’s clinic became routine. Blood draws, dosage adjustments, quiet conversations in the exam room while Lenny sat beside him. The estradiol patches and spironolactone did their patient, relentless work.

The changes arrived quietly, then all at once.

His voice softened at the edges, higher, breathier, with a lilting cadence he hadn’t noticed until strangers started smiling at him in coffee shops. Small, tender breasts budded beneath the satin he wore every day; at first just sensitive swells, then gentle handfuls that brushed against fabric and made him flush with a strange mix of shame and secret pleasure. Body hair vanished, legs, chest, arms, underarms - leaving his skin smooth and pale and strangely vulnerable. Shaving became unnecessary; waxing appointments with Lenny became unnecessary too. The hormones took care of it.

He no longer hesitated when Lenny handed him a fresh pair of panties. The satin, silk, lace, they felt like second skin now. Natural. Expected. He slipped them on without comment, adjusted the waistband with practiced fingers, and moved through the house feeling the constant, gentle hug against his hips and ass like a reminder he belonged to her.

And then Arthur arrived.

Arthur moved in soon.

He slept in the master bedroom with Lenny every night. Marnus slept on the narrow daybed in the living room, tucked beneath a thin blanket, listening to the muffled sounds of their bodies moving together through the thin walls. Sometimes he was called in to watch, kneeling silently at the foot of the bed while Arthur fucked Lenny with long, unhurried strokes, her moans sharp and unrestrained. Sometimes he was dismissed to the living room, only to be summoned later to change the sheets still warm and damp from them.

He resigned from McDonald’s the following Monday. The uniform went into a donation box; the nametag was left on the break-room table. No explanation needed. Lenny simply said, “You don’t need that job anymore,” and he agreed.

Now the house ran on his hands.

He woke before dawn to brew coffee exactly how they liked it, black for Arthur, oat milk latte with cinnamon for Lenny. He prepared breakfast: eggs Benedict on weekends, overnight oats during the week. He cleaned the kitchen until it gleamed, folded their laundry with care, Lenny’s silk blouses, Arthur’s boxer briefs, the occasional pair of Lenny’s used panties that he was allowed to press to his face for a moment before putting them away. He made their bed each morning, smoothing the comforter over the mattress where they’d fucked the night before, inhaling the lingering scent of sex and her perfume. He became invisible in the best and worst ways, present when needed, absent when not.

Arthur took Lenny whenever the mood struck. At bedroom, at kitchen, on sofa and Marnus being a spectator.
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Finally, vaginoplasty of Marnus is done. The recovery room smelled of antiseptic and fresh linens. Soft fluorescent light bathed the narrow hospital bed where Marnus laid propped against pillows, legs slightly apart beneath the thin blanket.

Dr. Margret stood at the foot of the bed, chart in hand, her silver-streaked hair catching the light like quiet approval.

“Congratulations, Marnus,” she said warmly, voice steady and kind. “You are a woman now.”

The words landed gently, final.

Lenny sat on the edge of the mattress, one hand resting possessively on Marnus’s thigh over the blanket. She smiled - slow, radiant, triumphant.

Marnus stared down at the place between his legs where the familiar weight had been removed forever. In its place: soft, swollen folds, delicate and new, stitched with meticulous care. A neat surgical dressing covered the site. He lifted a trembling hand and let his fingertips brush the edge of the dressing, then hesitantly traced the outer lips through the thin gauze. The touch sent a small, electric shiver up his spine. No hardness. No protrusion. Just soft, yielding flesh that responded to her curiosity with a faint, fluttering warmth.

A tear slipped down his cheek. Not pain. Not regret. Relief so deep it hurt.

The door opened quietly.

Arthur stepped in, tall and easy in his dark jacket, a single white rose in his hand. He crossed to Lenny first, bent, and kissed her.

Dr. Margret glanced between them, brow lifting slightly in polite curiosity.

“Is he your brother?” she asked, nodding toward Arthur.

Lenny pulled back from the kiss, lips curved in amusement.

“No,” she said softly. “My boyfriend.”

Margret’s smile widened - genuine, without a trace of surprise.

“Perfect family,” she murmured, closing the chart with a soft snap. “I’ll give you three some privacy. Marnus, rest today. Follow-up in ten days. You’re healing beautifully.”

She left with a final nod.

Arthur handed the rose to Lenny, who tucked it behind Marnus’s  ear like a crown.

“Welcome back, princess,” he said, voice low.

Marnus looked up at them both - her wife, her lover and felt the last thread of “Marnus” snap inside his chest.

“Marnus is gone,” she said simply. “You’re Magi now. My sweet, perfect girl. My wife.”
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A few days after discharge, the stitches had dissolved, the swelling eased, and the new reality between Magi’s legs had begun to feel less like a wound and more like a permanent, intimate truth. She still walked carefully, but the ache had faded to a faint, secret throb that reminded her constantly of what she’d become.

Lenny decided it was time.

She drove Magi to the same upscale beauty parlor in Capitol Hill. No explanations. Just a soft command in the car: “Today you become the woman on the outside that you already are on the inside.”

The staff recognized Lenny immediately. They whisked Magi into the chair without a word of surprise, Lenny had clearly called ahead. Hours passed in a blur of gentle hands and quiet conversation: full-leg and Brazilian wax, manicure and pedicure in glossy nude, eyebrows threaded into perfect arches, lashes extended, makeup applied with expert precision, smoky eyes, contoured cheeks, rose-tinted lips that looked perpetually kissed.

Her hair, already shoulder-length from months of growth, was treated with deep conditioning, then styled into long, glossy waves that cascaded down her back in soft, shining ribbons. Caramel highlights caught the light like threads of gold.

Finally, the dress: the  pale blush chiffon maxi, underneath: white lace bra cradling her 34B breasts, still growing, tender, matching high-cut satin panties that hugged the smooth mound of her new pussy without a single bulge to betray the past.

When Magi stepped out of the changing room, the entire salon clapped in appreciation.

Lenny stood, eyes dark with possession and pride.

“Perfect,” she breathed.

Outside, Arthur waited in the black SUV, leaning against the driver’s door with arms crossed. When he saw her, his lazy grin sharpened into something hungrier.

“Jesus,” he said, pushing off the car. “Look at you, princess.”

He circled her slowly, gaze raking from glossy waves to painted toes peeking from strappy sandals.

“You clean up dangerous,” he murmured, stopping in front of her. He reached out, brushed a lock of hair behind her ear, thumb lingering on her jaw. “Fucking gorgeous.”

Magi’s cheeks flushed beneath the makeup. She dropped her eyes, ladybag clutched tight in both hands.

Arthur opened the back door for her like a gentleman, then slid into the driver’s seat beside Lenny.

The drive home was quiet except for the low hum of the radio and Lenny’s occasional soft laugh when Arthur reached over to squeeze her thigh.

As they pulled into the driveway of their little house on the quiet street, Susan, their next-door neighbor, was standing on the garden watering plants. She squinted, confused, then waved uncertainly.

Lenny rolled down the window as Arthur parked.

“Hey Susan,” Lenny called brightly.

Susan stepped closer, eyes flicking from Lenny to Arthur to the elegant woman in the backseat.

“Who’s this?” Susan asked, tilting her head.

Lenny’s smile was sweet, almost innocent.

“Hey Susan, this is Marnus, well, not anymore. This is Magi now. And this is Arthur, my boyfriend.”

Susan’s mouth opened. Closed. Opened again. The watering can tilted; a thin stream of water hit her shoe unnoticed.

Magi kept her gaze on her lap, cheeks burning beneath the foundation.

Lenny laughed lightly, airy, delighted and rolled the window back up.

Arthur killed the engine. “Let’s go inside, girls.”

They walked up the path together: Lenny in front, hand on Magi’s lower back; Arthur behind, eyes on the sway of Magi’s hips beneath the chiffon.

Inside, the door clicked shut.

Arthur stepped close behind Magi, chest brushing her back. He leaned down, lips against her ear.

“You are so sexy,” he whispered, voice rough. “I’m going to fuck you every day from now on. That pretty new pussy is mine.”

Magi shivered, her new breasts rising with a quick breath.

That night, after dinner Lenny led her to the master bedroom.

“Strip to your underwear,” Lenny said.

Magi obeyed: maxi pooled at her feet, bra and satin panties remaining. White lace against pale skin, long hair tumbling over shoulders, lips still glossy.

Arthur grabbed his camera.

They posed her on the bed first, kneeling, back arched; then standing by the window, one hand on hip; then on all fours, ass presented, looking back over her shoulder with wide, uncertain eyes.

Flash after flash.

Magi’s voice was small. “Why are you taking pics, Lenny?”

Lenny lowered the phone, smiled that wicked, knowing smile.

“You’ll find out.”

Arthur sat at the desk, laptop open. Lenny perched on the arm of his chair, watching the screen with bright, excited eyes. He uploaded the best shots to an adult site—one of the discreet, high-end escort platforms. Profile name: Magi Seattle.

Age: 32 Measurements: 34B, slim waist, fresh pussy (post-op, fully functional) Services: submissive, obedient, eager to please Rate: $500 per night

Arthur hit “Publish.”

Lenny let out a delighted laugh, light, triumphant.

“We don’t have to work from now on,” she said, voice bubbling.

Arthur laughed too - deep, satisfied. He turned, pulled Lenny into his lap, kissed her hard. Tongues sliding, hands roaming.

Magi stood frozen, still in her lace bra and panties, long smooth hair framing her shocked face.

The profile was live.

Her new pussy - soft, untouched except by medical hands fluttered uselessly between her thighs.

They kept kissing, laughing against each other’s mouths.

Magi didn’t move.

She just stood there, painted lips parted, heart hammering, realizing in one cold, electric rush: This was her life now.

Wife. Woman. Commodity.

And they were only getting started.

––––––––

THE END
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I gripped Sophia’s hand a little tighter as the plane touched down on the runway at Kahului Airport. The wheels screeched against the tarmac, and outside the window the bright Hawaiian sunlight exploded across green mountains and turquoise ocean. Ten days in Maui. I’d been planning this trip for months. This was supposed to be our reset. Our second honeymoon. Sophia squeezed my fingers back and leaned over to kiss my cheek. “We’re really here, babe,” she whispered, her voice bright with excitement. “I can already smell the ocean.”

She looked incredible even after a five-hour flight from Los Angeles. Her long, dark hair was pulled into a messy bun, a few strands framing her heart-shaped face. The simple white tank top she wore hugged her full, heavy breasts, and her yoga pants clung to the generous curve of her hips and ass. At twenty-nine, Sophia was the kind of woman who turned heads without even trying. Curvy in all the right places, with smooth olive skin, full lips, and those big brown eyes that always seemed to sparkle with mischief. I was the lucky one - the shy, introverted guy who somehow convinced her to marry me.

The airport was a blur of leis, ukulele music, and warm trade winds. We collected our luggage and climbed into the private shuttle I’d pre-booked. This vacation had to work. Our sex life back home had become... mechanical. Once every couple of weeks, usually on a Saturday night after a bottle of wine. I’d finish fast too fast and she’d cuddle me and say it was fine. But I could feel the restlessness in her. The way she’d linger on her phone at night scrolling through Instagram, liking photos of muscular guys on gyms. I told myself it was nothing. I told myself this trip would fix everything.

The Four Seasons Wailea was even more spectacular than the pictures. Lush tropical gardens, infinity pools cascading toward the ocean, and our oceanfront suite with a private lanai that overlooked the beach. The moment the bellman closed the door behind us, Sophia kicked off her sandals and spun in a circle.

“Ethan, this is insane,” she laughed. “Look at that view!”

I wrapped my arms around her from behind, burying my face in her neck. She smelled like coconut sunscreen and the faint vanilla of her perfume. “I wanted it to be perfect for us,” I murmured against her skin. My hands slid down to rest on her hips. I felt myself getting hard already, just from holding her.

That first night, I tried.

We had a romantic dinner at the resort’s oceanfront restaurant. Sophia wore a slinky red sundress that plunged low between her breasts and stopped high on her thighs. Every man in the place glanced at her. I caught a few lingering stares and felt that familiar mix of pride and insecurity. She was mine. But I was the quiet guy in the linen shirt who looked like he belonged behind a computer screen.

Back in the suite, the lanai doors open to the warm night air and the sound of waves, I pulled her close. We kissed slowly at first, then deeper. I slipped the straps of her dress down her shoulders and cupped her heavy breasts, thumbs brushing over her hardening nipples. Sophia moaned softly and arched into me. I was rock hard. I guided her to the king-sized bed, kissing down her body, tasting the salt on her skin from the day. When I pushed inside her, she was wet and warm and perfect. For a few minutes it felt incredible - the way her legs wrapped around me, the soft gasps she made. But then the familiar pressure built too fast. I tried to slow down, to focus on her, but my body had other ideas. Within minutes I was groaning and spilling into her, trembling with release.

Sophia lay still beneath me, her breathing steady but unsatisfied. I could feel it in the way her hips didn’t move, in the quiet way she didn’t moan my name.

I rolled off her, embarrassed, my face burning. “I’m sorry... I tried to last longer.”

She turned her head to look at me.

“Clean me up. Lick your cum out of my pussy like a good boy.” There was no anger in her voice, only calm authority.

My stomach twisted with humiliation and a dark, helpless arousal. She knew exactly what this did to me. She had known for years that I was submissive to her - that being made to taste my own failure turned me on even as it shamed me.

I hesitated only a second before sliding down the bed. Sophia spread her legs wider, her pussy glistening with my cum. The scent of sex and my own release hit me as I lowered my face between her thighs. I pressed my tongue against her folds and tasted the salty, tangy mixture. I licked slowly, swallowing my own cum as I cleaned her, my cock already twitching back to life despite having just come.

Sophia sighed in pleasure, her hand resting on the back of my head, guiding me.

“That’s it,” she murmured. “Lick deeper, baby. Get every drop. You know how much I love when you do this.”

I obeyed. I licked her folds, her clit, pushed my tongue inside her to get more of my cum. Sophia moaned softly, her hips rolling against my face as I brought her closer.

When she came, it was with a long, satisfied moan, her thighs clamping around my head. I kept licking through her orgasm, swallowing everything until she finally relaxed and pulled me up beside her.

She kissed my forehead, stroking my hair like I was her good pet.

“You’re such a sweet husband,” she whispered. “I love that you’ll do anything for me.”

I lay beside her afterward, face sticky, heart racing with shame and love. She knew exactly how to push my buttons, and she did it so naturally now.
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The next morning, we slept in, had breakfast on the lanai, and spent the day by the pool. Sophia looked like a goddess in her tiny white bikini. The top barely contained her breasts, and the bottoms rode high on her round ass. I rubbed sunscreen on her back and tried not to notice the other men staring. By afternoon we moved down to the beachfront bar, shaded by palm trees, sipping mai tais and watching the ocean.

That was when she saw him.

“Oh my God, Ethan look over there,” Sophia whispered, her voice suddenly excited. She nodded toward a secluded stretch of sand near the palms. “That guy is actually painting. Like, right here on the beach.”

I followed her gaze. A tall black man in his mid-thirties stood in front of a large easel, brush in hand. He wore a loose white linen shirt unbuttoned halfway down his muscular chest, strong jaw, broad shoulders. Even from thirty yards away he had presence - the kind of effortless authority that made people notice.

Before I could say anything, Sophia stood up. “Come on, let’s go watch. I’ve always wanted to see a real artist work up close.”

she was already walking across the sand, her hips swaying in that confident, extroverted way she had. I scrambled to pay the tab and hurried after her.

As we got closer, the man turned. His sharp blue eyes locked onto Sophia immediately. A slow smile spread across his face.

“Well, hello there,” he said, voice deep and smooth.

“The island just decided to send me its best view of the day.”

Sophia laughed, that bright, flirty laugh I rarely heard directed at me anymore.

“Hi, I’m Sophia. This is my husband, Ethan. We saw you painting and got curious. We didn’t want to disturb you though.”

“Not at all,” he replied with a charming smile.

“I’m Victor Sam. Nice to meet both of you.” He shook Sophia’s hand first, then mine, with a firm but pleasant grip. “Are you two visiting Maui?”

“We just got here yesterday,” Sophia said. “It’s our first time. The island is so beautiful.”

Victor nodded, glancing back at his canvas. “It really is. The light here is special - it changes everything.” He looked at Sophia again, his expression appreciative but respectful. “You know, you have a wonderful presence. The way the sunlight is hitting your features right now... you’d make a fantastic subject for a painting.”

Sophia blushed slightly, clearly flattered.

“Really? That’s so kind of you to say.”

“I mean it,” Victor continued effortlessly, his tone warm and natural. “I’ve painted hundreds of people over the years, but every once in a while, someone comes along with a natural light about them. You have that.”

Sophia giggled. I can see her blushing heavily.

“So where are you two from?” Victor asked.

“Seattle,” Sophia replied.

Victor smiled. “That’s nice. Quite a change from Maui though. Bet you’re enjoying trading rain for sunshine.”

Sophia laughed softly. “Definitely.”

Victor smiled at both of us. “If you’re ever interested, I’d love to paint you sometime while you’re here.”

I stood quietly beside Sophia, feeling a strange mix of emotions. Victor seemed like a perfect gentleman - friendly, confident, and easy to talk to. The way he spoke to her was smooth and charming without being pushy. “That sounds really interesting,” Sophia said. “I’ve never modeled before.”

Victor chuckled lightly. “Most of my favorite muses hadn’t either, until they tried it. It can be quite freeing.” 

“I was thinking... if you’re free this evening, I’d love to have you both over for dinner at my villa. Nothing too formal - just some good food, wine, and ocean views.”

Sophia’s face lit up. “That sounds lovely.”

Sophia turned to me with excited eyes. “What do you think, honey? It could be fun.”

I hesitated for a second. Part of me wanted to keep our vacation just for us. But Victor had been nothing but polite, and Sophia looked genuinely thrilled.

“Sure,” I said quietly. “We’d love to come.”

“Wonderful,” Victor replied with a warm smile.

“Great. The villa is at 1842 Oceanfront Drive, Kapalua. just follow the coastal road north.”

He looked at both of us with the same effortless charm. “I hope you can make it.”

Sophia smiled brightly. “Of course, we will come. Thank you for the invitation, Victor.”

“Perfect,” he replied, looking pleased. “I’ll see you both at 7 then.”

With that, Victor gave us a small wave and turned back toward the beach, already focused on his painting again. He got busy setting up his easel once more, completely absorbed in his work.

As we walked back toward the bar, Sophia slipped her arm through mine, still smiling.

“Can you believe that?” she whispered. “He seems like such a nice guy. And he’s a real artist! This vacation is already turning out to be more exciting than I expected.”

“Yeah,” I said, managing a small smile. “He was very friendly.”

Inside, though, my mind kept replaying the conversation. The easy way Victor spoke to Sophia, the way she lit up when he complimented her... it stirred something complicated in me. A quiet jealousy, but also a strange, warm flutter I didn’t fully understand.
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We spent the rest of the evening mostly on the beach.

It was just after 6 PM, when I sat on the edge of the king-sized bed in our resort suite, watching Sophia get ready. The golden Hawaiian sunlight was beginning to soften into evening hues, casting a warm glow across the room. Sophia stood in front of the full-length mirror, applying her makeup. She looked gorgeous. She had chosen a elegant red side-slit maxi dress that hugged her body beautifully. Every time she moved, the high slit on the side revealed her smooth, perfect white thighs. The neckline dipped tastefully low, showing the soft upper curves of her cleavage. Her long dark hair fell gracefully over one shoulder as she worked.

I felt a mix of admiration and nervousness as I watched her.

“Should we really need to go?” I asked quietly.

Sophia paused, glancing at me through the mirror. “Why not, honey? We should go. It’ll be fun.”

I shifted uncomfortably on the bed. “He’s a stranger, Sophia. We don’t really know him anyway.”

She smiled softly and continued applying her bold red lipstick. She pressed her lips together, then picked up her comb and started running it through her hair.

“Hey, don’t be silly, honey,” she said reassuringly. “He’s a gentleman. You saw how polite he was. We’ll have fun. Good food, nice views, and interesting conversation. What’s the harm?”

I watched her for a moment, then sighed. “Okay then.”

Sophia turned around and smiled at me warmly. She knew I would agree. I never said no to her, and she was well aware of it.

The short drive to Victor’s villa along the scenic coastal road was quiet. Sophia looked relaxed and happy beside me, her red dress glowing in the soft evening light.

We arrived at 1842 Oceanfront Drive just before 7. The villa looked older than I expected - a beautiful, historic-style mansion with weathered stone walls, large wooden shutters, and a long driveway lined with palm trees. Victor came out through the large wooden front door. He looked relaxed and confident in a crisp white shirt with the top two buttons open, revealing a hint of his tanned chest. When he saw us, he smiled warmly and walked down the steps to greet us.

“Sophia... welcome,” he said, his deep voice smooth and pleasant. He shook my hand first, firm but friendly, then turned to Sophia. His eyes lingered on her for a moment longer. “You look even more beautiful than I remember.”

Sophia smiled, clearly pleased. “Thank you, Victor. Your villa is stunning.”

“It’s been in my family for generations,” he replied, gesturing toward the old stone building.

We followed him through the heavy wooden doors into a spacious foyer with high ceilings and warm lighting. The inside was even more impressive, dark polished wood floors, antique furniture, and large paintings on the walls. It felt rich, lived-in, and expensive. I couldn’t help but think that Victor was clearly a wealthy man.

A middle-aged maid in a simple uniform appeared quietly from a side hallway. Victor nodded at her. “Maria, we’re ready for dinner.”

“Yes, sir,” she replied softly and disappeared toward what I assumed was the kitchen.

Victor led us through a wide hallway into a grand dining room. A long wooden table was already set with candles, fine china, and crystal glasses. The large windows offered a stunning view of the darkening ocean. “Please, sit,” Victor said, pulling out a chair for Sophia first. She sat down gracefully, her red dress shifting and revealing a flash of her smooth thigh through the slit. I took the seat across from her, while Victor sat at the head of the table, between us but clearly closer to Sophia.

As the maid placed the last dish and stepped back, Victor glanced at her and gave a small, subtle signal with his hand, she nodded once, turned, and quietly left the room. I took a sip of the cold wine. It was excellent.

Sophia seemed completely at ease. She picked up her wine glass and smiled across the table at Victor. “This looks amazing. Thank you again for inviting us.”

Victor leaned back slightly in his chair, his eyes on her. “The pleasure is mine. I don’t often get such lovely company.” His gaze moved over her face, then briefly lower to the neckline of her red dress. “That color suits you perfectly, by the way.”

Sophia glanced down at her dress and smiled. “Thank you. I wasn’t sure if it was too much for dinner.”

“Not at all,” Victor said smoothly. “In fact, it’s perfect. You should always wear things that make you feel beautiful. And you do.”

The conversation between them started flowing easily, as if I wasn’t even there.

“So,” Victor said, picking up his chopsticks, “what do you do, gorgeous?”

Sophia laughed softly, a little embarrassed but clearly flattered by the way he called her “gorgeous.” “Nahh, I’m just a housewife.”

Victor: “Just a housewife? That’s a full-time job in itself. But I have a feeling there’s much more to you than that.” He paused, then added with a charming smile, “From now on, you are my muse.”

Sophia giggled, her cheeks turning a light pink. She was clearly enjoying Victor’s company. The way she looked at him - attentive, smiling, almost glowing made something twist inside me. She hadn’t looked at me like that in a long time.

I wanted to join in. I cleared my throat and started to speak. “So, how long have you...”

But neither of them seemed to mind or even notice. Victor continued as if I hadn’t spoken.

“Have some sushi,” he said to Sophia. He picked up a piece with his spoon and held it out toward her across the table. Sophia leaned forward slightly, her red dress shifting and exposing more of her thigh. She opened her mouth and let him feed her the sushi. Her lips closed around the spoon for a moment before she pulled back, chewing slowly. A small smile played on her lips as she tasted it.

“Mmm,” she said, her eyes meeting his. “That’s really good.”

I felt invisible. They were in their own little world now - the easy conversation, the shared smiles, the way Victor kept finding excuses to compliment her. I tried again to join in, asking something about the villa, but my words seemed to disappear into the air. Neither of them turned to me. It was like I was just... there. A stranger at the dining table.

Victor reached for his wine glass but didn’t take his eyes off Sophia. “You look gorgeous in this dress,” he said quietly, his voice lower now, more intimate.

Sophia smiled, her blush deepening. “Thank you, Victor.”

He reached across the table and caressed the back of her hand with his fingers. She didn’t pull away. Instead, she let her hand stay under his.

“I mean it,” Victor said, his thumb gently stroking her skin. “You are too gorgeous, sweetheart.”

Sophia’s cheeks flushed a deeper red. She looked down for a second, then back up at him, her eyes sparkling with something I hadn’t seen in her for a long time - excitement, attraction, maybe even a little nervousness.

I sat there across from them, my wine glass in hand, feeling the heat rise in my chest. Part of me wanted to say something, to remind them I was there. But another part of me - a quieter, more confusing part, couldn’t look away. Watching Sophia like this, being desired so openly by a man like Victor... it stirred something deep inside me. Something I didn’t want to name.

Sophia’s fingers curled slightly under Victor’s touch. She was still blushing, still smiling, still completely captivated by him.

Sophia finally pulled her hand back gently and looked down at her plate. “I’m full,” she said softly, smiling at Victor.

“Not yet,” victor replied. He picked up the serving spoon, took a large, juicy piece of grilled chicken from the central platter, and placed it directly onto Sophia’s plate.

“Eat, gorgeous.”

Sophia let out a soft, surprised laugh. “Noo...” she protested lightly, but there was no real resistance in her voice. She glanced at me for half a second, then back at Victor. Under his steady gaze, she picked up her fork, cut a piece of the chicken, and brought it to her mouth.

Victor watched her as she chewed. Sophia ate slowly, almost self-consciously, but she kept going until the entire piece was finished. I could see the subtle shift in her body language - the way her shoulders relaxed, the way she sat a little straighter when he praised her with just a small nod. I could feel it clearly now - the submissive energy radiating from Sophia around Victor. She was behaving in a way I had never seen before. Playful. Compliant. Almost eager to please this man we had met only hours ago.

As soon as she finished the chicken, Victor  spooned a generous portion of fresh tuna onto her plate, the pink fish glistening under the candlelight.

Sophia cooed softly. “Noo, Victor... I really can’t.”

“Eat, gorgeous,” he said again, his tone gentle but firm, leaving no room for argument.

To my surprise, Sophia didn’t argue further. She gave him a shy little smile and started eating the tuna. Piece by piece. Slowly. Victor watched every bite with quiet satisfaction, occasionally sipping his wine. The way she obeyed him so easily - this stranger we had only met today  sent a strange wave through me. Victor had this irresistible aura. Confident. Calm. Completely in control. And Sophia was responding to it naturally, almost instinctively.

I sat there in silence, my own plate mostly untouched. They barely looked at me. It felt like I was watching a private moment between them, even though I was sitting right across the table. Every time Sophia took a bite under Victor’s watchful eyes, I felt a confusing mix of jealousy and unwanted arousal twisting in my stomach.

The doorbell rang through the old villa.

Maria appeared from the side door and quietly went to answer it. A few moments later, a group of six people entered the dining area - three young men and three young women, all in their early to mid-twenties, carrying sketchpads and small bags.

Victor  smiled at them. “Come in, students.”

The group greeted him. They looked excited.

Victor turned toward Sophia, his voice warm and confident. “I give painting classes. I called them earlier because you were coming tonight.” He smiled at her. “You will be their muse today.”

Sophia’s eyes widened in surprise. “Ohh... “I’m not prepared at all...”

Victor smiled reassuringly.

“There is nothing to be prepared for, sweetheart. Just be yourself. That’s more than enough.”

He then turned to the students. “Go ahead and set up your easels. We’ll join you shortly.”

The six students  walked down the hallway, disappearing into another part of the villa.

We finished dinner in a heavy, charged silence. Victor stood up first, offering his hand to Sophia like a true gentleman. She took it without hesitation. I followed behind them as Victor led us through a long, dimly lit corridor. The wooden floors creaked softly under our feet. The walls were lined with framed paintings - some landscapes, some portraits of women in various states of undress. I tried not to stare.

At the end of the corridor, Victor pushed open a heavy wooden door.

The painting room was large and beautifully lit. Soft, warm golden light poured from several adjustable studio lamps positioned around the space. Six easels were arranged in a semi-circle, each with a young student already seated in front of it. Three young men and three young women, looked up as we entered.

They smiled when they saw us.

Victor placed his hand lightly on the small of Sophia’s back and guided her to the center of the room, where a low, circular platform stood under the brightest light. She looked nervous but curious.

“Dear students,” Victor announced in his deep, smooth voice, “this is your muse tonight. Sophia.”

Everyone said hi in a chorus of young, excited voices.

Sophia smiled shyly at them. “Hii...”

“So,” Victor continued, “today we are going to draw a nude woman.”

The words hit me like a punch.

I froze. My mouth went dry.

Sophia’s head snapped toward him, eyes wide with surprise. “Victor... but...”

The students reacted immediately.

“That’s great!” one of the boys said.

“Finally,” one of the girls whispered with a grin.

Sophia looked at Victor, then at me, her face a mix of confusion and embarrassment.

“I think it’s...” I started, my voice weak.

Victor didn’t let me finish.

“Ethan,” he said calmly, pointing to a simple wooden chair in the far corner of the room, “can you go and sit on that chair?”

I stood there for a second, stunned. My legs felt heavy, like they didn’t belong to me. But I moved. I actually moved. One step, then another. I couldn’t believe I was walking toward that chair like some obedient guest while my wife stood in the center of the room about to be drawn naked by six strangers.

Sophia watched me go, her lips slightly parted in surprise. Then she smiled - a small, nervous, almost embarrassed smile. I felt my face burn as I sat down in the corner chair, hands gripping my knees.

Sophia stood in her red maxi, looking more beautiful and more vulnerable than I had ever seen her. She nervously smiled at the students, trying to appear calm. Her husband had gone and sat on the chair like an obedient guy. Victor stepped close to her. He gently caressed her chin with two fingers, tilting her face up toward him. His touch was tender but possessive.

“Don’t be shy,” he said softly, his voice low. “It’s just art.”

His other hand moved to her back. I heard the slow, deliberate sound of the zipper being pulled down. The red maxi loosened around her body. Victor’s dark hands slid the straps off her shoulders. The dress slipped down her arms, over the swell of her hips, and fell in a soft red pool around her feet. Victor picked it up and tossed it aside.

She stood there now in just a delicate pink bra and matching pink panties. Her full 36B breasts rose and fell with her quickened breathing, the pink lace of the bra barely containing them. Her nipples were already hard, pressing visibly against the thin fabric.

The students were silent for a moment, then the boys leaned forward slightly in their seats, eyes bright with excitement. Victor didn’t rush. He reached behind her and unhooked her bra. The straps loosened. He slid them down her arms and let the bra fall. Her boobs came free - full, soft, and perfect, with those pretty pink nipples standing out prominently in the cool air of the room.

Sophia’s breath caught. She stood completely still, arms at her sides, as her most intimate parts were slowly revealed to the room.

Victor leaned in close and whispered in her ear.

“Honey, will you remove the panty... or should I help?”

She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her pink panties and slowly pushed them down. Inch by inch, the fabric slid over the smooth curve of her hips, revealing the soft, clean-shaven skin of her mound. Her beautiful, pink pussy came into full view - smooth, delicate, and already showing a faint glistening that made my stomach clench with a painful mix of jealousy and unwanted arousal.

She stepped out of the panties.

Victor reached down, picked them up, and tossed them aside with the rest of her clothes.

Sophia stood completely naked in the center of the room.

Her hands twitched at her sides like she wanted to cover herself, but she didn’t. She just stood there, breathing hard, her cheeks flushed deep red, her nipples hard, her smooth pussy on full display under the warm studio lights. The six young students were staring - some with open admiration, some with barely hidden excitement. The girls were smiling in that same knowing way.

This was not supposed to happen.

We were on a vacation to spend some time together. To reconnect. And now my wife was standing completely nude in front of a group of young strangers, obeying this tall, dark-skinned man we had met only a few hours ago.

Victor gently took her left hand and placed it on her hip, guiding her fingers to rest there naturally. Then he slid two fingers under her chin and tilted her head upward, making her look straight ahead with confidence. Sophia obeyed without resistance. Her body trembled slightly as she held the pose. Victor then reached behind her head and slowly untied the loose bun she had made earlier. Her long, dark hair tumbled down in rich waves, cascading over her shoulders and partially covering one of her breasts. The contrast of her dark hair against her pale skin was stunning. She looked like a goddess - sensual, nervous, and completely exposed.

Victor stepped back, admiring his work for a moment. He pulled out a cigarette from his pocket, lit it with a silver lighter, and took a slow drag.

“You can start, guys.”

The students immediately began drawing. Their eyes moved hungrily over Sophia’s naked body - studying the curve of her breasts, the dip of her waist, the smooth mound of her pussy, the roundness of her ass. The three young men were particularly focused, their expressions full of excitement. The girls drew with appreciative smiles, occasionally whispering to each other. Minutes passed in heavy silence, broken only by the sound of drawing and Victor’s occasional exhale of cigarette smoke.

After some time, Victor walked over to her again. He placed one hand on her lower back and gently pushed her ass backward, making her arch it slightly. The movement made her breasts thrust forward and her pussy become even more prominently displayed.

“Better,” he said quietly. “Push your hips back a little more, sweetheart. Yes... just like that.”

Sophia let out a tiny, shaky breath but obeyed. Her face was flushed deep red with embarrassment, but she didn’t protest. Victor then tilted her head slightly to the side, brushing her hair back over her shoulder so both her breasts were fully visible again.

Every time he touched her - even casually, her body responded. Her nipples grew even harder. A faint sheen of nervous sweat made her skin glow under the lights. My cock was painfully hard inside my pants. Throbbing. Leaking. I could feel the wetness against my underwear. I didn’t understand why. This was my wife  - standing completely naked in front of six young strangers while they sketched every intimate detail of her body. She was being posed and adjusted like a piece of art by a man we had met only hours ago.

And I was rock hard.

My face burned with shame. I kept my hands on my thighs, trying to hide the obvious bulge in my pants. I felt jealous. I felt humiliated. But more than anything, I felt a dark, twisted excitement I couldn’t control.

One of the girl students whispered something, and the others giggled softly. Sophia’s eyes flicked toward me for a brief second. There was embarrassment in her gaze... but also something else. Excitement. Almost a silent question: Are you really okay with this?

I couldn’t answer. I remained in the corner, hard, confused, and unable to look away from the erotic scene unfolding in front of me.

Nearly an hour had passed. The soft scratching of pencils and charcoal finally slowed down and then stopped. The students leaned back in their seats, stretching their arms and whispering to each other as they admired their finished drawings.

Sophia was still standing completely naked in the center of the room, holding her pose. Her body was flushed, her nipples stiff, and her smooth pussy visibly aroused from the long exposure. Victor walked over to her and gently took her hand.

“Come, sweetheart. Let’s see what they’ve created.”

He led her, from student to student. Sophia walked gracefully beside him, her full breasts swaying slightly with each step.

At the first easel, Victor stopped. “What do you think, Sophia?”

She leaned forward slightly, studying the drawing. “It’s great,” she said softly, sounding genuinely impressed. “You captured the light on my skin so well.”

The young male student smiled proudly. “Thank you.”

They moved to the next one. Sophia praised each drawing with warmth - “Nice... beautiful shading” while the students replied with excited smiles. Some of the boys couldn’t stop staring at her naked body up close. The girls giggled and complimented her figure. Sophia blushed deeply but kept smiling, clearly enjoying the attention.

I felt a sharp pang of jealousy twist in my chest. This stranger we had met only today was parading my naked wife around the room like she belonged to him. And she was letting him. More than letting him... she seemed to be thriving under his control.

Finally, the students packed up their things, thanked Victor, and left the painting room one by one. The heavy door clicked shut behind the last student.

Now it was just the three of us.

Victor turned to Sophia with a proud smile. “You did great, sweetheart. You were a perfect muse tonight.”

Sophia smiled shyly. “Thanks...”

She glanced down at her body, then back at Victor. “Can I get my clothes back now?”

Victor chuckled softly, his eyes roaming over her exposed breasts and smooth pussy. “You don’t need clothes around here, Sophia.” He took her hand again, his dark fingers wrapping possessively around hers. “Let me show you my bedroom.”

Before she could respond, he started leading her out of the painting room. Sophia followed without protest, walking barefoot and completely nude beside him.

I stood up quickly. “Hey... where...”

Neither of them even glanced back. They continued walking down the corridor as if I hadn’t spoken. My heart pounded as I followed them like a lost puppy. They climbed the wide wooden staircase to the second floor. I trailed behind, my eyes glued to Sophia’s bare ass as it swayed with every step. Her long dark hair brushed against her back. She looked incredibly erotic - vulnerable and aroused at the same time.

We entered a huge master bedroom. It was luxurious and a massive king-sized bed with dark sheets, large windows overlooking the ocean, and soft ambient lighting. The door closed behind us with a heavy click.

Victor looked at me directly. “Ethan, why don’t you go and sit there.”

He pointed to a comfortable armchair in the corner of the room, positioned perfectly to view the entire bed.

I hesitated for only a second... then obeyed. Sophia glanced at me as I settled into the corner. A small, almost teasing smile played on her lips - like she was surprised but also pleased that I was complying so easily.

Victor turned to her. Without another word, he pulled her close and kissed her. His strong hands cupped her face as his lips claimed hers. Sophia stiffened for a brief moment, then melted into him. For one last time, her eyes met mine across the room -wide, nervous, and filled with conflicting emotions. Then she gave in completely.

The kiss grew hungry. Victor’s tongue pushed into her mouth, tasting her deeply. It looked like he was devouring her. Sophia moaned softly into his mouth as he explored her tongue, sucking and licking with dominant passion. His hands roamed down her naked back, gripping her ass possessively and pulling her body flush against him.

Sophia’s hands came up to rest on his chest. She kissed him back with growing eagerness, her naked breasts pressed against his shirt. The wet, erotic sounds of their deep kissing filled the large bedroom. Victor tilted her head back slightly and kissed her even harder, almost eating her tongue as he claimed her mouth completely.

She leans into him, her naked back arching just enough to press her breasts against his chest. His fingers slide into her hair, pulling just a little. A small, desperate noise hums in her throat. I see the glisten of saliva on her chin when he breaks for air. Sophia chases his mouth, rising on tiptoes, but he’s already nudging her backward. The mattress catches her. She sinks down onto the white sheets, legs dangling over the side, looking up at him with half-lidded eyes.

He unbuttons his shirt. The fabric peels away from a wide chest, muscles shifting with each small movement. His belt clinks. The pants drop. Black boxer briefs strain over the thickest erection. Victor towers above her. Victor’s mouth found hers again. Deep. Hungry. His tongue slid past her lips and I watched her swallow him, watched her fingers curl into his shoulders, nails dimpling his skin. She had never grabbed me like that. Not once.

He broke the kiss.

Sophia’s chin lifted, chasing his mouth, but he was already moving. His lips trailed along her jaw, down the column of her throat, and she arched into him, her back bowing off the mattress. Victor’s mouth closed over her right breast. Her nipple disappeared between his lips and her whole body shuddered. Her hand flew to the back of his head, fingers threading through his hair, holding him there. Pressing him deeper into her flesh. His tongue circled. Laved. Sucked. His right hand cupped her other breast. Thumb and forefinger found the nipple, rolled it, pinched gently. Then harder. Sophia gasped, her mouth falling open, eyes half-lidded and glazed. Her chest rose and fell in quick, shallow rhythm. She was already gone. Already swimming in a pleasure I had never been able to give her.

Victor’s left hand slid down her stomach. Over her navel. to the pink pussy. Two fingers pressed against her slit. She was wet. I could see the glisten. His fingers dipped inside her, and her whole body clenched. Her hips bucked upward, grinding against his hand.

“Oh god,” she breathed. “Oh god, Victor.”

His fingers began to move. Slowly at first. Testing. Teasing. He watched her face as he fucked her with his hand, studying every twitch, every flutter of her eyelids. He knew exactly what he was doing.

I knew nothing.

My cock was hard in my pants, painful against the zipper, but I couldn’t look away. Couldn’t move. My wife’s body was writhing beneath another man, and I was seeing her for the first time. Seeing her alive. Every nerve ending firing, every muscle singing. The way her hips matched the rhythm of his fingers. The way her breath caught when he curled them just right. He kept sucking her breast. Kept rolling the other nipple between his thumb and finger. And his fingers kept moving inside her, faster now, the wet sounds filling the room. A rhythmic squelch that made my stomach tighten.

Sophia’s eyes rolled back. Her hands gripped the sheets. “I’m...Victor, I’m...”

He didn’t stop. Didn’t slow. He pushed her.

Her body stiffened.  A cry, raw and ragged, tore from her throat as her hips bucked wildly against his hand. Her pussy flooded, liquid running down her thighs, soaking the sheets beneath her. She pulsed around his fingers. Once. Twice. A third time, softer.

He kept his hand there, fingers still inside her, feeling every contraction.

She lay trembling beneath him, chest heaving, eyes closed. Her lips were parted, slick with spit. Her hair fanned across the pillow in dark waves. She looked ruined. She looked beautiful.

Victor withdrew his fingers slowly. He stripped off his boxers.

His cock stood thick and heavy, the head flushed dark. It was longer than mine. Thicker. Everything about him was more. He knelt between her legs, positioning himself, and she looked up at him with those half-lidded, glazed eyes. Her legs wrapped around his waist, heels digging into the small of his back.

He didn’t make her wait.

The head of his cock pressed against her entrance. She was so wet that he slid in without resistance, a single smooth motion that buried him to the hilt. Her scream was muffled against his shoulder, her nails raking down his back. Her legs tightened around him, pulling him deeper, and he groaned, a low sound that vibrated through his chest.

“Fuck,” he muttered. “You’re so tight.”

Sophia’s response was lost in a moan as he began to move. Slow, deep thrusts that made the bedframe creak. That made the headboard tap against the wall. His hips rolled against hers, grinding, pressing, and she met him stroke for stroke, her pelvis tilting to take him deeper.

I watched. Unblinking. Hands gripping my own thighs hard enough to bruise. Her left hand found his ass, fingers digging into his muscle, guiding his rhythm. Her right hand tangled in his hair. She pulled his mouth down to hers, kissing him sloppily, desperately, her tongue darting against his. She was lost. Completely lost in him.

Victor picked up the pace.

His thrusts became sharper. Harder. The room filled with the sound of skin slapping against skin. Her eyes were open now, fixed on his face, and I saw something in them I had never seen before. Not just pleasure. Recognition. Like she had finally found what she had been searching for.

He angled his hips differently.

Her whole body jerked. “Oh! Right there -Victor don’t stop....”

He didn’t.

He drove into her, over and over, hitting that spot with every stroke. His rhythm was relentless.

Ten minutes. He drove into her for ten minutes without pause, without slowing. His body glistened with sweat, muscles bunching and releasing with each motion. Sophia’s legs wrapped around his waist, locking him in. Her moans became a continuous sound, a wordless melody of pleasure that filled the room. Her right hand tangled in his hair, pulling his mouth to hers. She kissed him hungrily, desperately, her tongue sliding against his.

Victor broke the kiss.

He straightened, his hands gripping her hips, pulling her onto him with each thrust. Her breasts bounced freely. His eyes traced the curve of her body, the way her skin flushed, the way her stomach hollowed with each impact.

“Look at you,” he muttered. “Taking me so well.”

Sophia’s response was a moan, her head falling back, her throat exposed. He leaned down, his mouth finding her neck, biting gently. She whimpered, her hips bucking against him.

His pace quickened. She was close.

I could see it in the way her body stiffened. In the way her breath caught. In the way her fingers dug into his back, leaving red lines across his skin. Her eyes were unfocused, lost, her mouth forming words that never quite sounded.

“Victor...I’m....”

He drove into her harder, faster, his hips slamming against hers. Her back arched off the bed, her body trembling, every muscle tensing.

She came with a scream.

Her pussy clamped down on his cock, pulsing, milking him. Her body shook with the force of it, her legs trembling, her hands gripping him. Her mouth was open, but no sound came out, just a silent cry of release.

Victor groaned.

He pushed deep, buried to the hilt. His jaw clenched. His hips ground against hers, pressing deep, holding. He came inside her, his cock throbbing, pulsing, filling her with his cum. For a long moment, neither of them moved. Victor’s forehead rested against hers, his breathing ragged. His body was heavy on top of her, pinning her to the bed. Her hands stroked his back, slow and soothing, her fingers tracing the lines she had clawed into his skin.

Then he pulled out.

His cock slipped from her, wet and softening. A trickle of cum ran down her thigh, mixed with her own fluids. She just lay there, legs spread, chest heaving, her body glistening with sweat and sex.

He pulled her upright, off his chest, and she rose without resistance, her body moving like it belonged to him now.

“Turn around,” he said.

Sophia blinked. She shifted on the mattress, presenting her back. Her dark hair spilled down her spine, and Victor’s hand found it, gathering the strands, pulling them aside.

He guided her onto her hands and knees.

I watched from the corner, my breath shallow. My wife had never taken this position for me. Not once. I had imagined it, dreamed of it, but never asked. Never had the courage.

Victor didn’t ask.

His hand pressed between her shoulder blades, pushing her upper body flat against the bed. Her ass rose, the cheeks parting slightly. He knelt behind her, his cock jutting forward.

His thumb traced the curve of her ass.

Victor’s hand moved to the nightstand. He pulled out a small bottle, the cap clicking open. Lube. He poured it over his fingers, then reached between her legs, coating her entrance. Sophia whimpered at the cold, then moaned as his fingers slid inside her pussy, gathering her wetness, spreading it back to her ass.

He applied more lube to his cock.

He positioned himself behind her, the head pressing against her tight ring. Sophia’s hands gripped the sheets.

He pushed.

The head penetrated. Sophia gasped, her body stiffening, her fingers twisting in the fabric. Victor paused, letting her adjust. His hands rested on her hips, thumbs stroking her skin, patient.

He pushed deeper.

Her mouth fell open, a long exhale escaping her. Victor sank into her inch by inch, his cock disappearing into her ass, until his pelvis pressed against her cheeks.

He was fully inside her.

Sophia’s body trembled, adjusting to the fullness, the intrusion. Her hands clawed at the sheets, her knuckles white. Then her head dropped forward, and she let out a shaky breath.

He began to move.

Slow at first. Short, shallow thrusts that tested her limits. Sophia’s body rose and fell with each motion, her breasts swaying beneath her, nipples brushing the sheets.  I watched her face. Her cheek was pressed to the mattress, her eyes half-open, staring at nothing. Her mouth hung slack, a string of saliva connecting her lower lip to the sheet. She looked lost. Broken. Beautiful.

Victor’s pace increased.

His hips drove forward, his cock sliding in and out of her ass with a wet, rhythmic sound. Her body rocked with each thrust, her breasts bouncing, her ass rippling with impact. He gripped her hips, fingers digging into her flesh, pulling her onto him harder.

“Yes,” she moaned. “Oh god, yes.”

His hand found her hair.

He grabbed a fistful of dark strands, yanking her head back. Her spine arched, her back bowing, and she cried out. He held her there, her neck exposed, her mouth open, as he fucked her ass from behind.

I saw everything.

The way her eyes rolled back. The way her tongue lolled. The way her body surrendered to him completely. She was no longer my wife. She was his. A vessel for his pleasure, a body for him to use.

And I couldn’t look away.

Victor’s rhythm became punishing.

He slammed into her, over and over, each thrust driving her forward. Her hands slipped on the sheets, her body sliding across the mattress. Victor groaned. He thrust deep, burying himself to the hilt, and held. His body tensed, his hips grinding against her. I saw his cock pulse. Saw his cum fill her ass, leaking around the edges, dripping down her thigh.

He stayed inside her. Victor’s hand loosened in her hair, and her head dropped forward, her forehead resting on the mattress.

Victor pulled out slowly.

His cock slipped from her ass, wet and softening. Victor collapsed beside her. He lay on his back, one arm over his eyes, breathing hard. Sophia remained on her hands and knees for a moment, then slowly lowered herself onto her stomach, her cheek pressing against the wet sheet. Her eyes were closed, her lips parted.

Within minutes, both of them drifted off to sleep - naked, tangled together in his bed.

I remained in the corner chair the entire night, unable to sleep. My mind replayed every moment. Every moan. Every thrust. Every time she called his name. My cock stayed hard for hours before exhaustion finally took me.
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The next morning, the drive back to the resort was quiet. Sophia sat close to me in the back seat. She was still wearing the red side-slit maxi. The silky fabric was slightly wrinkled now.  Her long dark hair was messy and tousled, falling loosely over her shoulders. Her lips were still slightly swollen from Victor’s kisses, and her face had a soft, glowing, thoroughly fucked look.  She looked like pure sex.

Sophia reached over and gently took my hand, intertwining our fingers.

“Sorry, honey,” she whispered, her voice soft. “I wasn’t supposed to do that. But it happened... I don’t know what came over me.”

I didn’t know what to say. My throat felt tight. I just squeezed her hand back. She laid her head on my shoulder, snuggling closer. The faint scent of Victor’s cologne still clung to her skin. I wrapped my arm around her and held her as the taxi wound along the coastal road.

“Maybe we should cut the vacation short,” I suggested quietly. “Go back home.”

Sophia nodded against my shoulder. “Yeah... I think that’s best.”

Back at the resort, we started packing. Sophia moved around the room quietly, folding clothes and putting things into suitcases. There was a different glow on her face - a soft, satisfied radiance I hadn’t seen in years. When she turned her head to reach for something, I noticed a clear bite mark on the side of her neck, dark and fresh from last night. The sight made my stomach twist with jealousy, but it also sent another unwanted throb through me.

It was already 6 PM. We had planned to leave for the airport late tonight.

Suddenly, Sophia’s phone rang. She picked it up quickly.

“Victor,” she answered, her voice bright and warm. “Hi...”

My heart sank hearing her say his name.

She listened for a moment, smiling. “We are going back... but okay. Yeah... we can just drop by.”

She hung up and looked at me.

“Who was that?” I asked, even though I already knew.

“Honey, Victor wants us to come to a party at his place today,” she said.

I stared at her. “What did you say?”

“I said we are going back, but we can just drop by,” she replied, avoiding my eyes a little.

My heart sank further. “Is that necessary, Sophia? We are going back tonight.”

She bit her lip. “We can just drop by and then go straight to the airport from there.”

I stood there for a long moment, feeling defeated.

“Okay,” I said quietly.

I didn’t want to go, but had no option as Sophia has already decided. I could see the happiness in her face when she saw his call.
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We arrived at Victor’s villa around 7 PM. The entire oceanfront property was lit up beautifully, with strings of warm lights hanging across the garden and soft music floating through the air. Sophia had changed into a sleek black maxi dress before we left the resort.  The deep V-neck plunged low between her full breasts, and the high slits on both sides revealed her smooth thighs with every step. She looked stunning and dangerously sexy.

The party was already in full swing. More than fifty people filled the large open hall and spilled out onto the terrace - couples, single men, elegant women, artists, and locals. Laughter and conversation filled the space. As soon as we stepped inside, Victor spotted Sophia immediately.

He walked straight toward her with that confident, commanding stride, completely ignoring me. He pulled her into a warm embrace, kissing her cheek.  

“Sophia, you look incredible.”

He took her hand and led her through the crowd toward the center of the hall, leaving me standing awkwardly near the entrance. I followed at a distance, feeling invisible.

Victor signaled to Maria, the maid. She brought forward a large framed painting and placed it on an easel in the center of the room. It was one of the drawings from last night - a beautiful, sensual nude portrait of Sophia.

Victor raised his voice. “Hey everyone!”

The room gradually fell quiet as people turned toward him.

“This is Sophia,” he announced proudly, his hand resting possessively on her lower back. “And this is the painting one of my students drew of her yesterday.”

A murmur of appreciation rippled through the crowd. Victor continued, “Let’s give her a round of applause.”

Everyone cheered and clapped enthusiastically. I clapped too, my hands moving automatically while my heart pounded.

Victor smiled at the crowd. “Do you guys want to see the model pose live, just like in the painting?”

The response was immediate and loud.

“Yeah!” “Absolutely!” “Let’s see her!”

I was shocked. Sophia looked at Victor with wide, surprised eyes, her mouth slightly open. She clearly hadn’t expected this.

She wanted to say something but words didn’t came out of her mouth.

Victor didn’t wait for her permission. He stepped behind her, his tall frame towering over her. His fingers found the zipper at the back of her black maxi dress and slowly pulled it down. The silky fabric loosened. He slid the straps off her shoulders and let the entire dress fall smoothly down her body, pooling around her feet.

The crowd let out a collective gasp of appreciation.

Sophia stood in the middle of the hall in just a matching black lace bra and panties. Her breasts strained against the delicate fabric, her nipples already visibly hard. The high-cut panties accentuated her long legs and the smooth curve of her mound.

Victor unclasped her bra from behind and removed it, tossing it casually into the crowd. Her round, full 36B breasts spilled free, bouncing slightly. Her pink nipples were stiff and prominent under the bright lights. The guests cheered loudly. Sophia didn’t protest. She stood there, breathing faster, her cheeks flushed deep red with humiliation and excitement.

Victor leaned in and whispered something in her ear.  Her thumbs hooked into the waistband of her black panties. Slowly, she lowered them down her thighs, revealing her thoroughly fucked, smooth pussy. The lips were still slightly swollen from last night.

The entire crowd erupted in loud cheers and applause.

Victor grabbed the panties, held them up for a second like a trophy, then tossed them into the crowd. Someone caught them.

My wife now stood completely nude in the center of the large hall, surrounded by more than fifty strangers. Her head was slightly lowered, hair falling over one shoulder, but her body was on full, shameless display. Victor’s voice rang out again. “Why don’t you pose exactly like in the painting, sweetheart?”

He took her left hand and placed it on her hip, then gently pushed her ass backward, making her arch it seductively. Finally, he tilted her chin up so she looked straight ahead with a proud, sensual expression. Sophia obeyed every touch without resistance.

People started taking out their phones. Flashes went off everywhere. Dozens of guests were photographing and filming my completely naked wife as she held the erotic pose in the middle of the party.

The humiliation burned through me, but my cock was rock hard in my pants. I couldn’t take it anymore. I stepped forward, trying to push through the crowd.

“Hey! Stop this!” I shouted.

Before I could get close, two large security guards grabbed my arms from behind. They lifted me off the ground and carried me effortlessly toward the corner of the room, away from the center. I struggled, but it was useless. They placed me in a chair near the wall, one of them warning me quietly to stay put.

Sophia remained standing nude in the center, posed beautifully under the lights. Victor stood beside her like a proud owner, one hand resting on her bare hip. Guests continued taking photos and videos. Some men openly stared with lust, some women whispered and smiled. Sophia’s face was flushed, but she held the pose, breathing heavily, her nipples hard and her smooth pussy clearly visible to the entire room.

Victor occasionally adjusted her posture - pushing her ass out more, brushing her hair back so both breasts were fully displayed, or running his hand down her spine. Each touch made her shiver visibly.

Victor smiled at the crowd, clearly enjoying every second of it.

Time was slipping away. I kept checking my watch every few minutes, but the guards wouldn’t let me move from the chair in the corner. Our flight was at 10 PM. It was already past 8, then 9. We were definitely going to miss it.

The party continued in full swing around me. Sophia remained completely nude the entire time, standing proudly beside Victor like she belonged there. His large, hand never left her body - it rested possessively on her hip, occasionally sliding down to cup her round ass or brush across her lower back. She looked like a local slut - freshly fucked, glowing, completely owned. Her hair was messy, her lips swollen, and the dark bite mark on her neck was clearly visible under the party lights. Her full breasts jiggled slightly whenever she moved, pink nipples still hard from the constant attention. Her smooth, shaved pussy was on full display, the lips slightly puffy and glistening.

Victor introduced her to everyone as if she were his new trophy.

“This is Sophia,” he would say with pride, pulling her closer so his friends could get a better look. “My new muse. Isn’t she perfect?”

Men shook her hand while openly staring at her naked body. Women smiled knowingly, some touching her arm or complimenting her figure. Sophia blushed deeply. She stood there obediently, smiling shyly, letting Victor’s hand roam freely over her hips, ass, and even occasionally brushing against the side of her breast.

I sat trapped in the corner, the two security guards standing on either side of me like silent statues. Every time I tried to stand or speak, one of them placed a firm hand on my shoulder, pushing me back down. I was forced to watch everything.

The hours dragged on. By 11 PM, the party finally began to wind down. Guests slowly left, many of them still talking excitedly about the naked beauty who had been the center of attention all night. Victor waited until the last guests were gone. Then he turned to Sophia, pulled her close, and kissed her deeply in the middle of the empty hall. His hands roamed freely over her naked body as he devoured her mouth.

“Come,” he said, taking her hand. “Let’s go upstairs.”

Sophia followed him without hesitation, her bare feet padding softly on the wooden floor. Victor glanced at the guards and nodded toward me.

“Make sure he stays comfortable on the couch tonight.”

The two guards dragged me from the chair and forced me onto a large couch in the living area downstairs. One of them brought me a blanket and a pillow before they stepped back into the shadows.

I lay there on the couch, staring at the ceiling, my cock still painfully hard from everything I had witnessed. Soon, I heard footsteps climbing the stairs. Then the bedroom door opened and closed.

It didn’t take long before the moans started.

Sophia’s voice echoed through the old villa - loud, unrestrained, and full of pleasure.

“Ahh... Victor... yes...”

The sound of the bed creaking rhythmically followed. I could picture it perfectly: my wife on her back, legs spread wide, Victor’s dark, powerful body thrusting deep into her. Her full breasts bouncing with every hard stroke. Her smooth pussy stretched around his thick cock.

I squeezed my eyes shut, trying to block it out, but the sounds only grew louder. The wet slapping of skin on skin, Sophia’s desperate whimpers, Victor’s low groans of satisfaction. She was getting fucked senseless just a floor above me while I lay helpless on the couch. Our flight had already left. My wife was upstairs being thoroughly used by the man we had met only two days ago. And I was stuck here, listening to every moan, every cry of pleasure, my cock leaking in my pants.

I forcefully shut my eyes, praying I could somehow fall asleep and escape the sounds of my wife being fucked upstairs.

But sleep wouldn’t come.

Every moan, every slap of flesh, every breathless “Yes, Victor...” reminded me exactly where we were  and how completely Sophia had given herself to him. The long night stretched on, filled with the erotic symphony of my wife’s submission.
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I woke up slowly the next morning, The hall was completely empty and quiet. The party from the night before felt like a distant, humiliating dream. I stood up, stretched my sore back, and began walking upstairs, my heart pounding with a strange mix of dread and anticipation.

The master bedroom was empty. The massive bed was messy, sheets tangled and stained, but Sophia was nowhere to be seen. Victor’s clothes from last night were still on the floor. Confused, I slowly made my way back down the stairs.

As I reached the bottom, Maria appeared from the side hallway. When she saw me, she smiled politely, as if nothing unusual had happened.

“Your wife is at the pool,” she said softly.

I nodded and walked toward the back of the villa. The glass doors leading to the pool deck were open. Warm morning air and the sound of waves drifted inside.

I stepped outside.

From a distance, I saw them.

My jaw dropped.

On the wide wooden deck by the  pool, Victor was fucking Sophia in broad daylight. They were both completely naked. Sophia was lying on her back on a large lounge chair, one of her legs raised high and held upright by Victor’s strong hand. Her other leg was spread wide. Victor was standing between her thighs, pounding into her hard and deep. His dark, muscular body moved powerfully, his hips slamming against her with wet, rhythmic sounds.

Sophia’s head was tilted back, her mouth open in a silent moan. Her full breasts bounced with every thrust. Her smooth, shaved pussy was stretched around his thick cock, glistening in the sunlight. Her toes curled in the air as he fucked her.

I walked closer, unable to stop myself.

Victor was completely focused on her body. He leaned forward, pushing her raised leg even higher, folding her almost in half as he drove deeper. Sophia whimpered and moaned loudly, her hands gripping the sides of the lounge chair.

“Fuck... Victor... yes...” she cried out, her voice carrying across the pool area.

Victor growled and fucked her harder. The wet slapping sound of his body meeting hers filled the morning air. I could see everything - the way his cock stretched her pussy, the way her juices coated him, the way her stomach tightened every time he bottomed out. Sophia’s eyes were half-closed in pleasure. She looked completely lost in it.

Victor suddenly looked up and saw me standing there. He didn’t stop. Instead, he smirked and kept thrusting, even harder. Sophia turned her head and saw me too. For a moment, our eyes met. Her face was flushed with shame and overwhelming pleasure. She just moaned again as Victor slammed into her. Victor leaned down and kissed her roughly, still fucking her deep and steady. Then he pulled back and looked straight at me while he kept moving inside my wife.

Victor groaned, thrust deep one final time, and stayed buried inside her. I watched his ass flex as he came, pumping his load deep into Sophia’s unprotected pussy right in front of me.

He stayed inside her for a long moment, grinding slowly, making sure every drop was buried in her. Then he slowly pulled out. Thick, white cum immediately began leaking from her freshly fucked hole, running down between her ass cheeks onto the lounge chair. Sophia lay there panting, legs still spread, completely exposed. Her chest rose and fell rapidly. Her eyes were glassy.

Victor stood up, his cock still half-hard and shiny with their mixed fluids. He looked at me and smiled.

“Hey Ethan,” he said casually, as if we were discussing the weather, “why don’t you remove your clothes?”

I blinked, my mouth opening and closing uselessly. “Wh... what?”

Victor chuckled, wiping his cock casually with a towel before tossing it aside. “You heard me. Strip.”

I stammered, face burning with humiliation. “I... I can’t...”

Victor glanced at Sophia, who was now sitting up on the lounge chair, her full breasts on full display, cum still dripping down her inner thighs.

Sophia looked at me. There was a new confidence in her eyes, a soft, almost playful dominance I had never seen before.

“Undress, Ethan,” she said softly but firmly.

My heart hammered in my chest. My hands trembled as I reached for the hem of my shirt. Hesitantly, I pulled it over my head and dropped it on the deck. Next came my pants. I unbuttoned them slowly, pushing them down my legs until I stood there in just my boxers. Victor pointed at my boxers with a lazy finger.

“That too.”

Sophia’s smile widened slightly. She didn’t say anything else, but her eyes stayed on me, expectant.

I swallowed hard, hooked my thumbs into the waistband, and slowly pushed my boxers down. My erect cock sprang free, bobbing in the open air. I stepped out of them and stood completely naked in front of Victor and my wife.

I was now as naked as they were.

Victor nodded approvingly. “Good boy. Now you can watch.”

He turned to Sophia and pulled her gently off the lounge chair. He guided her down onto her knees on the wooden deck right in front of him. Victor took his semi-hard shaft in one hand and tapped it against her cheek. “Open your mouth, sweetheart.”

Sophia parted her lips without hesitation. Victor guided the head of his cock into her warm, wet mouth. She wrapped her soft lips around him immediately, sucking gently at first, then taking more as he pushed forward.

“That’s it,” Victor groaned, placing both hands on the back of her head. “Good girl.”

He started fucking her mouth with slow, deep strokes. Sophia’s cheeks hollowed as she sucked him eagerly, her tongue swirling around his shaft. Wet, slurping sounds filled the morning air as Victor pushed deeper, hitting the back of her throat. She gagged slightly but didn’t pull away. Victor’s hands tightened in Sophia’s hair as he began thrusting faster, fucking her face with more force. Saliva dripped from the corners of her mouth, running down her chin and onto her bouncing boobs. Her eyes watered, but she kept sucking him eagerly, looking up at him with pure submission.

I stood there naked, hands at my sides, cock twitching helplessly as I watched my wife worship another man’s dick in broad daylight. The humiliation burned through me, but it only made me harder. Precum dripped steadily from the tip of my cock onto the wooden deck.

Victor’s breathing grew heavier.

“Fuck... I’m close,” he growled.

Sophia moaned loudly around his cock, sucking even harder. With a deep groan, Victor buried himself deep in her throat and came. His cock pulsed visibly as he shot thick ropes of cum straight down her throat. Sophia swallowed desperately, some of it leaking from the corners of her mouth and running down her chin. When Victor finally pulled out, he smeared the last drops of cum across her lips and cheeks like a mark of ownership. Sophia looked up at him, panting, her face messy with spit and semen.

“Come closer, Ethan,” he said.

My legs moved before my brain could protest. I walked toward them, completely naked, my hard cock bouncing with each step. I stopped a few feet away, trembling.

Victor smiled. “Bend over here.”

“Whaa....” I stammered, my voice cracking.

Sophia, still on her knees, let out a surprised giggle. She quickly covered her mouth with her right hand, but her eyes were wide with shock and amusement. She looked genuinely taken aback, but there was clear excitement sparkling in her expression.

Victor didn’t repeat himself. He simply waited, watching me with patient dominance.

I obeyed.

I turned around and bent over the nearby lounge chair, gripping the edges tightly. My ass was now pointed toward Victor. My face burned with humiliation. I could feel Sophia’s eyes on me.

Victor stepped behind me. I felt the heat of his body, then the thick, heavy weight of his huge cock resting against my ass cheeks. He rubbed the slick head up and down my crack, teasing my tight hole. I shivered violently.

He pressed forward.

“Ahhh!” I moaned loudly as the thick head of his cock pushed inside me. The stretch was intense.

Sophia giggled again, softer this time, clearly surprised and aroused by the sight of her husband being fucked by another man.

“Ohhh, my...” she whispered, her voice full of wonder.

Victor gripped my hips firmly and pushed deeper. Inch by inch, his thick cock slid into my virgin ass. I moaned and gasped, my body shaking as he filled me completely.

Victor started thrusting.

He fucked me steadily at first, letting my body adjust to his size. Then his pace increased. His hips slapped against my ass with growing force. Each powerful thrust drove his cock deep into me, stretching my asshole around his thick shaft. I cried out in a mixture of pain and unwanted pleasure. Another man was fucking my ass right in front of my wife.

The last drop of my pride in front of Sophia vanished completely. I was bent over like a slut, moaning while Victor destroyed my asshole. Sophia watched everything - her eyes wide, her hand still partially covering her mouth. Victor fucked me harder. His balls slapped against me with every deep thrust. I moaned helplessly, my voice breaking. My cock was rock hard and dripping, bouncing with every brutal thrust. The pain had mostly faded, replaced by an intense, prostate-milking pleasure that made my legs shake. Sophia moved closer, watching her husband get fucked like a bitch. Her nipples were hard, and I could see fresh wetness glistening between her thighs.

Victor fucked me for ten long minutes of relentless thrusting. He destroyed my asshole, stretching it wide open around his thick cock. I cried, moaned, and whimpered, completely broken. Finally, Victor buried himself deep inside me with a loud groan. He came hard, flooding my insides with his hot cum. I felt every pulse as he emptied himself into me.

He stayed buried for a long moment, grinding slowly, making sure I felt completely owned. Then he pulled out. I collapsed onto the lounge chair, my legs shaking, cum leaking from my ruined asshole. I was panting, broken, and more humiliated than I had ever been in my life.

Victor didn’t even look at me. He simply took Sophia’s hand and pulled her up.

“Come, sweetheart,” he said casually. “Let’s go inside.”

Sophia glanced at me one last time - her face flushed with arousal and a hint of surprise at what she had just witnessed. Then she followed Victor obediently into the villa, completely naked.

I remained collapsed on the chair, naked, used, and leaking Victor’s cum, listening to their footsteps fade upstairs.

My wife was going to get fucked again.

And I was left outside - completely broken, completely submissive, and unable to do anything but accept my new place.
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That evening, as the sun dipped below the ocean, Victor and Sophia sat together on the terrace, completely naked, sharing a glass of wine. I stood nearby, naked.

Victor casually announced, “Sophia and I have decided to get married.”

I felt like the ground had been pulled out from under me.

“No!” I objected, my voice cracking. “You can’t... she’s my wife!”

Victor looked at me with mild amusement. Sophia simply smiled softly and leaned her head on his shoulder, her hand resting on his thigh. My protest was ignored completely. They continued talking about the wedding as if I wasn’t even there.

Two days later, the beachside wedding took place.

It was a small but beautiful ceremony right on the sand in front of Victor’s villa. I was not a guest. I was the servant. Dressed only in a small white apron, I served champagne to the few close friends and artists who had been invited. I watched as Victor and Sophia exchanged vows. Sophia looked radiant in a stunning white dress that hugged her body perfectly. When they kissed, the small crowd cheered. I felt my heart shatter.

After the ceremony, I was ordered to prepare their first night bed.

I spent hours decorating the master bedroom. I covered the huge bed with fresh rose petals, arranged scented candles, and placed a bottle of chilled champagne on the side table. Everything had to be perfect for Victor and his new bride.

When they finally came upstairs, Sophia was glowing. She had changed into a beautiful, flowing pink gown that made her look like a goddess. Her skin was radiant, her eyes sparkling with pure happiness. Ever since she met Victor, she had completely transformed - more confident, more vibrant, more alive than I had ever seen her during our marriage.

Victor looked at the decorated room and nodded approvingly.

“Well done, dear,” he said to me. “You did a good job.”

They walked toward the bed and sat down together. I stood there in the corner, completely naked and embarrassed, unsure where to look.

Victor turned to me with a calm smile.

“So, you have two options, Ethan. You can go back to New York... or you can live here as my servant. Which one do you choose?”

I looked at Sophia. She was watching me with a playful little smile on her face, her hand resting on Victor’s thigh. I didn’t want to lose her forever. I still loved her so much. Seeing her this happy, truly happy - made something inside me accept the truth.

I lowered my head.

“I will stay, Sir,” I said quietly.”

Sophia’s smile widened slightly, surprised but pleased.

Victor chuckled. “Great. I’ve grown quite fond of that cute ass of yours.” He pulled Sophia closer. “You can stay and watch while I fuck your ex-wife on our wedding night.”

As they fucked passionately on the bed, I stood there silently, my cock hard and leaking, knowing I had chosen this humiliation. Maybe someday Sophia would change her mind. Maybe she would grow tired of this life and want to run away with me again.

But for now, I could only watch as Victor made her scream his name on their wedding night, filling her with his cum while rose petals scattered around them.

––––––––

The End
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It was a crisp morning in early spring when newlyweds Clarie and James arrived in Paris, the city of romance. The moment they stepped off the plane, the air around them seemed to shimmer with the possibility of Paris whispered of love, promise, and beginnings. Their honeymoon had been a dream for both of them, one they had imagined since their youth. And in this grand city, there was a woman Clarie whose beauty would make even Paris itself pause and take notice.

Tall and graceful, Clarie stood beside James in the bustling airport, her hand gently held in his. She had a timeless kind of beauty that seemed to exist in the space between innocence and experience. Her auburn hair, cascading in soft waves, framed her face with a natural elegance. It caught the light in ways that made it almost appear like a living thing, constantly shifting, constantly radiant, almost like sunlight caught in a delicate tangle of curls. Her eyes were the colour of honeyed amber, deep and warm, with a light in them that told of endless joy. They sparkled with an infectious sense of wonder as she gazed around the airport, her excitement evident in the way she looked at everything the ceiling, the people, the architecture as though she was seeing Paris for the first time.

Her face was delicate, with high cheekbones and a soft, radiant complexion that seemed to glow against the backdrop of the Parisian sky. It was the kind of beauty that made heads turn. It was the kind of beauty that stopped you in your tracks with its understated grace.

As they made their way through the city streets toward their hotel, the beauty of the place seemed to mirror the beauty of Clarie herself. The streets of Paris were an intoxicating blend of old-world charm and modern-day vibrancy. The cobblestones beneath their feet had been worn smooth by centuries of footsteps, each one adding to the city’s rich history. The buildings, with their tall windows, wrought iron balconies, and aged facades, whispered stories of a bygone era, and yet the city pulsed with life in the present. The architecture was a constant reminder of the past, yet it lived in the moment, just as Clarie did.

At every turn, Clarie was awestruck. She’d read about Paris for years, devoured stories and films set against the backdrop of the city, and dreamed of the day when she would finally arrive. But now that she was here, walking beside her new husband, everything felt like it had come alive in a way she could never have imagined.

Their hotel was a charming little boutique on Rue des Rosiers, tucked in the heart of the Marais district. It had a small but elegant courtyard, and as Clarie stood by the window, gazing out at the view, the sunlight bathed her in a soft, golden glow. The charm of the hotel seemed to resonate with her; it was intimate and yet full of character, a place where history and modernity merged seamlessly.

The day they spent in the heart of Paris was nothing short of magical. They took a leisurely stroll along the Seine, their hands entwined, as Clarie reveled in the romantic atmosphere of the river. She was mesmerized by the bridges arching gracefully over the water, the soft whisper of the river’s current as it swept beneath them. She turned to James, her face lighting up with excitement, her eyes sparkling.

"James, look at this view! It’s even more beautiful than I imagined."

Her voice was soft but filled with wonder, and James couldn’t help but smile at her joy. The way she looked at the world with such awe and appreciation was one of the many things he loved about her. Clarie had always been someone who saw beauty in the smallest details - whether it was a bird perched on a lamppost or the way the sun reflected off the water. Her ability to find magic in the everyday made everything feel new, even something as familiar as Paris.
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They walked along the riverbank, stopping occasionally to admire the views, the boats gliding gracefully by, their reflections dancing on the surface of the water. Clarie’s laughter echoed in the stillness of the evening, her joy infectious. The sunlight was beginning to soften as the evening approached, casting a warm glow over everything.

The couple was lost in the beauty of the moment, their laughter ringing out as they discovered hidden corners of the city they had only dreamed of. Claire’s eyes sparkled, filled with the kind of joy that only a fresh marriage can bring and James’s hand never left hers, as if the world outside of their little bubble didn’t exist.

Suddenly  a voice called out to them from behind.

"Aha, newlyweds! Paris suits you."

They both turned, surprised to see a man standing just a few feet away, watching them with a knowing smile. He was tall, with broad shoulders and dark hair that was just long enough to be tousled in a carefree way. His sharp features were marked by high cheekbones and a strong jawline, and his dark brown eyes glinted with an almost playful curiosity. He wore a well-fitted blazer that made him look effortlessly stylish, the kind of man who looked like he belonged in Paris, but in a way that didn’t scream for attention.

"Sorry to intrude," the man continued, his voice smooth and confident, "but I couldn’t help but notice the way you two are glowing. It’s rare to see such happiness in a city like this." His smile was charming, but there was a certain edge to it, as if he was used to making an impression.

James, ever polite, offered a half-smile in return.

"Thank you. We’re just enjoying our honeymoon."

The stranger nodded, his gaze moving over both of them with an intensity that made James’ stomach tighten.

"How wonderful, I’m Jake" the man said, his eyes now focused solely on Claire. "Paris is the perfect place for such a fresh beginning.

James introduced them. “ I’m James and this is Clarie.

Jake: Clarie what a beautiful name.

Clarie smiled at his compliment

Clarie: Thanks.

Jake: How about I invite you two for coffee? I know a place not far from here, hidden from the usual crowds. It’s quiet, intimate... just the way a honeymoon should be."

Claire, ever the sociable one, seemed intrigued by the invitation. She looked at James for a moment, her expression curious but not uncomfortable.

"That sounds lovely," she said, her voice light and open. "What do you think, James?"

James hesitated, a subtle unease settling in the pit of his stomach. Something about the stranger's presence made him uneasy,  perhaps it was the way he lingered just a little too long on Claire, his eyes not entirely respectful but rather... calculating. Or maybe it was the way he seemed to assume they’d accept his invitation without hesitation. Whatever it was, James felt the hairs on the back of his neck prickle.

"I don’t know..." James began, his voice tinged with reluctance. "We were just about to"

But the stranger cut him off with a smooth, almost apologetic smile. "Please," he said, his voice warm but with an undeniable sense of authority. "It’s just a simple invitation. No pressure. I promise, you’ll enjoy it. I’ve been coming here for years. The coffee is exceptional, and the atmosphere " He glanced at Claire again, this time his eyes lingering for a moment longer than necessary. "It’s perfect for lovers."

Claire smiled brightly, her eyes lighting up at the thought of a hidden gem in Paris. "I’m sure it’ll be wonderful," she said, turning to James, her tone playful now. "Come on, let’s go for a coffee. We’re in Paris. We should embrace the adventure."

He wanted to say no, wanted to insist that they keep their honeymoon as private and intimate as possible. But Claire had already made her decision. She was more open, more trusting of strangers, and often found herself in conversations with people who struck up unexpected encounters. Her charm and openness were part of what had drawn him to her in the first place, but right now, he wasn’t so sure.

Reluctantly, James gave in. "Alright, fine," he said, forcing a smile, though the unease was still present in his chest.

The stranger’s smile widened at James’ consent, though there was something almost too satisfied about it. He turned and began walking, leading them down a quiet street toward a small side entrance tucked between two aged buildings. Claire followed eagerly, her steps light and quick as she chatted with the man, who seemed to hang on her every word. She laughed at something he said, her eyes sparkling with genuine interest.

James walked behind them, trying to shake off the discomfort gnawing at him. He didn’t want to seem possessive, but he couldn’t shake the feeling that this stranger had an agenda. Every now and then, he caught glimpses of Claire's profile as she talked animatedly with the man, her gaze focused on him with such intensity that James felt like an outsider. There was something magnetic about the way she engaged with him, flirtatious, even. Her voice was soft but animated, and her laughter was warm, directed toward him in a way that felt just a little too personal for a first encounter.
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They reached the cafe, and Jake led them inside with a flourish. The space was cozy, almost dimly lit, with worn wooden tables and chairs arranged haphazardly in a way that made the place feel charmingly intimate. It was just as he had described, a little hidden gem away from the bustling crowds.

Jake took a seat beside  Claire as it was a wooden table with chairs  and without asking, he ordered three coffees. Claire who was sitting between James and Jake, unfazed by the unexpectedness of the situation, smiled at him, leaning in slightly as she continued to engage him with lively conversation. Her gaze lingered on him for a moment too long, her lips curling into a flirtatious smile as she complimented him on his knowledge of Paris.

James shifted in his seat, his discomfort growing. He couldn’t quite put his finger on it, but the way the stranger and Claire were exchanging glances, the easy rapport between them, made him feel like an outsider in his own honeymoon. It was subtle, but the man’s attention toward Claire felt different more intense, more personal. Claire was always friendly, but she had a way of drawing people in, making them feel special. And now, it seemed, she was doing just that with this stranger, her voice lilting, her body leaning in ever so slightly as she talked.

James cleared his throat, trying to refocus the conversation back to something more neutral.

"So, how long have you been in Paris?" he asked, his tone casual but strained.

The stranger turned to him, offering another polite smile.

"Oh, quite a while now. I’m here for work, but Paris has always felt like home," he said smoothly, before shifting his gaze back to Claire. "And you, Claire, Will you visit Paris again?"

There was something about the way he said her name, his voice dragging it out just a touch longer than necessary, that made James bristle. He watched as Claire responded, her laughter light and easy, her focus almost entirely on the stranger. It was as if she had forgotten that they were on their honeymoon, that James was sitting right beside her. The thought gnawed at him.

A small, uneasy part of him began to wonder if this invitation for coffee had been more than just a friendly gesture. And as Claire laughed again, her eyes twinkling in the dim light, James felt a wave of jealousy wash over him that he couldn’t quite suppress.

The stranger’s presence was magnetic, drawing clarie in with an effortless charm that made her heart race. “So, Clarie,” Jake said, his voice smooth and inviting, “what do you say we spice up this cafe visit? I’ve got a few ideas for some fun challenges.” He leaned closer, his arm brushing against hers, sending a jolt of exhilaration racing through her. Clarie bit her lip, her cheeks warming under the intensity of his gaze.

“Challenges? Like what?” she asked, her curiosity piqued. Jake grinned, a devilish spark lighting up his eyes.

“How about a game of ‘Would You Rather?’ I’ll ask the questions, and you can’t say no.” He paused, letting the tension hang.

“But be warned, I might throw in a few that could get a little... personal.” James shifted in his seat, his irritation palpable.

“I think we’re good,” he interjected, his voice clipped, but Clarie was already caught in the thrill of the moment.

“I’m in,” she said, her heart racing as she locked eyes with Jake. “Let’s see what you’ve got.”

“All right!” Jake leaned back, his expression triumphant. “Would you rather have an adventurous day exploring the city or a cozy night in with a good book?”

“Adventurous day,” Clarie answered without hesitation, a smile playing on her lips. Jake leaned in closer, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper.

“I like your spirit. How about this: Would you rather have dinner with someone who makes you laugh or someone who makes you feel alive?” “Someone who makes me feel alive,” she replied, her pulse quickening. The air crackled between them, and she felt a thrill at the way his eyes sparkled with interest.

“Oh, I see!” Jake’s gaze sharpened, and he moved just a fraction closer, his arm now resting on the back of her chair, a subtle yet bold move that sent a rush of warmth through her. “And what if that person happens to be right in front of you?” Clarie’s breath hitched, surprised by how much she relished the attention. “Well, then I’d have to say I’m in luck,” she replied, her tone teasing as she leaned in slightly, matching his proximity. James cleared his throat again, his jaw tightening as he glanced at Jake. “Maybe we should stick to less personal questions,” he said, his voice edged with irritation. Jake shot James a look, his smile unwavering.

“Come on, man, let her have some fun. We’re just playing a game here.” He turned back to Clarie, his expression softening. “Okay, next question: Would you rather dance in the rain or have a romantic picnic under the stars?” Clarie felt her heart flutter at the thought of dancing in the rain, the image filling her mind with a rush of spontaneity and passion.

“Dance in the rain,” she answered, a hint of breathlessness in her tone. Jake chuckled, leaning even closer, their faces now mere inches apart.

“I can picture that. Just you, the rain, and a little bit of mischief.” His eyes glinted with a challenge, and Clarie couldn’t ignore the thrill that shot through her at the prospect. “Or maybe,” he continued, his voice low and inviting, “you’d rather make that dance a little more... intimate?” He reached out, his fingers gently brushing against her wrist, the touch electric and bold. Clarie’s breath caught in her throat, her heart pounding. She glanced at James, whose expression darkened with discontent. “Jake, that’s” “Too much?” Jake interrupted before she complete, his gaze unwavering as he held her wrist, his thumb stroking her skin in a way that sent shivers coursing through her.

“Or just the right amount of excitement?” Clarie felt a rush of adrenaline, the intoxicating mix of danger and allure swirling around her.

“I think it’s a bit of both,” she replied, her voice barely above a whisper, caught in the moment. Jake’s smile widened, a victorious glint in his eyes. “That’s what I thought.” He leaned in, his breath warm against her cheek. “You’re bold, Clarie. I like that.”

James’s frustration bubbled to the surface, and he reached out, placing his hand firmly on Clarie’s shoulder, pulling her slightly away from Jake’s grasp. “I think we’ve had enough of this game,” he said, his tone brokering no argument. Clarie felt a mix of emotions, excitement coursing through her veins, but the warmth of her husband’s touch grounded her. The cafe around them faded into the background, the stakes rising higher with each passing moment. She was caught between the thrill of the unknown and the familiar safety of her life with James, and the choices laid before her felt like a precipice she was teetering on.

“Maybe we should just enjoy our coffee?” she suggested, the playful tone lacing her words, trying to bridge the gap between the two men. The tension hung thick in the air, a palpable force that could tip in any direction.

The tension at the table thickened as they drink their coffee, the air crackling with unspoken words and lingering glances. Clarie could feel Jake’s gaze on her, a magnetic pull that made her stomach flutter. James’s grip on her shoulder tightened, a silent warning that only fueled her rebellious spirit.

“Dinner sounds good, doesn’t it?” Jake said, his voice smooth and inviting, breaking the silence that had settled like a heavy fog. He leaned back slightly, a casual confidence radiating from him. “I’ve got a great place just around the corner. I promise, it’s worth the trip.” Clarie exchanged a quick glance with James, her heart racing at the thought of stepping into the unknown.

“Dinner?” she echoed, her curiosity piqued. “What do you have in mind?” Jake shrugged, a playful grin dancing on his lips.

“A little pasta, some wine, and maybe a bit of live music if you’re lucky. Plus, who doesn’t love a good home-cooked meal?”  He leaned in closer again, his arm brushing against Clarie’s.

“And it’ll be way more fun than whatever you two had planned for the evening.” James’s expression darkened as he glanced at Clarie.

“We’re fine here,” he said, his tone clipped. “A cafe is a nice place to unwind.” “True,” Jake replied, unfazed. “But how often do you get to experience something truly different? Something that can spark a little adventure?” He turned his full attention back to Clarie, a magnetic intensity in his gaze. “What do you say? A little dinner at my place could be the highlight of your week.” Clarie felt the heat rising in her cheeks, torn between the thrill of Jake’s invitation and James’s protective presence. “It does sound tempting,” she admitted, her voice light yet charged with excitement.

“ What do you think James?” Clarie asked.

James: We are good here honey.

Clarie: Come-on James. Let’s have some adventure.

“But it’s a bit sudden, don’t you think?” James said, forcing a smile, though Clarie could sense the underlying tension in his voice.

“Not at all,” Jake replied, his confidence unwavering. “Life’s too short to play it safe all the time. Plus, I promise I won’t bite, unless you ask nicely.” He winked at Clarie, the playful edge in his voice making her stomach flip. Clarie couldn’t help but laugh, the tension easing for a moment.

“You’re quite the charmer, aren’t you?”

“I try,” Jake said, his gaze holding hers with an intensity that made her heart race. “So, what do you think? Are you up for a little adventure?” James glanced at Clarie, his expression conflicted.

“I don’t know, Clarie. It’s a bit last minute...”

“Come on, James,” she urged, her excitement bubbling over.

“It could be fun! And it’s just dinner.” She turned back to Jake, her smile widening. “I’m in!” Jake’s grin widened, a spark of triumph in his eyes. “Great! Let’s make this evening unforgettable.” He stood, extending a hand to Clarie, who hesitated for a moment before taking it. James stood as well, his posture protective as he stepped closer to Clarie.

“We’ll follow you,” he said, a hint of reluctance in his voice. As they exited the cafe, Clarie felt a mix of exhilaration and apprehension. Jake led the way, his stride confident, while James walked beside her, his presence a comforting anchor.

The city streets were alive with the sounds of laughter and music, the evening air filled with the scent of blooming flowers and the promise of adventure. “Just a few blocks away,” Jake called over his shoulder, his excitement infectious. “You’re going to love it.” Clarie couldn’t help but smile at the thrill of the unknown ahead.

“I’m looking forward to it,” she said, her voice light, though she could feel the tension radiating from James beside her.
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As they arrived at Jake’s apartment building, Clarie felt a rush of anticipation. It was a charming old brick building, with ivy climbing the walls and warm light spilling from the windows. Jake led them inside, the scent of herbs and spices wafting toward them as they ascended the stairs. “Welcome to my humble abode,” Jake said, opening the door to a cozy, stylishly decorated apartment. The walls were adorned with vibrant artwork, and the soft glow of candles created an inviting ambiance.

“Make yourselves at home.” Clarie stepped inside, her senses alight with the atmosphere.

“This is beautiful,” she said, glancing around, her heart racing with excitement.

“Thanks! I like to keep it cozy,” Jake replied, moving to the kitchen.

“How about a drink while I finish up dinner? I’ve got red and white wine.   What’s your poison?”

“Red for me,” Clarie said, her eyes sparkling with intrigue as she watched him move around the kitchen with ease.

“You’ve got it.” Jake poured a glass and handed it to her, their fingers brushing for just a moment. The touch sent warmth through her, and she caught James’s watchful gaze in the corner of her eye.

“James, what about you?” Jake called, breaking the tension. “You want a drink?” “Just water for me,” James replied, his tone guarded. He moved to lean against the counter, arms crossed, observing Jake with a wary eye. Jake poured a glass of water and handed it to James, his demeanour unfazed. “So, what’s the plan for tonight?” he asked, glancing back at Clarie, who was still absorbing the cozy atmosphere of his apartment.

“I’m just here for the food,” Clarie said smiling.

“Food and company,” Jake corrected, a playful smirk on his face. “And I promise, the company will be worth it.”

As the evening unfolded with laughter and conversation, Clarie felt herself slipping into the warmth of the moment. The stakes were high, the dynamics shifting, and with every glance, every touch, the thrill of adventure wrapped around her like a warm blanket. 

The rich aroma of simmering garlic and herbs filled the air as Jake moved gracefully around the kitchen, preparing the meal with an effortless flair. Clarie watched him, captivated by the way he handled the ingredients, his movements confident and fluid. James stood off to the side, his posture tense as he silently observed the chemistry crackling between his wife and the stranger. As Jake plated the pasta, he glanced at Clarie, a playful smile spreading across his face. “You know, I think we need some music to set the mood for dinner,” he said, reaching for a sleek speaker on the counter. With a few taps on his phone, soft melodies began to fill the room an enchanting tune that swirled with romance and warmth.

“Perfect,” Clarie replied, feeling the atmosphere shift around her. The music wrapped around them like a gentle embrace, inviting and intimate. Jake turned toward her, his eyes gleaming with mischief.

“How about a little dance while we wait for the pasta to finish?” He extended his hand, inviting her to join him. Clarie hesitated for a heartbeat, glancing at James who was sitting there with a gloomy face and watching things getting out of his hands helplessly. But the allure of Jake’s invitation was too tempting to resist. She took a deep breath and placed her hand in his, feeling a rush of warmth as he pulled her closer.

“Let’s show him how it’s done,” Jake said with a wink, leading her to the center of the living room. The soft glow of the candles flickered around them, casting a warm light that made the moment feel electric. As the music swelled, Jake wrapped his arms around her waist, drawing her in tightly. Clarie felt her heart race as she melted against him, their bodies fitting together like pieces of a puzzle. She could feel the heat radiating from him, the subtle strength in his grip igniting butterflies in her stomach. “See? Just a bit of fun,” Jake murmured, his breath warm against her ear as he swayed them gently to the rhythm.

“You’re a natural.” Clarie laughed softly, the sound bubbling up as she let herself get lost in the moment.

“I haven’t danced like this in forever,” she confessed, feeling more alive with each beat. “This is nice.”

“Nice?” Jake echoed, his voice teasing. “I’d say it’s more than nice.” He pulled her closer, their bodies moving in sync, and she could feel the tension in the air shift, thickening with unspoken desire. As they twirled and swayed, his hands found their way to the small of her back, holding her firmly yet gently, the heat of his touch sparking a fire deep within her. James watched from the sidelines. He felt a sudden arousal. He felt confused and strange being getting aroused by watching his wife with someone else. Clarie felt a flicker of guilt at the sight of her husband’s discomfort, but the thrill of dancing with Jake was intoxicating. She couldn’t ignore the way her skin tingled where he touched her, the way his eyes held hers with a magnetic pull.

“You’re incredible,” Jake said, his voice low, just above a whisper. “I can’t believe how much fun you are. You have this energy that lights up the room.” Clarie felt her cheeks warm at the compliment, the sincerity in his voice making her heart flutter.

“Thank you,” she replied, her breath hitching slightly as he twirled her around, pulling her back into him with a firm yet gentle grip.

“Just let go,” he encouraged, his eyes locking onto hers with an intensity that made her pulse quicken. “Lose yourself in the moment.” As the music swayed, Jake pulled her even tighter, his body pressing against hers. Clarie could feel the heat radiating from him, the way his heart beat strong against her own. She let herself lean into him, surrendering to the rhythm and the undeniable chemistry sparking between them.

Jake's hands found their way to Claire's hips, pulling her closer, their bodies moving in sync. He could feel  her breaths becoming shallow as he pressed himself against her. His hands slid down, cupping her ass, eliciting a soft gasp from her lips. He smirked, his eyes locked onto hers, his fingers tracing circles on her backside. James's heart raced as he witnessed this intimate moment. He felt a strange mix of emotions jealousy,  and a peculiar sense of excitement. He knew he shouldn't be enjoying this, but the sight of his wife being seduced was both thrilling and tormenting for him. He never thought he will get aroused by someone touching his beloved wife.

Claire's heart raced, her body responding to Jake's touch. She could feel the hardness of his desire pressing against her, sending a shiver down her spine. His lips brushed against her ear, his breath hot and heavy as he whispered. Jake's fingers traced the curve of her ass, dipping lower, teasing the edge of her skirt. He could see the desire in her eyes, the way her body responded to his touch. He leaned in, capturing her lips in a searing kiss, his tongue demanding entrance. She moaned into the kiss her hands tangling in his hair, pulling him closer.

Their kiss deepened, becoming more passionate, more urgent. Jake's hands roamed her body, exploring every curve, every dip. He could feel her nipples harden beneath her shirt, a testament to her arousal. He broke the kiss, his lips trailing down her neck, his teeth grazing her skin. Claire's breath hitched, her body arching into his touch. She could feel the wetness pooling between her thighs, her pussy aching for his touch. She ground her hips against him, a silent plea for more. Jake smirked, his eyes darkening with desire. He took her hand, leading her towards the bedroom her husband’s gaze following them. James wanted to say something, but words didn’t come out of his mouth. He sat there helpless succumbing to the situation.

In the bedroom, Jake closed the door, leaving James in the living room, a silent observer. Clarie's heart raced as Jake turned to face her. He gently pushed her onto the bed, his hands exploring her body with a newfound urgency. Jake's lips found her neck, trailing kisses down to her collarbone. His hands cupped her breasts, squeezing and kneading the soft flesh through the fabric of her dress. Clarie arched her back, offering herself to him, her hands grasping the sheets beneath her.

"You're so beautiful, Clarie," Jake murmured against her skin. His words sent a wave of pleasure through her, and she moaned softly, encouraging him to continue. With nimble fingers, he unbuttoned her dress, revealing her lace-covered breasts.

James, still in the living room, strained to hear the sounds coming from the bedroom. He imagined what was happening behind the closed door, his mind painting a vivid picture of his wife's seduction. The thought of another man touching her was both agonizing and arousing for him.

As Jake's lips closed around one of Clarie's erect nipples, sucking gently, she let out a soft cry of pleasure. His hands travelled down her body, reaching the waistband of her panties. With a swift motion, he slid them down her legs, exposing her glistening pussy. Clarie's breath was coming in short gasps as Jake's fingers teased her wet folds. He stroked her slowly, circling her clit with deliberate precision. She squirmed beneath him, her hips rising to meet his touch. "Please, Jake," she whispered, her voice hoarse with desire.

Jake smiled, his eyes dark with lust.

"Not yet, my sweet Clarie," he said, his voice low and raspy. "I want to taste you first." With that, he lowered his head, his tongue replacing his fingers, and began to explore her most intimate depths. Clarie's body trembled as Jake's tongue flicked and teased her clit. He sucked and licked, driving her to the brink of ecstasy. Her hands gripped the bedsheets, her back arching off the bed as she surrendered to the building orgasm. With one final, expert stroke of his tongue, Jake sent her over the edge.

"Oh, Jake!" Clarie cried out, her body shaking with pleasure. Jake continued to lap at her sensitive flesh, drawing out her orgasm until she was reduced to a quivering mess. Finally, he pulled away, his face glistening with her essence.

As Clarie lay there, sated and breathless, Jake moved up her body, his hard cock pressing against her thigh. "I want you, Clarie," he growled, his voice thick with desire. "I want to be inside you."

Clarie's eyes sparkled with anticipation. She spread her legs, inviting him to take what he desired. Jake positioned himself between her thighs, his cock throbbing with need. With one smooth motion, he entered her, filling her with a delicious fullness. Jake began to move, thrusting into Clarie with slow, deliberate strokes. Her walls clenched around him, milking his cock as he slid in and out. Their bodies moved in perfect harmony, each thrust eliciting a moan from Clarie.

Clarie lies sprawled beneath Jake, her back arched off the mattress as his massive body pins her down, his weight pressing her deep into the bed. His cock - thick, veiny, and impossibly long stretches her pussy to its absolute limit, every inch of him buried inside her with a wet, obscene squelch. She whimpers, her fingers clawing at the sheets, her nails raking down his sweat-slicked back as he bottoms out against her cervix. “Fuck, he’s huge. The thought flashes through her mind, but there’s no time to dwell on it - Jake doesn’t give her a second to adjust.

His hips snap forward, his cock dragging against her walls with a rough, relentless rhythm. Each thrust shoves her up the bed, her boobs bouncing wildly, her hard nipples brushing against the coarse hair of his chest. The sound of flesh slapping flesh fills the room, wet and brutal, the slick noise of her pussy taking his cock over and over again. Clarie moans, her voice high and needy, her thighs trembling as she locks her legs around his waist, trying to pull him even deeper. “Fuck yes” she gasps, her head thrashing side to side. Her pussy clenches around him, her inner muscles fluttering, desperate to milk him, but Jake isn’t done with her yet.

His grip on her hips is bruising, his fingers digging into the soft flesh as he yanks her onto his cock with every thrust. The bed creaks beneath them, the headboard knocking against the wall in a steady, punishing rhythm. Sweat drips from his forehead onto her collarbone, his breath hot against her ear as he growls, “Take it. Take every fucking inch.” His voice is a dark command, sending a shiver down her spine. She can feel him everywhere - his cock splitting her open, his weight crushing her, his scent wrapping around her like a drug. Her orgasm coils tight in her belly, her breath coming in ragged bursts as her vision blurs.

Jake grips her hips tightly and slam into her with all his might. Their bodies slapped together, the sound of flesh meeting flesh filling the air. Clarie's orgasm exploded through her, her nails raking down Jake's back as she cried out in pleasure. Jake grunted, his body rigid as he emptied himself deep inside her. Their sweat-slicked bodies glistened in the dim light, and their heavy breathing filled the bedroom.

In the living room, James stood frozen, as he listened to the sounds of their passionate climax. He felt a strange mix of emotions - jealousy, arousal, he realized he had a decision to make to confront them or to let this forbidden encounter continue .
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James woke up the next morning to the sound of birds chirping outside. The sun had risen, and its warm rays filtered through the curtains, filling the cozy bedroom with a soft glow. He stretched his body, feeling relaxed and content after a night of restful sleep. As he yawned and rubbed his eyes, his gaze drifted towards the window, where the bustling city streets came into view. The morning traffic had already begun, with cars zooming by creating a vibrant, lively atmosphere.

"Good morning, sleepyhead," a sultry voice purred, snapping James out of his morning haze. He turned to see Clarie standing at the bedroom door, her long, slender figure accentuated by the oversized t-shirt she was wearing Jake's t-shirt, to be precise. The shirt fell just below her thighs, leaving most of her smooth, toned legs and a tantalizing glimpse of her round, shapely ass exposed. Her dark hair fell loosely around her shoulders, and her eyes sparkled with mischief.

"Morning, Clarie," James replied, his voice hoarse with sleep. He couldn't help but admire her beauty, the way the morning light caressed her skin, and the playful glint in her eyes.

"You're such a gentleman, James," she said, her voice laced with a hint of seduction. "You let us have our fun last night, and now you're being so considerate, letting us sleep in."

James felt a rush of warmth at her words. "Well, I... I wanted to make sure you two had your privacy," he stammered, feeling a bit unsure of himself.

Clarie giggled, her eyes sparkling. "Oh, James, you're too sweet. But don't worry, we'll make it up to you. Now, come on, let's get some breakfast. Jake will be up soon, and we have a fun day planned."

James followed her into the kitchen .She rummaged through the fridge, pulling out eggs, butter, and vegetables. “How do you feel about scrambled eggs?” she asked.

“I’m all for it,” James replied, his voice a little scratchy from just waking up, but a warmth and familiarity in his tone.

Suddenly kitchen door opens and Jake enters with a warm smile. He walked over to Clarie, wrapping his arms around her waist, pulling her in for a deep kiss . Clarie melted into the kiss, she left out a soft sigh, and for a brief moment, James felt a little out of place.

"I hope you slept well, James. Ready for some adventure today?"

Jake just smiled as he didn’t know what to say.

As they sat down for breakfast, the conversation flowed effortlessly. Jake and Clarie seemed more like a couple now, their flirty banter and subtle touches leaving James feeling like an observer to their intimate connection.

After a hearty breakfast, Jake announced their plan for the day, a romantic picnic in the woods. "It's a beautiful spot I know, a hidden gem not many people know about. We can spend some quality time together, just the three of us.". James stammered “ hh. That’s great. Clarie smiled as she sees the humbleness of James. She understood that James is a pussy which she can dominate easily.

James couldn't help but feel a twinge of excitement mixed with Jealousy as they set off in Jake's car. James sat in the back seat as Jake drives and flirts with Clarie.  The drive through the city outskirts was scenic, with lush green fields and rolling hills gradually giving way to dense woodland. Jake couldn't help but steal glances at Claire, who was sitting beside him in the car. Her floral sundress was teasing him with every sway of her body, as if the fabric was trying to give him a private show. He could see the faint outline of her lace bra. Jake leaned in closer to Claire, his breath hot against her ear.

"Your pussy was so tight yesterday," he whispered " don’t worry it will be loose soon, "I can't wait to be inside you again," causing her to blush.

James closed his eyes thinking he may get some sleep on the way as yesterday night he hardly slept. As they ventured deeper into the woods, the road became narrower, eventually leading to a small clearing.

"Here we are," Jake announced, pulling the car to a stop. "Our own little paradise."

James woke up from his nap and stepped out of the car, taking in the tranquil surroundings. The clearing was nestled amidst towering trees, with a gentle river flowing nearby, its soothing murmur adding to the peaceful ambiance. In the centre of the clearing, stood a small wooden hut, its rustic charm inviting and intriguing.

"This place is incredible," James exclaimed, his eyes wide with wonder. “Wait till you see the inside," Jake said, winking at Clarie. "But first, let's set up our picnic."

As they unpacked the car, Clarie took charge, directing James to set up the blanket and lay out the food. Her tone had a subtle hint of dominance, and James found himself obeying her every command.

"Now, James, why don't you get the wine and glasses while Jake and I prepare the rest?" Clarie suggested, her eyes sparkling with mischief.

James did as he was told, fetching the bottle of wine and a couple of glasses from the car. When he returned, he found Jake and Clarie standing close together, their bodies almost touching. As he approached, he noticed the tension between them, the air thick with unspoken desire.

"James, darling, why don't you pour us some wine?" Clarie said, her voice husky. "We could all use a little refreshment."

James uncorked the bottle and poured the wine, his hands slightly trembling. He handed a glass to Clarie, then to Jake, and finally, he took one for himself. As they clinked glasses, Jake's hand brushed against Clarie's, and she let out a soft moan, her eyes closing momentarily.

"To a perfect day," Jake said, his voice low and seductive.

They sipped their wine, the tension building with each passing moment. James felt like an observer to a private moment, his heart racing as he witnessed the palpable chemistry between Jake and Clarie.

"Why don't we take a walk by the river, just the two of us?" Jake suggested, his eyes locked with Clarie's. "James, why don't you stay here and enjoy the peace and quiet for a while?"

James nodded, feeling a mix of emotions.

As Jake and Clarie strolled towards the river, their arms intertwined, James's eyes followed their every move. He watched as they stopped by a large tree, their bodies pressed against the rough bark. Jake's hands roamed over Clarie's body, caressing her through the thin fabric of her dress. She let out soft, breathy moans, her head tilting back as Jake's lips found her neck, leaving a trail of kisses.

James's heart raced as he witnessed the passionate embrace. Yesterday he only heard the sounds, now he is witnessing it in front of his eyes. His newlywed wife getting manhandled by a stranger. He felt a strange mix of arousal and jealousy.

Jake's hands skilfully unbuttoned Clarie's dress, revealing her lace bra and the swell of her breasts. He cupped her breasts, his thumbs teasing her nipples through the fabric, causing her to arch her back and let out a soft, pleading whimper.

"Oh, Jake, please..." Clarie whispered, her voice laced with desire.

He swiftly removed her dress, revealing her naked body, her perky breasts and flat stomach, and the thin strip of lace hugging her hips. He pushed her against the tree, his mouth claiming hers in a hungry kiss, their tongues dancing passionately.

His fingers curl into the waistband of her panties, the fabric already damp with her arousal, and he drags them down her thighs with a sharp tug. The cool air hits her soaked pussy, making her shiver, but before she can react, his hands are on her hips, rough and possessive, pulling her back against him. His cock is already hard, thick and heavy, the head pressing against her ass cheeks as he lines himself up. Clarie bites her lip, her nails digging into the bark, bracing herself.

His fingers spread her ass cheeks apart, exposing her tight hole, and then, there the broad head of his cock presses against her, demanding entrance. Clarie gasps as he pushes in, her body resisting at first, the stretch burning, but Jake doesn’t stop. He never stops. With a deep, guttural groan, he slams his hips forward, burying himself to the hilt in one brutal thrust.

“Oh ... fuck !” Clarie’s cry is raw, torn from her throat as her body struggles to accommodate him. Her ass burns, the stretch almost too much, but the pain twists into something darker, something good, as Jake starts to move. His grip on her hips is bruising, his fingers digging in as he pulls back and slams into her again, his balls swinging heavy between his legs, slapping against her clit with every thrust. The sound of their bodies colliding fills the air - wet, obscene smacks of flesh on flesh, the squelch of her juices coating his cock as he pistons in and out of her ass.

Clarie can feel him everywhere - stretching her, filling her, his cock rubbing against that spot inside her that makes her vision blur. She moans, her forehead pressing against the tree, her breath coming in ragged gasps. “J-Jake – fuck it’s too much”

“No, it’s not,” he growls, his free hand snaking around her waist, fingers finding her clit. He circles it roughly, pinching just hard enough to make her whimper. “You can take it. You will take it.” His cock swells inside her, his thrusts growing erratic, his breath hot against her shoulder. 

Jake’s growl is almost feral. With one final, brutal thrust, he buries himself to the root inside her, his cock twitching, his cum spilling hot and thick into her ass. Clarie cries out, her body convulsing around him, her own orgasm crashing over her as his seed fills her. For a moment, they’re both still, panting, their bodies slick with sweat, the air thick with the scent of sex.

Then Jake pulls out with a wet pop, his cock glistening, still half-hard. Clarie sways on her feet, her ass throbbing, her legs trembling, but before she can recover, Jake’s hand is in her hair, twisting, forcing her to turn around. Her back presses against the rough bark of the tree, the ridges digging into her skin as Jake steps forward, his cock already thickening again, the head nudging against her soaked pussy.

“Spread your legs,” he orders, his voice a dark command.

Clarie obeys instantly, her thighs parting, her pussy lips glistening, swollen and desperate. Jake doesn’t tease. He grips his cock, lines himself up, and slams into her in one fluid motion. Clarie’s back arches, her head slamming against the tree as she screams, her cunt stretching around his thickness, her walls fluttering. “Oh god !”

Jake’s hands gripping her thighs, lifting her slightly, changing the angle. His cock drags against her G-spot with every thrust, the wet, obscene sounds of her pussy taking him filling the air. Clarie’s nails rake down his back, her moans turning into broken sobs as her second orgasm builds, her body coiling tight.

She can feel James’s eyes on her. The knowledge sends her over the edge. Her cunt clamps down around Jake’s cock, her juices gushing around him as she comes, her body shuddering violently. Jake groans, his thrusts turning erratic, his cock swelling. His hands grip her waist, his hips stuttering as he buries himself deep and cums, his release pumping into her in thick, hot spurts.

For a long moment, the only sounds are their ragged breathing, the distant chirp of birds, the rustle of leaves in the breeze. Jake stays inside her, his cock still twitching, his cum leaking out around him. Clarie’s chest heaves, her skin slick with sweat, her pussy throbbing, oversensitive. She tilts her head back, her gaze distant, her mind foggy with endorphins.

Jake finally pulls out, his cock slipping free with a wet sound, a fresh gush of their mixed fluids dripping down her thighs. He steps back, his chest rising and falling, his eyes dark as he looks at her.

"Suck me, baby," Jake commanded, his voice thick with desire. "Suck my cock.

Clarie eagerly dropped to her knees, her hands reaching for Jake's cock. She took him into her mouth, her lips and tongue working in unison, her eyes locked on James's, a challenge in her gaze.

James's breath caught in his throat as he watched Clarie deepthroat Jake's cock, her lips sliding up and down his length. She looked up at him, her eyes daring him to do something, to join them, or to simply watch and burn with desire. As Jake fucked Clarie's mouth, her head bobbing in rhythm with his thrusts, James's body trembled with unfulfilled lust. He stood there, a silent witness to their passionate encounter, his cock throbbing painfully in his pants.

"James, come here," Jake called out, his voice hoarse. "I want you to watch as I fill her mouth with my cum."

James hesitated, but he found himself walking towards them, his eyes locked on the erotic scene. As he approached, Clarie's eyes widened, her mouth still filled with Jake's cock. She looked up at James, her expression a mix of lust and defiance, challenging him to take control or simply surrender to the moment.  Jake's hands gripped Clarie's hair, holding her in place as he thrust his hips, fucking her mouth with abandon. James stood mere inches away, his breath mingling with theirs, his cock straining against his zipper.

"Suck it, baby," Jake growled, his voice thick with desire. "Suck my cock and make me cum."

Clarie's eyes never left James's as she sucked Jake's cock, her lips and tongue working in perfect harmony. Jake's thrusts became more urgent, his breath coming in short gasps as he neared his climax.

"Oh, fuck, I'm gonna cum!" Jake cried out, his voice hoarse. "Suck it, baby, take my load!"

Clarie moaned around his cock, her eyes never leaving James's, as if daring him to watch, to witness her pleasure. Jake's body tensed, his hands gripping her hair tightly as he exploded in her mouth, his hot cum shooting down her throat. Clarie swallowed, her eyes never wavering from James's, a satisfied smile playing on her lips. Jake pulled out of her mouth, his cock glistening with their combined juices. He looked at James, his expression a mix of triumph and invitation.

"Your turn, James," Jake said, his voice low and seductive. 

“Clean her, James. Make sure there's not a trace of me left," Jake said, his voice dripping with confidence.

James hesitated, his heart pounding in his chest. He looked at Claire, her legs parted, inviting him. He could see the evidence of Jake's presence glistening on her inner thighs. Swallowing hard, he moved towards her, his mind a whirl of conflicting emotions. As he knelt between her legs, he could smell her arousal, mingled with Jake's musk. He took a deep breath, steeling himself for what he was about to do.

He leaned forward, his tongue darting out to taste her. The flavour was a mix of sweet and salty, a heady concoction that made his head spin. He could taste Jake in her, and it was a strange sensation, both humiliating and exciting. Claire moaned as he licked her, her hips bucking against his face. He could feel her getting wetter, her arousal coating his chin. He dove in deeper, his tongue exploring every inch of her. He could feel her muscles clenching around his tongue, her moans growing louder. Jake watched with rapt attention.  He could see the humiliation in James's eyes, but also the excitement. Claire's orgasm hit her like a wave, her body shaking as she cried out. James continued to lick her, savoring her juices, his tongue working to clean every last drop of Jake from her.

"You did well, James," she said, her voice low and seductive. "Very well indeed." James didn’t know what to say he stood there with a shy smile.

As the night settled in, a soft hush fell over the woods, after a satisfying dinner  they all surrendered to the peaceful quiet of the night, as the soothing sounds of the river lulled them into a deep, contented slumber beneath the canopy of star.
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As the morning sun bathed the serene woodland in its golden glow, James stirred awake, his eyes adjusting to the light filtering through the dense canopy above. He had spent the night outside, wrapped in his sleeping bag, while Jake and Clarie had sought comfort within the cozy confines of the wooden hut. The previous day's events had been a whirlwind of passion and desire, leaving James both intrigued and aroused by the dynamic between  Jake and  Clarie.

James stretched his limbs, feeling the cool morning air on his naked skin. He rose to his feet and walked towards the river, his curiosity piqued by the sound of laughter and splashing water. As he approached the riverbank, he spotted Jake and Clarie, their figures illuminated by the morning light. Clarie, a vision of sensuality, wore a lacy black bra and a skimpy thong, her curves accentuated by the flimsy fabric. Jake, his muscular frame glistening with dew, stood waist-deep in the river, a fishing rod in hand.

"Good morning, James!" Jake called out, his voice echoing across the water. "Care to join us for some fishing?"

James smiled, his gaze lingering on Clarie's alluring figure. 

"I'd love to, but I think I'll start preparing breakfast first. You two seem to be having quite the time."

Clarie giggled, her eyes sparkling with mischief. "Oh, we are, James. You should join us later. We'll catch you a big one!"

James nodded,  and headed back towards the campsite, his mind already spinning with thoughts of the day's adventures.

Under the shade of a towering oak tree, James set about preparing a hearty breakfast. He lit a small campfire, the crackling flames dancing in the morning breeze. As he toasted bread over the fire, the aroma of freshly baked bread filled the air, mingling with the scent of the forest.

Soon, Jake and Clarie joined him, their faces flushed from the morning's activities. They sat on a blanket spread out under the tree, their fishing gear discarded nearby. James handed them each a piece of warm, buttered bread, and they dug in with gusto.

"This butter is delicious, James," Jake remarked, his mouth full. "But I think we can make it even better."

James raised an eyebrow, intrigued by Jake's suggestion.

"Clarie, my love, why don't you remove your bra?" Jake said, his voice laced with a playful tone. "Let's add a little extra flavour to this breakfast."

Clarie's eyes widened, but she didn't hesitate. With a sultry smile, she unhooked her bra and let it fall to the ground, her full breasts spilling free. James's breath caught in his throat as he took in the sight of her naked curves, her nipples hardening in the cool morning air.

Jake reached for the butter dish and scooped a generous amount onto his fingers. With slow, deliberate movements, he began to smear the butter across Clarie's breasts, his touch sending shivers down her body. He leaned forward and licked the butter from her nipples, his tongue swirling around the sensitive peaks. Clarie moaned softly, her head tilting back in pleasure.

James watched, transfixed, as Jake continued his sensual feast. He couldn't help but feel a surge of arousal as he witnessed the erotic display before him. Jake's lips and tongue explored every inch of Clarie's breasts, his hands caressing her body with reverence.

"Mmm, that's better," Jake murmured, his eyes sparkling with desire. "Now, let's see what else we can do with this butter."

He took a bite of the buttered bread and pressed it against Clarie's nipple, his mouth closing around the morsel. Clarie gasped as the warm bread touched her sensitive skin, the sensation sending a jolt of pleasure through her body. Jake devoured the bread, his eyes never leaving Clarie's, as if challenging her to match his boldness.

"Oh, Jake, you're insatiable," Clarie whispered, her voice laced with admiration and desire.

Jake stood up, his eyes locked on Clarie's. He lifted her into the air, her legs instinctively wrapping around his waist. Clarie's breath quickened as she felt the hard length of Jake's erection pressing against her core. With a swift motion, he tore away her thong, exposing her glistening pussy to the morning light. Clarie's back arched as Jake positioned himself at her entrance, his thick cock poised to enter her. Jake thrusted into her with one powerful stroke. Clarie cried out, her body trembling as Jake filled her completely. He held her tightly, his hands gripping her thighs as he began to move, his hips pistoning relentlessly.

James, unable to look away, witnessed the raw, primal display of passion. Jake's muscular body glistened with sweat as he pounded into Clarie, their moans and cries filling the air. Clarie's breasts bounced with each thrust, her nipples hardening further as her arousal intensified.

"Oh, God, Jake!" Clarie cried out, her fingers digging into Jake's shoulders.

Jake grunted in response, his pace relentless. He slammed into her again and again, his cock plunging deep within her, hitting all the right spots. Clarie's body convulsed around him, her orgasm building with each thrust.

"I'm close, baby," Jake panted, his breath hot against her neck. "Come with me, Clarie. Let's fly together."

With a final, earth-shattering thrust, Jake drove himself deep inside Clarie, his cock pulsing as he unleashed his seed within her. Clarie's body shuddered, her pussy clenching around Jake's throbbing shaft as her orgasm exploded through her. She cried out, her voice echoing through the woods, a testament to the intensity of their passion.

As their bodies slowly calmed, Jake lowered Clarie to the ground, their hearts still racing. They lay entwined, their sweat-slicked bodies glistening in the morning light. James, his own desire raging, turned away, giving them a moment of privacy.

"That was incredible, Jake," Clarie whispered, her fingers tracing patterns on his chest. "I've never felt so free and alive."

Jake smiled, his eyes filled with adoration. "You're an incredible woman, Clarie. I want to share every experience with you, no matter how wild or unconventional."

Jake sat under the tree and pulled Clarie to his lap. Clarie sat in his lap with morning sun touching her nude body. James leaned in and kissed her softly, their lips meeting in a tender embrace. After a moment, he pulled away and said, "There's someone I'd like you to meet tomorrow. A friend of mine, Philips. He's a painter, and he's been searching for the perfect model for his new masterpiece."

Clarie's eyes widened, a mix of curiosity and excitement flashing across her face. "A painter? That sounds intriguing. I'd love to meet him, Jake."

Jake grinned, his heart swelling with pride. "I knew you'd be up for it. Philips will be thrilled to have you as his muse. And who knows, it might just be the start of something extraordinary."

They both smiled and kissed as James felt a surge of excitement. He knew that the coming days would be filled with untamed desire, creative expression, and the exploration of uncharted territories.
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In the hotel room, Clarie stood in front of the mirror, adjusting her appearance with a sense of quiet confidence. She wore a tight t-shirt that hugged her toned body, showcasing the curves of her figure, and a pair of fitted jeans that fitted her toned legs. The soft curve of her calves transitioned into the powerful strength of her thighs, each step she took highlighting their tone and smoothness.

Meanwhile, James, sat on the edge of the bed, tying his shoelaces. As James watched her, his eyes traced the contours of her form with quiet admiration. Her tight t-shirt clung to her torso, accentuating the curves of her waist and the firmness of her midsection, while her jeans showcased the defined muscles in her legs. The way her body moved, fluid and confident, was both alluring and commanding. Every step she took seemed to draw his gaze downward, unable to avoid the sight of her perfectly sculpted legs as they moved with effortless grace.

He looked up at her occasionally, admiring the way her form seemed to command attention. Clarie, aware of his gaze, smiled playfully and called out, “James, can you strap my sandal for me?”

Without hesitation, James moved toward her, his face slightly flushed with a hint of shyness, but he did as she asked. As he knelt down, Clarie watched him with a soft, affectionate smile, the warmth of their quiet intimacy palpable. She felt a small flutter of affection as he gently strapped her sandal.

“Thank you, sweetheart,” Clarie said, her voice warm and teasing.

James looked up at her with genuine admiration.

“You are so beautiful, Clarie,” he said, his tone sincere.

Clarie’s smile deepened as she blushed slightly, her heart light with affection. “Aww, thank you, dear,” she replied. “Let’s go, Jake will be waiting downstairs.”

With a final glance in the mirror, Clarie took James' hand, ready for whatever the day would bring, as they both made their way to meet Jake.

Jake stood outside the hotel, waiting for Clarie and  James. As soon as they arrived, he greeted Clarie with a warm kiss on the cheek.

"Let’s head out," Jake said, gesturing toward his car. Without a second thought, the trio climbed into the vehicle, and they drove off, heading to Philips place.

As they drove through the city, Jake couldn’t resist breaking the silence. "You know, Clarie," he began, glancing at her in the rearview mirror, "I’ve always thought you looked stunning, but there’s something about you today... you’re positively glowing."

Clarie raised an eyebrow, a smile tugging at her lips. "Oh really? And what do you think that is?" she teased, her voice soft but full of playful curiosity.

Jake’s eyes flicked to her in the mirror again, a mischievous grin spreading across his face. "Maybe it’s the way the sun catches your hair, or how you just seem to light up a room without even trying. You’ve got that effect on people."

Clarie laughed softly, leaning back in her seat. "You’re quite the charmer, Jake," she replied.

Jake chuckled, his voice low and smooth. "I don’t know, Clarie. I think it’s already getting me somewhere." His eyes met hers through the rearview mirror again, a playful challenge in his gaze.

Clarie’s smile deepened, but she didn’t respond right away, choosing instead to focus on the view outside the car window. The playful banter hung between them, unspoken but present, as they continued the ride to their destination.

Eventually, they arrived at Philip’s place, a beautiful, old bungalow with a traditional touch. Jake parked the car.

Philip, a tall, 40-year-old African man, greeted them at the door with a wide smile. He turned to Clarie first, his eyes briefly lingering on her before he spoke.

"Clarie, you’re absolutely gorgeous," he said warmly, his compliment sincere and easy.

Clarie smiled graciously, feeling the weight of the compliment.

Jake, however, didn’t seem phased. "I’ve got some work to do," he explained, glancing at his watch. "I’ll leave you two in Philip’s capable hands." and he kisses Clarie in the lips with same amount of force as Philips smiled.

With that, Jake said his goodbyes and walked off toward the back of the house, leaving Clarie and James with Philip. The two exchanged a look, and then Philip motioned for them to come inside.

As they entered the house, Philip took the lead, guiding them through the expansive hallway and into a cozy living room filled with dark wood furniture and antique trinkets. The atmosphere was comfortable, but there was an air of command in Philip’s demeanour.

"James, would you mind making us some tea?" Philip asked, his tone polite but firm. "Three cups, one with less sugar. The kitchen’s just down that way."

James blinked, caught off guard by the request. "Uh... sure," he replied, not quite sure why Philip was asking him to do this. He glanced at Clarie, who gave him a small, reassuring smile, before he made his way to the kitchen.

As James busied himself with the tea, he could hear their laughter echoing from the other room. Philip and Clarie seemed to hit it off effortlessly, the conversation flowing smoothly between them. Clarie’s soft laughter was accompanied by Philip’s deep chuckles, and the two sounded as though they were in perfect sync.

Philip exudes an undeniable presence that commands attention. His strong, muscular frame is the result of years of dedicated work and a lifestyle that blends physical strength with artistic passion. His deep, focused eyes and chiselled features speak to a life lived with purpose, while his toned muscles tell stories of both his labour and creativity. Clarie finds herself drawn to him, captivated not just by his physicality, but by the quiet confidence he carries with every movement. She often steals glances at his sculpted physique, appreciating the way his muscles seem to ripple under his clothes, a reflection of both strength and artistry. There's something magnetic about his presence, the way he embodies both the power of the human form and the depth of an artist’s soul

James, his hands busy with the tea, couldn’t help but feel a sense of exclusion. The sounds of their conversation felt distant, almost as if they were in another world. He glanced at the cups in front of him, focusing on the task, but the growing tension in the air was undeniable.

James finished making the tea and carefully carried the three cups to the living room. As he entered, Philip looked up from his conversation with Clarie and smiled warmly.

"Thank you, James," Philip said, his tone smooth but sincere. He took a cup of tea from James and handed it to Clarie. "And thank you for the tea. It smells wonderful."

Philip, not missing a beat, leaned forward slightly, his gaze lingering on Clarie with an almost admiring intensity. "You know, Clarie," he said, his voice lowering just enough to make the comment feel personal, "you’re absolutely perfect for a portrait. You have a face that tells a story, and your body... well, it’s simply gorgeous."

Clarie's eyes widened slightly, surprised by the bluntness of his praise, but she couldn’t help but feel flattered. She gave a small, appreciative smile, though her cheeks flushed slightly at the unexpected compliment.

James, standing awkwardly near the doorway, felt a twinge of discomfort. The conversation was starting to feel a little too intimate for his liking, but he said nothing, silently placing his cup of tea down on the coffee table before stepping back.

Philip stood up, motioning toward the door. "Come, let me show you something," he said to Clarie, then glanced at James with a polite but firm smile. "James, would you mind joining us? I think you’ll find it interesting."

Without waiting for much of a response, Philip led the way down a narrow hallway. Clarie followed, her curiosity piqued, though she couldn’t shake the feeling that there was something a bit unusual about Philip’s behaviour.

At the end of the hall, they entered a room that looked like it belonged to another era. The walls were lined with rich, dark wood panelling, and large windows let in just enough light to reveal the elegant set-up of an artist’s studio. In the center of the room stood a large easel with a blank canvas waiting to be filled. Scattered around the space were various paintings, some unfinished, others showcasing Philip’s skill, vivid landscapes and intimate portraits of people who looked remarkably real, almost as if they could step off the canvas at any moment.

"This," Philip said, gesturing to the room, "is where I do my best work. And I think you’d be the perfect subject for my next painting."

"I’m honoured," Clarie said, her voice tinged with curiosity. "But... are you sure you want to paint me?"

Philip’s eyes glinted with a mixture of admiration and confidence. "Oh, I’m sure," he replied. "There’s something about you, your presence, your beauty. It deserves to be captured in a way that tells more than just a story."

He motioned toward the empty space in front of the canvas. "Please, Clarie. Let me get started."

Clarie took a deep breath and slowly walked toward the point and stood Philip had indicated. She glanced back at James, who stood near the door, his expression unreadable.

As she stood there, Philip began arranging his paints and brushes, clearly excited to start. James, despite the tension he felt, stayed in the room, his presence more of an observer than a participant, unsure of how involved he should be in this new, intimate moment.

Philip was busy arranging his canvas, his eyes focused on the blank space that would soon become a masterpiece. Claire stood in the middle of the room, her husband James watching from the corner chair as Philip instructed.

"Claire, I need you to remove your jeans ," Philip said, his voice steady and confident. Claire hesitated for a moment, but then obeyed, shyly sliding her jeans down her legs to reveal a pair of lacy thong panties.

Philip couldn't help but appreciate the view. "And the t-shirt too," he added, his eyes taking in every inch of her toned body. Claire blushed, but did as she was told, removing her t-shirt to reveal her perky breasts encased in a lacy bra.

Philip nodded towards her bra. "And that too," he said, his voice low and husky. Claire hesitated again, but then reached behind her back to unclasp her bra. Her breasts spilled out, and she quickly covered them with her hands.

Philip smiled. "Oh, your hands are busy," he said, stepping closer to her. "Let me help you with that." He reached out and gently pushed her panties down, exposing her pussy to the room. Claire blushed even harder, but didn't object.

As Claire stood naked, her heart pounding in her chest, she couldn't help but feel a mixture of excitement and nervousness. James, sat in the corner, his eyes fixed on her, witnessing this intimate moment.

The room was spacious, with high ceilings and large windows, allowing the afternoon sunlight to bathe the space in a warm glow. Old wooden floors creaked under their feet, adding to the rustic charm of the bungalow. The scent of turpentine and oil paints hung in the air, a familiar aroma for Philips, but one that made Claire's senses tingle with anticipation.

"Now, my dear, I want you to relax and embrace your beauty," Philips said, his voice deep and soothing. "You have nothing to be shy about. Your body is a work of art, and I intend to capture its essence on canvas."

Claire took a deep breath, her hands clasped in front of her, covering her breasts. She felt vulnerable, standing there exposed, but Philips' words were reassuring. She glanced at James, seeking comfort in his familiar presence, but his expression was unreadable, a mix of emotions playing across his face.

Philips noticed her hesitation and smiled. "You're doing wonderfully, Claire. Remember, this is all about freedom and expression. Let go of your inhibitions and allow yourself to be admired."

With a nod, Claire slowly lowered her hands, revealing her full breasts. Her nipples, already hardened by the cool air, stood erect, begging for attention. She felt a rush of heat between her thighs.

Philips stood before the canvas, his eyes fixed on Claire's naked form. She stood in the center of the studio, her body illuminated by the soft morning light streaming through the large windows. "I want you to stand right here, Claire," he instructed, stepping back to assess the lighting. "The light from the window will illuminate your body perfectly.

Claire positioned herself as directed, her back to the window, the warm rays caressing her skin. She felt a sense of liberation as she stood naked, knowing that her husband and Philips were watching her every move.

Philips approached her, his eyes focused on her body as if he were studying a sculpture. He lifted a brush, dipped it into a rich shade of umber, and began to sketch the outline of her form onto the canvas. His strokes were confident, each line capturing the essence of her curves.

"You're a natural, Claire," he said, his voice soft and encouraging. "Your body is a canvas in itself, and I'm merely adding a layer of paint to enhance its beauty."

Claire's heart raced as she held her pose, her hands resting on her slender hips, showcasing her perfectly curved body. Her skin, a canvas in itself, glowed with a healthy sheen, making her an ideal subject for Philips' artistic endeavours. Philips, approached her with the paintbrush in hand, his eyes sparkling with creative fervour.

Turn around, my dear. Let's explore the beauty of your posterior.

Claire's breath caught in her throat as she obeyed, her nerves palpable. She turned, exposing her bare back and the luscious curves of her ass to the room. Philips' gaze intensified, his eyes tracing the contours of her body with an artist's appreciation.

With deliberate movements, Philips dipped the paintbrush into a jar of rich, dark paint, coating it generously. He then moved closer to Claire, his breath warm on her neck. She shivered as he gently touched the brush to her skin, starting at the nape of her neck. With slow, sensual strokes, he painted a trail down her spine, each touch sending tingles through her body.

As the brush reached the small of her back, Claire couldn't suppress a soft sigh of pleasure. Philips' touch was both gentle and provocative, awakening sensations she had never experienced before. He continued his artistic caress, guiding the brush down her cleft, teasing the sensitive skin between her buttocks. Claire closed her eyes, surrendering to the unfamiliar yet tantalizing sensations. Philips' brush glided over her skin, leaving a trail of paint that accentuated her curves. He took his time, painting her with deliberate strokes, his fingers occasionally brushing against her skin, sending shivers down her spine.

He slowly pushed the brush inside her ass cheeks. Clarie left out a moan as James watched nervously. He started moving the brush inside her ass as he was painting a portrait there.

Claire felt her pussy growing wet, her juices beginning to flow, betraying her arousal. Philips noticed the glistening moisture and smiled, his eyes glinting with mischief.

“Oh, Claire, you naughty girl. You're already leaking desire.”

Claire's face flushed with embarrassment, but she couldn't deny the pleasure coursing through her body. Philips turned her around gently, his hand on her waist, and she faced him, her eyes downcast in shame.

He slipped his fingers inside her, feeling her warmth, her wetness. She was soaking wet, her pussy leaking with desire. He began to move his fingers, thrusting them in and out of her. Claire moaned, her body shuddering with pleasure. Her moans grew louder, more insistent, until she was crying out, her body convulsing with orgasm.

Philip pulled her to him, holding her close as she rode out her orgasm. When she finally stilled, he lifted her up and carried her to the nearby table. He laid her down, spreading her legs wide. He could see her pussy, pink and swollen, begging for more. Philip removed his clothing’s and positioned himself between Claire's legs. He looked down at her, his cock throbbing with need. He guided his cock to her entrance, feeling her warmth, her wetness. He pushed inside her, feeling her pussy stretch to accommodate him.

He began to move, thrusting in and out of her as James watches from the corner. His thrusts were slow at first, but they quickly grew more urgent, more demanding. Claire cried out, her body arching off the table. She was soaking wet, her pussy leaking with desire. Philip could feel her pussy clenching around him, her orgasm building. He was big, stretching her walls deliciously. The table rattled with every hard thrust, the sound of skin slapping against skin filling the room. Philips grabbed her thighs, holding her in place as he plowed into her relentlessly. Her pussy clenched around his cock, milking him, her juices flowing freely.

The pleasure was intense, each thrust hitting her sweet spot, sending shockwaves of ecstasy through her body. Philips leaned down, his mouth capturing one of her nipples.

He sucked and nibbled, his teeth grazing the sensitive peak as he continued to thrust. Claire's moans turned into high-pitched whimpers, her body trembling on the edge of release

“Cum for me, baby. Let me feel that tight pussy milk my cock” Philips said.

Philips' fingers found her clit, pinching and rubbing it in time with his powerful strokes.

Claire's body tightened, her orgasm building rapidly.

Philips' cock felt like a steel rod inside her, pounding her relentlessly.

With a final, brutal thrust, she exploded around him, her pussy contracting violently, milking his shaft.

Claire's eyes widened as he lifted her again, carrying her to the chair James was sitting. He made her bend over, her hands resting on the shoulders of James facing him, her ass presented to Philips.

Philips positioned himself behind her, his hands gripping her hips.

With one hand, he spread her ass cheeks, exposing her tight rosebud.

Claire held her breath, anticipation and nervous excitement mixing in her stomach. Philips teased her anus with the tip of his cock, rubbing it up and down, making her shiver. With a firm yet gentle push, he breached her back door, eliciting a gasp from Claire.

He started slow, easing his way inside her tight channel.

Claire's body adjusted to the new sensation, the stretch and fullness unique to anal pleasure. Philips' cock felt enormous as he glided in and out, his balls slapping against her pussy with each stroke. James watched in excitement and nervousness as Clarie’s face comes nearer and goes back with each thrust. He never thought his honeymoon will end up like this.

Philips leaned over her, his hands now cupping her breasts, squeezing and kneading them as he fucked her ass. Philips' cock felt incredible, filling her in a way she had never experienced before.

“You like it in the ass, don't you, baby? You're so fucking tight” Philips said as James closely watching her face move towards him and goes back with each thrust.

Claire could only nod, her words lost in the moans and whimpers as Philips pounded into her.

The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, a primal rhythm that drove them both wild. Philips reached around, his fingers finding her clit again. He rubbed it in circles, adding to the overwhelming sensations.

Claire's body was on fire, her ass clenching around Philips' cock, her pussy dripping onto the laps of James. Philips' cock felt like a piston, driving into her, his balls slapping against her with each retreat.

Philips pulled out abruptly, his cock glistening with her juices and his own precum

“Suck me, baby”. Philips said in a commanding voice.

Philips spun Claire around, making her kneel on the floor in front of him.

Claire didn't hesitate, taking him into her warm mouth, her lips sliding down his length. Philips looked at James and winked at him as James give him  a wry smile.

Philips' fingers tangled in her hair, guiding her, urging her to take more of him. He was close to the edge, his balls drawn up tight.

Claire could taste his salty pre-cum, her mouth watering in anticipation of his release. Philips groaned, his hips moving in small thrusts, fucking her mouth gently. Claire's eyes rolled back as she deepthroated him, her throat muscles massaging his sensitive shaft.  His hot seed filled her mouth, spurting against her tongue, the taste of him flooding her senses.

She swallowed, milking his cock with her mouth.

Philips' groans turned into a satisfied sigh as he emptied himself, his body trembling. Claire continued to suck gently, savoring the moment, her eyes locked on his. As Philips' cock softened in her mouth, he pulled away, a satisfied smile on his face.

Claire smiled back, her lips glistening with his cum, her body still buzzing with pleasure. 

Philips and Clarie spend the night together in Philips bedroom as James slept in the couch. Occasionally James could hear the laughter and moans of Clarie from the room. It is only 2 days on his honeymoon and his newlywed wife has already slept with 2 people except him. He relaxed as he thought, it’s just about the honeymoon, when they get back to hometown everything will be back to normal.​
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The morning sun streamed through the large windows of Philip’s cozy loft, casting a warm golden hue across the room. James and Clarie were still half-dazed from the night before, wrapped in the tranquillity of a peaceful sleep. The scent of fresh coffee filled the air, mingling with the faint aroma of sizzling bacon, as the soft clink of utensils and the sizzle of eggs cooking on the stove punctuated the calm.

James, ever the early riser, had taken it upon himself to make breakfast. He stood at the stove, moving with an ease that suggested he’d done this a hundred times before, humming softly to himself. Clarie sat at the kitchen table, sipping her coffee and idly scrolling through her phone, her legs crossed beneath her, a soft smile on her face as she watched James’s work.

Philip, on the other hand, was up early, too. His mind was already working on his next piece of art. The walls of his apartment were adorned with various paintings, vivid colours and abstract forms, each telling a story of its own. He had the air of someone who lived for his craft, a true artist through and through. The loft was filled with the scent of oil paint and brushes that were carefully placed on the shelves.

After a leisurely breakfast of scrambled eggs, bacon, and toast, the conversation shifted. Philip, with his usual relaxed charm, leaned back in his chair and gave James and Clarie a knowing look.

Philip said, his voice carrying a hint of excitement. “There’s an exhibition happening downtown today. Some of my friends are showcasing their work. I thought you two might enjoy it. You could get some inspiration.”

Clarie raised an eyebrow, clearly intrigued. “Sounds like fun,” she said, putting her mug down and leaning forward. “What kind of exhibition?”

“It’s a mix,” Philip replied. “But it’s more about art from people you wouldn’t expect. A little abstract, a little modern. A good way to get out of your comfort zones.”

James nodded.

Philip smiled. “Great. You should come, too. I know some of the artists, and it’ll be good to catch up.”

After they finished breakfast, the trio gathered their things. Philip drive them to the gallery in his old Nissa. After a 30 minutes’ drive, they reached to a modest, but welcoming gallery. The atmosphere was lively, with the hum of conversation mixed with soft jazz playing in the background. Philip, ever the sociable artist, immediately greeted a few of the familiar faces, shaking hands with several colleagues and fellow creatives.

It was then a Rolls Royce reached Infront of the gallery. A 50-year-old man in a luxury suit stepped out of it. A charming guy with well-built athletic body. Security suddenly greeted him and he hands over the key to the security. Women gathered  around him to say hi.

Ray stood near the entrance of the gallery, an imposing figure among the crowd. At forty years old, he had the kind of muscular build that suggested a life of discipline and hard work - someone who had taken care of both body and mind. His face was chiselled with the years of experience, and his dark hair, though tinged with grey, gave him a distinguished look.

“I see you’re still making your rounds, Philip,” Ray said, his deep voice resonating as he stepped forward with a firm handshake. “It’s been a while.”

Philip grinned. “Ray, good to see you. It’s been too long.” He gestured to James and Clarie. “This is James and Clarie. My friends.”

Ray gave a nod of acknowledgment, his piercing eyes quickly assessing both. His presence was magnetic, a mix of power and confidence, but there was also a warmth in his smile as he welcomed them. “It’s nice to meet you both.”

James smiled politely. “It’s a pleasure. We’ve heard a lot about your work, Ray.”

Ray chuckled. “Well, I don’t talk about it much. But I suppose, as a businessman, I have to. I’m the owner of a multi-crore company. A lot of work, a lot of pressure, but you learn to manage it. Art’s more of a passion than a business for me, though. That’s why I enjoy nights like these, get to relax and see things from a different perspective.”

Clarie was fascinated, clearly impressed by his easy confidence and well-rounded aura. She couldn’t help but ask, “How did you transition from business to art?”

Ray leaned against the wall casually, looking around at the paintings on display. “It’s all about balance. Art gives me perspective. And you can find creativity in everything - business, life, relationships. It’s all connected in some way. But it’s also about knowing when to step back and enjoy what others create.”

The conversation continued, and as the evening wore on, James, Clarie, and Philip felt a deep sense of connection to the people and the art that surrounded them. Ray’s influence was clear in the way he interacted with everyone, commanding respect without needing to demand it.

The air inside the exhibition hall was thick with the musky scent of oil paints and the hum of quiet conversations. The walls were adorned with a range of stunning pieces, abstract works, striking landscapes, and portraits that captured the essence of their subjects in ways that felt both intimate and eternal. But it was the nude portraits that seemed to command the most attention, each brushstroke more revealing than the last, capturing the raw beauty of the human form.

Clarie and James walked slowly through the hall, their eyes scanning the artwork, though Clarie couldn’t help but feel slightly out of place among the abstract depictions of the human body. James, on the other hand, seemed equally lost in the art, his brow furrowed as he analysed each piece.

"Some of these are... pretty daring," James murmured, clearly uncomfortable, but his tone lightened with a smile as he leaned toward his wife. "But I guess that’s what makes them so fascinating."

Clarie laughed softly. "True. It’s not often you get to see art this... raw."

As they rounded the corner near the far side of the gallery, Philips caught up to them again, a look of excitement on his face.

"Clarie," he said, his voice tinged with enthusiasm. "Ray wants to meet you. In his office."

Clarie blinked, confused. "Meet me? In his office?" she repeated, a little uncertain. "But why?

Philips grinned, his eyes alight with energy.

“Ray doesn’t just offer meetings like this unless there’s something big in store. He’s a multimillionaire, a business mogul with connections everywhere. This is a golden opportunity, Clarie. You have to go. I promise you, this could be the break you’ve been waiting for."

Clarie’s mind raced. She was excited, but there was also a pang of doubt that gnawed at her. She glanced at James, searching his face for a reaction.

James, still looking hesitant, furrowed his brow. "Are you sure about this, Clarie? It seems a little... unexpected."

But something about Philips' words resonated with her. She had always dreamed of something more, something beyond the ordinary. Perhaps this was the moment.

"I don’t know, James," she said softly, "But this could be the chance of a lifetime."

After a long pause, James sighed, his hand resting on hers. "I just want you to be careful."

Clarie smiled at him, squeezing his hand. "I will be. I promise."

Philips’s grin widened. "That’s the spirit. Let’s go, then."

They made their way out of the exhibition hall, Clarie’s heart pounding in her chest with a mixture of excitement and uncertainty. As Philips led them toward the exit, Clarie couldn’t help but feel like she was on the cusp of something monumental. Ray’s world was an alluring one, filled with promises of power and wealth. And no matter how uncertain she was, the opportunity felt too important to pass up.

As Philips drove them through the bustling city streets, Clarie's heart raced with anticipation. She couldn’t help but let her eyes wander, taking in the grandeur of the world around her. The buildings grew taller, their modern facades glistening under the afternoon sun. Every moment that passed only fuelled her curiosity more, and she could feel James's apprehension beside her, his hand resting on his lap.

"Ray is one of the most influential men in business," Philips continued, his voice filled with admiration. "He’s built empires, turned companies into global giants. And he’s only in his early 40s. A true visionary. His office? Pure luxury. You’ve never seen anything like it." He spoke of Ray's lifestyle with such reverence, almost as if he were recounting a tale of a mythical figure.

Clarie's excitement began to grow, her thoughts racing. A multimillionaire who seemed to have it all - power, influence, wealth. For a moment, she allowed herself to imagine the possibilities. What if this was her golden chance, the opportunity that would change her life forever?

James shifted uneasily in the back seat, his gaze drifting toward the window. "I don’t know, Clarie. It feels a bit... sudden. I mean, why does he want to meet you?" He turned to her, a frown on his face. "Are you sure this is a good idea?"

Clarie looked back at her husband, torn between her natural sense of caution and the irresistible allure of opportunity.

"Philips said it’s a huge deal," she responded, her voice steady but filled with wonder. "And besides, how often does something like this come along? Think about it, James. This could be a once in a lifetime chance."

Philips looked at Clarie, a smile playing on his lips. "Exactly. Ray doesn’t waste time on people who don’t have something special to offer. Trust me, Clarie. This could open doors you never even dreamed of."

The car slowed as they approached their destination. Philips turned into a sleek driveway, and Clarie’s breath caught in her throat. Before them stood a stunning 12-story building, its glass walls reflecting the sky above like a towering mirror. The building seemed to pulse with energy, its modern, minimalist design exuding wealth and prestige.

"Wow," Clarie whispered, her eyes wide with awe. "This is where Ray works?"

Philips chuckled softly. "This is just the tip of the iceberg, Clarie. Wait until you see the inside."

As the car stopped, Clarie felt a flutter in her chest. She could barely contain her excitement as she stepped out of the car, the building looming before her like a monument to success. The doors were glass and sleek, opening automatically as they approached. Inside, the lobby was even more impressive, a vast, open space with marble floors, crystal chandeliers, and walls lined with abstract art.

Philips talked to the receptionist and  comes back.

"Come on," Philips urged, leading them toward a set of elevators. "Ray’s waiting."

The elevator doors opened with a soft chime, and they stepped inside. Philips pressed a button, and the lift began its ascent. Clarie’s heart beat faster with every floor they passed. She glanced at James, who still seemed unsure, but he held her hand tightly, offering her a small, reassuring smile.

"Are you nervous?" he whispered.

"A little," she admitted, her voice barely audible.       

The elevator stopped with a soft ding, and the doors opened to a breath-taking view. The office was expansive, occupying the entire top floor. The walls were made of glass, offering a panoramic view of the city below. There were sleek, modern furnishings, and the entire space radiated power and elegance. At the far end of the room stood Ray, his presence commanding. His sharp, chiselled features exuded a quiet intensity, and his tailored suit only added to his air of sophistication. He turned as they entered, a warm smile spreading across his face.

"Clarie, James," Ray greeted them, his voice smooth and charismatic. "I’m glad you could make it." He extended a hand toward Clarie, his gaze lingering just a little longer than necessary. "You’re so beautiful Clarie."

Clarie blushed, taken aback by the compliment.

"Thank you," she murmured, trying to maintain composure. She had expected professionalism, but his charm was disarming.

Philips gave a small nod, stepping aside to give them space. "I’ll leave you two to talk and he took a seat near the glasses enjoying the view outside.

Ray gestured toward a plush seating area with a view of the city skyline. "Please, make yourselves comfortable."

As they sat, Clarie couldn’t help but feel a sense of awe. She had never been in such a luxurious, high-powered setting.

As Clarie, James, and Philips settled into the plush leather chairs in Ray’s lavish office, the atmosphere shifted from the casual art gallery setting to something much more serious. Ray, ever composed, gestured toward the sleek, modern coffee table in front of them, where a maid appeared with three glasses of fresh juice. She placed them gently before each of them, offering a polite smile before quietly leaving the room. Ray leaned back in his chair, his piercing gaze briefly lingering on Clarie before he spoke. His voice was calm, measured, but there was an underlying intensity to it, like every word he spoke carried weight.

“Clarie,” he began, his eyes never leaving hers, “I’ve been looking for someone - someone special. A personal assistant. Not just any assistant, mind you, but someone who can handle both my professional and personal life with complete discretion and efficiency.” He paused, his eyes scanning her as though he were assessing her every move. “I think you’re exactly what I’m looking for.”

Clarie blinked, her hand pausing halfway to her glass of juice. Was this really happening? Did he just say he thought she was the one?

James shifted uncomfortably in his seat, his expression darkening, but he said nothing. Clarie could feel the weight of his unease, but Ray’s calm, commanding presence kept her almost entranced.

Ray continued, his tone growing more serious.

“This job is not for everyone, Clarie. It’s demanding. I’m not just looking for someone who can manage schedules or book flights. I need someone who will stay with me at my residence, accompany me to meetings, take care of my personal needs, and ensure that everything, from my day-to-day routines to my business affairs, runs smoothly.” He paused, allowing the magnitude of his words to settle in the air between them.

Clarie’s heart raced. She hadn’t expected something so... intimate. The idea of living with a man like Ray, assisting him with both his personal and professional life, sent a mixture of excitement and uncertainty flooding through her. It was an opportunity beyond anything she had imagined, but it also felt like stepping into an entirely new world, one that required a level of commitment and trust she wasn't sure she was prepared for.

Ray leaned forward, his gaze intensifying. “The pay will be 30,000 euros per month. A generous salary for someone who can meet my expectations. But that’s only if you’re serious. If you think you can handle this role, if you believe you’re the right fit, I’ll arrange for you to meet with my directors. We’ll have a formal interview in the conference hall. My team will want to make sure you’re truly up for this.”

He paused for a moment, allowing the weight of the offer to hang in the air.

“I’ll give you 10 minutes to think about it,” Ray added, his tone firm. “If you agree, meet me in the conference room. If you don’t, you can walk out that door. No hard feelings, no questions asked.”

Clarie’s breath caught in her throat. This wasn’t just an ordinary job offer, it was a proposition that could change everything for her. 30,000 euros per month? A position working for a man of Ray’s caliber? The financial security alone was tempting, not to mention the chance to work closely with someone who had influence and power on a global scale.

But there was a personal cost, too. Living with Ray. Being a constant presence in his life. Was she ready for that? Was it something she even wanted? Clarie turned toward James, searching his face for some hint of what he thought.

James, however, looked conflicted. His face was tight, his lips pressed into a thin line. “Clarie, this... this sounds too much,” he said quietly. “Are you sure you want to do this? It doesn’t seem right. It’s too... personal. I don’t like it.”

Clarie hesitated, torn between the pull of ambition and the concern for her marriage. This opportunity was enormous, but so was the potential for complications in her personal life.

Ray, noticing the momentary pause, spoke again, his voice calm yet unwavering. “You’ve got 10 minutes to decide, Clarie. Take your time, but not too much. After 10 minutes, my offer will stand no longer.” Clarie nods and walks back out of the office room James with her.

Clarie’s mind spun as she thought over everything, her husband’s hesitations, Ray’s compelling offer, the excitement of a new adventure, and the uncertainty of what it all meant. Clarie’s heart pounded as she processed everything. Ray’s offer lingered in her mind, a mix of excitement and hesitation swirling within her. James’s disapproving gaze didn’t escape her, but Philips, always the voice of encouragement, leaned in closer, his expression filled with a kind of urgency.

“Clarie,” he said softly, his voice low and convincing, “This is a golden opportunity. People would kill for a chance like this. You can’t let it slip away. Ray is not a man who makes offers lightly, and you’ve already impressed him.” His eyes shone with intensity. “This could be your chance to change everything - your life, your future. You should take it.”

Clarie’s stomach twisted, torn between the fear of the unknown and the irresistible pull of the opportunity before her. She glanced at James, who still seemed uncertain, but then her gaze moved to Philips, who wore a confident smile, almost as if he knew she would say yes. His words resonated deeply, and slowly, a sense of clarity washed over her.

“I’ll do it,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper, but firm. “I’ll go.”

Philips’s smile widened, and he gave a small nod, as though he had already expected her answer. “Good choice, Clarie. Trust me, you won’t regret it.”

He stepped back as a tall, imposing bodyguard appeared at the door. Without a word, the bodyguard motioned for Clarie and James to follow. Philips gave a reassuring glance to Clarie as she stood, her legs a little shaky, but determination beginning to fill her chest. This was happening. There was no turning back.

As they walked down the corridor, the soft click of their shoes echoed in the quiet, sleek hallways. Clarie stole a glance at James, whose face still carried uncertainty, but she could feel his hand gently squeezing hers. He didn’t say anything, but she could sense his mixed feelings, concern, fear, and a hint of worry.

The elevator ride to the 12th floor was quiet, only the soft hum of the machinery breaking the silence. The doors opened with a smooth whoosh, and Clarie felt a rush of nervous energy as they stepped into the spacious conference area.

The room was impressive, its size overwhelming. The floor was polished marble, reflecting the soft lighting that bathed the room in an elegant glow. The walls were adorned with abstract artwork that added to the modern, luxurious feel. In the center of the room sat a long, polished conference table, surrounded by several sleek, high-backed chairs.

At the head of the table sat Ray, his presence commanding yet approachable. He stood as they entered, a subtle but warm smile on his face. To his left and right were five individuals, Ray’s directors, Clarie assumed. They were impeccably dressed in suits, their expressions serious, but there was an air of anticipation in the room. At the far end of the table stood Stacey, Ray’s secretary, organizing papers neatly in front of her, her focused expression indicating she was ready for anything.

Ray greeted them with a nod as they entered. “Clarie, James,” he said, his voice warm, but with an unmistakable authority. “Please, take a seat.”

Clarie walked forward, her heart racing as she lowered herself into one of the empty chairs. James sat beside her, his body language tense. Clarie’s mind spun with the magnitude of what she was about to do. She had made the decision, but now it felt even more real.

Ray took a step forward, his dark eyes meeting hers, and for a moment, the rest of the room seemed to fade away. His smile remained, but there was a glint in his eyes - approval, perhaps, or recognition of the trust she had just placed in him.

“Clarie,” he began, his voice smooth and confident. “Congratulations. I’m pleased that you’ve decided to take this step with us.” He glanced toward the directors, each of whom nodded approvingly, their expressions unreadable. “It’s not an easy decision, but I can tell you’ll make an excellent fit for the role.”

Clarie felt a flush rise to her cheeks, but she maintained her composure. She had no choice but to keep her cool, this was real. This was the life she had just stepped into.

Ray: Now, Claire, I want you to make yourself comfortable. Please, climb onto the conference table and remove your dress.

Claire's heart raced as she realized the true nature of this meeting. She hesitated for a moment, but the anticipation in the room was palpable. With trembling hands, she began to unbutton her elegant silk frock, her movements slow and deliberate. The fabric slid off her shoulders, revealing a delicate lace bra and matching panties. The room erupted in a chorus of appreciative whispers and hushed cheers.

Ray: Remove your bra, Claire. Show us your beautiful breasts.

She bit her lip, her face flushing with embarrassment and arousal. Slowly, she reached behind her back, unhooking the bra, and let it fall to the table. Her breasts, full and perky, were now on display for the entire room to see. The managing directors leaned forward, their eyes fixated on her exposed flesh.

Ray stepped closer, his eyes glinting with desire. He reached out and gently removed her panties, leaving her completely naked. The room erupted in applause and wolf whistles, while James stood frozen, his eyes wide with a mix of emotions.

Ray: Turn around, Claire. Let everyone admire your exquisite body.

Obediently, Claire turned, presenting her bare ass to the room. Her cheeks were flushed, and her skin glistened with a fine sheen of sweat. Ray's hands roamed over her body, cupping her breasts and squeezing them gently. He bent down and planted a possessive kiss on her neck, his breath hot against her skin.

Ray: You're stunning. Now, come down from the table. We have much more intimate business to attend to.

As Claire stepped down, Ray's hands never left her body. He guided her to the center of the room, his fingers trailing down her spine, eliciting a shiver from her. The managing directors formed a circle around them, their eyes hungry for the spectacle about to unfold.

Ray wasted no time, his hands moving to Claire's waist, lifting her onto the conference table once more. He positioned her on all fours, her ass raised high, offering herself to him. With a swift motion, he unbuckled his belt and unzipped his trousers, revealing his throbbing erection.

The room was filled with the sound of heavy breathing and the rustle of clothing as the managing directors eagerly prepared to join in. Ray positioned himself behind Claire, his cock pressing against her wet pussy. With one powerful thrust, he penetrated her, filling her with a single stroke. Claire gasped, her body trembling as Ray began to pound into her, his hips slamming against her ass.

The managing directors, unable to contain their lust, moved towards James. Two of them grabbed him, ripping his shirt open, exposing his muscular chest. They pushed him against the glass wall, his face pressed against the cool surface. As James struggled, the directors took advantage of his vulnerability, unbuckling his pants and pulling them down, revealing his tight, ass.

While Ray continued to fuck Claire with abandon, the two directors took turns positioning themselves behind James. They entered him roughly, one after the other, their cocks sliding into his tight hole without hesitation. James cried out, his body tense as he was taken from behind, his cries mingling with Claire's moans of pleasure.

Ray's hands gripped Claire's hips, holding her firmly in place as he thrust into her with increasing urgency. His breath came in ragged gasps, and his cock swelled within her. With a final, powerful thrust, he buried himself deep inside her, his hot cum filling her pussy. Claire cried out, her body shaking with the force of her orgasm.

As Ray's climax subsided, he withdrew from Claire, his cock glistening with their combined juices. He turned his attention to the spectacle at the glass wall. The  managing directors were taking turns pounding James's ass, their rough thrusts causing his body to jerk with each penetration. James's cries echoed through the room, a mixture of pain and pleasure.

Ray's eyes gleamed with satisfaction as he watched Clarie’s husband being taken by his associates. He moved closer, his hand reaching out to stroke James's chest, leaving a trail of cum on his skin.

The managing directors, their own lusts sated, stepped back, leaving James leaning against the glass, his body glistening with sweat and cum. Ray approached Claire, who was still on the table, her body trembling from the aftermath of her orgasm. He lifted her into his arms and carried her towards the glass wall, her legs wrapped around his waist. Positioning himself behind her, Ray guided his still-hard cock to Claire's tight asshole. With a gentle but firm pressure, he entered her, his cock stretching her as he slid deep inside. Claire gasped, her body tensing as she adjusted to the new sensation. Ray held her hips firmly, his hands leaving red marks on her skin as he began to thrust into her ass.

The glass wall provided a voyeuristic view of the cityscape outside, and the thought of being on display only heightened the intensity of their passion. Ray's thrusts became more urgent, his cock plunging deep into Claire's ass, eliciting cries of pleasure from her. He reached around, his fingers finding her clit, rubbing it in rhythm with his thrusts. As Claire's moans grew louder, Ray's own desire peaked. With a final, powerful thrust, he emptied his cum into her ass, filling her with his seed. Claire's body convulsed around him, her orgasm rippling through her as she cried out, her voice echoing off the glass.

As Ray withdrew, he turned Claire to face him, their bodies still joined by the sticky residue of their passion. He kissed her deeply, his tongue exploring her mouth as their bodies pressed together. The managing directors, now fully clothed, watched with a mix of satisfaction and envy.

Ray: You've done well, Claire. This is just the beginning.

With that, he set her down, and the group began to disperse, leaving Claire and James alone in the conference room, their bodies still buzzing with the aftermath of their public display.

As they dressed, Ray approached James, his eyes filled with mischief. He gently squeezed his ass.

Ray: Did you enjoy that fuck James.

James just blushed

"Kneel," Ray commanded, his voice echoing through the room. James obeyed with hesitation, his heart pounding with anticipation. Ray unzipped his pants, revealing his long, hard dick, a symbol of his power and dominance. "Suck," he ordered, his voice dripping with authority. James, his heart racing, leaned forward, his lips parting as he took Ray's dick into his mouth. Clarie watched, her eyes gleaming with excitement. She loved these little games, the power play, the humiliation, the submission. James' head bobbed up and down in a rhythmic motion, his lips wrapped around Ray's dick, his tongue teasing the tip. Ray groaned, his hand gripping the back of James' head, guiding him deeper.

The room was filled with the sound of James' moans and Ray's groans, a symphony of pleasure and submission. Ray's grip tightened, his body tensing as he reached his climax. He came inside James' mouth, his cum filling his throat. "Clean it," Ray commanded, his voice hoarse with pleasure. James obeyed, his tongue tracing the length of Ray's dick, cleaning every drop of cum. Clarie laughed, her eyes sparkling with amusement and arousal.

Ray called for Stacey, his secretary "I want James to be feminine in a few weeks," Ray said, his voice filled with authority. "He should be wearing panties, have long hair, polish his nails." James looked up, his eyes wide with surprise and a hint of fear. "You are going to be a slut of my palace," Ray continued, "and your ass will be the company's property. Whoever wants to fuck can fuck your ass." Clarie and Stacey smiled.

Ray turned to James, his gaze intense. "From now on, you will be calling Clarie 'maam'," he said, his voice firm. James nodded, his heart pounding with a mix of fear and excitement. He was entering a world of submission and humiliation, a world where he was not in control. But there was also a thrill, a secret pleasure in the surrender.

The room was filled with a sense of anticipation, a promise of more to come. James, his heart pounding, looked up at Ray and Clarie, his eyes filled with submission and desire. He was ready to surrender, to become their plaything, their slut. And in the heart of Ray's empire, the game of power and submission was just beginning.
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The black limousine glides through wrought-iron gates that swing open silently, their gold-tipped edges catching the late afternoon sun. Clarie presses her palm against the cool glass window, her breath fogging the surface for a brief moment before she wipes it away with the back of her hand. Beyond the tinted glass, a sprawling estate unfolds, manicured lawns stretch like emerald carpets, punctuated by fountains that spray arcs of water into the air, their mist catching prisms of light. At the center of it all looms the palace itself: two stories of cream-colored marble, its facade adorned with towering pillars that cast long shadows across the driveway. Balconies jut from the upper floors, their wrought-iron railings curled into intricate patterns, and the windows like polished jewels in the fading light.

James shifts beside her, his fingers twitching against the leather seat. He clears his throat, but Clarie doesn’t look at him. Her gaze remains fixed on the estate, her lips parted just slightly, as if she’s forgotten how to close them. The car slows to a stop in front of the grand entrance, where double doors, each easily twice her height stand open like an invitation. Or a challenge.

A man steps forward before the driver can open their door. He moves with the easy confidence of someone who owns the space around him, his broad shoulders filling out a tailored black suit that somehow doesn’t conceal the lean, corded muscle beneath.

“Welcome,” he says, his voice smooth, the kind of tone that could sell ice to a snowman.

James steps out after her, his posture stiff, his jaw set.

“Dr. Gracey is  waiting for you,” the guard says, his tone leaving no room for argument. “First floor, west wing. She’ll get you started.”

James opens his mouth maybe to ask a question - but he is already turning away and guides Clarie inside as other guard takes her luggage.

A woman in a crisp white lab coat appears from a side door, her blonde hair pulled into a tight bun, her expression all business. She doesn’t speak, just jerks her chin toward the interior of the palace, and James hesitates only a second before following. His shoes scuff against the marble as he disappears inside, the heavy doors swallowing him whole.

Clarie watches him go. The fountain burbles behind her, the water’s rhythm steady, soothing. 

The air on the first floor of the palace was still and cold, carrying the faint, sweet scent of antiseptic and something else, something floral and unnerving. James followed the silent, severe-looking attendant through a pair of towering mahogany doors, his footsteps echoing on the polished marble. The room he entered was vast, a grand hall swallowed by shadow despite the daylight straining through the high, narrow windows. It was a place out of time, both opulent and clinical, and it made the fine hairs on his arms stand up.

In the center of the space, illuminated by a single, stark spotlight, stood Dr. Gracey, severe blonde hair pulled into a tight chignon, a lab coat over an impeccably tailored dress, and a smile that didn’t quite reach her piercing blue eyes. To her left stood Stacey, flanking her were two others, assistants presumably, their identical postures and blank faces making them seem less like people and more like elegant instruments.

"Ready to become a woman, James?" Dr. Gracey asked, her tone as casual as if she were asking about the weather.

The question, so blunt and final, stole the air from his lungs. He opened his mouth to speak, but all that came out was a fractured,

"I... I n-never really... thought..." He trailed off, his face burning. Never really thought it would feel like this. Never thought I’d be standing here, my future entirely in the hands of this formidable stranger.

"Of course you didn't," she said, her smile widening a fraction. She took a slow step toward him, her heels clicking decisively. "That's why you're here. To stop thinking and start becoming. The first step is one of simplicity. A shedding of the old skin." Her eyes, sharp and assessing, travelled the length of his body. "Strip, please."

The command, delivered with such polite firmness, left no room for negotiation. His hands, feeling clumsy and alien, went to the buttons of his shirt. He folded the shirt with trembling hands and placed it on a nearby chair, the mundane action feeling absurd.

Next, his trousers, then his socks, until he stood in just his briefs. A final, fragile barrier. He hesitated, his fingers hooked in the waistband. Dr. Gracey simply watched him, one perfectly sculpted eyebrow raised in silent inquiry. He drew a shuddering breath and pushed them down, stepping out of the pooled fabric on the cold floor.

The air felt shockingly cool on his bare skin. He resisted the overwhelming urge to cover himself, forcing his hands to remain at his sides, clenching and unclenching. He was completely exposed, utterly vulnerable under the bright light. His skin prickled with a mixture of cold and sheer, unadulterated shame.  A low, melodic laugh broke the silence. It was Stacey, a hand covering her mouth, her shoulders shaking. One of the other assistants let out a soft, airy giggle that was quickly stifled. They weren't cruel laughs, not exactly. They were sounds of pure, amused observation, which in some ways was far worse. He was a specimen. A reaction. A curiosity.

Dr. Gracey’s smile didn’t falter. "A perfectly natural physiological response to a heightened state of awareness, James. Nothing to be ashamed of. It merely confirms your healthy neural pathways. It will be one of the last times we see that particular... announcement." Her clinical dissection of his humiliation was somehow more paralyzing than the laughter.

She turned to her two assistants. "Prep him. Head to toe. I want him smooth."

The two women moved in unison, their approach silent and efficient. They each took one of his arms, their grips firm and professional. Their touch was cool and impersonal, yet it sent a fresh jolt of awareness through him. They were touching him. Guiding him. He was too stunned to resist as they led him toward a large, freestanding, clawfoot tub in a corner of the room that he hadn't noticed before. It was already filled with water, steam curling gently from its surface.

"Please step in," one of them instructed, her voice a neutral monotone.

He climbed into the tub, the hot water a shocking contrast to the chilly air. It should have been relaxing. It wasn't. He sat, the water lapping at his waist, as the two assistants rolled up the sleeves of their crisp white uniforms. One picked up a bottle and poured a generous amount of floral-scented oil into her hands before working it into a lather. The other retrieved a straight razor and a strop, the swish-swish of the blade being honed making his breath catch.

The first assistant’s lathered hands began on his shoulders, working the soap over his skin in broad, circular motions. The touch was methodical, covering every inch of his arms, his chest, his stomach. She was so close he could smell the clean scent of her shampoo. Her expression never changed, her focus absolute. He flinched when her slick, soapy fingers grazed a nipple, and she paused, waiting for him to still before continuing.

Then the second woman moved in, razor in hand. She started with his underarms, tilting his arm back with an impersonal touch. He held his breath as the cool, sharp edge glided effortlessly over his skin, leaving a trail of unbelievable smoothness in its wake. The sound of the blade scraping away hair was obscenely loud. Scrape. Swish in the water. Scrape.

They worked their way down his body with terrifying efficiency. His chest. His stomach. They were relentless. When the razor moved lower, down the trail of hair below his navel, he squeezed his eyes shut, his entire body rigid with a tension that had nothing to do with fear and everything to do with a hyper-awareness of every sensation. The women were speaking in low, technical tones to each other, discussing angles and pressure points as if he weren't even there.

"Left leg," one murmured.

He felt hands on his calf, lifting his leg out of the water. The razor followed the same precise path, from his ankle all the way up his inner thigh. The blade paused mere inches from the heart of his vulnerability. He could feel the heat of the assistant’s hand steadying his knee, could hear her soft, measured breathing.

Then the other leg. The same process. Scrape. Swish. Scrape.

Finally, they were done with his limbs. The water was clouded with tiny hairs. One of the assistants looked at Dr. Gracey, who had been observing the entire procedure with a detached air.

"The genitals, Doctor?" the assistant asked, her voice echoing slightly in the vast room.

Dr. Gracey’s eyes locked with James’s, a ghost of that knowing smile playing on her lips. "Yes. Everything."

The floral-scented water had gone cold, clouded with the evidence of his former self. James sat shivering in the tub, his skin a landscape of unfamiliar smoothness. The two assistants dried him with brisk, efficient towels, their touches devoid of any warmth, patting and dabbing at his new skin as if polishing a valuable object.

Dr. Gracey appeared at the edge of the tub, holding a folded garment of pale green cotton. “Up you get.” Her tone brooked no argument.

He rose unsteadily, water sluicing off his hairless body. The air was frigid against his damp skin, pebbling it with goosebumps. He felt a new wave of humiliation, standing there completely exposed, his body stripped of its masculine armor. One of the assistants held the gown open, and he turned, slipping his arms into the sleeves. The soft fabric felt strangely luxurious against his sensitive skin, but it was a poor shield. It tied loosely at the back, leaving him feeling even more vulnerable than before, the open back a constant reminder of his exposure.

“There now,” Dr. Gracey said, her voice a low purr of satisfaction. “A clean slate. A canvas awaiting its new form.” Her piercing blue eyes scanned him from head to toe, and for a fleeting moment, he thought he saw a spark of something more than clinical interest - a flicker of possession. It was gone before he could be sure. “Let’s go to the Hospital. First, the facial feminization, dear. First things first.”

The words were so casual, yet they carried the weight of permanence. Facial feminization. This was no longer about removing hair; this was about reshaping his very identity. They took him to the hospital few miles away which owned by Ray.

The hospital was not that big and was not crowded too. They took him to the 4th floor which was empty. He was led, flanked by the two silent assistants. They stopped before a set of double doors marked ‘Surgical Theatre 1’. Dr. Gracey placed her hand on a biometric scanner, and the doors hissed open.

Inside was a room of brilliant white light and gleaming steel. A complex surgical chair, like something from a science-fiction film, dominated the center of the room. It was surrounded by trays of intimidating instruments and banks of monitors showing complex readouts.

The chair was cold through the thin gown. As he leaned back, articulated arms descended, gently but firmly cradling his head and holding it perfectly still. He could see his reflection, distorted and wide-eyed, in the curved surface of a light fixture above him.

“Just a mild sedative, James,” Stacey said, her voice calm and reassuring as she swabbed his arm with cold antiseptic. “You’ll be awake, but pleasantly relaxed. You shouldn’t feel any pain.” Her cool, professional gaze met his, and for the first time, he saw a hint of that knowing smile she’d had earlier. He felt a pinprick, then a warm, heavy sensation spread up his arm. The sharp edges of his anxiety began to blur. The bright lights above softened into a gentle halo.

Dr. Gracey moved into his line of sight, a small laser-guided instrument in her hand. Her expression was one of intense, focused concentration. “We begin with the brow ridge,” she murmured, more to herself than to him. “Softening the masculine prominence...”

He could feel pressure, a deep, vibrating hum against his skull, but no pain. His mind, floating in a sedative haze, drifted away from the clinical white room.
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Elsewhere in the palace, the world was all warmth and golden light. Claire traced her fingers along the gilded edge of a pristine windowsill, looking out over the sprawling, manicured gardens. The sheer beauty of it all was intoxicating.

“It’s something, isn’t it?” a smooth voice said from behind her.

She turned to find Ray leaning against the doorframe, a glass of amber liquid in his hand. He was handsome in a sharp, dangerous way, his suit impeccably tailored to his powerful frame.

“It’s incredible,” Claire breathed, a genuine smile touching her lips.

“I’m glad you appreciate it. It’s a place of... transformation. For those with the vision to see its potential.” He took a slow step forward. “Your husband is in the most capable hands. Dr. Gracey is an artist. It will be some time before he is... presentable.”

Clarie felt a thrill at his proximity, at the subtle implication in his words. She was free here, untethered from her old life, her old role. She caught her reflection in the window, a beautiful woman in a beautiful place, being admired by a powerful man. She slowly ran her fingers through her long, dark hair, a deliberately seductive gesture.

“I appreciate you taking such good care of him,” she said, her voice dropping to a huskier register.

Ray’s smile widened. “And who is taking care of you, my dear?” He finished his drink and set the glass down. “Come. Let me show you to your accommodations.”

He led her up a grand staircase to a suite that was larger than her entire apartment. The bedroom was dominated by a vast, four-poster bed piled high with silk cushions.

“This is... magnificent,” she whispered.

“I’m glad you like it,” Ray said, closing the door behind them with a soft click. He turned to face her, his gaze intense and appraising. “As my new personal assistant, there will be certain... duties. Let me give you your first one.”

Clarie’s heart beat a faster rhythm. This was the undercurrent she had felt since arriving. The real reason she had agreed to come, the secret thrill she had barely admitted to herself. She smiled, a slow, seductive curve of her lips. “Yes, sir?”

He didn’t smile back. His expression was one of pure, unwavering command. “Suck my cock.”

Without a word, her eyes locked on his, she sank to her knees on the luxurious carpet. Her hands went to his belt, her fingers deft and sure. The silence in the room was broken only by the whisper of fabric and the sound of their breathing. She unzipped his trousers, freeing his erect cock. She didn’t hesitate. She leaned forward, her lips parting, and took him into her mouth. She moved slowly, a languorous, teasing rhythm, her tongue exploring his length. She was not performing a chore; she was savoring a privilege, tasting the salt and power of him.

Her lips stretch around his girth, her throat opening on instinct as she takes him deep, her nose pressing into the trimmed hair at the base of his cock. A guttural groan rips from his chest, his hips jerking forward, forcing another inch past her lips. Claire doesn’t gag - she melts, her lashes fluttering as she hollows her cheeks, her tongue swirling around the underside of his shaft. The taste of him  - musky, salt, pure male fills her senses, her pussy clenching uselessly beneath her pencil skirt.

“Fuck, just like that,” Ray growls, his voice a rough rasp. His grip tightens, his knuckles brushing her scalp as he sets the pace, fucking her mouth in slow, deliberate thrusts. Claire’s hands slide up his thighs, her nails digging into the firm muscle beneath his trousers, anchoring herself as he hits the back of her throat again and again. Saliva drips down her chin, her mascara smudging just enough to make her look debauched, used. His balls draw up, heavy and tight, and she moans around his cock, the vibration sending a jolt through his spine.

Claire’s eyes snap up to his, her lips sealed around the base of his shaft as he buries himself to the hilt. His cock pulses, the first thick rope of cum hitting the back of her throat. She swallows instantly, her throat working around him, milking him for every last drop. Another spurt, then another, his cum coating her tongue, sliding down in a hot, bitter rush. She takes it all, her gaze locked on his, her lashes damp, her mouth stuffed full of his cock even as the last twinges of his orgasm fade.

Ray pulls out with a wet pop, his dick glistening, half-hard but already twitching with the promise of more. Claire licks her lips, catching a stray drop of cum at the corner of her mouth, her fingers trembling as she tucks a loose strand of hair behind her ear. He doesn’t let her move. His hand cups her jaw, his thumb pressing against her lower lip, smearing the last of his release over her skin.

The two weeks that followed were a hazy, pain-soaked dream punctuated by moments of startling, aching clarity for James. There were flashes of awareness: the cool press of Stacey’s fingers checking a pulse, the sterile scent of fresh bandages, the deep, throbbing ache that seemed to emanate from the very center of his being. It was a profound, invasive soreness that spoke of fundamental change.

Then, the fog began to lift. The constant drip of medication ceased. The world solidified around him. He was in a different room now, softer, with warm lighting that glowed against pale lavender walls. He was propped up in a bed, a light sheet draped over his lower body. The heavy, persistent ache was still there, a dull reminder between his legs, but it was manageable. It was the new, persistent weight on his chest that was now the most dominant sensation.

His hands, which felt so slender and unfamiliar, lifted of their own volition. The tips of his fingers traced the outline of the breasts through the thin cotton of her hospital gown. They were fuller now, the implants having settled into a natural, gentle slope. The sensitivity was, as Dr. Gracey had promised, remarkable. Every brush of the fabric, every slight touch, sent a tiny, electric frisson skittering across her nerve endings, a constant, low-level hum of awareness.

But his fingers didn’t stop there. They drifted lower, skimming over the flat plane of his stomach, down to where the sheet rested. His heart began to beat a frantic, panicked rhythm. What is there? The question was a scream in his mind. What have they done?

Hesitantly, his hand slipped beneath the sheet. The touch was tentative, terrified. His fingers encountered a complex landscape of soft gauze and padding, a protective fortress of bandages. But beneath that... a shape. A contour that was utterly, completely alien. There was a softness, a delicate fold of skin where before there had been something entirely different. His breath hitched, catching in a throat that felt too narrow. He pressed a little, a searching, exploratory touch.

The door opened. Dr. Gracey entered, a vision of sharp elegance in her white coat, Stacey a silent shadow behind her. The doctor’s piercing blue eyes went immediately to Jame’s hand, hidden beneath the sheet. A slow, triumphant smile spread across her perfectly painted lips.

“Exploring your new geography, my dear?” Her voice was a silken purr. “I trust you’re being gentle. The work is still fresh. A masterpiece, but a delicate one.”

James snatched his hand back as if burned, his face flooding with heat. He felt caught, exposed, even though the evidence of his exploration was hidden.

Dr. Gracey clicked her tongue softly. “Now, now. There’s no need for that. Curiosity is natural. Essential, even.” She moved to the bedside, her presence seeming to suck all the air from the room. “The vaginoplasty was an unqualified success. The structure is perfect, the aesthetic result... exceeds even my expectations. In time, with proper... training... the functionality will be seamless.”

The words were so clinical, so detached, yet they described a change that felt cataclysmic. James could only stare, his mind struggling to reconcile the reality of his body with the woman standing over him.

“It’s time for you to see,” Dr. Gracey said. It wasn’t a suggestion. She nodded to Stacey, who moved to a large, freestanding mirror covered by a cloth. “The final unveiling. The moment you become whole.”

Stacey pulled the cloth away with a soft whoosh. The mirror was an oval of gleaming glass, large enough to reflect Jame’s entire body.

“Let’s have you up,” Dr. Gracey commanded. She and Stacey moved to either side of the bed, their grips firm and professional as they helped James to his feet. A wave of dizziness washed over him, and a sharp, pulling sensation low in his abdomen made him gasp. They steadied him, their hands impersonal on his arms.

The journey to the mirror was only a few steps, but it felt like a marathon. Each movement was a careful negotiation with his new, aching body. Finally, she stood before the glass, Dr. Gracey and Stacey flanking him like elegant sentinels.

He stared, no she stared.

The person in the mirror was a stranger. A beautiful stranger.

The face was the one she had seen before, but smoother, more settled, the last vestiges of masculinity erased by skilled hands and time. Framing it was hair that had grown out into soft, dark waves, brushing her shoulders. Her neck seemed longer, more graceful. And her body... Her gaze travelled downward, a slow, disbelieving journey.

The hospital gown was thin, and it did little to hide the curves beneath. The gentle swell of her breasts, the narrow taper of her waist... it was a feminine silhouette, undeniable and complete. Her eyes fell to the heart of the change, to the place hidden by the gown and the bandages beneath. The physical evidence was concealed, but the knowledge of what was there now, of what was gone, was a truth that resonated through her entire being.

Dr. Gracey moved behind her, placing her hands on Jame’s shoulders. Her reflection stared back over Jame’s, those blue eyes burning with intense possessiveness and pride.

“Look,” she commanded, her voice a low, hypnotic thrum. “Look and understand. The journey of James is over. He is gone. What you see... what you feel... this is who you are now.”

Jamey’s lip trembled. Her hands shook at her sides. She was helpless to do anything but obey.

“You are a woman now,” Dr. Gracey stated, each word a nail in a coffin. “A complete woman. From this moment on, you are not James.” She paused, letting the finality of it sink into the warm, still air of the room. “You are Jamey.”

The name landed on her like a physical weight. It was a death and a birth, all in a single, softly spoken word. Jamey. She tried to form the word with her own lips, but no sound came out. Her eyes were locked on the stranger in the mirror, on the woman with the wide, terrified, and yet strangely awed eyes.

Dr. Gracey’s smile was a sharp, victorious thing in the reflection. “Welcome, Jamey. Your life begins today.” Her hands tightened on Jamey’s shoulders, a claim and a promise. “And I can’t wait to show you what it means to live it.”

As the grand doors of the palace swung open, Jamey - now a vision of silken curves and painted lips, her once-masculine frame reshaped by the alchemists' arts, stepped into the opulent halls on trembling heels. The feminization had been thorough, irreversible: soft breasts heaving beneath a gossamer gown, hips swaying with enforced grace, and a voice that lilted in submissive whispers.

“ Welcome my pet. You look stunning.” Ray welcomed her.

Clarie looked at her feminized husband in excitement.

For the rest of her life, Jamey served without question. Ray took her roughly in the evenings, bending her over marble balustrades while Clarie watched, sipping wine and directing the scene with a flick of her wrist. The palace was a den of excess, and Jamey was its shared treasure. Guards, courtiers, even visiting nobles used her freely - mouth, cunt, ass offered up on silver platters during feasts, her moans muffled by cocks or Clarie's thighs.

Their honeymoon ended not with vows, but with this eternal tableau: Jamey on her knees, collared and glistening, forever the bridge between Ray's dominance and Clarie's indulgence. In the palace's gilded cage, pleasure was her prison, and submission her only freedom.

––––––––

THE END 

––––––––
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The Greyhound bus smelled faintly of diesel, old vinyl, and someone’s half-eaten tuna sandwich three rows back. Amy pressed her forehead against the cool window and watched the Hudson River glitter under the late-afternoon sun like a sheet of crumpled aluminum foil.

She is 18 and this is the farthest she had ever been from Stockton. She lifted a long strand of  her long chestnut hair and wound it slowly around two fingers. The bus lurched over a bridge and she caught her reflection superimposed on the skyline. Pale skin, wide hazel eyes, a small mouth that always looked like it was about to smile even when she wasn’t. Tall enough that her knees pressed uncomfortably against the seat in front, but narrow-hipped and small-breasted in a way that made most tops hang loose across her chest.

Lucia College of Art & Design. Fashion Design major. She had the acceptance letter folded inside her journal, the one with the tiny silver lock she’d never actually clicked shut. She shifted in the seat. The thin cotton of her sundress rode up her thighs; she didn’t bother smoothing it back down right away. Her nipples tightened against the soft lining of her bralette, two small points she could see if she angled her head just right. She didn’t look down. She just felt them, aware in a way she hadn’t let herself be aware very often back home.
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The bus finally stopped outside the tall iron gates of Lucia College. Amy stepped down, dragging her small suitcase and backpack. It was a women’s college. Hundreds of  girls are wandering in the campus. Short dresses, tiny shorts, crop tops that showed flat stomachs and belly-button rings. Some stood in groups, laughing loudly. Others leaned against the brick walls smoking openly, blowing perfect rings into the warm September air. No one seemed to care about rules here.

Amy smoothed her sundress and tucked a strand of long hair behind her ear.  A girl walked straight toward her, short black skirt barely covering her thighs, tight white t-shirt stretched across full breasts, bubble gum popping between glossy lips.

“Heey, sweetie,” the girl drawled, voice thick with fake sweetness.

“Where you goin’ all lost and pretty like that?”

The girls behind her burst into giggles.

Amy’s cheeks burned.

She managed a quiet “Hi,” then hurried past, pulling her suitcase faster. Their laughter followed her like smoke.

Inside the admission building it was cooler and quieter. Papers were signed, keys handed over, a quick map of the campus shoved into her hand. Then the housing officer smiled too wide and said, “You’re in Willow Hall, room 312. Hostel warden Susy will help you there. Good luck, freshman.”

Amy walked across the green lawn toward the tall red-brick building that loomed at the edge of campus. Willow Hall looked old and beautiful from far away - ivy crawling up the walls, big arched windows. Up close it felt heavy, like it was watching her.

At the ground-floor desk, sat the warden. Susy. Mid-forties, heavy-set, blouse straining over enormous breasts that seemed to rest on the counter like they had their own gravity. Dark hair pulled into a messy bun. When Amy approached, Susy’s eyes slid over her slowly - up her long legs, across her small chest, lingering on the smooth fall of chestnut hair.

Amy shifted her weight. The look felt heavy, almost sticky.

“Name?” Susy asked, voice low and rough.

“Amy Carter.”

Susy checked the list, nodded. Her gaze didn’t leave Amy’s body.

“Room 312. Third floor. And listen good girl, obey the rules.

“Yes, ma’am.”

Susy’s lips curved, not quite a smile. “Good. Go on up.”

Amy hurried away, cheeks hot again. She could feel those eyes on her back the whole way to the stairs.

She climbed the wide staircase to the third floor. The hallway smelled like nail polish, weed, and coconut body lotion. Music thumped from behind several doors.

Room 312. The door was already open.

The room was small.

Two single beds pushed right together, making one big mattress that took up most of the space. A narrow window with thin white curtains. A desk crammed against the wall, covered in makeup and empty energy-drink cans. One open suitcase spilling clothes. An attached bathroom door stood half-open; she could see tiles and a foggy mirror.

And on the joined beds lay Ruby.

Twenty-two. Asleep on her stomach, face turned to the side, dark auburn hair fanned across the pillow. She wore only a thin black tank top and pale pink boyshorts that hugged her hips. The tank had ridden up, showing the smooth dip of her lower back and the gentle curve of her ass - round, firm, the kind that made the shorts look painted on. Even lying down, Amy could see the gentle swell of her 34B breasts pressed against the sheet, nipples faintly outlined through the fabric.

Amy set the suitcase down as quietly as she could. She sat carefully on the very edge of the empty side of the bed, so close their hips would almost touch if Ruby rolled over. Her long hair brushed the sheet.

Ruby suddenly stirred, her eyes fluttered open. She propped herself up on one elbow, auburn hair falling messily over one shoulder.

“Hey,” Ruby said, voice low and rough from sleep. “Who the fuck are you, shithole?”

Amy jumped to her feet like she’d been caught stealing.

“I’m Amy,” she said quickly. “I’m here for the fashion design degree. First year.”

Ruby sat up fully now, legs dangling off the side of the joined beds. Then she looked at Amy. Slow. From Amy’s white sneakers, up her long legs, over the sundress that suddenly felt paper-thin, past her small chest, to her face. Her gaze lingered like she was pricing something.

“Cute girl,” Ruby said, lips curling. “Where you from?”

“Stockton,” Amy answered.

“Ruby. California. By the way, I’m your senior.” She smirked.

“Repeating the year. Failed backup, whatever.

Amy nodded nervously. “O-okay...”

Ruby tilted her head. “So let me see you properly. Strip.”

Amy blinked. “What?”

Ruby rolled her eyes like Amy was being slow.

“It’s a ritual here. Every new girl has to strip when she walks into the room for the first time. Hostel tradition. Don’t make it weird.”

Amy’s mouth went dry. “What kind of rule is that?”

“Rule of this hostel,” Ruby said flatly. “If you’re done with questions... now strip.”

Amy’s heart slammed against her ribs. She looked toward the door-  locked. The window curtains half-drawn. No one could see in. But still.

She reached behind her neck with shaking fingers and untied the thin straps of the sundress. The fabric slid down her body in one soft rush, pooling at her feet. She stepped out of it, standing in plain black bra and matching panties. Her arms crossed over her chest instinctively.

Ruby’s eyes narrowed. “Everything.”

Amy hesitated. Her fingers hovered at the bra clasp.

Ruby leaned forward slightly. “Come on, new girl. Don’t be shy.”

Amy unhooked the bra. It fell away. Her small breasts were bare now - pale, pink nipples already tight from nerves and the cool air. She felt tiny under Ruby’s stare.

Ruby let out a soft laugh.

“Ohhh, so small. Don’t worry, sweetie. We’ll make them big.”

Amy froze. “W-what do you mean?”

Ruby just smiled wider. “Later. Now the panties.”

Amy’s hands trembled as they slid to the waistband. She pushed the black cotton down slowly over her hips, past the neat triangle of soft brown hair, down her thighs, stepping out one foot at a time. The panties landed beside the dress.

She stood completely naked.

Nude in front of a stranger. A woman she’d known for three minutes. She hadn’t imagined this when the bus pulled into Greenport. Not even close.

Ruby’s gaze dropped between Amy’s legs. She studied the smooth skin, the neat patch of hair, the faint pink lips of her pussy. A slow, hungry smile spread across her face.

“Fuck,” Ruby murmured, almost to herself. “You’re pretty.”

Amy’s arms hung useless at her sides. She didn’t cover herself. She didn’t know if she was allowed to. Her skin felt electric, every inch aware of Ruby’s eyes.

Ruby patted the bed beside her.

“Come here, little Stockton girl. Sit.”

Amy took one shaky step, then another. The mattress dipped under her weight. Amy sat on the edge of the bed, her naked body rigid. Slowly, Ruby lifted her hand, her fingers trailed through the air, then descended to hover just above the junction of Amy’s thighs.

Amy flinched.

Ruby didn’t pull back. Her hand remained, a silent, patient question.

“Do you have a boyfriend?”

“No.” Amy replied

“Hmm.” Ruby’s hand began to move, a slow, deliberate slide down the trembling plane of Amy’s thigh. “You ever had a boyfriend?”

The touch reached the crease where thigh met her pussy. Ruby’s fingers, brushed through the soft, downy hair there. Amy’s whole world contracted to that point of contact. A shudder wracked her frame. “N-noo...”

Ruby: “Good.”

Ruby’s index finger found the outer fold of her labia. It was a whisper of a touch, tracing the soft, closed seam. Amy felt a jolt, like static electricity, shoot straight up her spine. Her stomach clenched, a swarm of butterflies taking violent flight.

“Please,” Amy whispered, the word tearing from a place of pure, instinctive fear. “Don’t do this.”

Ruby leaned in. Her lips were so close they brushed the shell of Amy’s ear. Her whisper was a hot, velvet command. “Shhh.”

Amy’s protest died in her throat. Ruby’s finger stopped its tracing. It pressed, with a little more insistence, against the tight, virginal entrance. The pressure increased, a steady, unwavering force. The fingertip slipped past the initial tight ring of muscle.

Amy cried out a short, sharp cry.

Ruby let out a soft, appreciative hum.

“Mmm. It’s too tight.” Her finger retreated slightly, then pushed forward again, gaining another millimeter.

“Let’s break your seal today.”

Tears welled in Amy’s eyes. They weren’t tears of sorrow, but of overwhelming sensory overload.

“Please,” she sobbed, the word ragged. “Leave me.”

Ruby didn’t leave. Her finger withdrew completely, slick now with Amy’s wetness. The sudden absence was its own kind of shock. Then, with the same slow certainty, she pushed back in. Deeper this time. The stretch was more pronounced, a burning, full feeling that made Amy gasp and arch her back.

Out. In.

A rhythm established itself. A relentless, gentle piston. Each inward stroke delved a fraction deeper, each withdrawal felt like a loss. The initial sharp pain was softening, melting into a persistent, throbbing ache that spread heat through her lower belly. Amy’s hands fisted in the sheets. She was crying openly now, silent tears tracking through the blush on her cheeks. Her breath came in ragged hitches that matched the rhythm of Ruby’s hand.

“Shut up,” Ruby murmured. “And enjoy, cutey.”

As Amy’s body yielded, stretched, Ruby added a second finger. It was a smoother entry, aided by the slickness. Amy’s body was being opened, filled in a way she had never imagined.

A huge, guttural moan ripped from her throat.

“Ahhhh!” It was a sound of surrender.

Ruby began to move in earnest. Her two fingers curled slightly, finding a rhythm that was no longer just about penetration. She fucked Amy with her hand, a spontaneous, exploring cadence. She’d thrust deep, then scissor gently, stretching. She’d press upward, rubbing against something inside that made Amy’s toes curl and a new, sharper cry tear from her lips.

Ruby’s free hand came up. She cupped Amy’s small breast, her thumb sweeping over the taut nipple. The dual sensation, the invasion below, the teasing above sent Amy’s mind spinning. She was being played, like an instrument, and Ruby was the only one who knew the tune.

“That’s it,” Ruby breathed. She watched Amy’s face, the play of agony and ecstasy, the tears and the parted lips. “Just feel it. Let it happen.”

Her moans became continuous, a soft, broken melody. Her head tipped back, throat exposed. Ruby felt the change. She shifted the angle of her fingers, pressing more firmly against that spongy, miraculous spot inside. She curled them, a come-hither motion that scraped directly over it.

Amy’s body went taut as a bowstring. A high, keening sound escaped her. Her back arched clear off the bed. Her inner muscles clamped down vise-tight around Ruby’s fingers. She cried out, a raw, shattered sound, as her orgasm ripped through her. It seemed to last forever. Convulsions wracked her, milking Ruby’s buried fingers. Juices gushed with blood, hot and copious, flooding Ruby’s hand and trickling down to wet the sheets beneath them.

Ruby didn’t stop. She kept her fingers inside, gentling her movements to small, coaxing pulses that prolonged the aftershocks, each one making Amy sob with oversensitivity. Finally, as Amy’s body went limp, boneless and trembling, Ruby slowly withdrew her fingers. They emerged slick and glistening in the faint light. She held her hand up between them, examining the evidence.

“So quick,” Ruby said. She lowered her hand, showing Amy the glistening trails of fluid that still coated her palm and dripped down her wrist.

“Dirty little slut. You ruined my hands.”

Ruby pushed her to the bed. She fell forward, the motion sudden and graceless. Her face pressed into the twisted, damp sheets of Ruby’s bed. The scent of her own release was overwhelming here, mixed with the clean cotton and Ruby’s lavender soap. Her small breasts were flattened against the mattress, her nipples peaked and sensitive from the earlier touch. Her legs were splayed, knees bent, her ass in the air. A position of utter vulnerability.

Ruby’s shadow fell over her. She could feel the heat of her body hovering close. The warm, smooth curve of Ruby’s palm landed on the crest of Amy’s right buttock. It was a possessory touch, cupping the soft, pale flesh. A thumb stroked the outer curve, a slow, appreciative caress.

“Such a pretty canvas,” Ruby murmured. Her other hand joined, both palms now mapping the slopes of Amy’s ass. They squeezed gently, testing the give, the resilience. Amy felt like a specimen, pinned and examined. A sheep in the hands of a tiger.

Ruby’s thumbs moved inward, tracing the delicate crease where her ass cheeks met. They brushed against the furled, forbidden knot of her anus, making Amy jolt and gasp into the sheets. Ruby chuckled, a dark, pleasant sound.

“So jumpy. Every nerve is awake, isn’t it?”

Her touch grew more deliberate. She used her fingertips to pinch, not hard, but with a sharp, surprising pressure. She pinched the soft flesh of Amy’s ass. Amy yelped, the sound muffled by the bedding. The pinch was a bright spark of sensation.

“Shh,” Ruby soothed. She pinched the other side, a mirroring claim. Then she dragged her nails lightly, so lightly, up the center of Amy’s spine, making every hair on Amy’s body stand on end. The contrast was maddening. The sharp pinches, the feather-light scratches. Amy squirmed, a helpless, involuntary movement.

Ruby’s hands returned to her ass, this time spreading her cheeks apart. The cool air of the room kissed her most intimate places, the slick, swollen lips of her pussy and the tight pucker behind them now exposed. Amy whimpered, humiliation and arousal twisting together in her gut. She was being opened, displayed.

“Look at you,” Ruby breathed, her voice thick with arousal. A single finger, still slick from before, trailed down the damp path between her ass cheeks. It circled her anus. Amy clenched.  Then, the touch vanished. For a second, there was only the weight of anticipation, the cool air on her wet skin.

The slap came without warning.

A sharp, stinging crack of palm on flesh. It wasn’t a brutal hit, but it was firm, decisive. It landed on the fullest part of her right buttock.

Amy cried out, a sharp, genuine cry of surprise and pain. Ruby’s hand came down again. Left cheek this time. Another crisp slap. The sound was louder in the silent room. Amy cried out again, tears springing to her eyes. “You take it so well,” Ruby cooed, her voice a mix of praise and dominance. She rubbed the reddening skin, her palm soothing the burn she’d just created. Another slap, harder this time. Amy’s cry was broken, a sob. Her body was alight. The sting was a bright, clean fire on her skin, and it fanned the embers of the pleasure still simmering inside her.

Ruby leaned over her, her breath hot on Amy’s ear.

“Your skin is turning such a pretty pink. My color on you.” She punctuated the sentence with two quick, successive slaps - crack! crack! that made Amy sob and push her face deeper into the sheets.

Ruby’s hand stopped. She spread Amy’s stinging ass cheeks wide again. Amy felt the blunt, thick head of something press against her entrance. Not fingers. Ruby’s thumb. Amy froze.

“Relax,” Ruby commanded, her voice leaving no room for argument. She pushed. The thumb breached, a shocking, impossible invasion. The stretch was intense, a burning ring of fire that made Amy scream, a raw, ragged sound. It was a fullness unlike anything, a pressure that felt like it reached into her very core.

Ruby withdrew the thumb with a slow, slick sound that made Amy flinch. Ruby’s weight shifted off the bed. Amy heard the rustle of fabric. A zipper. The soft thump of clothes hitting the floor. Ruby was undressing, methodically, completely.

Ruby’s strong hands grasped Amy’s shoulders again. This time, they didn’t push her down; they pulled her up. Ruby carried Amy to the bathroom on her shoulder. The bathroom light flickered on with a harsh, fluorescent buzz. It was brutally bright, exposing every detail: the cheap white tiles, the small shower stall, the toilet, the sink with a single toothpaste stain. It was a clinical, impersonal space. And Ruby was leading her naked into the center of it.

Ruby guided her down to the floor. The linoleum was cold, unyielding against Amy’s back. The shock of it made her gasp. She lay there, looking up at the water-stained ceiling, her small breasts pointing upward, her legs falling open slightly of their own accord. Ruby stood over her, a nude goddess in a fluorescent-lit cubicle, her gaze traveling the length of Amy’s spreadeagled form.

Then Ruby knelt. Between her legs. Ruby placed her hands on Amy’s inner thighs, just above the knees. She pushed, spreading Amy wider, opening her completely to the light and the air and her own intent.

Amy’s breath hitched. Ruby lowered her head.

The first touch wasn’t her tongue. It was her breath. A warm, deliberate exhale against Amy’s slick, swollen folds. Amy jerked, a tiny, helpless movement. Then, the flat of Ruby’s tongue. A slow, broad, claiming swipe from the very bottom of her slit all the way up to her clit. Amy cried out, a sharp, broken sound that echoed off the tiles. Her hands flew to her sides, fingers scrabbling against the cool, smooth linoleum for purchase.

Ruby didn’t pause. She established a rhythm immediately. Long, languid licks that coated Amy’s pussy with saliva. The sound was lewd, wet, and obscenely loud in the small room - a rhythmic, slurping shlick, shlick, shlick. Her virgin body clenched. It was an involuntary, whole-body spasm. Her inner muscles, still loose and tender from her first penetration, tightened rhythmically around nothing, as if trying to grasp the tongue that was tormenting her from the outside. Her back arched, lifting her hips off the cold floor.  A high, desperate whine escaped her lips.

The sound seemed to encourage Ruby. She shifted her focus. The broad strokes narrowed, became more precise. Her tongue tip found Amy’s clit, a hard, desperate little nub already straining for attention.

She teased her. She circled it. Flicked it lightly, once, twice, making Amy gasp and buck, then abandoned it to trace the inner folds, to dip shallowly into her entrance, tasting the deeper, musky flavor there. She’d return to the clit, applying a firm, steady pressure for just two seconds, just enough to make Amy’s vision blur before pulling away again to lap at her thighs, to nibble gently on her inner lips.

The teasing was torture. It was mastery. Amy was sobbing, begging wordlessly, her hips moving in frantic, circular grinds against Ruby’s face. “Please... please...” she chanted, not even knowing what she was pleading for. For it to stop? For it never to end? For the release that was coiling, impossibly tight, in the pit of her stomach.

Ruby’s hands tightened on her thighs, holding her steady, pinning her in place for the feast. She increased the pace. Her tongue became relentless, a soft, wet, living thing dedicated solely to Amy’s destruction. She ate her out with a steady, hungry rhythm. The slurping sounds grew louder, wetter. Amy could feel Ruby’s nose pressed against her, could feel the heat of her breath.

Her pussy was eaten out in her new hostel’s small bathroom. The thought flashed, absurd and vivid. This sterile, cheap little room was now the site of her most profound degradation and pleasure.

“Ruby... God... I can’t...” Amy babbled, her head thrashing side to side on the hard floor.

Ruby’s only response was to sink deeper, to seal her mouth over Amy’s entire clit and suck, hard. The sensation was electric, blinding. It pulled the coiled spring in Amy’s belly taut to its breaking point.

It only took a few minutes.

The orgasm hit her not like a wave. A silent scream stretched her lips. Then sound returned, a raw, guttural, continuous cry that tore from her throat as the pleasure detonated. It was a deeper, longer, more wrenching climax than the first. It rolled through her in endless, crashing pulses, each one milking a fresh gush of wetness into Ruby’s waiting mouth. Her vision whited out. Only when Amy’s body finally went limp, a boneless, sobbing wreck against the tile, did Ruby slowly lift her head.

She sat back on her heels, her chin glistening with Amy’s release. Her lips were swollen, wet. She looked down at Amy with dark, satisfied eyes. Amy lay utterly ruined, her chest heaving, tears streaming from the corners of her eyes to pool in her ears and wet her hair on the floor. Her legs were still splayed wide, her pussy exposed, swollen, and glistening under the harsh light, a beaten, pink flower.
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Amy barely slept that night. The next morning Amy couldn’t look at her roommate. Her whole body felt raw, nipples still tender, thighs. She needed help. She needed someone to stop this.

She went straight to the ground-floor office.

Warden Susy was behind the desk again, blouse buttons straining, eyes lighting up the second Amy walked in.

“Trouble already, sweetie?” Susy’s voice was syrupy.

Amy’s words tumbled out in a rush - Ruby touching her, pinning her, making her feel small and exposed. She left out how wet she’d gotten; that part burned too much to say.

Susy listened, nodding slowly. Then she smiled - wide, slow, almost hungry.

“Alright,” she said. “We’ll handle this the hostel way.

Susan announced all girls to come to the common hall.

She led Amy to the large common hall at the back of Willow. It was already filling up. Girls drifted in, some in tiny sleep shorts, others in sports bras and boy shorts, a few still damp from morning showers. Forty of them, maybe more. Laughter and chatter died down when Susy stepped to the center, Amy trailing behind like a scared shadow.

Ruby sauntered in last, arms crossed under her full breasts, smirking like she already knew what was coming.

Susy clapped once. The room went quiet.

“New girl here has a complaint,” Susy announced. “Says Ruby was... inappropriate last night.”

A ripple of giggles.

Amy’s stomach dropped.

Susy turned to her. “And you want justice, don’t you, Amy?”

Amy nodded, throat tight.

“Good.” Susy’s gaze raked over Amy’s body - sundress again today, thin straps, no bra because she’d been too rattled to put one on. “In Willow Hall, we settle things openly. No secrets. No hiding.”

She stepped closer. Voice dropped low, but loud enough for everyone to hear.

“Undress.”

Amy froze. “W-what?”

“Take off your clothes.” Susy spoke each word like she was tasting it.  

“If you want your complaint taken seriously, you show us you have nothing to hide. Prove you’re brave enough to be honest.”

The room buzzed. Phones came out, some discreet, some not. Ruby leaned against the wall, eyes gleaming.

Amy looked around. Forty pairs of eyes. Some curious. Some amused. A few hungry.

Her hands shook as they rose to the straps of her dress. She glanced at Susy - hoping for mercy, finding none.

The first strap slipped down her shoulder. Cool air hit skin. A soft whistle from somewhere in the back.

Second strap. The bodice loosened. She held the fabric to her chest for a second, heart slamming.

Susy raised an eyebrow. “All of it, girl.”

Amy let go.

The dress slid down her tall frame in one slow wave - over small, upturned breasts, past narrow waist, pooling at her feet. She stepped out of it, standing in only pale blue cotton panties that clung damply between her thighs from last night’s memory.

Nipples hardened instantly under so many stares. They were small, pale pink, embarrassingly stiff. She crossed her arms over her chest.

“Hands down,” Susy ordered.

Amy obeyed. Arms fell to her sides. Long chestnut hair spilled forward, brushing the tops of her breasts, but it didn’t hide anything.

A low murmur went through the crowd.

“Turn,” Susy said.

Amy turned slowly. She could feel eyes on her back, on the curve of her ass under the thin panties, on the long smooth length of her legs.

“Panties too.”

Amy’s breath hitched. “Please...”

“You want protection from Ruby?” Susy asked sweetly. “Then show us you’re one of us. No hiding. No pretending you’re above it.”

She hooked thumbs into the waistband. Pulled down.

The cotton dragged over her hips, past the neat triangle of soft hair, down her thighs. She stepped out. Naked.

Completely naked in the middle of forty girls.

Silence for one long beat.

Then Ruby broke it with a slow clap.

“Fuck,” someone muttered. “She’s actually kinda pretty like that.”

Amy stood trembling, arms useless at her sides, hair falling like a curtain but not enough to cover her small breasts or the slick shine she could feel gathering at the top of her inner thighs.

Susy circled her once, slow. Reached out and lifted a long strand of Amy’s hair, letting it run through her fingers.

“See?” Susy said to the room.

“She came to complain... but look how wet she is already. Complaint dismissed.”

Laughter rolled through the hall.

Amy wanted to disappear.

Then Ruby moved towards Amy. Ruby stopped a foot in front of her.

“Show us what you done to her yesterday,” Susy echoed, her voice low but carrying in the quiet hall.

Amy’s eyes darted to Susy, who stood with arms crossed, her severe face an unreadable mask of professional observation. There was no rescue there.

Ruby stepped closer to Amy, and before Amy could flinch or protest, Ruby lifted her as if she weighed nothing. Amy gasped, her arms instinctively looping around Ruby’s neck for balance. The contact was shocking - the soft cotton of Ruby’s t-shirt against her naked breasts, the firm muscle of Ruby’s arms holding her aloft. She was carried, a helpless offering, the few steps to the table in the middle of the hall.

Ruby laid her down upon it. Amy flinched, a sharp inhale catching in her throat. The table was small; her shoulders fit widthwise, but her head and the cascade of her blonde hair hung off one end, her calves and feet off the other. She was displayed on a platter, utterly centered and vulnerable.

Slowly, with inexorable pressure, Ruby pushed Amy’s knees apart. Amy resisted for a second, a primal instinct to close herself off from the staring eyes. But Ruby’s will was a tangible force. Her legs yielded, falling open until her thighs were spread wide, her most private self fully exposed to the room. A low, collective murmur rippled through the watching girls. Somewhere, a nervous giggle was quickly shushed.

Ruby stood at the foot of the table, between Amy’s spread legs, like a clinician or a priestess. She placed her palms flat on the inside of Amy’s thighs, just above her knees, holding her open. Her touch was firm, possessive.

“Come closer,” Ruby said, not looking away from Amy. “Don’t you want to see?”

There was a shuffling of feet. The circle tightened. Amy could see faces now, hovering at the edges of her vision. Girls she didn’t know, with expressions ranging from wide-eyed shock to avid curiosity to uncomfortable embarrassment. They were so close she could smell their morning breath, their floral shampoos.

Ruby’s right hand left her thigh. She held it up, examining her own fingers in the light, as if judging their suitability. Then, she lowered it. The first touch was not on her pussy, but a single, slow stroke from the bottom of her slit, up through her folds, gathering the slickness that had already gathered there. Then Ruby positioned her hand. Her index finger, glistening with Amy’s moisture, pressed against her entrance. Amy flinched, a full-body jolt that made the table legs squeak against the linoleum floor. Her eyes squeezed shut. She couldn’t look at the faces anymore.

The pressure increased. The blunt tip of Ruby’s finger pressed inward, breaching her slowly. Ruby slid her finger in to the knuckle, then paused, letting the reality of it sink in for everyone watching. Amy could feel every millimeter of that embedded finger, a claiming stake driven into the core of her pussy before an audience. Her breath came in ragged pants.

Then Ruby began to move. A slow, deliberate withdrawal, then a smooth, firm push back in. The rhythm was unmistakable. A gentle, rhythmic fucking. The wet, slick sound of her passage filled the hushed hall.

Shlick... shlick... shlick.

A moan tore from Amy’s throat. Her back arched slightly off the cold table, her small breasts lifting. Her hands, which had been gripping the edges of the table, now clenched into impotent fists. The girls watching were mesmerized. The giggles had stopped, replaced by an intense, focused silence. They leaned in, eyes wide, watching the pale, slender form on the table, watching the dark, confident hand moving between her spread legs. They watched the way Amy’s body trembled, the way her hips began to make tiny, matching circles against Ruby’s thrusting finger.

“She’s so tight,” Ruby commented clinically, increasing the pace slightly. “A virgin just yesterday. Now look at her. Taking a finger like she was made for it.”

Another moan spilled from Amy’s lips. She was lost in the sensation, the awful public shame of it burning away under the relentless, skilled friction inside her. The eyes on her were no longer just judgment; they were witnesses to her undoing, to her transformation. And a dark, shocking part of her thrilled at that.

Then Ruby slowed. She pulled her finger almost all the way out, making Amy whimper at the loss. She held up her hand again, two fingers now pressed together. They shined under the lights.

“She’s ready for more,” Ruby announced.

She didn’t ask. She simply positioned her middle finger alongside her index and pressed both tips against Amy’s stretched, glistening entrance.

Amy’s eyes flew open.

“N-no...” she breathed, but it was a plea devoid of conviction. Her body was already pulsing, aching for the fullness.

Ruby pushed. The stretch was significant, a burning, delicious pressure that made Amy gasp. She watched, horrified and fascinated, as the two fingers sank into her, inch by inch, before forty pairs of eyes. Her head thrashed side to side on the hard wood, her blonde hair fanning out.

Once fully sheathed, Ruby began to move again. A deeper, more potent rhythm. Her fingers fucked into Amy with a steady, piston-like motion. The lewd, wet chorus echoed in the hall. Amy’s moans became a continuous, low stream of sound. Her hips rolled and bucked, meeting Ruby’s thrusts, seeking more friction, more depth. Her small breasts bounced with the movement, pink nipples drawn tight.

The girls were no longer silent. Whispers crisscrossed the room.

“Look at her move...” “She’s loving it...” “I can’t believe this...” The giggles returned, but now they were edged with awe and a shared, voyeuristic excitement. Ruby’s expression was one of intense concentration and deep satisfaction. Her fingers worked tirelessly, curling, scissoring slightly, exploring the hot, clutching depths she had claimed as her own. Amy was completely at her mercy, her pleasure orchestrated for a crowd.

The heat in Amy’s belly was coiling again. Her breaths came in sobbing hitches. She was approaching the edge, the precipice of a climax, and she was going to tumble over in front of everyone.

Her cries grew more frantic. Her hands scrabbled at the smooth tabletop, finding no purchase.

“Ruby... please... I’m...”

“I know,” Ruby said. She leaned over slightly, driving her fingers in deeper, her thumb finding Amy’s clit and pressing a firm, circular pattern against it.

That was it. Amy’s body seized. A sharp, broken scream was torn from her lungs as the orgasm ripped through her. It was a public convulsion. Her back arched violently off the table, only Ruby’s grip on her thigh keeping her from falling. Her inner muscles clenched and fluttered around the thrusting fingers, milking them rhythmically. The room erupted in a cacophony of shocked gasps, more giggles, and a few low, impressed whistles. They had seen it all. The trembling, the penetration, the unabashed, vocal climax.

As the last tremors subsided, leaving Amy a boneless, weeping wreck on the table, Ruby slowly withdrew her glistening fingers. She held them up for a moment, letting the evidence gleam, before casually wiping them on the leg of her own shorts.

Warden Susy, who had watched the entire proceedings with that same unreadable, analytical expression, finally uncrossed her arms. She gave a single, crisp nod, as if a satisfactory experiment had concluded.

“Have fun, girls,” she said, her tone flat and dismissive. Then, without another glance at the ruined girl on the table or the electrified crowd, she turned on her heel and walked out of the common hall.

The moment the door shut behind her, the tension in the room snapped. A cheer went up - a collective release of scandalized energy. The circle around the table tightened further. Amy lay exposed, spent, and trembling, the echo of her own cries and the girls’ cheers ringing in her ears. Ruby stood over her, a victorious queen, her dark eyes scanning the eager, curious faces of their audience.

Ruby’s hands slid under her back and knees once more, lifting her from the table. Ruby set her on her feet, but her legs were liquid, buckling instantly. Ruby’s arm hooked around her waist, holding her upright, pressing Amy’s back firmly against her own front. Amy could feel the soft cotton of Ruby’s t-shirt, the firm band of her shorts’ waistband against the small of her back.

“Easy,” Ruby murmured into her ear.

“We’re not done. The show’s just starting.”

Ruby’s other hand came up, fingers threading into the long, tangled cascade of Amy’s blonde hair at the nape of her neck. Ruby gathered a thick handful of hair, pulling it over Amy’s shoulder.

“Such pretty hair,” Ruby mused aloud, for the benefit of the rapt audience. “So... useful.”

With deliberate movements, Ruby began to braid. Her fingers were swift and sure, weaving the thick strands together into a tight, solid rope. Amy stood frozen, feeling every pull and twist, the rasp of hair against hair the only sound in the now-quieting room. The girls watched, mesmerized, as Ruby fashioned a crude, living cord from Amy’s own body. She braided it down to the ends, then took the thick plait and brought it behind Amy’s back.

What is she doing? The thought was a panic-stricken flutter.

Ruby took Amy’s right wrist, guiding it behind her back. Then, she wrapped the braided rope of hair around both wrists, once, twice, pulling it taut. Amy’s arms were forced together at the small of her back. The bind was tight, unyielding. The pressure was not painful, but it was absolute. The final tug secured the ends of the braid around itself, a knot that was inseparable from the rope that formed it. Amy’s own hair, her defining feature, now held her prisoner.

Ruby stepped back, surveying her work. Amy stood nude in the center of the room, her slender arms pinned behind her by the pale rope of her hair. Her small breasts were thrust forward by the posture, her back slightly arched. Every curve, every dip, was exposed. There was no hiding, no covering. The girls’ eyes drank in the sight - the helpless posture, the flush on her skin, the damp evidence of her recent pleasure glistening between her still-trembling thighs.

“There,” Ruby said, satisfaction rich in her voice. “A proper presentation.”

She placed a firm hand between Amy’s shoulder blades and pushed. Amy stumbled forward, her balance compromised by the binding, until she stood in the very center of the open floor. The circle of girls tightened around her, a wall of flannel pajamas and eager faces. The air was close, warm with their breath and excitement.

“Down,” Ruby commanded, her voice leaving no room for hesitation.

Amy’s eyes, wide and glistening, sought Ruby’s. She found only cool certainty behind the glasses. A final, silent plea died in her throat. Slowly, awkwardly, she lowered herself. With her hands bound, she had to rely on her core and legs, sinking first to her knees on the hard linoleum. The floor was cold and unyielding. She then leaned forward, her bound arms forcing her chest out, until her shoulder and the side of her face met the ground.

Ruby stood over her for a moment, a queen surveying her subject. Then, she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her own shorts. With a slow, deliberate shimmy, she pushed the soft fabric down over her hips, past her thighs, and let them fall to her ankles. Her thumbs slid into the waistband of her panties. Down they went, revealing the dark, neat triangle of hair at the junction of her thighs, the full, rounded swell of her buttocks. She kicked the underwear aside, standing completely naked except for her t-shirt and glasses. She turned, giving the room a view of her back, her own ass a perfect, generous sphere, before her gaze settled back on Amy, cowering on the floor.

Without a word, Ruby stepped over Amy’s prone body. She straddled her, one knee on either side of Amy’s ribs, facing her feet. Then, she lowered herself backward.

Amy’s world disappeared.

The warm, heavy weight of Ruby’s ass settled fully over Amy’s face, smothering her. The soft, pillowy flesh enveloped her nose and mouth. For a terrifying second, Amy couldn’t breathe. She instinctively tried to turn her head, but Ruby’s weight was immovable. Panic flared, bright and white. Then, her nostrils flared, dragging in air through the tight seal of flesh.

And the smell hit her, the unique, earthy scent of Ruby, concentrated and potent. And beneath it, faint but unmistakable, a darker, organic hint, the intimate evidence of a body’s functions. The smell of her asshole. A wicked, delighted laugh bubbled from Ruby above her.

“Mmm. That’s it. Get a good whiff, Stockton. Breathe me in.”

The girls erupted. Laughter, cheers, clapping. Ruby began to move. A slow, grinding rotation of her hips. The smooth skin of her ass cheeks rubbed against Amy’s face. Amy could feel the firm cleft of Ruby’s ass pressed against her nose and mouth.

“She’s so soft, isn’t she?” Ruby called out to the audience.

“A perfect little pillow.”

The laughter grew. After a long, humiliating minute, Ruby lifted herself slightly. Cool air rushed over Amy’s wet, heated face. She gasped, dragging in a ragged breath that still tasted of Ruby’s skin. Ruby didn’t get up. She shifted, turning to look over her shoulder at the crowd of girls, her ass still hovering just above Amy’s prone head.

“Come on, girls,” Ruby said.

“Don’t be shy. She’s all warmed up for you.” A grin spread across her face. It was as if a spell broke. A tall girl with red hair and a smattering of freckles was the first to step forward.

“Hell yes,” she muttered, her voice thick with excitement.

She didn’t hesitate. She shoved her flannel pajama bottoms and underwear down in one rough push, stepping out of them. She was leaner than Ruby, with a smaller, firmer ass. She followed Ruby’s example, stepping over Amy and lowering herself backwards. The weight was different, the smell was different - a lighter, soapier scent. But the act was the same. Amy’s world went dark again, filled with the press of unfamiliar flesh, the sound of the girl’s giggles vibrating through her body into Amy’s skull, the roar of the crowd cheering her on.

The girl ground down for thirty seconds, maybe a minute, before hopping up with a laugh. She pulled her pants back on, disappearing back into the crowd, which patted her on the back as if she’d scored a goal.

Another girl was already moving. A curvier brunette. Then a petite Asian girl. Then a muscular blonde. A queue formed, a loose, giggling, jostling line of forty young women, all eager for a turn. The common hall became a chaotic, charged carnival. Music from someone’s phone started playing a pulsing, bass-heavy pop song. The cheers and claps fell into rhythm with it.

Amy lost all sense of time, of sequence. She became a fixture, a piece of living furniture. Face after face sat upon her. Ass after ass. Each one was a new universe of sensation. Some smelled of lavender lotion, some of sweat, some of nothing but clean skin. The line was orderly in its chaos. A girl would finish, get up, pull her clothes on, and melt back into the cheering crowd, making space for the next. The applause was for each participant. Amy was the constant, the silent, bound center of it all.

Through the haze, she saw snippets. Ruby, now dressed again in her shorts, leaning against a wall with her arms crossed, watching the procession with a proud, proprietorial smile. She met Amy’s bleary gaze each time a new girl stood up, and her smile would widen, as if to say, See? You belong to all of us now.

The queue continued. The music played. The laughter rang. Amy lay on the floor, her own hair biting into her wrists, her face a used, slick altar for the sisterhood’s initiation ritual. She lost count. The faces and bodies blurred into a continuous stream of warmth and pressure. Her body throbbed with a strange, exhausted arousal, a beaten-down hum that resonated with each new weight. She was the dorm’s new pet, their plaything, their shared secret.

As the last few girls in line took their turns, the initial frenetic energy began to wane, replaced by a sated, buzzing camaraderie. The final girl, a shy-looking thing with glasses similar to Ruby’s, practically jumped up after a few seconds, her face scarlet. A final, weary cheer went up.

The music clicked off. Footsteps approached. She knew the cadence. Ruby’s hands were on her again, rolling her onto her back. Ruby’s fingers went to the knot in the braid behind Amy’s back. With a few deft tugs, it came loose. The brutal tension on Amy’s scalp released. A wave of relief so profound it was almost painful washed over her.

Ruby didn’t help her up. She simply stood, looking down at the ruined girl on the floor, pale skin mottled from the cold and pressure, face glistening and smeared, eyes vacant and red-rimmed, slender limbs limp.

“Class dismissed,” Ruby said to the room, her voice conversational, as if ending a lecture. Then she looked directly at Amy, and her voice dropped, a private thread in the public space.

“Welcome to Lucia, Amy. Really welcome.”
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The girls went to college and tired Amy went to her room. she lay on the narrow bed, the thin mattress offering no comfort to her aching body. She stared at the ceiling, at a small water stain shaped like a continent. Her mind was a static-filled void, unable to process, only to feel. She had orgasmed, for the first time in her life. A part of her, a part she was terrified to acknowledge, had liked it. The excitement of the unknown, the thrill of being the center of such fierce, focused attention... it whispered to her from beneath the shame.

This is new, she thought, her fingers tracing the rough weave of the blanket beside her. The Amy who had unpacked her textbooks yesterday was gone. Someone else lay in this bed, naked and used, and that someone was... curious.

The door clicked open.

Amy flinched, curling instinctively into a fetal position, arms crossing over her small breasts. She hadn’t locked it. She hadn’t thought to.

Three figures spilled into the small room, a wave of perfume, cigarette smoke, and giggling energy that instantly displaced the heavy silence. In front was a girl Amy vaguely recognized - the one from her first day on campus, the one chewed bubble gum and teased her at college entrance. She wore a different skirt today, denim and impossibly short, and she was blowing a large pink bubble of gum. Her dyed-blonde bob was messy, artfully tousled, and her bright blue eyes locked onto Amy with predatory interest.

“Hey, sweetie,” the girl said, popping her bubble with a sharp snap.

“How are you holding up? We heard there was a real party in the common hall this morning.” She pouted in mock sympathy. “We had to go to this lame off-campus thing last night. Slept right through the alarm. Total bummer.”

The two girls behind her filtered in. One was tall and lean, her dark hair intricately braided and piled high on her head like a crown. She had a quiet, watchful energy, her eyes sweeping over Amy’s curled form with analytical calm. The other was shorter, stockier, with a round, friendly face currently split by a wide, mischievous grin. They closed the door, leaning against it, effectively blocking the exit.

Amy’s heart hammered against her ribs. She tried to sit up, to grab for the blanket, but her movements were slow, clumsy with exhaustion and shock. “I... I’m fine,” she whispered, the lie pathetic even to her own ears.

The blonde girl just smiled. It was a wide, warm smile that didn’t quite reach her calculating eyes.

“Don’t worry, we’re here to make it up to you.” She swung a small leather backpack off her shoulder, dropping it onto Ruby’s bed with a thump.

“By the way, I’m Candy. This is Val,” she nodded to the tall, braided girl, who gave a silent, regal incline of her head, “and that’s Frankie.” The stocky girl wiggled her fingers in a playful wave.

Candy unzipped her bag. Her hand emerged holding something that made Amy’s breath catch. It was a strap-on dildo. It was huge. Made of sleek, flesh-toned silicone, it had a pronounced, veined shaft that curved slightly upward, ending in a broad, rounded tip. The harness was simple, black nylon webbing. It looked less like a toy and more like a tool, a weapon of pure, blunt intention.

Amy’s eyes widened. She couldn’t look away. A strange, electric current shot down her spine, settling low in her belly. Candy watched her reaction, the smile on her lips turning knowing. The other two girls smiled too, seeing the unguarded fascination on Amy’s cute, tear-stained face. They moved to the edges of the room, settling in. Val leaned against the dresser, arms crossed, a silent spectator. Frankie hopped up to sit on Amy’s desk, kicking her legs like a child at a movie theater.

“Don’t be shy,” Candy purred. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her denim skirt and shimmied it down over her hips in one smooth motion. She wasn’t wearing anything underneath. The skirt pooled at her ankles, revealing long, toned legs, a narrow waist, and a thatch of trimmed blonde hair of her pussy. She picked up the harness, stepping into the leg loops with the practiced ease of someone putting on a favorite jacket. She pulled the webbing up, adjusted the central O-ring, and fastened the buckle at the small of her back. The empty ring hung against her lower belly. Then, she took the silicone shaft. She made a show of it, holding it up, giving it a little squeeze, her eyes never leaving Amy’s. With a soft, wet sound from a small bottle of lube she produced from her bag, she slicked the entire length of the toy, making it gleam under the overhead light. The smell of artificial strawberries mixed with the room’s dust.

Amy watched, mesmerized, as Candy aligned the base of the dildo with the O-ring and pushed it through. It clicked into place. The effect was transformative. The toy was no longer separate; it became an extension of Candy. It jutted out from her pelvis, huge and heavy, the weight of it making the harness straps dig slightly into her hip bones. It hung there, a blatant, intimidating proposition.

Candy took a step forward, the dildo swaying with the motion.

“You are soo cute,” she repeated, her voice dropping to a husky register.

“All tired and used up, lying there. But I think you’ve got a little more in you, don’t you?”

Amy couldn’t speak. Her mouth was dry.

Candy closed the distance between them. The bed dipped as she put one knee on the mattress, then the other, straddling Amy’s legs. She loomed over her, a blonde goddess armed with silicone. Candy reached down, her fingers not touching Amy’s body, but instead tracing a line in the air above her, from her collarbone, down between her breasts, over the quivering plane of her abdomen.

“Such a pretty little canvas,” Candy murmured.

“Ruby did some interesting work. But she works in... sketches. Quick studies.” Candy’s bright blue eyes burned with intensity. “I like to take my time. I like to paint in oils.”

Her hands finally made contact. They were warm, slightly rough. They settled on Amy’s hips, fingers splaying possessively over the sharp bones. Candy’s thumbs stroked the delicate skin of Amy’s hip creases, making her shiver.

“This,” she glanced down at the strap-on, “is a lot to take. Especially for a first-timer. But I’m good at what I do.” She leaned down, bringing her face close to Amy’s. Amy could smell the bubble gum on her breath, see the faint smudge of eyeliner at the corner of her eye.

“You want to try, don’t you? You want to see if you can.”

Candy’s hands moved from Amy’s hips, sliding under her thighs. She pulled, gently but firmly, easing Amy’s legs further apart, bending her knees until her feet were flat on the mattress. The position was profoundly open, vulnerable. Amy’s heart was a frantic bird in her chest.

Candy shifted her own weight, settling more firmly between Amy’s spread thighs. The silicone tip of the strap-on, cool and slick, brushed against the inside of Amy’s knee. The contact was electric. Amy gasped, her back arching slightly off the bed.

“Shhh,” Candy soothed, one hand coming up to stroke Amy’s cheek. “Just feel it.”

She reached down between their bodies, her fingers finding Amy’s core. Amy flinched at the direct touch, but Candy’s fingers were skilled, circling, gathering the wetness that proved Amy’s treacherous arousal. She coated the head of the strap-on with it, the silicone glistening. Amy watched, hypnotized, as Candy positioned the broad, rounded tip. It pressed against  her pussy.

“So small,” Candy whispered, more to herself than to Amy. She adjusted her angle, the tip dragging upwards through damp folds, leaving a wet trail, until it found its target. The pressure changed, becoming centered, focused. The blunt, slick silicone nudged against Amy’s virgin entrance.

Amy’s whole body went taut. Her fingers clawed at the bedsheet. Her eyes were wide, locked on Candy’s face. The toy felt massive, impossible. Her body clenched in automatic, fearful rejection. Candy didn’t push. Not yet. She held the pressure, letting Amy feel the insistent, unyielding presence of it. She leaned down again, her lips brushing the shell of Amy’s ear.

“Breathe, sweetie,” she whispered, her voice a velvet command. “Just breathe. And let me in.”

She didn’t shove. She didn’t thrust. She pressed. A slow, relentless increase of force. Amy’s body screamed in protest. Her inner muscles, tiny and virginal, clenched in a fierce, automatic spasm, trying to bar the gate. The rounded tip pushed against that tight ring of muscle, stretching it, demanding entry. The stretch was a bright, burning line of pain. Amy whimpered, her head pressing back into the thin pillow, her eyes squeezing shut. Her fingers twisted in the bedsheet.

“Breathe, sweetie,” Candy commanded, her own breath coming a little faster. “You have to breathe out.”

Amy gasped, a ragged inhale, and on the shaky exhale, Candy pushed forward another fraction of an inch.

The sensation was seismic. A tearing, burning fullness that was so acute it blurred the line between pain and something else entirely. The thick crown of the dildo breached her, popping past that initial resistance with a soft, wet sound. Amy cried out, a short, sharp sound that was swallowed by the tense silence of the room. She was open. Stretched around an impossible girth. And it was only the tip.

From her perch on the desk, Frankie let out a low, appreciative whistle. Val, leaning against the dresser, uncrossed her arms, her dark eyes fixed on the point where flesh met silicone.

Candy paused, letting Amy adjust to the brutal new reality. She rotated her hips slightly, a tiny, grinding motion that made the silicone head move inside Amy, rubbing against her screaming inner walls

Then, Candy began to push in earnest. It was a slow, torturous invasion. Inch by terrifying inch, the thick, veined shaft disappeared into Amy’s slender body. The stretch was continuous, a burning ache that radiated outwards from her core, making her thighs tremble and her toes curl. Her channel, so small and untouched, was forced to accommodate a girth it was never designed for. She felt every ridge, every subtle vein of the toy as it forged its path inward. It was too much.

The full, impossible length of the strap-on was buried inside Amy. The ache was immense, a full, throbbing pressure that consumed her lower abdomen. She couldn’t breathe. She could only feel the overwhelming presence inside her. A guttural moan, torn from a place beyond pain, ripped from Amy’s throat. That was the signal Candy was waiting for.

She withdrew. Not all the way, but a slow, slick slide out until just the tip remained, stretching her entrance. The relief of the retreat was almost as shocking as the penetration. Then, with a snap of her hips, Candy pushed back in.

The thrust was harder, more confident. It punched the air from Amy’s lungs in a choked gasp.

“Oh, God,” Amy slurred, her vision swimming.

Candy set a rhythm. Slow, deep, punishing thrusts. Each inward stroke stretched her brutally, the thick shaft rubbing against every nerve ending. Each withdrawal was a teasing loss, a hint of emptiness that made her clench helplessly around the retreating toy, only to be filled again, harder, deeper. The pace was methodical, relentless. The sound in the room was reduced to the wet, rhythmic slap of Candy’s pelvis against Amy’s pussy, their combined heavy breathing, and Amy’s broken, escalating moans.

Her small breasts, pale and tipped with hard, pink nipples, jiggled and bounced with each powerful drive of Candy’s hips. The sight seemed to drive Candy wild. She leaned forward, bracing one hand on the mattress beside Amy’s head, her tank top gaping to give Amy a dizzying view of her small, perfect breasts swaying with the motion. The other hand slid up Amy’s body, fingers skimming her ribs before closing over one small breast. She squeezed, pinched the nipple, rolling it between her fingers. The sharp, bright pain there fused with the deep, throbbing ache below, creating a feedback loop of sensation that left Amy mindless.

“That’s it,” Candy grunted, her rhythm increasing incrementally. The thrusts came faster, harder. The bedsprings began a metallic protest, squeaking in time.

“Take it. You love it, don’t you? You love being my little fucktoy.”

Amy couldn’t deny it. Her body was answering for her. Between her legs, a flood of wetness gathered, easing the brutal friction, turning the searing pain into a slick, burning stretch. The sound grew wetter, messier. She was sobbing now, tears streaming down her temples into her hair, but her hips had begun to move. A tiny, reflexive jerk upwards to meet Candy’s downward strokes. She was fucking herself on the toy, seeking that devastating friction against that magical inner spot.

“Look at her go,” Frankie chuckled from the desk, her voice husky.

Val said nothing, but her hand had drifted to her own thigh, rubbing slowly over her pajama pants.

Candy noticed Amy’s movement and a savage grin split her face.

“There she is. There’s the hungry little cunt.” She changed her angle slightly, driving upwards now, hitting that deep spot with unerring accuracy on every thrust.

Ah! Ah! God!

Amy’s cries were wordless, punctuating each impact. The pleasure was building, a terrifying wave rising from the bedrock of pain. The pace became brutal. Candy was fucking her in earnest now, like a man possessed, her lean muscles corded with effort. Sweat dripped from her chin onto Amy’s chest. The slap of skin on skin was loud, rhythmic, obscene. Amy’s body was a ragdoll, jolted with every powerful stroke. Her cries rose in pitch, becoming screams that were muffled only by her own raw throat.

And then, she felt it. A new wetness, warmer, thicker, mingling with her own copious juices. A coppery tang hit the air, cutting through the scent of sweat and silicone lube. Candy’s thrusts pulled it out, smearing it on Amy’s inner thighs, painting the harness straps. Blood. Her virgin tissue, stretched beyond its limits, had given a little. It was proof. Proof of her violation, her surrender, her transformation.

Her orgasm didn’t crest; it detonated.

It ripped through her with a violence that dwarfed anything Ruby had given her. It was a full-body convulsion, a white-hot seizure of pure, unadulterated ecstasy that had its roots in the very ache of her stretching flesh. Her back arched off the bed, a strangled scream tearing from her lips. Her channel clamped down on the massive invading shaft with a series of brutal, milking spasms that were as much a final resistance as they were a rapturous welcome. Juices - her own, mixed with the faint, telltale pink of blood gushed out around the toy, soaking the bed beneath her hips in a warm, sticky flood.

Candy rode her through it, her thrusts becoming short, jagged jabs, grinding the silicone deep into Amy’s pussy, prolonging the agony and the ecstasy until Amy was sobbing, begging wordlessly for mercy, her body spent and shaking.

Finally, Candy stilled, buried to the hilt, panting heavily. She looked down at the wrecked girl beneath her. Amy was a vision of debauchery: tear-streaked face, bruised lips, small breasts heaving, body glistening with sweat, and the evidence of her brutal deflowering smeared across her thighs and the sheets.

Candy slowly pulled out.

The toy, once it was free, was glistening with a slick mixture of clear lubricant, Amy’s cream, and streaks of bright, fresh blood.

Candy looked at it, then at Amy’s ruined, open entrance, which pulsed weakly, swollen and glistening. A slow smile of deep satisfaction spread across her face.

“Perfect,” she breathed.
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The morning light through the classroom window felt accusing. The lecture hall for “Textile Science 101” was half-full, buzzing with the low chatter of two dozen students. Amy sat, her spine rigid, trying to merge with the beige wall behind her. Every shift in her seat sent a fresh chorus of aches through her body - a deep, persistent throb between her legs, a tender soreness in her jaw, the ghost of countless hands on her skin.  Most were girls she now vaguely recognized from the common hall, from the ring of watching faces. They didn’t stare openly. They were subtler. A glance held a beat too long from a brunette two rows ahead. A whisper behind a hand, followed by a shared giggle that made Amy’s ears burn. A girl passing her aisle to sharpen a pencil let her fingers trail over Amy’s shoulder, a touch that was neither accidental nor friendly. It was a knowing touch. They all knew.

When the door finally swung open, a wave of stale air preceded him. Jambo. He was a man in his late thirties, soft in the middle with a pronounced pot belly that strained the fabric of a worn, coffee-stained sweater. He moved with a sighing lethargy, dropping a battered leather satchel on the desk with a thud. His dark hair was thinning, greasy. And there, caught in the bristles of his unkempt mustache and at the corner of his mouth, were the unmistakable remains of his breakfast - flecks of sesame seed, a smear of yellowish sauce.

The smell followed him - grease, fried onions, processed meat. The ghost of a fast-food burger. It filled the front of the room.

He didn’t greet the class. He simply opened a textbook, cleared his throat wetly, and began to drone about the “socio-political contexts of Dutch Golden Age portraiture.” His voice was a monotone, devoid of passion. The students reacted immediately, the energy slumping. Phones emerged. Notebooks closed. A girl in the front row began meticulously drawing vines in her margin.

Amy tried to focus, to lose herself in dates and names. But her body ached, and the smell of old meat was nauseating. She wrote “Vermeer” and “camera obscura” without absorbing their meaning.

Jambo’s gaze, dull and roving, swept over the disinterested class. It passed over the top of a phone, over a doodle, and landed. On her. The new face. The nervous girl in the back.

He paused his mumbling lecture. “You,” he said, his voice gaining a fraction of interest. He pointed a thick finger with a grimy nail directly at her. “What’s your name, sweety?”

Every pair of eyes in the room swung to her.

“I’m... Amy,” she said, her voice a mouse-squeak.

“Amy,” he repeated, as if tasting the name. He leaned back against his desk, crossing his arms over his belly. “No one told me about a new girl. Which room are you in?”

Amy felt the collective intake of breath. She saw the smirks start to form.

“I’m in... 312,” she whispered.

For the remaining forty minutes, Amy felt his occasional glances like pinpricks on her skin. She didn’t hear a word about Rembrandt’s chiaroscuro. She just counted the seconds until escape.
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The college canteen was a cacophony of clattering trays and shouted conversations. Amy sat alone at the end of a long table, pushing a limp salad around her plate. The food was unappealing; her body felt both hollow and overly full of jangling nerves. She was adrift, a ghost in the bustling midday crowd.

A shadow fell across her tray. A familiar, lavender-and-smoke scent cut through the smell of steamed vegetables. Ruby stood beside the table, a tray balanced in one hand. She looked effortlessly casual in a tight black t-shirt and ripped jeans, her dark curls a wild frame for her glasses. Her expression was unreadable.

“How are you, sweety?” Ruby asked.

Amy’s heart hammered. She tried to smile, but it felt brittle and nervous on her lips.

“I’m... okay.”

Ruby’s dark eyes scanned her face, seeing the fatigue, the lingering shock, the faint traces of yesterday’s tears. A small, knowing smile touched the corner of her mouth. She gave Amy’s chin a little squeeze.

“Eat your greens,” Ruby said, her tone lightly mocking. “You’ll need your strength.” She winked, then turned and walked away, melting into the crowd without a backward glance.
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Evening light slanted through the thin curtains of Room 312, turning everything golden and soft. Amy stepped out of the attached bathroom wrapped in a thin white towel, droplets still clinging to her collarbone and the tops of her small breasts. The towel barely reached mid-thigh; every move threatened to flash more skin.

Her skin still stung from the morning’s scratches: faint red lines across her thighs and ribs where nails had dragged. Ruby lounged on the joined beds, legs crossed, scrolling lazily on her phone.

Amy padded to the small mirror bolted to the wall. She unwound the towel from her hair, letting the long chestnut strands fall wet and heavy down her back. She started toweling it gently, section by section. The motion made the towel slip a little lower on her chest; one pale nipple peeked out for a second before she tugged it back up.

She dropped the bath towel to the floor and stepped into the skirt, zipping it high on her narrow waist. No bra tonight, her nipples were too sore for anything tight. The hem barely skimmed the tops of her thighs. She pulled the crop top over her head; it clung damply to her skin, outlining the small, stiff peaks of her breasts.

The door handle rattled, then turned. The door swung inward and Professor Jambo filled the frame. He looked even softer, more rumpled in the evening light. His sweater was the same stained one, his pot belly leading the way. Ruby glanced over the top of her book, her expression flat.

“Hey, sir,” she said.

Jambo’s eyes, small and dark behind his smudged glasses, swept past Ruby and locked onto Amy. A slow, unpleasant smile spread across his face, disturbing the crumbs in his mustache.

“Ruby,” he grunted, his voice a low rumble.

“You bad girl. You didn’t tell me about your new roommate.”

Ruby let out a soft, airy giggle, a sound that held no real humor.

“I was about to tell you.” She said it like it was the most obvious thing in the world, like his presence in their dorm room at night was a scheduled event.

Amy greets him.

“Hi, sir,” she whispered, her voice thin.

Jambo didn’t acknowledge her greeting. His gaze was a physical weight, traveling from her face, down the line of her camisole, over the small swell of her breasts, down to the scandalous hem of her skirt. He licked his lips, a quick, pink flash. Then, with a sigh of mundane effort, he hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his wrinkled trousers. He pushed them down, along with a pair of stained gray boxers, in one clumsy motion. They pooled around his ankles, revealing his throbbing big black cock. It was erect, thick and ruddy, standing out from his body at a slight angle. It throbbed visibly in the still air, a vein pulsing along its length. Amy’s breath caught. Her eyes widened. It was the first time she had ever seen one. In person, in the flesh.

Ruby, meanwhile, had picked her book back up. She opened it to the dog-eared page, as if Jambo’s naked lower half was no more interesting than a piece of furniture. She reached to her side table, picked up a neatly rolled joint, and put it to her lips. A lighter flicked, the flame catching. The acrid, sweet smell of weed began to curl into the air, mixing with the smell of him.

“Come on, sweety undress,” Jambo said, his voice dropping to a gravelly murmur.

Amy’s breath caught. “No Sir, please.

Ruby looked up.

“Better obey Jambo,” she said.

“Otherwise, I’ll make you obey. And you know how mean I can get when I’m annoyed.”

Amy had no other option. Her hands moved to the side tie of her denim skirt, her fingers fumbling with the simple knot. It came loose. She pushed the soft fabric down over her hips. It whispered down her legs to puddle on the floor. She stood naked.

Jambo took a heavy step forward, kicking free of his trousers. He turned her and pushed her backwards toward her own narrow bed. The back of her knees hit the mattress and she folded onto it, falling onto her back. He followed her down, his body a heavy, warm blanket that smelled of burgers and stale sweat. He didn’t waste time. His face descended, his mouth covering hers.

It wasn’t a kiss. It was a consumption. His lips were wet, slack. His tongue pushed past her teeth immediately, thick and probing, tasting of coffee and meat. Amy’s head pressed into her pillow. She made a small, muffled sound. His weight was immense, crushing the air from her lungs. She could feel the hard, hot line of his erection pressing against her inner thigh.

He drank from her mouth, his tongue mapping her teeth, her palate, with a grotesque intimacy. One of his hands slid down, over her ribcage, her flat stomach, and then between her legs. His fingers were blunt, calloused. They found her folds, already slick with a traitorous wetness her fear and shock couldn’t suppress. He grunted into her mouth, a sound of approval.

He broke the kiss, saliva stringing between their mouths. He shifted his weight, his knees pushing her legs apart. He positioned himself at her entrance, the broad, spongy head of his cock nudging against her pussy. Amy’s eyes shut tight. Her body was a tense line of anticipation.

This is it.  A real one.

He pushed.

The sensation was a shock of fullness, different from the strap-on. This was living heat, a pulsing, velvety hardness. It breached her, stretching her tender, recently used passage. A low, guttural moan escaped her lips. He sank into her slowly, with a wet, yielding sound. Amy could feel every inch as he filled her, a deep, burning stretch that made her toes curl. He was thick, and he buried himself to the hilt, his soft belly pressing against her pelvis. He held there for a moment, letting her adjust, his breath hot and ragged in her ear.

Then he began to move.

A slow, deep withdrawal, then a thrust back in. The pace was measured, almost lazy at first. Each stroke dragged against her inner walls, a friction that ignited the raw nerves Candy had already exposed. From the other side of bed, the soft crackle of paper as Ruby turned a page. A long, slow exhale of weed smoke.

Jambo’s pace began to increase. The slow, deep thrusts became more urgent, more rhythmic. The bed, a cheap hostel-issue frame, started a rhythmic creak-creak in time with his hips. The sound was obscenely loud in the small room. Amy’s moans became sharper, punctuating each drive. Her hands, which had been lying limp at her sides, came up. They didn’t push him away. They fluttered, then settled on his broad, sweater-clad back, feeling the muscles work beneath the wool.

He was ramming into her now, his hips slapping against her upturned thighs. The force of it jolted her body up the bed. Her head bumped the wall. The pain was sharper now, a burning stretch with each impact, but her body was betraying her utterly. A coil of heat, familiar and terrifying, was tightening deep in her core. Her channel, despite its soreness, was clenching around him, slick and eager.

“Fuck,” Jambo grunted, his voice a harsh whisper by her ear.

“Tight little virgin cunt. Knew it.”

He lowered his head, his mouth leaving a wet trail down her neck. His mouth found  one of her small, peaked nipple. He sucked it in, his tongue rough and flat against the sensitive bud. He bit down, gently at first, then harder. Amy gasped, her back arching, offering herself more fully to his mouth and his cock.

The dual assault was overwhelming. The deep, pounding fullness below. The sharp, possessive pain on her breast. Her mind fragmented. She was no longer a person, but a collection of raw, singing nerves. The creak of the bed, the wet slap of skin, Jambo’s ragged breathing, her own helpless whimpers - it was a symphony of her own defilement. And through it all, the silent, smoky witness on the other side of the bed.

Jambo’s thrusts became erratic, frantic. He was chasing his end, his body slamming into hers with a brutal, final urgency. The pain flared, but Amy was beyond it now, riding a wave of something dark and inevitable. Her own climax gathered, not as a sharp peak, but as a deep, rolling quake of submission. Her inner muscles fluttered wildly around his driving length.

With a final, guttural groan that shook his entire frame, Jambo buried himself as deep as he could go. Amy felt a sudden, shocking warmth flood her insides. A pulsing, liquid heat as he released, jet after jet filling her, marking her in a way the strap-on never could. Her own orgasm crested in response, a silent, internal convulsion that milked his softening cock, drawing out every last drop.

He collapsed on top of her, a dead weight, panting heavily. The smell of sex and sweat and old food was overpowering. Amy lay beneath him, utterly spent, feeling the warm trickle of his release begin to seep out of her, onto her thighs and the sheets beneath.

After a moment, he pushed himself up with a grunt. He pulled out of her with a soft, wet sound. He stood, looking down at her sprawled, used body, his cock already shrinking, glistening with their mixed fluids. He didn’t say a word. He simply pulled up his boxers and trousers, fastened them, and turned for the door.

As he left, Ruby finally spoke, her voice calm and clear through the haze of smoke. “See you Thursday, sir?”

Jambo just grunted, the door closing behind him with a soft click.

Silence descended, broken only by Amy’s shaky breaths. She lay exposed, legs still splayed, the evidence of what just happened cooling on her skin. She felt hollowed out, claimed, and strangely, profoundly awake.

Ruby took a final drag of her joint, held it, then exhaled a slow, perfect smoke ring that drifted toward the ceiling. She glanced over at Amy, a faint, unreadable smile on her lips. “You okay, sweety?”

Amy turned her head on the pillow. She looked at Ruby, then down at the mess between her legs. She didn’t answer.

A moment later, Ruby’s shadow fell across Amy. Ruby stood beside the narrow bed, looking down. In one hand, she held the smoldering joint, its tip a glowing orange eye. She took a long, contemplative drag from the joint, holding the smoke in her lungs before exhaling a slow, fragrant cloud. She then sat on the edge of Amy’s bed, the mattress dipping under her weight.

“Here,” Ruby said. She held out the joint, pinched between her fingers. “Your turn.”

Amy stared at it. The paper was crinkled, the end damp from Ruby’s lips. It felt like a threshold more profound than the one she’d just been pushed across. Smoking was a Stockton taboo, a sure sign of delinquency her mother had warned about with grim fervor. But every other rule had been shattered.

Her fingers brushed Ruby’s as she took it. She brought the joint to her lips, mimicking what she’d seen. The paper tasted of ash and Ruby’s lip balm, something faintly sweet. She inhaled.

A violent, racking cough erupted from her chest, bending her double. Tears sprang to her eyes. She gasped for clean air, the joint nearly falling from her fingers. Ruby’s laughter was a soft, rich sound, devoid of mockery.

“Easy, sweety. You don’t fight it. You welcome it.” She took the joint back, her fingers steadying Amy’s shaking wrist for a moment.

Amy wiped her eyes, her throat raw. The initial shock receded, leaving behind a strange, buzzing emptiness in her head.

“Again,” Ruby instructed, offering it back.

This time, Amy was ready. She took a smaller, more cautious pull. She held the acrid smoke in her mouth for a second before tentatively drawing it into her lungs. She held it, her eyes watering slightly, then exhaled a thin, wispy stream.

Ruby watched her, a small, knowing smile playing on her lips. She took the final drag, extinguishing the roach in a small ceramic dish on the nightstand. Then she pulled her tight black t-shirt over her head. Her breasts, fuller than Amy’s with dark, pert nipples, were bared. She stood, shucking her jeans and underwear in one smooth motion, and stood naked in the golden pool of lamplight. Her body was a curve of confidence, the swell of her hips, the neat triangle of dark hair at the junction of her thighs, the smooth, glowing skin. She was art, unashamed. She turned back to the bed.

“Scoot over.”

Amy moved automatically. Ruby slid in beside her, the single bed suddenly impossibly small and intimate. The heat from her naked skin radiated against Amy’s side.

Then Ruby turned onto her side and opened her arms. Amy hesitated for only a heartbeat before turning into her, burying her face in the crook of Ruby’s neck. Amy’s arms went around Ruby’s waist, holding on as if she were the only solid thing in a spinning world. Ruby’s arms encircled her, one hand coming up to cradle the back of Amy’s head, fingers tangling in her damp hair. They fit together, skin to skin, curve to slender line.

Ruby’s smile was a vibration Amy felt against her cheek.

“See?” Ruby whispered, her breath warm on Amy’s temple. “It’s better when you stop fighting.”
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The first year of college became a blur of sensation and transformation, a shedding of skin that happened not in one painful tear, but in a thousand gradual slips. The joint in room 312 became a nightly ritual. The initial choke became a practiced, deep inhale. Weekends were for the off-campus parties in rattling Victorian houses, the air thick with sweat and bass and the same sweet smoke. Amy learned to dance, her body moving with a looser, more confident rhythm she didn’t recognize as her own. She learned to drink, cheap, fruity vodka mixes that burned less than the weed and to laugh loudly at nothing.

And there were guys. Boys, really, from the brother college across town. Their hands were eager and clumsy on her in dark corners, their kisses sloppy with beer. She let them. Sometimes in dusty bedrooms upstairs, sometimes in the backseats of their cars. Her “body count,” a term she learned from Candy, ticked upward. It felt less like a loss and more like a collection.

Her body changed. Her once small breasts grew fuller, rounding against her bras, becoming a curve she would catch sight of in mirrors and feel a jolt of foreign pride. Her ass, once barely there, took on a definite, shapely swell that filled out her jeans. She gained weight, but it was a weight of substance.
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A full year had slipped by like smoke.

Ruby had graduated in the spring. The joined beds felt too big without her weight pressing close every night. Amy kept them pushed together anyway. Habit. Memory. Power.

Amy sat cross-legged on her bed in a cropped tank and tiny sleep shorts, rolling a joint. She licked the paper, sealed it, lit the tip. First long drag curled smoke toward the ceiling. Her eyes half-closed in pleasure.

The door creaked open slowly.

A girl stood in the doorway, slim and small-framed, luggage clutched in both hands like a shield. She looked nervous but smiled anyway, small and hopeful.

Amy exhaled slow, smoke drifting between them. She tilted her head, studying the newcomer the way Ruby once studied her.

“Who are you, sweetie?”

The girl shifted. “Hi... I’m Rosy. I just joined. They said this is Room 312?”

“Welcome, dear,” Amy purred. “Come in.”

Rosy stepped inside, wheels of her suitcase rumbling softly on the floor.

Amy smiled wider. “Now, undress.”

Rosy blinked. “W-what?”

“It’s the ritual here.” Amy’s tone was calm, almost sweet. She tapped ash into an empty soda can on the nightstand. “Come on. Do it. Fast.”

––––––––

THE END
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The rain drizzled softly against the windowpane, casting tiny ripples on the glass as the city of Seattle carried on with its usual gray charm. Inside their cozy house, Jenny stood by the kitchen counter, stirring her coffee absentmindedly, her thoughts far away. The faint aroma of roasted beans filled the air, blending with the soft hum of jazz playing from the speaker in the living room. Steve, seated at the small dining table, flipped through his laptop, checking the monthly accounts for his firm. His fingers moved methodically over the keys, his mind still adjusting to the recent changes in his life. It had only been a month since their wedding, a whirlwind romance that had started with a simple swipe on a dating app and ended with a beautiful ceremony under the Miami sun.

Jenny is a 30-year-old strikingly beautiful woman with long, flowing blonde hair, a well-toned physique, and an elegant yet confident demeanor. She is tall, fit, and carries herself with a natural grace that turns heads wherever she goes. Outgoing, bold, and adventurous, Jenny thrives in social settings and enjoys meeting new people. She has always been independent, ambitious, and full of life. Born and raised in Miami, she embraced a fast-paced lifestyle, excelling as an assistant manager in a private firm before resigning after her marriage.

Steve is a 34-year-old average-looking man with a lean build, short brown hair, and an understated presence. While not conventionally handsome, he has a quiet charm that reflects his sincerity and reliability. He dresses neatly, often in formal or semi-formal attire, reflecting his professional background.

Reserved, introverted, and pragmatic, Steve finds comfort in structure and routine. Unlike Jenny, he is not naturally adventurous or outgoing, preferring quiet evenings at home to social gatherings. Though he deeply loves Jenny, he sometimes struggles to keep up with her lively nature.

Having lived in Seattle for most of his life, Steve is well-adjusted to the city's cool climate and steady pace. His life before Jenny was simple and predictable, focused on work and a small circle of close friends. Marrying Jenny brought excitement and change, but he sometimes feels out of sync with her energetic personality. He wants to be the best husband he can be but often wonders if his reserved nature is enough to keep her truly happy.

At the dining table, Steve sat hunched over his laptop, eyes fixed on the screen. He barely noticed when Jenny placed the plate in front of him.

"Breakfast is served," she announced playfully, leaning against the chair beside him.

Steve finally looked up, offering a small appreciative smile. "Thanks, babe. This looks great."

Jenny sat across from him, sipping her coffee as she watched him eat. He was always like this-calm, methodical, predictable. A man of few words, always focused, always steady. She admired his dedication and thought a person like Steve will be perfect for a marriage life. But sometimes wished he would be a little less... composed.

When he was done, Steve wiped his mouth, stood up, and leaned in to place a gentle kiss on Jenny’s forehead. "See you in the evening," he said softly before grabbing his keys and heading out the door. Moments later, she heard the low rumble of his car fading away down the street.

Jenny let out a slow breath and turned toward the living room. She switched on the television and sank into the plush sofa, the lace fabric of her gown draping over her legs. Absentmindedly flipping through channels, she found herself staring blankly at the screen, her mind elsewhere.

She had always been a woman who thrived on passion, on excitement. Before marriage, her life had been filled with adventure - late-night drives, wild parties, thrilling encounters. The men she had been with were bold, rough around the edges, unpredictable. They made her heart race, kept her on edge.

Steve, on the other hand, was safe. Gentle. Predictable.

She loved him, there was no doubt about that. But as she sat there, wrapped in silence, she couldn’t shake the feeling that something was missing. A spark.

The quietness of the apartment was almost unsettling. With a sigh, she grabbed her phone from the coffee table and scrolled through her contacts until she found a familiar name - Lizz.

Lizz had been her best friend since college, her partner-in-crime back in Miami. If anyone could lift her mood, it was her. She tapped the call button, and within moments, a familiar, cheerful voice answered.

"Well, well, if it isn’t the newlywed queen of Seattle! How’s the married life treating you, babe?" Lizz teased.

Jenny smirked. "Oh, you know... all sunshine and rainbows. Cooking breakfast, cleaning, watching TV in my lace gown - real thrilling stuff."

Lizz burst into laughter. "Sounds like you’re living every girl’s dream. Or maybe just a very, very boring one."

They exchanged a few jokes, reminiscing about wild nights in Miami - long drives, rooftop parties, spontaneous weekend trips. It felt like a lifetime ago.

Then, in her usual blunt manner, Lizz asked, "So, how’s Steve?"

Jenny let out a small chuckle. "He’s... soft. Introverted. The total opposite of what I’m used to."

Lizz hummed in thought. "Then why don’t you dominate him?"

Jenny sat up slightly. "Oh, what? Really?"

"Yes, babe! If he’s the quiet, obedient type, then take control. Make him obey you. Be your own queen!" Lizz said mischievously.

Jenny paused for a moment, considering the idea. It wasn’t something she had ever thought about before, but now that Lizz mentioned it... maybe there was something intriguing about the thought. A slow smirk formed on her lips.

"Huh. Not a bad idea," she mused.

Lizz laughed. "That’s the spirit! You were never one to sit back and let life happen to you. Why start now?"

Jenny shook her head, amused yet intrigued. Maybe Lizz had a point. Maybe she had been too quick to settle into the mold of a perfect wife.

Jenny twirled a strand of her blonde hair between her fingers, her curiosity piqued. She leaned back into the sofa, her lace gown slipping slightly off her shoulder as she smirked into the phone.

"Alright, Lizz, since you’re apparently the expert, tell me, how do I start? How exactly do I 'dominate' Steve?" she asked, half-joking but secretly intrigued.

Lizz chuckled on the other end. "Oh, babe, that’s something you’ll have to figure out on your own. Every man has a weakness, you just need to find his."

Jenny raised an eyebrow. "Come on, at least give me a hint."

"Nope," Lizz said playfully. "You’re smart, confident, and absolutely capable of handling this yourself. Besides, the fun part is in the discovery, isn’t it?"

Jenny sighed dramatically. "You’re impossible."

Lizz laughed. "And you, my dear, are about to make life very interesting for yourself. Just trust your instincts. You’ll know exactly what to do."

Jenny smirked, her mind already racing with possibilities. Maybe Lizz was right. Maybe she had been too passive, too willing to fit into the role of the quiet, supportive wife.

But that wasn’t who she was.

She had always been the one in control, the one calling the shots. And maybe... just maybe, it was time to remind herself and Steve of that.

"Alright, Lizz. Challenge accepted," Jenny said, a mischievous glint in her eyes.

Lizz giggled. "That’s my girl."

As the call ended, Jenny stretched lazily, a slow smile playing on her lips. The boredom of the morning had vanished. She had something new to focus on now.

Jenny stepped into the bathroom, the soft click of her heels echoing against the tiled floor. With a slow, deliberate motion, she untied the lace gown and let it slide off her shoulders, pooling at her feet. She stood there for a moment, completely bare, feeling the cool air brush against her skin.

Turning toward the large mirror above the sink, she let her eyes travel over her reflection. The soft glow of the bathroom light accentuated her smooth, toned body, her curves perfectly sculpted. She ran a hand through her long, damp blonde hair, admiring the way it cascaded down her shoulders. With a deep breath, she turned away and stepped into the shower. The moment the cold water hit her skin, she gasped softly, the sensation sending shivers down her spine. Droplets trickled down her body, following every contour, every dip and curve. She closed her eyes, letting the water wash over her, her mind lost in thought.
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Steve trudged through the front door, the weight of his briefcase mirroring the heaviness of his eyelids. Another long day at the office had left him drained, his mind foggy and his body yearning for the comfort of home. As he set his things down on the hallway table, the familiar scent of lavender and vanilla wafted through the air, signalling Jenny’s presence. She floated into view, her lithe form draped in a delicate lace gown that clung to her curves like a second skin. The fabric hugged her hips and thighs, leaving little to the imagination, and Steve felt a flicker of desire amidst his exhaustion.

Jenny greeted him with a soft smile, her eyes sparkling with an unspoken secret. Her tall frame moved with effortless grace as she approached, “Hey, you,” she murmured, her voice warm and inviting.

Steve managed a tired smile in return, his gaze lingering on the way the lace dipped between her breasts, teasing just enough to tantalize.

“Tea’s ready,” she said, turning gracefully and leading him into the kitchen. The evening routine was a comforting constant, and Steve felt the tension in his shoulders begin to unravel as he sank into his usual chair. Jenny poured them each a cup, the steam curling upward like a dance between them. Steve wrapped his hands around the mug, savoring the warmth as it seeped into his cold fingers.

Just as he was about to take a sip, Jenny’s voice sliced through the steam-filled air. “Can you please shave my pussy?”

Steve choked mid-sip, his eyes widening in surprise. The tea scalded his tongue as he sputtered, setting the cup down with a clatter. He searched her face, half-expecting a punchline, but found only sincerity in her gaze. Her expression was calm, almost playful, as if she’d just asked him to pass the sugar. Steve swallowed hard, his throat dry despite the tea. “Sure, Jenny,” he managed, his voice cracking slightly.

She took his hand, her fingers cool against his warm skin, and led him out of the kitchen. The lace gown whispered against her body as she moved, a silent seduction that left Steve’s pulse quickening. They walked in to the common bathroom. Jenny stopped in front of the full-length mirror, her reflection gazing back at her with a knowing smile.

Without hesitation, she slipped the gown from her shoulders, letting it pool at her feet like a discarded whisper. The lace clung to her skin for a moment before falling away, revealing her in nothing but a pair of sheer panties. Steve’s breath caught in his throat as he took in the sight of her perky breasts, her flat stomach, her long legs that seemed to go on forever. She turned to face him, her eyes holding his, and slowly slid her panties down, letting them join the gown on the floor.

She sat down on the closet, her legs parting just enough to reveal the target area. Steve shifted uncomfortably, his nerves jangling like loose change in his pocket. He felt exposed, vulnerable, even though he was the one fully clothed. Jenny, sensing his unease, took control. “Kneel down, Steve,” she commanded.

He obeyed, his knees pressing against the cold hardwood floor. The submissive position sent a strange thrill through him, a mix of embarrassment and arousal that he couldn’t quite name. Jenny reached for the shaving kit on the shelf, handing him the can of foam. “Lather up,” she said, her tone leaving no room for argument.

Steve did as he was told, his hands trembling slightly as he dispensed the foam into his palm. The hiss of the can filled the small space, the sound oddly intimate. He spread the foam over her pussy, his fingers brushing against her soft skin. There wasn’t much hair to begin with, and he couldn’t help but wonder why Jenny had asked him to do this. Was it a test? A game?

“Start shaving,” she instructed, her fingers gently stroking his hair. Steve took the razor, his movements tentative at first. Jenny smiled down at him, her eyes warm and encouraging. “Nice and slow, Steve,” she cooed, her voice like warm honey. He complied, taking his time, his strokes becoming more confident, more deliberate. The razor glided over her skin, leaving behind a smooth, bare canvas.

As he worked, Steve felt a strange sense of powerlessness, yet it was exhilarating. He was at her mercy, and the realization sent a rush of blood to his groin. His cock twitched in his pants, straining against the fabric, but he focused on the task at hand, determined to please her.

Once she was smooth and bare, Jenny leaned back, her eyes never leaving his. “Now lick it clean, Steve,” she commanded, her voice barely above a whisper.

Steve obeyed, his tongue tracing the contours of her pussy. The first taste was exactly as he’d imagined, Cool shaving cream, waxy and floral. Underneath it, the distinct, musky-sweet tang of her. He began to work with a deliberate, meticulous focus. His tongue, flat and broad, swept upward in long, slow strokes, gathering the slick residue. He lapped at the delicate folds, chasing every last bit of foam from the creases. Jenny was silent above him, save for her breathing. He redoubled his efforts, his movements becoming less clinical, more worshipful. He nuzzled into her, his nose bumping against her as his tongue swirled and probed, now seeking not just cleanliness, but her response. He found a rhythm, a firm, consistent pressure right where she was most sensitive.

Her breath hitched. “Steve... oh, God, Steve...”

The words were a broken plea. He could feel her body tightening, coiling like a spring. Her hips rolled forward, seeking more contact, grinding against his mouth. The climax, when it came, was silent for a terrifying second. Then it broke in a wave. Her body went rigid, a strangled cry ripped from her throat, and she pulsed against his face, a hot, slick rush of her release. He withdraw, his face filled with her juices.

Lenny giggled

“I’m sorry, honey. I really am.”

Another giggle, light and genuinely entertained.

Jenny stood, pulling him up by the hand. She cradled his face like a child, her eyes sparkling with amusement and satisfaction.

Jenny: Thank you”

Steve felt small, his cheeks burning with embarrassment and desire. He was acutely aware of his submission, of how thoroughly he had surrendered to her will.

Jenny laughed, a light, teasing sound, and led him to the bedroom. On the bed, she undressed him slowly, her hands roaming over his body as she revealed in her power over him. Steve blushed, his cheeks turning red as Jenny laughed at his submissiveness. Her fingers trailing over his skin, leaving goosebumps in their wake. She took his hardening cock in her hand, stroking him firmly, her touch expert and deliberate.

Steve groaned, his body tensing as pleasure built within him. Steve let out a soft moan as Jenny's fingers grazed his cock, causing it to twitch in anticipation. Jenny smiled wickedly as she wrapped her fingers around his shaft, slowly beginning to stroke him up and down. She loved teasing him, feeling his body respond to her touch. She started off slow, her grip light and gentle. Steve let out a low groan as she increased her pace, her hand moving up and down his dick with more urgency. Jenny loved the feeling of him getting harder in her hand.

She leaned down and whispered in his ear, "You like that, don't you?" Steve could only nod, his breath hitching as Jenny continued to stroke him. She traced her thumb over the tip of his cock, spreading the precum that had already started to form.

Jenny's hand moved faster and faster, her grip tightening as Steve's hips bucked off the bed. He was so close, she could feel it. She slowed down, her hand barely moving as she teased him.

"Jenny, please," Steve begged, his voice strained. Jenny grinned and started stroking him again, her hand moving faster and faster. Steve's breathing became ragged as he felt himself getting  closer to the edge.

Just as he was about to cum, Jenny stopped. Steve looked at her, his eyes pleading.

She started stroking him again, her hand moving at a steady pace. Steve let out a low moan as he felt himself getting closer to the edge again. Jenny could feel his dick throbbing in her hand, and she knew he was close. Just as he was about to climax, she stopped, her smile triumphant.

Steve groaned again, his body aching with need, but he knew better than to protest. Jenny leaned over him, her lips brushing his ear.

Jenny:  Remember, I’m in charge now.

With that jenny withdraws and tells him to sleep.

He nodded, his breath ragged, his mind reeling. The power play was exhilarating, and he felt himself surrendering further, eager to see where she would take him next.

Jenny understood she can easily dominate Steve and it was only just beginning. The closet had been just the start, and he was hers to mold, hers to command. 
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The morning light seeped through the curtains, casting a soft glow across the bedroom. Steve had already slipped out of bed and into the bathroom, the sound of running water and the rhythmic brushing of his teeth filling the air.

Jenny stirred, stretching lazily before opening her eyes. A slow, knowing smile formed on her lips as she sat up, running a hand through her tousled blonde hair. She glanced toward the bathroom, where Steve stood in front of the mirror, brushing his teeth.

Feeling playful, she slipped out of bed and walked up behind him, wrapping her arms around his waist. Her fingers traced lightly over his stomach as she rested her chin on his shoulder.

"Hi, honey," she murmured, her voice low and teasing.

Steve’s eyes flicked to her reflection in the mirror, and he smiled through the foam of toothpaste in his mouth. "Hi, sweetheart," he mumbled, attempting to respond.

But in doing so, the toothpaste in his mouth spilled out, splattering onto the sink.

Jenny burst into laughter, stepping back with amusement. "Oh, Steve, you’re too cute."

Steve sighed, wiping his mouth, but he couldn’t help chuckling as well. Jenny leaned against the bathroom doorframe, watching him with a playful glint in her eyes.

"Why don’t you finish brushing and then go make coffee for me?" she suggested casually.

Steve paused mid-motion. For a moment, he wanted to say, "But you make coffee every morning." It was their unspoken routine. She always took care of breakfast, and he never had to think about it.

But the words never came out.

Instead, he found himself hesitating, caught in the intensity of Jenny’s gaze. A strange feeling stirred in him, one he couldn’t quite place.

"S-Sure, Jenny," he stammered.

Jenny smirked, her eyes gleaming with quiet amusement. Her expression wasn’t just playful, it was knowing.

A slow, sexy, mischievous smile.

Jenny turned away with a smirk and walked toward the guest bathroom in the other room. She pushed the door open and stepped inside, closing it behind her with a soft click.  She leaned against the door for a moment, her fingers running through her long, golden hair. Looking at herself in the mirror, she admired the way her skin still glowed from the warm shower earlier. There was something thrilling about this morning, something different.

Turning on the faucet, she splashed cool water onto her face, letting the droplets trickle down her cheeks before patting herself dry with a towel. She exhaled slowly, her lips curving into a knowing smile. Lizz was right. This was fun.

After changing to a t-shirt and shorts, Jenny straightened up and walked out of the bathroom. The apartment was quiet except for the faint clinking of cups from the kitchen, where Steve was preparing coffee. Jenny made her way to the living room, her bare feet sinking into the soft rug as she settled onto the plush sofa.

Reaching for her phone, she unlocked the screen and began scrolling through her messages, checking updates and social media. The scent of freshly brewed coffee drifted toward her, and she leaned back comfortably, waiting.

A few moments later, Steve appeared, holding a steaming cup in his hands.

He stopped in front of her, offering the coffee. "Here you go, Jenny."

Jenny looked up with a smirk, taking the cup from his hands. She took a slow sip, savoring the warmth, before glancing at Steve. "Thank you, dear," she said smoothly. Then, without missing a beat, she added, "Now go and make breakfast."

Steve blinked.

For a moment, his mind processed the command.  His first instinct was to question it, but as he met Jenny’s eyes, something held him back. Her gaze was steady, playful yet firm, as if she knew exactly what she was doing.

Without thinking, he simply nodded. "Okay."

He turned around and walked back to the kitchen, his body responding as if he had just received an order from his boss at work. But unlike the monotony of office tasks, this felt... different.

There was something about Jenny’s sudden assertiveness, the way she effortlessly took control  without hesitation. It sent a strange, unfamiliar thrill through him. As he cracked eggs onto the pan and placed bread into the toaster, his mind kept replaying the way she had looked at him, the way she had spoken. Back in the living room, Jenny crossed her legs, taking another slow sip of coffee while casually scrolling through her phone. She could hear the faint clatter of dishes and the sizzle of the pan from the kitchen. A small, satisfied smile played on her lips.

She liked this.

And from the way Steve had responded, she knew he did too.
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After setting Jenny’s plate in front of her, Steve sat down and ate his own breakfast. He watched as Jenny took a bite, her lips curving into a satisfied smile.

"Mmm, this is so delicious!" she exclaimed, looking at him with amusement. "Why don’t you cook every day? I want to eat tasty food."

She giggled playfully, sipping her coffee as she observed his reaction.

Steve chuckled, shaking his head.

"Alright, if you like it that much, I’ll cook”."

Jenny smirked, pleased with his response. Then, after a moment of thought, she set her cup down and looked at him seriously.

"Steve, I want you to look for a job for me." I can’t just stay home like this. I need to do something, keep myself busy."

He nodded. "Alright, Jenny. I’ll help you find something."

Jenny smiled. "Good."

After breakfast, Steve got up and started getting ready for work. He slipped into his office shirt and began buttoning it up, when he heard soft footsteps behind him.

Jenny was approaching him slowly.

Her presence was light, almost teasing, and when he turned slightly, he saw the playful glint in her eyes.

"Mmm, you look so sexy in that suit," she whispered in his ear, pressing her body against his Steve turned to face her.

Jenny smiled coyly and reached for the button on Steve's pants. "I thought I'd give you a little something to think about while you're at work," she said, her voice husky with desire.

She slowly unbuttoned his pants and reached inside, pulling out Steve's hardening dick. He let out a low moan as she began to stroke him slowly, her fingers expertly teasing him.

"Oh, Jenny," he breathed, leaning back against the mirror.

Jenny chuckled and increased her pace, her fingers moving faster and faster over Steve's dick.

"What are you going to do in the office today?" Jenny’s voice was sweet yet laced with mischief.

Steve sighed, "Work."

Jenny chuckled, increasing the phase as she can now feel the heat from his dick on her hand. she stops for a moment just to increase the phase again.

"Work? You mean you’ll be searching for jobs for me online and asking your contacts about it, won’t you?"

Steve swallowed hard, feeling a strange mixture of nervousness and excitement. His mind scrambled for a response, but the teasing sensation made it hard to focus.

"S-Sure, J-Jenny... I will," he stammered, his voice uneven.

Jenny smirked, clearly enjoying his flustered state. She leaned in slightly, whispering near his ear, "Good boy."

Jenny could feel his dick throbbing in her hand, and she knew he was close. But just as Steve was about to reach his climax, Jenny pulled away, a wicked smile on her face. "Not yet, my love," she said, her voice teasing. "You have to go to work”

Jenny chuckled and gave him a playful slap on the ass. "Go on, get going," she said, pushing him towards the door. "You don't want to be late."

Steve reluctantly pulled up his pant and left the room, his dick still hard in his pants. Jenny watched him go, a wicked smile on her face and took her phone to call Lizz.
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At his office desk, Steve scrolled through job listings on various websites, flipping between tabs and occasionally glancing at the classifieds section in the morning newspaper. His focus was on finding something suitable for Jenny, an assistant manager position, just like the one she had before she resigned after their marriage.

After a while, his eyes landed on a promising listing: "Assistant Manager Required – Financial Firm in Everett."

It seemed like a good fit. Without wasting time, he took a photo of the newspaper ad and sent it to Jenny on WhatsApp.

Back at home, Jenny was lounging on the sofa in her comfortable loungewear, sipping a cold drink as she enjoyed The Twilight Saga on television.

Steve: "Found this. Looks good?"

Jenny's reply came almost instantly.

Jenny: "What are you waiting for? Contact the number!"

Steve : "Okay, on it."

He picked up his phone and dialed the number listed in the ad. After a few rings, a deep, authoritative male voice answered.

"Hello, this is Marcus."

Steve cleared his throat. "Hi, I saw your ad in the newspaper about the assistant manager role."

There was a brief pause before Marcus responded. "Actually, I’m specifically looking for a lady for that position."

Steve stammered for a second, feeling a bit caught off guard. "A-Actually, it's for my wife. She’s looking for a job."

Marcus’s tone shifted slightly, now sounding interested. "Nice. In that case, send me your wife’s CV, and I’ll review it."

"Sure, sir. Thanks," Steve replied.

After the call ended, he immediately attached Jenny’s CV to an email and sent it to Marcus.
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Marcus leaned back in his leather office chair, the glow of his computer screen reflecting in his sharp, observant eyes. The sound of his fingers tapping against the desk filled the room as he scanned through the CV he had just received.

"Jenny Harper," he murmured, reading through her credentials.

She had solid experience as an assistant manager, good leadership skills, and a strong professional background. But what caught his attention wasn’t just her qualifications it was her name. Something about it intrigued him.

Casually, he picked up his phone and saved Jenny’s number. He tapped on her WhatsApp profile.

A smirk formed on his lips as he saw her display picture.

A stunning blonde with striking features, long flowing hair, and a confident smile. She had a certain glow, a presence even in a simple photo.

"Nice chick," he thought to himself, his interest piqued.

Jenny was still curled up on the sofa, immersed in The Twilight Saga, when her phone buzzed with an unknown number flashing on the screen. She hesitated for a second before answering.

"Hello?"

A deep, confident voice greeted her on the other end. "Hi, this is Marcus. I received your CV for the assistant manager job."

Jenny sat up a little straighter. "Oh, hi! This is Jenny. Thanks for calling."

Marcus's voice was smooth, professional, yet carried an undeniable charm. "I went through your resume. Impressive experience. You seem like a strong candidate."

"Thank you!" Jenny replied, smiling at his words.

They spoke for a few minutes about her past work experience, responsibilities, and what she was looking for in a job. Marcus listened attentively, occasionally offering small words of encouragement that made Jenny feel at ease.

Then, his next words caught her a little off guard.

"Can you meet me tomorrow evening at Storyville Cafe at 5?"

Jenny blinked. "A cafe?" she asked, surprised.

"Yes," Marcus replied casually. "I prefer informal settings for first meetings. It helps me understand a candidate better, beyond just their resume."

Jenny thought for a moment. It was unusual, most interviews happened in offices, not cafes. But something about Marcus’s voice, his confidence, made her feel comfortable.

"Sounds great," she agreed.

"Great. See you tomorrow, Jenny. Take care."

"You too," Jenny said before the call ended.

She placed her phone down and leaned back, tapping her fingers on the armrest.

Why a cafe?

It was an interesting choice, but she decided not to overthink it. What stood out to her more was how sweet and supportive Marcus had been during their conversation. He was warm, engaging, and easy to talk to.

Jenny smirked to herself.
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The warm aroma of freshly cooked food filled the apartment as Jenny and Steve sat across from each other at the dining table. The soft clinking of cutlery was the only sound between them until Jenny casually mentioned, "I got a call from Marcus today."

Steve looked up from his plate, his interest piqued. "Marcus? The guy from the job listing?"

Jenny nodded, taking a sip of water. "Yeah. He checked my CV and wants to meet for an interview."

Steve smiled, feeling happy for her. "That’s great! When’s the interview?"

Jenny set her fork down and leaned back slightly. "Tomorrow evening at Storyville Cafe. 5 PM."

Steve paused mid-bite. His brows furrowed slightly. "A cafe? Not at his office?"

Jenny shrugged. "Nope. He said he prefers informal settings for first meetings. Helps him understand the candidate better."

Steve chewed on the information for a moment. Something about it made him feel... off.

"I don’t know, Jenny... It’s a little unusual, don’t you think?" he said, choosing his words carefully.

Jenny smiled, reaching across the table to pat his hand. "I get it, Steve. But I’m okay with it. It’s just a meeting, and Marcus seemed really nice on the phone.

Steve nodded slowly, though the unease in his chest didn’t fully disappear.

"Alright," he said finally. "Just... be careful, okay?"

Jenny laughed lightly. "Relax, Steve. It’s just an interview, not a date."

Steve forced a chuckle and went back to eating, but his mind lingered on the thought.

After dinner Steve and Jenny lay comfortably in bed, wrapped in the soft warmth of  blanket. The dim glow of the bedside lamp cast a golden hue over the room as Jenny scrolled through her phone looking at Marnus’s profile pic in whatsapp one last time before setting it aside. Her mind drifted to Marcus, the deep, confident voice over the phone, the way he had been warm yet authoritative. There was something about him... something intriguing.

She closed her eyes, picturing how the meeting would go. Would he be as charismatic in person? Would he be impressed by her? The thought brought a subtle smile to her lips.

Beside her, Steve had already turned away, lost in his own sleep. With a deep breath, she let her thoughts settle, excitement building up inside her for the next day. And with that, she drifted into a peaceful sleep, the anticipation of tomorrow lingering in her dreams.
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Next evening Jenny stepped into the Storyville Cafe, her eyes scanning the cozy yet upscale ambiance. The rich aroma of coffee and baked goods filled the air as soft jazz music played in the background. She spotted Marcus sitting in a corner booth, his broad shoulders relaxed, an air of effortless confidence about him.

As soon as their eyes met, Marcus stood up, flashing a warm, charismatic smile. "Jenny, right? It’s great to finally meet you in person."

Jenny returned the smile. "Yes, nice to meet you too, Marcus."

He gestured to the seat across from him. "Please, have a seat."

Marcus was black, aged fifty, strong physique. He looked much younger than a fifty year’s old.

Jenny slid into the booth, already feeling at ease. There was something about Marcus, his strong presence, his deep voice, that made conversations flow naturally.

After a few minutes of polite introductions, Marcus got straight to the point.

"I’ll be honest, Jenny. I’ve gone through your resume, and I like what I see. You have the experience, the skills, and most importantly, the confidence. I need someone like you."

Jenny leaned in slightly, interested. "That’s great to hear. So... what’s the offer?"

Marcus smirked, resting his arms on the table. "I’m offering you ten thousand  a month. Full benefits, bonuses. Everything."

Jenny’s eyes widened slightly. She had expected a decent salary, but this? This was way beyond her expectations.

"Wow... that’s amazing," she said, barely hiding her excitement. "I’d love to accept."

Marcus nodded, as if he had already known her answer. "Good. I like quick decisions."

Slowly, the conversation drifted from professional to personal.

Marcus was smooth, engaging, effortlessly charming. He asked about her life in Seattle, how she was adjusting to marriage, and even cracked a few playful jokes that made her laugh. He was unlike most men she had met, he exuded power, confidence, and control.

At one point, Marcus leaned back and smiled. "I have to say, Jenny... you are absolutely stunning."

Jenny felt warmth creep up her cheeks. She tucked a loose strand of hair behind her ear and smiled shyly. "Oh, thank you."

Marcus chuckled. "You’re blushing."

Jenny laughed lightly, feeling a bit flustered. "Well, I don’t usually get compliments like that."

"You should," Marcus said smoothly. "A woman like you deserves to be admired."

Jenny found herself enjoying the conversation more than she had expected. There was something so easy, so natural about talking to Marcus. Their conversation flowed effortlessly, like two old friends catching up. They talked about work, hobbies, and even the weather, though neither of them seemed particularly interested in the forecast. Marcus was a natural storyteller, his words painting vivid pictures that made Jenny laugh out loud more than once.

Then, as their coffee cups neared empty, Marcus leaned in slightly. "How about we celebrate your new job over dinner? There's a place I know, a luxury hotel in the city. The food is great, the atmosphere even better."

Jenny hesitated, just for a moment. “I’m married, you know,” she said, her tone playful, as if she was teasing him. Marcus winked, his expression unruffled. “Your husband can sleep alone tonight,” he said, his voice low. Jenny laughed, a flush creeping up her cheeks. “You’re bold, I’ll give you that.” “And you’re intrigued,” he countered, his gaze intense. She couldn’t deny it. “Maybe a little,” she admitted, standing up.

As she left the cafe, Jenny pulled out her phone and texted Steve.

Jenny: "Going to have dinner with Marcus."

A minute later, Steve’s reply popped up.

Steve: "Why are you going for dinner?"

Jenny smiled to herself and typed back.

Jenny: "It’s okay. Also, wash my dress in the bathroom when you get home."

Steve read the message and felt a strange mix of emotions. He wanted to ask more, to say no, but when he opened his mouth...

It always turned into a ‘yes’.

"Okay," he texted back.

A part of him felt uneasy. But another part, one he didn’t fully understand, felt something else entirely.
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The hotel was every bit as luxurious as Marcus had promised. The lobby was a sprawling expanse of marble and gold, the air thick with the scent of expensive perfume. Marcus led her to the elevator, his hand brushing hers as they stepped inside. “This place never fails to impress,” he murmured, his voice close to her ear. Jenny shivered, though the elevator was warm.

“It’s... a lot,” she agreed, her voice soft.

Dinner was a blur of exquisite dishes and easy conversation. Marcus was attentive, his questions probing just enough to keep her engaged without feeling intrusive. But there was an undercurrent to the evening, a tension that simmered just beneath the surface. When the meal ended, Marcus stood, offering her his hand. “Shall we?” he asked, his tone light, but his eyes held a challenge.

Jenny took his hand, her heart pounding. She knew where this was headed, and a part of her wanted to stop it. But another part, a louder, more insistent part wanted to see where it would go. Marcus led her to his room, the door closing softly behind them. The space was opulent, with a king-sized bed dominating the center of the room. He turned to her, his gaze intense. “Jenny,” he said, his voice low, “I’ve wanted this since the moment I saw you.”

Before she could respond, he was leaning in, his lips brushing hers. The kiss was hungry, his mouth demanding as he tasted her. His hands moved to her dress, his fingers deftly unbuttoning it. The fabric slid off her shoulders, pooling at her feet. He stepped back, his eyes raking over her. “You’re beautiful,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire.

Jenny felt a flush creep up her chest, her breath coming in short gasps. Marcus reached out, his hands cupping her breasts through her bra. His touch was firm, deliberate, as if he was claiming her. She moaned softly, her head falling back. “Marcus,” she whispered, her voice shaky.

He guided her to the bed, his hands never leaving her body. She lay down, her heart racing, as he knelt beside her. His fingers traced the edge of her bra, his touch light but insistent. With a gentle tug, he unhooked it, the fabric falling away. Her breasts were exposed, her nipples tight with anticipation. Marcus leaned in, his lips brushing her skin, his breath hot against her.

His hands moved down, fingers tracing the waistband of her panties. With a slow, deliberate motion, he slid them off, leaving her completely bare. Jenny felt vulnerable, but also incredibly aroused. Marcus knelt between her legs, his gaze intense as he looked at her.

“You’re perfect,” he murmured, his voice hoarse.

His tongue traced the outline of her pussy. Jenny gasped, her hands clutching the sheets as he delved deeper, his tongue flicking against her clit. His hands moved to her breasts, thumbs circling her nipples as he ate her out. She moaned, her body arching off the bed, her hips bucking against his mouth.

Marcus stood, his giant erection standing proudly as he undressed. He was every bit as impressive as she’d imagined, his body lean and muscular. He positioned himself between her legs, his gaze locked on hers. “Ready?” he asked, his voice low.

Jenny nodded, her breath coming in short gasps. “Yes,” she whispered.

He thrust into her, his rhythm relentless from the start. His cock filled her completely, his size stretching her in a way that made her moan with a mix of pleasure and discomfort. He didn’t hold back, his strokes deep and merciless. Jenny cried out, her body responding to his dominance. He was in control, his movements primal and urgent.

Marnus drove into her with a focused, athletic power, each thrust a deep, penetrating conquest. His hips pistoned, his abdomen a hard slab of muscle clenching with the effort. He was huge, and he was using every inch, spearing her open, retreating until she whimpered at the loss, then plunging back in to fill the aching void.

His cock was a ruthless explorer, mapping the secret, slick contours of her pussy. The broad head raked over a spot inside her that Steve’s diligent, polite strokes had never truly found, sending jolts of pure, white-hot pleasure up her spine. The thick shaft stretched her exquisitely, the friction a sweet, building fire. With every inward drive, he seemed to go deeper, touching a place that felt spiritual, a raw nerve center of her femininity she’d thought was myth. Her body was a traitorous, responsive instrument. Her juices coated him, the wet, filthy sounds of their joining filling the room, mingling with her choked moans and his ragged grunts. She was so swollen, so sensitive, each pass of his rigid length a miniature explosion of sensation.

He leaned down and captured a peaked, desperate nipple into his hot mouth. He sucked, hard, his tongue lashing the stiff bud, and he did not slow his thrusts. The dual assault was maddening. The sharp, pulling pleasure in her breast wired directly to the deep, grinding pressure in her core. Her back arched off the bed, shoving her breast deeper into his mouth, a silent plea for more.

She was taking a man she’d met hours ago. A stranger was rearranging her insides, and she was begging him for it.

Her hands flew to his back, her nails digging into the hard muscles of his shoulders. She felt the power there, the raw animal strength he wielded with such controlled fury. She was just a receptacle for that strength, a vessel being filled, used. This wasn’t making love. This was being fucked. Properly. Thoroughly. And her body was singing its gratitude with every clench of her inner muscles around his invading girth.

He released her nipple with a pop, his mouth trailing wet, biting kisses up her chest to her throat. He buried his face in the curve of her neck, his breath a scorching gust against her skin.

“You take it so good,” he growled, the words vibrating through her. “So fucking tight for me. Taking all of it.”

His pace intensified, becoming even more punishing, more possessive. The bedframe protested with a rhythmic thump against the wall. Jenny was lost in the cyclone of it.

“Marcus,” she gasped, her nails digging into his back. He didn’t slow, his thrusts driving her closer to the edge. She could feel his cock swelling inside her, his balls slapping against her ass with each stroke. “I’m close,” he growled, his voice rough.

Jenny nodded, her body tense as she teetered on the brink. “Me too,” she whispered.

He thrust harder, his pace frenzied now. She screamed his name as her orgasm ripped through her, her body shaking uncontrollably. Marcus followed, his cock pulsing inside her as he came with a primal groan. He collapsed on top of her, his breath hot against her neck.

For a moment, they lay there, their hearts pounding in unison. Then Marcus rolled off her, his hand brushing her hair back. “That was... incredible,” he murmured, his voice still thick with desire.

Jenny smiled, her body still buzzing with pleasure. She propped herself up on her elbow, her gaze meeting his. “It was,” she agreed.

Marcus playfully asked “do your husband know where you are tonight?

Jenny's smile widened, her boldness returning as she looked up at him, her eyes daring him to challenge her. "He's manageable," she purred, her voice a promise. "Don't worry about him."

"Manageable, huh?" he teased, his hand dipping lower, his fingers tracing patterns on her bare skin.

Jenny giggled, her body responding to his touch, desire already stirring within her once more. "We'll see," she agreed, her voice a whisper as she leaned in, her lips brushing against his.

As their mouths met in a soft, tender kiss, the city lights twinkled outside, oblivious to the passion that had ignited within the confines of the hotel room. The night was still young, and for Jenny and Marcus, the game had only just begun. 
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The morning light filtered through the heavy curtains of the hotel room, casting a soft glow over the tangled sheets. Jenny stretched languidly, her body still humming from the night before. Marcus had been... intense. A slow smile curved her lips as she glanced at the empty side of the bed, where her new boss had left just an hour ago.

She reached for her phone on the nightstand, her long nails clicking against the screen as she dialed Steve. He picked up on the second ring.

“Jenny? Where are you?” Steve’s tone carried that familiar mix of concern and deference, like he was afraid to push too hard.

“Morning, honey,” she purred, her voice smooth and commanding, even through the phone. “I’m at the Regency. Had a late night with the interview, so I crashed here. Didn’t want to wake you.”

“Oh... okay,” Steve replied, his words trailing off. She could practically see him fidgeting, his shy demeanor making him shrink even over the phone. “Are you alright?”

“More than alright,” she said, a hint of a smirk in her voice. “I got the job. I start tomorrow. Marcus is... quite the guy. You’d like him.”

There was a pause, and she could sense Steve’s mind working, trying to piece things together but too timid to ask outright. “That’s great, Jenny. Um, do you need me to come get you?”

She stretched again. “Yeah, swing by the hotel. I’m ready to head home.”
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Steve pulled up to the Regency’s entrance thirty minutes later, his hands gripping the steering wheel a little too tightly. His eyes scanned the glass doors, and when Jenny stepped out, his breath caught. Her dark hair was a wild cascade, tousled in a way that screamed she hadn’t spent the night sleeping. Her dress, a deep red number that hugged her figure, was slightly askew, the neckline dipping low enough to make him wonder if she was even wearing a bra. Her confidence radiated as she strode toward the car, her heels clicking on the pavement, every step deliberate.

She slid into the passenger seat, tossing her purse onto the floor with a casual flick. “Hey, honey,” she said, her voice warm but edged with that commanding tone that always made Steve’s pulse quicken. “How are you?”

“I’m... okay,” he mumbled, his eyes flickering to her disheveled appearance before darting back to the road. He shifted uncomfortably in his seat, his mind already spinning. “What, uh, what were you doing yesterday, Jenny?”

She leaned back, crossing one leg over the other, her dress riding up slightly. “Oh, the interview with Marcus went a little long,” she said, her tone light but laced with something unspoken. So, I stayed late to seal the deal. Didn’t want to bother you in the middle of the night. And guess what? I got the job. I’m joining his team tomorrow.”

Steve nodded, his knuckles whitening on the wheel. “That’s... great. sounds... nice.”

“Oh, he’s more than nice,” Jenny said, her lips curling into a knowing smile as she glanced out the window. “He’s a great guy. Really knows how to take charge.”

Steve swallowed hard. His mind churned with questions he didn’t dare ask, what had happened last night? Why did she look like that? Why did her voice carry that edge of satisfaction? But he said nothing, just kept driving, the silence between them heavy with unspoken thoughts.
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Jenny sauntered into their bedroom, the faint scent of her perfume trailing behind her. She stood before the full-length mirror, her fingers deftly unzipping the red dress. It slid down her body, pooling at her feet, leaving her completely nude. Her reflection stared back, a vision of confidence: curves that demanded attention, skin flushed with the afterglow of her conquest. She ran a hand through her tousled hair, admiring herself, her lips curling into a satisfied smirk.

Steve lingered in the doorway, his eyes drawn to her. He was hesitant, as always, but the sight of her bold, unapologetic, radiant pulled him closer. Her beauty overwhelmed him, made his shyness feel like a weight he could never shed.

“Honey, come,” Jenny purred, her voice low and commanding as she moved to the king-sized bed. She stretched out on the sheets, her movements deliberate, sensual. Lying back, she opened her legs, her gaze locking onto Steve’s.

“Come, Steve. Eat me.”

Her words were an order, not a request. Steve’s face flushed, but he obeyed without hesitation, crawling onto the bed, his hands trembling slightly as he positioned himself between her thighs. He lowered his head, his tongue finding her pussy, licking with a desperate eagerness to please her. Her juices coated his lips, and he pressed harder, driven by her soft moans.

But then, a strange taste hit him, sharp, unfamiliar. His heart stuttered.

“Is that... cum?”

His mind reeled, images of Jenny and Marcus flashing unbidden. His pulse raced, a mix of humiliation and dread knotting in his chest. He lifted his head, his voice shaking.

“J-Jenny, is this...?”

Before he could finish, Jenny’s hand gripped his hair, pushing his face back down with a firm, unyielding pressure.

“Come on now,” she said, her voice sharp, cutting through his stammering. “No loose talk.”

Steve’s protests died in his throat. Powerless against her dominance, he resumed, his tongue moving mechanically as the taste of Marcus’s cum lingered, undeniable now. Each lick felt like a surrender, a humiliating acknowledgment of what had happened of what Jenny had done, and what she was making him do now. His heart pounded, his mind a storm of shame and submission, but he didn’t stop. He couldn’t. Not when she was like this, her control absolute.

[image: ][image: ][image: ]

Monday morning in Seattle was crisp and bright, the city buzzing with its usual energy. Jenny stepped out of her car, smoothing down her fitted white shirt and short black skirt that hugged her curves. Her heels clicked confidently against the pavement as she approached the modest office building, home to Marcus’s company. It was a decent setup, with a sleek glass entrance and a small team of four or five staff members bustling inside.

Marcus greeted her at the door, his athletic frame filling out a tailored suit, his dark eyes gleaming with that familiar intensity.

“Jenny, welcome,” he said, his deep voice warm but authoritative.

He introduced her to the team, brief handshakes, polite smiles, and curious glances. She could feel their eyes on her, sensing the dynamic between her and Marcus.

He led her through the office, pointing out her cabin, a small but modern space right next to his.

“You’ll be close,” he said with a knowing smirk, before guiding her into his own office. The door clicked shut behind them, and Marcus turned the lock with a deliberate motion.

“So,” he began, settling into his plush office chair, his gaze fixed on her. “This is your first day in my office, and I want it to be memorable for you.”

Jenny smiled, a mix of excitement and nerves fluttering in her chest. “Oh, I’m sure it will be.”

Marcus leaned back, his lips curling into a commanding grin. “Come on, strip for me.”

Her eyes widened slightly. “Here? What if someone comes?”

“This is my office,” he said, his tone firm, unyielding. “Don’t worry, Jenny. They all know what I’m going to do with you here. So, relax.”

She blushed, a rush of heat spreading through her at his boldness. Slowly, she unbuttoned her shirt, letting it fall to the floor, then unzipped her skirt, stepping out of it. Standing in her black bra and panties, she felt his eyes devour her. Marcus, the strong, athletic Black American, smiled approvingly. With a deep breath, she unhooked her bra and slid off her panties, standing naked before him. For a fleeting moment, Steve’s face flashed in her mind - his shy, submissive eyes, but she pushed the thought away, focusing on Marcus’s commanding presence.

“Come here, dear,” Marcus said, his voice low and inviting. Jenny crossed the room, her hips swaying, and settled onto his lap, facing him, her legs straddling his. Her nude body pressed against his suit, the contrast sending a shiver through her. Their lips met, slow and deliberate, tongues exploring, tasting each other with a smooth, hungry rhythm.

Marcus’s hands found her breasts, squeezing them firmly.

“These are going to get a lot of attention here,” he murmured, his grip tightening. Jenny blushed, a soft giggle escaping her lips. He lowered his mouth to her chest, sucking on her nipples, his tongue teasing as she arched into him. Jenny’s breath hitched, a blush spreading across her chest as he squeezed her breasts, his grip both possessive and reverent. He kneaded them, his fingers exploring every curve, his touch firm yet teasing, drawing a soft moan from her. Lowering his head, he took one nipple into his mouth, his lips and tongue working with a slow, deliberate intensity - sucking, flicking, grazing lightly with his teeth. Jenny arched into him, her hands gripping his shoulders, her body responding to every sensation. He moved to the other breast, giving it the same meticulous attention, his mouth warm and relentless, leaving her gasping softly.

“You like that, don’t you?” he murmured against her skin, his voice vibrating through her. She could only nod, her boldness melting under his control.

Marcus shifted, unbuckling his pants with one hand while keeping her close with the other. His cock sprang free, thick and throbbing, nearly twice the size of Steve’s, a fact that made Jenny’s eyes widen with a mix of awe and anticipation. She positioned herself above him, her hands on his shoulders for balance, and slowly lowered herself, feeling him stretch her as she took him in. She began to ride him, her hips rocking in a steady rhythm. Each thrust drew a moan from her lips, the sensation of his size filling her completely.

Then, Marcus stood, his strength effortless as he lifted her with him, her legs still wrapped tightly around his waist. Jenny gasped, clinging to him as he held her in the air, her body pressed against his. He fucked her with a raw, commanding power, each thrust deep and forceful, her breasts bouncing with the rhythm. She felt weightless, like a toy in his strong hands, completely at his mercy. The intensity overwhelmed her, his athletic build, his unyielding grip, the way he claimed her with every movement. Her moans grew louder, mingling with his low grunts, the office walls muffling their sounds.

Jenny surrendered fully, her body trembling as waves of pleasure built. Marcus’s pace quickened, his hands gripping her hips as he drove into her, until finally, he came, his cum blasting inside her with a force that left her shuddering. She clung to him, breathless, as he lowered her back to his lap, her body still tingling from the intensity.

As she dressed, her skin still flushed, Marcus pulled her back onto his lap, his arm casually around her waist. “Tonight,” he said, his voice smooth but firm, “come to my place. I’m throwing a party.”

“Sure,” Jenny replied, a playful glint in her eyes.

“And bring your husband,” Marcus added, a wicked smile spreading across his face. “I want to see whose wife I’m fucking.”

Jenny giggled, the thought sending a thrill through her.

“Of course,” she said, already picturing Steve’s shy discomfort in Marcus’s commanding presence.
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Jenny stood before the bedroom mirror, applying a final swipe of crimson lipstick, her eyes focused and confident. Her black skirt hugged her hips, the hem high enough to reveal the smooth expanse of her thighs, paired with a fitted top that accentuated her curves. Steve sat on the edge of the bed, fumbling with his shoelaces, his expression uneasy.

“Are you sure we want to go?” he asked, his voice soft, almost pleading.

Jenny turned, her gaze sharp and unwavering.

“Of course, Steve. Marcus invited us.” Her tone left no room for argument, and Steve’s shoulders slumped slightly as he nodded, resigned. He wasn’t in the mood, but with Jenny, obedience was second nature.

By 9 p.m., they pulled up to Marcus’s double-storied mansion in Seattle, its sleek modern design glowing under the evening lights. Marcus is rich, Steve thought, his stomach tightening as he took in the sprawling estate. The party was already in full swing, music and laughter spilling out into the night. As they stepped inside, heads turned, men’s eyes lingering on Jenny’s gorgeous figure, her confidence drawing attention like a magnet.

A tall, muscular man approached them, his presence commanding yet youthful. “Hi, welcome,” he said, offering Jenny a firm handshake, his gaze flicking over her with unabashed interest. “Sorry, I didn’t catch your name.”

Jenny smiled, her charm effortless. “Hi, I’m Jenny, Marcus’s new assistant.”

The man’s eyes lit up, scanning her from head to toe. “Oh, hi, I’m Rocky, Marcus’s son. You’re gorgeous.”

Jenny blushed, a playful giggle escaping her lips. “Thanks, Rocky. Nice to meet you.”

“Let’s get you a drink,” Rocky said, taking her hand with a confidence that mirrored his father’s. He led her toward the bar lounge in a corner of the expansive living room, leaving Steve standing awkwardly by the entrance. Steve’s mind churned. He didn’t even acknowledge me, he thought, a pang of insignificance settling in his chest.

At the bar, Rocky handed Jenny a glass of whisky, their conversation flowing easily, punctuated by her laughter. Steve watched from a distance, clutching his own drink, feeling like an outsider in the vibrant crowd. Suddenly, Marcus appeared, his imposing frame cutting through the room. He wrapped Jenny in a warm hug, his hands lingering on her waist. “Sweety, you came,” he said, his voice rich with familiarity.

Jenny leaned in, kissing his cheek lightly. “Of course I did.”

Marcus’s eyes flicked around, a smirk playing on his lips. “Where’s your husband?”

Jenny blinked, as if just remembering Steve’s presence. She turned, scanning the room, and called out,

“Steve, over here!”

Steve shuffled forward, his face flushed with unease. Marcus extended a hand, his grip firm. “Nice to meet you, Steve.”

“Hi, sir,” Steve mumbled, his voice barely audible.

Marcus’s smile widened, a glint of amusement in his eyes. “You called the right person that day. Your wife’s got the perfect job with us.”

“Thank you, sir,” Steve said, his tone flat, unsure how to respond.

“No, I should thank you,” Marcus said, his voice dripping with meaning as he glanced at Jenny. “For giving us this gorgeous lady for our company.”

Jenny smiled, her eyes sparkling with confidence. Steve forced a weak smile, his mind racing with the implications of Marcus’s words. He noticed Marcus’s gaze shift to Rocky and Jenny, a knowing look passing between father and son. Marcus clapped Rocky on the shoulder. “Why don’t you take Jenny upstairs and show her the house?”

Rocky’s face lit up, his grin eager.

“Yes, Dad,” he said, his hand already resting lightly on Jenny’s waist. “Come on, Jenny, you’ve gotta see this place.”

Jenny laughed, her voice light and teasing as she followed Rocky toward the grand staircase. Steve watched, his heart sinking, as Rocky’s hand stayed firmly on her waist, their laughter echoing as they climbed the stairs. Marcus turned to Steve, raising his glass. “Enjoy your drink, Steve.”

“Sure,” Steve replied, his voice hollow. He stood frozen, his eyes fixed on Jenny and Rocky disappearing upstairs, their easy familiarity cutting through him like a blade. The party buzzed around him, but Steve felt alone, his thoughts consumed by what might be happening above.

Rocky’s hand rested firmly on Jenny’s waist as they ascended the stairs, his fingers brushing against the fabric of her black skirt. The scent of her perfume - sultry and intoxicating filled his senses, and he leaned in slightly, inhaling deeply. They stepped out onto the second-floor balcony, where a shimmering swimming pool lay at the center, its water reflecting the soft glow of the mansion’s exterior lights. The party’s music and chatter drifted up from below, but up here, it felt like a private world.

“Jenny, come, let’s swim,” Rocky said, his voice low and playful, his eyes glinting with mischief.

Jenny laughed, glancing down at her revealing outfit. “No way, my dress will get wet.”

Rocky grinned, stepping closer, his confidence unshakable. “You just have to drop it.”

She giggled, shaking her head. “No way, Rocky.”

He tilted his head, his gaze roaming over her figure before meeting her eyes. “So, what’s your salary, Jenny?”

She raised an eyebrow, caught off guard by the question. “It’s 10K a month.”

Rocky’s smile widened, a calculating edge to it. “If you swim with me now, I’ll give you an extra 10K every month.”

Jenny’s eyes widened, a mix of surprise and intrigue crossing her face. “What, really?”

“Really,” he said, his tone smooth and assured.

She hesitated for a moment, then smiled, her boldness taking over.

“In that case, I think...” Her voice trailed off as she reached for the zipper of her skirt. Rocky watched, his grin triumphant, as the skirt slid down her thighs, followed by her top. In seconds, Jenny stood naked before him, her skin glowing under the poolside lights, her curves unapologetically on display. The sounds of the party below seemed distant, irrelevant.

“Will anyone come up here?” she asked, a flicker of caution in her voice.

Rocky shook his head, already shedding his own clothes.

“No way. It’s just us.”

He dropped his shirt and pants, revealing a physique as strong and defined as his father’s. They stepped into the pool together, the cool water enveloping their bare bodies. Laughter bubbled up as they splashed each other, the tension of the moment giving way to playful abandon. They swam from one end to the other, racing each other in impromptu challenges, their nude forms gliding through the water. Rocky handed her a glass of whiskey from the poolside bar, and they clinked glasses, drinking deeply, their eyes locked in shared exhilaration.

Jenny’s giggles echoed softly as Rocky chased her in a mock race, their bodies brushing against each other in the water. The thrill of the moment - the risk, the luxury, the power coursed through her, drowning out any fleeting thoughts of Steve downstairs, alone with his drink, unaware of the world unfolding above. 

Rocky scooped Jenny up from the poolside, her wet skin glistening under the dim lights. He hoisted her over his shoulder with effortless strength, carrying her like a prized possession, her giggles echoing through the quiet upper floor of the mansion. The party’s hum faded behind them as he strode toward a bedroom, his grip firm and confident.

He tossed her playfully onto the plush bed, the mattress sinking under her weight. Jenny’s laughter softened into a sultry smile as Rocky climbed over her, their eyes locked in a shared hunger. Their lips crashed together, a fervent smooch that deepened quickly, tongues exploring with unrestrained desire. Rocky’s hands roamed her body, pausing to squeeze her nipples, drawing a sharp gasp from her. The sensation sent a jolt through her, her body arching into his touch.

Their kisses grew wilder, tongues dancing in a heated rhythm. Rocky trailed his lips down her body, kissing her from her forehead to her toes, lingering at her collarbone, her breasts, the curve of her hips. Each kiss was deliberate, claiming her inch by inch. He slid a finger into her pussy, her wetness welcoming him, and Jenny moaned, her hips bucking slightly. He moved his finger with skill, finger-fucking her with a steady rhythm that had her gasping, her moans filling the room.

Rocky positioned himself between her legs, his long, thick cock pressing against her. With a powerful thrust, he entered her, his strokes hard and unrelenting. Jenny moved with each thrust, her body yielding to his force, the bed creaking beneath them. His power was overwhelming, a raw energy that dwarfed her own boldness. She surrendered completely, her moans growing louder as he pounded into her, each movement driving her closer to the edge.

After five minutes of relentless thrusts, Rocky groaned, his cum shooting deep inside her. Jenny sighed, her body trembling with the aftershocks of pleasure. The son’s not bad, she thought, a wry smile flickering across her lips. Both are monsters.

Rocky collapsed beside her, his hand lazily playing with her breasts, tracing circles around her nipples as they caught their breath. Jenny lay there, her mind buzzing with the thrill of it all, the line between control and submission blurring in the heat of the moment.

Steve sat in a corner of Marcus’s sprawling living room, his beer growing warm in his hand as he glanced at the staircase for what felt like the hundredth time. It was midnight, and Jenny had been upstairs with Rocky for nearly three hours. The party was winding down, with guests drifting out into the Seattle night, their voices fading. Steve’s stomach twisted with worry, his mind conjuring scenarios he didn’t want to face.

At last, Jenny appeared at the top of the stairs, descending with Rocky beside her. Her black skirt was slightly creased, her hair a touch wild, but her confident smile was as bold as ever. She waved at Steve, her heels clicking as she approached. Rocky veered off to join his father, leaving Jenny to greet her husband.

“Hey, honey,” she said, her voice smooth.

Steve managed a weak smile, his pulse quickening.

“Where have you been?” he asked softly, almost afraid of the answer.

“Just wandering the house,” Jenny replied, grabbing a drink from a nearby table with a casual flick of her wrist.

“All this time?” Steve ventured, his voice barely audible.

Jenny sidestepped the question, sipping her drink and scanning the room. Before Steve could press further, Marcus and Rocky approached, their presence dominating the space. Marcus flashed a charismatic grin, clapping Steve on the shoulder.

“So, cute couple, enjoying the party?” Marcus asked, his tone jovial.

“Of course,” Jenny said, her smile radiant.

Steve nodded, his expression strained. “Yeah.”

Rocky stepped forward, his strong frame mirroring his father’s confidence. “Jenny, I’m planning a vacation with a few friends - just me and three of my buddies, heading to Alaska. Want to come along? You too, Steve,” he added, almost as an afterthought.

Steve’s heart sank. He wanted to refuse, to pull Jenny away from this world that made him feel so small, but the words wouldn’t come. Jenny’s eyes sparkled with excitement, and no one seemed to care what he thought.

“Oh, I just started at the office,” Jenny said, tilting her head. “Won’t that be a problem?”

Marcus chuckled, waving a hand.

“No issue at all, sweetheart. You’ll still get paid. I’m not joining this one, Rocky’s running the show. but you’ll have a blast.”

Jenny glanced at Steve, her smile unwavering. “Sure then, Rocky. We’ll come.”

Rocky’s grin widened. “Awesome. We can head out tomorrow morning.”

“Great,” Jenny said, her enthusiasm infectious.

Steve forced a smile, his mind swirling with dread. He took another sip of his beer, the bitterness matching the unease settling in his chest. As Marcus and Rocky shared a glance, Steve felt the weight of his powerlessness, the trip to Alaska looming like a storm on the horizon.
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The morning sun streamed through the bedroom window as Steve stirred awake, the sound of running water echoing from the bathroom where Jenny was showering. He rubbed his eyes, the weight of the impending trip pressing on him. Over breakfast, they packed their bags - clothes, essentials, and a few toiletries for the Alaska adventure. As Jenny sipped her coffee, her phone buzzed with a text to her friend Lizz, her fingers flying over the screen as she recounted how quickly things had escalated with Rocky and Marcus.

“Jenny, can we skip this trip?” Steve asked, his voice low, almost pleading, as he zipped up his duffel bag.

Jenny looked up, her expression firm.

“No, honey, no way. I’m getting paid for this. Where else will you find a sweet boss like Marcus?” She flashed a confident smile, dismissing his concerns with a wave of her hand.

Steve’s shoulders slumped, and he nodded silently. At 10 a.m., a sleek caravan pulled up in front of their house, its polished exterior gleaming. Rocky stepped out, his muscular frame filling the doorway as he greeted Jenny with a wide grin and a lingering hug.

“Ready for the trip, gorgeous?”

“Absolutely,” Jenny purred, her eyes sparkling. Steve forced a smile, standing awkwardly behind her.

Rocky introduced his three friends - Jake, Pludo, and James, all around 30, with the chiseled builds of dedicated gym-goers. Their eyes roamed over Jenny’s figure, her tight t-shirt and shorts accentuating her curves. Steve felt their gazes but said nothing, his unease growing.

Everyone piled into the caravan, a cozy setup with three distinct areas: the driver’s cabin, a small living space with a sofa and chairs, and a bedroom tucked behind a wooden door.

“This is cute,” Jenny said, running her fingers along the sofa’s fabric.

“Good,” Steve mumbled, but no one acknowledged him.

Pludo took the wheel, and the caravan rumbled to life, heading toward Alaska. In the living area, the group cracked open beers and dealt cards, the atmosphere light but charged. Jenny sat next to Rocky, her laughter filling the space as they played.

“I’m so happy you came, Jenny,” Rocky said, his voice low, his eyes fixed on her.

“It’s my pleasure, Rocky,” she replied, her tone playful.

Rocky gestured to her bag. “What’s in there?”

“Just clothes,” she said, shrugging.

Rocky’s grin turned mischievous. “You may not need much clothes on this trip, Jenny.”

She giggled, leaning closer. “What do you mean?”

“Let me show you the bedroom,” Rocky said, grabbing her bag and standing. Jenny followed, her hips swaying as she moved toward the back of the caravan. Steve started to rise, clutching his own bag, but James’s hand landed on his shoulder.

“Give me your bag, buddy,” he said, his tone firm. “We’ll keep it down here.”

Jake chimed in, dealing another card. “Sit, Steve. We’ll play.”

“But Jenny...” Steve began, his voice faltering.

“She’s fine, don’t worry,” Pludo cut him off, his smile tight.

The bedroom door clicked shut behind Rocky and Jenny, the lock engaging with a soft snap. Steve’s stomach churned as he heard Jenny’s giggle, followed by a low moan that sent butterflies racing through him. He gripped his beer, his knuckles whitening, as Jake and James exchanged knowing glances across the card table.

Inside the bedroom, Rocky and Jenny wasted no time. They stripped naked, their clothes discarded in a heap on the floor. Rocky pulled her close, their bodies pressed together as they cuddled on the narrow bed. His lips found hers, a hungry smooch that deepened, tongues tangling with urgent desire. He kissed her neck, trailing down to her navel, his lips leaving a warm path across her skin. Jenny moaned softly, her hands gripping the sheets.

Rocky’s hands cupped her breasts, his fingers circling her nipples before squeezing gently, drawing a sharper moan from her.

“God, these are perfect,” he murmured, his voice thick with lust. He lowered his mouth to her chest, sucking one nipple, then the other, his tongue flicking with deliberate precision. Jenny arched into him, her breaths coming faster.

He slid a hand between her thighs, his fingers finding her pussy already wet. He teased her, circling her clit before slipping a finger inside, then another, pumping slowly. Jenny’s moans grew louder, her hips rocking against his hand. “Rocky,” she gasped, her voice a mix of plea and pleasure.

Grinning, Rocky positioned himself above her, his long, thick cock pressing against her entrance. He entered her with a slow thrust, letting her feel every inch. Jenny’s moan filled the small room as he began to move, his strokes steady but firm, gradually increasing in pace. The bed creaked beneath them, the rhythm of his thrusts matching her rising moans. He gripped her hips, pulling her closer, each thrust deeper, harder, filling her completely.

Rocky shifted, flipping her onto her knees. He entered her from behind, his hands grabbing her breasts, squeezing them as he fucked her with unrelenting force. Jenny’s moans turned to cries, her body moving with each powerful thrust, her submission complete. His fingers dug into her skin, his pace relentless, the sound of their bodies colliding mingling with her gasps.

After several minutes, Rocky’s groans grew louder, his thrusts erratic. With a final, deep push, he came, his cum shooting inside her. Jenny collapsed onto the bed, her body trembling, a satisfied sigh escaping her lips. Rocky lay beside her, his hand lazily playing with her breasts, tracing lazy circles as they caught their breath.

Outside, Steve sat frozen, the muffled sounds from the bedroom burning into his mind. The card game continued, but he barely registered it, his world narrowing to the locked door and the woman behind it.

In the cramped bedroom of the caravan, Rocky clung to Jenny’s naked body, their skin still warm from their earlier intensity. His strong arms wrapped around her, pulling her close as he tilted her chin up to meet his gaze. His eyes were dark, commanding, a mirror of his father’s intensity.

“Sweety,” Rocky murmured, his voice low and smooth, “my friends are on this trip too. You’ll give them some time, won’t you?”

Jenny’s breath caught, her usual boldness faltering under his dominant presence. She felt a pull to please him, her submissive side surfacing in the face of his confidence.

“If that’s what you want, honey,” she said softly, her voice almost a whisper. “I’m okay with it.”

Rocky grinned, satisfied, and pressed a quick kiss to her lips before rolling off the bed. He dressed in silence, the air thick with unspoken understanding. After half an hour, the bedroom door swung open, and Rocky stepped out, his demeanor casual but authoritative.

“Jake, go in,” he said, nodding toward the bedroom.

Steve, still seated in the living area with his beer, froze. “What? What’s going on?” His voice was shaky, his eyes darting between Rocky and the closing door.

Rocky waved a hand dismissively, settling onto the sofa across from Steve. “Nothing, Steve. Just enjoy your beer.”

Jake disappeared into the bedroom, the door clicking shut behind him. Steve’s stomach twisted, the familiar sound of Jenny’s giggles filtering through the thin walls, followed by soft moans that made his heart pound with a mix of humiliation and helplessness. He wanted to stand, to protest, but he felt pinned by the weight of his own powerlessness, the other men’s casual indifference boxing him in.

For nearly an hour, the sounds continued - Jenny’s laughter, her moans, the unmistakable rhythm of intimacy. Steve stared at his beer, his knuckles white around the bottle, his head bowed as if to block out the reality unfolding behind the door.

Jake emerged, his face flushed but smug, and clapped James on the shoulder. “Your turn, man.”

James didn’t hesitate, striding into the bedroom with a grin. The door closed, and the cycle began again - giggles, moans, the creak of the bed. Steve’s chest tightened, his mind racing but his body rooted to the spot. He couldn’t argue, couldn’t fight. Not against Rocky, not against the unspoken rules of this trip.

Another hour passed before James stepped out, his expression relaxed as he took Pludo’s place at the wheel. Pludo, the last of Rocky’s friends, headed for the bedroom without a word. The door locked, and the familiar sounds resumed - Jenny’s giggles, her moans, louder now, filling the caravan. Steve sat there, head down, the weight of his silence heavier than ever as the caravan rolled on toward Alaska.

The caravan hummed along the Alaskan highway, the low rumble of the engine blending with the occasional clink of beer bottles in the living area. After half an hour, Pludo emerged from the bedroom, his face relaxed, a faint smirk tugging at his lips. He rejoined Jake and Rocky, who were lounging with their cards, the air thick with unspoken camaraderie.

Five minutes later, Jenny stepped out, her body barely covered by a white bedsheet clutched around her like a makeshift dress. Her hair was tousled, her cheeks flushed, but her confident smile remained unshaken. She sauntered to the small fridge in the living area, grabbing a beer with a casual grace. Settling onto the sofa next to Rocky, she glanced at Steve, who sat hunched over his own bottle.

“Hi, honey,” she said, her voice light but carrying that familiar commanding edge.

“Hi,” Steve mumbled, his eyes flickering to her before dropping back to his beer. The group exchanged smiles, the atmosphere deceptively relaxed.

Rocky, his grin playful yet dominant, tugged at the edge of Jenny’s bedsheet. “You don’t need this,” he teased, his voice low and suggestive.

Jenny giggled, feigning resistance as she held the sheet tighter. “Oh, come on, Rocky!”

But Rocky was relentless, his fingers deftly pulling at the fabric in a mock tug-of-war. With a triumphant laugh, he yanked the bedsheet free, leaving Jenny naked on the sofa. She gasped, a blush spreading across her cheeks, but her eyes sparkled with amusement rather than embarrassment. The group chuckled, Jake and James exchanging knowing glances, while Steve’s face burned with a mix of humiliation and shock.

Rocky patted his lap, his grin widening. “Come here, gorgeous.”

Jenny slid onto his lap, her nude body pressing against him, her legs draped over his. Steve’s gaze involuntarily dropped to her swollen pussy, the evidence of her time in the bedroom unmistakable. His stomach churned, his heart pounding as he gripped his beer tighter, unable to look away. Jenny leaned into Rocky, sipping her beer, her confidence unshaken despite the exposure. Rocky’s hand rested possessively on her thigh, his fingers tracing lazy circles as he laughed with his friends, the caravan rolling on into the Alaskan wilderness.

Steve sat in silence, the weight of his powerlessness heavier than ever, his eyes fixed on the floor as Jenny’s laughter filled the space, mingling with the casual banter of the men around him. He knew what is his future.

––––––––

THE END
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