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The sound of the toothbrush scrubbing against the tile floor was rhythmic, almost hypnotic. Brandon’s knees ached, but he didn’t dare stop. Leah had been clear: “No shortcuts, no breaks. Clean the floor until it shines.”

His hands moved mechanically, the bristles of the toothbrush scraping away at a stubborn stain. The kitchen was silent except for the soft swish of his movements and the occasional hum of the refrigerator.

Then, the front door opened.

Brandon froze, his body tensing as he heard voices. Leah’s laugh, crisp and commanding, echoed through the house. And then there was another voice—deep, confident, male. Brandon’s stomach twisted. He knew who it was. Maverick. Leah’s lover. He’d been coming around more and more often lately, making Brandon’s inadequacies feel all the more glaring.

“Keep your eyes down,” Leah’s voice cut through the air like a whip as she entered the kitchen.

Brandon obeyed immediately, his gaze fixed on the tile beneath him. He could feel their presence, though. Leah’s heels clicked sharply against the floor, and Maverick’s heavy boots followed.

“Oh, look at him,” Maverick chuckled, his voice dripping with amusement. “Still scrubbing like a good little housewife, huh?”

Brandon’s face burned, but he didn’t dare look up. He knew the rules. No eye contact. No speaking unless spoken to. Leah’s dominance was absolute, and Maverick’s presence only reinforced that hierarchy.

“Brandon,” Leah said, her tone light but laced with authority. “I have a little game for you. Stand up.”

He hesitated for just a second before obeying, his back stiff as he rose to his feet. His eyes stayed down, though he could see Leah’s legs in his peripheral vision—toned, smooth, and clad in sheer stockings. She stepped closer, her presence overwhelming, and placed something in his hands.

“Put this on,” she said, her voice carrying a note of amusement.

Brandon looked down. It was a frilly French maid’s uniform—complete with a lace-trimmed apron, a short black skirt, and a headband with a small white bow. His heart sank, but he didn’t argue. He couldn’t. Instead, he nodded silently and began to undress, his movements slow and deliberate.

Leah watched him with a smirk, her arms crossed as Maverick leaned against the counter, clearly enjoying the show. “Hurry up, sissy,” Leah taunted. “We don’t have all day.”

The word stung, but Brandon forced himself to focus on the task at hand. He stepped into the skirt, pulled on the apron, and adjusted the headband. The fabric felt strange against his skin, the skirt far too short and the apron far too revealing. He stood there, his cheeks burning, as Leah circled him, inspecting her handiwork.

“Perfect,” she said, her tone mocking. “Don’t you think, Maverick?”

Maverick let out a low laugh. “Oh, absolutely. A real work of art.”

Brandon’s humiliation was palpable, but he didn’t move. He couldn’t. His submission to Leah was absolute, and he knew better than to protest. Leah’s eyes gleamed with satisfaction as she stepped back, her hands moving to the hem of her dress. In one fluid motion, she pulled it over her head, leaving her standing in nothing but her lingerie.

Maverick’s breath hitched, and Brandon could feel the tension in the room shift. Leah was stunning—unapologetically beautiful, her body exuding confidence and power. She walked over to the kitchen table, her hips swaying, and leaned against it, her eyes locking with Maverick’s.

“Come here, Maverick,” she purred, her voice thick with invitation.

Maverick didn’t need to be told twice. He moved toward her with a predatory grace, his hands immediately finding her waist as he pulled her into a deep, hungry kiss. Brandon watched, his stomach churning with a mixture of jealousy and arousal. He shouldn’t have been turned on—this was his wife, after all—but the sight of her with another man, the way she gave herself so freely, stirred something deep within him.

Leah’s moans filled the kitchen as Maverick’s hands roamed her body, his lips trailing down her neck. She reached back, unclasping her bra and letting it fall away, her breasts exposed and inviting. Maverick’s mouth found her nipple, and Leah’s head tilted back, a soft gasp escaping her lips.

“Look at her,” Leah said suddenly, her eyes locking with Brandon’s. “This is what a real man looks like, Brandon. This is what I need.”

Brandon’s throat tightened, but he nodded, his eyes glued to the scene before him. Leah’s hands moved to Maverick’s belt, undoing it with practiced ease. His pants pooled at his feet, and he stepped out of them, his cock already hard and straining against his boxers. Leah smirked as she pulled them down, revealing his impressive size.

“See that, Brandon?” she said, her voice dripping with condescension. “That’s what a woman deserves. Not that pathetic little thing you call a cock.”

Brandon’s face burned, but he didn’t argue. He couldn’t. Instead, he watched as Maverick lifted Leah onto the kitchen table, spreading her legs wide. There was no preamble, no hesitation. Maverick slid into her with a deep, guttural groan, and Leah’s back arched as she cried out in pleasure.

The sound of their coupling filled the kitchen—Leah’s moans, Maverick’s grunts, the rhythmic slap of skin against skin. Brandon stood there, his body trembling as he watched his wife being taken by another man. It was humiliating, degrading, and yet—God help him—he was unbearably aroused.

Leah’s eyes met Brandon’s again, her lips curling into a wicked smile. “You’re just a sissy maid, Brandon. Nothing more. Look at you—watching your wife get fucked by a real man. Pathetic.”

Maverick’s thrusts grew more intense, and Leah’s moans turned into screams as she clawed at his back. She was close—Brandon could tell by the way her body tensed, the way her breath hitched. Maverick wasn’t far behind, his pace faltering as he neared the edge.

“Cum inside me,” Leah demanded, her voice shaking with need. “Fill me up.”

Maverick obeyed, his body shuddering as he spilled himself deep inside her. Leah cried out, her nails digging into his skin as her own orgasm washed over her. For a moment, the kitchen was filled with the sounds of their shared ecstasy, and then silence fell.

Maverick pulled out, his breathing heavy as he stepped back. Leah lay on the table, her chest rising and falling as she recovered. Her eyes found Brandon again, and she smirked.

“Maid,” she said, her voice soft but commanding. “Clean me up.”

Brandon’s heart raced as he approached, his hands trembling. Leah spread her legs wider, the evidence of Maverick’s release dripping from her. Brandon hesitated, but only for a moment. He leaned in, his tongue flicking out to taste her.

“Taste it,” Leah said, her voice low. “Taste what a real man feels like.”

Brandon obeyed, his tongue working between her folds as Maverick watched, his chest still heaving. Leah’s moans began again, soft at first but growing louder as Brandon continued. His humiliation was complete, but he couldn’t deny the spark of arousal that surged through him with every stroke of his tongue.

Leah’s hand tangled in his hair, pulling him closer as her hips rolled against his face. “That’s it, sissy,” she moaned. “Clean me up. Prove to me that you’re good for something.”

Her orgasm hit fast, her body trembling as she cried out. Brandon kept working, desperate to please her, desperate to prove himself. When she finally pushed him away, he sat back on his heels, his lips glistening.

Leah sat up, her eyes glinting with satisfaction. “Good boy,” she said, her tone almost mocking. Then, she reached over to the counter, grabbing something that made Brandon’s stomach twist. A chastity cage.

“Now,” she said, her smile turning predatory. “Let’s make sure you don’t get any ideas.”

Brandon’s heart pounded as she approached, the cage in hand. He wanted to protest, to beg her not to do it, but he couldn’t. Instead, he nodded, his body trembling as she secured the device around him. The cold metal was a harsh reminder of his place—submissive, controlled, humiliated.

Leah locked it in place, the click of the key echoing in the silent kitchen. “Good,” she said, her voice firm. “You won’t be needing this anymore.”

With that, she stepped back, grabbing her dress and pulling it back on. Maverick was already dressed, his expression smug as he watched Brandon squirm. Leah walked over to him, placing a hand on his chest.

“Ready to go, Maverick?” she asked, her voice light.

“Always,” he replied, his grin widening.

Leah glanced back at Brandon, her expression unreadable. “Keep scrubbing, maid. We’ll be back later.”

And with that, they were gone, leaving Brandon alone in the kitchen, the sound of the toothbrush against the tile floor once again the only noise in the house.

A SHAMEFUL DEAL

FM / Femdom / Cuckold / Cheating / Findom / Verbal Humiliation / Cunnilingus

Darren sat in his home office, the soft hum of his computer filling the room as he stared blankly at the screen. The numbers on the spreadsheet blurred together, his thoughts preoccupied with the one thing he couldn’t seem to escape: Keri. His wife, his obsession, his torment.

She had been out all afternoon, and though he didn’t ask, he knew exactly where she was—and with whom. Rex—her boyfriend. The door clicked open, and there she was, striding in like she owned the place. Because she did, Darren thought bitterly. She owned him.

Her heels clicked against the hardwood floor, her hips swaying with a confidence that made his stomach twist. She was dressed to kill, her tight black dress clinging to every curve, her lips painted that deep red she knew drove him wild. Wild and helpless. She stopped in front of his desk, leaning against it with a smirk that sent a shiver down his spine.

“Darren,” she said, her voice dripping with faux sweetness. “I need a favor.”

He blinked up at her, already dreading where this was going. “What is it this time, Keri?”

She sighed, as if the words pained her. “Rex’s car broke down again. He needs it fixed, and he’s... well, you know, he doesn’t have the money.”

Darren’s jaw tightened. Rex. Her latest fling. A jobless, aimless guy who somehow managed to charm his way into Keri’s bed—and now, apparently, into Darren’s wallet. He leaned back in his chair, crossing his arms. “And why should I pay for your boyfriend’s car?”

Keri’s smirk widened, her eyes gleaming with amusement. “Because, Darren, he needs it to take me on dates. And you wouldn’t want me stranded, would you?”

He felt a flush of anger rise to his cheeks, but it was quickly extinguished by the humiliation that followed. Always humiliation. “I don’t see why I should fund your... extracurricular activities.”

Keri tilted her head, her expression turning icy. “Let’s be honest, Darren. You don’t satisfy me. Not like Rex does. You’re just... inadequate. But”—she paused, her gaze sweeping over him—“you’re good for one thing.”

Before he could respond, she turned around, bending over his desk with her ass in the air. The hem of her dress rode up, revealing the black lace of her thong. Darren’s breath hitched, his body betraying him as he felt a familiar heat pool in his groin. God, she was cruel. She was perfect.

“I’ll let you eat me out,” she said, glancing over her shoulder with a wicked grin. “If you pay for Rex’s car.”

Darren’s stomach churned, a mix of shame and desire twisting inside him. He hated this. He hated her. But he couldn’t resist her. His mouth went dry as he stared at her, the sight of her perfectly curved ass making his head spin. Slowly, he stood, his hands trembling as he stepped closer.

She let out a soft laugh, the sound mocking yet intoxicating. “Go on, Darren. Show me you’re good for something.”

He dropped to his knees, his heart pounding as he reached for the hem of her dress, pulling it up higher. His fingers hesitated at the waistband of her thong, and she sighed impatiently. “Hurry up, Darren. I don’t have all night.”

He swallowed hard, tugging the fabric down her thighs. Her pussy was already glistening, the scent of her arousal hitting him like a punch to the gut. She’d been with him. With Rex. The thought made him nauseous, but it also sent a jolt of electricity straight to his cock. He leaned in, his tongue flicking out to taste her.

Keri gasped, her hands gripping the edge of the desk. “That’s it,” she murmured, her voice dripping with condescension. “At least you’re good at this.”

Her words stung, but they only fueled his determination. He buried his face between her legs, his tongue lapping at her folds with desperation. She moaned softly, her hips rolling against his mouth as she ground herself into him. Darren’s hands gripped her thighs, holding her in place as he focused on her clit, sucking and flicking it with practiced precision.

“Fuck,” she breathed, her voice trembling. “That’s it. Just like that.”

Her moans grew louder, her body trembling as she neared the edge. Darren could feel her clit swelling under his tongue, her juices coating his lips as he worked her over. Finally, she came with a sharp cry, her legs shaking as she rode out her orgasm on his face.

When she finally pulled away, she straightened her dress, glancing down at him with a satisfied smirk. “Not bad, Darren. Now, about Rex’s car...”

He stood on shaky legs, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. Without a word, he reached for his checkbook, his hands trembling as he scribbled out a check. He handed it to her, his stomach twisting as she snatched it from his grasp.

“Thanks, Darren,” she said, her smile cruel and knowing. “You’re the best.”

She turned on her heel, striding out of the room without a backward glance. Darren stood there, his heart pounding as he heard the front door slam shut. She was gone, probably rushing to meet Rex, to hand him the money Darren had just paid to taste her. The money he’d paid to feel worthless.

And yet, as he sat back down at his desk, his cock still hard and throbbing, he couldn’t deny the thrill that coursed through him. The thought of Keri with Rex, the way she’d looked as she came on his face, the humiliation of it all—it turned him on like nothing else.

Darren leaned back in his chair, a bitter laugh escaping his lips. Maybe he liked this after all. Maybe he liked being her pay pig, her cuckold. Maybe he was more pathetic than he thought.

But as he reached down to unzip his pants, he didn’t care. All he cared about was the image of Keri in his mind, the taste of her still on his tongue. He groaned, his hand wrapping around his cock as he began to stroke himself, his thoughts consumed by the woman who owned him, body and soul.

HIS WIFE’S BLACK BOYFRIEND
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The night was thick with humidity, the city’s air clinging to Nate’s skin like an unwanted second layer. He adjusted the collar of his expensive shirt, his knuckles white as he gripped the steering wheel.

Tegan hadn’t come home again. Not that he expected her to. Not anymore. Her excuses—late work meetings, drinks with friends, errands that stretched into the early hours—had become laughable. Transparent. And tonight, he was done being the fool.

His wife’s sleek black car was parked haphazardly in front of a crumbling apartment complex in a part of town Nate had never even driven through, let alone stepped foot in. The building was a shadow of its former self, graffiti scrawled across the bricks, a single flickering bulb illuminating the entrance. The sound of bass-heavy rap music thumped through the walls, and the faint aroma of marijuana wafted through the air. Nate’s stomach churned as he parked his own car a few spaces away, his heart pounding in his chest.

He didn’t know what he was expecting to find, but it wasn’t this. Not Tegan, his perfect, polished Tegan, stepping out of her car in a tight red dress that hugged her slim figure like a second skin. Her long blonde hair cascaded over her shoulders, and even in the dim light, her blue eyes sparkled. She looked like she belonged on a runway, not here, in this grimy, forgotten corner of the city. Without hesitation, she strode into the building, her heels clicking against the cracked pavement.

Nate’s hands trembled as he got out of his car, his polished shoes crunching against broken glass. He followed her inside, the hallway dimly lit and reeking of sweat and smoke. Two large Black men leaned against the wall, their eyes narrowing as they watched him pass. One of them smirked, muttering something Nate couldn’t quite catch, but the tone was enough to make his skin crawl. He kept his head down, his heart racing as he spotted Tegan disappearing into an apartment at the end of the hall.

The sound hit him before he even reached the door. Moans. Her moans. High-pitched, breathless, and unmistakable. Nate froze, his stomach twisting into knots. He pressed his ear to the door, the wood vibrating from the force of the music blaring inside. But beneath the bass, he could hear it—the rhythmic slapping of skin, the deep, guttural grunts of a man, and Tegan’s voice, gasping and pleading in a way she’d never done with him.

“Oh, Marcus, yes! Fuck me harder!” she cried, her voice dripping with need.

Nate’s vision blurred with rage. He clenched his fists, his nails digging into his palms as he pounded on the door. Again and again, his knuckles slamming against the wood until they ached. “Tegan!” he shouted, his voice cracking. “Open the fucking door!”

For a moment, there was silence. Then, the music stopped, and the door swung open. Tegan stood there, completely naked, her hair tousled and her face flushed. She looked exasperated, not even remotely surprised to see him. “What do you want, Nate?” she snapped, crossing her arms over her chest.

Nate shoved past her, his eyes scanning the room. The apartment was small and messy, a single mattress on the floor surrounded by empty beer cans and scattered clothes. And there, standing in the corner, was Marcus. He was tall and broad, his dark skin glistening with sweat. His muscular frame was on full display, and his cock—Jesus Christ—was still hard, thick and imposing, hanging heavy between his legs.

“Who the fuck are you?” Nate demanded, his voice shaking with fury.

Marcus smirked, leaning casually against the wall. “Name’s Marcus,” he said, his deep voice dripping with confidence. “Your wife’s been keeping me company.”

Nate turned to Tegan, his chest heaving. “Is this true? Are you fucking him?”

Tegan rolled her eyes, letting out a bitter laugh. “What does it look like, Nate? You think I’d be here if he wasn’t satisfying me?” She stepped closer to Marcus, running a hand down his chest. “He’s everything you’re not. He’s strong. He’s hung. And he actually knows how to make me scream.”

Nate’s mouth went dry, his anger warring with something else—something he didn’t want to acknowledge. He couldn’t tear his eyes away from Marcus’s cock, his mind racing with images of Tegan taking every inch of it. His pants felt tighter, his own arousal betraying him.

“You’re pathetic, Nate,” Tegan said, her voice cold. “You’re only good for one thing, and that’s your money. That’s why I married you. And that’s all you’ll ever be good for.”

Marcus chuckled, wrapping an arm around Tegan’s waist. “You hear that, man? You’re just a paycheck to her. But me? I’m the one she really wants.”

Nate’s cheeks burned with humiliation, but he couldn’t deny the heat pooling in his groin. He watched as Marcus pulled Tegan back onto the mattress, his hands roaming over her body. She moaned, arching into his touch as he positioned himself behind her. Nate’s breath hitched as Marcus thrust into her, Tegan crying out in pleasure.

“You like watching, don’t you, Nate?” Tegan teased, her voice breathless. “You like seeing your wife get fucked by a real man?”

Nate’s hand moved to his zipper before he could stop himself, his cock springing free. He stroked himself, his eyes glued to the sight of Marcus pounding into Tegan, her ass jiggling with each thrust. He’d never seen her look so alive, so satisfied.

“If you want to keep watching,” Tegan said, her voice sharp, “you’re going to have to pay. Hand over your wallet.”

Nate hesitated, his hand stilling on his cock. “What?”

“You heard me,” Tegan snapped. “Marcus deserves it. He’s the one putting in the work, not you. And he’s going to need the money—for dates, for condoms, for motel rooms.”

Nate’s heart pounded as he fumbled for his wallet, his fingers trembling as he pulled out a wad of cash. Five hundred dollars. Marcus’s eyes lit up as Nate handed it over, the younger man grinning like he’d just won the lottery.

“Good boy,” Tegan said, her voice dripping with condescension. “Now, sit back and enjoy the show.”

Marcus didn’t waste any time, his thrusts growing harder, faster. Tegan’s moans filled the room, her nails digging into the mattress as she came undone. Nate stroked himself furiously, his breath coming in short gasps as he watched his wife get fucked like she’d never been fucked before.

When Marcus finally pulled out, his cum shot across Tegan’s tits, thick and glistening. She turned to Nate, a wicked smile on her lips. “Clean it up,” she ordered. “Every last drop.”

Nate hesitated for only a moment before dropping to his knees, his tongue darting out to lick the cum from her skin. It was salty, bitter, and exhilarating. He’d never been so turned on in his life. As he lapped at her, his hand worked his cock, his orgasm building until it finally erupted, his pathetic load spilling onto the floor.

Tegan and Marcus burst out laughing, their voices cruel and mocking. “Pathetic,” Tegan sneered. “Now get out. You’re not welcome here.”

Nate stumbled to his feet, his head spinning as he zipped his pants and staggered toward the door. But as he stepped out into the hallway, a strange realization washed over him. He’d never been more aroused. He liked this. He liked it too much.

FOLLOWING HIS CHEATING WIFE
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Paul’s heart thudded in his chest as he crouched behind the rusted dumpster, his breath shallow and erratic. The motel parking lot was dimly lit, the flickering neon sign casting a sickly glow over the cracked asphalt.

He’d followed Tina here, his suspicions gnawing at him like a rat in the dark. She’d been distant lately, colder than usual. And then there were the condom wrappers in the garbage can—extra-large, mocking his own modest size. He hadn’t touched her in months, and now, here she was, stepping out of her car, her hips swaying in that way she knew drove him crazy.

She didn’t look back. She walked straight to room 112, her heels clicking against the pavement. Paul’s stomach churned as a man stepped out of the shadows—a towering figure, his muscles rippling beneath a tight white tank top. His skin was dark, almost glistening in the yellow light, and Paul felt a strange mix of fear and something else he couldn’t quite name. The man grinned as he opened the door for Tina, his hand resting on the small of her back as they disappeared inside.

Paul stood frozen, his legs trembling. He wanted to storm in, to scream, to demand answers, but his feet wouldn’t move. He crept closer to the door, his ear pressed against the thin wood. The sound hit him like a punch to the gut—Tina’s moans, low and throaty, filled the air. “Oh, fuck,” she gasped, her voice trembling with pleasure. “You’re so big. You’re tearing me apart.”

Paul’s face burned with humiliation, but his body betrayed him. His cock twitched in his pants, hardening despite the knot of shame twisting in his chest. He could hear the man’s deep voice, a low rumble that sent shivers down Paul’s spine. “You like that, don’t you, baby? You love this Black dick.”

The bed creaked, the sound rhythmic and obscene. Paul’s hands clenched into fists, his nails digging into his palms. He couldn’t look away from the door, couldn’t stop listening. Tina’s moans grew louder, more desperate. “Yes! Yes! Fuck me harder! Destroy me!”

Paul’s heart raced, his breath coming in short, ragged gasps. He hated himself for the way his body reacted, for the heat building in his groin. He hated her for doing this to him, for making him feel so small, so inadequate. But most of all, he hated the man inside that room, the man who was giving Tina everything Paul never could.

After what felt like an eternity, the noises subsided. Paul heard the man’s deep laugh, followed by the rustle of clothes. He scrambled back behind the dumpster just as the door opened. The man stepped out, his shirt slung over his shoulder, his muscles gleaming with sweat. He walked past Paul without a glance, his car peeling out of the parking lot with a roar.

Paul stood there, his mind racing. He didn’t know what to do, what to say. He wanted to confront her, to demand an explanation, but he was afraid of what she might tell him. He knocked on the door, his hand trembling. Tina opened it, her face flushing with shock when she saw him.

“Paul? What the hell are you doing here?” she demanded, her voice sharp.

He swallowed hard, his throat dry. “I… I know what you’re doing, Tina. I found the condom wrappers. I know you’ve been cheating.”

For a moment, she looked stunned. Then her expression hardened, her lips curling into a smirk. “So what if I am?” she said, crossing her arms over her chest. “You really think I’d stay faithful to you? To that pathetic little dick of yours?”

Paul flinched, her words cutting deeper than any knife. “But… but we’re married,” he stammered, his voice barely above a whisper.

She laughed, a cruel, bitter sound. “Marriage doesn’t mean shit when your husband can’t even make you cum,” she spat. “You’re useless, Paul. I needed a real man, someone who knows how to fuck me the way I deserve.”

He felt like he’d been punched in the gut, his chest tightening with a mix of anger and humiliation. But even as he stood there, shame burning in his cheeks, he couldn’t ignore the heat pooling in his groin. “Who… who is he?” he asked, his voice trembling.

Tina’s smirk widened, her eyes gleaming with malicious satisfaction. “His name’s Marcus,” she said, her tone dripping with pride. “He’s everything you’re not—strong, confident, hung. His cock is massive, Paul. He fucks me in ways you could never even dream of.”

Paul’s breath hitched, his mind flooded with images of Tina beneath Marcus, moaning and writhing in pleasure. His cock throbbed in his pants, a traitorous heat spreading through his body. “Is that… is that why you’ve been so cold?” he asked, his voice barely a whisper.

She shrugged, her expression indifferent. “I’m not gonna pretend anymore, Paul. I deserve to be satisfied, and Marcus gives me that. He fucks me in all three holes, makes me scream his name. He’s a real man.”

Paul’s heart ached, but his body betrayed him. He could feel his erection straining against his zipper, a sick mix of humiliation and arousal coursing through him.

Tina noticed, her eyes narrowing with cruel amusement. “Oh my God,” she sneered, stepping closer. “Are you actually getting hard? Are you turned on by this?”

He looked away, his face burning with shame. “I… I don’t know,” he mumbled.

She laughed, the sound mocking and vicious. “Unzip your pants,” she ordered, her voice cold and demanding.

Paul hesitated, his hands trembling. “Tina, I don’t…”

“Do it,” she snapped, her eyes blazing with authority.

He obeyed, his fingers fumbling with his zipper. His cock sprang free, small and pathetic compared to the images of Marcus that haunted his mind.

Tina burst out laughing, her laughter echoing through the room. “Oh my God, it’s so tiny!” she mocked, her voice dripping with derision. “No wonder I couldn’t feel anything when you fucked me.”

Paul’s humiliation burned like a fire in his chest, but he couldn’t stop himself from stroking his cock, his hand moving slowly, almost hesitantly. Tina watched him, her expression filled with cruel amusement.

“You’re pathetic,” she sneered, stepping closer. “You’re getting off on the thought of me getting fucked by another man. You’re a cuckold, Paul.”

He wanted to argue, to deny it, but he couldn’t. His hand moved faster, his breath coming in short, ragged gasps. Tina’s laughter filled the room, her voice cutting deeper than any knife. “You’ll never be enough for me, Paul. You’ll never be a man.”

She stepped back, stripping off her clothes with deliberate slowness. Her body was still glistening with sweat, her pussy glistening with the sticky remnants of Marcus’s cum. She spread her legs, her eyes locking with Paul’s. “Come here,” she ordered, her voice cold and commanding.

He hesitated, his cock twitching in his hand. “Tina, I…”

“Now,” she snapped.

He obeyed, crawling onto the bed like a dog. The scent of sex filled his nostrils, a heady mix of sweat and cum. Tina grabbed his head, forcing his face between her legs. “Eat it,” she commanded, her voice sharp and demanding.

Paul hesitated for a moment, then lowered his mouth to her pussy. The taste was bitter, salty, a mix of her arousal and Marcus’s seed. He swallowed it down, his tongue lapping at her folds with desperate urgency.

Tina moaned, her hand tightening in his hair. “Good boy,” she purred, her voice dripping with cruel satisfaction.

She came with a sharp cry, her body trembling beneath his mouth. Paul pulled back, his face glistening with her wetness.

She looked down at him, her eyes filled with cold amusement. “You’re pathetic,” she said, her voice filled with derision. “But you’re useful. From now on, you’re my cleanup boy. You’ll eat me out after Marcus fucks me. That’s all you’re good for.”

Paul’s heart ached, but his cock throbbed with arousal. He’d never felt so humiliated, so small, but he couldn’t deny the twisted pleasure coursing through his body.

Tina reached down, her hand grabbing his cock with a cruel grip. “Go ahead,” she sneered, her voice filled with mockery. “Finish yourself off. You’ve earned it.”

Paul’s breath hitched, his hand moving frantically over his cock. He came with a strangled gasp, his release spilling onto the filthy motel sheets.

Tina laughed, the sound cold and cruel. “Good boy,” she purred, leaning down to whisper in his ear. “Now, go home. I’ll call you when I need you to clean me up again.”

Paul stumbled out of the room, his mind spinning with confusion and lust. He felt… smaller than he ever had before, but he couldn’t deny the strange thrill that had taken root in his chest.

He’d never been so humiliated, so degraded, but as he drove off into the night, he couldn’t stop thinking about Tina’s pussy, the taste of Marcus’s cum on his tongue, the sound of her moans as she begged for more.

CLEANING UP AFTER SUSANNE

FMM / Femdom / Cuckold / Cheating / Bisexual / Verbal Humiliation / Small Penis Humiliation / Voyeurism / Masturbation / Cunnilingus / Cum Eating / PIV Sex / Anal / ATM

Bob pushed the cleaning cart down the hotel hallway. It was another day at his dead end job, cleaning up after guests. He watched enviously as vacationing couples made use of the hotel’s amenities. Although his job title was “hospitality staff,” Bob’s wife, Susanne, teased him mercilessly, calling him a “maid” and a “broke loser.”

As he was vacuuming the hallway, he spotted Susanne. What was she doing here? She was with another man—someone tall and muscular. They were all over each other, kissing and holding hands as they looked for their room. Bob couldn’t contain his curiosity. He followed Susanne, watching her go into room 117 with her lover.

Bob stood outside the door for a second, hearing the moans and groans. His wife was having sex in there. He knew it. Unable to stop himself, he grabbed the master key, unlocking the door. He was unprepared for what he saw.

"What the hell are you doing here, Bob?" Susanne spat, her voice sharp enough to cut through the tension in the motel room like a knife.

She was on her hands and knees on the bed, her ass up in the air, and her back arched like a cat ready to pounce. Behind her, Rick—tall, muscular, and unapologetically naked—paused mid-thrust, his thick, veiny cock still buried inside her. His dark skin glistened with sweat, and his eyes narrowed as they locked onto Bob, who stood frozen in the doorway.

Bob fumbled with the master key in his hand, his face flushed with a mix of horror and something else—something he couldn’t quite place. "I... I was working," he stammered, his voice barely above a whisper. "I saw you come in. I thought... I thought you were cheating on me." His eyes darted between his wife and the man currently fucking her. His stomach churned, but to his own surprise, a heat began to rise in his groin.

Susanne let out a derisive laugh, her hips shifting slightly as if daring Rick to continue. "Cheating on you? Bob, honey, I stopped being yours a long time ago." Her voice dripped with contempt, and she glanced over her shoulder at Rick, her lips curling into a wicked smile. "Rick here gives me what you never could."

Rick smirked, his hand gripping Susanne’s hip possessively. He didn’t say a word, but his expression said it all: this is my woman now.

Bob’s heart pounded in his chest. He should have been angry. He should have stormed out. But instead, he felt... intrigued. His gaze lingered on Rick’s cock, still buried inside Susanne. It was massive, far bigger than his own, and the way it stretched her pussy made his mouth go dry. His own cock twitched in his pants, a traitorous response he couldn’t ignore.

Susanne noticed. Of course she did. "Oh my god," she said, her voice dripping with mockery. "Are you actually getting off on this, Bob? Watching your wife get fucked by a real man?" She laughed again, a cruel, cutting sound that made Bob’s cheeks burn. "You’re such a pathetic little cuck."

Bob’s breath hitched. The word stung, but it also sent a jolt of electricity straight to his groin. He didn’t know what to say. He didn’t know what to do. All he knew was that he couldn’t look away.

Rick’s deep voice broke the silence. "You gonna stand there and watch, or are you gonna shut the door and get comfortable?" His tone was calm, almost amused, as if he already knew the answer.

Bob hesitated for a moment, then stepped fully into the room, closing the door behind him with a soft click. His hands trembled as he locked it, his heart racing. He wasn’t sure why he was staying. He wasn’t sure what he wanted. All he knew was that he couldn’t leave.

Susanne smirked, her eyes glinting with malice. "That’s it, Bob. Be a good little maid and don’t interrupt." She turned her attention back to Rick, her voice softening into a purr. "Now, where were we, baby?"

Rick didn’t need to be told twice. He resumed his thrusts, each one driving his cock deeper into Susanne’s pussy. The sound of their bodies slapping together filled the room, and Susanne’s moans grew louder, more insistent. She reached back, grabbing Rick’s ass to pull him even closer, her nails digging into his skin.

Bob’s cock was fully hard now, straining against the fabric of his pants. He couldn’t tear his eyes away from the sight in front of him. Susanne’s pussy was stretched to its limits, gripping Rick’s cock with a wet, sucking sound that sent shivers down Bob’s spine. Her moans were music to his ears, and he couldn’t believe how turned on he was.

"Do you like what you see, Bob?" Susanne taunted, her voice breathless but laced with venom. "Does it make you feel like less of a man to see your wife getting the fucking she deserves?"

Bob swallowed hard, his mouth dry. "I... I don’t know," he admitted, his voice shaky. "I should be mad, but..."

"But what?" Susanne pressed, her eyes boring into him. "But you’re getting off on it, aren’t you? You’re a fucking cuck, Bob. Admit it."

Bob’s face burned, but he couldn’t deny it. He nodded slowly, his hands trembling at his sides. "I... I guess I am."

Susanne laughed, a low, throaty sound that sent another jolt of arousal through Bob. "Good. Now be a good little cuck and watch your wife get fucked like a whore."

Rick’s pace quickened, his hips slamming into Susanne’s ass with a force that made the bed creak. Susanne’s moans turned into screams of pleasure, her body writhing beneath him. Bob’s cock throbbed as he watched, his hand unconsciously moving to rub himself through his pants.

Rick’s breathing grew ragged, and he let out a guttural groan as his hips stuttered. "I’m gonna cum," he growled, his grip on Susanne’s hips tightening.

"Yes, baby, cum inside me," Susanne begged, her voice high and desperate. "Fill me up."

With a final, deep thrust, Rick’s cock pulsed inside her, his cum flooding her pussy. Susanne let out a choked cry, her body shaking as she came around him. Bob’s hand froze on his cock, his eyes wide as he watched Rick’s seed begin to drip out of Susanne’s pussy, slick and white against her skin.

Susanne looked back at Bob, her eyes half-lidded but still sharp with malice. "Clean me up, Bob," she ordered, her voice low and commanding. "Lick it all up."

Bob’s heart skipped a beat. "What?" he choked out, his voice barely audible.

"You heard me," Susanne snapped. "Clean up your wife’s pussy. Show me what a good little maid you are.”

Bob hesitated for a moment, his mind racing. But the sight of Rick’s cum dripping out of Susanne’s pussy was too much. He dropped to his knees in front of her, his face inches from her glistening cunt.

The scent of sex was overwhelming, and his tongue darted out to taste her before he could stop himself. The taste of Rick’s cum mixed with Susanne’s juices was intoxicating, and Bob’s tongue moved eagerly, lapping up every drop.

Susanne moaned softly, her fingers tangling in his hair to keep him in place. "That’s it, Bob," she purred, her voice dripping with satisfaction. "Good boy."

Rick watched from the bed, his cock already hardening again. He reached down, stroking himself slowly as Bob continued to clean Susanne’s pussy. "You’re one lucky cuck," Rick said, his voice low and amused. "Not many guys get to taste their wife’s pussy after it’s been filled by another man."

Bob’s cheeks burned, but he didn’t stop. He couldn’t. The humiliation was unbearable, but it only made him harder. He had never been more aroused in his life.

Susanne’s moans grew louder as Bob’s tongue worked its way up to her clit, flicking it rapidly. Her hips bucked against his face, and she let out a sharp cry as she came again, her pussy clenching around nothing. "Oh god, Bob!" she gasped, her nails digging into his scalp. "Don’t stop!"

Bob obeyed, licking and sucking her clit until her body went limp, her breathing heavy and ragged. She pushed him away gently, her eyes glazed with pleasure. "Good boy," she murmured, a faint smile playing on her lips.

Rick stood up, his cock fully hard again. He walked over to Susanne, stroking himself slowly. "Turn around," he ordered, his voice dark with intent.

Susanne didn’t hesitate. She flipped onto her stomach, her back arching as she presented her ass to Rick. He positioned himself behind her, his cock sliding between her cheeks.

Bob watched, transfixed, as Rick’s cock prodded at Susanne’s tight asshole. Her breath hitched, but she didn’t protest. "Fuck me, baby," she begged, her voice trembling with need. "Take my ass."

Rick didn’t waste any time. He pushed in slowly, his thick cock stretching Susanne’s asshole until it was buried to the hilt. Susanne’s scream of pleasure echoed through the room, her fingers clutching at the sheets as Rick began to fuck her.

Bob’s cock ached, and he couldn’t resist any longer. He unzipped his pants, pulling his cock out and stroking it furiously as he watched Rick pound Susanne’s ass. The sight of his wife being taken so roughly, so completely, was the hottest thing he had ever seen.

Rick’s thrusts grew faster, his hips slapping against Susanne’s ass with a rhythmic intensity that made the bed shake. Susanne’s moans turned into incoherent babbling, her body writhing beneath him. "I’m gonna cum," Rick growled, his voice strained with effort.

"Yes, baby, cum inside me!" Susanne screamed, her voice high and desperate. "Fill my ass!"

With a final, powerful thrust, Rick’s cock pulsed, his seed flooding Susanne’s ass. She let out a choked cry, her body shaking as she came again, her asshole clenching around his cock. Rick let out a low groan, his hips stuttering as he emptied himself inside her.

Bob’s strokes quickened as he watched the scene unfold, his cock throbbing with need. He was so close, so fucking close...

Rick pulled out slowly, his cum spilling out of Susanne’s ass and pooling on the sheets. He turned to Bob, a feral grin on his face. "Your turn, cuck," he said, his voice dark with amusement. "Suck my cock clean."

Bob’s heart skipped a beat, but he didn’t hesitate. He crawled over to Rick, his tongue darting out to lick the cum from the tip of his cock. The taste was bitter and salty, but it only made him harder. He took Rick’s cock into his mouth, sucking it clean with a fervor he didn’t know he had.

Rick groaned, his fingers tangling in Bob’s hair. "That’s it, cuck," he growled, his hips thrusting forward. "Suck it like a good little whore."

Bob’s hand moved faster, stroking his cock as he sucked Rick’s clean. The taste, the humiliation, the sheer ecstasy of it all was too much. With a strangled cry, he came, his cum spilling over his hand and onto the floor.

Susanne watched from the bed, a satisfied smile on her face. "You’re a natural, Bob," she purred, her voice dripping with mockery. "You’re such a good little cuck."

Bob’s cheeks burned, but he couldn’t deny it. He had never been more turned on in his life. He had never felt so... alive.

As Susanne and Rick dressed, leaving the motel room a mess, Bob realized something. He liked being a cuckold. He liked watching his wife get fucked by another man. He liked cleaning up after them.

He liked it a lot.

"Clean this mess up, Bob," Susanne ordered as she slipped her heels back on. "You’re the maid, after all."

Bob nodded, his heart still pounding in his chest. "Yes, ma’am," he said, his voice barely above a whisper.

Susanne smirked, her eyes glinting with malice. "Good boy."

As the door closed behind them, Bob knelt on the floor, his knees sinking into the sticky cum stains. He reached for a rag, his mind racing with the events of the past hour. He couldn’t wait to do it again.

And this time, he’d be ready.

HOME FROM WORK EARLY

FMM / Femdom / Cuckold / Cheating / Bisexual / Verbal Humiliation / Small Penis Humiliation / Voyeurism / Masturbation / Cunnilingus / Cum Eating

“Were you jerking off to this?” Lindsay’s voice cut through the air like a whip, sharp and accusatory. She stood in the doorway, naked, her body still glistening with sweat, her breasts heaving as she glared at her husband.

Martin froze, his hand still gripping his cock, his pants unzipped, his face flushed with both shame and arousal.

Lindsay’s lips curled into a smirk. “Well? Are you just going to stand there like a fucking idiot, or are you going to come in and watch like a good little cuckold?”

Martin’s heart pounded in his chest. He opened his mouth to protest, to scream, to say anything, but no words came out. He could only stare at her, at the way her nipples hardened under his gaze, at the way her pussy was still wet, glistening with the aftermath of another man’s touch.

“I… I…” Martin stammered, his voice trembling.

Lindsay rolled her eyes. “God, you’re pathetic. Get in here.”

Martin hesitated for a moment, but the pull of her voice, the smugness in her tone, was too much to resist. He stepped into the bedroom, his eyes darting to the bed where Jack, the other man, lay sprawled. Jack was muscular, his dark skin gleaming under the soft light of the room, his cock thick and still half-hard. He met Martin’s gaze with a lazy smirk, completely unbothered by the intrusion.

“Martin, meet Jack,” Lindsay said, her voice dripping with sarcasm. “Jack, this is my husband.”

Jack chuckled, a deep, rumbling sound that sent a shiver down Martin’s spine. “Hey, man,” he said, his voice casual, as if this were the most normal thing in the world.

Martin’s face burned with humiliation, but his cock throbbed in his hand, betraying his true feelings. He couldn’t tear his eyes away from Lindsay’s body, from the way she walked over to the bed and spread her legs, exposing herself to Jack once more.

Jack didn’t waste any time. He got up, his cock hardening as he positioned himself between Lindsay’s legs. Martin watched, transfixated, as Jack thrust into her, his thick shaft disappearing into her pussy. Lindsay moaned, her head thrown back, her hands gripping the sheets as Jack fucked her with a steady, powerful rhythm.

Martin’s breath hitched. He could feel his own cock twitch in response, his hand moving almost involuntarily to stroke himself. He couldn’t look away, couldn’t stop himself from watching his wife being taken by another man. The sight of her, the sounds she made, the way her body moved with Jack’s… it was too much, too intense.

Lindsay’s eyes fluttered open, and she smirked when she saw Martin jerking off. “That’s it,” she taunted, her voice breathy but laced with malice. “Watch your wife get fucked by a real man. Isn’t that what you wanted?”

Martin’s face burned, but he couldn’t deny it. He was turned on, more than he had ever been in his life. He didn’t understand it, how he could be so humiliated and yet so aroused at the same time. He wanted to look away, to run out of the room, but he couldn’t. His hand moved faster on his cock, his breath coming in short, desperate gasps.

Jack grunted, his thrusts becoming more erratic, and then, with a low, guttural groan, he came inside Lindsay, his cock pulsing as he filled her with his cum. Martin watched, his own orgasm building, as Jack pulled out, his thick seed dripping from Lindsay’s pussy.

Lindsay turned to Martin, her eyes gleaming with a predatory light. “Clean me up,” she ordered, her voice cold and commanding.

Martin hesitated, but only for a moment. He dropped to his knees, his cock still in hand, and leaned in. The smell of sex, of Jack’s cum, was overwhelming, and it made his cock throb even harder. He hesitated, his face inches from her pussy, and then he leaned in, his tongue flicking out to taste her.

The taste of Jack’s cum was salty, bitter, but Martin didn’t care. He lapped at Lindsay’s pussy, his tongue exploring every inch of her, sucking Jack’s seed out of her. He could feel his own orgasm building, his hand moving faster on his cock, until, with a strangled gasp, he came, his pitiful load spilling onto the floor.

Lindsay laughed, a cruel, mocking sound. “Is that all?” she sneered, looking down at him with disdain. “That’s pathetic, Martin. You’re pathetic.”

Jack chuckled from behind her, his arms crossed as he watched the scene unfold. “Get lost, man,” he said, his voice casual but laced with a quiet threat.

Martin’s face burned with shame, but he couldn’t deny the thrill that ran through him at Jack’s words. He stood, his legs trembling, and looked at Lindsay, at the way she smirked at him.

“But… this is my house,” Martin stammered, his voice barely above a whisper.

Lindsay snorted, a sound of pure contempt, and tossed a hundred-dollar bill at him. “Get a motel room for the night,” she said, her voice icy. “We’ll be busy.”

Martin hesitated, but then he turned and left, the sound of Lindsay’s laughter ringing in his ears. He walked out of the house, his cock still twitching, his mind a whirlwind of emotions. He felt humiliated, yes, but he had never been so turned on in his life. As he got into his car and drove away, he couldn’t help but wonder what would happen next.

THE POOL BOY’S PLEASURE

FM / Femdom / Cuckold / Findom / Verbal Humiliation / Cheating / PIV Sex / Masturbation

Aaron stepped through the grand foyer of his mansion, the polished marble floor reflecting the chandelier’s soft glow. The silence of the house was unusual; Vivienne was usually lounging in the living room, sipping wine or scrolling through her phone. But today, the air felt charged, electric. Something was off.

He shrugged off his tailored jacket, hanging it meticulously on the coat rack, and loosened his tie. His polished shoes clicked against the stairs as he ascended, the sound echoing through the cavernous halls.

Halfway up, he froze. Was that… a moan? His heart thudded in his chest, his breath catching in his throat. He followed the sound, his steps now deliberate, quiet. The noise grew louder as he approached the master bedroom, a symphony of grunts and whispers that sent a jolt of dread—and something else entirely—coursing through him. The door was ajar, and through the crack, he saw them.

Vivienne, his wife, her long dark hair cascading over her bare shoulders, was sprawled across the bed, her legs wrapped around the waist of the pool boy, Josh. The young man’s muscular frame glistened with sweat as he thrust into her, his hands gripping her hips like she was his to claim. Vivienne’s head tossed back, her lips parting in a gasp of pleasure that made Aaron’s stomach twist. Anger flared in his chest, hot and searing, but it was quickly drowned out by something else—a sickening, undeniable arousal.

He pushed the door open fully, his presence finally registering.

Vivienne’s eyes snapped open, locking onto his with a mixture of irritation and amusement. Josh paused, glancing over his shoulder, but Vivienne’s hand on his ass urged him to keep going. “Aaron,” she purred, her voice dripping with mocking sweetness. “You’re early.”

“What the hell is this?” Aaron’s voice trembled, though he couldn’t tell if it was from rage or something else entirely. He gestured wildly at the scene before him, his face burning.

Vivienne laughed, a low, cruel sound that made his skin prickle. “What does it look like? I’m getting what you can’t give me.” She arched her back, moaning as Josh picked up the pace, his hips slapping against hers with a rhythm that was almost hypnotic. “You’re pathetic, Aaron. You always have been.”

Josh smirked, his confidence radiating as he leaned down to kiss Vivienne’s neck. She ran her fingers through his hair, her eyes never leaving Aaron’s. “You don’t satisfy me,” she said bluntly, her tone cutting through him like a knife. “You never have.”

Aaron’s fists clenched at his sides, his nails digging into his palms. He wanted to yell, to storm out, to do something. But he couldn’t move. His eyes were glued to the bed, to the way Josh’s muscles rippled with every thrust, to the way Vivienne’s body writhed in pleasure. He should be furious. So why was he so hard?

Vivienne’s lips curled into a sly smile, as if she could read his thoughts. “You like this, don’t you?” she taunted, her voice low and sultry. “You like watching me get fucked by a real man.” She reached up, grabbing Josh’s face and pulling him into a passionate kiss, her moans muffled by his lips.

Aaron’s breath hitched. His cock strained against his tailored trousers, the fabric tightening uncomfortably. This was wrong. So wrong. But the more he watched, the more he didn’t want to look away.

“If you want to watch,” Vivienne said, breaking the kiss and fixing Aaron with a predatory gaze, “it’ll cost you.”

Aaron blinked, his mind struggling to process her words. “What?”

“I said it’ll cost you,” she repeated, her tone sharp. “Three hundred dollars. Cash. Now.”

Josh chuckled, his thrusts never slowing.

Vivienne gasped, her nails digging into his back as she glared at Aaron. “Well? What are you waiting for?”

His hands trembled as he reached for his wallet, his movements jerky and uncoordinated. He pulled out the bills, his face burning with shame as he handed them to her.

Vivienne snatched the money, her smirk widening. “Good boy,” she cooed, her voice dripping with condescension. “But this is just the beginning. I’ll be wanting more.”

Josh shifted his position, pulling out just long enough to flip Vivienne onto her stomach. She arched her back, her ass in the air as he positioned himself behind her. With a rough thrust, he was inside her again, her moans filling the room. Aaron’s eyes were glued to the sight, his cock throbbing painfully. He fumbled with his belt, his hands shaking as he freed himself. His strokes were frantic, desperate, as he watched Josh fuck his wife with a vigor he could only dream of.

Vivienne’s moans grew louder, her fingers clutching the sheets as Josh pounded into her. “Oh, God,” she cried, her voice breaking. “Don’t stop. Don’t stop.”

Josh groaned, his pace quickening. “You’re so fucking tight,” he growled, his hands gripping her hips like a vice. “I’m gonna cum.”

“Do it,” Vivienne urged, her voice breathless. “Cum in me.”

With a final, guttural moan, Josh buried himself inside her, his body tensing as he came. Vivienne’s cries echoed through the room, her body trembling with the force of her own release. Aaron’s strokes grew erratic, his own orgasm building as he watched Josh pull out, his cum dripping from Vivienne’s pussy.

Aaron’s release was pitiful in comparison, a small spurt that left him feeling hollow and ashamed. Vivienne laughed, a cruel, mocking sound that made his stomach churn. “Pathetic,” she sneered, sitting up and wiping herself with the sheets. “I don’t know why I even bother with you.”

Josh smirked, pulling on his pants as Vivienne slipped into a robe. She sauntered over to Aaron, her heels clicking against the floor. “We’re going out,” she said, her tone dismissive. “Don’t wait up.”

Aaron watched as she grabbed her purse, linking arms with Josh as they headed for the door. She paused, glancing back at him with a wicked grin. “Oh, and Aaron? Make sure you have more money for me when I get back. I want to get Josh a gift.”

The door slammed shut, leaving Aaron alone in the bedroom, the scent of sex still lingering in the air. His legs gave out, and he sank to the floor, his mind reeling. What the hell just happened? He should have been furious. He should have been humiliated. But as he sat there, his thoughts drifted back to the scene he’d just witnessed—the way Vivienne had looked at him, the way she’d laughed at him. And to his surprise, he felt… aroused.

He looked down at his limp cock, a bitter laugh escaping his lips. Vivienne was right. He was pathetic. But as much as he hated to admit it, he liked it. He liked being her cuckold, her human ATM. And as the realization sank in, he felt a strange sense of freedom.

Vivienne’s voice echoed in his mind. “I’ll be wanting more.”

He swallowed hard, his heart racing.

A SISSY EXPOSED

FMM / Femdom / Cuckold / Bisexual / Crossdressing / Sissy / Verbal Humiliation / MM Blow Job / PIV Sex / Cunnilingus / Cum Eating

The key turned in the lock, but Albert was too lost in the moment to hear it. The silk of Nancy’s black lingerie clung to his skin like a second layer, the lace of the bra digging just slightly into his chest as he adjusted the straps.

The panties were a snug fit, hugging his hips in a way that made him feel delicate, feminine. His hands trembled as he reached for the tube of lipstick, carefully applying the deep red shade to his lips, the color stark against his pale skin. The mirror reflected his transformation—his face softened with foundation, his lashes darkened with mascara, his cheeks flushed with blush. He looked… different. Beautiful, even.

Albert’s heart raced as he slid his hand down his thigh, the sheer pantyhose smooth against his fingertips. He gasped as his fingers brushed against the fabric of the panties, already damp with his arousal. He leaned back against the bed, his breath quickening as he began to touch himself, imagining what it would feel like to be a woman, to be wanted, to be desired. His other hand reached for the bottle of Nancy’s perfume, spritzing it into the air and inhaling deeply. The scent was intoxicating, and it only heightened his pleasure.

But then, the sound of laughter snapped him out of his reverie.

Albert froze, his hand stilled mid-stroke as the bedroom door swung open. Nancy stood in the doorway, her eyes wide with a mix of shock and amusement. Beside her was a man Albert had never seen before—tall, broad-shouldered, with a smirk that made Albert’s stomach churn with shame.

“Well, well, what do we have here?” Nancy said, her voice dripping with mockery. She stepped into the room, her heels clicking against the hardwood floor, her arms crossed over her chest. “I knew my lingerie was getting stretched out, but I didn’t think it was because my husband was wearing it.”

Albert scrambled to cover himself, his face burning with humiliation. He grabbed a pillow, holding it against his chest as if it could somehow shield him from their penetrating stares. “N-Nancy, I can explain,” he stammered, his voice trembling.

“Save it, Albert,” Nancy said, rolling her eyes. She turned to the man beside her, her lips curling into a wicked smile. “Samuel, meet my sissy husband.”

Samuel chuckled, his deep voice sending a shiver down Albert’s spine. “Nice outfit,” he said, his eyes raking over Albert’s body with a mix of disdain and amusement. “I didn’t know you had it in you.”

Albert’s heart pounded in his chest as he struggled to find the words to defend himself, but the truth was there, plain as day. Nancy had caught him in the act, and there was no denying it. His secret was out, and the shame was overwhelming.

“You’ve been wearing my clothes, haven’t you?” Nancy asked, stepping closer to the bed. She reached out, grabbing the strap of the lingerie Albert was wearing and tugging it slightly, exposing more of his chest. “Tearing my stockings, using my makeup… I should have known it was you.”

Albert swallowed hard, his throat dry as he looked up at her, his eyes pleading for mercy. “I’m sorry,” he whispered, his voice barely audible.

“Sorry?” Nancy repeated, her tone sharp. “You’re sorry? Albert, you’ve been lying to me for who knows how long. You’ve been sneaking around, wearing my things, pretending to be someone you’re not. Do you really think an apology is going to fix this?”

Albert’s heart sank as he realized the gravity of his actions. He had betrayed her trust, and there was no going back.

“But you know what?” Nancy said, her voice softening as she stepped closer to him. She knelt down beside the bed, her face just inches from his. “Maybe this is a good thing. Maybe this is exactly what we needed.”

Albert’s eyes widened as he searched her face for any hint of understanding, but all he saw was cold determination.

“You want to be a woman so badly?” Nancy asked, her voice low, almost a whisper. “Fine. You can be my sissy. My cuckold.”

Albert’s breath caught in his throat as Nancy reached out, running her fingers along his cheek. “You’ve never pleased me as a husband, Albert. You’re too soft, too weak. But maybe you can be useful in other ways.”

Albert’s mind raced as he tried to process her words, but before he could respond, Nancy stood up, turning to Samuel. “Show him what a real man looks like,” she said, her voice commanding.

Samuel smirked as he unzipped his pants, revealing the thick length of his cock. Albert’s eyes widened as he stared at it, a mixture of fear and arousal coursing through him.

“Go on,” Nancy said, her voice firm. “Get on your knees and suck his cock. If you want to be a woman so badly, then act like one.”

Albert hesitated for a moment, but then something inside him snapped. The shame, the humiliation, it all merged into a strange, twisted desire. He slid off the bed, his knees hitting the floor as he crawled toward Samuel.

Samuel’s cock was inches from his face, the scent of musk filling his nostrils. Albert’s hands trembled as he reached out, wrapping his fingers around the base of Samuel’s shaft. He hesitated for just a moment, and then, with a deep breath, he leaned forward, taking the tip of Samuel’s cock into his mouth.

The taste was salty and unfamiliar, but it only fueled Albert’s arousal. He began to bob his head up and down, his lips sliding along Samuel’s length, his tongue swirling around the tip. Samuel groaned, his hand tangling in Albert’s hair as he thrust into his mouth, pushing himself deeper.

Nancy watched with a satisfied smirk, her hands resting on her hips. “Good,” she said, her voice tight. “But don’t let him finish yet. I want my turn.”

Albert pulled back, his lips wet with saliva, his eyes glazed over with a mix of shame and desire.

Nancy grabbed his chin, forcing him to look up at her. “You’re mine now,” she said, her voice low and commanding. “You do as I say, when I say it. Understand?”

Albert nodded, his heart pounding in his chest as he watched Nancy strip off her clothes, revealing her naked body. She lay back on the bed, her legs spread wide, her fingers already working between her thighs.

“Samuel,” she purred, her voice dripping with lust. “Fuck me.”

Samuel didn’t need to be told twice. He climbed onto the bed, positioning himself between Nancy’s legs as he pushed himself inside her. Albert could only watch as Samuel began to thrust into her, the sound of their bodies slapping together filling the room.

Nancy moaned, her back arching as Samuel fucked her with a deep, steady rhythm. “Oh yes,” she gasped, her voice breathless. “I’m gonna cum.”

Samuel’s pace quickened, his breaths coming in short, sharp gasps as he neared his climax. “I’m close,” he growled, his grip tightening on Nancy’s hips.

“Cum inside me,” Nancy said, her voice tight with pleasure.

With a final thrust, Samuel came, his cock pulsing as he spilled himself inside her. Albert watched, his own arousal reaching its peak as Nancy’s body shuddered with her own orgasm. Samuel pulled back, his semen oozing from Nancy’s stretched pussy.

“Albert,” Nancy said, her voice soft as she reached out to him. “Lick me clean.”

Albert hesitated for just a moment, and then, with a deep breath, he leaned forward, his tongue lapping at the sticky mess between her legs. The taste was bitter and salty, but it only fueled his desire. He could feel the heat of Samuel’s cum mixing with Nancy’s juices, and it drove him wild.

As he continued to lick her clean, Nancy reached out, running her fingers through his hair. “You’re mine now,” she whispered, her voice firm. “You’re my sissy. My cuckold. And you’ll do as I say.”

Albert nodded, his heart pounding in his chest as he realized the truth. He liked this. He liked being her sissy. He liked being submissive, being degraded. He liked everything about it.

“Good,” Nancy said, a satisfied smile spreading across her face. “Now, let’s see how well you can serve us.”

A BAD INFLUENCE

FFM / Femdom / Cuckold / Taboo / Creampie / Cunnilingus / Cum Eating / Masturbation

Zack’s jaw clenched as he paced the living room, the clock on the wall ticking louder with every passing second. It was past midnight, and Elsa wasn’t home. Again. His mind raced with images of her out with her, his least favorite person in the world—Marianne. Elsa’s sister was a walking red flag, always dressed in clothes that left little to the imagination, always whispering something into Elsa’s ear that made Zack’s skin crawl.

And tonight? Tonight, they’d gone out for drinks. “Just girls’ night,” Elsa had said, but Zack knew better. Marianne didn’t do “just” anything. She was trouble.

The sound of keys jingling in the front door snapped him out of his spiraling thoughts. Zack froze, his fists tightening at his sides. The door creaked open, and there they were—Elsa and Marianne, stumbling in, laughing like they hadn’t a care in the world.

Zack’s eyes narrowed as he took them in. Their hair was a mess, their makeup smeared, and their clothes… God, their clothes were torn in ways that made his stomach churn. Elsa’s dress was barely hanging onto her shoulders, and Marianne’s skirt was riding up so high he could see the edge of her thong.

“You’re back,” Zack said, his voice low and strained, barely masking the anger bubbling beneath the surface.

Elsa’s giggle was cut short as she turned to him, her eyes glittering with something he couldn’t quite place. “Zack,” she slurred, her lips curving into a drunken smile. “You’re still up?”

“Yeah, I’m still up,” he snapped, stepping closer. “What the hell happened to you two? You look like… like…” He trailed off, unable to say the words. Like you just got fucked raw.

Marianne let out a sharp laugh, her hand resting on her hip as she swayed on her heels. “Oh, don’t be such a prude, Zack,” she purred, her voice dripping with that infuriating smugness he’d come to despise. “We were just at a little party. You know, the kind where people actually have fun.”

Zack’s eyes darted between the two of them, his chest tightening. “A party? Is that what you’re calling it now?” He turned to Elsa, his voice cracking. “Elsa, what the hell is going on?”

Elsa’s smile faltered for a moment, but then she shrugged, her shoulders lifting in a way that made Zack’s blood boil. “It was an orgy, Zack,” she said, her tone casual, like she was talking about the weather. “Marianne took me. It was… amazing.”

The words hit him like a punch to the gut. “An orgy?” he repeated, his voice rising. “You’re fucking kidding me, right?”

Marianne stepped forward, her smirk widening. “Oh, she’s not kidding,” she said, her fingers trailing down Elsa’s arm. “Your wife was the star of the show. Five guys, Zack. Five. She took them all like a champ.”

Zack’s heart was pounding in his chest, but to his horror, he felt something else stirring in him—something dark and primal. “Elsa,” he said, his voice trembling. “Tell me this isn’t true.”

Elsa’s gaze met his, and for the first time that night, she looked at him with something other than indifference. “It’s true,” she said, her voice steady. “And you know what? It was the best sex I’ve ever had. Marianne was right. You don’t… you don’t satisfy me, Zack.”

The words cut deeper than any knife could. Zack’s fists clenched tighter, but he couldn’t tear his eyes away from her. “Marianne, you’re a fucking cancer,” he spat, turning to her. “You’ve been poisoning her against me from the start.”

Marianne’s laugh was sharp and cruel. “Oh, please. I just opened her eyes to what she’s been missing. You’ve got a small dick, Zack, and let’s face it—you’re boring in bed. Elsa deserves better.”

Elsa stepped closer to Marianne, her fingers intertwining with her sister’s. “She’s not wrong,” she said, her voice softer now, but no less cutting. “I’ve been… empty, Zack. And tonight? Tonight, I felt alive again.”

Zack’s head was spinning. He wanted to scream, to throw something, to demand answers—but he couldn’t. Instead, he just stood there, his body trembling with a mix of rage and something he didn’t want to admit: arousal. The thought of Elsa being taken by multiple men, of her losing herself in pleasure… it disgusted him, but it also excited him in a way he couldn’t explain.

Elsa and Marianne exchanged a look, their lips curving into identical smirks. Then, without a word, they both walked over to the couch, their movements slow and deliberate. Zack watched, paralyzed, as they sat down, their legs spreading in unison. Elsa’s dress rode up, revealing the glistening mess between her thighs. Marianne’s skirt followed suit, and Zack’s breath caught in his throat as he saw the evidence of their night—cum leaking from their pussies, still wet and glistening in the dim light.

“Zack,” Elsa said, her voice soft but commanding. “Come here.”

He hesitated, his feet rooted to the floor. “What?” he asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

“I said, come here,” she repeated, her eyes locking onto his. “I want you to eat me out. Clean me up.”

Zack’s heart was pounding in his chest, his mind torn between disgust and desire. He couldn’t move, couldn’t think—but his body betrayed him, taking a step forward before he even realized it.

Marianne’s laugh cut through the silence. “That’s it,” she teased, her fingers trailing over her own pussy. “At least you’re good for something, Zack.”

Zack knelt in front of Elsa, his hands trembling as they gripped her thighs. He leaned in, his tongue hesitating for just a moment before he pressed it against her wet folds. The taste was salty and bitter, a reminder of what she’d done, but it only made him harder. Elsa’s moan was soft and breathy, her fingers tangling in his hair as he worked his tongue deeper.

Marianne watched, her own fingers dipping into her pussy as she let out a low, satisfied hum. “Oh, fuck,” she murmured, her eyes on Zack. “You’re better at that than I thought.”

Zack ignored her, focusing on Elsa, on the way her body responded to him. He licked and sucked, his tongue moving faster as her moans grew louder. But then Marianne’s fingers were in his face, pressing against his lips, and before he could stop himself, he opened his mouth, sucking on them, tasting her too.

“Good boy,” Marianne purred, her fingers slipping out of his mouth and trailing down to her own pussy. “Now, do me.”

Zack hesitated, but Elsa’s hand in his hair tightened, urging him forward. He moved between Marianne’s legs, his tongue exploring her with the same desperation as he had Elsa’s. Marianne’s moans were louder, more unrestrained, and Zack could feel her thighs trembling around his head as he worked her clit.

“Oh, fuck,” Marianne gasped, her back arching off the couch. “Don’t stop, Zack. Don’t stop.”

Zack didn’t. He licked and sucked, his tongue moving faster and faster until Marianne’s body went rigid, her juices gushing into his mouth as she came with a loud, shuddering cry.

Elsa watched, her fingers stroking her own pussy, her breath coming in soft, uneven gasps. “At least you’re useful for something,” she murmured, her eyes meeting Zack’s as he pulled away from Marianne, his face wet and glistening.

The two women exchanged a look, their smirks almost identical, before they stood, their legs still slightly unsteady. “We’re going to bed,” Elsa said, her voice calm, like nothing had happened. “Don’t stay up too late, Zack.”

Marianne’s laugh followed them as they walked away, leaving Zack on his knees, his body trembling with confusion, anger, and an undeniable, shameful arousal.

CAN’T BUY SATISFACTION

FFM / Femdom / Findom / Cuckold / Creampie / Cunnilingus / Cum Eating / Masturbation

The front door slammed shut, jolting Mark awake on the couch. He rubbed his eyes, disoriented, as the sound of feminine laughter echoed through the foyer. His wife, Kenyatta, and her best friend, Candy, stumbled into the house, their heels clacking against the hardwood floor. The smell of alcohol wafted through the air, mingling with something darker, muskier. Mark’s stomach churned as he took in their disheveled appearances—hair tangled, clothes wrinkled, and lips swollen as if they’d been kissed hard and often.

“Shhh, babe, he’s probably asleep,” Kenyatta whispered, though her voice was loud enough to carry.

Candy giggled, clutching Kenyatta’s arm for balance as they made their way to the staircase. Mark sat up, his heart pounding. Something wasn’t right. He watched as they climbed the stairs, their skirts riding up slightly, revealing thighs that gleamed under the dim light. His curiosity got the better of him. He slipped off the couch, his bare feet silent against the floor, and crept up the stairs after them.

He stopped outside the bedroom door, his breath shallow. The women’s voices were muffled, but he could still make out their words. Kenyatta’s tone was sharp, laced with bitterness and contempt.

“Ugh, I can’t believe I have to come back to him,” Kenyatta said, her voice dripping with disdain. “Mark’s so fucking useless. He’s got that sad little dick, and he can’t even stay hard long enough to make it worth my time.”

Mark’s chest tightened. His hands balled into fists at his sides, but he didn’t move. He couldn’t.

“Girl, you’re preaching to the choir,” Candy chimed in, her voice high and mocking. “Remember that time he tried to eat you out? I thought you were gonna die from how bad it was.”

Kenyatta laughed, a harsh, cruel sound. “Yeah, and then he had the nerve to ask if I came. Like, babe, I wasn’t even close. The only thing he’s good for is his money. He’s a walking ATM.”

Mark’s jaw clenched. His face burned with humiliation, but there was something else stirring inside him—something he didn’t want to acknowledge. A flicker of heat, a shameful arousal that made his stomach twist.

“At least Donte knows what he’s doing,” Kenyatta continued, her voice softening slightly. “That man destroys me. His dick is so fucking big, I can’t even walk straight after. And the way he fucks me… God, I wish I could’ve stayed with him tonight.”

Mark’s stomach dropped. Donte. He’d heard the name before, usually in passing, when Kenyatta mentioned an old friend from college. But now… now the name carried a weight that made his chest ache.

“Maxwell too,” Candy added, her voice breathy. “I thought I was gonna pass out from how good it was. He came so much inside me…”

Kenyatta groaned, a sound that sent a jolt through Mark. “Don’t even remind me. I hope I’m not pregnant. Donte came in me like three times tonight. I swear, I felt it dripping out of me the whole ride home.”

Mark’s knees went weak. His heart raced, his breath coming in shallow gasps. He should’ve been furious. He should’ve stormed in there, demanded answers, thrown her out of the house. But instead, he felt… something else. A strange, sickening thrill that made his cock twitch in his pants.

“Oh, shit,” Candy said, her voice suddenly hushed. “Do you hear that? Is he…?”

Mark froze. His pulse thundered in his ears as he realized he’d been breathing too loudly. Before he could move, the door flew open. Kenyatta stood there, her arms crossed, her eyes blazing with contempt. Candy hovered behind her, smirking.

“What the fuck are you doing, Mark?” Kenyatta demanded, her voice sharp. “Eavesdropping like some creepy little pervert?”

Mark’s mouth opened, but no words came out. His shame burned hotter, but so did the heat in his groin. His cock was fully hard now, straining against the fabric of his pants.

“I… I heard you,” he stammered finally, his voice barely above a whisper. “You… you were with another man?”

Kenyatta rolled her eyes, stepping closer to him. “Yeah, I was. So what? You gonna cry about it? You gonna tell me how heartbroken you are?” She laughed, a cold, hollow sound. “Let me save you the trouble, Mark. You’re a fucking joke. You can’t satisfy me, and you never will. The only thing you’re good for is your money. You’re a pay pig. That’s all you’ll ever be.”

Candy giggled, her hand covering her mouth. “Damn, Kenyatta, tell him how you really feel.”

Mark’s face burned, but he couldn’t look away from his wife. Her words should’ve crushed him, but instead, they only made him harder. His cock twitched, straining against the fabric of his pants.

Kenyatta’s eyes flicked down, noticing the bulge in his pants. Her lips curled into a cruel smile. “Oh my God,” she said, her voice dripping with mockery. “Are you seriously turned on right now? You’re such a fucking loser.”

Mark’s face burned hotter, but his cock throbbed with need. He couldn’t deny it. He was turned on. The thought of Kenyatta with another man—with Donte—was destroying him, but it also made his arousal spike to unbearable levels.

Kenyatta shook her head, her smile widening. “You’re pathetic, Mark. But you know what? If you’re that desperate, I’ll give you something to remember.”

She turned and walked over to the bed, her hips swaying with every step. She lifted her skirt, revealing her pussy, glistening with wetness. Mark’s breath caught in his throat as he saw it—the creamy white fluid dripping from her. Donte’s cum.

“Come here,” Kenyatta commanded, her voice cold and unyielding. “Eat it.”

Mark hesitated, his stomach churning with revulsion and desire. He wanted to refuse, to walk away, but his feet moved on their own. He knelt in front of her, his hands trembling as he gripped her thighs. The smell of sex and sweat hit him, sending a jolt of arousal through him. He leaned in, his tongue tentatively licking the slickness from her. The taste was bitter, salty, and utterly wrong, but it made his cock throb. He lapped at her, his tongue moving faster, hungrier.

Kenyatta moaned, her head falling back. “That’s it, Mark. Taste it. Taste how much better he is than you.”

Candy watched, her hand slipping into her panties, fingers working herself to the sight of Mark humiliating himself. “God, this is so hot,” she murmured, her breath hitching.

Mark’s tongue worked frantically, desperate to please, desperate to prove himself. Kenyatta’s moans grew louder as she tipped over the edge, her body shuddering as she came.

“Good dog,” Kenyatta said, her voice dripping with condescension. She pushed him away, leaving him kneeling on the floor, her cum still on his lips.

Candy stepped forward, her eyes gleaming. “My turn,” she said, pulling her panties down and spreading her legs. “Lick me clean, Mark.”

He hesitated, his pride warring with his arousal. But as Kenyatta’s cold gaze bore into him, he knew he couldn’t refuse. He crawled forward, burying his face between Candy’s thighs, lapping at her slick folds. The taste of Maxwell’s cum hit his tongue, making his cock throb harder. He licked and sucked, his humiliation only fueling his arousal. Candy moaned, her hips bucking against his mouth as she came.

When it was over, Kenyatta and Candy pulled away, their laughter echoing through the room. Kenyatta grabbed her purse, heading for the door. “I’ll need five hundred dollars,” she said, her tone casual.

Mark stared at her, his voice trembling as he asked, “What for?”

She turned, her smile cruel. “None of your business. Just get the money.”

Mark hesitated, then nodded, reaching for his wallet. As he handed her the cash, a strange realization hit him. He liked this. The humiliation, the degradation—it should’ve destroyed him, but instead, it ignited something inside him. The thought scared him, but it also made his cock throb harder than ever before.

A CUCKOLD LOCKED IN CHASTITY

FMM / Femdom / Cuckold / Chastity / BDSM / Creampie / Cum Eating / Cunnilingus

Timmy heard the front door open and close, the sound echoing through the quiet house. His heart skittered in his chest, a mix of jealousy and arousal already gnawing at him. He could smell her before he saw her—Marie’s perfume, mingled with something else. Something musky. Something that made his cheeks burn and his stomach twist. She’d been with him again. Her lover. The man who could give her what Timmy couldn’t.

He stayed seated on the couch, his hands gripping his knees, trying to steady himself. The TV was on, but he hadn’t been paying attention for hours. He’d been waiting for her, imagining what she’d been doing. Imagining her moaning, her legs wrapped around another man, her body writhing under his touch. The thought made Timmy’s cock twitch in his pants, but he quickly pushed the sensation down. He wasn’t allowed to feel that way. Not without her permission.

“Timmy,” her voice called from the hallway, sharp and commanding. His name on her lips always sent a shiver down his spine. “Come here.”

He stood up, his legs shaky, and made his way to the bedroom. The door was slightly ajar, and he pushed it open, his breath catching in his throat. Marie was lounging on the bed, her bathrobe hanging open. Her skin glistened with a faint sheen of sweat, and her hair was disheveled. She looked satiated. And there, between her legs, he saw it. The evidence. Her lover’s cum, still glistening, dripping from her pussy.

His stomach churned, but he couldn’t look away. His heart pounded, and he felt himself growing hard despite himself. She smirked at him, her eyes dragging over his body like she could see right through him. Like she knew exactly what he was feeling.

“Come here,” she repeated, her voice low and velvety. She spread her legs wider, one hand lazily trailing down her thigh. “Eat me.”

Timmy’s throat went dry. He hesitated, his feet rooted to the floor. The thought of tasting another man’s cum—of touching her after she’d been with someone else—was both humiliating and exhilarating. His cock strained against his pants, and he felt a wave of shame wash over him. But he couldn’t deny that he wanted to please her. That he needed to.

He stepped forward, his hands trembling as he knelt at the foot of the bed. Marie watched him with a lazy smirk, her fingers toying with the sash of her robe. He leaned in, his nose brushing against her inner thigh, inhaling the scent of sex and sweat and him. His stomach tightened, but he couldn’t stop himself.

He pressed his tongue to her folds, hesitating for only a moment before diving in. The taste was bitter, salty, and unmistakably male. He swallowed hard, his stomach churning, but he didn’t stop. He sucked at her pussy, his tongue working in slow, deliberate circles, trying to draw every drop of her lover’s cum out of her. He could feel her watching him, her breath hitching as he worked.

“Good boy,” she murmured, her voice dripping with satisfaction. Her hand tangled in his hair, tugging him closer. “Don’t stop.”

He obeyed, his tongue moving faster now, lapping at her pussy with a hunger he didn’t know he had. He could feel her tensing, her thighs tightening around his head as she got closer. And then, with a sharp cry, she came, her body shuddering as she ground herself against his face. He kept going, licking and sucking until she pushed him away, her chest heaving.

Marie lay back against the pillows, a satisfied smile on her face. She looked down at him, her eyes gleaming with something dangerous. “I’ve been thinking,” she said, her voice languid but commanding. “Your cock is useless to me. You know that, don’t you?”

Timmy’s stomach dropped, but he nodded, his face burning with shame. He’d always known it. He could never satisfy her the way other men could. The way he could.

“So, I’ve decided,” Marie continued, her lips curling into a smirk. “You’re going to be locked up. No more pretending you can please me. No more pretending you’re a man. You’re mine, Timmy. And I’m going to make sure you remember that.”

His heart raced, a mixture of fear and arousal coursing through him. Chastity. The word sent a jolt of electricity through his body. The thought of being locked up—of giving up control of his own pleasure—was terrifying. And yet, it was also the most thrilling thing he’d ever heard.

“Do you understand?” she asked, her voice sharp.

“Yes,” he whispered, his voice barely audible.

“Good.” Marie sat up, reaching over to the nightstand and pulling out a small, silver device—a chastity cage.

Timmy’s stomach fluttered as she held it up, the metal gleaming in the dim light.

“Unzip your pants,” Marie demanded.

He hesitated for only a moment before obeying, his hands trembling as he unbuttoned his pants and pulled them down. His cock was already half-hard, twitching slightly as it was exposed to the cool air. Marie smirked, her fingers brushing against him as she took him in her hand. He groaned, his hips bucking instinctively, but she tightened her grip, her nails digging into his skin.

“This,” she said, her voice low and dangerous, “is never going inside me again. It’s mine now. I decide when it gets used. Understood?”

“Yes,” he whispered, his voice shaking.

She released him, her fingers deftly working the chastity device onto his cock. The metal was cold against his skin, and he winced as she tightened it, locking it in place. The sensation was strange—both restricting and oddly comforting. He looked down at himself, his cock now encased in the small, silver cage. It felt right. Like this was how things were supposed to be.

Marie leaned back, her fingers trailing over the key that dangled from the chain around her neck. “Good,” she said, her voice satisfied. “Now, go to bed. Tomorrow, I’ll be with him again. And you’ll be here. Locked up. Where you belong.”

Timmy nodded, his heart racing as he stood up. He could still taste her on his lips, and the thought of her being with someone else—of her coming home to him like this, always—made his cock throb painfully in the chastity device. He turned to leave, but her voice stopped him.

“Oh, and Timmy,” she said, her voice dripping with malice. “Don’t even think about touching yourself.”

BANGED BY HER BOSS

FM / Femdom / Cuckold / Boss Employee / Verbal Humiliation / Small Penis Humiliation / Voyeurism / PIV Sex / Cum Eating / Cunnilingus

Tony’s hands clenched the steering wheel as he stared at the office building across the parking lot. Kendra’s car was there, parked neatly in her usual spot. Next to it, Hank’s sleek black SUV loomed, out of place among the modest sedans.

His stomach churned, a mix of jealousy and something darker, something he didn’t want to admit. Kendra had been coming home late for weeks now, her excuses thin and her demeanor… off. She’d been distant, secretive, and when she thought he wasn’t looking, she’d smile to herself, as if savoring a private joke.

She’s hiding something. The thought had been gnawing at him, but today, it was unbearable. This morning, she’d left the house in that lacy black lingerie she’d bought last month, the one she said was for a “special occasion.” She’d thrown on her blouse and skirt, but he’d caught a glimpse of the straps peeking out when she bent to tie her shoes. “Just feeling confident today,” she’d said with a sly smile when he’d raised an eyebrow. Now, sitting in his car, Tony felt his imagination run wild.

He glanced at the clock. 12:15 p.m. Lunch hour. The office would be empty, except for the two cars in the parking lot. Except for Hank and Kendra. His pulse quickened as he got out of the car, his steps purposeful as he crossed the lot. The building’s glass doors slid open with a soft hiss, and he stepped inside. The reception desk was unmanned, the fluorescent lights humming faintly overhead.

Tony’s heart pounded as he made his way down the hall toward Hank’s office. The door was slightly ajar, and he could hear muffled voices from inside. His breath caught in his throat as he approached, his hand trembling as he pushed the door open.

The scene froze him in place. Kendra was bent over Hank’s desk, her skirt hiked up around her waist, her lacy black thong pulled to the side. Hank stood behind her, his hands gripping her hips, his body moving with a steady rhythm. Kendra’s moans filled the room, her hands clutching the edge of the desk as Hank’s cock slid in and out of her with ease.

Tony’s mouth went dry, his mind racing as he tried to process what he was seeing. Kendra’s eyes fluttered open, and she spotted him standing in the doorway. For a moment, there was silence, the only sound the wet slap of skin against skin. Then, Kendra’s lips curled into a smirk.

“Tony,” she said, her voice dripping with condescension. “What a surprise.”

Tony’s face burned, his fists clenching at his sides. “Kendra… what the hell is this?”

Hank chuckled, his hands still on Kendra’s hips as he glanced over his shoulder. “Looks like your husband’s here, sweetheart. Hope you don’t mind an audience.”

Kendra laughed, a low, throaty sound that sent a jolt through Tony. “Not at all. Maybe he’ll learn something.” She turned her head, her eyes locking with Tony’s. “You see, honey, this is what a real man looks like. Not that little worm you’ve got between your legs.”

Tony’s jaw tightened, his pride stinging as much as his arousal. He wanted to be furious, to storm in and drag her out, but he couldn’t move. He was rooted to the spot, his eyes glued to the way Hank’s cock stretched her, the way her body moved in perfect sync with his thrusts.

Hank let out a low groan, his pace quickening. “Damn, Kendra, you’re so fucking tight. I can see why you’re so unsatisfied at home.”

Kendra moaned, her head dropping forward as Hank’s hands tightened on her hips. “Mmm, don’t stop, baby. Make me cum again.”

Tony’s breath hitched, his cock straining against his pants. He hated this, hated how much it turned him on, but he couldn’t look away. His hand moved on its own, slipping inside his waistband as he unbuckled his belt. He pulled out his cock, his fingers wrapping around the shaft as he began to stroke himself.

Kendra noticed immediately, her smirk widening. “Oh, look at that. The little man is getting off on watching his wife get fucked by a real cock.”

Hank glanced over his shoulder, a grin spreading across his face. “Well, I’ll be damned. Maybe there’s hope for you yet, Tony.”

Tony’s face burned, but he couldn’t stop. He stroked himself faster, his eyes locked on the way Hank’s cock disappeared inside Kendra, the way her body shuddered with every thrust.

“That’s it, Tony,” Kendra purred, her voice sultry and mocking. “Watch your wife take a man who knows how to fuck her properly. Watch her cum on a cock that actually satisfies her.”

Hank’s breathing grew ragged, his thrusts becoming more erratic. “Fuck, Kendra, I’m about to cum.”

“Do it,” Kendra urged, her voice desperate now. “Cum inside me, Hank. Fill me up.”

Tony’s hand moved faster, his cock throbbing as he watched Hank’s body tense. With a low growl, Hank buried himself deep inside Kendra, his cock pulsing as he unleashed his load. Kendra cried out, her body arching as she came, her pussy clenching around Hank’s cock.

Tony’s own orgasm hit him like a wave, his cock spurting a pitiful amount of cum onto the floor. He panted, his body trembling as he tried to catch his breath.

Hank pulled out with a wet sound, his cock still slick with Kendra’s juices. He stepped back, crossing his arms as he watched Tony with an amused expression. “Well, that was… something.”

Kendra straightened up, smoothing her skirt as she turned to face Tony. She looked him up and down, her lips curling into a cruel smile. “Pathetic,” she said, her voice dripping with disdain. “Look at you, standing there with your little cock in your hand. Is that all you’ve got?”

Tony’s face burned, but he couldn’t argue. He felt small, insignificant, as he stood there, his cum pooling on the floor.

Kendra stepped closer, her heels clicking against the tile. “You know what, Tony? I think you like this. I think you love watching me with Hank. Maybe you should be our… clean up boy.”

Tony’s eyes widened, his heart pounding as he looked up at her. “W-what?”

Kendra knelt down in front of him, her fingers reaching out to trace the edge of his cum on the floor. “Clean it up, Tony. Lick it up, like the good little cuckold you are.”

Tony’s breath hitched, his cock twitching as he stared at her. He hesitated for a moment, but something inside him snapped. He got down on his knees, his tongue darting out to lap at the mess he’d made.

Kendra laughed, her hand reaching out to stroke his hair. “Good boy. Now, there’s one more thing you need to clean up.”

She stood up, pulling her thong to the side to reveal Hank’s cum dripping out of her. “Lick me clean, Tony. Show me how much you love being my little cuckold.”

Tony’s heart raced as he leaned in, his tongue flicking out to taste the mix of Hank’s cum and Kendra’s juices. Kendra moaned, her hand tangling in his hair as she pushed his face closer.

Tony licked faster as Kendra’s hips bucked. She sighed with pleasure. At least he was able to please her this way. Finally, Kendra climaxed, her juices gushing into Tony’s mouth.

Kendra quickly got up and started getting dressed. She told Tony that he needed to leave—her co-workers would be back from lunch soon.

Tony zipped up his pants, his mind racing. He walked out of the building feeling humiliated, yet exhilarated. He realized he enjoyed serving his wife and her lover. Tony didn’t know what would happen next, but he was looking forward to the next encounter.

SISSY SERVICE FOR WIFE’S LOVER

FMM / Femdom / BDSM / Sissy / Crossdressing / Verbal Humiliation / Bisexual / Voyeurism / PIV Sex / Blow Job / CIM

Gene lounged on the couch, the faint hum of the television blending into the background. He was deep in the throes of relaxation, his mind adrift in a sea of mundane thoughts, when Michelle’s voice cut through the quietness like a whip. “Gene, come here.” Her tone was firm, commanding, and it sent a shiver down his spine. He knew that tone. It was the one she used when she had something special planned.

He hesitated for a moment, his heart skipping a beat. “Coming,” he replied, his voice tinged with nervous excitement.

He rose from the couch, his bare feet padding softly against the hardwood floor as he made his way to the bedroom. The door was slightly ajar, and he pushed it open, finding Michelle standing by the bed, a sly smile playing on her lips. In her hand, she held something delicate and lacy—a set of lingerie.

“Put this on,” she said, tossing the lingerie onto the bed.

Gene’s eyes widened as he took in the frilly bra and panties. They were feminine, to say the least, with soft pink lace and little bows adorning the edges. His cheeks flushed with embarrassment, but deep down, something stirred within him. A part of him wanted to protest, to tell her he couldn’t possibly wear something so girly, but the look in her eyes told him there was no room for argument.

“Michelle, I—” he stammered.

But she cut him off with a sharp glare. “Now, Gene. Don’t make me repeat myself.”

Gene swallowed hard, his hands trembling slightly as he picked up the lingerie. He turned away from her, his face burning with humiliation as he peeled off his clothes and slipped into the delicate garments. The fabric felt foreign against his skin, the lace tickling him in places he wasn’t used to. He caught a glimpse of himself in the mirror and his breath hitched. He looked feminine, almost unrecognizable. The sight sent a jolt of arousal through him, though he tried to suppress it.

“Good,” Michelle said, her voice laced with approval. She stepped closer, running a finger along the edge of the bra. “You look pretty, Gene. Like a proper little sissy.”

Gene’s heart raced, his body reacting to her words in ways he couldn’t fully understand. He felt a mix of shame and excitement, his arousal growing with every passing second. Just as Michelle was about to say something else, a knock on the door interrupted the moment.

“Stay here,” she ordered, her tone leaving no room for disobedience.

She left the bedroom, and Gene stood awkwardly in the middle of the room, the lingerie clinging to his body. He could hear voices downstairs—a man’s voice, low and confident. His stomach twisted with unease, but there was also a strange thrill bubbling beneath the surface.

Michelle returned moments later, her arm looped through that of a tall, muscular man. He was handsome, with chiseled features and an air of dominance that made Gene feel even smaller than he already did.

“Gene, this is Paul,” Michelle said, her voice smooth and calm. “He’s been giving me all the pleasure you’ve been unable to provide.”

Gene’s breath caught in his throat, his cheeks burning hotter than ever.

Paul looked him up and down, a smirk playing on his lips. “So, this is the little sissy, huh?” he said, his voice dripping with amusement. “Michelle wasn’t kidding.”

Michelle stepped closer to Gene, her eyes locking with his. “You’ve always known you’re not enough for me, haven’t you, Gene?” she said, her tone almost mocking. “Your little cock could never satisfy me the way Paul does.”

Gene’s knees felt weak, his body betraying him as arousal surged through him. He hated the way her words made him feel—seen, exposed, worthless. But he also loved it. The humiliation was intoxicating, and he couldn’t tear his eyes away as Michelle turned to Paul, her hands trailing down his chest.

Paul’s response was immediate. He cupped Michelle’s face, pulling her into a deep, passionate kiss. Gene’s breath hitched as he watched, his heart pounding in his chest. Paul’s hands roamed over Michelle’s body, unbuttoning her blouse and slipping it off her shoulders. Gene’s eyes were glued to the scene, his body trembling with a mix of jealousy and arousal.

Michelle moaned softly as Paul’s lips moved to her neck, his hands undoing her bra and freeing her breasts. Gene’s mouth went dry as he watched Paul take one of her nipples into his mouth, sucking and teasing it with his tongue. Michelle’s hands tangled in Paul’s hair, her head thrown back in pleasure.

“Do you see what a real man can do, Gene?” Michelle gasped, her voice breathless. “This is what I need. This is what you can’t give me.”

Gene’s cock strained against the lacy panties, his arousal undeniable. He couldn’t tear his eyes away as Paul’s hands slid down Michelle’s body, unbuttoning her pants and slipping them down her legs. She stepped out of them, standing before him in nothing but a pair of black lace panties. Paul’s fingers hooked into the waistband, pulling them down and exposing her pussy.

Paul wasted no time. He dropped to his knees, his tongue diving between her folds. Michelle’s moans filled the room, her hands gripping his shoulders as he devoured her. Gene’s breath came in shallow gasps, his body on fire as he watched his wife being pleasured by another man.

After a few minutes, Paul rose to his feet, his cock already hard and ready. He pushed Michelle onto the bed, spreading her legs wide. Gene’s heart raced as Paul positioned himself between her thighs, his cock pressing against her entrance.

“Watch closely, Gene,” Michelle said, her voice low and commanding. “This is what it means to be a real man.”

And with that, Paul thrust into her, his cock filling her completely. Michelle cried out in pleasure, her nails digging into Paul’s back as he began to fuck her. Gene’s eyes were glued to the sight before him, his arousal reaching new heights. Every thrust, every moan, every gasp sent waves of pleasure coursing through him.

Michelle’s orgasm came quickly, her body trembling as she screamed out Paul’s name. Paul didn’t stop, his thrusts growing harder and faster as he chased his own release. Finally, with a groan, he pulled out, his cock glistening with Michelle’s juices.

“Gene,” Michelle said, her voice soft but commanding. “Clean him up.”

Gene’s heart skipped a beat, his body moving on its own as he dropped to his knees before Paul. The taste of Michelle’s juices on Paul’s cock was intoxicating, and Gene took him into his mouth, savoring every moment. He felt feminine, submissive, and he loved it.

Paul’s hand tangled in Gene’s hair, guiding his head as he thrust into his mouth. “Good little sissy,” Paul groaned, his hips bucking as he neared his release.

Gene’s eyes fluttered closed as Paul came, his cum flooding Gene’s mouth. Michelle’s voice broke through the haze. “Swallow it, Gene. Be a good boy.”

And he did, swallowing every last drop. Paul stepped back, zipping up his pants as Michelle rose from the bed. She leaned down, pressing a kiss to Gene’s forehead. “You did well, my little sissy.”

As they left the room, Gene remained on his knees, his body humming with arousal. He felt owned, submissive, and he couldn’t wait for more.

BOUND BY HER DESIRE

FMM / Femdom / Cuckold / Bisexual / BDSM / Voyeurism / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex / MM Blow Job / CIM / Cunnilingus / Chastity

“Jason, get in here. Now.” Sally’s voice sliced through the air, sharp and commanding.

Jason froze in the kitchen, his hands trembling around the sponge he’d been using to scrub the countertops. He knew that tone. It was the one she used when she had a plan—when she was about to do something that would leave him flustered, aroused, and utterly under her control. He set the sponge down, wiped his hands on his apron, and shuffled toward the bedroom.

The sight that greeted him made his stomach twist into knots.

Sally was standing by the bed, her arms crossed, her gaze fiery and unyielding. Beside her stood Renaldo—tall, muscular, and radiating confidence. His shirt was unbuttoned, revealing a chiseled chest that made Jason feel small and inadequate. The air in the room was thick with tension, and Jason’s heart thudded so loudly he was sure they could hear it.

“Jason,” Sally said, her lips curling into a smug smile, “Renaldo and I have a special evening planned. You’re going to join us.”

Jason’s throat went dry. “Wh-what do you mean?” he stammered, his eyes darting between Sally and Renaldo.

She tilted her head, her expression almost playful. “You’ll see. Sit down and watch.”

He hesitated, but the look in her eyes brooked no argument. Slowly, he sank into the chair by the door, his knees weak and his palms sweating. Sally and Renaldo turned to each other, their bodies closing the distance until they were inches apart. Jason’s breath hitched as Renaldo cupped Sally’s face and brought their lips together in a deep, hungry kiss.

Jealousy burned in Jason’s chest, but so did something else—something he hated to admit. His cock twitched in his pants, betraying him. Sally’s hand slid down Renaldo’s chest, her fingers toying with the buttons of his shirt before she ripped it open. The sound of fabric tearing sent a shiver down Jason’s spine.

Sally broke the kiss and glanced at Jason, her eyes glinting with amusement. “I know this turns you on,” she said, her voice low and teasing. “Don’t try to hide it.”

Jason’s face flushed, but he couldn’t look away. Sally shed her clothes with practiced ease, her movements slow and deliberate. She was stunning—her curves flawless, her confidence intoxicating. Renaldo’s hands roamed her body, his touch possessive and eager. He dropped to his knees in front of her, his mouth finding her pussy with a hunger that made Jason’s cock throb.

The sounds that escaped Sally’s lips were soft and breathy, but they echoed loudly in Jason’s ears. He fumbled with his belt, his hands shaking as he pulled his cock free and began to stroke it. He couldn’t help himself. Watching his wife being pleasured by another man was the most arousing thing he’d ever experienced—and the most humiliating.

Sally’s moans grew louder as Renaldo devoured her, his lips and tongue working her clit with expert precision. She arched her back, her fingers tangling in his hair, urging him on. Jason’s hand moved faster, his breath coming in short, ragged gasps.

Suddenly, Renaldo stood, his cock springing free from his pants. It was thick and veiny, and Jason couldn’t help but stare. Renaldo smirked, his eyes locking with Jason’s as he positioned himself between Sally’s legs. With a single thrust, he buried himself inside her, and Sally let out a cry of pleasure that sent shockwaves through Jason’s body.

Jason’s strokes became frantic as he watched Renaldo fuck his wife, each thrust sending a jolt of arousal through him.

Sally’s eyes fluttered open, and she looked straight at Jason, her lips curving into a wicked grin. “Does it feel good, Jason? Watching another man fuck me?” she asked, her voice dripping with mockery.

He couldn’t answer. His hand moved faster, his orgasm building with each pounding thrust. Just as he was about to tip over the edge, Renaldo pulled out, his cock glistening with Sally’s wetness.

“Suck it,” Sally commanded, her tone leaving no room for argument.

Jason blinked, his mind reeling. “Wh-what?”

“You heard me. Suck his cock. Taste me on him.”

Jason’s stomach churned, but the ache in his groin was undeniable. He hesitated, his gaze flicking to Renaldo, who was watching him with a mix of amusement and impatience. Slowly, Jason got to his knees and crawled forward, his heart pounding in his chest.

He’d never done anything like this before. The thought of putting another man’s cock in his mouth made him feel sick—and yet, the idea of pleasing Sally sent a thrill through him. He closed his eyes and leaned forward, his lips brushing against the tip of Renaldo’s cock. The taste of Sally’s juices was unfamiliar, but it wasn’t unpleasant. In fact, it was intoxicating.

Renaldo’s hand tangled in Jason’s hair, guiding him as he took more of him into his mouth. Jason’s tongue moved tentatively at first, but as Renaldo’s grip tightened, he grew bolder. The moan that escaped Renaldo’s lips sent a jolt of excitement through Jason, and he found himself wanting to please him—to taste his cum.

It didn’t take long. With a low groan, Renaldo came hot and fast in Jason’s mouth. The salty bitterness was overwhelming, but Jason swallowed it all, his cock throbbing with need.

“Good boy,” Sally purred, her voice soft yet commanding. She spread her legs wide, her pussy glistening with arousal. “Now eat me.”

Jason hesitated, his mind a whirlwind of conflicting emotions, but the fire in Sally’s eyes left no room for doubt. He lowered his head, his tongue flicking against her clit. Her taste was familiar, comforting, and he found himself losing himself in the act, his hand moving to stroke his cock as he pleasured her.

Sally’s hips bucked against his face, her moans growing louder and more desperate. She threaded her fingers through his hair, guiding his movements as she teetered on the edge of ecstasy. When she came, her body trembled, and her cries echoed through the room. Jason followed shortly after, his cum shooting onto the floor as he reached his own climax.

For a moment, there was silence—a heavy, charged silence that left Jason feeling both empty and fulfilled.

Sally sat up, her gaze sharp and calculating. “From now on, I’m in complete control of your orgasms,” she said, reaching into the nightstand drawer and pulling out a small metal device.

Jason’s eyes widened as he realized what it was—a chastity cage.

“Sally, I—” he started, but she cut him off with a sharp look.

“You belong to me, Jason. And if you want to cum again, you’ll do as I say.”

He hesitated, his mind racing, but the thought of being locked away—of being entirely under her control—sent a shiver of excitement through him. Without a word, he held out his hands, allowing her to secure the device around his cock. The cold metal pressed against his skin, a constant reminder of his submission.

Sally locked it in place, the key dangling from a chain around her neck. She smiled, her eyes filled with satisfaction. “Good. Now clean up this mess.”

Jason nodded, his mind a whirlwind of confusion, arousal, and something else—something he couldn’t quite name. But one thing was clear: he was hers. And he couldn’t wait for the next time she called him in.

A CUCKOLD’S FOOT WORSHIP

FM / Femdom / Cuckold / Cheating / Verbal Humiliation / Small Penis Humiliation / Foot Fetish / High Heels / Foot Worship / Jerk Off Instructions / Masturbation

The glow of the TV flickered across the dimly lit living room, casting shadows that danced along the walls. Colby sat slumped on the couch, the remote resting limply in his hand. His mind wasn’t on the show—some late-night drama he couldn’t even name. Instead, it was on her. Taysia. Every night, it seemed, she came home later, her lipstick smudged, her hair disheveled, her clothes clinging to her body in ways that made his stomach churn and his cock twitch in equal measure.

Tonight was no different.

A few months ago, Colby had been unfaithful. He’d been seduced by a woman at work. When Taysia found out, she’d wanted a divorce. Desperate to save his marriage, Colby had agreed to her terms—since Colby had cheated, Taysia could sleep with whoever she wanted to. And she did. Not only was she having sex with other men, she was flaunting it.

The sound of the front door creaking open broke the silence. Colby’s heart leapt into his throat. He didn’t turn around. Couldn’t. His hands clenched the couch cushions as he listened to the click of her heels on the hardwood floor. Slow. Deliberate. Each step felt like a taunt.

“You’re still up,” Taysia’s voice cut through the air, sharp and tinged with amusement.

Colby swallowed hard, his throat dry. “Yeah,” he muttered, finally turning to look at her.

She stood in the doorway, her tight black dress clinging to every curve, the fabric shimmering under the faint light. Her heels were impossibly high, making her tower over him even more than usual. Her lips were parted in a sly smirk, her eyes gleaming with something he couldn’t quite place.

“Good,” she said, striding into the room, her hips swaying with each step. “I was hoping you’d be awake.”

Colby’s breath hitched as she approached, her scent—a mix of sweat, perfume, and something else he couldn’t name—filling the air. She perched on the arm of the couch, crossing her legs in a way that made him acutely aware of the hard-on straining against his boxers.

“So,” she began, her voice dripping with faux casualness, “I just got back from seeing… what’s his name? Mark? Mike? Doesn’t matter. He was good, Colby. Really good.”

Colby’s stomach twisted, but not in the way he expected. His cock twitched again, and he shifted uncomfortably on the couch.

Taysia’s smirk widened. “You want to hear about it?”

He didn’t answer. Couldn’t. His mouth felt like it was stuffed with cotton.

She leaned in, her voice dropping to a low, sultry tone. “He fucked me so hard, Colby. His cock… it was huge. Way bigger than yours. And he knew exactly how to use it.”

Colby’s face burned, but he couldn’t look away. His hand twitched, the urge to reach down and touch himself almost overwhelming.

Taysia’s eyes flicked downward, and her smirk turned into a full-blown grin. “Oh my God. Are you hard right now?”

Colby’s breath came in shallow gasps as he nodded, his cheeks flushing even darker.

She let out a low laugh, the sound sending a shiver down his spine. “You’re serious. This actually turns you on.”

He swallowed again, his voice barely a whisper. “Yes.”

Taysia’s grin turned wicked. “Well, well, well… Who knew my cheating husband was into this kind of thing?”

She slid off the arm of the couch, her heels clicking against the floor as she stood in front of him. “Lie down. On the floor.”

Colby hesitated for a moment, his heart pounding in his chest. But the look in her eyes—a mix of dominance and amusement—made him obey. He slid off the couch and onto the floor, lying on his back, his cock still straining against his boxers.

Taysia stepped over him, her heels hovering dangerously close to his crotch. “You really are pathetic, you know that?” she said, her voice dripping with disdain. “But I guess that’s what makes this so fun.”

Without warning, she brought her heel down on his cock, pressing down just hard enough to make him wince in pain.

“That’s right,” she said, her voice low and sultry. “I’m in control now. And you’re going to listen to every word I say.”

Colby bit his lip to stifle a groan, his hands clenching into fists at his sides.

Taysia smirked down at him, her heel still pressing into his cock. “Mark—or whatever his name was—he fucked me in his car. Pinned me against the window so everyone could see. And you know what? I loved it. I came so hard, Colby. Could you hear me? Did you think about me moaning while I was with him?”

Colby’s breathing grew ragged, his cock throbbing under her heel. “Yes,” he whispered, his voice strained.

Taysia leaned down, her face inches from his. “Good. Because that’s all you’re ever going to get from me now. Watching me get fucked by real men. Men who know how to satisfy me.”

She straightened up, her heel still pressing into his cock. “Now, take off your boxers.”

Colby hesitated for a moment, but the look in her eyes made him obey. He shimmied out of his boxers, his cock springing free, already leaking precum.

Taysia stepped off him, a cruel smile playing on her lips. “Suck on my toes.”

Colby’s eyes widened, but he didn’t dare argue. He grabbed her foot, lifting it to his mouth, and began to suck on her toes, the taste of her sweat and the faint scent of her perfume filling his senses.

“Good boy,” Taysia purred, her voice dripping with approval. “Now, jerk yourself off. And don’t stop until I tell you to.”

Colby’s hand moved to his cock, his strokes slow and deliberate as he continued to suck on her toes.

Taysia watched him, her smirk never wavering. “That’s it. Imagine me with Mark. Imagine his big cock sliding in and out of me. Imagine how much better he is than you.”

Colby’s strokes grew faster, his breathing ragged as he approached the edge.

“Cum for me, Colby,” Taysia commanded, her voice firm.

With a low groan, Colby came, his cum spurting onto his chest and stomach.

Taysia pulled her foot away, a look of satisfaction on her face. “Pathetic,” she muttered, turning and walking away, her heels clicking against the floor.

Colby lay there, his chest heaving, his mind a whirlwind of emotions. He felt humiliation. Shame. But also… excitement.

As he heard the shower turn on in the distance, he realized something: he loved this. He loved being her cuckold.

And he couldn’t wait for what she would do next.

A CHEATING WIFE CONFESSES

FM / Femdom / Cuckold / Small Penis Humiliation / Verbal Humiliation / Interracial / BBC / Creampie / Cunnilingus / Cum Eating

Rick sat in the dimly lit living room, the glow of his wife’s phone screen casting shadows across his face. His heart pounded in his chest, a mix of anger, betrayal, and something else he couldn’t quite place.

Elaine had left her phone on the coffee table before rushing out earlier that evening, claiming she had a late meeting. But Rick knew better. He’d known for weeks now. The late nights, the secrecy, the way she’d started dressing differently—it all pointed to one thing. Elaine was cheating.

He hadn’t meant to snoop. He’d just picked up the phone to move it out of the way when a notification lit up the screen. A text from someone named “Marcus.” “Can’t wait to see you tonight, baby. You sure you can handle me again?”

Rick’s stomach turned, but he couldn’t stop himself from unlocking the phone. Elaine’s password was still their anniversary date, and that hurt almost as much as what he found inside.

The photos were the first thing that caught his eye. So many of them. Elaine in hotel rooms, in cars, in what looked like private apartments. And in every one, she was with a man—no, men. All of them Black, all of them towering over her, their bodies muscular and their cocks… Rick’s breath hitched as he zoomed in on one particular photo. Elaine on her knees, her lips wrapped around a shaft so thick it made Rick’s own dick look like a toothpick in comparison.

He shouldn’t have kept looking. He knew that. But he couldn’t stop himself. The images were seared into his mind, and with each one, he felt a strange mix of humiliation and arousal. He hated it. Hated how his hands trembled as he scrolled through the photos, hated how he couldn’t stop comparing himself to these men. He hated how, deep down, a part of him was fascinated by the thought of Elaine taking all that… all that Black dick.

The text messages were even worse. Explicit descriptions of what they’d done to her, what she’d done to them. Elaine’s words were so graphic, so uninhibited, that Rick felt like he was reading something out of a pornographic novel.

But the worst part was the message he found buried in the thread. “I’m going to leave him,” Elaine had written to Marcus. “He can’t satisfy me. He’s too small, too weak. I need a real man.”

Rick’s fists clenched around the phone, his knuckles white. He wanted to scream, to throw something, to confront Elaine the moment she walked through the door. But he didn’t. He sat there, waiting, the hours dragging by as his mind raced with thoughts of what to say, what to do.

It was well past midnight when Elaine finally came home. Rick heard the key turn in the lock, the soft click of the door as it swung open. He stayed seated, his eyes fixed on the floor as she stepped inside. She looked… disheveled. Her makeup was smeared, her hair a tangled mess. And her clothes—her dress was ripped at the shoulder, the fabric clinging to her body in a way that left little to the imagination.

“Rick?” she said, her voice hesitant as she took in the sight of him sitting there in the dark. “What are you doing up?”

He didn’t answer right away. He just stared at her, his jaw clenched so tight it hurt. Finally, he held up her phone, the screen still lit with the damning messages. “I know,” he said, his voice low and trembling. “I know everything.”

Elaine’s eyes widened for a moment, but then she laughed. Not a nervous laugh, not a guilty one. A full, throaty laugh that echoed through the room like a slap in the face. “Of course you know,” she said, shaking her head as she walked further into the room. “I wasn’t exactly hiding it, Rick. You’re not stupid. Blind, maybe, but not stupid.”

Rick’s heart pounded in his chest, his hands gripping the edge of the couch to keep them from shaking. “Why?” he demanded, his voice rising. “Why would you do this? Why would you—why would you betray me like this?”

Elaine’s laughter faded, replaced by a cold, almost mocking smile. “Betray you?” she repeated, tilting her head as she looked down at him. “Rick, you betrayed yourself the moment you thought you could satisfy me with that pathetic little thing between your legs.”

Rick flinched, his cheeks burning with humiliation. But even as the words cut deeper than any knife, he couldn’t deny the way his body reacted. His cock stirred in his pants, betraying him just as much as Elaine had.

“You think I didn’t know?” Elaine continued, her voice dripping with disdain as she stepped closer. “You think I didn’t notice how you’d finish in, what, two minutes? Three, if I was lucky? You’re not a man, Rick. You’re a boy. And I deserve a real man. A man who knows how to fuck me the way I need to be fucked.”

Rick’s mouth went dry, his mind racing as he tried to process what she was saying. But Elaine didn’t give him a chance to respond. She reached down, her fingers curling under the hem of her dress, and with one swift motion, she pulled it over her head and tossed it aside.

Rick’s breath caught in his throat as he took in the sight of her. She was completely naked, her body glowing in the dim light of the room. And then he saw it—the cum. It dripped down her inner thighs, thick and white, a stark contrast against her smooth skin.

“I was with two of them tonight,” Elaine said, her voice low and sultry as she spread her legs slightly, giving Rick a full view of her messy, used pussy. “Marcus and his friend, Tyrone. They both fucked me. Hard. And when they were done, they came inside me. Filled me up with their seed. You want to see?”

Rick couldn’t speak. He couldn’t breathe. He could only stare, his cock straining against his pants as Elaine stepped closer, her hips swaying with every step.

“Sit back,” she commanded, her voice firm as she gestured to the couch. “And don’t you dare close your eyes.”

Rick obeyed without thinking, his body moving on its own as he sank back into the cushions. Elaine followed, her movements deliberate as she straddled him, her crotch right in his face. She was so close now, so close that he could smell the sex on her, the musky scent of sweat and cum mingling with her perfume.

“Now,” she said, her voice a low purr as she reached down and spread her pussy lips with her fingers. “Lick.”

Rick hesitated, his mind screaming at him to refuse, to push her away, to do anything but what she was asking. But his body had other ideas. His tongue darted out, trembling as it made contact with her slick, swollen flesh. The taste was overwhelming—salty, tangy, and unmistakably not hers. He gagged slightly, but Elaine’s hand on the back of his head stopped him from pulling away.

“That’s it,” she murmured, her voice thick with arousal as she ground her pussy against his face. “Suck it all out, Rick. Every last drop. Show me you’re good for something.”

Rick’s humiliation burned white-hot, but so did his arousal. He lapped at her eagerly, his tongue probing deep as he tried to clean her up, to taste every bit of what she’d given to those other men. And as he did, he felt something shift inside him. Something dark and forbidden.

Elaine’s moans filled the room, her hips rocking against his face as she reached her climax. Rick didn’t stop. He couldn’t. He was lost in the moment, lost in the taste and the smell and the sheer wrongness of it all.

When she finally pulled away, Rick was trembling, his lips slick with her juices and the remnants of her lovers’ cum. Elaine looked down at him, her eyes glazed with satisfaction.

“Well,” she said, her voice soft but firm. “At least you’re good at that.”

Rick swallowed hard, his mind reeling as he tried to find the words to respond. But Elaine didn’t give him the chance. She stood up, grabbing her dress off the floor as she turned to leave.

Rick reached out, his hand closing around her wrist. “Elaine,” he whispered, his voice hoarse. “Do you… do you still want a divorce?”

Elaine paused, looking down at him with an unreadable expression. Then she smiled—a soft, almost tender smile that sent a shiver down Rick’s spine.

“No,” she said, her voice gentle as she leaned down to press a kiss to his forehead. “I think I’ll keep you around. You’re not much of a husband, but you make a damn good cuckold.”

And with that, she walked away, leaving Rick alone on the couch, his mind racing and his body still trembling with the aftershocks of what had just happened.

AN OPEN RELATIONSHIP

FM / Femdom / Cuckold / Cheating / Polyamory / Verbal Humiliation / Cunnilingus / Cum Eating / Masturbation / Voyeurism

The door slammed shut, the sound reverberating through the otherwise silent house. Katherine stumbled inside, her heels clutched in one hand, her dress torn at the hem. Her lipstick was smeared, her hair disheveled, and her eyes carried a glint of something wild, something untamed. She smelled faintly of alcohol and sweat, but there was another scent lingering on her, something unmistakably masculine.

Jasper stood in the living room, his arms crossed, his jaw tight. He’d been waiting for hours, pacing, checking his phone, wondering where she could be. Now, seeing her like this, his stomach churned with a mix of anger and something else he couldn’t quite place.

“Where the hell have you been?” Jasper demanded, his voice low but sharp.

Katherine didn’t flinch. She tossed her shoes onto the floor and leaned against the wall, her eyes locking with his. “Out,” she said simply, her tone dismissive.

“Out where?” Jasper took a step forward, his fists clenched. “You look like you’ve been dragged through a hedge backward. What’s going on, Katherine?”

She smirked, a faint curl of her lips that made Jasper’s gut twist. “Oh, I’ve been busy,” she said, her voice dripping with mock innocence. “Very busy.”

Jasper’s eyes narrowed. “Busy doing what?”

Katherine pushed off the wall and walked toward him slowly, deliberately. She stopped just inches away, her gaze challenging. “You really want to know?”

“Yes,” Jasper spat, his voice rising. “I want to know what the fuck you’ve been up to. Because this isn’t you, Katherine. You don’t go out like this, dressed like… like some cheap slut—”

Katherine’s hand shot out, slapping Jasper across the face before he could finish the sentence. The sound echoed in the room, and Jasper’s head snapped to the side. For a moment, there was only silence.

“Don’t you dare call me that,” Katherine hissed, her voice trembling with fury. “You don’t get to judge me, Jasper. Not after what you did.”

Jasper’s cheek burned, but he didn’t move. He couldn’t. Her words hit him like a punch to the gut. He remembered the night he’d cheated on her, the guilt that had eaten at him for weeks afterward. He’d thought they’d moved past it, but now, seeing the fire in her eyes, he realized they hadn’t. Not even close.

“That was different,” Jasper said weakly. “I made a mistake. It didn’t mean anything.”

Katherine laughed, a bitter, hollow sound. “Oh, well, that makes it all better, doesn’t it? You made a mistake. How noble of you to admit it.” She stepped back, crossing her arms over her chest. “Well, guess what? I’ve been making a few mistakes of my own. And you know what? I’m not the least bit sorry.”

Jasper’s stomach dropped. “What are you saying?”

Katherine tilted her head, her lips curling into a cruel smile. “I’m saying I’ve been fucking other men, Jasper. Lots of them. I lost count after the fifth one.”

His breath caught in his throat. For a moment, he couldn’t speak. His mind raced, images flashing before his eyes—Katherine with other men, her body pressed against theirs, moaning their names. His chest tightened, but to his surprise, it wasn’t just anger that surged through him. There was something else, something hot and urgent, pooling low in his stomach.

“How many?” Jasper asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

Katherine raised an eyebrow, clearly enjoying his discomfort. “More than I can count,” she said, her tone dripping with venom. “Bigger, stronger, better than you in every way.”

Jasper’s heart pounded in his chest. He could feel his cock stirring, a traitorous reaction he couldn’t control. “How… how were they?”

Katherine’s smile widened. “Oh, they were amazing. Big, throbbing cocks that filled me up in ways you never could. They fucked me hard, Jasper. Made me scream their names. And I loved every second of it.”

His breath hitched. His cock was fully hard now, straining against his zipper. He tried to hide it, but Katherine’s eyes dropped, and she let out a sharp laugh.

“Oh my god,” she said, her voice filled with disbelief. “Are you… are you getting off on this? Are you actually enjoying hearing about me with other men?”

Jasper swallowed hard, his face burning with shame. “I… I don’t know,” he admitted.

Katherine stared at him, her expression a mix of disgust and fascination. “What’s wrong with you, Jasper?” she muttered. “I cheat on you, and you like it?”

Jasper shook his head, unsure how to respond. He did like it, but he wasn’t sure why.

“You’re even more pathetic than I thought,” Katherine said, rolling her eyes.

She turned and walked over to the couch, sitting down with a sigh. She spread her legs slightly, and Jasper could see the dampness between her thighs, the evidence of her night. His cock twitched, and he couldn’t take his eyes off her.

Katherine noticed his gaze and smirked. “You want to taste it, don’t you?” she taunted. “You want to lick up another man’s cum from my pussy.”

Jasper’s mouth went dry. He wanted to say no, to deny it, but the words wouldn’t come. Instead, he nodded slowly, his heart pounding in his chest.

Katherine leaned back, spreading her legs wider. “Then get on your knees, Jasper. Show me how much you want it.”

He hesitated for only a moment before dropping to his knees in front of her. His hands trembled as he reached for her thighs, pulling her closer. The scent of her arousal mixed with the musk of another man hit him like a wave, and he felt dizzy with desire.

He leaned in, his tongue darting out to taste her, and the flavor exploded on his tongue—bitter, salty, intoxicating. He moaned, his cock throbbing as he lapped at her, savoring every drop.

Katherine let out a soft sigh, her fingers tangling in his hair. “That’s it,” she murmured. “Eat me like the good little cuck you are.”

Jasper’s cock was aching now, and he reached down to free himself, stroking in time with his tongue. He could feel her pulsing around his mouth, could hear her breathing quicken, and he knew she was close.

“I want to see you,” Katherine said suddenly, her voice husky. “I want to see you jerk off while you watch.”

Jasper pulled back, his mouth slick and wet. He looked up at her, his hand still moving on his cock. “Watch what?” he asked, his voice rough with need.

Katherine reached for her phone, scrolling through it until she found what she was looking for. She held it out to him, the screen displaying a video. Jasper’s eyes widened as he saw her, naked and writhing, sandwiched between two men—both of them big, muscular, their cocks buried deep inside her.

“This is what you missed,” Katherine purred. “This is what I’ve been doing while you’ve been sitting here, wondering where I’ve been.”

Jasper’s hand moved faster, his cock leaking as he watched the video. He could hear her moans, the sound of skin slapping against skin, and it drove him wild.

“Oh my god,” he groaned, his hips jerking. “Katherine, I—I’m so close.”

She smirked, leaning back to enjoy the show. “Go ahead, Jasper,” she said, her voice dripping with mockery. “Cum for me. Cum while you watch your wife get fucked by real men.”

His orgasm hit him like a tidal wave, his cock pulsing as he came, his seed splattering across the floor. Katherine watched him with a mix of amusement and disgust, her own arousal evident in the way her thighs trembled.

When he was spent, she leaned forward, her eyes locking with his. “So, Jasper,” she said, her tone light but laced with venom. “How about we make this arrangement permanent? An open relationship. You can keep jerking off to the thought of me with other men, and I’ll keep enjoying myself. What do you say?”

Jasper’s heart raced, his mind still reeling. He wanted to say no, to tell her they could fix this, but the truth was, he didn’t want to. The thought of Katherine with other men, the way it had made him feel… it was intoxicating.

“Okay,” he whispered, his voice barely audible.

Katherine’s smile was triumphant. “Good choice,” she said, standing up and walking toward the bedroom. She paused at the door, looking back at him. “Oh, and Jasper? You might want to clean up the mess you made. I’ve got a date tomorrow night, and I don’t want to come home to a sticky floor.”

She disappeared into the room, leaving Jasper kneeling on the floor, his mind racing, his heart pounding. He couldn’t believe what had just happened, but one thing was clear—nothing between them would ever be the same.

And he wasn’t sure he wanted it to be.

WIFE TURNED ESCORT

FM / Femdom / Cuckold / Cheating / Verbal Humiliation / Small Penis Humiliation / Sex Work / Creampie / Cunnilingus / Cum Eating / Masturbation

Kelcie walked through the front door at midnight, heels clicking sharply against the hardwood floor. The sound was a staccato rhythm that seemed to echo through the silent house, each step a deliberate punctuation mark.

Her dress, a sleek black number that hugged her curves like a second skin, shimmered faintly under the dim light of the chandelier. She smelled of expensive perfume and something else—something primal, musky, and unmistakable. Charles sat on the couch, his thinning hair disheveled, his half-buttoned shirt untucked. He stared at her, his face a mix of confusion and simmering anger.

“Where the hell have you been?” Charles demanded, his voice cracking slightly. He tried to sound authoritative, but it came out more like a whine.

Kelcie didn’t answer immediately. She set her designer handbag on the entryway table with a deliberate precision, her movements slow, almost theatrical. Then she turned to face him, her lips curling into a smirk that didn’t reach her cold, calculating eyes.

“Out,” she said simply, her tone dismissive.

“Out? Out where? It’s midnight, Kelcie! I’ve been calling you all night!”

She tilted her head, her dark hair cascading over one shoulder. “I was busy,” she replied, her voice dripping with mock innocence.

Charles stood up, his face reddening. “Busy doing what? You better not have been with some guy!”

Kelcie let out a low, throaty laugh. It was a sound that sent a shiver down Charles’ spine, though he couldn’t quite place why. “Oh, Charles,” she said, taking a step toward him. “You’re so predictable. Always jumping to conclusions.”

“So you weren’t with some guy?” His voice wavered, betraying his insecurity.

Kelcie’s smirk widened. “Oh, I was. I was with a man. A real man. Not some broke, wannabe entrepreneur who can’t even keep the lights on.”

Charles’ face turned ashen. His mouth opened, but no words came out. He just stood there, gaping at his wife like a fish out of water.

Kelcie sauntered past him, her hips swaying hypnotically. She tossed her coat onto the armchair and perched herself on the edge of the couch, crossing her legs with deliberate slowness. “Sit down, Charles,” she commanded, her tone leaving no room for argument.

He obeyed, sinking back into the couch, his eyes never leaving her face.

“You want to know how many men I’ve been with?” she asked, her voice low and sultry. “I’ve lost count. They’re all so… generous. And talented.”

Charles’ hands clenched into fists, but he didn’t speak. He couldn’t. The words were trapped in his throat, suffocating him.

Kelcie leaned forward, her cleavage accentuated by the low neckline of her dress. “Tonight, I was with a man who knows how to treat a woman. He’s got money—real money, not the imaginary kind you’re always chasing. And he’s got… other assets, too.”

Charles’ stomach churned. He knew what she meant, but he couldn’t bring himself to say it.

She laughed again, a cruel, mocking sound. “Oh, don’t play dumb, Charles. You know exactly what I’m talking about. He’s big. Bigger than you could ever dream of being. And he knows how to use it.”

Charles’ face burned with shame and anger, but there was something else, too—something he didn’t want to admit, even to himself. His chest tightened, and he could feel his heart pounding in his ears.

Kelcie looked him straight in the eye. “I’m working as an escort now, Charles. You’re broke, and your little dick doesn’t satisfy me. Now, I get all the money and fantastic sex that you can’t give me.”

“You’re a prostitute?” he asked, unable to believe his ears.

Kelcie rolled her eyes. “I’m a high-class call girl. What else can I do? I have such a loser for a husband.”

Kelcie stood up, her movements slow and deliberate. She reached behind her back and unzipped her dress, letting it fall to the floor in a pool of black fabric. Underneath, she wore nothing but a lacy black thong and sheer stockings held up by a garter belt. Charles’ eyes widened, his gaze flickering over her body, taking in every curve, every detail.

She stepped out of the dress and stood before him, completely exposed except for the flimsy undergarments. Her skin glowed in the soft light, and the faint smell of sex lingered in the air.

“He fucked me, Charles,” she said, her voice low and husky. “He fucked me everywhere. My mouth, my pussy, my ass. And you know what? I let him cum inside me. I wanted it. I loved it.”

Charles’ breath hitched, and he felt a strange rush of heat between his legs. He tried to look away, but he couldn’t. His eyes were locked on her, drawn to her like a moth to a flame.

Kelcie spread her legs slightly, and Charles’ eyes dropped to the damp patch between her thighs. Cum glistened on her skin, trickling down her inner thigh. She smirked, noticing his gaze.

“You see that, Charles? That’s what a real man can do. That’s what I deserve. And you? You’re just a bum. A loser with a tiny cock who can’t even satisfy his own wife.”

Charles’ face burned with shame, but he couldn’t deny the arousal coursing through him. His cock twitched in his pants, straining against the fabric.

Kelcie noticed, and her smirk widened. “Oh, look at that. You’re getting off on this, aren’t you? You’re pathetic.”

Charles swallowed hard, his mouth dry. “I… I don’t know what to say,” he stammered.

Kelcie laughed, a cruel, cutting sound. “You don’t have to say anything. Just sit there and watch.”

She reached down, her fingers sliding between her folds. She moaned softly, her eyes fluttering shut. “You should see him, Charles. He’s so big. So thick. When he fucks me, I can’t even think straight. All I can do is scream his name.”

Charles’ cock throbbed, and he realized he was gripping the edge of the couch, his knuckles white.

Kelcie opened her eyes, her gaze locking onto his. “Do you want to taste him, Charles? Do you want to taste what a real man can do?”

He hesitated, his mind a whirlwind of conflicting emotions. But his body betrayed him, leaning forward without his consent.

Kelcie spread her legs wider, exposing herself completely. “Go on,” she said, her voice dripping with mockery. “Eat me.”

Charles hesitated for a moment longer, then leaned in, his tongue tentatively licking at her folds. The taste was bitter, salty, and so incredibly taboo. He shuddered, his cock straining painfully against his pants.

Kelcie moaned, her hand tangling in his hair. “That’s it, Charles. Clean me up. Show me you’re good for something.”

He lapped at her eagerly, his tongue swirling around her sensitive folds. Kelcie’s moans grew louder, her hips rocking against his face.

“That’s it… you’re such a good little cuck,” she purred. “You’re finally useful for once.”

Charles’ cock ached with need, and he reached down, fumbling with his belt. He managed to free himself, his small, pathetic cock twitching in his hand.

Kelcie looked down at him and laughed. “Oh, look at that. What a joke.”

Charles ignored her, jerking himself off as he continued to eat her out. He could feel her climax building, her thighs trembling around his head.

“That’s it, Charles. Make me cum. Show me you’re not completely useless.”

With a final moan, Kelcie came, her body shuddering with pleasure. Charles felt her release on his tongue, and he swallowed it eagerly, his own orgasm building.

He came with a soft whimper, his small cock jerking in his hand as a pathetic spurt of cum landed on the floor.

Kelcie looked down at him, her lips curling into a cruel smile. “Pathetic. You can’t even cum right.”

Charles slumped back on the couch, his face flushed with shame and arousal. Kelcie stood up, smoothing down her hair and picking up her dress.

“From now on, Charles, I’m the breadwinner. I’ll earn the money, and I’ll get the pleasure I deserve. You? You’re just along for the ride.”

She walked toward the bedroom, her hips swaying seductively. Pausing at the door, she glanced back at him.

“Oh, and Charles? Don’t even think about stopping me. You don’t have the balls.”

With that, she disappeared into the bedroom, leaving Charles sitting on the couch, his mind spinning and his cock still twitching in his hand.
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