
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
    Her Black Bull Boss: 
 
    Power Corrupts 
 
      
 
    Andrea Martin 
 
      
 
    Copyright 2023 Andrea Martin 
 
    Amazon Edition 
 
      
 
    Amazon Edition Licence Notes 
 
    This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to your favorite ebook retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author 
 
      
 
    Also Available from Andrea Martin on Amazon 
 
    Commissions always available! 
 
    Please see https://linktr.ee/xxxandreamartin for more information. 
 
      
 
    Huge thanks to my wonderful Patreon supporter: 
 
      
 
    Mike 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Recent releases also available from Andrea Martin 
 
    [image: ] 
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    The AffairA Cuckold’s Dilemma 
 
      
 
    Click here to go to Andrea Martin’s Author Page 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Author’s Note 
 
      
 
    This story is the continuation of a narrative started in a previous tale, ‘Power Play’, and continued in the follow-up stories, ‘Power Struggle’ and ‘Power Move’. Prior knowledge of these stories is not essential to understanding – and enjoying – this final installment. The story so far concerns a happily married couple, Derek and Kat, who entered a devil’s bargain with Kat’s boss, Don Maclean. 
 
      
 
    While Derek is struggling to establish his online business, Kat is earning more money than both of their wildest dreams as one of Don’s many personal assistants. The catch to this arrangement is that Kat must give herself to Don once every month for a night of passion and pleasure – and Derek must be there to witness everything first-hand. 
 
      
 
    So far, Don has dominated Kat in his bed, a hotel room, and in Derek’s own home. Each time, Derek has been forced to watch the love of his life give herself over to her big black boss. On the last encounter, Don made a home movie with Kat and Miko, another married woman, and gave Derek a copy of the footage. The two are trapped in Don’s twisted game, and he is playing to win… 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    ‘This is my favorite part!’ 
 
    Kat’s voice is husky with passion and furious with desperation. She’s close. So fucking close. Another frantic moan of erotic passion escapes her soft pink lips. Her fingers glide back and forth over her swollen, tender clit. She’s on the cusp of an explosion. Her eyes remain glued to the TV ahead. 
 
    I don’t know where to look. I lean back into the couch, trying to see everything at once. To my left, Kat is sitting naked, fingering herself to the point of rapture. Straight ahead, the TV plays a one-of-a-kind porn movie; Kat riding Don Maclean’s huge black cock while Miko reaches around and plays with Kat’s aching clit. Everywhere I look, I see my wife experiencing waves of incredible pleasure. She moans again and again, unable to control herself. 
 
    From the TV speakers, I hear Don’s deep, rich voice echoing out. He asks Kat a single question in an amused tone.  
 
    ‘Are you gonna come?’ 
 
    And next to me, my wife says, ‘Yes!’ in time with her TV counterpart. 
 
    My hand glides up and down my cock faster, fucking myself at the same pace that TV Kat rides that huge black cock. I watch his dark skin pump in and out of her stretched pink pussy lips. The sight of them together drives me wild, no matter how many times I watch and rewatch this movie. I look to my left again, watching Kat’s head roll back in pleasure, sinking into the couch and completely surrendering to yet another powerful orgasm. She pleasures her pussy with one hand, squeezing and pinching her breasts with the other, eyes glazed over with lust, lips parted, cheeks flushed. 
 
    On the TV, Don says, ‘Tell me how good it feels.’ 
 
    And TV-Kat replies, ‘So fucking good! I love your cock! It’s so big! I love it!’ 
 
    Next to me, Kat says, ‘Fuck, it’s so good! I’m coming! I’m coming!’ 
 
    Now I take my eyes off the screen and watch my wife orgasm, her body writhing nad shuddering on the couch, climaxing long and loud. She loses herself to that wonderful feeling, her entire body trembling with the power of the explosion. 
 
    ‘Fuck me!’ Her voice is urgent, desperate. ‘Fuck me – now!’ 
 
    I stop stroking my cock and lunge at my wife, mounting her on the couch, pinning her to the cushions and taking her as a man should. My cock glides effortlessly inside her creamy, molten-hot pussy to the hilt. She grabs my ass and pulls me in closer, her eyes blazing with desperation. She needs this like she needs oxygen. 
 
    ‘Fuck me! Fuck me hard!’ 
 
    A growl escapes my throat and I start driving my cock into her over and over in a savage frenzy. There is no skill or finesse or control or restraint to my movements. I’m fucking my wife as though I’m trying to break the couch beneath us. 
 
    ‘Yes!’ Her fingernails dig into my skin, making me fuck her even harder now. ‘Give it to me!’ 
 
    Kat’s eyes roll back in sheer pleasure. I fuck her pussy like a wild animal, pumping like crazy until my balls begin to throb and contract. 
 
    ‘I’m gonna come!’ My voice sounds alien; twisted by passion. 
 
    ‘Come in me!’ 
 
    Her voice is so passionate, so husky, so full of desperate yearning, that I can’t help but do as she asks. I push my cock as deep inside her as it can reach and cry out, the sound briefly louder than the feminine moaning pumping out of the speakers. 
 
    ‘Yes!’ Kat clutches my body tighter, holding me in place, not allowing me to pull out or risk spilling a single drop of my load. She arches her back to push my cock deeper. She wraps her legs around my waist. 
 
    I clutch the couch cushions and groan in the back of my throat, feeling my cock throb and pulse as this climax pumps into Kat’s yearning pussy. She moans in unison, mouth open, eyes glazed with lust and love. 
 
    ‘Oh, God, yes…’ My wife’s moaning sigh is the most erotic sound in the world. Her body tingles beneath me, her wonderful warm pussy lips squeezing and massaging my shaft, coaxing out all of my come. ‘Yes, I love it, I love it…’ 
 
    We remain locked in place together like this, our bodies entwined on the couch, warmth spreading through both of us in blissful connection. I have never felt closer or more in love with Kat than I do at this moment. She smiles at me. 
 
    ‘I love you, Derek.’ 
 
    ‘I love you too.’ 
 
    Next to us, the TV continues playing its obscenely graphic home movie. We glance at the screen in time to see Kat orgasm while she rides Don’s cock. I feel a pang of jealousy ripple through me at that sight. Not just because Don’s manhood dwarfs mine, but because Kat’s climax is so much louder, longer, and more intense with him. I’m more than capable of satisfying my wife, but this other guy takes her to a whole new level. When he makes Kat come, she feels it throughout her entire body. It’s perfectly obvious. I can see it on the TV screen right now. 
 
    ‘That was so amazing.’ Her voice drags my attention away from the screen. For a moment, I think that she’s talking about the night Don filmed her threesome. But she’s talking about this; about right now, about making love to me. 
 
    ‘Yeah?’ I’m surprised and delighted in equal measure. ‘I liked it, too.’ 
 
    Kat pulls me closer and presses her lips to mine in a deep, loving kiss. She sighs into my mouth. Her warm body feels so wonderful against my bare skin. 
 
    ‘Come on,’ she says, with a loving smile. ‘Let’s go to bed.’ 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Once upon a time, I was your regular, everyday husband. Kat and I were like every other married couple in the world; we shared our lives without any issues or difficulties. We had no problems, no marital strife, no jealousy issues, or anything that could even be considered a roadblock. We were a great couple. 
 
    Then something happened to us. Something I can never really explain to anyone. Something that only Kat can understand. Don Maclean entered our lives and managed to gain control of our marriage. 
 
    For a while, it almost broke me. Watching your wife give herself to another man is an experience unlike anything else in the world. It’s heart-breaking, stomach-churning, soul-destroying… and also the most intense, powerful, erotic experience imaginable. Seeing the love of your life give a par of herself to another man – a part of herself that should belong to you and you alone – can easily crush a man. Watching her body writhe in pure, unrestrained pleasure with someone else is every bit as horrifying as it is exciting. Hearing her moan in bliss – moans that she has never made with you – makes a man realize how utterly inadequate he truly is. Anybody with a grain of skill can make his wife orgasm, but it takes a man – a real man, like Don Maclean – to make her truly come. There are orgasms and then there are orgasms and once you’ve seen your wife have a real orgasm, all you want is to see it again and again. 
 
    There was a time when I struggled to accept this new dynamic. What man wouldn’t resist when someone else intervenes in his marriage and usurps his place in the bedroom? Men are competitive, dominant, and reluctant to give up power by nature. Evolution made us this way. 
 
    But I survived. Not only that, I adapted to this new dynamic. Sure, the thought of my wife fucking another man – not just any man, but her well-hung black boss – filled my stomach with dread, but when the moment came, it was impossible not to get swept up in the erotic atmosphere. Some of the most powerful memories of my life involve Kat and her boss. My cock has never been more erect than while I watched them together. 
 
    It soon became a drug. Before long, I couldn’t get hard unless I imagined Kat’s pink pussy lips stretching around Don’s huge black cock. I couldn’t jerk off unless I was watching interracial porn, witnessing cute white girls getting filled to the limit by large black men. Naturally, I imagined Kat as the star in every single video; she was the one getting fucked in every hole by the biggest black cocks on the planet. That thought always made me come in a frenzy. 
 
    Now, once again, our sex life has completely changed. We’ve had more sex in the last three weeks than we have in the past few months. Since Don took Kat and her co-worker Miho out of town and fucked them both on camera, our marriage has been more intense than ever. Maybe Kat feels a sense of guilt for what she did on camera and wants to reassure me that I’m still good enough for her. It’s hard to know for sure, she’s never admitted as much to me. Or maybe it’s because we can share and relive her experiences again and again, thanks to the DVD Don gifted to us. Either way, we’re closer and more connected than ever before. Our lovemaking mostly revolves around the DVD now; most evenings, one of us suggests watching it and we soon find ourselves masturbating to the sights of Don’s huge black cock pumping in and out of Kat’s tight pussy, before engaging in a bout of passionate, frenetic sex. 
 
    In just a few short months, I have been transformed. Once, the very thought of Kat with another man would have driven me into a jealous rage. I would have said she couldn't do something like that. It was even more unlikely that I would be okay with it. Cheating, I always thought, was a total deal-breaker. 
 
    But is it cheating if I’m in the room? Is it cheating if I watch her fuck another man? Is it cheating if I patiently wait my turn to fuck Kat’s juicy, gaping, dripping wet, used pussy after someone else has finished with her? The lines of morality are infinitely blurred now. 
 
    And I’m okay with it. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    ‘Not long to go now.’ Kat shoots me a knowing smirk, sliding an earring into place in front of the mirror. Morning light shines through the window beyond, giving her an angelic glow. ‘How do you feel about it?’ 
 
    I don’t need to ask what she’s talking about. There’s a calendar hanging on the wall, with a series of crosses over dates in the past and a red circle around this coming Saturday. We both know what that circle represents. We both know what is going to happen on that day. It’s our next appointment with Don. A few months ago, these meetings were purely contractual obligations. Now, we both anticipate them with a sense of excitement. 
 
    ‘I… I hope it’s fun.’ I shrug, trying to act unconcerned like the notion of my next cuckolding engagement doesn’t fill me with delight. ‘I hope he doesn’t take you out of town again. I want to be involved.’ 
 
    ‘Aw, poor baby.’ She offers a mock pout. ‘Did you get all jealous last time?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘But you liked it.’ 
 
    We share a look. I don’t need to answer. Yes, I was jealous. Yes, I liked it. All of it. I liked watching my wife stripping naked for another man in a faraway hotel room. I liked watching my wife fuck a huge black cock in an explicit close-up. I liked watching my wife enjoy a threesome with a black man and an Asian woman, even though it’s something we have never done – and probably never will do together. 
 
    ‘So how do I look? Would you work with me?’ 
 
    Kat turns to face me now, gesturing with her hands. She looks stunning, as always. Today she’s wearing a tight, dark blue dress that accentuates her full figure and sensual curves. The bottom of the dress only reaches halfway down her thighs and the top half features a generous dip to reveal more than just the mere swell of her breasts. Kat looks like she’s dressed for an expensive dinner date, not a day at the office. 
 
    I swallow and look her up and down, unable to stop a grin of approval from spreading over my lips. She looks sensational. 
 
    ‘I’d work with you.’ I give a slow nod. ‘But I wouldn’t get much work done.’ My eyes sweep over her hips and I pause for a moment. The dress isn’t skin-tight, but it doesn’t leave much to the imagination and I can’t see any evidence of a panty line beneath. ‘Hey, what underwear are you wearing?’ 
 
    Her smirk returns. She says, ‘Wouldn’t you like to know?’ 
 
    I step closer and place my hands on her waist. She looks at me with a challenging expression, daring me to do something. 
 
    ‘Calm down, big boy. I’m gonna be late for work.’ 
 
    ‘Then be late. What’s he gonna do about it?’ 
 
    Kat raises her eyebrows at me. We both know that I would never have the guts to talk this way in front of Don. She places her hands on my chest. 
 
    ‘Mister Maclean pays me to arrive on time and leave when my job is done.’ Her mouth is closed to mine, lips freshly painted, almost glistening with deep red dew. So kissable. So close. 
 
    ‘It’s Mister Maclean now, is it?’ I raise an eyebrow. My hands slide further south and cup the soft yet firm curve of her ass. It takes all my strength not to squeeze her butt or try to slip this dress upward. ‘What happened to “Don”?’ 
 
    ‘It’s Mister Maclean during working hours, and Don when we… meet outside the office.’ 
 
    Kat places a hint of emphasis on the word “meet”, just enough to allow my mind to wander. We don’t just meet Don outside the office. We do a lot more than that. Her mind is probably drifting to the various things Don makes us do during these encounters. 
 
    ‘Has he said anything about, you know…’ I let my voice tail off and nod toward the calendar. Kat bites her bottom lip. She doesn’t need to look at the red circle on the calendar to know what I’m talking about. 
 
    ‘Not yet.’ A little shake of her head. ‘He’s been pretty busy lately, to be honest. I heard he had to postpone Miho’s session to next week because he didn’t have time.’ 
 
    ‘Wow, really? I bet her husband was crushed.’ 
 
    A smile tugs at the corner of my mouth. I remember sitting on Don’s couch next to Allen while our wives performed unimaginably erotic acts on camera from the other end of the country. Allen was definitely into the cuckold lifestyle, far more than I am. He even wore a chastity cage. 
 
    Kat nods. She’s never met Allen, but I’ve talked about him. She says, ‘Yeah. A lot is going on lately. Lots of new clients, a crap load of paperwork. Don said he will do everything in his power to keep our appointment this weekend.’ 
 
    ‘I hope…’ 
 
    I stop myself before finishing that thought. I was about to say, “I hope he doesn’t cancel on us”, before realizing how completely insane and stupid such a statement would be. What kind of husband wants his wife to fuck her boss? What’s happening to me? If he can’t make the appointment, all the better for me, right? 
 
    A tiny crease appears on Kat’s brow, as though she can read my mind. She taps my chest and sucks air through her teeth. 
 
    ‘I gotta go, Derek. I’ll see you tonight, okay?’ 
 
    ‘Sure.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll make you a deal.’ She smiles with those gorgeous red lips. ‘If you keep your hands to yourself and you don’t watch my little movie – all day – then we’ll do something nice tonight.’ 
 
    ‘Oh yeah?’ My manhood twitches in my slacks. ‘What kind of nice thing?’ 
 
    Kat doesn’t answer. She smiles and gives me a soft kiss, just enough for me to enjoy the warm pressure of her lips. Then she steps away from my embrace, gathers her bag, and heads to the door. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    I watch her drive away with a pang of remorse. She looks so stunning today. I can’t decide if Kat is dressing more provocatively because our sex life has enjoyed such a boost recently, or if she’s doing it to please Don. Probably a little of both. 
 
    A sigh escapes my lips. God, I’m jealous of that mine. He gets to work alongside my beautiful wife every day. Hell, he works alongside a lot of men’s wives every day. I wonder how many married women are at Don Maclean’s beck and call? How many husbands out there are cuckolds just like me? 
 
    I shake off my thoughts and sit down at my desk. While Kat is hard at work in the office, I have my own business to run. It’s growing, but not fast enough. Someday I’ll be able to support both of us with my work handling financial and legal paperwork, but that day is still in the future. 
 
    The day passes like it always does. I check my emails and read over documentation and try to attract new clients by reaching out to my pool of contacts. After a few hours, my mind begins to wander. I glance over to the TV, recalling the last thing we watched together. The disc is still in the DVD player, it would be easy to… But, no. Kat made a deal with me. Instead of jerking off while I watch her get fucked by Don, I should try to concentrate on my job. 
 
    I check my emails again and see a new message appear. It’s from an unfamiliar email address and the subject heading simply reads, “A Proposal”. The mouse hovers over the delete button for barely a moment, then I decide to open it up, just in case this isn’t some scam email or a phishing attempt. 
 
    It’s not. The message reads, 
 
    “Derek, 
 
    You’ve carried out a lot of impressive work for several friends of mine. I have a proposal for you. I want to contract you to work exclusively for my company (independently of course) and in return, I am prepared to pay any figure you name. 
 
    If this interests you, we can arrange to discuss it over lunch. 
 
    Thank you.” 
 
    I read the message several times, blinking faster with each sentence. This can’t be right. This can’t be real. This has got to be a scam, right? Nobody emails a private business owner like me and makes an offer like this. Not in the real world. It’s got to be bullshit. 
 
    And yet… I want it to be true. My fingers dance over the keyboard, typing out a brief reply, making it sound like I am a busy man, but I’d be inclined to listen to any serious proposals… I hit send and lean back in my chair. 
 
    A reply hits my inbox within two minutes. I open it up without hesitation. 
 
    “Derek, 
 
    Excellent. I’m also extremely busy, but I’d like to meet for lunch. Today, if possible. Meet me at Las Fortunas on 12th Street at one PM.” 
 
    I glance at the clock. That gives me enough time to finish up my tasks for the morning and get ready for a business lunch. My heart skips a beat. Holy crap, this could be good. Really good. Assuming that this is a legitimate offer, I might be able to start earning some decent money, instead of relying on Kat’s obscene salary to keep us afloat. Granted, I might not be able to earn anywhere close to her figures – I’m pretty sure that Don pays her well to sweeten the deal and make use more willing to agree to his other terms – but it would be good to bring in some more money of my own. Right now, I’m barely making ends meet by myself. 
 
    But this… this could change everything. I left my old job because I wanted to work for myself. If I can find some way to maintain my independence while also bringing home some kind of regular, reliable income, I might be able to start putting some real money aside. We might be able to rely on my salary instead of just Kat’s. What a thought. 
 
    My phone buzzes. A message from Kat. I open it to see a photo. It’s a selfie taken in a bathroom mirror, presumably in her bathroom at work. She’s posing for the camera with a sultry pout, arching her back to show off that wonderful figure. But my eye is drawn towards the main focal point. While Kat holds the phone with one hand, her other hand is lifting the bottom hem of her dress, exposing her smooth thighs and revealing the fact that she isn’t wearing panties. I’ve never received a picture like this from Kat before. A smile spreads over my face. Must be my lucky day. 
 
    The photo comes with a single line of text. It reads, ‘The boss approves of my outfit today.’ 
 
    Now my jaw hangs open. A myriad of possibilities flash through my mind in a few seconds. I imagine Don running his large, dark hands over my wife’s pale legs and smirking at her lack of underwear. I can picture him commanding Kat to bend over and lift her dress so he can gaze upon her treasures. I can even fantasize about my wife spreading herself open and begging- 
 
    Wait. Wait. Wait. 
 
    What am I doing? 
 
    What the fuck am I doing? Why am I like this? I’m sitting here all alone, actively fantasizing about another man touching, caressing, and ogling my wife. Dammit, I should be the star of my fantasies, how did this happen to me? 
 
    I know the answer to that question. Don Maclean happened. He burst into my life and turned my marriage upside down. Now it seems that my entire sex life revolves around him in some way. Either I’m watching a DVD of him fucking my wife or I’m fantasizing about it. Hell, I can’t even lie to myself anymore. All it takes is a few seconds of idle thought and the front of my slacks are bulging. Like they are right now. 
 
    Yeah, this is my life now. 
 
    I rub my eyes and glance at my watch. It’s time to start getting ready if I want to make this meeting on time. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Las Fortunas is a beautiful modern restaurant close enough to the center of downtown to attract a lot of foot traffic, but also just far enough away not to feel busy or clustered. It’s a two-story building with a different feel to each floor. Downstairs, the focus is on the wide glass front that draws the eye and forces a passer-by to admire the interior, while those dining can enjoy the warm ambiance of a Spanish-style restaurant. The upper floor, meanwhile, features a wide, open-plan terrace, with views overlooking the nearby park. It’s a gorgeous restaurant; the kind of place you go for a special occasion, like an anniversary or a big birthday. This is not the kind of place you’d consider for a lunch meeting. 
 
    This is why I’m dressed in my nicest shirt and tie and suit pants, walking toward the glass entrance doors with purpose. Sweat already begins to bead on my back from the warmth of the day, but I ignore it and force a calm, neutral expression on my face. I push open the door open and step inside the restaurant. Cool air washes over me immediately and I let out a sigh of relief. The maître d’ approaches me, a slender man with an equally slender mustache, his hands clasped together. I clear my throat and try to act natural. Yes, I often eat lunch at one of the most expensive restaurants in town. Yes, I always dress like this on warm days. Yes, it’s perfectly normal to drop three figures at a lunch meeting. 
 
    ‘Welcome, sir.’ The maître d’s voice is as thin as his mustache. ‘Do you have a reservation?’ 
 
    I swallow. Shit. It suddenly occurs to me that I don’t know who I’m meeting today. I don’t have a name, a number, a description – anything. For all I know, this is some hugely elaborate prank being played by some unknown force. 
 
    ‘I, uh…’ I glance at the restaurant. I see men in business suits and women dressed to impress. The wine glasses alone look more expensive than my entire wardrobe. Is someone expecting to meet me here? ‘I’ve been invited. Business meeting.’ 
 
    ‘I see.’ The man’s eyes narrow for a split second. He steps back to his podium and runs a finger down a list. ‘And your name, sir?’ 
 
    I give him my name. He continues sliding his finger around the list, then stops, apparently satisfied. He motions to a nearby waitress, who steps forward with a wide smile. 
 
    ‘Please take the gentleman to table twenty-three. Have a pleasant meal, sir.’ He smiles, that spindly mustache lifting at the corners, reminding me of a child’s drawing of a bird in flight. 
 
    The waitress beckons me to follow her with a wave of her perfectly-manicured fingers. She turns and walks up a wide staircase to the side of the main floor. I follow, trying not to glance around at the other diners, and we head upstairs. 
 
    We emerge onto the next floor and the waitress leads me in the direction of the terrace. I see a few people sitting outside in the bright afternoon sun, but my eyes are drawn toward one figure in particular. It’s a man, sitting with his back to me. He’s large. He’s black. We draw closer to his table and my heart begins to sink. No, no, it can’t be… Please, God, this must be some kind of cruel joke. Please! 
 
    ‘Your table, sir.’ 
 
    The waitress pauses and gestures at an empty seat – but not next to the large black man. I glance over at him again and he turns his head. Now I can see the man more clearly. It’s not Don Maclean. For one terrible, awful moment, I thought… 
 
    ‘You must be Derek?’ 
 
    The sound of a woman’s voice snaps my attention back to my surroundings. I’m standing by an empty chair at a small table for two occupants. The other chair is already taken by a stunning blonde woman dressed in a business suit. Her sleeves are rolled up to reveal smooth bare arms, the shirt is unbuttoned to offer a vague hint of her chest. Her hair is coiled into a tight, professional bun and she wears a cool, easy smile. 
 
    ‘Yes. Hi. Me. I’m Derek.’ My mouth fumbles each word like a misfiring car engine. ‘Nice to meet you.’ 
 
    I offer my hand. The woman stands and takes it, her cool fingers briefly squeezing mine in a courteous greeting. 
 
    ‘Nina.’ She gestures for me to sit and looks at the waitress. ‘Two sparkling waters, please. With ice and lemon.’ 
 
    The waitress vanishes before I’ve finished taking my seat. Nina sits opposite me, her green eyes offering a cool, inscrutable gaze. I sit upright and clasp my hands together on the table. 
 
    ‘I hope you don’t mind, Derek, but I ordered for us both.’ Her expression is hard to read. I get the sense that she doesn’t care what I feel about this. ‘My time is limited today, but I wanted to meet you and make sure we click. Is that acceptable?’ 
 
    ‘Absolutely. I’m happy to try anything once.’ I offer a friendly smile, but it feels flat considering the business-like and professional nature of my companion. ‘What would you like to know? I’ll answer anything I can, but obviously, I can’t go into details about my other clients.’ 
 
    ‘Obviously.’ 
 
    The waitress returns, walking on silent feet. She places two glasses of sparkling water on the table and disappears again. Nina takes a drink of her water. I can’t help but glimpse the shape of her soft neck as she swallows. A small golden chain hangs around her neck, but the pendant is hidden beneath her shirt. I take a drink as well. The liquid is cold and refreshing, but I can’t stand sparkling water. Nevertheless, I smile and nod and make all the right motions. 
 
    ‘Our business is expanding.’ Nina rests her elbows on the table, launching into her pitch. ‘I need someone who can process a large amount of financial paperwork to tight deadlines and won’t crack under pressure. Some of my business partners recommended you.’ 
 
    ‘I’m flattered.’ 
 
    ‘As you should be. These are powerful and influential people – in my circle, at least.’ She links her fingers together, the indexes forming a steeple. ‘I understand that you operate independently, is that correct?’ 
 
    ‘Absolutely.’ I give a definitive nod of my head and launch into a prepared speech, giving Nina an outline of how I work and what she can expect from me. Naturally, I leave out several key details, like the fact that my “office attire” largely consists of sweatpants, and that I take frequent breaks to masturbate over a video of my wife getting fucked by her black boss. 
 
    By the time I finish my spiel, Nina is nodding along with every word, her eyes gleaming with interest. The waitress reappears once more, holding two plates. They both look the same – some kind of fish-based pasta. The portions look small – probably way too small given the price of such a restaurant – but the presentation is exquisite. My mouth waters just looking at the dish. The waitress places our meals down and retreats again, vanishing like a trained ninja. 
 
    ‘I like what I’m hearing, Derek.’ Nina flashes another smile, this one warm and genuine. Her business-like façade is beginning to melt. ‘I think my employer will agree that you’re the right choice.’ 
 
    ‘Your employer?’ I pause, fork suspended over the dish. ‘I thought you…’ 
 
    Nina’s green eyes sparkle in the bright afternoon sun like emeralds. She says, ‘Unfortunately not. My employer wanted to meet you in person, but couldn’t escape all those meetings today. If this conversation is productive, I hope I can introduce you both.’ 
 
    She pauses to take a dainty bite of her meal. I scrape half the pasta from my fork before raising it to my mouth. 
 
    ‘Just so you know,’ Nina offers a conspiratorial smile, ‘I’ve been authorized to negotiate and make whatever promises I can.’ 
 
    ‘Really?’ I return her grin. I like the way she’s looking at me. It’s warm and friendly, with the slightest hint of flirtation. I glance at Nina’s hand. She’s wearing a wedding ring. That means she’s flirting in a professional capacity, meaning that she’s attempting to lower my guard. Smart woman. 
 
    ‘Oh, yes.’ She takes another bite and smiles. ‘If you want a corner office with a view of downtown, I’ll make that happen. Likewise, if you would rather keep your current working arrangement, that’s also fine.’ 
 
    ‘Thank you.’ 
 
    ‘So, let’s get to the real juicy part of the discussion.’ Another warm smile. ‘Let’s talk numbers. What we want is your full, undivided attention when required. You can keep doing your job in the background, but when we come calling, we get priority.’ 
 
    I nod, driving my fork back into the dish, trying to play it cool. My head is full of questions, wondering who her employer is, how much money he’s prepared to throw around, and how good a deal I can make right now. If we’re having a business lunch at a place like this, I’m guessing that her company can afford to pay highly for a third-party consultant like myself. 
 
    ‘Sure, I can agree to that.’ I pause, sucking air through my teeth as though puzzling over a conundrum. ‘But pushing everything else to the side won’t be easy.’ 
 
    ‘I believe that the right figure can make everything easy.’ Nina’s eyes flash again, scenting victory in the air. ‘Why don’t we throw out some hypothetical numbers? For every task you finalize with us, we could settle on… eight?’ 
 
    My fist clenches around the fork driving down into the pasta. I force myself not to react. Eight dollars per task? No, that’s not right. She’s gotta mean eight hundred. Holy fuck. That’s a hell of a lot more than I currently charge. 
 
    But Nina mistakes my silence for hesitation. She holds up a hand and says, ‘Okay, okay. Too low. I understand. Let’s make it twelve. You’re a busy man, in demand. I think twelve per task is more than fair, don’t you?’ 
 
    I chew my food, hoping that my expression is thoughtful. Fireworks are exploding across my brain. Fuck, that’s crazy! I never even dreamed of pushing to such a high figure. 
 
    ‘I should warn you, though.’ Nina dabs her smiling lips with a napkin and pushes her mostly-empty plate aside. ‘We will make you hard, so if you have any doubts about being able to make tight deadlines or any other problems that might distract you, I want to hear right now. I cannot stand men who don’t deliver on their promises.’ 
 
    ‘No, no, I was just thinking that it was a fair price.’ I put down my knife and fork. The food is delicious, but I don’t want to keep eating in front of Nina if she’s finished. ‘As long as I can continue working from home. If I’m needed in the office or I have to visit a client…’ 
 
    ‘Expenses can be arranged.’ Right on cue, Nina produces a black credit card from under the table and places it next to her glass. ‘Do we have an agreement?’ 
 
    ‘It all sounds promising.’ I can’t stop a delighted smile from pulling at my lips. This is way, way beyond anything I could have imagined. If I’m going to be half as busy as Nina is suggesting, I’ll be earning more than Kat by the end of next quarter. ‘I’m going to say yes.’ 
 
    I hold out my hand to shake hers, but Nina isn’t paying attention. She picks up her phone and dials a number and holds it to her ear. After a moment, someone answers. 
 
    ‘Yes, it’s me.’ Nina’s eyes glance in my direction. ‘He’s on board.’ She listens for a moment. ‘Twelve. I think he’s worth it.’ She offers a brilliant smile. ‘Yes. Agreed.’ She covers the receiver with her thumb and says to me, ‘Can you come to the office to sign the papers?’ 
 
    ‘When?’ 
 
    ‘Now.’ 
 
    ‘Oh.’ I blink, surprised by how quickly this is all moving. ‘Sure. I can work later this afternoon.’ 
 
    ‘Great.’ Nina uncovers the receiver. ‘We’ll be there in ten.’ 
 
    She hangs up and raises a finger in the air for attention. The waitress snaps to our side again, appearing from nowhere, and runs Nina’s card through the payment device. I can’t see the total cost of this small lunch, but it looks to be close to a hundred dollars. 
 
    ‘Did you drive here, Derek?’ 
 
    ‘No. I walked, it’s a nice day.’ 
 
    ‘We’ll take my car.’ 
 
    Nina leads the way. We walk back through the restaurant and down the stairs. I’m walking on air right now. This went better than I dared to hope. The maître d’ bows his head in farewell. I step forward to take the door and allow Nina to walk through first. She gives me another one of her flirty smiles. 
 
    ‘I’m over here.’ 
 
    She points to a row of cars parked along the side of the street. I crane my neck to peer around the lead vehicle, a bright orange sports car, to see where Nina is indicating. She pulls out her keys and unlocks the car. To my surprise, the sports car clicks open. 
 
    ‘You… you drove in this?’ 
 
    Nina shoots me a knowing look and says, ‘Perks of the job. After a few years working for us, you’ll have one too.’ 
 
    ‘I already have one.’ I shrug like it’s no big deal. ‘It’s in the shop right now.’ 
 
    Nina laughs. It’s a nice sound. Pleasant, like the gentle tinkle of wind chimes. A rush of heat shoots through my belly. I can’t help myself. I’m a man and she’s an undeniably beautiful woman. It feels good to make her laugh. I get the same warm feeling in my gut when I make Kat laugh. 
 
    I step around the car and open the door. Nina smiles in thanks and slips down into the low driver’s seat, gesturing for me to get in. I move to the passenger side and slide into my seat. The car smells clean and fresh. 
 
    Nina guns the engine and rolls away. I grip my thighs in excitement. This is the first time I’ve ever sat in a car like this. It’s my childhood dream come to life. She’s a good driver, too. If I were in her position, I’d be tempted to show off and squeal the tires at every traffic light. Pedestrians turn their heads to gape at the car as we roll past. I want to make conversation and ask about the car, but I don’t know what to say. The only thing that comes out is, ‘Do you get many miles per gallon in this thing?’ 
 
    ‘I have no idea.’ She laughs again. ‘I just like the color.’ 
 
    The ride ends far too soon. Nina rolls into a parking garage beneath a tall building housing several different businesses and swipes an ID card to open a barrier. She winds her way through the garage and into a space near the elevators marked as “RESERVED” in large painted letters on the wall ahead. 
 
    ‘We’ll take the elevator straight up.’ Nina unclips her seat belt and hops out of the car with one fluid, graceful movement. 
 
    ‘I could get used to this kind of service.’ 
 
    She laughs once more. I follow her to the elevators and inside. The doors close behind us. Nina presses the button for the top floor and we begin to ascend. 
 
    ‘He’s looking forward to meeting you.’ She keeps her voice low, even though we’re alone in here. ‘I know that was very keen to get you on board.’ 
 
    ‘I’m excited to meet him, too.’ I match her low tone, keeping my face toward the elevator doors. 
 
    We stand in for a few seconds. Not long enough for either of us to feel uncomfortable, but long enough for me to notice the sweetness of her perfume. The doors slide open again, barely making a sound, and Nina leads me into a plush reception area, the front desk manned by an attractive young woman. She greets us with a warm, professional smile and stands as we approach. 
 
    ‘Good morning, Ms. Horn.’ 
 
    ‘Morning Charlotte.’ Nina gestures back to me and walks toward a set of double doors. ‘He’s with me. Visitor for the big guy.’ 
 
    The receptionist – Charlotte – nods and presses a button on the desk. The doors buzz open. This time, Nina holds them open for me. I walk through and enter a large, quiet, open-plan office. One or two faces turn in our direction as we enter. I glue a friendly, nonchalant smile to my face and follow Nina through the office. This is awesome. I can’t believe this is happening. 
 
    I try not to look around too much, but can’t resist the odd furtive look at my surroundings. I see top-of-the-line computers. TV monitors displaying charts. Expensive leather office seats. Then I notice something else. Something a little odd. Everyone that I can see around me – all the workers on their computers, all the people talking into expensive-looking headsets, all the people walking between desks with cups of coffee – are women. Once I notice, I start looking around more. All I see are women. Attractive, well-dressed, professional women. I’m the only man on the entire floor. 
 
    Nina turns away from the main office space and steps toward a single door off to the side. There are no windows to see what’s on the other side of that door, but I assume it’s a meeting room of some kind. Nina stops walking and I follow suit. My throat is dry. The air-conditioning keeps the office cool and I begin to feel my shirt clinging to several damp patches on my back.  
 
    ‘We’ll wait here for a moment.’ Nina takes out her phone and starts typing a message. ‘Can I get you anything? A drink, maybe?’ 
 
    ‘I’m okay. Thanks.’ 
 
    We stand in silence for a moment. I glance back behind us, trying to figure out the discrepancy in the male-to-female employee ratio. Maybe is this one of those modern offices where women work in one area and men in another? I won’t pretend to understand it. 
 
    Before I can ask about the unusual environment, the door clicks open and a woman emerges. She holds the door open, looking down at a tablet in her free hand. Then she looks up at us and my stomach freezes. 
 
    I’ve never this woman before and she has never met me, but I know her. I know the contours and shapes of her body. I’ve seen her naked. I know the way her face changes and twists with erotic bliss. I’ve watched get fucked in the ass by a huge black cock. 
 
    The woman standing before me is Miho, the co-star of the movie residing in my DVD player at home. 
 
    ‘He’s ready for you.’ She smiles at Nina, then throws a glance in my direction, as though assessing my worth. Unlike Nina, Miho’s expression has no warmth. She is as cool as can be. 
 
    Nina steps around Miho. She turns back, waiting for me to follow. I can’t stop staring at the gorgeous Asian woman, now fiddling idly with her tablet, barely aware of my existence. What is she doing here? What is this? 
 
    But I can’t say anything to Nina. I can’t explain why I suddenly feel a cold weight sinking in my gut. I’m here to impress, to make a deal, not to fumble and fluster like this. I clear my throat and step around Miho. Nina walks along a short hallway. Miho follows behind me. I’m now caught between the two of them and my uneasiness is growing by the second. 
 
    Nina raps on a closed door at the end of the hallway and gestures for me to enter. I clench my fist for a moment to dispel any signs of nerves and twist the door handle and walk through. 
 
    I step into a huge office. At the far end is a desk, with a lone man sitting behind it; a black man with a powerful figure. The wall behind him and to the left of the room is made of huge floor-to-ceiling windows, the view beyond offering a stunning vista of the surrounding buildings and parklands. There are various plaques and framed photos on the walls, as well as a comfortable seating area in the corner to my immediate right. But none of that matters right now. My eyes are fixed on the man behind the desk. It all makes sense now. This is how a fish feels when it follows a glittering light, only for that light to belong to an angel fish. The man rises and buttons his suit jacket, flashes a toothy grin, and gestures for me to take the seat opposite his desk. 
 
    ‘Derek, good to see you,’ says Don Maclean. ‘Come over here, my friend. We have a lot to discuss.’ 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    I turn around, but the door is already closed. Nina and Miho block the exit, their faces stony. All that previous warmth I saw on Nina’s expression has evaporated. Now she looks at me like I’m stuck to the bottom of her shoe. 
 
    ‘Don’t be shy, Derek.’ Don’s voice is rich with amusement. ‘They don’t bite. Not unless I want them to.’ 
 
    He laughs. Nina steps forward, invading my personal space. I take an instinctive step backward. A cruel smile tugs the corner of her mouth. 
 
    Fuck, how the hell did I fall for this? It should have been obvious. Nothing good ever comes out of the blue like that. I should have known that there was something else at play. 
 
    I turn back and stride over to Don’s desk. He sits on the edge, looking totally at ease, and gestures for me to sit. I remain standing. 
 
    ‘What the fuck is going on?’ I try to keep calm and stop my temper from flaring. My fists ball up. I shove them into my pockets. ‘Did you do all this just to fuck with me?’ 
 
    ‘Do what?’ He appears puzzled, but his roguish grin widens. 
 
    ‘You fucking lured me here.’ I jerk a thumb over my shoulder in Nina’s direction. Her expression is impassive. ‘You got her to feed some line and suckered me in. Why?’ 
 
    ‘It wasn’t a line.’ Don shakes his head, talking as if I’m a child who can’t grasp simple concepts. ‘And you weren’t suckered. She made an offer on my behalf and you accepted.’ 
 
    I stare at him, heat rising in my cheeks, and try to unclench my fists. A cavalcade of conflicting emotions race through my mind. This man is personally responsible for a whole host of changes in my life, both good and bad. He’s usurped my place in the bedroom. He’s given me some of the most intense, erotic, exceptional nights of my life – and Kat’s, too. He’s improved and ruined my life at the same time. I don’t know how to feel about him; Don’s interest in me ends with my wife. I can’t imagine why he would want to bring me to his office when we don’t have any kind of relationship. 
 
    ‘Why don’t you take a seat and get more comfortable, Derek?’ 
 
    Don gestures again to the chair. I ignore him and remain standing, my fists balled into my pockets. His smile widens, but his eyes gleam with malevolent intent. 
 
    ‘I think my guest is having trouble finding the chair. Ladies?’ 
 
    Before I can even react, Nina and Miho appear at my sides. They grab my arms with surprising strength and haul me over to the seat. I don’t even have a chance to react or fight back. Within seconds, I’m sitting down, hands stuck in my pockets, with both women keeping a firm grip on each of my shoulders. 
 
    ‘What the fuck is this?’ Color floods my cheeks. I’m angry, embarrassed, humiliated, and desperate to leave before Don does whatever the hell he’s planning to do. 
 
    ‘It’s an opportunity.’ Don laces his fingers together and begins talking, his voice that of a businessman, utterly ignorant of my feelings. ‘Everything Nina told you over lunch is completely true. My operation has been expanding somewhat aggressively of late and I need an extra pair of hands to action all the paperwork that’s accumulating around here.’ 
 
    ‘So why all this bullshit?’ I nod toward Nina. Her fingers dig into my shoulder a little more. ‘Why not just meet me yourself?’ 
 
    ‘Would you have sat down opposite me and enjoyed a calm, rational discussion over lunch?’ 
 
    I pause for a second, remembering the brief moment in which I thought Don Maclean was at the restaurant. Would I have sat down? Would I have listened to his proposal? Probably not. My feelings toward him are too complex for such civil activities. 
 
    ‘That’s what I thought.’ Don nods, as though reading my thoughts. ‘So I allowed Nina to make the pitch for me. Did you like it? Are you interested?’ 
 
    ‘I… I… Maybe?’ 
 
    ‘Good.’ He claps his hands together and stands up, now towering over me. My mind flashes back to one evening several months ago when Don forced myself and Kat to our knees and tied our necks and wrists together while she sucked his cock. My penis trembles. ‘It was a serious offer, I want you to know that, Derek. I want you to work for me.’ 
 
    Now he leans down, his dark, smiling face filling my vision. I struggle to get my hands free, but the two women force me to hold still. 
 
    ‘Do you like my office, by the way? I spend a lot of time here, so I put considerable effort into making it a nice place. The views are stunning.’ 
 
    He might be talking about the panoramic landscape beyond the huge windows, but his eyes flick toward the two beautiful women standing on either side of my chair. 
 
    ‘Your, uh, your employees…’ It takes me a moment or two to find my voice again. ‘Are they all women?’ 
 
    ‘No. But I let the men work remotely. Or on a different floor. When I come to work, I want to see only the most attractive people. Such as these stunning women here.’ His smile turns wolfish. ‘I know what you’re thinking, Derek.’ 
 
    ‘I doubt that.’ 
 
    He continues as if I never spoke. He says, ‘You’re wondering if all these women are married. You’re wondering if I’ve fucked them, too. You’re wondering if all their husbands watch just like you do.’ 
 
    My cheeks are burning now. 
 
    ‘I’ll leave that to your imagination.’ He winks at me like we’re two buddies swapping stories over drinks. ‘But if Nina wants to share some details with you, I’ll allow it.’ 
 
    My lunch companion lowers her head and whispers in my ear. She says, ‘His come was inside me while we ate. His cock was more delicious than the meal.’ Then she stands upright again like an unmovable sentinel, while my jaw hangs open in disbelief. 
 
    Don laughs with delight at my reaction. I squirm again, desperate to break free, but there’s no getting out of this position. Don steps back and sits on the edge of his desk again. 
 
    ‘Here’s what I want to happen, Derek. I want to get you on my books. I want you as a contractor for my company. Do you know what that means?’ 
 
    I shake my head, now fearful of what he might propose next. 
 
    ‘That means you and I are going to sign a contract together.’ He smiles at me. It’s the smile of a winner. The smile of a man who has everything. The smile of someone in complete and total control of all the moving pieces. ‘You probably remember the last time we signed a contract, don’t you?’ 
 
    I’ll never forget it. That was the night my life – my marriage, my sense of right and wrong – changed forever. He took Kat and me out to dinner and sweet-talked us all evening. Then he brought us to his home and made it clear that her new job hinged on our willingness to submit to him. When I signed that contract, I gave him complete and total permission to fuck my wife every single month. I willingly signed away the right to be the alpha male in the bedroom. 
 
    ‘Oh, fuck…’ My voice is weak. I stare up at him, shaking my head, desperate for all this to end and turn out to be some kind of wild dream. But Nina and Miho grip me tight, their fingers digging into my flesh through the suit jacket. It’s not a dream. It’s really happening. 
 
    ‘The figures that Nina gave you, they’re all real. All legitimate. That’s what I’m going to pay for your time as my contractor.’ Don turns and lifts an A4-sized manilla envelope from his desk. He flicks it open and runs a finger down the page. ‘Twelve hundred dollars for every successful delivery that you complete. That sounds more than reasonable to me. If you work hard, you’ll be seeing that figure hit your bank account once or twice a week.’ 
 
    He looks at me, waiting for an interjection or a note of thanks. But I can’t find my voice right now. I’m waiting for the other shoe to drop. Nothing comes for free, not from a man like Don Maclean. 
 
    ‘And then there’s the small matter of what I get out of this arrangement.’ He licks his lips and looks down at the contract in his hands. ‘I think you might already have some ideas what that is…’ 
 
    I nod, breathless with anticipation and fury. 
 
    ‘Say it. I want to hear it.’ 
 
    Don puts a finger behind his ear and waits. Seconds tick by. He remains in place with that smirk on his dark lips, waiting for me to say the words out loud. Miho and Nina keep an iron grip on my shoulders. Nobody moves for a long moment. Then I finally pluck up the courage to say the words aloud. 
 
    ‘You… you want to fuck my wife.’ 
 
    He feigns shock, placing a hand on his chest like a churchgoing wife who overheard a dirty word. He says, ‘I was going to say that you should drive me to the office.’ 
 
    He pauses. My jaw drops. Fuck, fuck! What have I done, what did I do? But then he laughs and slaps my thigh with the manilla envelope. 
 
    ‘Relax, Derek! I’m just yanking your chain. Of course I want to fuck your wife, it’s the only reason you and I are having this conversation at all. There are a million people I could employ to do this job for less than half what I’m going to pay you. But I want you. I want you to sign a new contract with me.’ 
 
    His large, dark fingers drum the document in his hands. Part of me dreads what might be written on those few short pages. But the other part of me is struggling to concentrate. My pants are beginning to feel a lot tighter. Being restrained by two gorgeous women probably has something to do with it. Or maybe it’s the look of pure joy in Don’s eyes; that same sparkle he gets from cuckolding me. 
 
    ‘Do you want to know what’s in this contract?’ He waits for me to speak up but I don’t. ‘I know you do. Here.’ 
 
    He passes me the contract. Miho allows me to take a hand out of my pocket and snatch the document from him. I spin it around and study the page, words washing over me like a bucket of cold water. Several snippets immediately leap out. 
 
    “The undersigned, hereafter referred to as The Cuck…” 
 
    “…grant my employer, hereafter referred to as The Bull…” 
 
    “The Cuck grants The Bull full and unrestricted access to his wife at any time, day or night, with no consideration to special occasions, birthdays, anniversaries, holidays, vacations, or the like…” 
 
    “The Bull has free reign to use The Cuck’s wife as he chooses…” 
 
    “…condoms will only be worn by The Cuck from the moment this document is signed…” 
 
    My jaw almost dislocates in utter horror. The last contract I signed gave Don permission to fuck my wife every month. This document allows him to do whatever he wants with her, whenever he wants it. It’s not just granting him access to my bedroom; it’s stepping aside and letting him assume full control. 
 
    ‘What the fuck is this?’ I wave the contract in the air. Miho’s hand clenches tighter. It hurts, but I stay silent. 
 
    ‘This is our new agreement.’ He surveys me with rich amusement. ‘What do you think?’ 
 
    I laugh in disbelief. ‘This isn’t a contract. It doesn’t say anything about my job. This is all about you fucking my wife.’ 
 
    ‘At the bottom.’ 
 
    I scan the final paragraph. Sure enough, there are some vague references to The Cuck working for The Bull for a previously agreed sum, to be delivered when a mutually arranged target is met. But the rest of the document – all the other pages – describe in detail the benefits that Don will gain over me. One paragraph goes into exhausting detail about The Bull having anal sex with The Cuck’s wife. In short, Kat’s asshole belongs to him and I will never get to enjoy anal with her again, so long as the contract stands. 
 
    ‘This is insane.’ I shake my head. ‘You can’t be fucking serious. You can’t. This isn’t legal. It cannot be fucking legal.’ 
 
    ‘It’s not legal.’ He shrugs. ‘Not until you sign it. Then it’s binding.’ 
 
    I stare up at him, heart racing. The paperwork shakes in my hand. 
 
    ‘Before you sign it,’ Don grins, white teeth flashing between his dark lips, ‘I should inform you that this contract doesn’t supersede or replace our existing deal with Kat.’ 
 
    ‘What do you mean?’ 
 
    He clasps his hands together in his lap. ‘I mean that she and I will continue to enjoy our monthly sessions together, as arranged. They will be as lavish as you’ve come to expect, and you will continue to be in attendance for every encounter. This new deal, that’s just between me and you. This means that if I want to bend your wife over this desk in the middle of the working day and pound her ass, I don’t need you to watch.’ 
 
    Nina’s hand shudders on my shoulder for just a moment, making me wonder if she’s been through that same experience. My eyes flick to the desk behind Don. I can easily imagine my wife bent over that desk, hands on the wood, ass in the air, getting fucked to orgasm by Don’s huge black- 
 
    ‘You’re thinking about it, aren’t you?’ His wolfish smile makes me blush. Fuck, how does he always know? ‘Well, you sign that contract and it won’t just be something you think about. I promise to send your wife home sore and satisfied as many days as I can.’ 
 
    I give another laugh of disbelief. This is absurd. This is way beyond absurd. This whole situation requires its wing in the asylum. 
 
    ‘Why the fuck would I sign this?’ I shake the contract in the air as though its very existence is offensive. ‘This is fucking ridiculous.’ 
 
    ‘Two reasons.’ He folds his arms together over that barrel of a chest, the picture of confidence. ‘There a several reasons, but I’ll give you the two biggest ones.’ He holds his index finger. ‘First, you want to earn more than your wife. Don’t try to hide it. You’re a man; you want to be the breadwinner and take care of your family. I get that, I’m not making fun of you or nothing, it’s just nature.’ 
 
    He holds up another finger and continues talking, this time with amusement in his deep voice. 
 
    ‘Secondly, the thought of me fucking your wife turns you on more than anything in the world, doesn’t it?’ 
 
    I remain silent, glaring at him, wishing these women would release me so I could run out of the room. But he seems to enjoy my quiet seething. 
 
    ‘I know you, Derek. I know a lot of guys like you. Sure, you can give me the stinkeye all you like, but nothing gets you harder than watching my big black cock in your tiny white wife.’ 
 
    ‘Fuck you.’ 
 
    ‘No, but that’s close.’ He grins at me, loving my discomfort. ‘You can’t lie to me. But just in case you do, I should let you know a tiny little secret. You know that little DVD I made with your wife and Miho, here?’ 
 
    I nod. Miho’s hand squeezes me, but not in a way that hurts. It’s like she’s remembering that night and reacting to it. 
 
    ‘Well, I know some very smart people and they added a tiny little detail to that DVD. Did you know that I have a real-time counter on my computer for the number of times you’ve pressed play on the disc?’ 
 
    My blood runs cold. Fuck, fuck, fuck. We’ve watched that DVD together countless times. And he knows. He knows everything. 
 
    ‘Answer me one question, my friend.’ Don doesn’t seem to care that we are not friends. The only thing we have in common is that we both love fucking the same woman. ‘Do you mostly watch it alone or with Kat?’ 
 
    I don’t answer. I can’t answer. But it doesn’t matter. He laughs at my silence and points at the contract in my hands. 
 
    ‘That’s why you’re gonna sign that, Derek. You’re gonna sign that and let me fuck your wife’s tight pussy as much as I want. The thought of her coming home with a pussy full of come drives you fucking crazy, doesn’t it?’ 
 
    ‘But this…’ 
 
    ‘I know, I know. It’s pretty ironclad.’ He gives a little nod, as though it’s no big deal. ‘But there are amendments and clauses that might interest you. For instance, when you and Kat are ready to start trying for a baby, you’re allowed one fuck every month without a condom. That’s pretty generous.’ 
 
    Beside me, Nina snorts with laughter. When we had lunch together just a short while ago, her laughter sounded beautiful. Now it sounds derisive and mocking. My pants feel even tighter. I squirm, trying not to let my excitement show. 
 
    ‘Come on, Derek. I’m a busy man, I’ve got a lot of shit to do. Sign the contract and we can get to work.’ 
 
    ‘I’m not signing this.’ My voice wavers a little. I force confidence into my body for just this one moment. ‘You’re not fucking Kat.’ 
 
    Don Maclean grins, seeing right through me. He leans back on his hands, looking so cool and casual over the desk. He might be discussing lunch plans or overtime needs, not negotiating for the right to fuck my wife. 
 
    He says, ‘Tell me you don’t want it. Tell me you don’t love being a cuckold.’ 
 
    I swallow and steel myself and summon up all my courage. ‘I don’t want it and I don’t like being a cuckold.’ 
 
    His eyes flick to Miho. He says, ‘Is he lying?’ 
 
    Miho reaches down with her free hand and grabs the front of my pants. She grasps my manhood and holds it tight, letting everyone see my shame. Yes, I am fully erect. 
 
    ‘He’s lying.’ Miho sounds triumphant. 
 
    ‘Just as I thought.’ Don chuckles. ‘Stop fucking around, Derek. Take the deal. If the sex is distracting you, look at the bigger picture. You’ll be making a lot of money working for me.’ 
 
    I stare down at the contract, at the text outlining my new responsibilities as “The Cuck”. But then a thought occurs to me. This stupid little document can’t possibly be legal. No court in the country would uphold it. I smile to myself. Don holds out a silver fountain pen. I take it and scrawl my signature on the dotted line at the bottom and hand the contract to Don. He signs his section with the pen and nods with satisfaction. 
 
    ‘You know that nobody will ever expect me to follow that, right?’ I grin, finally finding my inner confidence. ‘That whole contract is total bullshit.’ 
 
    But Don shakes his head. He talks slowly, ensuring that I understand him perfectly. 
 
    ‘That is a binding legal document, Derek. You signed it, I signed it. There are two witnesses right here who saw everything. And just in case you think that doesn’t count for anything, Nina is a notary public and Miho used to be a lawyer. Believe me, that contract is absolutely rock-solid. But if you want to renege on it, be my guest. I trust you read the paragraph regarding what happens to you in that case?’ 
 
    My stomach feels like a heavy lead ball. Miho still has a firm grasp on my cock. It throbs in her hand. 
 
    ‘He really liked that,’ she says. 
 
    Don smiles. He nods and Miho releases me. Don takes the contract and walks around the desk and slides it into a drawer. He presses a button and speaks into a hidden intercom. 
 
    ‘Kat, come into my office, please.’ 
 
    I try to lean forward, but the women won’t allow me any room to move. I say, ‘What are you doing? Why do you need her?’ 
 
    ‘The contract is signed and sealed.’ He grins. ‘And you recall how I love to celebrate a new deal, right?’ 
 
    I grip the arm of the chair with my one free hand. If I could, I’d break free and leap over the desk and- 
 
    ‘Make sure he’s comfortable, ladies.’ 
 
    Miho’s free hand flashes through the air and something snaps around my wrist, binding me to the chair. I struggle, but it holds firm. I don’t know what it is; some kind of heavy-duty snap lock, maybe. But as I’m distracted by that, Nina eases my other hand from my pocket and locks a similar restraint around that wrist. Now I’m restrained to the chair. I could probably stand and run, but I wouldn’t get very far like this. 
 
    ‘You fucking bastard.’ 
 
    Nina slaps me across the cheek, a firm, stinging blow. I reel, stunned by the suddenness as much as the impact. 
 
    ‘That’s “Sir” to you,’ she says. ‘In the contract, you call him, “Sir” or “Mister Maclean” at all times.’ 
 
    ‘Fuck!’ 
 
    I shake my head to clear the stars from my eyes. The door opens behind me at the far end of the room and someone enters. I hear footsteps approach. Familiar footsteps. I’d know that stride anywhere. 
 
    Kat stands beside Nina. She glances down and sees me. Surprise flickers across her face but she turns back to Don and says, ‘You want to see me, sir?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, I want you.’ His triumphant smile widens. ‘More precisely, I want your mouth.’ 
 
    ‘Uh… sir?’ Kat glances at me again, utterly bewildered. ‘It’s not Saturday.’ 
 
    ‘No, you’re right. But Derek and I, we’ve come to a new understanding together. Why wait until Saturday when we can have some fun right now?’ 
 
    Kat turns to me, her mouth opening to ask a question, but before she can speak, Don snaps his fingers and recalls her attention. He wags a finger in warning. 
 
    ‘Don’t look at him. He isn’t in control here. I am this is my office. We work under my rules.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, sir.’ 
 
    Kat nods her head like a meek servant girl before her master. Don beams. I can’t help but notice that my wife’s cheeks are flushed and her chest is rising and falling harder than usual. 
 
    ‘Come to me.’ 
 
    Don holds out a hand and Kat steps forward to take it. He seizes my wife by the wrist and pulls her into his arms, their lips connecting in a furious, hungry kiss. They make out with such fire and burning passion that anyone watching might think they’re the married couple in the room. 
 
    ‘Please-’ I start trying to plead my case, but Nina puts a hand over my mouth she leans close and whispers in my ear with a voice like ice. 
 
    ‘Be. Quiet. Or we will gag you. Watch and enjoy, cuck.’ 
 
    Her sudden aggressive nature and threatening words make my cock throb again. There’s no use hiding it. The front of my suit pants bulge, displaying the erection beneath for everyone in the room to see. I squirm in the chair, but my wrists are bound. There’s nothing I can do. Even if I closed my eyes, Nina and Miho would probably force them back open again. I can’t deny it any longer. This is who I am now. 
 
    A cuckold. 
 
    Don kisses my wife with obvious hunger. His dark hands glide around her body, drifting around her dark blue dress, cupping that tight, firm ass and squeezing it. She moans into his mouth. Her hands slip around his waist, their bodies pressed together. The sight of them kissing with such undisguised desire kills me as much as it turns me on. She rarely kisses me with that much burning need. 
 
    His hands grasp Kat’s dress and gently ease it up, revealing my wife’s legs like the curtain on stage reveals the performance. My heart thumps and thunders harder with every inch of her leg that becomes exposed to the office. 
 
    ‘I love her dress,’ Miho says, in a casual, offhand tone, as though we aren’t watching my wife getting pawed by her boss. 
 
    ‘She always dresses to please. Kat’s a natural slut.’ Nina gives a knowing giggle. 
 
    But I barely hear them. My eyes are glued on the scene unfolding in front of me; on Don’s hands revealing more and more of my wife’s body to the room; on their smacking, kissing, needy lips. Now and then, they break away just enough for me to see their tongues caressing with endless need. God, I hate that I love this. 
 
    Kat’s dress slides up to the small of her back and now all three of us can see her bare, naked ass. Don casually caresses those firm cheeks with both hands, his dark skin standing out so vividly against her pale color. 
 
    ‘Damn, no underwear in the office? You’re right, she is a slut.’ Miho sounds almost impressed by my wife. Her words make my cock jump. 
 
    Don and Kat finally stop their desperate kissing. My wife’s cheeks are flushed, her lips are parted, and her eyes are glazed with lust. She’s never looked at me with such longing. Don whispers something in her ear and she smiles. Kat sinks to her knees and begins to unbuckle his belt. My eyes almost pop out with shock. If you had told me before this moment that my wife would do something like this, not just in front of me, but two of her co-workers as well, I would have thought you were insane. But here she is, happily easing Don’s pants down in front of a small audience. 
 
    ‘I noticed that you weren’t wearing panties today.’ Don smiles down at my wife, addressing her directly and ignoring the rest of us. ‘Tell me – and be honest – why?’ 
 
    ‘I wanted to be sexy.’ Kat’s voice is coy, seductive, and thick with erotic intent. ‘Do you like it?’ 
 
    ‘I love it.’ 
 
    Kat pulls Don’s pants to the floor and grasps the waistband of his shorts. All eyes are fixed on the huge bulge pressing into the fabric. I’m barely breathing. I want her to pull them down. I don’t want her to pull them down. I want her to cuckold me. I don’t want her to cuckold me. 
 
    ‘What made you leave your panties at home?’ Don’s voice is like silk now. ‘Did you do it for your husband?’ 
 
    Kat shakes her head. She bites her bottom lip and blushes again. 
 
    ‘I did it for you.’ Her eyes are fixed on him. I might as well be invisible. ‘I wanted to turn you on.’ 
 
    ‘You succeeded. See?’ 
 
    My wife eases Don’s underwear down. His huge black manhood springs free, already half-erect, hanging in the air. Kat groans with desire. The sight of it takes my breath away. It’s not even fully hard and yet it utterly dwarfs my penis. As much as I hate watching them together, I can’t blame her for enjoying it. If my cock was close to that size, I might be able to bring her as much pleasure as he does. 
 
    ‘Wow…’ Kat’s eyes gleam with hunger. She gently grasps his huge shaft, taking its weight in her hand. He’s so big that her fingers can’t reach around his girth. She brings the head of his manhood in line with her mouth and looks up at him, waiting for permission. I can’t help but think of a faithful pet waiting for its master to give the okay. 
 
    ‘Suck it.’ 
 
    My wife doesn’t wait another moment. She opens her lips and takes the head of his manhood into her mouth, sucking and slurping and licking with desperate noises. She’s hungry for his cock in a way that she has never been for mine and maybe never will be. 
 
    Don stands before his desk with a wide, shit-eating grin on his face, beaming down at my wife. He wears only his shirt and tie and suit jacket. The rest of him is naked and exposed, without a hint of shame. It should look ridiculous, but he makes it seems so natural. Kat bobs her head back and forth in quick movements, giving him a loud and passionate blowjob. The sound of her wet lips smacking his black skin rings in my ears like gunshots in an alleyway. I can’t believe how little resistance she put up. A few months ago, she would have hesitated or discussed it with me. But now Don orders Kat to suck his cock in the middle of his office and she drops to her knees like it’s her reason to live. Her pink tongue flickers over his black skin, leaving a shining trail of drool in its wake. 
 
    Next to me, Nina and Miho stand watch as though guarding a prisoner, but their eyes are also fixed on the show. 
 
    Nina says, ‘Our girl sure can suck a cock, can’t she?’ 
 
    ‘Can you blame her? She doesn’t get the chance with something this big at home.’ Miho’s cruel, mocking voice hits me like a knife to the heart. Nina laughs. 
 
    ‘Yeah, that’s true. My husband always begged me for blowjobs and I couldn’t explain why I didn’t give them to him. He understands now.’ 
 
    ‘There’s something so fucking satisfying about sucking a cock as big as this.’ Miho leans down to me, whispering into my ear. ‘You wouldn’t understand. We all love sucking cock, no matter what we might say.’ 
 
    Nina leans into my other ear, turning my torment into a stereo experience. She says, ‘But you need a cock worth sucking. Like his. Look at her. Look!’ 
 
    I am looking. I’m looking at Don’s huge black cock disappearing between my wife’s drooling pink lips; watching her eyes roll back with the sheer erotic satisfaction of sucking something so large; watching his shaft pulse with pleasure at every movement of her head. I’m staring with wide, unblinking eyes, not daring to miss even a microsecond of the performance. 
 
    Kat moans. It’s a long, lusty, passionate, throaty sigh of total arousal. Her entire body is laser-focused on pleasing Don. She has never moaned like that for me. He shoots me a smug grin. 
 
    ‘Enjoying the show, cuck?’ 
 
    My throat feels like it’s being strangled. I can’t find the words. I force my head to shake, to resist him, to try and deny what we all know to be true. 
 
    ‘Bullshit.’ His grin grows wider. ‘Ladies, strip him.’ 
 
    Miho and Nina seize my pants like vultures picking over a corpse. I squirm in my restraints, but it’s useless. There’s nothing I can do to stop them. They giggle and flash mocking smiles and prise apart my zipper and pull my pants and underwear down to the floor. My rock-hard pink cock springs free and shudders in the air, exposed and helpless. It has never felt so big, so hard, and so alive. Yet despite that, my penis is inconsequential compared to the other cock in the room. The girls laugh at my manhood. My cheeks flush deep crimson with shame and I squirm again at my restraints, to no avail. 
 
    ‘See?’ Don smirks with triumph. ‘You can’t hide the truth. You love being a cuckold.’ 
 
    Kat moans again, her chin shining with drool. She slides her back along Don’s cock and works her tongue around the thick, deep purple head and down to his large, juicy balls. My wife gently licks and sucks each testicle in turn, worshipping them. God, they’re so fucking big and full of come. They remind me of fruits hanging from a tree. 
 
    ‘Black come tastes so good,’ Nina says, whispering into my ear. I try to ignore her, but it’s impossible. My cock twitches in reaction to her cruel words. ‘So much fucking sweeter than yours. I’ve swallowed more of his come in the last month than I’ve ever swallowed of my husband’s.’ 
 
    ‘Same for me.’ Miho’s dark eyes flash with malevolence at the edge of my vision. Her mean smile twists with barbed hostility. ‘I’d swallow it every day if he would let me.’ 
 
    A groan escapes my throat. It’s a groan of jealousy, desire, lust, and defeat. The girls laugh again. 
 
    ‘Look at your husband, Kat.’ Don’s voice is soft but firm. ‘Look at him.’ 
 
    She does. Her eyes are glazed over with arousal. Her lipstick is smeared and her cheeks are pink. She no longer resembles my wife, but a cock-drunk slut. 
 
    ‘Whose cock would you rather suck, hmm? Mine? Or his?’ 
 
    Don barely finishes his sentence before Kat’s hungry mouth returns to his huge black cock, lavishing him with the kind of oral worship that a man can only dream about receiving. But she does it for him with no hesitation. No begging. No questions asked. A man like him deserves to be sucked like that. 
 
    As I watch, my cock aches with jealousy. Miho sneers at me, clearly enjoying herself. She says, ‘I bet you wish your cock was that big, don’t you? I think your wife does, too.’ 
 
    I groan again, half-pained and half-aroused into madness. Is it possible to ejaculate without pleasuring yourself? It feels as though I’m on the cusp of finding out. 
 
    Now Don places his huge black hands on the back of my wife’s head and starts to pump her mouth with firm thrusts of his hips. She makes little gasping and gagging sounds but doesn’t stop him. Don groans with pure erotic satisfaction. 
 
    ‘Fuck, I’m so jealous…’ Nina almost sighs with lust. She places a hand on my shoulder and squeezes. ‘Her head game is so strong I almost wish I had a dick she could suck.’ 
 
    Miho laughs. I can’t tear my eyes away. I watch Don’s cock plunge in and out of my wife’s inviting mouth, his huge balls swinging back and forth like pendulums, her eyes looking up at him with complete trust and worship. She would do anything he asks of her right now. I can tell from the look on her face that she is as turned on as I am. Underneath that dress, her bare pussy is probably leaking with excitement. 
 
    ‘Yeah, that’s fucking good…’ Don groans with delight. ‘Your wife is gonna make me come, Derek. You ready?’ 
 
    A voice in the back of my mind screams, No! No! Don’t do it! 
 
    But my mouth says, ‘Yes!’ 
 
    ‘I’m gonna come all over your wife’s face.’ 
 
    ‘Yes! Please!’ 
 
    He chuckles, utterly victorious. I am broken and helpless and exposed. This is my true form; sitting back with a useless erection, watching another man give my wife the experience that she truly deserves. Everyone in this room knows it. Hell, I just signed a legal document confirming the fact that I am a cuckold now. 
 
    Don fucks my wife’s face with determination now, his smirking jaw set and clenching as momentum takes control. His breathing deepens. He groans again and again. 
 
    ‘Oh, fuck, he’s gonna come…’ Miho’s voice is an erotic sigh. ‘I want to be that slut so bad right now.’ 
 
    All three of us watch Don face fuck my wife in rapt, breathless anticipation. Don’s masculine groans become throaty and furious. His bucking hips pump faster, pushing his huge cock to the back of Kat’s throat. I can’t believe that she isn’t choking or gagging on it. She takes him effortlessly. Maybe a few months ago she wasn’t used to swallowing something this huge. That’s all changed now. As Nina said, Kat is a natural slut. 
 
    ‘I’m gonna come on you.’ His voice is urgent. His eyes glow like burning coals. 
 
    My wife unleashes a long, savage moan of approval, begging without a word to receive his load, the sound undulating around his thrusting cock. She sounds so desperate for her reward. So determined to make him come. 
 
    ‘Finish me.’ 
 
    Don releases Kat’s head and she seizes his cock with both hands, stroking in a frenzy, sucking and licking the head with more passion than I’ve ever seen from her. She bobs her head back and forth, sucking Don’s black cock with intense hunger, her hands gliding across his spit-glazed shaft. His groans reach a crescendo and the women standing at my sides stiffen. We’re all on the edge of our seats, gripped by the sight of Kat and Don together. My fingers clutch the arms of the chair like claws. God, I want to touch myself. I want to join them and spray my load all over Kat’s face too. But I can’t. 
 
    ‘Yes! Come for me!’ 
 
    My wife’s husky, choked voice echoes inside my ears, almost drowning out Don’s throaty cry of bliss. She strokes his cock with both hands and opens her mouth and looks up at him with wide eyes. His cock jerks and twitches. His balls contract. His hands clench. He erupts across my wife’s face, the head of his huge black cock gushing a thick stream of pearly white come over her lips and nose and tongue and cheeks. She gasps with delight and her hands stroke faster, causing more come to spray from his cock. He moans again, the sound one of pure primal satisfaction. Rope after rope of sticky, thick, syrupy come cascades over Kat’s face, but she doesn’t stop stroking him or slowing down. Her smile only grows with every drop that lands on her face. I’ve never seen her look so thrilled to make a man climax before. 
 
    My stomach twists and turns like a snake in the ocean. I’ve watched them have sex. I’ve witnessed Kat suck his cock. I’ve even seen Don’s come spill out of her unprotected pussy. But this is on a whole other level. This is lightyears beyond anything I would ever have expected to see. 
 
    Don’s climax ebbs and flows to a few droplets. Kat extends her tongue and cleans the head of his manhood with obvious relish, her cheeks dimpling as she sucks every last morsel of come. Don beams down at her. 
 
    ‘What do you say now, Kat?’ 
 
    She leans back, panting a little. She smiles and says, ‘Thank you, sir.’ 
 
    ‘And you, cuck?’ 
 
    I swallow. My voice has abandoned me. Nina squeezes my shoulder. I gasp and manage to sputter out a few words. 
 
    ‘Th-thank you, sir.’ 
 
    ‘Good.’ Don grins at me. ‘Now that we all understand one another, I think we’re gonna get along fine. Kat, you’re excused. Go back to your desk.’ 
 
    ‘Uh, what about…’ She gestures to her come-splattered face. ‘Do you have a wipe?’ 
 
    ‘No.’ He takes Kat by the hand and helps her stand up. ‘You go back as you are. Carry on working. I want you to send a selfie to your cuck, a little memento to get him through the day. You can clean your face when it’s time to go home.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, sir.’ 
 
    Kat turns and walks back down the long office, her head held high. She doesn’t even spare me a glance. The sight of her like this – so slutty and so damned proud of herself for it – makes my cock throb so hard it hurts. I wish she would do something like that for me, but I’m not the man that Don is. 
 
    The door closes behind me and silence returns to the office. Don casually pulls his pants and shorts back up, taking a moment to readjust and dress again. In a few moments, he’s perfectly presentable. Like nothing happened. Like he didn’t just empty his balls over my wife’s face. 
 
    ‘I don’t even need to clean up.’ He grins at me, sitting back on the edge of the desk. ‘She sucked me dry.’ He chuckles and looks at Miho. ‘Don’t worry, we’re still on for tonight. I got plenty of come for you.’ 
 
    ‘Thank you, sir.’ She can’t hide her delight. 
 
    ‘Now then, cuck.’ He flattens his tie with one hand. ‘Now that we understand how this deal works, do you have any questions? I’m a busy man, I’ve got a lot of shit to do.’ 
 
    ‘No.’ My voice almost cracks. 
 
    He cups a hand behind his ear as though not fully hearing me. 
 
    ‘No… sir.’ 
 
    ‘That’s good. Cucks should always be respectful of their bulls. I’m glad you enjoyed that little experience there.’ 
 
    ‘I didn’t.’ My resolve finally solidifies. ‘I hated it.’ 
 
    Don chuckles, casting an eye at my rock-solid penis, his look suggesting that he doesn’t believe me. 
 
    ‘If you hated it so much, why didn’t you leave?’ 
 
    I hold up my hands with a sarcastic expression, but something is wrong. I stare down at my arms. The restraints are gone. I look up at Nina and see a barely-disguised smirk on her face. 
 
    ‘When did you… Fuck!’ 
 
    ‘We’ll get to that, cuck. After all, I still have that appointment with you and Kat on Saturday, don’t I?’ Don beams at me in delight. ‘It’s gonna be a special one, I promise you.’ 
 
    ‘You’re a fucking asshole.’ 
 
    Miho’s arm flashes at the corner of my vision, backhanding me across the face so hard and fast that I’m left reeling in the chair. 
 
    ‘Now, now, Miho. We don’t treat our cucks like that, do we? Well, I mean, the other cucks. We’ll get rough with your husband tonight.’ Don stands up from the edge of the desk and straightens out the crease in his shirt. ‘This one is still learning the ropes. He keeps telling himself that this lifestyle isn’t for him, and yet he’s sitting here with his cock out.’ 
 
    Miho snorts with laughter. Don turns to Nina. 
 
    ‘Give him the first set of contracts.’ 
 
    Nina steps away and out of my vision. I keep my eyes on Don, trying to keep a defiant, angry expression on my face. My cock is wilting now, back to its usual flaccid size. Miho throws a glance at it, her expression full of disdain and pity. Nina returns and slaps a large manilla envelope of papers across my chest. I take it from her. 
 
    ‘Remember, Derek. That’s worth a lot of money to you. The faster you work, the more you earn. Now go and get started.’ 
 
    I nod, defeated. Fuck. He owns me. He owns Kat. He owns my marriage. Don turns to walk away but stops. He says, ‘Oh, and Derek? Pull your fucking pants back up. Nobody wants to see that.’ 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    My phone buzzes with a new message before I’m out of the building. I force myself not to look at it straight away, knowing that it’s a selfie from Kat. Instead, I try to push it out of my mind and concentrate on getting home. I take a cab home and sit in the back seat, staring at the file of paperwork in my hands. The whole way home, I feel the phone practically burning a hole in my pocket. 
 
    What the fuck happened to me? This morning, I was on the verge of a huge personal victory. Now I feel as though my world has been turned upside-down once again. Just as I begin to get used to the status quo, Don Maclean finds a way to pull the rug out from underneath me. 
 
    Finally, I make it home and slam the door behind me. I take the phone out of my pocket and open the message with trembling fingers. Sure enough, it’s a selfie from Kat, taken at her desk in the office. She’s smiling into the camera, still wearing Don’s come all over her rosy-cheeked face. Her eyes sparkle with delight. There is a single line of text imposed over the image. It reads, “I love my job!” 
 
    I drop the file on the floor and race to the bathroom and jerk off to the image in a frenzy. It doesn’t matter what happened earlier. It doesn’t matter that Kat sucked her boss until he came all over her face. All that matters is finally getting my chance to climax. 
 
    Even if I am stroking myself off to a picture of her come-splattered face. 
 
    It takes less than a minute to masturbate. After that, I close the phone and sit down with the pile of paperwork and begin to flick through it, trying to tell myself that this is all normal and fine. I got this from a client. A client who fucks my wife. 
 
    Nestled in between legal documents and financial forms is something else, a series of papers that catch my eye. It’s a copy of the contract I’ve signed with Don. The contract between a Cuck and the Bull. I take it out and examine it in closer detail. My jaw hangs loose. What the fuck have I signed? This isn’t a contract. It’s a complete decimation of my marriage. By signing this, I have effectively granted Don and Kat my full, complete, unwavering, and unstoppable consent for them to have sex at any time, with or without my express knowledge. If Kat wants to fuck Don, neither of them needs to consult me or worry about my feelings. They can do it anytime, any place, any position, any hole. He owns her asshole exclusively from now on. I can only have sex with her if I wear a condom. If I want to take Kat on vacation, I have to request Don’s permission first and he has the right to replace me on that vacation at a moment’s notice. If I breach this contract or fail to uphold my end, I will be cut off from any sexual contact with my wife for a year. Sexual contact is defined as anything from full intercourse to glimpsing her naked in the shower. A second breach of contract will result in her moving in with Don permanently. 
 
    ‘Fuck!’ I stare down at this ridiculous, absurd, awful, life-altering document with unblinking eyes. ‘What the fuck have I done?’ 
 
    But the answer is right in front of me. I gave away the right to fuck my wife. I signed her over to another man. Literally. I can try and leave the contract, but there’s a clause outlining how much it will cost me and the figure makes my eyes water. 
 
    I toss the contract aside and try to do some actual work. If I’m getting screwed over, I gotta try and earn some money in the deal, right? 
 
    If getting back home was hard, concentrating on piles of financial paperwork is even more difficult. My thoughts keep wandering away to the contract or the events in Don’s office or the selfie on my phone. What will happen when Kat gets home? Will she be pissed at me about the contract? Or will she be freshly fucked and full of come? I don’t know which option causes me the most dread, but I do know what turns me on. 
 
    I spend a long afternoon struggling to get my head in gear and make a tiny amount of progress on the work required. Finally, I hear the door click open, and Kat returns. My heart leaps into my throat. 
 
    She rushes into the house, throws her stuff on the floor, and races into the room. I hold my breath, ready for a confrontation. But instead, she grabs my hand and yanks me away from the desk with three breathless words. 
 
    ‘Fuck me now.’ 
 
    We almost run to the bedroom. Kat bends over the bed and lifts her dress to show off her beautiful round ass and swollen, drooling pussy lips. That’s a sight so perfect it could drive a man insane. I yank down my pants and shorts, hard cock aiming at her like a missile, and step into place. But then I pause. I’m forgetting something. I tear open the closet and reach inside and grab a box of condoms. Kat watches me, her brow creasing in confusion. She doesn’t say anything or ask why I’m putting on a condom when we haven’t used them in so long. She watches and she waits, her ass in the air, ready for me. 
 
    I step back behind her, my cock shrouded by latex, and push forward. Kat’s pussy is molten-hot, soaking wet, and beyond ready. She moans for me. I grab her hips and fuck with all my fury, driving in and out of her yearning pussy with wild thrusts. I fuck her with all the rage and anger and desperation I can muster. 
 
    The moment passes in a whirlwind of intensity. My hips pump with wild savagery, pounding Kat like I want to break her. She shrieks with pleasure. She makes all the right noises, all the right moves. In a few breathless moments, my climax begins to rise like boiling water in my gut. I gnash my teeth and fuck her with all the violence I can manage. She takes it and she loves it. All of it. I erupt inside the condom and all I can think is, Don will be so happy about this. 
 
    We lie on the bed together side by side, both still half-dressed and panting with adrenaline. Kat places a hand on my chest. 
 
    ‘That… wow.’ She smiles. ‘God, I needed that all day.’ 
 
    ‘Me too.’ I return her smile. ‘You cleaned your face, I see.’ 
 
    ‘Yeah.’ A small, shy chuckle. ‘It was so hot at first. I felt like such a slut working with his come on my face. Some of the girls were really jealous, some thought it was funny.’ 
 
    My stomach twists at the thought of Kat getting glares from her co-workers while wearing the boss’s come as a prize. 
 
    ‘Did he…’ My voice trails off. I can’t bring myself to ask the question. 
 
    ‘No.’ She gives my chest a reassuring pat. ‘I didn’t see him for the rest of the day.’ I let out a sigh of relief. ‘God, I’ve been so horny all day long!’ 
 
    ‘Me too.’ 
 
    ‘Did you jerk off to my picture?’ 
 
    ‘No.’ 
 
    ‘Liar.’ 
 
    We kiss, long and slow. I kiss the mouth that worshipped Don’s cock. I suck the tongue and slid along his shaft. Not long ago, this would have been inconceivable to me. But now I kiss my wife a few hours after she blows another man and the thought makes my cock hard. 
 
    Kat pulls me on top of her and we go for round two. Slower this time. Gentler. More controlled and loving. More passionate. I bring her to a steady, powerful climax and finish with one of my own. 
 
    And yes, I wear a condom. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    The rest of the week passes at the speed of a crippled snail. The moment Kat is out of my sight, I can’t help but lose myself in daydreams and idle fantasies of what might be happening in Don’s office. Is she blowing him again? Is he fucking her tight pussy? Will she come home and peel down her panties and show me… 
 
    It takes a gargantuan effort of self-control to focus on anything other than the myriad of erotic thoughts clouding my brain. I manage to concentrate long enough on the paperwork to clear through a few sheets. 
 
    I’m both relieved and disappointed each evening when Kat returns and doesn’t have a story to tell. Despite all the mental images and full-blown pornographic movies playing out across my mind every waking hour, it seems that Don is not yet taking advantage of the contract we signed. Knowing him as well as I do, he’s probably loving the thought of keeping me in permanent suspense like this. 
 
    But when Kat arrives home on Friday evening, something has changed. She seems a little nervous and edgy. I ask what the problem is. 
 
    ‘It’s about tomorrow…’ Her eyes flick away from my face. ‘He… he asked me to do something, but you can’t know what it is yet.’ 
 
    ‘Why not?’ 
 
    Kat’s sudden reluctant shyness causes me to worry. She hasn’t been this nervous about meeting Don since the very first night he laid out his terms and took us into his bedroom. 
 
    ‘I can’t tell you.’ She raises her hands to stop me from protesting. ‘He wants it to be a surprise.’ 
 
    I take a deep breath and sigh. There’s no point arguing or trying to make my point. Don isn’t here and even if he was, he wouldn’t listen to me. I just have to accept this, like I accept everything else that he’s done to me. 
 
    ‘Has he at least said anything about tomorrow? You know, stuff that isn’t a surprise?’ 
 
    Kat’s shy expression lightens with a warm smile and a flicker of excitement flashes in her eyes. She says, ‘He’s sending the car to pick us up tomorrow morning at ten. We need to be ready.’ 
 
    ‘Anything else?’ 
 
    She glances away again and shakes her head. I take another slow breath to stay calm. It’s hard to tell if I’m getting worked up from frustration or excitement. All I can do is accept that Kat has been given her instructions and she won’t deviate from them no matter how much I beg and plead. It’s better to not piss her off and choose to go with the flow. There’s nothing I can do here. 
 
    Nothing except wait and see what Don has in store for me. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    By nine thirty on Saturday morning, I’m pacing back and forth in the living, throwing nervous glances through the front windows to the road, expecting to see Don’s car arrive at any time. Every passing vehicle sends me scurrying to the window. I can’t seem to get a grip on myself. Is that what the other husbands are like before Don arrives? I recall that Miho’s husband, Allen, is a devoted, hardcore cuckold. Does he feel like this in the lead-up to a cuckolding session? Or does he have more control thanks to his chastity cage? 
 
    Kat joins me at ten minutes to ten. She carries a large suitcase and sets it next to the door. I glance at the suitcase, my mind racing with questions, but Kat silences me with a single shake of her head. I pause and admire her for a moment. Today, she’s chosen to wear a simple yellow summer dress. Nothing fancy, but it makes her look so beautiful and innocent. She embraces me in a firm, loving hug and we stand together in silence for a long time, enjoying this moment together. It feels like we’re both taking it in. The last moments of our regular married lives before Don changes our relationship once again. 
 
    ‘I love you.’ She nuzzles her face into my chest. ‘I love you so much.’ 
 
    ‘I love you too, Kat.’ I kiss her forehead. 
 
    ‘Whatever happens today, just remember that, okay? I love you. No matter what I do or what I say or whatever he asks of me, I love you and only you.’ 
 
    Her words warm my heart even as they fill me with dread. What the fuck does Don have planned for me today? Can it be any worse than everything else he’s already done? He’s made me watch while they fucked. He’s made me a willing participant in my cuckolding. He’s even come inside my wife without a condom. I can’t imagine there are any barriers left to overcome. 
 
    Yet I know that there are so many things he can still do. Don has a powerful imagination and a voracious sexual appetite. He can do anything and we’ll both love it, even though I will later tell myself how much I hated every moment. 
 
    A large black limousine with tinted windows glides to a halt outside the house at exactly ten on the dot. My heart almost leaps into my throat. 
 
    ‘Are you ready?’ Her eyes sparkle with anticipation. 
 
    It takes me a moment to reply. Am I ready? Can a husband ever be truly ready to witness his wife getting defiled by another man? Can a husband ever be ready to watch his wife do things she would never do with him? Can a man be ready to hear her make sounds she has never made for him? 
 
    ‘Yes.’ I force myself to nod. ‘I’m ready.’ 
 
    The driver climbs out of the limo and walks toward our home. I open the door ready for him. As always, he’s impeccably dressed and his expression is unreadable. He stands to attention on the doormat. 
 
    ‘Good morning, madam.’ He nods at Kat. ‘Sir.’ He nods at me. ‘May I take your bag?’ 
 
    I grasp the suitcase by the handle and lift it, surprised to find that it doesn’t weigh as much as I thought. What the hell is inside this? Kat shoots me a warning glance and I bite my tongue. The driver takes the bag and heads to the trunk of the limo. We follow him, pausing to lock the door, and head to the back of the car. I open the rear door for Kat. 
 
    ‘Thank you, kind sir,’ she says, with a smile. ‘You’re so – oh!’ 
 
    I follow Kat into the car and see what surprised her so much. Sitting in the middle of the wide back seat is Don. He wears a casual button-up shirt and simple dark pants. It’s the most laid-back I’ve ever seen him look. 
 
    ‘Morning Kat. Good to see you again. Come, join me.’ 
 
    He smiles at us and extends a hand. Kat takes it and Don helps her into the limo and into his lap, where she sits with her arms around his huge neck. I slip into the limo and close the door behind me, but before I can choose where to sit, Don points to the smaller seats facing them. The message is clear. I must sit over there. I swallow my pride and do as I am told. The driver gets into the front seat and starts the engine. In a few moments, we’re moving, the world slipping past the dark windows. 
 
    ‘Have you been looking forward to this?’ Don glances at me. His hands rest on top of Kat’s yellow dress, seeming so much darker and larger against the light backdrop. Kat can’t hide her eager smile. She looks even more innocent and beautiful like this, cradled up in the lap of her lover. 
 
    ‘Yes, sir.’ 
 
    ‘Good. And have you two had sex since we last met?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, sir. I wore a condom. As we agreed.’ 
 
    ‘Good boy.’ He grins. It’s a mocking, triumphant grin. He looks over my shoulder toward the driver. ‘Take us back the long way. Close the window.’ 
 
    The partition window closes behind me, separating the passengers from the driver’s view. The three of us are now completely alone and isolated. Nobody can see us in here through the tinted windows. 
 
    One of Don’s large hands immediately slides up Kat’s body and caresses her breasts. She exhales with arousal and adjusts her body to give him better access. They kiss. I watch in stony silence, my heart racing. Their tongues flash and flicker before my eyes, gliding together with erotic hunger. Don continues massaging Kat’s firm breasts. His other hand slides up her legs and disappears beneath the yellow summer dress. She gasps into his mouth and kisses him harder. 
 
    My hands grip the edge of the leather seat so hard that dimples appear in the hard fabric. No matter how many times I watch them kiss, it will never get easier to accept. 
 
    Now Don tugs Kat’s dress down, exposing her bare breasts and hard nipples. Her breasts look so fucking good in Don’s hand black hands, with his powerful fingers kneading and squeezing her soft pale flesh. I realize that I’m holding my breath and force myself to exhale slowly. My cock is already rock-solid, tenting the front of my pants. I couldn’t tear my gaze away for anything right now. 
 
    My wife moans into his mouth as his hands explore her body. He plays with her breasts in front of me while his other hand roams beneath her dress. I’m aching to know what he is doing to her. 
 
    ‘Time to take these panties off.’ His voice is low and dangerous. ‘I need your pussy.’ 
 
    Kat moans again in response. She moves her hand down to begin undressing, but Don shakes his head. 
 
    ‘Not you.’ He makes a deep, rich chuckle. ‘Your cuck will do it. Take off your wife’s panties for me.’ 
 
    He never looks at me, but I understand the command all the same. I release my fierce grip on the edge of the seat and sink to my knees on the floor before them both. Kat continues kissing and making out with Don, but she lifts her hips to allow me access to my goal. I lift the bottom of her yellow sundress and peer underneath. My throat tightens. Don’s thick, dark fingers are inside Kat’s underwear, probing and exploring and pleasuring her most intimate areas. I can see the thin material of her panties bulging and bubbling from his finger movements. I can almost hear the sound of his fingers probing her soaking entrance, even over the steady rumble of the limousine and Kat’s muffled, gasping moans. I reach inside Kat’s sundress and grasp her panties and gently ease them down. She rocks her hips to help me. I slowly unveil her body, but my eyes are fixed on the one part that matters most, the part that Don has under his total control. 
 
    I take Kat’s panties down and remain on my knees, watching Don’s powerful black fingers plunge in and out of my wife’s gleaming pussy. Her lips are slick and swollen with arousal and her tight entrance accepts his probing fingers without hesitation. I can see her juices gleaming on his dark skin, coating him with a layer of her lust. 
 
    ‘Does she look good, Derek?’ 
 
    Don’s amused voice breaks through my stunned stupor. I manage to nod. Don eases his fingers from Kat’s pussy and raises them to her mouth. 
 
    ‘Clean.’ It’s a soft but definitive order. 
 
    Kat takes his pussy-soaked fingers into her mouth and sucks them with wild hunger, tasting herself on him. She moans with arousal and excitement. From my vantage point on the floor, I can see her pussy lips yawning open, desperate to be filled. 
 
    ‘Good girl.’ Don removes his fingers from my wife’s mouth. She pants with desire, her cheeks red and eyes sparkling. ‘Unzip me.’ 
 
    Kat seizes her boss’s pants like a starving woman given a plate of food. She yanks his zipper open without hesitation and reaches inside and lifts his huge black totem free with wide eyes. In a crazy way, she reminds me of some kind of religious worshipper before an idol. Her eyes flick towards me for the briefest moment, but I can’t tell if she’s making sure that I’m watching or just observing my stunned and slack-jawed expression. She’s almost salivating with hunger. 
 
    Don grasps Kat by the waist and lifts her into the air, carefully placing my wife down on his lap. She understands immediately. She holds his huge black cock in one hand and aims it at her tight, soaking entrance and sinks on him with a long, throaty moan of pleasure. 
 
    From my position on the floor of the limo, I can see everything in crystal clarity. I see my wife’s tight pussy lips stretch and swallow his thick black shaft. I see his black skin glide inside her pink tunnel. I see their bodies meld and join and fuse as one. My fist tightens around her underwear and my cock throbs in jealousy. 
 
    ‘Oh fuck, Don!’ My wife’s impassioned wail is almost inhuman to my ears. ‘I needed this so fucking bad!’ 
 
    Don growls like a wild animal and pushes her down into his lap, pushing that huge cock inside her in one furious plunge. Kat’s gasps of ecstasy become a shrill, rising shriek. It’s a sound I have never heard before; one she could never make on my cock. Don’s manhood must be so fucking deep inside her right now. Up to her belly button at least. Deeper than I have ever reached before. I can’t believe how easily he fits inside my wife; how effortlessly her tight pussy can take something that big; how good they look right now, his black cock in her white pussy. 
 
    ‘Fuck me, Don! Fuck me!’ 
 
    Her words are desperate and wild. She’s not in control of herself anymore. The Kat I know – the woman I married, the wife who hugged me in the living room just ten minutes ago – is long gone. She has been replaced by a horny cock-hungry slut. A black cock-loving whore. She might look like my wife and sound like my wife, but the woman I’m looking at right now is a total stranger to me. I have never seen this kind of expression on Kat’s face before. She looks so erotically charged. So intensely aroused. So utterly desperate to do anything to please her lover. 
 
    ‘Goddamn, I love this pussy!’ 
 
    Don’s furious throaty cry sends my wife into overdrive. She rolls her hips back and forth, bouncing on his cock at the same time, moving and undulating with the grace of rolling waves. I’ve never seen her move like this before. It’s like she can’t get enough of him; like he brings out a side of her that I’ve never known. 
 
    ‘Fuck me, Don! I’m so close!’ 
 
    His huge black cock pulses with life as it glides in and out of my wife’s tight white pussy, stretching her entrance to the limit. Her swollen pink lips grip his thick shaft, clinging to him as their bodies move and roll together in shared bliss. I can’t believe what I’m seeing. My cock is so hard it’s painful. 
 
    The gentle forward motion of the limousine comes to a stop. I glance up to the window and see a car in the next lane, the occupant staring forward at a traffic light. I duck out of instinct, but the driver can’t see me through the dark windows. My wife is getting fucked right next to this car and the driver has no idea. The light turns green and we start moving again, but I doubt either of the intertwined lovers even notices. 
 
    Kat unleashes a furious, passionate wail of rapturous bliss. She sinks into his lap, resting all her weight on that monstrous black cock, and rolls her hips in a frantic circle. Her eyes are wide and her expression is almost animalistic. Don grips her hips and pumps from beneath, groaning with the effort of fucking my wife with so much passion. Her breasts bounce and swing, spilling out of her sundress, rocking back and forth before my eyes like a hypnotist’s pendulum. No matter where I look, I see something that twists my heart and makes my cock yearn for release. Kat’s swaying breasts. Don’s huge, pumping cock. Even the sight of his black skin gripping her pale flesh. 
 
    ‘Make me come! Make me come!’ Her voice is a high, shrill wail of lust already. I’ve never made her come this fast. I could never make her climax so quickly. 
 
    Don grabs Kat’s throat with one hand and pulls her back into him. She leans into his powerful body, turning her head and kissing him as moan after moan explodes from her throat. Their tongues collide and swirl together in a frenzy. He keeps pumping her with savage, powerful strokes, forcing his cock to the deepest parts of my wife’s tunnel. 
 
    She explodes with pleasure. Her body trembles and rocks and shudders in his lap, fingers clenching on his arm and leg, wailing moans filling the air around us, her pink pussy gleaming and glistening with lust as the lips spasm and tighten around his thick cock. Her climax is bigger, longer, louder, and more intense than any orgasm she’s ever had with me. 
 
    ‘I’m gonna come in you.’ Don’s eyes blaze like molten metal and his jaw is set with concentration. ‘Tell me to come in your wife!’ 
 
    I respond like a dog ordered to bark on command. I say, ‘Come in my wife! Please! Fucking come in her!’ 
 
    Kat’s wails of passion reach a crescendo. Don keeps fucking her from below, pounding her juicy, soaking pussy in a desperate frenzy now. His balls throb. His cock pulses. Her pussy drips cream all over his black shaft, glazing him with a thin layer of lust. I cannot tear my eyes away from this scene. My stomach bubbles in frustration but I love it. 
 
    ‘Come in her!’ I’m desperate now. I need this as much as they do. ‘Come in my wife’s pussy!’ 
 
    Don makes one final throaty growl and then moans. Kat gasps. His balls throb and contract and pump. Their furious movements begin to slow. Kat gasps again, moaning with unadulterated ecstasy. 
 
    ‘Yes!’ She looks at me now, seeing me for the first time since they started fucking. ‘He’s coming in me! I can feel it!’ 
 
    I groan in lust and jealousy and pleasure, my eyes glued to Kat’s quivering, pulsing, dripping pussy. Don’s cock throbs and shudders inside her. I can practically see the come flowing through his massive shaft and pumping into my wife. I groan again. 
 
    By the time I finally tear my eyes away from their intimate parts, Kat and Don are enjoying a slow, passionate, hungry kiss again. It’s the kind of kiss two lovers share when they can’t get enough of each other. A pearly white bead of come trickles down Don’s cock and onto the leather seat. I’m breathless now. 
 
    ‘Perfect.’ Don beams at Kat. ‘That was perfect, as always.’ 
 
    ‘Thank you, sir.’ 
 
    He chuckles and says, ‘We’re not in the office now, Kat. Only your cuck needs to call me sir.’ 
 
    She laughs and glances at me. ‘Did you like that, baby? Was I a good slut for you?’ 
 
    All I can do is nod. 
 
    The car comes to a halt and I look outside to see semi-familiar surroundings. It’s Don’s huge driveway. We have arrived. Holy shit, this day hasn’t even truly begun and already I’ve been turned into a helpless, pathetic cuckold once again. 
 
    Footsteps crunch around the car and the driver opens the door for us. Don straightens up his pants, takes Kat by the hand, and guides her out of the limousine. I follow them, but before I can walk up the path to the house, Don’s driver places a hand on my chest. 
 
    ‘That will stain the seat, sir.’ 
 
    I blink, bewildered. He nods to the backseat of the car, to the small creamy stain of come trickling down the leather. I open my mouth to say that it’s not my come – or my car – but the driver’s face is stonier than granite. He takes a cloth from his pocket and hands it to me. I snatch it from him, climb back inside the limo, and wipe my bull’s come from the seat, my cheeks burning with angry shame. 
 
    ‘Very good, sir.’ 
 
    The driver takes the cloth back from me and slips it into a pocket. He opens the trunk and removes Kat’s suitcase as I walk up to the house with clenched fists, afraid of what I might find inside the home. What will Don make my wife do? What scene will I walk in to find? 
 
    But, to my surprise, Don is alone, in the kitchen, pouring two glasses of champagne. He doesn’t one to me. 
 
    ‘Where’s Kat?’ I look around. There’s no sign of her. ‘What’s she doing?’ 
 
    Don smirks at me as if it should be obvious. He says, ‘She’s cleaning up. And then she’ll get ready for the main event.’ 
 
    The driver walks into the house and carries the suitcase through to a room. I try to see what’s happening, but Don tuts loudly to regain my attention. 
 
    ‘I know that you’re new to being a cuckold, Derek, but you really gotta get better at following orders.’ 
 
    ‘I just wanna know…’ 
 
    ‘It’s driving you crazy, isn’t it?’ He smirks again. I hate how much power he’s wielding over me right now. ‘Relax, Derek. You’ll find out soon enough. I promise you’re going to love it.’ 
 
    I bite the inside of my cheek to stop a sarcastic retort from escaping. Don lifts the two glasses and nods for me to follow. We head out of the kitchen, me walking in Don’s footsteps like an obedient pet, and head through his home. As always, I force myself not to be impressed by how beautiful, spacious, grand, and stunning this place is. He guides me through the house and stops. 
 
    ‘Take a look, Derek.’ 
 
    We’re in his little art gallery, a section of the home where the walls are lined with stunning framed portraits. Some are original pieces worth tens of thousands. The last time we came here, Kat studied each one with gobsmacked delight. But nestled among the collector’s pieces and signed originals are a few different paintings. These are more unique portraits, the images painted by Don himself. Each one features a naked woman.  
 
    I’ve seen them before, but this time I do a double-take. These aren’t just portraits of naked women; these are people I’ve met. This one here, the stunning woman reclining on a bed, cupping her breasts and smiling at me – it’s not just any naked figure, it’s Nina. I recognize her face, her eyes, her smile. This is Nina in the warm embrace of a post-coital cooldown. My jaw hangs open. Don chuckles. 
 
    But that’s not all. I recognize the star of the next painting over, too. That body, that wicked smile, those sharp, clear eyes. It’s Miho, naked, beautiful, bathing in the glow of erotic passions. She looks exactly as stunning as she does on the DVD back home. 
 
    ‘They look good, don’t they?’ He nods to the paintings, to the incredibly vivid naked bodies of his conquests. ‘I think I did a good job with these.’ 
 
    I look around. There are other women here, faces that I don’t recognize. Probably various other married women that he fucks like mine. But I don’t see the one I’m looking for. 
 
    ‘Come this way.’ 
 
    Don leads me deeper into his art collection, around the corner. There is one painting covered with a fabric cloth, as though awaiting its grand unveiling. 
 
    ‘What’s under there?’ Even though I ask the question, I know the answer in my heart. 
 
    ‘Open it up and find out.’ 
 
    I step closer to the covered painting and reach out to the cloth with a trembling hand. Do I dread what I might find under this cover? Or does the idea excite me? 
 
    ‘Do it.’ Don’s voice is firm. He doesn’t want me to delay any longer. 
 
    My fingers grasp the hem of the cloth. I take a breath and yank it off without another thought. I see the portrait and my jaw goes limp. 
 
    It’s Kat. Of course it’s Kat. Don always said that he would paint her someday and it looks like he did. The painting depicts my wife reclining on a bed, her skin glowing with erotic satisfaction. He’s depicted every part of her body with stunning clarity. I recognize the shape of her breasts; the dimples in her cheeks; the delicate slenderness of her thighs. She’s smiling out to the viewer – to me – with a look that suggests this was the most wonderful sexual pleasure of her life. Even gazing at the painting makes my cock throb in jealousy. 
 
    ‘I’m happy with this one.’ Don steps next to me, talking with a casual tone, as though he’s a museum guide discussing the work of a master. ‘The lines are so perfect. Look at the way she’s lying. Almost as if she’s inviting the viewer to try his best.’ 
 
    ‘It’s…’ I swallow. ‘It’s beautiful.’ 
 
    ‘Thanks. It helps that the subject is beautiful. That makes it a lot harder, actually. I have to capture her natural beauty, instead of trying to add my own touches.’ 
 
    ‘When did you… I mean, she didn’t pose for this, right?’ 
 
    ‘No.’ He makes a soft chuckle. ‘This is all from memory. Just a little something I’ve been working on when I get the chance. I’m a busy man, as you know. Lots of wives to satisfy.’ 
 
    I can’t stop admiring the painting. Kat’s body looks almost good enough to touch, as though I could reach into the portrait and feel her warm skin. Her sensual, serene expression and naughty smile have been perfectly captured. This is the image of a woman in repose, the absolute definition of post-sexual euphoria. 
 
    A snort of air hisses out of my nose. I shake my head. Don turns to me, his eyebrow raised. 
 
    ‘Something funny, Derek?’ 
 
    ‘There was a little window this afternoon – maybe two whole hours – where I believed that we could get away from you. I thought I could earn enough money and Kat could stop working for you and we would walk away from this – whatever this is…’ 
 
    ‘How did that make you feel?’ His dark eyes are fixed on my face, but I see no cruelty, no malice, no wickedness. If anything, he seems interested. Curious. Keen. 
 
    ‘Honestly?’ I shrug. ‘Conflicted.’ 
 
    He nods like an understanding father. He says, ‘I understand. I really do. Before all this, you probably never even thought about Kat with another man, am I right?’ 
 
    I nod. 
 
    ‘And you probably never even considered that you’d be okay with it.’ Don gestures to the painting. ‘But this, it makes it all seem worthwhile, doesn’t it? That look in her eyes. The pleasure. The passion. It’s the most emasculating and incredible feeling ever. Isn’t that right?’ 
 
    He looks at me again, his dark eyes glittering like the night sky. I could lie to him but we would both know. 
 
    ‘Yeah.’ I make a little nod, conceding to him. ‘It’s awful, but it’s amazing. The things she does with you, the way she moves, the sounds she makes – I hate it, but I love it.’ 
 
    ‘I told you, didn’t I?’ He smiles. Not a cruel smile, but a warm, gentle, friendly smile. For the first time, I feel as though we are equal. ‘I knew you’d find your place eventually.’ 
 
    ‘How?’ I look at Kat’s portrait again and see hundreds of tiny details that slipped past me before. The wrinkled bedsheets. The mischievous gleam in her eyes. The light sheen of sweat on her brow. Her swollen and puffy pussy lips. It all looks real. ‘How did you know that we would be okay with this? You could have ruined our marriage.’ 
 
    ‘That was a gamble, for sure.’ He smiles again. ‘But I could see it you both. You have a bond that goes far beyond simple marriage. I see the way you look at each other. I guessed that you’d do anything for her. You’re one of those guys who would do anything for your wife. Her happiness is your top priority. Is that close to the truth?’ 
 
    We share a look. I don’t need to answer that. 
 
    ‘I was right.’ He nods, glad to have his suspicions confirmed. ‘Now, let’s go and take a seat. Kat will be ready any minute now.’ 
 
    My cock makes an involuntary throb of excitement. I follow him out of the gallery and through the house to his living room, where a wide leather large couch awaits. The last time I sat here, I watched a live stream video of Don fucking Kat and Miho in a hotel room hundreds of miles away. I sat next to Allen, Miho’s husband, and he gleefully told me all about his chastity cage. What a night that was. 
 
    Don takes a seat in the center of the couch and gestures for me to sit opposite. I do as instructed. Silence hangs in the air between us for a moment. It’s not exactly an awkward silence, but it sure isn’t comfortable, either. What do you say to the man who effectively owns you? What do you say to the man who controls your sex life? After a few moments, I pluck up the courage to ask him one more question. 
 
    ‘What would you do if this caused problems between Kat and me?’ 
 
    He frowns, not understanding the question. 
 
    ‘I mean, like,’ I sit forward and make animated gestures with my hands, ‘if this contract, this arrangement, or whatever – if this caused us problems, what would happen? What if neither of us could handle it and we got divorced or something?’ 
 
    Don clicks his tongue and thinks for a moment. I wonder if the question had ever entered his mind before now. 
 
    ‘The contract would be void.’ He shrugs. ‘I’ve told you before, haven’t I? I might be fucking you wife, but-’ 
 
    ‘The one getting fucked is me.’ 
 
    ‘Precisely.’ A wolfish smile. ‘And if you weren’t together, I’d have no interest. I can fuck any woman I want, but where’s the fun in that?’ 
 
    For the first time, I understand what he means. A guy like him derives pleasure from sex – who doesn’t? – but the part he enjoys the most is asserting himself over another man. I’ve always known this to be true, but now I understand it. I understand why he does it. He has a need and I’m here to fill it. Just like Kat. 
 
    I open my mouth to say something else, but the sound of approaching footsteps makes me jerk my head in that direction. It’s not just footsteps; it’s the sound of high heels tapping on the hard floor. My pulse quickens. Finally, I get to see what Don has planned for me tonight. 
 
    Kat walks into the room and the world falls away from under my feet. Whatever I had expected or anticipated or hoped to see – this isn’t that. It’s a thousand times more excruciating. 
 
    My wife is wearing her wedding dress. The very same dress she wore on the day we swore to spend our lives together; white, body-hugging around her chest and flowing in soft ruffles down to her feet. She’s curled her hair in a similar style to how she wore it back then, too, and her face is almost radiant with soft makeup. Her shoes are the same sparkling high heels she wore on the day. It’s like my wife just burst out of our wedding photos and emerged into the present day. The sight of her makes my stomach ache with jealousy. I can’t take my eyes off her. 
 
    ‘Wow.’ Don smiles. ‘You look sensational.’ 
 
    Kat smiles at us both in turn and walks into the room. She stands between the two of us and turns on the spot, letting us both admire her beauty. My heart is on the verge of exploding. Just when I thought my cuckolding couldn’t get any worse, this bastard goes even further. 
 
    ‘Come here, Kat. Sit next to me.’ 
 
    My wife carefully sits on the couch next to her boss. Her lover. Our bull. Don hands her a glass of champagne and they touch glasses together in a toast. I want to leap off this seat and grab her by the hand and run out of here and never come back. But I won’t. I’m in way, way too deep for second thoughts now. 
 
    ‘What do you think, Derek?’ Don’s eyes gleam. He’s loving this. Not just having my wife wear something intended only for me, but my reaction to it. He can almost see my stomach churning in discomfort. ‘Doesn’t she look stunning?’ 
 
    I open my mouth. Nothing comes out. I nod slowly, unable to take my eyes away from Kat. She blushes and drinks her champagne. The very first time we came here, she downed half a bottle of wine for liquid courage. Now, however, she seems relaxed and at ease with this arrangement. 
 
    ‘We have something for you, too.’ Don’s grin grows wider. I don’t like it. ‘Kat, could you lift that cushion?’ 
 
    Kat moves one of the couch cushions to reveal a small white box with an elegant blue ribbon neatly tied around it with a cute bow on top. It looks like a box for a watch. She lifts the box and holds it out to me. I take it, casting a suspicious glance at Don. 
 
    ‘What is it?’ I shake the box. There’s something metallic inside. 
 
    ‘Open it up.’ Don's eyes remain fixed on my face. ‘Go on.’ 
 
    I carefully tug the blue bow open and let the ribbon fall away. My heart thunders. Whatever this is, I know it’s going to destroy me. I lift the lid of the box and peer inside. For a moment, the contents seem mysterious. I see gleaming silver metal. Maybe it is a watch. But then the pieces fall into place. This is a solid metal chastity device. I look up at Don with fear in my eyes. He's still smiling. Even my wife is grinning. 
 
    ‘What…’ I swallow. ‘What is this?’ 
 
    ‘It’s a gift for you.’ Don nods at the box in my hands. ‘We talked and decided that you need more structure in your life. Especially now you’re working for me.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll have the key,’ Kat says as if that makes this situation any better. ‘So I can let you out when we get naughty together. But you’ll be in that cage while I’m working.’ 
 
    ‘What if I don’t want to?’ I lift the cage out of the box. It seems so small and so imposing. Can I fit into this? 
 
    ‘Let me put it this way…’ Don gently swirls his glass in the air, swishing the contents around like a whirlpool. ‘I’m not fucking your wife until you put it on.’ 
 
    For a moment, I feel the wind of victory turning in my favor. It’s that easy to win. All I have to do is refuse and he won’t cuckold me. We can break out of this. We can be free. But then I look into Kat’s face and all I see is her imploring me to go through with it. 
 
    ‘Please, baby? Please? For me?’ Her beautiful eyes are wide and sparkling. They look every bit as gorgeous as they did on our wedding day all those years ago. 
 
    All that resolve in my gut melts away under Kat’s gaze. I can’t deny what she wants. I never could. Don is right about me; I’d do anything for her. Anything at all. Including the ultimate act of male submission. 
 
    ‘How, uh, how do I put it on?’ I turn the cage around in my hands, trying to figure out what I’m supposed to do with this thing. 
 
    ‘Give him a hand.’ Don takes Kat’s glass and leans back, content to watch the show. 
 
    Kat kneels in front of me and takes the cage. She says, ‘Stand up. Take off your pants.’ 
 
    I do as she says. Heat creeps into my cheeks. A small throb of arousal pulses through my manhood. I’ve always fantasized about Kat kneeling before me in her wedding dress, and that dream has finally come true, but nothing like how I imagined it. I ease my pants down and stand here with my half-excited cock hanging in the air. 
 
    Kat carefully opens one of the larger circles of metal at the back of the cage. She unclips two rings and places the larger circle over my manhood and closes it around the base. The sudden sensation of cold metal sends a shock through me, causing my penis to wilt and shrink. Kat carefully snaps another metal ring into place, this one encircling my testicles. With these two rings locked into place, I can’t remove them. My wife looks up at me with a shy smile. 
 
    ‘How do you know how to do this?’ I gesture at the two rings trapping my manhood in place. 
 
    ‘Miho told me how they work. Her husband’s been wearing one for years now.’ 
 
    She places the cage over my penis and slides it into place, the rings connecting to the main body of the restraint. Metal rungs encircle my manhood, trapping it tight. There is no give. There is no escape. It is bound to me. She takes the final piece out of the – a small, heart-shaped padlock – and slips it through the final binding. Our eyes meet. She snaps the lock shut. I am now fully in chastity. Fully locked up. Fully submissive to her. 
 
    ‘Give her the key, Derek.’ Don eyes us with barely-concealed glee. 
 
    I reach into the box and take out the last item. It’s a small key on a thin silver chain. The key to my escape. The key to my release. I hand it to Kat. She stands up and places the chain around her neck, the key resting on the soft curves of her chest. She kisses me on the cheek. 
 
    ‘I love you, baby.’ 
 
    ‘I love you, too.’ 
 
    She returns to her seat at Don’s side and continues drinking her champagne, looking cool and casual, as if she hadn’t just unmanned me. Don places a hand on her thigh, his skin darker than ever against the white wedding dress. 
 
    ‘You wanna read your contract in fine detail, Derek.’ His smirk cuts me like a blade. ‘There’s a section on chastity cages like this. If you fail to deliver your work on time, I take ownership of your key.’ My eyes flick to Kat’s breasts and the gleaming silver key lying there. ‘You should also know that if you try to remove that without permission from either one of us, it will be welded shut.’ 
 
    I swallow. Just when I think this can’t get any worse. Don continues, unbothered by my frustration. 
 
    ‘I hear that if a man wears one of those for too long, his cock stops working. He can’t even get hard anymore. I hope we don’t accidentally break you, Derek.’ Don pats Kat’s thigh. She giggles. ‘That’s enough teasing. We’re not here to hang out, are we?’ Don drains his glass and Kat follows suit. He places the empty glasses on the table next to him. ‘Kat, I want you to make your husband jealous.’ 
 
    She smiles and kneels on the couch and unzips Don’s pants again. I watch my wife undress this man, still standing on the spot with my penis covered in this unusual new weight. As I watch Kat get her boss naked, my manhood begins to swell and thicken, but the bars of my new prison prevent it from getting too large. It’s uncomfortable. 
 
    Kat leans forward and wraps her mouth around Don’s thick, black cock, using one hand to grasp that thick, trunk-like base and hold it steady as she begins to lovingly suck and lick his most sensitive parts. She takes his huge rod easily now, her jaw used to its incredible size and thickness. A muffled moan escapes her throat. Don relaxes on the couch, letting my wife use her considerable talents on him. 
 
    I keep watching, unable to tear my eyes away. I watch Don’s thick black shaft disappear into Kat’s mouth again and again as she bobs her head up and down, giving him a sensual, passionate blowjob. Her tongue glides over his dark skin, leaving a trail of silvery saliva in its wake. The cage seems to shrink around my cock, gripping it with an immovable iron fist. I wince. 
 
    ‘Is that uncomfortable, Derek?’ Don grins. He places a hand on the back of Kat’s head, guiding her movements. ‘I bet it is. What hurts more, watching your wife suck my cock or that cage?’ 
 
    I grit my teeth, not wanting to give him the satisfaction of an answer. He pushes Kat’s head lower, forcing his cock into her throat, still smirking at me. She gags, her eyes bulging. 
 
    ‘Watching her suck you!’ 
 
    His eyes gleam with wickedness, delighted at breaking me so easily. He releases Kat’s head, but she doesn’t come up for air right away. Instead, she continues to throat his cock and stroke the shaft, jerking him into her mouth with obvious glee. 
 
    ‘She’s a fucking natural-born slut, Derek. Did you know that? I did. I could tell. Look at her. She’s fucking perfect… but only she has the right cock.’ 
 
    My wife moans in bliss, agreeing with him. That moan echoes in my ears and causes the cage to tighten. God, it’s so uncomfortable. My penis wants to get hard, but it can’t. The metal bars prevent any growth or movement. This is the most excruciating feeling in the world. 
 
    Kat continues sucking Don’s huge black cock with relish. Saliva and spit roll down his shaft. She worships the head and licks his member and pauses to suck and pleasure his huge, full balls. Every movement of her skilled tongue causes his black shaft to pulse with delight. She sucks him as if it’s her reason for living. 
 
    ‘Fuck, that’s so good, Kat…’ He reaches over and pats her ass through the dress. ‘I think it’s time we consummated our arrangement again, don’t you?’ 
 
    She moans in response, apparently unable to stop sucking his cock. She keeps blowing him for a few more moments, then leans back. A thick strand of spit clings to his head and her lips, breaking as she moves back. 
 
    ‘Are you going to fuck me now, Don?’ Kat can’t hide her excitement. She almost bounces on her knees with giddiness. 
 
    ‘Yes, I am.’ Don smiles at her. 
 
    He stands up and sweeps Kat into his arms. She giggles in delight, glancing at me over his powerful black shoulder. I can’t help but feel excited for her. 
 
    Don carries my wife through the house as though she’s the bride on their wedding night. She holds onto his thick neck and nuzzles into him, her wedding dress fluttering in the air. I follow him through the house and up the stairs to his bed. I’ve been here before, several months ago, when this whole adventure began. Back then, I had no idea what was going on. But now, I’m a changed man. I’m a true cuckold; naked and caged, subservient to my wife and her black bull boss. This is my real nature. 
 
    ‘Are you gonna undress me?’ Kat kisses Don’s cheek as she asks the question. 
 
    ‘In time, don’t worry.’ He stands next to the bed and gently eases Kat down. She stands by his side, glowing with happiness. Fuck, it does look like their wedding night. ‘Come here, Derek. I want you to do something.’ 
 
    I step closer, the cage bouncing with my movements. Don smiles. 
 
    ‘Take your wife’s hands and then give her to me.’ 
 
    I take a deep breath. This isn’t just humiliation. This isn’t just him asserting his power over us. This is him taking everything from me. Kat holds out her hands. I take them in mine – so soft, so feminine – and extend my hands to Don, offering my wife over to him. Once upon a time, Kat’s father gave me her hands in a similar fashion. Now I’m handing her to another man. Maybe forever. 
 
    ‘Thank you, Derek. Now get on the bed.’ 
 
    I point to myself, confused. In all the times we’ve been through Don’s games, he likes me to stand at the side and watch. But this time he nods. 
 
    ‘Get on the bed. Lie down, with your head here.’ 
 
    I climb on the bed and lie down where he points, my head near the edge nearest to them. The cage feels like it’s crushing my cock. The discomfort is both awful and intensely arousing. The metal bars humble me and drive me wild at the same time. I can’t stand this torment but I also crave more. 
 
    Don grasps the zipper on the back of the dress and gently eases it down. Kat’s wedding dress falls away, leaving my wife in just her white panties, white stockings, and high-heeled shoes. A frilly white garter encircles her thigh. She beams with delight. I don’t recall her looking this happy or excited on our wedding night. 
 
    He guides her over to the bed and she climbs on top of her, her head in line with my trapped penis. Now my vision is filled with Kat’s yearning, drooling, swollen pink pussy. Now, too late, I realize what he plans to do. Don stans behind my wife and gently glides inside her. His thick black cock plunges into her hungry pussy without difficulty. Kat’s body swallows him effortlessly, her pink lips stretching to receive and cling to his shaft. From my position on the bed, I can see every intimate, wonderful detail. I can see her stomach bulging as he pushes his massive length inside. I can see her pussy lips grip his cock as he slowly eases back. I can see his balls swing as he pushes forward again and begins fucking my wife right in front of my face. 
 
    ‘Yes! Don! Yes! Fuck me!’ 
 
    The bed begins shaking and rocking beneath me. All I can see is the soft, glistening place where their bodies meet. I see pale pink flesh being speared by a huge dark cock over and over again. Her cream clings to his cock. 
 
    And the cage holds my manhood firmly in place. This is the most intense, exquisite, arousing sight I have ever had, but my penis cannot enjoy it. I grasp the cage, trying to touch myself and relieve some of the pressure, but I can’t. The cage is solid and immovable. All I can do is watch. 
 
    ‘Harder, Don! Fuck me!’ 
 
    His black cock glides back and forth at an incredible speed, fucking my wife’s pussy in a dizzying frenzy. Neither of them can get enough. The sound of their colliding bodies is almost deafening. It fills my ears like the sight fills my eyes. Christ, I can even smell their passion. The scent of sex hangs thick in the air. There’s nothing I can do to stop it. All I can do is watch. 
 
    ‘I’m coming, Don! I’m coming!’ 
 
    Kat’s moans of pleasure reach a crescendo. She shudders above me, her entire body shaking with the all-consuming power of her orgasm. Don keeps pumping her at the same intense, furious pace, thrusting his cock into her sensitive pussy, making her climax even harder. I can see it all in crystal clarity. I understand now why she needs this man in her life. He does things that I could never match. She could never come that hard for me. 
 
    ‘Yes! Yes! Don! I love it!’ 
 
    Her voice is shrill with ecstasy. She writhes in pleasure, pushing back into his pumping cock and taking it as deep as possible. Her juices coat his black shaft now, gleaming like jewels. She grabs my cage and squeezes it for support. I can feel the heat of her hand through the bars, but not the softness of her skin. This is enough to drive a man insane. 
 
    ‘Lick my clit! Baby, please!’ 
 
    For a moment, nothing happens. Then I realize that she’s talking to me. Don continues fucking her. Kat’s swollen, throbbing pink clit is barely an inch above my face. It’s so close to me… but also so close to him. Do I do this? Can I do this? Can I put my face this close to another man’s cock? 
 
    But I delay too long. Kat lowers her body and pushes her clit into my mouth. Now I don’t have a choice. I lick her juicy, creamy pussy with relish, tasting savoring her sweet, tangy arousal. I circle my tongue around her clit. She moans even louder. I grab her ass and hold her open, letting Don pump his massive cock into her gushing pussy with even more force. The heat of their bodies washes over my face. But I keep licking. I want to please my wife. 
 
    She writhes with pleasure, grinding her soaking pussy into my face. I can feel it bulge and swell over and over as Don shoves his length inside, fucking her with incredible passion. But I keep licking. I don’t care anymore. This is my place. 
 
    ‘Come in me, Don! I need it! Come for me!’ 
 
    Don unleashes a throaty, masculine growl of hunger and fucks her with wild abandon. Their passionate lovemaking is incredible. I’ve never witnessed anything like it. I’ve never seen two people so desperate to enjoy each other this much. His cock pumps her swollen, gushing pussy with savage, primal intensity. Her juices flow. But I keep licking. 
 
    ‘Come! In! Me!’ 
 
    My wife’s cries echo around the room. Don’s growls become throatier, almost gasp-like. He grips her hips and drives his cock to the deepest parts of her body and unleashes a furious moan. I watch his shaft pulse. I see his balls throb and convulse. I can practically see his come pumping through that monstrous cock and into my wife’s bare pussy. She gasps. Her body trembles again. She pushes back into him, desperate to take all his come and not spill any of it. I can’t tell if that’s because I’m down here and she’s thinking of me or because she loves his come this much. 
 
    Finally, Don slowly pulls back, breaking off their connection. Kat’s pussy gapes and winks above me. She groans at the feeling and carefully rolls me, sitting up and looking down at herself. 
 
    ‘Fuck, I’m so full…’ Her face is flushed with exertion but her eyes gleam. She needs more. 
 
    ‘Not too full, I hope?’ Don chuckles. 
 
    ‘Never.’ 
 
    Kat leans back on the bed and massages her tender pussy lips with two fingers, catching Don’s load as it trickles out and rubbing it into her skin. She can’t stop smiling in happiness. 
 
    ‘Are you gonna fuck me again, Don?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, I am. All night. All weekend.’ 
 
    He stands closer to the bed. Kat grasps his cock and caresses it, her hands sliding in their combined juices, slowly stroking and keeping him hard. He looks down at me. 
 
    ‘I’ll give you a choice, Derek. You can stay and watch or you can go home and wait for her. But either way, you’re not getting out of that cage until Monday at the earliest.’ 
 
    I don’t even think about it. 
 
    ‘I want to stay, please.’ 
 
    ‘Good answer. Sit over there. This bed is ours now.’ 
 
    I climb off the bed and sit in a chair nearby, content to watch them together from the sidelines. My cock aches as I’ve never felt before. The cage hurts, but I’m starting to enjoy the feeling of its unyielding pressure on my soft penis. I lean back and get comfortable. Don climbs on the bed and mounts my wife again, gliding back inside her. 
 
    ‘Yes, Don! I love it!’ 
 
    I am a cuckold now. Maybe I always was, but I never knew it. Whatever the case, this is my place in the world. I sit at the side and watch my wife fuck her boss with more passion than I’ve ever experienced. Maybe if I was a real man, she’d fuck me the same way. Whatever the case, I’m just happy to be part of her incredible sexual journey. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Epilogue: 
 
    Power Lasts 
 
      
 
    I rub my tired eyes and lean back in my office chair, exhausted but happy. Yet another batch of files is finished. I’ll get them Fedexed over to Don’s office and collect another healthy paycheck as thanks. God, what a week it’s been. Just when I feel like I’m getting on top of all my work, he sends me more paperwork to complete. Not that I’m complaining. Thanks to his money, I was able to upgrade my chair to this sleek, comfortable leather seat. 
 
    Sometimes I wonder if it’s the money that motivates me to work this hard or the feel of a metal cage around my penis. This cage used to feel cumbersome and uncomfortable. I used to lie awake at night, unable to fall asleep because it felt so alien around my shaft. But now it feels stranger not wearing this thing. I’m so used to it that I barely notice the restrictions. 
 
    I stand up from my desk and walk around the room to stretch my legs. This place is looking good now. We’ve been able to afford a few nice upgrades here and there, such as a new couch and a bigger TV. Our sudden flood of income has certainly proved useful. 
 
    The calendar flutters in the breeze from an open window. I walk over to it and glance at the dates for this month. We still have three weeks until Kat’s next appointment with Don. Damn, three whole weeks. That’s a long time to wait. Their sessions together have become the highlight of every month. I think Don knows it, but I don’t care. We all know that I’m a cuckold. In truth, I couldn’t be happier. I used to be a regular husband in a regular marriage. Now everything has changed for the better. My penis is caged for most of the day, but Kat unlocks me almost every night for some quality intimate time together. Being caged like this has made me a better husband. I’m more attentive, I focus better on my work, and I do all my chores around the house. We rarely argue and I do everything in my power to make sure Kat is relaxed in the evenings. She doesn’t say it, but I know she agrees that caging me was the right thing to do. 
 
    My eyes drift along the calendar and rest on today’s date. There’s a small “F” scribbled on the page in Kat’s handwriting. That single letter makes my manhood press against the bars of its prison. It stands for “fertile”, as in, today is the best time to try and make a baby. Kat’s been pretty insistent on trying to get pregnant recently, especially now that our finances are solid and we have a decent stash in our savings. I just hope that Don lets her come home this time. Last month, he took her out of town on a last-minute business trip and we spent a very anxious few days waiting to see the results of her pregnancy tests. I was almost disappointed to see it return a negative result. Part of me feels that it’s only right for a man like Don to father our child. 
 
    My phone rings and I snatch it up. Kat’s cheery voice greets me. 
 
    ‘Hey, handsome!’ 
 
    ‘Hi, babe.’ I can’t stop myself from smiling at the sound of her voice. 
 
    ‘I’m five minutes away, so I’ll see you soon?’ 
 
    ‘Sure! I’ll get dinner going.’ 
 
    ‘Actually… not yet. That can wait.’ She giggles. It’s a wonderful sound, rich, naughty, and erotic. ‘See you soon.’ 
 
    I hang up and almost dance with glee, racing around the house to turn off my computer and tidy up. I want everything perfect for when Kat gets home. 
 
    Sure enough, she opens the door almost five minutes later on the dot. She walks into the house and drops her bags on the side and takes my hands with a twinkle in her eyes. 
 
    ‘Come into the bedroom,’ she says. 
 
    I follow her, obedient as ever. She twirls her finger in the air and I understand at once. That’s our signal for, “strip”. I take my clothes off and stand by the bed in just my cage. 
 
    ‘Aw, has he missed me today?’ Her voice is sweet, innocent, and teasing. She kneels before me and kisses the cage. My manhood throbs with hunger. I can feel her warmth, but not her touch. It’s the ultimate torment. 
 
    ‘He always misses you.’ I remain standing, not daring to put my hands on her or try to hurry this up. If Kat wants to unlock me, she will. But she could easily change her mind. ‘Have you missed me?’ 
 
    ‘Hmm…’ She pretends to think. ‘Yeah, mostly.’ 
 
    Kat slips the chain from around her neck and slides the key into the lock. She pops the restraint open and carefully removes the cage from around my penis. I begin to thicken and swell almost immediately, unable to hide my excitement. She leans close and gently breathes on my cock. I throb with life and grow to full size in a few seconds. This is another amazing benefit of being caged every day: you appreciate the smaller details. The feel of her warm breath is every bit as wonderful as her mouth. She doesn’t need to suck my cock when she can just blow air onto me. 
 
    Now Kat kneels on the bed, still in her office attire. I unzip her skirt and ease it down to reveal her blue panties. But what’s this? I spy a dark, wet patch on the fabric. I place my fingers on it, almost trembling with excitement. 
 
    ‘Wow, you did miss me today!’ I trail my finger along her warm panties, feeling the soft folds of her sex beneath. 
 
    She giggles and shakes her hips at me. She says, ‘Don’t get too full of yourself, baby. That’s a gift for you.’ 
 
    ‘A gift…’ I grab her underwear and pull them down to see a creamy white patch on the inside. My jaw drops. ‘Don fucked you? Today? When you’re fertile?’ 
 
    ‘He insisted.’ She giggles again. ‘But don’t worry. I explained that I’m saving it for you, so he only fucked my ass, okay?’ 
 
    Sure enough, I see that Kat’s ass has been fucked and filled, probably less than an hour ago. My cock throbs even harder. 
 
    ‘Thank you for that.’ I kiss her soft ass cheeks, knowing that he would have spanked her. ‘I appreciate it.’ 
 
    ‘Stop appreciating it and get inside me!’ 
 
    I get behind my wife and glide inside her molten-hot pussy. She doesn’t feel nearly as tight as she used to, once upon a time. But that’s to be expected when she fucks a huge black cock almost every single day. I’m just grateful that I’m allowed my turn when he’s done. 
 
    ‘I’ll thank Don for you tomorrow.’ She glances back at me over her shoulder. ‘Come on, fuck me, put a baby in me!’ 
 
    I grab her hips and start fucking with all my strength. We both know that I’m not as long, hard, thick, or powerful as her boss. We both know that I can’t make her come as he can. But that’s okay. I don’t need to do any of those things. It makes me feel a lot freer now. I can just do my best and I don’t have to worry about impressing her. 
 
    ‘Fuck, I wanna get you pregnant so bad!’ I pump her like a wild animal, driving my cock into her pussy over and over. 
 
    ‘Yes! Do it! Make me pregnant!’ 
 
    Our passion ends abruptly, as always. It takes less than a minute for me to reach my climax and fill her up. My load doesn’t spurt as deep into her as Don’s can reach, but I do my best. I hold still until every drop has spilled into her and then I collapse on the bed. Maybe this time we finally got pregnant. Maybe. We cuddle up together in bed, enjoying the feeling of our warmth. I kiss Kat’s shoulder. She sighs happily. 
 
    ‘Before I forget…’ She turns her head to talk back at me. ‘Don wants me to ask you something.’ 
 
    ‘Oh?’ I fail to hide the excitement in my voice. ‘What does he need from me?’ 
 
    ‘We’ll be going away on a trip for our next appointment. He wants to bring a new girl along, she’s a new hire. He wants you to go to his place and make her husband feel comfortable.’ 
 
    ‘A new girl? You mean…’ 
 
    ‘Yeah. Like we were, once. Think you can do it?’ 
 
    How things have changed. Now I’m going to sit in Don’s living room with another cuckolded husband, only this time I’m going to be the one wearing a chastity cage. Don wants me to help corrupt the next generation of cuckolds while we watch our wives get fucked via live stream. 
 
    ‘I’ll do anything you want, Kat.’ 
 
    She takes my hand and places it on her stomach. 
 
    ‘Do you think we did it this time?’ 
 
    ‘I hope so. I want to get you pregnant so badly. Can you imagine us as parents?’ 
 
    She giggles and says, ‘I can. I can imagine you looking after our baby while I’m getting fucked by my boss.’ 
 
    My manhood pulses against her body. Despite how hard I just came, my penis still reacts to her words. She smiles at me. 
 
    ‘If you’re good tonight, we can try again after dinner. But only if you’re good. Don said we could try at least twice tonight.’ 
 
    ‘God, I love you, Kat.’ 
 
    ‘And I love you, my sweet cuckold.’ 
 
      
 
    ### 
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