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Michael sat at the edge of the bed, heart pounding as he watched his wife move through the bedroom, every movement dripping with sensuality. Jessica was a vision of raw temptation—her toned, curvy body poured into the silky red dress that hugged her hips, barely concealing the perfect swell of her ass. The neckline plunged low, exposing the generous swell of her breasts, teasing just enough to make any man ache to see more. The fabric shimmered in the dim light, clinging to every sinful inch of her body, a second skin meant to be peeled away by eager hands.

She turned to the mirror, tilting her head slightly, her thick blonde waves cascading over one shoulder as she applied a final touch of lipstick, a deep, glossy red that made her full lips look even more fuckable. She pursed them together, smirking in that knowing, wicked way that made Michael’s breath hitch. The way she always did when she was about to be worshipped. When she was about to be taken. When she was about to be fucked senseless in the way she loved best.

The scent of Marcus’s favorite perfume filled the room, rich and intoxicating. Jessica glanced at Michael, his legs slightly spread, completely bare except for the cruel steel cage imprisoning his cock. His toned body, a product of restless energy and the occasional gym visit, was on full display—smooth, lean, and submissively vulnerable. His pale skin flushed under Jessica’s predatory gaze, a soft tremor running through him as he shifted, the locked metal pressing uncomfortably against his aching length. His toned body, a product of restless energy and the occasional gym visit, was on full display—smooth, lean, and submissively vulnerable. His pale skin flushed under Jessica’s predatory gaze, a soft tremor running through him as he shifted, the locked metal pressing uncomfortably against his aching length.

His thighs were taut, slightly parted, the outline of his chasitised cock twitching in helpless desperation. The sight of him, utterly exposed, his lips already slightly parted as if expecting a command, made Jessica’s smirk widen. He was perfect—whimpering, needy, a well-trained pet who knew his place.

Jessica trailed her fingers along his sharp jawline, tilting his face up so she could drink in the way his pupils were blown wide with a mix of arousal and surrender. "Mmm, my perfect little pet," she purred, her thumb brushing over his bottom lip before trailing lower, nails skimming over his chest, pausing just above the unforgiving steel of his cage. "You know you’ll never be enough to satisfy me, don’t you, baby? But that’s what makes you so precious to me. That’s why Marcus is coming—to remind you exactly where you belong, and to remind me why I love my obedient little cuck so much."

Jessica had always been the ambitious one, the one who thrived under pressure, the one who knew how to play the game. As a high-profile property manager, she handled some of the most lucrative real estate deals in town, all under the authority of Marcus Coleman—a powerful businessman who owned multiple local businesses and had expanding interests across the country. She made the real money, took charge of their household, and held the reins in their marriage.

Michael, on the other hand, had built a quiet but lucrative career as a remote freelancer. He specialized in high-end consulting, pulling in good money from his clients, but it was nothing compared to Jessica’s success. He worked from home, his schedule flexible, allowing him to always be available when his wife or Marcus needed him.

“Tonight’s a big night, baby,” she murmured, stepping toward him with slow, deliberate grace. “Our man is coming home.”

Michael swallowed hard, nodding, his face already hot with humiliation. His body betrayed him, twitching inside the locked chastity cage even as he fought to keep his composure. He knew his role. He had accepted it long ago. But that never stopped the wave of shame and arousal that hit him every time Marcus came to claim what was his.

Jessica’s fingers traced down his bare chest before her hand slid between his legs, cupping the cold steel. She gave the cage a little shake, making him whimper.

“You’ll be good for him, won’t you, baby?” she cooed, her nails dragging along his inner thigh. “I don’t want any fuss tonight.”

Michael nodded, biting his lip. “Yes, ma’am.”

Jessica’s smirk widened. “That’s what I like to hear.”

She reached over to the bedside table, retrieving the small bottle of lube before pressing a firm hand on Michael’s shoulder, guiding him to kneel on the bed. Earlier, she had taken her time with him, ensuring he was utterly prepared for Marcus—shaving him meticulously, leaving his skin silky smooth below the eyebrows, stripping away any trace of masculinity. Then came the enemas, deep and thorough, flushing him clean inside out, ensuring that when their man arrived, he would be as perfect and ready as Jessica demanded.

His breath hitched as he felt the cool liquid drip between his cheeks, the sensation making his muscles tense involuntarily. Jessica’s fingers spread it with slow, deliberate strokes, her touch both clinical and teasing, each motion heightening his awareness of just how exposed he was.

She let out a soft hum, her free hand running over the smooth skin of his lower back, admiring her handiwork. "Such a good boy," she murmured, her lips brushing over the nape of his neck. "All prepped, open, and aching—just like how a good little slut should be for Marcus."

Michael whimpered as he felt the tip of the plug press against his entrance, the slight stretch already making his cage throb with desperation. Jessica took her time, twisting it slightly as she eased it in, making sure he felt every humiliating inch pushing inside him. "Shhh," she cooed, running a hand up his spine. "Let it in, baby. Open up for him."

His body trembled as she pushed it deeper, the slow burn giving way to a full, stretching sensation. Jessica held it in place, circling her thumb around the base, making sure he adjusted before giving it one final, teasing nudge that made him shudder.

"There we go, baby," she whispered, smoothing her palm over his ass possessively. "Nice and full. You're almost ready"

A shiver ran down Michael’s spine. His hands trembled as he gripped the sheets, his cage throbbing, aching for relief that would never come. Jessica ran her hands down his back, her touch lingering just long enough to make him whimper before she straightened up, adjusting her dress with the air of a woman completely in control.

She glanced down at him, her smirk widening. "Now, let’s get you properly dressed, pet. You should look presentable when our man arrives."

Reaching into the closet, she retrieved his designated uniform—the small, frilly apron that barely covered anything. With practiced ease, she slipped it over his head, tying the strings tightly around his waist, ensuring the thin fabric sat just right over his smooth, exposed skin.

"Perfect," she purred, stepping back to admire her work. "Now you really look like the little house toy you are."

The sound of a car pulling into the driveway sent a fresh wave of nerves coursing through Michael’s body. His wife, however, just smiled, her eyes lighting up with excitement. She checked herself one last time in the mirror before making her way to the door, her heels clicking against the hardwood floors.

Michael followed behind, his steps slower, more hesitant. The air in the house felt heavier now, thick with anticipation. Jessica reached the door, smoothing her dress, running a hand through her hair. Then she opened it.

Marcus stood on the other side, a towering presence, effortlessly commanding the space before he even stepped inside. Dressed in an expensive tailored suit, he exuded dominance, power. His dark eyes raked over Jessica’s body, approval flashing across his face as he pulled her in, his large hands gripping her hips as he claimed her mouth in a deep, possessive kiss.

Jessica melted against him, moaning into his mouth as Marcus’s strong hands roamed down, gripping her tight ass over the silky fabric of her dress, squeezing possessively. She arched into him, grinding against the heat of his body as his tongue invaded her mouth, claiming her with slow, dominant strokes. Her fingers curled into his suit jacket, her body shuddering under the sheer force of his kiss, while his hands kneaded the plush curves of her ass, pulling her flush against him. The unmistakable bulge pressing against her stomach made her whimper, her lips parting to let him deepen the kiss further, sucking on his tongue like a desperate, needy slut.

It was the kind of kiss that left no doubt about ownership. The kind of kiss that reminded Michael exactly where he stood in this dynamic—watching, aching, knowing he would never have what Marcus took so effortlessly.

Marcus finally pulled back, smirking down at her. “Mmm… Missed you, baby girl.”

Jessica giggled, her cheeks flushed. “Missed you more, Daddy.”

Then, as if finally remembering the presence of her husband, Jessica turned to Michael, her smirk only growing as she gestured toward him.

“Look who’s been waiting patiently for you.”

Marcus’s gaze shifted, locking onto Michael like a predator sizing up his prey. His smirk deepened as he took in the sight before him—Michael standing there, utterly exposed except for the tiny, frilly apron barely covering his smooth, naked body. The flimsy fabric did nothing to hide the outline of his locked cage or the way his flushed skin betrayed his humiliation. Marcus’s eyes flicked up to Jessica, his grin widening as he let out a low chuckle, his dominance already settling into the room like a weight Michael could feel pressing down on his chest.

“Well, well,” he murmured, stepping inside and closing the door behind him. “Aren’t you a sight for sore eyes?”

Michael swallowed hard, his whole body burning under Marcus’s stare. His cock throbbed, trapped in its cage, already aching from the plug stretching him open.

Marcus took a slow step closer, tilting Michael’s chin up with two fingers. "Look at you," he murmured, eyes flicking over his exposed, trembling form. "Standing here like a good little slut, just waiting to be put to use."

Michael’s breath hitched. He knew there was only one correct answer.

"Yes, Sir."

Marcus chuckled, giving his cheek a light slap. "That’s more like it."

Jessica purred, running a hand down Marcus’s chest. "I got him just the way you like, Daddy—smooth, plugged, and desperate for your attention."

Marcus’s eyes gleamed with satisfaction. "Mmm, you always take such good care of our little pet."

His gaze returned to Michael, dark and hungry.

"Let’s see if he remembers how to serve properly." With that, Marcus smirked and delivered a sharp slap to Michael’s exposed ass, the sound echoing through the room. Michael gasped, his body jolting, his cage twitching painfully against its restraints.

Michael followed them into the living room, his steps hesitant, his breath coming shallow and uneven as he took his place on the floor beside the couch. The tiny apron Jessica had tied around him earlier still clung to his smooth skin, offering no real coverage, only a humiliating reminder of what he had become. His locked cage ached, throbbing uselessly between his legs, the ache only worsened by the firm presence of the plug stretching him open, keeping him filled just as Jessica had prepared him earlier. Every slight movement sent a reminder of his submission, the fullness inside him reinforcing the role he was expected to play as he watched Jessica sink onto Marcus’s lap, draping herself over him, rolling her hips in a slow, teasing grind like she had been waiting all night for this. Because she had. Because she belonged there.

Marcus lounged back, legs spread wide, exuding the kind of effortless dominance that made the entire room feel smaller. One of his large hands rested possessively on Jessica’s hip, the other lazily tracing the curve of her thigh through the fabric of her dress. She leaned into him, her body pliant, eager, completely wrapped up in his touch.

Michael swallowed hard as Jessica moaned softly, pressing her lips to Marcus’s neck before whispering against his skin, "Mmm, Daddy, I think our little cuck is excited to see us together."

Marcus smirked, his dark eyes flicking toward Michael, who immediately dropped his gaze. "That right, boy?" Marcus mused, dragging his fingers down Jessica’s back. "You like watching your wife all over me? Knowing she’s mine now?"

Michael’s throat went dry. "Yes, Sir."

Jessica giggled, shifting on Marcus’s lap, making a show of rolling her hips, teasing the growing bulge beneath her. "I can feel how hard you are for me already," she purred, dragging her nails down Marcus’s chest. "Should we make our pet serve us first, Daddy? Or do you want to get straight to taking what’s yours?"

Marcus exhaled a low chuckle, his grip tightening on her hip. "Let’s make him useful first," he said. "I’m thirsty."

Jessica snapped her fingers, and Michael scrambled to his feet, moving to fetch their drinks. He forced himself to steady his hands as he poured Marcus a glass of whiskey, then filled Jessica’s wine glass with something red and expensive. By the time he returned, Jessica had already begun unbuttoning Marcus’s dress shirt, revealing the broad planes of his chest, her fingers greedily exploring his muscled torso.

Michael knelt beside them again, holding the drinks up like an offering. Marcus took his glass first, sipping slowly before nodding in approval. Jessica, meanwhile, ran her fingers through Michael’s hair as she accepted her wine, her nails scraping his scalp in a way that sent a shiver down his spine.

"Good boy," she murmured, before turning her attention fully back to Marcus. "Now, let’s get to what we’re all here for."

With that, she slid off Marcus’s lap just long enough to kneel between his legs. Michael watched, heart hammering, as she unzipped his pants, her delicate fingers reaching in but not pulling him out immediately. Instead, she leaned in close, pressing a slow, teasing kiss against the thick outline of his cock through his briefs, inhaling his deep masculine scent. Her lips trailed over the fabric, dragging down his length before she flicked her tongue against the swollen tip, dampening the cotton with her saliva. She let out a little whimper of satisfaction, her fingers stroking over him, savoring the heat and weight of what was about to claim her. Only then did she finally peel his briefs down, releasing the thick, heavy length of him, her fingers curling around the base as she began stroking him slowly.

She glanced at Michael, her smirk widening. "Look at that, baby. That’s the cock of the man who owns me."

Michael’s whole body burned with humiliation, his caged cock twitching pathetically, the ache intensifying as he watched his wife worship the dark, thick, heavy length of Marcus’s cock. The contrast was devastating—Jessica’s small, pale, eager hands barely able to wrap around the sheer girth of him, her delicate fingers stroking his black, veined shaft with reverence.

Michael could feel the way his own body reacted, helpless to the primal dominance of it all. His caged cock pulsed against the unforgiving metal, his plug pressing deeper with every desperate shift of his hips. It was always the same—the overwhelming arousal, the helplessness, the reminder that he would never, ever be what Marcus was.

Jessica moaned as she dragged her tongue along Marcus’s shaft, tracing every thick ridge, wetting him with slow, deliberate licks before finally wrapping her lips around the swollen head. The sight of her, so eager, so desperate to please, made Michael’s stomach tighten painfully. Marcus let out a deep groan, threading his dark fingers into Jessica’s blonde hair, controlling her movements as she sucked him down greedily, eager to take everything he had to give.

"Fuck, that mouth was made for me," Marcus groaned, rolling his hips up to meet her eager suckling. "A perfect little cum dump."

Jessica hummed in agreement, hollowing her cheeks as she took him deeper. Michael's fists clenched against his thighs, watching helplessly, unable to do anything but kneel and take it.

After a few moments, Jessica pulled back with a wet pop, licking her lips. "I need you inside me now, Daddy."

Marcus smirked. "Then get on my lap, baby. Let’s remind your little pet what he never gets to have again."

Michael’s stomach tightened as Jessica straddled Marcus once more, lifting her dress, revealing her shaved, glistening pussy, already slick and needy. She hovered for a moment, her breath hitching as she rubbed his thick, swollen head against her entrance, teasing herself with the sheer size of him.

"Mmm, Daddy," she whimpered, shivering as she let herself feel the stretch before even taking him in. "I’ve been waiting all day for this."

Marcus groaned, gripping her ass, squeezing possessively as he smirked up at her. "Then don’t make me wait, baby. Sit on it."

Jessica let out a shaky breath before sinking down, her walls stretching deliciously as she took every inch, inch by inch, until he was buried inside her, filling her completely. Her thighs trembled, her fingers digging into his broad shoulders as she adjusted to the impossible thickness of him.

A deep moan tore from her throat, her head falling back as she finally bottomed out, fully impaled. "Fuck, Daddy, you stretch me so good. So deep—oh my god."

Marcus groaned, his fingers digging into her hips as he held her still for a moment, savoring the way her tight walls clenched around him. His other hand slid up, yanking down the straps of her dress until her full, perfect tits spilled free. He wasted no time, latching onto one stiff nipple, sucking hard as she gasped, her body jerking in pleasure. "That’s right, baby," he murmured against her flushed skin, his tongue flicking over her stiff nipples. "You take this cock so much better than your little cuck ever could. You were made for this."

Michael’s cage throbbed painfully, every word, every wet, obscene sound making his humiliation worse.

Marcus turned his gaze to Michael, a cruel smirk playing at his lips. "Tell me how good my cock feels inside your wife, cuck."

Michael’s mouth went dry. He struggled to find his voice, but Jessica, lost in pleasure, reached forward, her fingers wrapping around his caged cock, stroking him through the metal, keeping him on edge. "Say it, baby," she moaned. "Tell Daddy how perfect he feels inside me."

Michael whimpered. "So good, Sir," he managed. "You feel so good inside her."

Jessica laughed breathlessly, her nails digging into Marcus’s chest. "Mmm, baby, you’ll never make me feel like this again. But it’s okay—you’ve still got plenty of use with that talented tongue of yours."

Marcus chuckled, tightening his grip on Jessica’s hips, slamming her down harder, making her cry out. "That’s right, boy. You just sit there for now and take it."

Michael’s body was shaking now, the aching, burning need inside him reaching unbearable levels as Jessica rode Marcus with abandon. His wife, his goddess, completely lost to another man.

And then she reached for him again, her fingers brushing over his cage, teasing, stroking, making his frustration even worse. He gasped, hips jerking, desperate for relief that would never come.

"Oh, baby," Jessica cooed, lips curling into a wicked smirk. "I could make you cum like this, couldn’t I? Just rubbing you through your little cage, making you spill like a pathetic little thing. But no. Not tonight."

Michael whimpered, helpless under her touch, under Marcus’s amusement, under the sheer, unbearable denial.

Moments later, Marcus groaned, his grip tightening, his thrusts becoming harder, deeper. Jessica gasped, her body going taut before she cried out, shuddering as she came around him.

A few more deep thrusts, and Marcus followed, burying himself deep inside her as he filled her up. Jessica moaned softly, collapsing against his chest, catching her breath.

Then, slowly, she turned her head, locking eyes with Michael. Her legs spread wider, revealing the mess Marcus had left inside her.

"Clean me up, baby," she murmured, her voice still thick with pleasure as she spread her legs wider, Marcus’s seed glistening between her thighs. "Get in there, nice and deep. I want that tongue of yours working until I’m spotless."

Michael hesitated for only a second before crawling forward, his face inches from the mess dripping from her swollen, used hole. His body trembled, his cage aching unbearably as he leaned in, his tongue darting out tentatively.

Jessica let out a satisfied sigh as he began licking, slow and obedient, gathering up every drop. "Mmm, that’s it, baby. Get every bit. Daddy worked so hard filling me up—don’t let any go to waste."

Marcus chuckled above him, stroking Jessica’s thigh as he watched. "He really is a hungry little thing, isn’t he? Look at him go."

Jessica tangled her fingers in Michael’s hair, guiding his face deeper. "You should be grateful for this, baby," she cooed. "Not many cucks get to taste their wife like this."

Michael moaned softly against her, the humiliation only amplifying his desperate need. His tongue worked fervently, lapping her up, swallowing every drop, his own frustration mounting as Jessica’s pleased little sighs filled his ears. But she wasn’t satisfied yet—her fingers tightened in his hair, pressing his face deeper between her thighs.

"Don’t just clean, baby. Make me cum again," she purred, rolling her hips against his mouth.

Michael’s breath stuttered, his tongue instinctively obeying, flicking over her swollen clit, pressing and circling as she guided him exactly how she wanted. Her moans grew sharper, more insistent, her legs tightening around his head.

"That’s it, baby. Just like that," she gasped, grinding down harder. "You might not be man enough to fuck me, but at least that tongue knows its place."

Marcus watched lazily, a smirk tugging at his lips as Jessica rode Michael’s mouth, using him like the obedient toy he was. One of his hands rested lazily on the back of Jessica’s neck, but the other idly stroked his still-throbbing cock, slick with their combined juices. Jessica, lost in her pleasure, reached down and wrapped her delicate fingers around his shaft, stroking him slowly as she ground against Michael’s face.

"Look at you, boy," Marcus mused, his voice thick with amusement. "So eager to serve. Watching your wife pleasure herself on your tongue while she strokes my cock. That must hurt, huh?"

Michael’s own arousal ached unbearably, his cage pulsing with useless, denied need as he buried his face deeper, licking and sucking, desperate to make her shudder again. And then it happened—Jessica cried out, her body tensing, her fingers fisting in his hair as she came all over his tongue, grinding against his face through the waves of pleasure.

She let out a long, satisfied sigh, finally releasing her grip and leaning back against Marcus. "Mmm, good boy," she purred, her fingers tightening briefly in his hair before releasing him. "You really do have your uses. Now sit back and show us that pretty, desperate face while we enjoy the afterglow."

The house carried the scent of sizzling steak and rich spices as Michael moved about the kitchen, making sure everything was plated perfectly. He worked diligently, focused on the task Jessica had given him—preparing dinner while she freshened up.

From the living room, Marcus sat in his robe, still bare underneath, his powerful frame sprawled across the couch as he flipped through reports Jessica had prepared for him earlier. He looked entirely at ease, sipping his drink, going over business while waiting for his next pleasure.

Jessica re-entered the room, her presence commanding attention. Fresh from the shower, she had taken her time reapplying her makeup, her glossy red lips curved into a knowing smirk, her eyes dark and sultry under perfectly curled lashes. The thick waves of her 80’s-style tradwife hair bounced slightly as she moved, exuding a twisted mix of classic housewife charm and outright, brazen sexuality. She was the perfect blend of elegance and filth, a woman who knew exactly how to keep her men desperate for her.

The sheer black negligee she wore now clung to her body like a second skin, the delicate lace barely managing to contain the heavy, swollen perfection of her breasts. The cups were cut scandalously low, her stiff nipples pushing against the thin fabric, begging for attention. The transparent material dipped at her waist, hugging the hourglass curve of her hips before flaring just enough to showcase the smooth expanse of her thighs. With every step she took, the flimsy hem lifted slightly, teasing glimpses of her bare, glistening slit, her wetness undeniable.

The scent of expensive perfume and fresh arousal followed her as she padded barefoot toward Marcus, her movements slow and deliberate, letting him savor every inch of her, then in practiced motion, draping herself across his lap, her body warm and supple against him, smelling of rose and indulgence.

"Mmm, Daddy, you work too much," she purred, stretching out like a pampered cat.

Marcus chuckled, one strong hand settling on her thigh, fingers lazily tracing upward, toying with the hem of the delicate fabric. "Gotta make sure my businesses run smoothly," he murmured. "But I think I’ve earned a break."

Jessica moaned, rolling onto her back, her legs draping off the side of the couch, spreading slightly as she arched beneath Marcus’s touch. The sheer fabric of her negligee did nothing to hide the way her nipples had stiffened, begging for attention. Marcus’s fingers skimmed over the lace, barely grazing her sensitive peaks before pinching one between his thumb and forefinger, rolling it just enough to make her gasp.

"Mmm, Daddy," she purred, her hips shifting slightly, teasing the damp heat between her thighs. "Always so good at playing with your toys."

Marcus chuckled, smirking down at her as he continued teasing, his palm gliding over the delicate curves of her body. "That’s because you make such a good one, baby. So soft, so fuckable."

His other hand moved lower, sliding beneath the lace to cup her bare mound, fingers pressing just enough to make her whimper. "And already soaking for me," he mused, grinning as he spread her wetness with slow, deliberate strokes. "Just how I like you."

Meanwhile, Michael knelt at the edge of the living room, hands folded in his lap, watching, waiting. His tiny apron had been discarded, leaving him completely bare except for his locked cage and the plug that still stretched him open. His breath was shallow, his body tense with anticipation, knowing that at any moment, Jessica would decide how he would serve next.

Her gaze flicked toward him, lips curling into a teasing smirk. "I think it’s time you showed my boss some appreciation, pet."

Michael’s stomach tightened. "Yes, Ma’am."

Jessica’s fingers trailed down Marcus’s robe, parting it, revealing the thick, dark cock already hard from er teasing and waiting for attention. She wrapped her fingers around the base, stroking him lazily as she turned her eyes back to Michael. "Go on, baby. Show him how grateful you are."

Michael hesitated for only a second, but Jessica wasn’t in the mood for delays. She grabbed his jaw, pulling him into a deep, wet kiss, her tongue claiming his mouth, making him moan. When she finally pulled away, her grip on his chin remained firm, guiding him downward. "Enough watching, baby. You serve. You belong to him as much as I do."

Michael’s lips parted, his breath shaky as he lowered himself between Marcus’s legs, his face just inches from the thick, veined shaft standing hard and heavy before him. Jessica watched with wicked delight, her manicured fingers wrapped firmly around Marcus’s cock, stroking him slowly, deliberately, making sure her cuck took in every inch of the man that owned her.

"That’s it, baby," she purred, her voice dripping with amusement. "Take your time. Get familiar with him."

Michael’s tongue darted out hesitantly, barely grazing the thick, pulsing head before sliding lower, tracing along the heavy veins that ran the length of Marcus’s shaft. The sheer size, the heat of it, made his head spin, a dizzying mix of submission and humiliation washing over him. He licked slowly, wetly, his mouth trembling as he worked his way back up.

Jessica let out a pleased hum, rubbing her thighs together, savoring the sight of her husband giving in. "Mmm, baby, that’s it. Worship him properly. You know how much I love watching you like this." Her grip on Marcus’s shaft tightened, her fingers pushing it forward slightly, making it nudge against Michael’s lips. "Go on, sweetheart. Open wide."

Michael hesitated for only a second before his lips parted fully, wrapping around the thick, swollen head. The taste of salt and skin filled his mouth as he took him in deeper, his jaw already stretching uncomfortably around the sheer girth.

Jessica moaned softly, one hand slipping between her own legs as she watched. "That’s my good little pet," she murmured. "Look how fucking pretty you are with Daddy’s cock in your mouth."

"Mmm, let’s make this more fun," she murmured, lowering herself beside him. "We’ll do it together."

Jessica leaned in beside Michael, their eyes meeting for a brief moment before she smirked and let her tongue drag along the thick, pulsing shaft of Marcus’s cock, licking up the taste of Michael’s spit before wrapping her lips around him. She moaned as she sank deeper, letting her saliva pool, coating his shaft with messy, wet devotion. Her throat relaxed, swallowing inch after inch until her nose brushed against his trimmed base, holding there, savoring the way he filled her. A loud, wet gag escaped her lips before she finally pulled back, a slick strand of spit and precum connecting her mouth to his tip. She gasped for air, her eyes dark with arousal as she turned to Michael with a wicked smirk.

Then, without hesitation, she crashed her lips against his, forcing her tongue into his mouth, feeding him the taste of Marcus. The kiss was messy, desperate—hot breath and slick saliva mixing between them as she devoured him, pulling him deeper into submission.

"Mmm… taste that, baby?" she purred against his lips, her fingers curling into his hair. "That’s what a real man tastes like."

Michael whimpered as Jessica’s grip tightened, guiding him back down. His lips hovered over the swollen tip, his hesitation only making her grip firmer. "Go on, sweetheart. Open up."

He obeyed, parting his lips and taking the head inside, swirling his tongue over the slit, tasting the salt and heat. Jessica moaned softly beside him, her hand wrapping around the base as she continued stroking. "That’s it, baby… suck on it properly. Make Daddy feel good."

Michael worked his mouth lower, his jaw stretching as he took more, his tongue flattening against the heavy vein running along the underside. Spit dribbled from the corners of his lips, coating Marcus’s shaft as Jessica tilted his chin, watching the filth unfold. "Mmm, you look so pretty like this, pet."

Marcus groaned, threading his fingers into Jessica’s hair. "You both do. Keep going."

Jessica leaned in, licking the mess from Michael’s lips before deepening the kiss again, tongues tangling as they swapped the taste of Marcus between them. "I love watching you take him," she whispered against his mouth, her thumb brushing over his wet cheek. "You were made for this."

Michael focused on the balls, licking and sucking with desperate, eager strokes while Jessica worked the shaft, her lips stretched wide, her throat relaxing as she took Marcus deeper, moaning obscenely around him. Her saliva dripped down his length, coating him in a slick mess, making each movement lewder, filthier. She pulled off for a moment, gasping for air, strings of spit and precum connecting her swollen lips to his cock before she dove back down, taking him even deeper, her throat convulsing as she swallowed around him.

The room filled with obscene wet sounds—sucking, gagging, moaning, the occasional slick gasp when Jessica came up for air or when Michael pressed his tongue deeper, slurping at Marcus’s balls like they belonged to him.

Finally, Marcus took control, his grip tightening around the back of Jessica’s head as he forced her down onto his cock. She took it willingly, her throat bulging slightly as he began to fuck her mouth, slow and deep, his groans low and satisfied. She moaned around him, the vibrations sending shivers through his body, her hands gripping Michael’s shoulders for support as she let herself be used.

Michael, kneeling beside her, licked and sucked with even more fervor, desperate to please, his tongue massaging Marcus’s heavy sack, his own caged cock pulsing uselessly between his legs. His body ached with the humiliation of it—Jessica’s muffled gags, Marcus’s groans of pleasure, the sheer heat of submission washing over him.

Marcus’s groans deepened, his fingers threading into Jessica’s styled hair, gripping tight as he neared the edge. "Fuck, you two are perfect," he growled, his voice thick with pleasure. "Gonna fill that pretty mouth up."

Jessica pulled back, stroking Marcus quickly, her hand tight and slick as she pumped him. The muscles in his thighs tensed, his cock throbbing violently in her grip. At the last moment, she turned to Michael, gripping his hair. "Open up, baby. Take what Daddy gives you."

Michael obeyed instantly, his lips parting just as the first hot ropes of cum spilled onto his tongue. The salty, musky taste overwhelmed him, his whole body trembling as he swallowed. Jessica moaned at the sight, her fingers smearing the excess across his lips before leaning in, her tongue flicking out to lap up what remained. Then she kissed him deeply, forcing her tongue into his mouth, swirling it with his, sharing the taste, making sure he savored every drop.

The kiss was slow, filthy, wet—strings of cum and saliva glistening between them when she finally pulled away. She licked her lips, sighing contentedly before tilting her head up to Marcus. "Mmm, Daddy… we should do that more often."

Marcus smirked, watching the mess between them, utterly satisfied. "Oh, we will, baby. We will."

Jessica wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, giggling as she nudged Michael’s chin up, admiring the dazed, wrecked look on his face. "Mmm, but first… dinner. Our man needs to eat."

Michael, still catching his breath, nodded quickly and scrambled to his feet, his legs shaking as he hurried toward the dining room to make sure everything was set. Jessica stretched luxuriously, adjusting her negligee before standing and offering Marcus her hand.

"Come on, Daddy. Let’s enjoy a meal before we play again."

Marcus chuckled, tucking himself back into his robe before rising from the couch. "Good idea, baby. I work up an appetite after a good throat-fuck."

Jessica smirked, hooking her arm through his as they made their way to the dining table, where Michael stood waiting—flushed, obedient, and still trapped in his cage.

The scent of seared steak and rich, buttery juices still lingered in the air as they made their way upstairs, remnants of the meal Michael had so dutifully prepared. The dinner had been another exercise in his humiliation—Jessica feeding Marcus bites from her own fork, licking her fingers seductively as she moaned in appreciation of the rich flavors, while Michael sat silently, his own plate untouched until Jessica decided he had earned a scrap or two. Every bite Marcus took, every approving grunt, had been punctuated by teasing, by knowing glances, by the occasional stroke of Jessica’s foot against Marcus’s thigh under the table. And through it all, Michael had remained there, kneeling beside them, his caged cock throbbing, the ache of denial mounting with each passing second.

Now, upstairs, Jessica led the way with practiced grace, her delicate fingers wrapped around Marcus’s thick, semi-hard cock, guiding him leisurely toward the master bedroom. Michael followed behind, his bare feet silent against the floor, his caged cock twitching with every step. He knew what was coming. He had known since she made him take the enema earlier that afternoon. And now, with every humiliating, teasing comment thrown his way, with every lingering glance Marcus cast over his exposed body, the reality of it set in deeper.

Jessica glanced back at him, her smirk widening as she noticed the pathetic dribble leaking through his locked cage.

“Look at this mess,” she purred, tugging Marcus’s shaft playfully. “Our little cuck is already dripping. He really is just a desperate little thing, isn’t he, Daddy?”

Marcus chuckled, reaching back to deliver a sharp slap to Michael’s cheek. “He’s got no shame,” he mused, his dark gaze drinking in the sight of Michael’s flushed, trembling form. “Such a needy little whore, leaking before he’s even touched.”

Michael whimpered, but he didn’t protest. He couldn’t. He had accepted this role long ago.

Inside the master bedroom—their marriage bed—Jessica wasted no time. With a playful push, she sent Michael sprawling onto the mattress, his body bouncing slightly against the soft sheets. Before he could even think of shifting, she straddled his back, pressing him down with the weight of her body as she reached for the soft-padded handcuffs—her favorite to use when she milks her cuck—from the bedside drawer.

“You know I love these on you, baby,” she murmured, fastening them around his wrists, binding them behind his back with just enough tension to keep him vulnerable, pliant.

She reached for a pillow next, tucking it beneath his hips, elevating him just enough to expose the smooth curve of his ass. The cool air kissed his stretched hole, still spread from the plug Jessica had prepped him with earlier. His breath hitched as Marcus crawled onto the bed behind him, his large hands spreading Michael’s cheeks apart, inspecting him with lazy amusement.

“Mmm,” Marcus hummed, palming Michael’s ass possessively. “Look at this. He’s already stretched open for me.”

Jessica leaned down, her lips brushing against Michael’s ear. “That’s because I made sure you were ready, baby,” she whispered, her fingers trailing down his caged cock, stroking the sensitive flesh beneath the unforgiving steel. “You’re always so good for us. So perfect.”

Marcus took his time, slowly easing the plug from Michael’s hole, chuckling darkly as it slid free with an obscene, wet sound. Michael whimpered at the sudden emptiness, his hole fluttering in response.

Marcus pressed his fingers against the gaping entrance, rubbing the slick rim before spreading a generous amount of lube between Michael’s cheeks, working it in with slow, deliberate strokes. The cold gel sent a shiver up Michael’s spine.

“You’re ready, aren’t you, cuck?” Marcus murmured, his voice thick with amusement.

Michael bit his lip, nodding weakly. “Y-yes, Sir.”

Jessica purred in approval, her hand wrapping around his cage, rolling it gently in her palm. “That’s my good boy,” she cooed. “So needy for Daddy’s cock.”

Marcus lined himself up, the thick head of his cock pressing against Michael’s entrance, teasing, circling, pushing just enough to make him tremble. The heat, the slick anticipation of it all, sent shudders through Michael’s body, his breath coming out in shallow, desperate pants. His hole twitched around nothing, greedily clenching in expectation, his body betraying how much he needed this.

Jessica watched closely, her fingers never leaving Michael’s cage, stroking along the cool metal with a teasing slowness that made him whimper. She kept him teetering on the edge, her voice a soft, honeyed whisper against his ear, dragging out every agonizing second.

“You’re so beautiful like this, baby,” she sighed, pressing a lingering kiss to his forehead. “So slutty. So perfect. I love you, baby.”

Marcus pushed forward, slow and unrelenting, the thick head of his cock spreading Michael open inch by inch. The stretch was unbearable, his body surrendering to the sheer size of Marcus’s cock, forcing him to take every bit of it. The burn mixed with a wicked pleasure, a helpless moan escaping him as his fingers curled into the sheets, his body tensing under the overwhelming sensation.

Jessica smirked, trailing her fingers down to his leaking tip, rolling it between her fingers, denying him even the smallest bit of relief. "You love this, don’t you, baby?" she whispered, her lips ghosting over the shell of his ear. "Being stretched, being filled... being nothing but a little cock-hungry plaything."

Marcus groaned, his grip tightening on Michael’s hips as he buried himself deeper, watching the way Michael’s body shook beneath him. "You’re both mine now," he growled, dragging his lips along Michael’s shoulder, his breath hot against sweat-slick skin. "Understand?"

Michael whimpered, his body trembling as he fought to keep himself together. "Y-yes, Sir."

Jessica giggled, teasing Marcus’s chest with her nails, her voice thick with amusement. “That’s right, baby. You belong to him just like I do.”

Marcus set a slow, deep rhythm, each thrust dragging out Michael’s helpless, shuddering moans as his body tightened, his breath catching with every punishing stroke. The thick length inside him filled him so completely, pressing against his most sensitive spot over and over, making his thighs tremble, his fingers clawing at the sheets, desperate for something to ground himself.

Jessica’s fingers worked his caged cock with exquisite cruelty, stroking the sensitive skin just beneath the steel, teasing, edging him closer and closer while keeping him locked in place. He couldn’t even thrust into her grip, couldn’t do anything but take what they gave him.

“Fuck, look at you,” Marcus groaned, tightening his grip on Michael’s waist, driving into him harder. “Taking me like a real slut.”

Michael’s entire body shook violently, his muscles taut with unbearable, mounting pressure. He could feel it building, spiraling out of control, every thrust milking his prostate, every teasing stroke from Jessica making it worse. He wasn’t supposed to, but he couldn’t stop it—his body convulsed as his prostate gave out, pleasure exploding through him in a humiliating, ruined orgasm. His caged cock twitched violently, dribbling uselessly onto the sheets, every pulse sending another wave of humiliation crashing over him.

Jessica gasped, her eyes lighting up with delight. “Oh my god, baby,” she cooed, her fingers dipping into the mess, dragging it along his inner thighs. “You just made a mess from taking cock. Just from having your little hole used.”

Marcus smirked, gripping Michael’s ass possessively, delivering a sharp, stinging slap to the soft, reddened flesh. “That’s not a man’s orgasm, cuck,” he said, his voice rich with amusement and cruelty. “That’s a slut’s.”

But he wasn’t done with him yet. Not even close.

Marcus pulled back slightly, teasing Michael’s stretched, used hole with the thick, leaking head of his cock before thrusting back inside, slower this time, dragging the sensation out, making sure Michael felt every inch, every pulse of heat radiating from him.

Jessica giggled, still toying with Michael’s caged cock, drawing out soft, whimpering moans from his already overstimulated body. “Oh baby,” she cooed, licking a long, slow stripe up his spine, her nails grazing his trembling thighs. “You didn’t think he was done with you, did you? Daddy hasn’t finished filling you up yet.”

Marcus groaned low, his fingers digging into Michael’s hips as he fucked him with deliberate, possessive strokes, each thrust pressing deeper, hitting that devastating spot inside him over and over. His pace quickened, his dominance growing as he felt Michael tighten around him, the heat, the sheer surrender making him shudder in pleasure.

Jessica reached between Michael’s thighs, her fingers trailing over the slick mess he had made. “Mmm, you really are just a little cumslut now, aren’t you?” she whispered, smirking as she smeared his own release against his quivering skin. “I love watching you like this, baby. So desperate, so ruined… just a toy for Daddy to use.”

Michael’s breath came in short, broken gasps, his body wracked with overstimulation. He could feel Marcus’s cock swelling inside him, the way his grip tightened, the low, primal groans escaping him signaling that he was close.

Marcus buried himself to the hilt, his breathing ragged, his rhythm faltering as he held Michael in place, forcing him to take every last inch. His grip was punishing, his cock pulsing inside the tight, willing heat, and then, with one final deep thrust, he groaned, spilling deep inside Michael, filling him completely.

Jessica moaned at the sight, dragging her fingers through Michael’s hair, pulling his head back slightly so she could whisper into his ear, her voice dripping with satisfaction. “Mmm, baby… do you feel that? Daddy’s filling you up, claiming you.”

Marcus exhaled a satisfied sigh, still buried inside him, his grip on Michael’s hips firm as he rolled his hips slightly, ensuring every drop of his release stayed right where he wanted it.

Jessica leaned down, pressing a slow, teasing kiss to Michael’s flushed cheek before giggling softly. “You took him so well, baby. Just like a good little cockdrunk whore should.”

Marcus smirked, finally pulling out, his release already beginning to trickle down between Michael’s trembling thighs. “Mmm, that’s a sight,” he mused, running a possessive hand over Michael’s ass. “Better plug him up, baby. We can’t let any of it go to waste.”

Jessica, ever the attentive mistress, reached for the plug resting on the nightstand, her eyes gleaming with wicked delight. Without hesitation, she pressed the slick, tapered toy against Michael’s still-gaping entrance, slowly pushing it back inside, sealing Marcus’s release deep within him.

“There we go, baby,” she cooed, giving the base a playful twist, watching as Michael whimpered at the sensation. “We wouldn’t want any of Daddy’s gift going to waste, now would we?”

Marcus chuckled, his hand smoothing over the curve of Michael’s ass. “That’s right,” he murmured. “Keep it inside, cuck. It’s where it belongs.”

Jessica trailed her fingers down Michael’s trembling arms, reaching for the handcuffs with a slow, deliberate touch. With a soft click, she unfastened them, letting his wrists fall free. Michael barely had the strength to move, his body limp, spent, but Jessica wasn’t done with him yet.

She leaned in, tilting his face toward her, brushing a kiss against his flushed cheek. "Come on, baby," she cooed, guiding him up onto shaky knees. "You know what comes next. Clean Daddy up."

Michael’s breath hitched, his body still trembling from the aftershocks of his ruined release, but he obeyed. He crawled forward, his lips parting, his tongue darting out to lap at the mess coating Marcus’s thick shaft. Jessica watched with wicked delight, running her fingers through his damp hair, guiding him with gentle but firm strokes.

“That’s it, baby,” she purred, her voice sultry. “Make him nice and clean. Show Daddy how grateful you are.”

Jessica smirked, her fingers tightening in Michael’s hair as she pulled his head back just enough to make him look up at Marcus. "Go on, baby. Thank Daddy for fucking you. Thank him for making you cum like a proper little slut."

Michael’s face burned with humiliation, his lips glistening as he gasped for breath, but he obeyed. His voice was shaky, raw with overstimulation. "T-thank you, Sir. Thank you for fucking me... for making me... c-cum like this."

Marcus groaned in satisfaction, his hand gripping Michael’s chin, forcing him to hold his gaze. "Good boy," he murmured. "Now keep sucking. Make sure you don’t miss a drop."

Marcus groaned, tilting his head back as Michael’s tongue worked over his sensitive length, licking, sucking, taking in every drop of himself. Jessica giggled, stroking Marcus’s chest, watching her husband’s mouth stretch around the softening cock that had just claimed him.

“Mmm, such a good boy,” she whispered, rubbing her thighs together at the filthy sight. “Always so eager to please.”

The taste of Marcus still lingered on Michael’s tongue as he worked, licking and sucking diligently, his lips stretched around the thick, spent cock he had just cleaned. His devotion had its effect—Marcus’s cock twitched in his mouth, stiffening again, filling against his tongue with lazy, growing need. Jessica giggled from her place beside him, running a hand through Michael’s damp hair, gripping at the roots just enough to make him whimper.

“Mmm, you really can’t help yourself, can you, baby?” she teased, watching Marcus’s length thicken between Michael’s lips. “You keep that mouth busy, and it just makes Daddy want more.”

Marcus exhaled a low, satisfied chuckle, his large hand cupping the back of Michael’s head, holding him there, savoring the warm, wet heat. “He’s getting better at this,” he mused, tilting his head back against the pillows. “But I think it’s your turn now, baby.”

Jessica smirked, stretching out beside Marcus, her body still glowing from the last round. “Mmm, you’ve been patient, Daddy,” she purred, rolling onto her back, parting her legs, her slick folds glistening in the dim light. “Take what’s yours.”

Michael obediently pulled off Marcus’s cock, his lips glossy with spit and lingering cum, but he didn’t stop serving. As Marcus climbed over Jessica, positioning himself between her thighs, Michael lowered his mouth, kissing along Marcus’s strong thighs, worshipping him even as he lined himself up with Jessica’s dripping pussy.

With one deep, powerful thrust, Marcus slid into Jessica, making her cry out in bliss. She arched beneath him, wrapping her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, needing more. Michael knelt between them, watching, feeling the heat rise in his own body as he witnessed Marcus claim what was his.

Jessica moaned, her nails dragging down Marcus’s back as he set a punishing rhythm, fucking her deep and hard, making the mattress shake with every relentless thrust. Her tits bounced with the force of it, her breathy gasps turning into full, desperate moans as Marcus drove into her, stretching her just as perfectly as he had stretched Michael moments before.

Michael, trembling with aching need, couldn’t look away. He stared, caged cock twitching helplessly as he watched his wife take the man who now owned them both. The sound of their bodies meeting, wet and obscene, filled the room, mingling with Jessica’s gasping cries and Marcus’s low, satisfied groans.

Jessica reached down blindly, fingers curling into Michael’s hair, yanking him up toward her. “Mmm, baby,” she panted between thrusts, “you’re not just gonna watch, are you? Be a good little housewife. Kiss me.”

Michael obeyed instantly, his lips crashing into hers, the kiss messy, desperate, full of heat and submission. Jessica moaned into his mouth, her tongue teasing his, tasting the remnants of Marcus on him, deepening the kiss until it was nothing but spit and filth and lust.

Marcus grunted above them, his thrusts growing sharper, faster, the muscles in his back flexing with each deep drive. Jessica broke the kiss with a gasp, throwing her head back as pleasure overtook her. “Oh fuck, Daddy—yes, yes, just like that, make me yours—”

Michael’s breath hitched as he knelt at their feet, his fingers gripping the sheets, helplessly watching as Marcus fucked Jessica into the mattress, taking her the way he had taken Michael. The air was thick with heat, the scent of sex clinging to their bodies, saturating the space between them.

It didn’t take long for Jessica to cum. With one last deep, brutal thrust, her body locked up, her legs trembling around Marcus’s waist as she came hard, her cries of pleasure echoing through the room. But this time, he didn’t stop there. Having already spilled once, Marcus had the stamina to go longer—much longer. He kept going, fucking Jessica through wave after wave of pleasure, stretching their coupling into a relentless, sweat-slicked marathon. Jessica's cries grew louder, needier, her body writhing beneath him as orgasm after orgasm tore through her, her legs trembling, her nails dragging down his back in helpless surrender. No one was counting anymore—only the sound of skin meeting skin, the wet, obscene rhythm of ownership filling the air, until at last, after what felt like an eternity, Marcus let out a final, primal growl, slamming deep one last time, emptying himself inside her, marking her as his once more.

The room fell into silence, heavy and satisfied. Jessica exhaled a breathless giggle, stretching luxuriously beneath Marcus as he finally pulled out, collapsing onto the bed beside her. Their bodies were spent, glowing, utterly satisfied.

And at the foot of the bed, Michael knelt, dazed, wrecked, his body aching with the realization that he belonged to them completely.

Jessica reached down, stroking his hair lazily, her nails dragging through the damp strands as she smirked down at him. “You’re a good little housewife, aren’t you, baby?”

Marcus chuckled, still catching his breath, his gaze flicking down at Michael with smug amusement. “Say it.”

Michael, breathless, lips swollen from serving, his body still trembling from everything that had happened, finally whispered, “I belong to you both.”

Jessica beamed, leaning over to kiss Marcus deeply, savoring the taste of him one last time before pulling Michael up by the chin, pressing their lips together in another sloppy, filthy kiss. When she pulled away, her voice was soft, affectionate, and filled with satisfaction.

“That’s right, pet,” she murmured against his lips, her fingers tightening in his hair. “We both belong to him now.”

And in that moment, Michael finally understood—he wasn’t just a cuck. He wasn’t just an accessory to their pleasure.

He was Marcus’s slut just like his wife was.

Two weeks had passed since Marcus last walked through their door, yet the evidence of his presence still lingered in every corner of their lives. The sheets had been washed, the marks had faded, but Michael still felt the weight of him in every breath, in every longing ache that never truly disappeared. His body still remembered, still craved, still throbbed at the memory of being taken, of being owned.

Jessica had noticed it too—the way he fidgeted more when she teased him, the way his breath would hitch when she casually mentioned Marcus’s name, the way his cage remained slick far too often despite no direct stimulation. He was waiting. Even if he didn’t say it out loud, his body betrayed him.

Jessica’s phone buzzed, the screen lighting up with a familiar name. She swiped it open, her lips curling into a knowing smirk as she read the message:

"I’ll be in town next week."

Her pulse quickened. She could already picture it—the way Marcus would walk in like he owned the place, how Michael would immediately fall into place at his feet, how she herself would melt the second those hands were on her again.

Her gaze flicked toward Michael, who had been tidying up the bedroom, his bare thighs exposed beneath one of her silk robes, his cage barely concealed beneath the delicate fabric. The moment the words registered, she saw it—the subtle shift in his breath, the way his fingers trembled as they gripped the bedsheets, the way his thighs pressed together as if he could stop the inevitable reaction. But he couldn’t. The truth was written all over his body. His cage tightened instantly, pressing mercilessly against his aching flesh, and Jessica’s smirk widened.

"Oh, baby," she murmured, standing up, walking toward the vanity. She picked up her lipstick, twisting it open with a slow, deliberate flick of her wrist. "I think we both know what that means."

She leaned in toward the mirror, dragging the deep red shade across her lips with unhurried precision, letting the silence stretch, letting his anticipation build. When she was done, she pressed them together, perfecting the color, before locking eyes with Michael in the reflection.

His chest rose and fell in shallow breaths, waiting, aching, desperate for her next words.

Jessica smirked, running her tongue lightly over her teeth before finally whispering, "Get ready, baby. Our man will be home soon enough."

***
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