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Chapter 1

I looked up into her dark eyes, lying on my back beneath her, getting exactly what I had craved—no, begged for. Yet as her hips moved and her gaze bore into mine, a cascade of doubt rushed in, drowning out the pleasure. My mind, once so consumed by lust, now swirled with nothing but questions and a gnawing sense of regret. How had I gotten here? When did I lose control?

It started innocently enough, three years ago. A late night, a quiet house, and a streaming app that knew me too well. I was scrolling through the "things you might like" section when a thumbnail caught my eye—The Girlfriend Experience. The description sounded interesting enough: a young law student exploring the seductive world of high-end escorting. I clicked play, expecting something mildly entertaining, but the storyline quickly hooked me. The writing was sharp, the characters layered, and before I knew it, I was binge-watching through the night, my eyes heavy but my curiosity insatiable.

Then came that scene.

The lead actress, impossibly poised yet vulnerable, took part in a cuckold fantasy for one of her clients. It was intoxicating. The way she moved, the rawness of her words, the helpless awe on the client’s face—it all struck a chord deep inside me, one I didn’t even know existed. My chest tightened, my pulse quickened, and before I knew it, my hand was wrapped around my cock, stroking slowly as the scene unfolded. I couldn’t stop imagining her in my wife’s place. The thought alone had me teetering on the edge, torn between the shame of the idea and the undeniable arousal coursing through me.

It was so wrong. So dirty. So utterly taboo. And yet, it felt like the most thrilling thing I’d ever seen.

I came hard, groaning into the empty room as the credits rolled. But the satisfaction was fleeting. Guilt crept in almost immediately, a quiet whisper in the back of my mind telling me this was a road I shouldn’t go down. I brushed it off, blaming the late hour and my sleep-deprived judgment.

The next morning, I woke up thinking about it. The scene played on a loop in my head, vivid and unrelenting, like a song you can’t stop humming no matter how much you try. My wife calls them earworms. This was something deeper—a mind worm, burrowing into my thoughts and twisting them into knots.

At work, I couldn’t focus. Meetings blurred into white noise as my imagination replayed every detail, from the actress’s sly smile to the look of submission on the client’s face. I felt my pants tighten under the desk and cursed myself for letting it affect me so much. It was just a scene in a show, nothing more. Or so I tried to convince myself.

That night, unable to resist the pull, I opened my laptop and typed "cuckold" into PornHub’s search bar. The sheer volume of results stunned me—tens of thousands of videos, each more provocative than the last. My curiosity, once mild and innocent, spiraled into something darker as I clicked through video after video. At first, the scenes were tame: couples exploring threesomes, their pleasure mutual and infectious. But as the hours passed, I stumbled upon content that was more explicit, more intense. Husbands watching as other men—Bulls, they were called—dominated their wives.

The scenarios escalated quickly. Some husbands looked genuinely thrilled, their eyes alight with lust. Others were humiliated, mocked as their wives moaned louder for another man. My cock hardened with each click, my hand moving automatically as I delved deeper into this forbidden world.

And then there were the interracial videos—white wives with towering, muscular Black Bulls. The contrast was striking, the energy undeniable. My cock throbbed as I watched these men take their time, their dominance absolute. Some scenes pushed the boundaries further, showing the husbands reduced to cleanup duty, made to worship their wives’ lovers in the aftermath.

It was too much. Too overwhelming. Yet I couldn’t look away. The depravity of it, the surrender, the raw exchange of power—it left me aching, both for release and for answers I couldn’t begin to articulate.

When I finally closed the laptop in the early hours of the morning, I felt hollow. My release had brought no relief, only questions. Why had this hit me so hard? What did it say about me? And most unsettling of all—what if I couldn’t stop?

As I lay next to my gorgeous wife, Becky, her chest rising and falling softly in the dim light of our bedroom, my mind wouldn’t let me rest. The same forbidden questions that had plagued me for weeks surfaced again, unrelenting and insistent. How would it feel to watch her with another man? To see her lips parted in ecstasy as someone else drove her to climax? The thought twisted something deep inside me. It shouldn’t excite me, but it did—more than I dared admit, even to myself.

My cock was hard again, painfully so, despite having just come minutes earlier. The mental image of her moaning for another man made my pulse race and my stomach churn with equal parts arousal and shame. What would happen if she actually enjoyed it? Would it change the way she looked at me? I squeezed my eyes shut, trying to banish the thoughts, but they stayed, clawing at the edges of my consciousness. I needed to stop. I needed to sleep. Eventually, exhaustion pulled me under, but even then, my dreams betrayed me. They were filled with vivid, unrelenting visions of her—of us—but not alone.

The next morning, I woke up groggy, my mind buzzing as though I hadn’t rested at all. Becky looked over at me with her usual soft smile, her hair tousled from sleep, and I felt a pang of guilt. She trusted me completely. She loved me. And yet, here I was, nursing these sick fantasies, desperate to share them, terrified of how she might react.

For weeks, the thoughts didn’t leave me. If anything, they grew stronger, more vivid, impossible to ignore. Every touch from her—a kiss, a brush of her hand—seemed to ignite them, and I found myself fantasizing more often than not. It got to the point where I couldn’t hold it in any longer. One evening, after dinner, I decided to risk it. The words sat heavy on my tongue, but I forced them out anyway, my heart hammering against my ribs.

“Becky,” I began, my voice low and uncertain, “can I ask you something? And… promise you won’t get mad?”

She raised an eyebrow, her curiosity piqued. “Okay… what’s on your mind?”

I hesitated, my palms damp with sweat. “Have you ever thought about… you know… being with another man?” I swallowed hard. “Like, while I watched?”

Her reaction came swiftly, and it was exactly what I’d feared. Her brows furrowed, and she sat back slightly, putting distance between us.

“What?” she said, her tone a mixture of confusion and disbelief. “You mean… cheating on you?”

“No,” I said quickly, shaking my head. “Not cheating. I mean… something we’d agree on. Together. Just once, maybe. I don’t know…”

The words tumbled out clumsily, my nerves getting the better of me. I could see her processing what I’d just said, her expression a mix of shock and something I couldn’t quite place. For a long moment, she didn’t say anything, and the silence felt unbearable.

“Why?” she finally asked, her voice soft but guarded. “Why would you want that?”

I swallowed hard, feeling the weight of my confession settle between us. “I don’t know,” I admitted. “It just… turns me on. The idea of seeing you like that. Of watching you…”

She stared at me, her lips parted slightly in surprise. Then, to my relief, she didn’t look angry. Confused, yes. Amused, maybe. But not angry.

“I love you,” she said firmly, cutting through the tension. “I would never do that to you.”

Her words should have soothed me, but instead, they left me conflicted. Part of me felt relieved; the other part, disappointed. I nodded, forcing a smile, but she wasn’t done.

“Wait,” she said, her tone shifting. She gave me a curious look, tilting her head slightly. “Does the thought of it… turn you on?”

I froze, unsure of how to answer. My face grew hot under her gaze, and I felt the words catch in my throat. Finally, I nodded, my voice barely above a whisper. “Yeah. It does.”

For a moment, she just stared at me, then she laughed—a light, teasing sound that made my chest tighten. “You’re a sick puppy,” she said, shaking her head with a grin. “I can’t believe you’d even think about something like that.”

I tried to laugh it off, shrugging awkwardly, but her next words made my breath catch.

“Maybe one day you’ll get lucky,” she said, her voice low and playful, her eyes glinting with mischief. The sly smile on her lips sent a jolt straight to my cock, and for a moment, I couldn’t tell if she was joking or if there was a hint of promise in her words.

She didn’t give me time to ask. With a wink, she kissed me on the cheek and walked away, leaving me alone with my thoughts—and my painfully hard cock.


Chapter 2

I decided to take matters into my own hands. If Becky wasn’t ready to explore my fantasies fully, maybe I could ease her into the idea, one step at a time. My first move was to buy her a dildo—something realistic, just the right size to make the experience vivid without overwhelming her. When I presented it to her, she laughed at first, holding it up with a playful grin. But when I explained what I had in mind, she seemed intrigued, a flicker of curiosity dancing in her eyes.

The next time we had sex, I finally mustered the courage to bring it into play. As we kissed, my heart pounded in my chest, my arousal tinged with nervous excitement. I reached for the dildo, placing it in her hand.

"Will you use this?" I asked, my voice almost trembling. "Let me watch."

She hesitated for only a moment before nodding, her cheeks flushed but her smile teasing. Becky lay back on the bed, her legs parted, and positioned the dildo between her thighs. Her dark eyes stayed locked on mine as she slowly slid it inside her wet pussy, inch by inch. The sight was overwhelming—another cock penetrating her, even if it wasn’t real. My breath hitched, my cock harder than it had ever been, throbbing painfully as I watched her move.

She moaned softly, biting her lip as her hips began to roll. I couldn’t take it anymore. My hand found my cock, stroking furiously, desperate for release. The wet sound of the dildo thrusting into her, the way her lips wrapped around it, glistening—everything about the scene pushed me closer and closer. I groaned loudly as I exploded, my cum splattering across the sheets as I trembled with the intensity of it. Becky didn’t stop. Her free hand moved to her clit, circling it as her moans grew louder. Seconds later, she gasped, arching her back as she came, her body shuddering with pleasure.

Afterwards, as we lay tangled in the sheets, Becky turned to me, her expression soft but curious. “I’ve never seen you so excited before,” she said, brushing a hand through my hair. “What was it about that that drove you so crazy?”

I hesitated, unsure how much to reveal. Finally, I met her gaze and said, “It’s the thought of… something else being inside you. It just—” I struggled to find the right words. “It messes with my head in the best way. It’s not jealousy, not really. It’s something else.”

She tilted her head, a mischievous smile curling her lips. “You like it when I make you jealous,” she teased, poking me lightly in the chest.

I smiled back, not daring to correct her. She didn’t realize it wasn’t jealousy—it was something far deeper, far more complex. But for now, I was content to let her think it was just playful teasing.

The next time we made love, she surprised me. As I kissed my way down her body, she stopped me with a sly grin. Reaching for the dildo, she held it up and asked, “Do you think ‘John’ should fuck me first tonight?”

The question caught me off guard, and my heart nearly leapt out of my chest. I nodded quickly, unable to find words. She smirked, her confidence intoxicating. “But,” she added, her tone firm, “you can’t touch yourself. I want you hard and ready when I’m done. Understand?”

I could only nod, my cock twitching in anticipation. I stepped back, trembling as she lay down and spread her legs, the dildo poised at her entrance. Slowly, she slid it inside herself, her wetness making the motion effortless. She closed her eyes, letting out a low, guttural moan as her hips began to move. Her free hand teased her clit, and I could see her body tensing, her pleasure building with every thrust.

I stood by the bed, barely breathing, my hands clenched into fists at my sides as I fought the urge to touch myself. She looked so beautiful, so lost in the moment, her skin glowing and her moans filling the room. When she cried out, her back arching as she came, it was almost too much to bear. My cock throbbed painfully, desperate for release, but I waited, just as she’d asked.

When her orgasm subsided, she opened her eyes and looked at me, her gaze heavy with satisfaction. “Your turn,” she whispered, her voice soft and inviting.

I didn’t need to be told twice. I climbed on top of her, my cock sliding easily into her slick, warm pussy. She moaned again, wrapping her legs around my waist as I thrust into her, unable to hold back. The buildup had been too much, the sight of her fucking herself too intense. Within moments, I was there, gasping her name as I came hard, filling her with everything I had.

Afterwards, we lay tangled together, her head resting on my chest as we talked. She ran her fingers lightly over my skin, her voice thoughtful.

“You’ve been… different lately,” she said. “More excited during sex. I like it. It makes me feel sexy.”

I smiled, kissing the top of her head. “You are sexy,” I said, my voice sincere. “And I love the way you tease me with the dildo. It drives me crazy.”

She laughed softly. “Good. Maybe we’ll keep playing with it for a while.”

Things were finally going my way.

Over the next six months, our love life transformed into something electric, raw, and completely unpredictable. Each session felt like uncharted territory, more intense than the last. Becky became bolder, more vocal, letting her inhibitions slip away as she embraced this new dynamic between us. She had a way of driving me insane without even trying, pushing me deeper into the mind fuck I both craved and feared.

When she played with the dildo, now affectionately referred to as "John," she didn’t just moan anymore—she spoke to it. Teased it. Taunted it.

“John, you feel so good,” she would purr, sliding it into her soaked pussy as her eyes flicked over to me. “You’re so much bigger than my husband.”

Hearing her say those words, knowing she was performing for me, drove me to the brink every time. My cock would throb painfully as I watched her fuck herself, completely absorbed in her pleasure. Her voice, her movements—it was all too much, and I’d often find myself cumming so hard I’d see stars.

Then, one evening, as we lay tangled in the afterglow, she dropped a bombshell I never saw coming.

“Next time,” she said casually, brushing her fingers along my chest, “I want you to wear a condom.”

I blinked, stunned. “Why? You’re on the pill.”

Her lips curled into a sly smile. “Because only John gets to fuck me bareback now.”

Her words hit me like a freight train. My cock instantly twitched to life, and my breath caught in my throat. The thought of her withholding that intimacy from me—reserving it for an inanimate object, no less—was so wrong, so humiliating, and yet, it made me harder than I’d ever been. I nearly came on the spot.

Without another word, I bolted to the bathroom, fumbling to find a condom in the drawer. My hands shook as I tore open the packet and rolled it onto my painfully hard cock. When I returned to the bedroom, she was already in position, legs spread wide as she slid John in and out of her wet pussy, her moans echoing in the room.

“Watch me,” she commanded, her voice dripping with authority. “I want you to see how much I enjoy him.”

I obeyed, my heart pounding, my cock aching against the tight latex as I stood by the bed, mesmerized. Her hips rolled sensually, her breath hitching as she fucked herself to the brink. When she finally came, crying out John’s name, my restraint shattered.

“It’s your turn now,” she said breathlessly, her eyes gleaming with lust. “Come fuck me, but don’t you dare take that condom off.”

I practically dove onto the bed, mounting her like a man possessed. The moment I pushed into her, I groaned, overwhelmed by the feeling of her heat, even through the thin barrier. She was so wet, so silky smooth, and yet the absence of bare skin against hers drove me wild. The denial of full intimacy only heightened the intensity, making me thrust harder, faster, chasing my release like a starving animal.

It didn’t take long—less than a minute, maybe—before the pressure overwhelmed me. I screamed out her name as my cock pulsed inside the condom, filling it to the brim with my cum. My entire body shook with the force of my orgasm, the latex clinging tightly to me, trapping my release. Becky reached up, grabbing my face and pulling me down into a searing kiss. Our tongues met in a frantic, lustful dance, her nails digging into my back as we both gasped for air.

When I finally stilled, my head spinning and heart racing, she didn’t let me collapse onto the bed. Instead, she tugged my arm, guiding me out of the bedroom and into the bathroom.

“Take it off,” she said, her tone firm yet playful, nodding toward the condom.

I removed it carefully, feeling the sticky warmth of my release pooled inside, and held it awkwardly in my hand, unsure what to do next.

“Throw it in the toilet,” she instructed, her voice low, her eyes locked on mine.

I did as she said, dropping the condom into the bowl. She stepped forward, her movements deliberate, and sat down on the toilet without breaking eye contact. Then, as if to mark her dominance over the entire situation, she began to pee, the sound of her stream soaking the condom filling the small space.

Her eyes never left mine. She smiled—a slow, knowing smile—but said nothing. The sheer audacity of the moment left me breathless, my knees weak. My mind spun as I stood there, trembling, barely able to comprehend the mix of arousal and humiliation coursing through me.

When she finally flushed the toilet and stood, she leaned in close, her lips brushing against my ear. “You’re mine,” she whispered, her voice soft yet dripping with power.

I nodded, unable to speak, knowing full well that she had me exactly where she wanted me. And the truth was, I wouldn’t have it any other way.


Chapter 3

It had been a year since I’d first confessed my fantasy to Becky, and our sex life had transformed into something I could only describe as unbridled lust. Every session was an intoxicating mix of teasing, denial, and mind games that left us both breathless and craving more. Watching her with John—her dildo—had become a ritual, her moans and whispers driving me to the brink of madness before she’d finally allow me to join her. But even then, there were rules. Always rules.

At first, she only made me wear a condom. Then came the time limits. Three minutes. Two. One. If I couldn’t finish within her increasingly strict parameters, I was forced to pull out and finish myself with my hand, while she watched with a satisfied smirk. She reveled in her control, and I relished in surrendering to her whims.

Her dirty talk grew more audacious with each encounter. While I was inside her, she’d tell me how John was a better lover, how he stretched her perfectly, how he made her cum harder than I ever could. Her words cut deep, each one a mix of humiliation and arousal that left me trembling. No matter how much I tried to resist, the effect was always the same: I’d cum hard, overwhelmed by the storm of emotions she provoked in me.

Despite the teasing and the denial, I couldn’t deny how much I loved it. We both did. It was thrilling, intoxicating, and it felt like we had unlocked something primal between us. Everything seemed perfect.

Until the night she dropped a bombshell.

We were getting ready for another one of our sessions. Becky stood before me, holding John in her hand, her lips curled into a teasing smile. She stepped close, wrapping her arms around me and pressing her body against mine. Her breath was warm on my ear as she whispered, “I’m ready for the real thing.”

At first, her words didn’t register. “What do you mean?” I asked, confused.

She pulled back, her dark eyes locking onto mine. There was no hesitation in her gaze, only certainty. “I want a real John,” she said, her voice soft but deliberate. “I want a real man to fuck me.”

My heart stopped. The room seemed to spin, and for a moment, I couldn’t speak. “R-really?” I stammered, searching her face for any sign she was joking. But she wasn’t.

Becky nodded. “I’ve been watching your search history,” she admitted, her cheeks flushing slightly. “I’ve seen the videos you’ve been watching over the past year. At first, I thought it was sick and perverted. But… over time, I started watching them too. And…” She hesitated, a small, almost shy smile playing on her lips. “I started getting off to them. I understand now why this excites you. And honestly? I think I’m ready to make your fantasy a reality.”

I stared at her, stunned. My chest felt tight, my mind racing with a mixture of exhilaration and terror. This was what I had dreamed of, fantasized about for so long. And now it was happening. But I had no idea how to respond.

“There will be rules,” she continued, her tone turning serious. “I won’t do this without boundaries.”

I nodded, my voice barely above a whisper. “What kind of rules?”

She leaned back, her expression thoughtful. “First, it’s your job to find him. He has to be someone I’m attracted to. And I don’t want to do this at home. It has to be on neutral ground—a hotel.”

“That makes sense,” I said quickly, my mind still spinning.

“Oh, and kissing,” I added suddenly. “No kissing. That’s too intimate. That’s… ours.”

She considered this for a moment before nodding. “Okay. No kissing. And he’ll have to wear a condom, just like you do. Agreed?”

“Agreed,” I said, the words almost automatic. I couldn’t believe we were having this conversation.

Becky smiled, her eyes sparkling with excitement. “Good. Then you have one week to find him.”

One week. My stomach flipped at the thought. I nodded, trying to play it cool, but my mind raced with questions. Where would I even start? How would I find someone she’d find attractive and trustworthy enough for this?

The next morning, I found myself at the gym, pedaling aimlessly on the stationary bike as my thoughts churned. Across from me, on another bike, was Luke. I’d seen him around the gym for months, and we’d struck up casual conversations during workouts and in the locker room. He was tall, in his late twenties, and absurdly fit. With his dark hair and chiseled jawline, he looked like he’d stepped out of a fitness magazine. He had the kind of confident smile that made women—and probably some men—swoon.

Luke was single, an attorney at a local firm just starting his career. He often vented about his frustrations with dating, complaining that modern women only wanted “bad boys” and ignored guys like him.

I found myself studying him that morning, my mind turning over the possibilities. He was exactly the kind of man Becky would be drawn to. Handsome, successful, and unattached. I watched him discreetly, noting the way women at the gym glanced his way when they thought he wasn’t looking. Yes, I thought. He was perfect.

Now I just had to figure out how to ask him.

After our workout, Luke and I ended up in the locker room, casually chatting as we changed. I couldn’t ignore the nervous energy coursing through me, but I kept my tone casual, testing the waters.

“So, why’s a handsome guy like you still single?” I asked, pretending it was an innocent question.

He laughed, shaking his head. “Women, man. They’re exhausting. Seems like no one knows what they want anymore.”

We both chuckled, the conversation light, but I was already planning my next move. “I’ve been married for fifteen years,” I said, letting a hint of pride slip into my voice.

“Fifteen? Damn,” he said, nodding. “You’re lucky.”

I smiled. “Yeah, I am.”

We shifted gears, talking about the local college football team we both supported. That was my opening. “You should come over Saturday,” I said, keeping my tone casual. “We can watch the game, have a few beers. My wife makes some killer wings.”

He hesitated for a moment, then grinned. “Yeah, sure. That sounds great.”

I’d done it. My mark was set, and I could already feel the adrenaline coursing through me as I imagined what Saturday might bring. When I got home, I told Becky everything, including how Luke had agreed to come over. Her eyes lit up with excitement.

“He sounds perfect,” she said, biting her lip. “I can’t wait to meet him.”

Saturday arrived faster than I expected, and by 1 p.m., there was a knock at the door. Luke stood on the porch, dressed in his team jersey and holding a case of beer. I greeted him warmly, inviting him inside and leading him to the mancave. We’d just settled in when Becky made her entrance.

Luke was mid-sentence, talking about the team’s prospects this season, when he stopped cold. His eyes widened, glued to something behind me. I turned to see what had caught his attention—and my breath hitched in my throat.

There she was, my wife, dressed to kill. She wore the shortest shorts I’d ever seen, hugging her curves so tightly they looked painted on. Her nearly see-through white cotton top left little to the imagination, her nipples visible through the fabric, braless and teasing. Her hair was pulled back into a long, playful braid, and a pair of little white ankle socks completed the look. The sight of her was enough to make my cock twitch, my heart pounding as I struggled to maintain composure.

I forced a breath, turning back to Luke. “Luke, this is my wife, Becky.”

Becky smiled, her eyes sparkling with mischief as she walked up to him. “It’s so nice to meet you,” she said, her voice warm and inviting. Then, to my surprise, she leaned in and hugged him, her body pressing lightly against his. “Welcome to our home. If there’s anything you need, anything at all, just let me know.”

The air was thick with tension, the kind you could cut with a knife. Luke stammered something incoherent before regaining his composure, his cheeks slightly flushed. Becky gave him a wink before turning and disappearing back into the kitchen.

We settled onto the couch and turned on the pregame, but Luke was distracted. Becky made it a point to come in every few minutes with drinks or snacks, her movements deliberate. She’d bend over to pick up a napkin she’d “accidentally” dropped, giving Luke an unobstructed view of her perfect ass. He tried to play it cool, but his eyes betrayed him. He was captivated, and I couldn’t blame him. She was putting on a show, and it was working.

Then my phone buzzed. I glanced down, expecting it to be some meaningless notification, but my stomach flipped when I saw the text.

It was from Becky: “You did a good job. I want to fuck him, right now. Go away.”

I froze, rereading the words as my heart raced. My breath hitched, and for a moment, I couldn’t move. Becky’s game had escalated to a level I hadn’t anticipated, and the thought sent a thrill—and a pang of fear—coursing through me.

“I’ll be right back,” I mumbled to Luke, excusing myself to the kitchen.

Becky was waiting for me, leaning against the counter with a look of pure lust in her eyes. “I can’t wait any longer,” she whispered, her voice low and sultry. “I want him now.”

“Now?” I asked, my voice barely audible. “What about the hotel? The rules?”

She smirked, stepping closer. “He’s hot as hell, and I’m super horny,” she said simply. “We can bend the rules, just this once. You know you want this.”

I swallowed hard, torn between my excitement and the fear of losing control. “What do you want me to do?”

Her eyes glinted with mischief. “Excuse yourself,” she said. “Tell him something came up, then go hide in the closet. I’ll take care of the rest.”

The weight of her words settled over me, and I nodded, my legs feeling weak as I turned to leave. This was it. The moment we’d both fantasized about was about to become reality.

I returned to the mancave, doing my best to maintain composure. “Luke,” I said, keeping my voice steady, “I hate to do this, but a work emergency just came up. I’ve got to step out for a while.”

His expression shifted briefly to concern, but before he could respond, Becky appeared behind me, her presence as commanding as ever. She placed a hand on my shoulder, her soft smile disarming. “Oh, you don’t have to leave just because he does,” she said, her tone warm and inviting. “Stay and watch the game with me. I’d love the company.”

Luke hesitated for a moment, but her charm was impossible to resist. He nodded. “Sure. I’d like that.”

I leaned in to kiss Becky goodbye, my lips brushing hers briefly. “Have fun,” I said, my voice low. Then, pretending to leave, I stepped out of the room and down the hallway, slipping into a hidden spot where I could listen. My heart pounded in my chest as I strained to catch every word.

The moment I was out of sight, Becky went into action. She hopped onto the couch next to Luke, her laughter ringing out as they talked. She leaned in closer, brushing her hand against his arm when she spoke, her flirtation unmistakable. I clenched my fists as I listened, my emotions swirling—a mix of jealousy, arousal, and disbelief. This was really happening.

As halftime approached, Becky’s tone shifted. The light, playful banter gave way to something more serious, her voice dropping slightly. “Luke,” she said softly, “can I tell you something? A secret?”

“Of course,” he replied, his voice steady but curious.

I held my breath.

She took his hands in hers, her voice trembling ever so slightly for effect. “I shouldn’t be telling you this,” she began, “but… my husband is impotent. We haven’t had sex in years.” She paused, letting the weight of her words sink in. “I don’t even feel like a woman anymore. I miss the feeling of a man inside me.”

My jaw tightened, and I nearly stumbled from my hiding spot. Her delivery was flawless, her voice full of sadness and vulnerability. It was a lie, of course, but it was so convincing that even I almost believed her. Luke, on the other hand, was stunned into silence. I could hear him sputtering, struggling to find the right words.

“Becky, I—” he began, but she cut him off, her voice barely above a whisper.

“Do you think I’m pretty?” she asked, her tone laced with vulnerability.

“You’re gorgeous,” Luke said immediately, without hesitation.

There was a pause, heavy with anticipation, and then Becky delivered the line that sent a jolt through my entire body. “Make love to me,” she said, her voice firm yet pleading.

I froze as I heard the unmistakable sound of her taking his hand and guiding him off the couch. My body moved automatically, quietly darting toward the bedroom. I slipped into the closet, leaving the door cracked just enough to see, my heart hammering in my chest. Moments later, they entered the room.

Becky led Luke to the center of the room, positioning herself perfectly in my line of sight. She turned to face him, her hands moving to the hem of her top. Slowly, teasingly, she pulled it up and over her head, revealing her bare breasts. Her perky B-cups were flawless, and Luke’s wide-eyed stare was all the confirmation she needed.

She reached for his hands, guiding them to her chest. His fingers splayed over her skin, and she let out a soft moan, encouraging him. It was the signal he needed. Within seconds, he had one hand on her breast, the other cradling the back of her head, pulling her lips to his.

Kissing was a no-go zone. My wife knew this. But as their lips met, I could see there was no hesitation. His mouth parted, and hers followed, their tongues tangling in an intimate ballet. The kiss was deep, passionate, and deliberate. It wasn’t just physical—it was charged with a raw intensity that left me stunned.

A wave of jealousy surged through me, sharp and visceral. My hands clenched into fists, my body tense as I fought the urge to burst out of the closet and put an end to this. But even as the thought crossed my mind, my cock betrayed me, rock-hard and aching as I watched. My heart raced as if I’d just run a marathon, the adrenaline pumping through my veins.

This was what I had wanted—what I had fantasized about for over a year. I had begged her for this, and now it was happening. Who was I to stop it?

From my vantage point in the closet, I watched as Luke’s hand moved between Becky’s thighs, cupping her pussy. Her soft gasp filled the room, and I could see his fingers pressing against her through the gap in the closet door. She was already wet, her anticipation glistening as his hand explored her, his touch confident and deliberate. My chest tightened as I gripped the doorframe, torn between jealousy and unbearable arousal.

Luke began to strip, his movements hurried, his desire for her obvious. His clothes fell to the floor one by one until he stood completely naked before her. He was tall, muscular, and fit, his cock thick and already rock-hard. Becky sat on the edge of the bed, her body bare and perfect under the soft light of the room.

What she did next sent a jolt through my entire body.

She reached up, her delicate hand wrapping around his cock, and lifted it toward her lips. Her eyes stayed locked on his as her mouth opened, her tongue flicking across the swollen head before she took him in. Slowly, sensually, she slid his length deeper into her mouth, her lips wrapping around him as she moaned softly.

My knees nearly buckled. I had begged her for this countless times over the years—dreamed of her doing this to me. But Becky had always resisted, claiming she didn’t enjoy it. In fifteen years of marriage, I’d only received three blow jobs, and each one had taken weeks of pleading to convince her. And now, here she was, eagerly sucking another man’s cock, her enthusiasm undeniable.

Luke moaned, his hands dropping to cradle her head as she worked him with her mouth. Her left hand gripped the base of his cock firmly, while her right moved to his balls, massaging them gently. The sounds she made, the way her tongue moved along his shaft, were expert, practiced—completely at odds with the reluctance she’d always shown me.

Jealousy burned hot in my chest, but it was matched by the overwhelming arousal coursing through me. My cock was rock-hard, straining against my pants as I watched, unable to look away. This was Becky, my wife, doing things I had only fantasized about. And she was doing it for him.

Luke groaned again, his hips beginning to move as he gently fucked her mouth. Becky didn’t stop him. She let him take control, her lips sliding up and down his length as he guided her rhythm. I could see the tension building in his body, the way his breathing quickened. He was close—too close.

Becky must have sensed it too. With one last swirl of her tongue around the tip, she released him, pulling back with a soft, teasing smile. Luke exhaled sharply, his hands dropping to his sides as Becky rose to her feet, guiding him onto the bed.

He lay back, his cock standing tall and throbbing with need. Becky climbed onto the bed, her movements slow and deliberate as she straddled his waist. Her eyes flicked toward the closet—toward me—as if she knew exactly how this was affecting me. Then, with a wicked smile, she turned her attention back to Luke.

Her hand wrapped around his cock again, stroking him slowly as she positioned herself above him. She rubbed the swollen head against her clit, her hips moving in slow, deliberate circles. A soft moan escaped her lips as she teased herself with him, letting the anticipation build. Then, with a steady motion, she lowered him to her entrance, placing the tip against her labia.

My breath hitched. This was the moment I’d fantasized about, begged for. And yet, as it unfolded before me, I felt a mix of emotions so powerful it was almost overwhelming—jealousy, arousal, disbelief, and, somewhere beneath it all, a strange, undeniable thrill.

I gripped the doorframe tightly, unable to look away as Becky prepared to take him. My heart pounded in my chest, my body trembling with the intensity of the moment. This was it. This was what I had wanted.

And I couldn’t stop it now.

Slowly, she began to lower herself onto him, her body moving with deliberate, teasing precision. From the darkened closet, I watched as Luke’s youthful, veiny cock disappeared into my wife’s wet, waiting pussy. The sight hit me like a freight train, the culmination of over a year of fantasies, desires, and spiraling obsession. I was watching another man take what had been mine—and mine alone—for fifteen years. My chest tightened as the realization settled over me: I had wanted this, begged for this, and now it was happening. And yet, the intensity of seeing it unfold was beyond anything I had prepared myself for.

My entire body felt electrified, every nerve on edge. Adrenaline surged through me, my heart pounding so hard I thought they might hear it from the bed. My cock was painfully hard, throbbing with every rapid beat of my pulse. I was lightheaded, my skin tingling as if I were on the brink of passing out. It was overwhelming, almost unbearable—and yet, I couldn’t look away.

Becky moaned softly as she sank fully onto him, her hips settling against his. Her hands pressed against his chest for balance, her fingers splaying over his muscular frame. Luke looked up at her in awe, his expression a mixture of disbelief and unrestrained lust. It was clear he couldn’t believe his luck. A man like him, young and virile, being given my gorgeous wife, her body offered to him freely.

Then came the moment that made my world tilt on its axis.

Luke’s voice broke the silence, tentative but clear. “Wait,” he said, his hands pausing on her hips. “Shouldn’t I put on a condom?”

For a brief second, I held my breath, wondering how she would respond. Becky leaned forward, her lips brushing against his ear as she whispered loud enough for me to hear, “No. I want to feel a man’s warm seed deep inside my pussy again. Don’t stop now.”

Her words struck me like lightning, sending a shockwave through my body. My cock twitched violently, and then something completely unexpected happened. I looked down, stunned, as a thick bead of cum began to ooze from the tip of my shaft. It wasn’t an orgasm—not the explosive, euphoric release I knew so well. This was different. It was as if the pressure inside me had reached a critical level, my balls responding with a slow, involuntary leak. The warm, sticky fluid bubbled at the tip, then dripped down the length of my shaft in a thin stream, coating my skin.

I swallowed hard, my knees trembling as I forced myself to focus back on the scene before me. Becky began to ride him, her movements slow and deliberate at first, her body adjusting to his size. Her moans grew louder, more insistent, as she settled into a rhythm. Her hands roamed his chest, tracing the lines of his muscles, her fingers occasionally pinching his nipples. Luke groaned beneath her, his hands gripping her hips tightly as he stared up at her in amazement.

The look in his eyes was unmistakable. He knew how lucky he was to have her—to be inside her, to feel her body moving against his. And Becky knew it too. She leaned forward, her braid falling over her shoulder as her lips met his. The kiss was soft at first, exploratory, but it quickly deepened. Their tongues entwined, their mouths hungry for each other, and my wife moaned into him as his hands slid up her back.

Then she broke the kiss, pulling back just enough to look into his eyes. Her voice was low, commanding. “Fuck me.”

The way she said it left no room for misunderstanding. Her intent was clear. She didn’t just want him inside her—she wanted to be taken. Hard. Rough. She wanted to be fucked like she’d never been fucked before.

Luke responded instantly. With a burst of strength, he flipped her onto her back without even pulling out of her, their bodies moving seamlessly together. She gasped, laughing softly, before wrapping her legs around his waist, her heels digging into his back. He hovered over her for a moment, his eyes locked on hers, his expression filled with purpose and hunger.

“Fuck me hard,” Becky whispered, her voice dripping with lust.

And then he did. Luke began to thrust into her with a ferocity I had never seen before, his hips pounding against hers as the bed creaked beneath them. Becky’s moans filled the room, louder and more desperate with each thrust. Her hands clawed at his back, her nails leaving red trails across his skin.

I bit down hard on my knuckle, trying to stifle my own moans as I watched. My cock pulsed, still leaking a steady stream of cum as I trembled in the closet. This was everything I had wanted—everything I had fantasized about—and yet it was more intense, more visceral, than I could have ever imagined.

Becky’s head tilted back, her eyes squeezing shut as she cried out his name, her voice filled with raw, unfiltered ecstasy. Luke’s pace quickened, his body relentless as he drove into her, each thrust deep and powerful. I could see the sweat glistening on their bodies, the sheen of exertion adding to the surreal beauty of the scene.

This was my wife, my gorgeous Becky, giving herself completely to another man. And I couldn’t take my eyes off of her.

The next ten minutes were a blur of unrestrained passion, the kind of primal, unfiltered fucking I had only ever imagined in my darkest fantasies. The bed, our marital bed, groaned and squeaked under their relentless movements, inching across the floor with each powerful thrust. Becky’s moans filled the room, rising in pitch and urgency as Luke’s cock drove into her again and again. Her legs wrapped tightly around his waist, her ankles locking behind him, as if she were determined to keep him inside her, never letting him escape.

Her nails—long, perfectly manicured with French tips—dug into his back and ass, clutching him like a koala caught in a storm. Her hands gripped him so tightly I could see the red welts forming, and when she raked them down his skin, I saw faint streaks of blood. My wife, the woman who had once been shy and reserved in the bedroom, was completely unleashed, consumed by raw, animalistic lust.

Then it happened.

I saw her toes curl, her feet turning inward as her entire body began to tremble. Her breathing hitched, and her nails dug even deeper into Luke’s flesh as her back arched sharply. She let out a scream, then another, her voice cracking with the force of her orgasm. Her body shook uncontrollably, and she reached up, grabbing his hair with both hands, pulling his face to hers. Their lips met in a searing, desperate kiss, her tongue plunging into his mouth as if she couldn’t get close enough to him. The kiss was so deep, so passionate, it was as though she wanted to swallow him whole.

That was all it took to send Luke over the edge.

His body stiffened, his muscles tensing as his hips slammed forward with one final thrust. He froze for a moment, holding her in place, his face twisted in a mix of ecstasy and triumph. Then he let out a guttural roar, like a lion claiming victory. His back arched slightly, and I saw his cock pulse inside her. One, two, three—no, eight powerful thrusts followed, each one delivering his hot, virile seed deep into my wife’s waiting womb. Becky moaned in delight, her head tilting back as she gasped, clearly feeling every pulse of his release.

My heart pounded in my chest as I watched, my cock throbbing painfully. The sight of him filling her so completely, so thoroughly, was overwhelming. I could almost imagine the heat of his cum spreading inside her, mixing with her own wetness, leaving her completely marked by him. She had taken everything he had to give, and the satisfied smile on her face told me she had gotten exactly what she wanted.

Their bodies remained intertwined for what felt like an eternity, neither of them moving, both lost in the haze of post-orgasmic bliss. I stayed frozen in the closet, my own arousal unbearable, my body trembling as I watched them.

Eventually, Luke moved, shifting off of her and rolling onto his back, his chest heaving as he caught his breath. Becky lay beside him for a moment, then suddenly hopped out of bed. My breath caught as she made her way toward the closet, her naked body glistening with sweat, her movements graceful yet deliberate.

She opened the door just enough to lean in, her lips barely brushing my ear as she whispered, “I need you inside me the moment he leaves. Don’t keep me waiting.”

With that, she closed the door softly and padded back to the bed, climbing in as though nothing had happened. She settled against the pillows, her expression calm and composed, a stark contrast to the raw passion she had just displayed.

Luke eventually got up, his body still visibly spent as he made his way to the bathroom. Becky lay in bed, her legs slightly parted, her posture casual but deliberate. She wasn’t just cool—she was radiant, glowing with satisfaction.

When Luke returned, he began gathering his clothes from the floor. As he dressed, he sat on the edge of the bed, leaning down to give Becky one last kiss. It was softer this time, almost affectionate. “I should probably head out,” he said, his voice low.

Becky smiled up at him. “Would you like to come back again?” she asked, her tone light but tinged with unmistakable intent.

“Absolutely,” Luke said without hesitation.

She leaned up slightly, brushing her fingers against his arm. “I’ll call you the next time I’m alone,” she said, her smile widening. “We can have another… play date.”

Luke grinned, clearly pleased by the idea. He finished dressing, then made his way out of the bedroom. Moments later, I heard the front door close, and the house fell silent.

My pulse raced as I stepped out of the closet, my body trembling with anticipation. Becky turned her head toward me, her lips curling into a mischievous smile. “Well?” she said, her voice teasing as she spread her legs invitingly. “What are you waiting for?”

I eagerly climbed into bed next to her, my heart pounding with anticipation. The scent of sex lingered in the air, a heady mix of sweat, lust, and something primal that made my head spin. I reached for her, my hands trembling, desperate to feel her warmth. But just as my fingers grazed her skin, she reached over to the nightstand, her movements calm and deliberate, and retrieved a condom.

"Put this on," she said, her voice soft but firm, her tone leaving no room for negotiation.

I froze, staring at the small foil packet in her hand. "What?" I sputtered, my arousal mingling with confusion and a flash of indignation. "Why? You never made me before."

Becky sat up slightly, her lips curling into a knowing smile. "Because my pussy is too full right now," she said simply, her voice dripping with satisfaction. "From now on, my lovers fuck me bareback. But my husband? My husband wears a rubber."

Her words hit me like a gut punch, the casual way she delivered them cutting through me. "But—" I began, my protest weak and faltering.

She leaned closer, her eyes locking onto mine, her expression steady. "After seeing all your porn searches, I know this is exactly how you want it," she said, her voice calm but laced with an edge of authority. "Isn't this what you've fantasized about? Isn't this how you knew it should be?"

My face burned as I tried to find the words to argue, but she was right. This was what I had wanted—or at least, what I had fantasized about. The humiliation, the power imbalance, the act of being made to wear a condom while her lovers didn’t—it was all there, buried in the countless videos I had watched late at night. And now, she was giving it to me, turning my deepest, darkest fantasies into reality.

Swallowing my pride, I nodded, my hands fumbling with the packet as I opened it. Becky lay back against the pillows, watching me with a satisfied smirk as I rolled the condom onto my aching cock. The latex felt tight and unforgiving, a cold barrier between me and the warmth of her body. Still, I climbed over her, positioning myself between her legs as she spread them invitingly.

"Good boy," she murmured, her hands grazing my arms as I entered her.

The sensation was muted, dulled by the condom, and I couldn't help but imagine how Luke had felt just minutes before—bare, connected, and completely inside her in a way I could never be. My movements were frantic, desperate, as I thrust into her, chasing a release that felt more like a punishment than a reward. Her moans were softer now, her body relaxed, as though she were humoring me rather than sharing in the passion.

It took less than a minute. My body tensed, and with a groan of frustration and surrender, I came, my release spilling uselessly into the rubber prison she had imposed. The orgasm was hollow, unsatisfying, and yet it left me trembling as I collapsed against her, my breathing ragged.

"That's a good husband," she whispered, her fingers trailing lightly through my hair.

I stayed there for a moment, trying to catch my breath, before she nudged me gently. "Come on," she said, her voice playful but firm. "Take it off."

Reluctantly, I climbed off her and removed the condom, holding the sticky, spent latex between my fingers. Becky slid out of bed, her movements graceful as she walked to the bathroom. I followed her, watching in stunned silence as she took the condom from me and dropped it into the toilet. Without hesitation, she sat down and began to pee, her stream soaking the condom, mixing with its contents before she flushed it away.

She glanced over her shoulder at me, a wicked smile on her lips. "There," she said, her tone light. "All cleaned up. Meanwhile, Luke's cum is keeping me warm inside."

Her words hit me like another jolt, the humiliation burning through me even as my cock twitched again, impossibly, at the imagery she painted. Becky sauntered back to the bed, her confidence radiating from her every movement. She didn’t need to say anything else; her actions had said it all.

And I couldn’t help but follow her, powerless, knowing this was exactly what I had asked for—even if it hurt more than I ever expected.


Chapter 4

For the next seven Saturdays, our “gameday playdate” became a routine—a surreal ritual that blurred the lines between fantasy and reality. Each time, I’d pretend to be called away for work, slipping out of the room only to hide in the closet as Becky and Luke went at it like rabbits. Their passion was unrestrained, their connection electric. From my hiding spot, I bore witness to every kiss, every thrust, every shared orgasm that left Becky glowing and Luke spent. It was a twisted kind of torture, one I both dreaded and craved.

By the eighth Saturday, Becky and I had decided to up the stakes. This time, they were going to be “caught.” It was part of the game now, an escalation we both agreed would heighten the thrill. Becky was in her element, her confidence radiant, while I was a mix of nerves and adrenaline, eager to see how Luke would react.

The day started like any other. Luke arrived, beers in hand, and Becky greeted him with her usual flirtatious charm. I made my predictable exit, claiming a sudden work emergency, and the two of them disappeared into the bedroom shortly after. From my place in the closet, I watched as Becky rode him with abandon, her cries of ecstasy filling the room. Luke, as always, was more than eager to oblige her, his hands gripping her hips tightly as he thrust into her.

But this time, instead of staying hidden, I made my move.

I walked into the house just as Becky let out a scream, her body arching in orgasm. Luke froze mid-thrust, his face a mask of panic as he turned toward the sound of the door opening. I stepped into the bedroom, catching them in the act. Becky was still trembling from her release, her legs wrapped tightly around Luke’s waist, holding him in place. His cock was buried deep inside her, and his expression was priceless—wide-eyed, guilty, and completely at a loss for words.

“Oh shit,” he stammered, trying to pull out, but Becky wasn’t having it. Her arms and legs tightened around him like a vice, keeping him exactly where he was.

“Don’t stop on my account,” I said, my tone casual, as though I were commenting on the weather. “I can’t satisfy her the way she needs, so she can fuck whomever she wants.”

Luke blinked at me, utterly stunned, his mouth opening and closing as if searching for something to say. Becky, on the other hand, gave me a sly smile, her nails lightly raking down Luke’s back. The room fell silent except for the sound of their heavy breathing. I gave Luke one last look, shrugged, and left the room, closing the door behind me.

From the hallway, I stood still, listening. For a long moment, there was nothing but silence. Then it happened.

Becky let out a soft moan, and I heard Luke groan deeply, his breathing turning ragged. The rhythmic sound of the bed creaking resumed, faster and harder than before. Becky cried out again, urging him on, and then the unmistakable sound of Luke’s release followed. His voice was strained, guttural, as he filled her with his hot seed, each thrust punctuated by her soft cries of encouragement. My cock throbbed painfully at the sounds, knowing exactly what was happening just beyond the door.

About ten minutes later, I heard Luke moving around, the faint rustling of clothes as he dressed. He emerged from the bedroom, his face sheepish but his body still radiating satisfaction. He paused by the door, unsure of what to say. I decided to make it easy for him.

“You’re welcome to come back anytime,” I said, keeping my tone light but firm. “Becky really enjoys your company.”

Luke blinked at me, his shock evident. “Uh… okay,” he said hesitantly. Then, as if processing the situation in real time, he added, “Is next Saturday good?”

I grinned. “For sure,” I said. “I’ll look forward to it.”

The following Saturday felt different. There was tension in the air, palpable and heavy. Luke seemed nervous, his usual confidence replaced by a cautious edge. He sipped his beer quietly as we sat in the living room, the game beginning to play on the TV. I could see him stealing glances toward the hallway, as if he was waiting for permission to act.

I decided to break the ice. “Luke,” I said, my tone flat but deliberate, “why don’t you go fuck Becky?”

His head snapped toward me, his eyes widening slightly. For a moment, he hesitated, searching my face for any hint of sarcasm or anger. When he found none, he nodded stiffly and stood, making his way to the bedroom where Becky was already waiting.

I followed a few minutes later, my heart pounding in my chest. Instead of entering the closet, I stopped in the darkened hallway, peering into the room just enough to see them. Becky was sprawled on the bed, completely at ease, her legs parted to welcome Luke between them. He was already naked, his muscular body looming over her as he kissed her deeply. Their movements were slow and deliberate, their connection undeniable.

The sight of them together drove me insane. Every fiber of my being screamed that this was wrong, unnatural, a violation of everything I thought marriage was supposed to be. She was my wife—my partner—and yet I had handed her over to another man. My insides churned as I wrestled with the conflicting emotions flooding my mind. Was I losing her? Had my sick perversion gone too far?

We still loved each other; I knew that. Becky and I were still affectionate, still close. But our intimacy had changed irrevocably. Over a year ago, I had been the one fucking her like this—wild, uninhibited, raw. Now, my time with her was reduced to timed sessions, my cock always wrapped in a condom, my release always contained in useless latex.

I thought about what had become of my role in her life. My cum was no longer cherished or wanted; it was disposable, deposited into a rubber prison and flushed down the toilet. She didn’t even hide her amusement anymore, her knowing smile cutting through me as she stood over the toilet, her warm piss soaking the condom before sending it swirling away. It was degrading, demoralizing—and yet, it ignited something deep and primal within me. A strange, sick joy that I couldn’t explain. It was wrong, but it was also electrifying.

As I watched Luke thrust into her, the bed creaking with every powerful movement, my body reacted in ways I couldn’t control. My cock throbbed painfully, harder than it had been in weeks. My skin tingled, my senses heightened. I felt alive in a way I couldn’t explain, as if every pore of my body were on fire. The sight of Becky moaning under him, her nails raking down his back, was overwhelming. And yet, I knew what was coming—the inevitable fallout that always followed.

Later, when it was my turn—my single minute of “pussy time,” as Becky had started calling it—I knew how it would end. I would waste my sperm into a condom, a futile release that left me empty and ashamed. I would stand by as Becky pissed on my cum, her belly still warm with Luke’s potent seed. It knocked me to my knees every time, the humiliation almost unbearable. I felt small, insignificant. A beta. A submissive to my wife’s Alpha lover.

The flood of emotions was a psychological whirlwind—a mind fuck of epic proportions that felt as though it deserved its own medical study. How could I hate it and crave it at the same time? How could it make me feel so alive and so destroyed all at once?

And then, as if Saturday gameday wasn’t enough, things escalated.

It started slowly—an extra night here or there. Luke would stay for Sunday gameday. Then Monday. By the time a month had passed, Becky had invited him over four to five times a week. Each time, she greeted him with a new level of enthusiasm, her wardrobe evolving to match the situation. Sexy lingerie. Stiletto heels. Leather boots that made her legs look impossibly long. She was dressing for him in ways she never had for me, her confidence radiating as she played the role of seductress.

Their sessions became wilder, darker, pushing boundaries that had always been off-limits between Becky and me. Luke tied her to the bed, his hands roaming her bound body as he used her like his personal plaything. He fucked her ass regularly, driving himself deep while Becky screamed with pleasure—something she had always refused to do with me. And she sucked his cock almost every time, her enthusiasm undeniable, her mouth taking him in ways she had never even attempted for me.

Meanwhile, my role shrank further and further. I was reduced to sloppy seconds, a minute at a time. Always with a condom. Always after Luke had already filled her with his seed. Becky would look at me with a mix of affection and dominance, her smile telling me everything I needed to know. This was her world now, and I was a part of it only because she allowed me to be.

It was degrading. It was exhilarating. It was everything I had fantasized about, and it was slowly consuming me.


Chapter 5

Last week, Becky announced she wanted to go shopping for some new lingerie to wear for Luke. She insisted I take them both to Victoria’s Secret, making it clear that I’d be the one footing the bill. The thought of walking into the store with them, knowing I was there to support their relationship in this twisted way, was humiliating. But I couldn’t say no. Becky’s excitement was palpable, her confidence radiant, as if she were planning a special gift for a lover—which, in truth, she was. Meanwhile, I was relegated to my role as the wallet, the enabler, and, most painfully, the outsider.

Once inside, Becky took Luke’s hand, the two of them walking ahead of me like a couple while I trailed behind, awkward and invisible. She led him to a display of lacy teddies, her eyes lighting up as she pulled out pieces for him to admire. “Come on,” she called over her shoulder, her tone teasing. “Help us pick something sexy.”

Her words stung, but I forced myself forward, pretending to be involved. Becky and Luke leaned into each other as they browsed, their heads close, whispering and laughing. She held up a lacy black teddy with garters, turning to Luke for approval. He grinned and nodded, and she added it to the growing pile of lingerie in her hands.

“Find something sexy for us,” she said, tossing the command over her shoulder like an afterthought.

I swallowed hard and wandered through the racks, trying to ignore the stares from other shoppers. My hands shook as I picked out a sheer red bra and panty set, complete with garters. When I brought it over to them, Becky and Luke exchanged a glance before bursting into laughter.

“Good try,” Becky said, her grin playful but patronizing. “But I think we’ll stick to what we like.”

I nodded, my face burning, and stepped back as they resumed their selection. Every piece she chose seemed to be more daring than the last—crotchless panties, thigh-high stockings, and silky robes. By the time they were done, Becky handed the pile to me with a smirk.

“You’re paying,” she said, her voice sweet but commanding. I nodded silently, gripping the bundle of lace and silk as they continued to browse. Just as I thought the ordeal was over, Becky turned to me, her eyes gleaming with mischief.

“One more thing,” she said. “Pick out a pair of cute panties for yourself.”

The room spun as her words landed. “For… me?” I asked, hoping I’d misunderstood.

“Yes, for you,” she said, her tone firm and final. “Make them cute. We’ll approve them.”

My heart sank, and my self-esteem plummeted to zero. I shuffled toward the panty section, my face hot with humiliation. My hands trembled as I rifled through the delicate fabric, feeling the weight of their eyes on me. Finally, I settled on a silky pink pair with little bows on the sides—delicate, feminine, and utterly humiliating. I held them up for Becky and Luke’s inspection.

Becky’s face lit up with glee, and she nudged Luke. “What do you think?”

Luke chuckled, his arm sliding around her waist. “Perfect,” he said, his voice dripping with amusement.

They both giggled as I reluctantly added the panties to the pile. I thought my humiliation was complete—but I was wrong.

At the register, the clerk began scanning the items, her face neutral until she paused. She frowned slightly, holding up the pink panties. “It looks like there’s been a mix-up,” she said. “All of these are size small, except for this one. It’s extra-large. Would you like me to find the correct size?”

My stomach dropped as Becky turned to me, her smile wicked. “Tell her it’s okay,” she said, her tone light but laced with dominance. “And tell her why.”

I swallowed hard, my voice barely audible as I said, “They’re… mine. It’s okay.”

The clerk’s eyebrows lifted slightly, her lips twitching into a small, knowing smile. She glanced between the three of us, clearly piecing together the dynamic. “Got it,” she said, her tone professional but amused. “Completely understand.”

As we left the store, bags in hand, Becky leaned into me, her voice a low purr. “You’ve been such a good boy today,” she said, her tone dripping with mock sweetness. “I have something special planned for our next playdate.”

Her words sent a shiver down my spine, a mix of fear and arousal coursing through me. Whatever she had in mind, I knew it would push me further into submission. And I couldn’t decide whether that thrilled me or terrified me.

When Luke arrived for their playdate, Becky handed me the silky pink panties I had chosen at Victoria’s Secret. “Put them on,” she said with a smirk. Her voice was calm but commanding, a tone I had grown used to over the past months. My face burned with humiliation, but I obeyed, sliding the delicate fabric over my legs and up to my waist. The smooth material clung to me, the little bows on the sides a reminder of my place.

“Good,” she said approvingly. “Now, let’s get started.”

She led both of us to the bedroom, her confidence radiating as she walked ahead. Once inside, Becky pointed to the bed. “Lie down on your back,” she instructed me. I hesitated for a moment, unsure of what she had planned, but the sharp look in her eyes told me not to question her. I climbed onto the bed and did as I was told.

Becky climbed onto the bed and positioned herself over me, her thighs straddling my head, her glistening pussy hovering just inches above my face. The scent of her arousal was overwhelming, and my cock twitched painfully in the tight confines of the silky pink panties. I felt a mix of excitement and dread as she settled herself lower, her wetness grazing my lips.

“Lick,” she commanded, her voice low and firm. “And make it good.”

My tongue darted out hesitantly, tasting her for the first time. She moaned softly as I began to work, my tongue swirling around her clit, teasing and flicking it the way I knew she liked. Her wetness coated my lips, her arousal undeniable, but my humiliation only grew as I realized how completely I had submitted to her desires.

Then, Luke stepped forward. I felt the mattress shift as he climbed onto the bed behind Becky. She leaned forward slightly, planting her hands on the mattress on either side of my chest. Her face hovered just inches above my rock-hard cock, still trapped in the humiliating fabric of the panties, but she didn’t even glance at it. Her entire focus was on Luke.

He positioned himself behind her, his hands gripping her hips firmly. Without hesitation, he slid into her, burying his cock in her wet, waiting pussy. Becky let out a loud moan, her body jolting slightly as he filled her completely. The motion pushed her harder against my face, and I had no choice but to continue licking her as Luke began to thrust.

The room filled with the sounds of their fucking—wet, rhythmic, and primal. Becky moaned louder with each thrust, her voice rising in pitch as Luke’s cock drove deeper into her. I could feel the motion through her body, every thrust sending a ripple through her that I could feel against my tongue. My humiliation deepened as I realized I was an active participant in their passion, my mouth serving her even as Luke gave her the kind of pleasure I never could.

Becky’s hips began to move faster, grinding against my face as her moans turned to screams. Her thighs trembled on either side of my head, and I knew she was close. “Yes, yes, yes!” she cried, her voice desperate and raw. With one final thrust, she came, her body shaking violently as she rode out her orgasm.

Luke wasn’t far behind. He groaned deeply, his hands tightening on Becky’s hips as his thrusts became erratic. “Fuck,” he growled, his body tensing as he slammed into her one final time. I felt Becky’s body jolt as Luke filled her with his seed, his cock pulsing as he emptied himself inside her. She let out a satisfied moan, her weight pressing down harder on my face as she basked in the sensation.

Then Becky shifted, sliding forward slightly. I gasped for air, but my relief was short-lived as she settled herself back down—this time fully planting her cum-filled pussy onto my mouth. “Clean me up,” she purred, her tone dripping with condescension.

I froze, my mind reeling at the realization of what she was asking. The taste hit me immediately—the thick, salty bitterness of Luke’s cum mixing with her own arousal. I gagged, my body trembling with disgust, but Becky wasn’t having it. She grabbed a handful of my hair, forcing my face harder against her. “Don’t stop,” she said sharply. “Do it.”

I obeyed, my tongue moving reluctantly as I licked her clean. The sensation was overwhelming, the taste of Luke’s seed filling my mouth as Becky ground herself against me. I hated it, every moment of it, but my body betrayed me. My cock throbbed painfully, and before I could stop it, I felt the humiliating warmth of my own release. My cock twitched inside the panties, a pathetic dribble of cum soaking into the delicate fabric. There was no orgasm, no pleasure—just the degrading reality of my situation.

Becky laughed softly, her hips still grinding against my face. “Good boy,” she said, her voice dripping with mock affection. “You did exactly what I needed.”

Luke chuckled from behind her, his tone smug. “He’s really embracing his role,” he said, his words cutting through me like a blade.

Becky finally climbed off me, leaving me gasping for air, my face wet and sticky. She leaned down and kissed Luke softly before leading him to the bathroom, her hand in his. I lay there, staring at the ceiling, my pink panties soaked with the sticky evidence of my ruined orgasm.

This was my life now, and there was no escaping it.


Chapter 6

My life had spiraled into an uncontrollable descent, a cesspool of internet cuckold porn that had consumed my every thought. What had started innocently enough, a harmless curiosity, had taken root and grown into a sick obsession. Night after night, I had sat in the dark, my eyes glued to the screen, watching video after video of wives being taken by their Bulls—Alpha men with hard, thick cocks that made their wives scream with pleasure. It was intoxicating, humiliating, and impossible to resist. I had jerked off hundreds of times, imagining myself in the corner of those videos, watching helplessly as my wife was railed by another man. My fantasies consumed me, filling my mind with images of her writhing in ecstasy beneath a Bull, her cries of pleasure echoing through the room as I sat there, pathetic and forgotten.

This was what I wanted—what I thought I wanted—more than anything. I had begged for it, fantasized about it, and finally, I had led my wife down that dark, sleazy road to cuckolding. And yet, now that I had it, I found myself miserable. Every time I watched her with him, my stomach churned with a toxic mix of arousal and despair. I hated it. I hated myself. I wished desperately that I could take it all back—erase everything and return to the boring, safe life we’d once had. I wanted Becky back as mine, and mine alone.

But there was no turning back.

I had shown her something she didn’t even know she wanted. I had opened a door that could never be closed. She had tasted a new kind of sex, the kind that took her to the edge and then pushed her over into sheer ecstasy. Sex with an Alpha Male. Sex that didn’t require her fingers to rub her clit or a vibrator to push her over the edge. No, it was him—his rock-hard cock, thrusting deep inside her, deeper than I could ever hope to reach. His girth stretched her in ways I never could, his length filling her completely. It was primal. It was raw. It was everything I wasn’t.

She came for him with ease, her body responding to him like it never had for me. Her moans were louder, her orgasms longer, her cries more desperate. And when he came inside her—when he pumped his potent seed deep into her womb—it was a kind of intimacy I could never replicate. His virility was undeniable, the risk of pregnancy always present with every deposit. That thought, both terrifying and thrilling, haunted me. It was another reminder of how little I could offer her.

Meanwhile, I was reduced to the sidelines. I watched, stroking my pathetic, latex-wrapped cock as he fucked her with abandon. My own release felt hollow, meaningless, as my sperm oozed into its rubber prison. There was no passion, no connection—just the humiliating realization of my role in all of this. When it was over, I would slip the condom off, throw it into the toilet, and watch as it was pissed on and flushed away. It was a fitting end for something so useless, just another piece of waste to be disposed of.

I had become useless to her. A lowly beta, unworthy of anything more than the humiliation she and her Alpha Bull graced me with. Every moment I spent in the corner, every second I watched her being pleasured in ways I never could, was a reminder of my place. I had orchestrated this. I had begged for it. And now, I was paying the price.

Yet, no matter how much I hated it, no matter how much I wished it would stop, a part of me craved it. The humiliation, the pain, the thrill of watching her reach heights of pleasure I could never give her—it was addictive. And that realization was the most degrading of all.

This was my life now. A prison of my own making, and I was its willing inmate.

Yet, as the days passed between their encounters, I found myself sinking back into the same dark, familiar patterns. It always started the same way—me, sitting in front of the computer, my fingers hesitating over the keyboard. I hated myself for it, but the pull was too strong. Slowly, I would tap the word cuckold into the search engine, knowing exactly where it would lead. The first video would pop up, and the shame would hit me like a wave. I’d hate myself for even clicking play, but once it started, I couldn’t stop. Hours would blur together as I spiraled deeper into the endless abyss of cuckold porn, my cock hard and throbbing despite the raw ache from the night before.

I’d stroke myself until I was raw, the repetitive motion turning painful, and cum until there was nothing left. The orgasms became dry, hollow, and excruciating. Then, exhausted and disgusted with myself, I’d slip into bed beside Becky. She’d already be asleep, her face serene, her body glowing with the kind of satisfaction only Luke could give her. I’d lay there staring at the ceiling, praying that her Bull would return soon. Praying that he’d come back and give her the kind of fucking I knew I never could.

In the morning, I’d wake up to the same bitter cycle. My cock would be sore and chafed, but the urge wouldn’t let go. I’d step into the shower, the hot water stinging against my raw skin, and find myself nursing out another painful, dry orgasm. My mind would replay scenes of Becky with Luke, her cries of pleasure echoing in my head, her body writhing beneath his. I’d picture myself in the corner, useless and forgotten, as his cock claimed her over and over. I knew I was sick, but I didn’t care. I didn’t want to stop. It had been days since she’d been in his arms, and I wanted—no, I needed—him to take her again. I prayed he’d return soon and give her the release she deserved.

Becky knew this. She made it obvious that she’d been looking at my browsing history. She wasn’t subtle about it, either. When I sat at the computer, she’d smirk as she walked by, her eyes glinting with a mix of amusement and dominance. She knew exactly what I was doing. Every filthy search, every degrading video I clicked, was another window into my pathetic mind. And she used it.

The deeper I slid into the sick and perverted algorithms of the porn sites, the more extreme the videos became. They were darker, more degrading, more twisted than anything I could have imagined when this all began. And the more I watched, the more Becky’s encounters with Luke seemed to mirror the filth I consumed. It was as though she was pulling inspiration directly from my browser history, taking notes on my shameful fantasies and bringing them to life in ways that left me breathless with both arousal and horror.

It wasn’t just that she was feeding my fetish—she was weaponizing it. If I was going to invest time and effort into watching what she called “this sick trash,” she was going to make sure I got my money’s worth. My pathetic desires weren’t going to be coddled or indulged gently, like a mother feeding her baby a spoonful of peas. No, Becky was shoving my fetish down my throat, ramming it into every hole in my psyche whether I liked it or not. And the truth was, I didn’t know if I liked it anymore.

Every encounter with Luke grew more degrading. Every act was a step further into humiliation, a new boundary crossed. And as much as it broke me, I couldn’t deny the dark thrill it gave me. Becky had taken control of my fantasies, of my reality, and was reshaping them into something darker, something I never could have imagined when I first tapped that word into the search bar.

I had created this. I had begged for it. And now, there was no escape.

About a month ago, Becky called me into the bedroom and told me to strip naked and put on my pink panties. My hands trembled as I obeyed, the silky fabric sliding over my skin, the humiliation as intoxicating as it was degrading. My cock hardened almost instantly, pressing awkwardly against the delicate material. Becky smirked, clearly pleased by my reaction, and handed me a condom.

“Tonight,” she said, her voice dripping with authority, “you’re going to be the center of attention.”

She placed a collar around my neck and clipped on a leash, giving it a gentle tug to ensure it was secure. My heart pounded as she instructed me to get on all fours, like an obedient dog. Then the doorbell rang. My stomach dropped.

“Answer it,” she commanded, her eyes gleaming.

I crawled to the door, my cheeks burning with shame as I opened it to reveal Luke. He stood there, his expression a mix of amusement and disgust as he looked down at me. I felt every inch the submissive creature I had become, my humiliation complete. Becky greeted him with a kiss, her body pressing against his as she took the leash from my hand and guided us both down the hallway into the bedroom.

They wasted no time. Becky and Luke undressed each other slowly, their hands exploring every inch of skin as I knelt on the floor, watching. Luke’s hands slid over Becky’s perky breasts, his fingers teasing her nipples before trailing down her flat stomach. He slipped a hand between her legs, his fingers parting her wet folds as Becky gasped and leaned into him. Her soft moans filled the room as his thumb began to circle her clit in slow, deliberate motions, causing her knees to buckle slightly. She clung to him, her body responding to his touch with unrestrained desire.

“Stay,” Becky said firmly, tying my leash to the bedpost. Her voice had the sharp authority of someone addressing a pet. I nodded, unable to speak, and stayed where I was as they climbed onto the bed.

Luke laid her down on her back, positioning himself between her legs. My face was less than a foot away from them, close enough to see every detail. His cock hung heavily between his legs, thick, long, and veined—a tool of destruction and domination. It was powerful, intimidating, like a weapon designed to conquer and destroy. It wasn’t just a cock—it was a symbol of everything I wasn’t.

Luke positioned himself at her entrance, the tip of his cock pressing against her wetness. With a slow, deliberate push, he entered her, a wet pop filling the air as he slid in to the hilt. Becky cried out, her back arching, her legs wrapping around his waist instinctively, as if trying to lock him inside her. Her moans were loud, almost primal, filling the room as Luke began to move, his hips thrusting in slow, deep strokes.

Their passion was overwhelming. Becky clung to him, her arms wrapped tightly around his neck as their mouths met in a searing kiss. Their tongues danced together, their bodies perfectly in sync as Luke drove deeper and deeper into her. Each thrust was deliberate, every movement sending waves of pleasure through her. Her cries grew louder, more desperate, as she begged him for more.

“Yes! Deeper! Fuck me!” she screamed, her voice raw with ecstasy. “I want you to cum inside me! Fill me with your baby!”

Her words sent a jolt through me. I could barely comprehend what I was hearing, but Luke clearly understood. His thrusts became frantic, his body tensing as he drove into her with animalistic intensity. His breathing hitched, then stopped entirely as his back arched, his cock plunging as deeply as it could go. A guttural growl escaped his lips as his body bucked, and I knew he was emptying himself inside her. Becky moaned in response, grinding her hips against him as if trying to draw him even deeper.

“Yes!” she screamed, her voice shaking. “Give it to me! Fill me!”

Her body convulsed beneath him as she was consumed by her own orgasm. She screamed again, her hands clawing at his back, her entire body trembling as waves of pleasure overtook her. Sweat dripped from their bodies as they clung to each other, united in their passion. Becky’s moans became incoherent, her mind clearly lost in another dimension of pleasure.

I could feel my body betraying me, my balls tightening painfully as I watched. My cock throbbed inside the condom, reacting instinctively to the sight before me. There was no pleasure, no release—just a slow, humiliating expulsion as my prostate pulsed weakly, sending a dribble of cum into the condom. The little white bubble at the tip of the latex mocked me, a stark reminder of my uselessness.

Becky lay beneath Luke, her chest heaving as she came down from her high. She looked utterly satisfied, her body glowing with the aftershocks of her orgasm. Meanwhile, I knelt there, my pink panties soaked, my face burning with shame.

This was my life now—a carefully constructed cage of humiliation and submission. And as much as I hated it, a part of me knew I would never escape.

Becky’s voice snapped me out of my daze, pulling my gaze away from the pathetic sight of my leaking, condom-covered cock. “Up. Get up here on the bed,” she commanded, her tone sharp and authoritative.

My hands trembled as I reached for the leash tied to the bedpost, unfastening it before climbing onto the mattress. I positioned myself where she indicated, her legs spread wide, revealing the aftermath of her passion with Luke. Her swollen, reddened pussy was glistening, a mix of her juices and Luke’s potent cum pooling between her thighs.

She pointed down, her eyes locking onto mine. “Clean it up,” she ordered. “Every drop.”

I froze for a moment, my body stiff with shame and arousal. Then, like the obedient pet I had become, I bent down, my lips hesitating just above her wet folds. The scent of their union hit me instantly—a heady mix of Luke’s musk and Becky’s sweetness. It was a smell that was both intoxicating and revolting, a reminder of everything I had allowed to happen.

My tongue extended hesitantly, making contact with her slippery, cum-filled pussy. The taste hit me immediately, an overwhelming blend of salty, bitter seed and her familiar juices. It coated my tongue, the warmth of it spreading through my mouth as I fought the urge to pull away. As my lips pressed closer, a fresh wave of Luke’s cum slid down her canal, spilling across my tongue in a hot, viscous river. My mouth was full in an instant, the sheer volume of it astonishing me. How could one man produce so much?

A pang of humiliation stabbed through me as I realized the truth. My cock, barely able to fill the reservoir of a condom with its meager output, was nothing compared to the Alpha seed now filling my mouth. This wasn’t a pearl of effort—it was a shot glass of virility, hot and fresh and eager to swim deeper, to claim my wife’s womb in a way I never could.

I swallowed. My throat worked mechanically, denying Luke’s sperm its mission. It was then that I realized the depth of my role. Every drop of his potent, virile seed needed to be removed. I wasn’t just cleaning her—I was her birth control. My mouth had been reduced to human spermicide. If I failed, his success would be ensured. Her womb would be his, and his alone, forever.

This thought sent a rush of panic through me, spurring me into action. My tongue darted and dashed frantically, sucking and probing deeper into her pussy. Becky’s hips twitched beneath me, her moans of pleasure reigniting as I worked to fulfill my degrading duty. I didn’t stop, not even when another warm deposit of cum slid down her canal and onto my tongue. My only goal was to remove every trace, to ensure that none of it reached the destination it sought.

Each gulp and swallow was a fresh humiliation, yet a strange sense of satisfaction began to creep in. With every drop of Luke’s seed I consumed, I felt as though I was reclaiming a sliver of my purpose in this dynamic. I couldn’t stop him from fucking her, couldn’t compete with the pleasure he gave her, but I could ensure that her womb remained empty of his seed. My stomach churned with the bitter taste of him, the acidic burn of humiliation mingling with the satisfaction of doing what I thought needed to be done.

Luke’s cum was mine to destroy. His potency, his Alpha dominance—it would all be reduced to nothing inside me. Digested like a cheap protein shake, turned into the same meaningless sludge as everything else I consumed.

Becky’s soft laugh broke through my concentration. “Good boy,” she cooed, her fingers trailing through my hair as my tongue continued its desperate work. “You’re doing exactly what you’re meant to do.”

Her words stung, yet they also gave me a twisted sense of pride. This was my role now, my purpose. I was the cleaner, the remover, the insurance that my wife could enjoy her freedom without consequence. My self-esteem flickered faintly, like a dying ember that refused to go out entirely. It was humiliating, degrading, and utterly consuming.

And, in that moment, it was enough.

That fleeting moment of self-esteem was shattered in an instant. Becky’s voice, sharp and commanding, sliced through the fog in my mind. “Up. Get up here on the bed,” she demanded.

Trembling, I obeyed. My leash dragged behind me as I climbed onto the mattress. Becky’s smirk widened as she reached into the drawer of the nightstand and pulled out something that made my stomach drop: a strap-on. It was large, intimidating, and impossibly real-looking, with thick veins running along its length. My body froze as she began to strap it around her waist with practiced ease. Luke leaned against the wall, his arms crossed, a look of amusement on his face.

“On all fours,” Becky barked, snapping the leash for emphasis. I hesitated, and she tugged hard, pulling me toward her. “I said, on all fours!”

Shame burned through me as I lowered myself, my pink panties stretched tight across my ass. Becky knelt behind me, tugging the fabric to the side and exposing me completely. I felt the cool air against my skin and clenched reflexively, my heart racing.

“You’ve spent all this time watching me submit to Luke,” Becky said, her voice dripping with mockery. “Now it’s your turn to be put in your place.”

Luke laughed, the deep sound echoing in the room. “Yeah, let’s see if he can take it as well as you can, Becky.”

Becky leaned forward, the head of the strap-on pressing against my exposed entrance. My body tensed instinctively, and I whimpered softly. “Relax,” she said, her tone condescending. “It’ll only hurt if you fight it.”

The pressure increased, and I felt the dildo breach me. The sensation was overwhelming—painful, humiliating, and utterly degrading. Becky pushed deeper, her hands gripping my hips firmly as the strap-on filled me. Tears stung my eyes, but I bit my lip to keep from crying out. Luke’s laughter rang in my ears, adding to my shame.

“That’s it,” Becky cooed mockingly. “You’re doing so well, taking it like a good little bitch.”

The humiliation was unbearable, but my body betrayed me. The sensation of the strap-on pressing against my prostate sent waves of conflicting signals through my body. My cock, still hard in its humiliating pink prison, began to twitch, leaking pre-cum against the silky fabric.

“Look at him,” Luke said with a smirk. “He’s actually enjoying this.”

Becky began to move her hips, thrusting the strap-on in and out of me with increasing rhythm. Each movement sent jolts of unwanted pleasure through my body, my prostate responding in ways I couldn’t control. The pressure built until, with a shudder, I came. My cock twitched violently, spurting into the fabric of my pink panties in the most pathetic orgasm of my life. There was no pleasure, only shame—raw, searing shame that engulfed me completely.

“Did you just cum?” Becky asked, feigning shock. “From this? Pathetic.”

Luke laughed harder, shaking his head. “What a fucking joke,” he said. “No wonder she needs me.”

Becky pulled out and climbed off the bed, leaving me collapsed in a heap, my body trembling from the aftershocks of humiliation. “Now sit there,” she ordered, her voice cold. “And watch.”

I obeyed, too broken to protest. Becky walked over to Luke, her hips swaying seductively, and dropped to her knees in front of him. She reached up and pulled his pants down, freeing his massive cock. It hung thick and heavy, already hard and glistening at the tip. Becky smiled up at him, her hands stroking him slowly.

“This,” she said, glancing at me out of the corner of her eye, “is what a real man looks like.”

I sat there, numb, as Becky took him into her mouth. Her lips wrapped around his cock, her head bobbing as she moaned softly. Luke groaned, his hand tangling in her hair as she sucked him with an enthusiasm she’d never shown me. My stomach churned with a mix of jealousy and disgust, but there was no arousal now—only post-nut clarity and a hollow sense of despair.

Becky pulled back, licking her lips as she climbed onto the bed. She straddled Luke, guiding his cock to her entrance with a look of pure lust. “I need you inside me,” she said breathlessly. “I need you to fuck me.”

Luke smirked, gripping her hips as he thrust up into her. Becky cried out, her back arching as his cock filled her completely. Her moans grew louder with each thrust, her body moving in perfect sync with his. She looked over her shoulder at me, her eyes filled with mockery.

“Take a good look,” she said, her voice dripping with condescension. “This is what you’ll never be. This is what a real man does.”

Her words were daggers, each one piercing deeper than the last. I sat there, unable to look away, as Becky rode him with abandon. Her cries of pleasure filled the room, a stark contrast to the silence of my humiliation. This was my life now—stripped of dignity, stripped of purpose, reduced to nothing more than a spectator in my own marriage.


Chapter 7

Months passed, and my torture continued unabated. My days blurred together, a cycle of obsession and self-loathing. I spent hours on the computer, jerking off to cuckold porn, lost in fantasies of my wife with Luke. The images consumed me, tearing at what little was left of my self-esteem. It wasn’t getting better; it was getting worse. The days between their encounters felt endless, each one spent praying that Luke would come by unannounced and take Becky right in front of me.

On the days when it happened—when Luke arrived and Becky welcomed him with open arms—my body betrayed me completely. My heart raced, my cock hardened, and I felt a sick thrill at the thought of watching them together. But the high was fleeting. Once my pathetic cock had spilled its meager load, leaving nothing but a useless bubble of cum in my pink panties, the reality of my situation would crash down on me. My mind would spiral into hateful thoughts, my body overwhelmed by a profound sense of personal disgust.

One moment, I would be reveling in the sight of my wife having earth-shattering orgasms on Luke’s superior cock. Her cries of pleasure would send me into a twisted state of arousal, knowing that she was experiencing a level of ecstasy I could never give her. The next moment, tears would fill my eyes, and my thoughts would churn with doubt. Was she still mine? Could she ever truly love me again? The sick cycle was unbearable, yet I couldn’t seem to break free from it.

I couldn’t go on like this. Something had to change.

During one of my low points, I sat down with Becky and told her everything. The words spilled out of me in a torrent as I confessed the depths of my obsession, my guilt, and my pain. She listened intently, her expression unreadable, and waited patiently for me to finish. When I finally fell silent, she took a deep breath, her demeanor shifting from compassionate to serious.

“You’re the one who wanted this,” she began, her tone calm but firm. “You’re the one who groomed me to become a Hot Wife. It was your fantasies, your obsession, that brought us here. You introduced me to this lifestyle, to this dynamic. You even chose Luke to be my Bull.”

Her words were matter-of-fact, yet they cut deeply. I knew she was right.

She continued, her voice softening slightly. “I did all of this because I love you. That’s the part you don’t seem to understand. I wanted to give you what you wanted—even if it was hard for me to understand at first. I saw how much it excited you, how much you craved it. So yes, I went through your internet history. I wanted to know exactly what you liked, what you fantasized about. I wanted to give you the experience you saw in those videos.”

I looked at her, stunned, as she went on. “I’ll admit, things have gotten… extreme. But I’ve never taken it further than what you’ve already seen in your porn. Every time I’ve done something, I’ve made sure it aligned with the scenarios you’ve watched. I wanted to give you the full mind-fuck experience.”

Her honesty was brutal, yet undeniable. She had been meticulous in her efforts, shaping our reality to match my darkest fantasies.

“And yes,” she added, her tone growing warmer, “I’ve come to enjoy it. I won’t lie to you about that. Luke is an incredible lover. He takes me to places I never thought possible. He knows how to make me feel small and vulnerable, yet safe and cherished at the same time. He has a presence—a natural dominance—that you don’t have. It’s not a flaw,” she said, noticing the pain in my expression. “It’s just who you are.”

Her words hit me like a blow. “You’re a beta,” she said softly. “And that’s okay. But you need to understand and accept your role in our relationship. That’s why I had you buy the pink panties. They’re not just lingerie—they’re a symbol. A visual admission of your position. Wearing them is your way of acknowledging that I belong to both of you now, in different ways.”

The room was silent for a long moment, her words hanging in the air. I wanted to argue, to push back against the labels she had placed on me, but deep down, I knew she was right. This was the reality I had created. This was the life I had begged for. And now, there was no turning back.

Becky sat back, her posture relaxed, but her eyes burned with authority as she spoke. “I’m happy with our new dynamic,” she said calmly. “And Luke is part of our life now.”

I sputtered, shaking my head, trying to find the words to push back. “I—I don’t think I can do this anymore,” I stammered. “I want our old life back, Becky. I want Luke gone. I want to make love to you again. I want us to be normal.”

Becky raised an eyebrow, her expression neutral, then pressed a finger to my lips. “Shh,” she said softly, silencing me. Her calmness was unnerving. “You need to accept that you got exactly what you wanted. This is normal now.”

“I made a mistake,” I blurted, my voice trembling. “Please, Becky. I’m serious. I want us to go back to the way things were.”

For a long moment, Becky didn’t respond. Her gaze lingered on mine, her face unreadable. Then, without warning, her hand slid down between my legs, her fingers lightly brushing against the hard bulge beneath my pants. I froze, my words caught in my throat as a shiver ran through my body. Becky leaned closer, her tone soft yet edged with mockery. “Is that what you really want?” she asked, her fingers stroking me gently through the fabric.

“Yes,” I whispered hoarsely, though the involuntary twitch of my cock betrayed me.

Her hand moved with agonizing slowness, her fingertips tracing the outline of my erection. “You’re saying no,” she murmured, “but this… says yes.” Her lips curled into a mischievous smile as she unzipped my pants and slipped her hand inside. I gasped as her warm fingers wrapped around my cock, stroking it with a delicate, deliberate rhythm that made it impossible to think straight.

“I can’t…” I managed to say, my voice faltering as her grip tightened slightly. “Becky, please, stop.”

“Stop?” she repeated, feigning innocence as her thumb grazed the sensitive tip. “Are you sure?”

“Yes,” I hissed, though my body was telling a very different story. My hips jerked slightly, betraying my desperation.

Becky leaned in closer, her breath warm against my neck. “You don’t sound sure,” she teased. She shifted, her lips brushing against the tip of my cock. A gasp escaped me as she parted her lips and took just the head into her mouth, her tongue swirling around it in slow, torturous circles.

“Becky, no!” I gasped, though the moan that followed made it clear I didn’t mean it.

She pulled back, her hand resuming its slow stroking. “What’s the matter?” she asked sweetly. “I thought you wanted things to go back to the way they were. This is how we used to be, isn’t it?”

Tears stung my eyes as the shame and arousal tangled inside me. “I—I do want that,” I stammered, my voice cracking. “Please, Becky, let’s just stop all of this.”

Her hand didn’t stop. In fact, her strokes became slower, more deliberate, each movement sending jolts of pleasure through my body. “Stop what?” she asked, her tone mocking. “Stop this?” She gave my cock a gentle squeeze that made my knees weak. “Stop Luke? Stop me? Or stop you?”

I opened my mouth to respond, but no words came out. My body was trembling, my cock rock-hard in her grasp, teetering on the edge of release. Becky smirked, leaning in close enough that her lips brushed against my ear. “You don’t really want this to stop,” she whispered. “You just want me to make the choice for you.”

Her hand moved faster, her grip firm, her strokes perfectly calculated. I could feel the pressure building, my body on the brink of surrender. My breathing quickened, my muscles tensing. I was seconds away.

And then she stopped.

Her hand released me, leaving my cock twitching helplessly, the orgasm so close I could taste it. I let out a strangled gasp, my hips jerking involuntarily as I reached for her, desperate for relief.

“No,” Becky said firmly, standing up and smoothing her clothes as if nothing had happened. “I think you’ve had enough.”

“Becky, please,” I begged, my voice cracking. “Please don’t leave me like this.”

She laughed softly, shaking her head. “Oh, you’ll be fine,” she said, her tone dripping with condescension. “Besides, if you really want our old life back, you’ll need to learn a little self-control.” She paused, her smirk widening. “But let me make you a deal.”

I looked up at her, still trembling. “What kind of deal?”

“If you never watch another porn video, and you never talk to me about cuckolding again, I’ll never fuck Luke again,” she said simply. “But if I catch you watching even one video, your fate is sealed. Luke will be here to stay.”

My mind raced. This was my chance—a way out of the madness I had created. “I can do it,” I said quickly, nodding. “I can fix this.”

Becky’s laugh was low and cruel. “Oh, honey,” she said, stepping back. “I give you ten minutes before you’re jerking off to cuckold porn again.”

Her words stung, but I refused to let them defeat me. “You’re wrong,” I said defiantly. “You’ll see.”

Becky shrugged, heading toward the door. “Good luck,” she said, her laughter trailing behind her. “You’re going to need it.”

I got up from the couch, my thoughts a chaotic swirl, and headed to the bathroom. A cold shower—that’s what I needed to clear my head. The icy water hit my skin like needles, shocking me back into focus. I stood there for a long time, letting the chill drive out the haze of arousal and self-loathing that had been clouding my mind. This was my responsibility. No one else could fix the mess I had created. Only I could make this happen.

When I finally stepped out, the determination had returned. I threw on some work clothes and headed outside to tackle the lawn and the yard, both of which had been neglected for far too long. As I worked, the physical effort felt cathartic. The repetitive tasks grounded me, giving me a sense of purpose. For the first time in months, I felt productive—like I was taking back some control over my life.

Hours later, sweaty and dirty, I came back inside and headed straight for the shower again. This time, I let the water run hot, the steam filling the bathroom as I rinsed away the grime. As I stood under the spray, my mind drifted, and I couldn’t help but think about Becky. The way she felt, the way she smelled, the way she looked at me during those rare moments of connection. My cock stirred at the thought of being with her again—really being with her, bareback, like we used to.

I reached down, my hand wrapping around my shaft, and allowed the fantasy to take over. It didn’t take long. The idea of finally reclaiming what I had lost, of being inside her again without barriers, sent me over the edge almost instantly. My cum spurted onto the shower floor, pooling briefly before being carried away by the water, swirling down the drain. I smiled faintly, a small victory in my mind. At least it wasn’t trapped in a condom, coated in piss, and flushed away like waste. This felt… better. I was making progress.

The rest of the day, I focused on staying busy. I cleaned, organized, and threw myself into tasks that kept my mind and hands occupied. Occasionally, my thoughts wandered to Becky, to Luke, to the dark fantasies that had consumed me for so long. But I pushed them aside, determined to hold on to the small progress I had made. For the first time in a long time, I felt like I was in control.

At the end of the day, I caught Becky looking at my laptop. My stomach churned with panic for a moment, but her expression was calm, almost impressed. She turned to me with a smile. “Wow,” she said, her tone light but teasing. “You’ve really surprised me. I assumed you’d be sneaking off to watch porn by now.”

I felt a rush of pride at her words, my chest swelling slightly as I managed a small smile. “I told you I could do it,” I said, trying to sound confident.

Becky’s smile softened, and she closed the laptop, setting it aside. “Good job,” she said simply, standing up and heading toward the bedroom. “Let’s go to bed.”

That night, for the first time in what felt like forever, she let me snuggle her. I slid into bed beside her, feeling her warmth against me as her body molded to mine. I wrapped my arm around her waist, inhaling her familiar scent, and for a moment, it felt like everything was back to normal. It wasn’t sexual—just intimate, comforting, like the old days before all of this had started. I fell asleep with a sense of hope I hadn’t felt in months.

The next day was a whirlwind. Work was chaotic, keeping my mind occupied and my hands busy. By the time I got home, I was so exhausted I barely had the energy to eat dinner before crawling into bed. Becky was waiting for me, and once again, she allowed me to hold her as we drifted off to sleep. Two nights in a row of feeling connected, like a real couple again. My resolve strengthened. Maybe I really could do this.

Day three was much the same. Work was demanding, leaving me drained but determined. When I got home, Becky was waiting for me in the living room, and this time, something was different. She was dressed in skintight Lycra shorts and a matching sports bra, her toned figure leaving absolutely nothing to the imagination. My heart skipped a beat as I took her in, her body glistening faintly as if she’d just finished working out. In her hand was my laptop, and her expression was one of playful mischief.

“I’m impressed,” she said, her voice low and sweet. “Three whole days, and you haven’t so much as touched your browser. I really didn’t think you had it in you.”

Her words sent a rush of pride through me, and I smiled, puffing up slightly. “I told you I could do it,” I said confidently.

Becky stepped closer, her hips swaying as she moved. She held the laptop up for emphasis, then placed it on the coffee table. “You’ve done so well,” she said, her eyes glinting with something I couldn’t quite place. “And you know what? I think you deserve a reward.”

My breath hitched as she stepped even closer, her hand trailing down my arm. “Come Saturday,” she said softly, her lips curving into a wicked smile, “someone is going to get some bareback pussy.”

My heart pounded violently in my chest, my cock twitching in my pants. Becky leaned in close, her breath warm against my ear as she whispered, “Now, will it be you? Or Luke? I guess that’s up to you.”

The blood drained from my face and rushed south simultaneously. My entire body was a battlefield of conflicting emotions—arousal, hope, fear, and shame all colliding at once. Her words lingered in the air, heavy with implication. She stepped back, giving me an evil smile, her tone playful but edged with challenge. “You’ve got three more days to be good. Stay focused, and you might just get your reward.”

I nodded dumbly, my head spinning as she turned and walked away, her hips swaying provocatively. My cock throbbed painfully in my pants, nearly exploding at the thought of what Saturday might bring. This was my chance, my opportunity to reclaim what I had lost. The prize was too valuable to lose.

For the first time in months, I felt a sliver of control—however tenuous it might be. I clenched my fists, determined to see this through. Three days. I could do this.

I had to.

Wednesday blurred into Thursday, and before I knew it, Friday had arrived. My week had been so busy and productive, I hadn’t had time to even think about cuckold videos. For the first time in months, my mind felt clear. Friday evening, Becky suggested we go out for dinner. The atmosphere was perfect—good food, soft lighting, and the warm hum of conversation around us. We laughed, talked, and for a few hours, it felt like nothing had changed between us. It was exactly what I needed.

When we got home, I felt lighthearted, almost hopeful. Becky smiled at me as we got ready for bed, her expression soft and inviting. As we slipped under the covers, she rolled onto her back and stretched luxuriously, the hem of her nightshirt riding up just enough to reveal a teasing glimpse of her thighs. My heart began to race as she turned to look at me.

“Someone might just get lucky tomorrow afternoon,” she murmured, her eyes gleaming with mischief.

I swallowed hard, my pulse quickening. “Tomorrow?” I asked, my voice cracking slightly.

“Mm-hmm,” she replied, running a hand lightly down her stomach, her tone dripping with suggestion. “But maybe… you could convince me to move things up.”

I didn’t hesitate. I slid down the bed, positioning myself between her legs, and gently spread her thighs. The warmth of her body and the faint, intoxicating scent of her arousal made my head spin. Slowly, reverently, I kissed her inner thighs, working my way upward, savoring every soft moan that escaped her lips.

When my mouth finally reached her wet pussy, she gasped softly, her fingers tangling in my hair. I took my time, running my tongue along her folds, teasing her clit with gentle flicks. Her hips began to move, pressing against my mouth as her breathing quickened. “That’s it,” she whispered, her voice low and breathy. “Make me cum.”

Her words spurred me on, and I focused on her clit, sucking it gently before circling it with my tongue. Becky’s moans grew louder, her thighs trembling on either side of my head as her fingers gripped my hair tighter. I felt her body tense, her back arching as she cried out, her orgasm washing over her in waves. I licked her through the aftershocks, tasting her as she shuddered beneath me.

Finally, she pulled me away, her breathing ragged as she sat up slightly. “Not bad,” she said with a smirk, her tone playful but edged with condescension. “But you’re not done yet.”

Before I could respond, Becky pushed me onto my back and straddled me, her hand sliding down to grip my cock through my pajama pants. “You’ve been such a good boy this week,” she purred, slowly stroking me through the fabric. “You deserve a little reward.”

I moaned softly, my cock throbbing in her hand as she slid the waistband down, freeing me completely. Her warm fingers wrapped around my shaft, stroking me in an achingly slow rhythm. I couldn’t help but buck my hips slightly, desperate for more, but she pressed her other hand firmly against my stomach, holding me in place.

“Ah, ah,” she said, her tone teasing. “You don’t get to rush this.”

Her hand moved with maddening precision, her grip firm but not too tight, her strokes perfectly timed to keep me right on the edge. “Do you want to cum?” she asked, tilting her head as if genuinely curious.

“Yes,” I gasped, my voice trembling. “Please, Becky…”

She chuckled softly, shaking her head. “Of course you do. But do you deserve to cum?” Her strokes slowed, her thumb brushing over the sensitive tip of my cock, smearing the bead of precum that had gathered there. “After everything you’ve put me through?”

“I’m sorry,” I choked out, my body trembling. “Please, I—”

She cut me off by leaning down, her tongue flicking over the head of my cock. The sensation was electric, and I nearly lost it right there. My hips jerked involuntarily, and she pulled back with a wicked smile.

“Careful,” she said, her voice dripping with mockery. “You don’t want to make a mess too soon.”

Her hand resumed its slow, torturous pace, and I felt the pressure building, the release so close I could taste it. My breathing quickened, my entire body tensing as I teetered on the brink. “Becky, please!” I begged, my voice breaking. “I’m so close…”

And then she stopped.

Her hand released me entirely, leaving my cock twitching helplessly, throbbing with need. I let out a strangled moan, my hips jerking in a desperate attempt to find relief, but she was already climbing off the bed, smoothing her nightshirt as if nothing had happened.

“Goodnight,” she said sweetly, turning to leave the room. “You’ll have to wait until tomorrow for your reward.”

I stared after her, my body still aching for release, my mind reeling from the intensity of her teasing. Sleep was impossible that night, my thoughts consumed by the memory of her touch and the cruel promise of what might come next.

I woke up Saturday morning with a raging hard-on, throbbing with need. My body was on fire, every nerve screaming for release. My mind raced with fantasies of finally being with Becky again—putting my bareback cock inside her for the first time in over a year, feeling her silky wetness wrapped around me, knowing that it was my seed she would take into her womb. The thought alone made my cock twitch, aching for her.

Becky stirred beside me, stretching languidly before slipping out of bed. “Morning,” she murmured, her voice soft and teasing. She padded off to the shower without a second glance, leaving me alone with my relentless arousal. My hard-on refused to subside, pulsing insistently as if it had a mind of its own. I clenched my fists, trying to will it away, but it was no use.

I wanted to be ready for Becky that afternoon, fully charged and at my best. I couldn’t risk jerking off now and ruining my performance later. She had given me the chance I’d been dreaming of for months, and I couldn’t blow it—literally or figuratively. With a groan of frustration, I threw on a pair of shorts and headed to the kitchen, hoping coffee would help distract me.

The aroma of brewing coffee filled the room as I stood there, my body still tense with need. My gaze drifted to the counter, where my laptop sat innocently, its screen dark. I reached for it, opening it up and checking my emails. I skimmed through a few updates, then switched to the weather channel, idly noting the forecast. Still, my cock refused to calm down, pressing uncomfortably against the fabric of my shorts, demanding attention.

Shit, I thought, I haven’t been this horny in years.

I needed to focus. Maybe another cup of coffee would help. Or some fresh air. But the idea of relief lingered, tempting me. A quick jerk-off session, just enough to take the edge off, couldn’t hurt—could it? Becky would never know, and it might actually help me focus and be ready for her later. I glanced around, my heart pounding as the decision weighed on me.

Just one video, I told myself. Quick and done. No one will ever know.

I grabbed the laptop, my hands trembling slightly, and headed to the guest bathroom. Locking the door behind me, I sat down and opened it up, my pulse racing as I typed in the familiar URL: Pornhub.com. The site loaded instantly, the thumbnails flashing across the screen like a forbidden treasure trove. My heart thudded in my chest as I stared at the search bar, my fingers hovering over the keyboard.

What the fuck are you doing? I thought, the logical part of my brain screaming at me to stop. I’d done so well all week—why risk it now? But the pressure in my cock was unbearable, clouding my judgment. It would only take a few minutes, I reasoned. A quick video, a quick release, and I’d be good to go. Becky would never know.

The plan was foolproof. Afterward, I’d clear my browser history. She wouldn’t find a trace of my little slip-up. I smirked to myself, feeling oddly clever as I typed the words into the search bar: cuckold humiliation.

Dozens of videos popped up instantly, the thumbnails displaying scenarios that mirrored my darkest fantasies. My cock throbbed painfully, and my hand moved almost automatically, lowering my shorts as I clicked on the first video. The screen came to life, the moans and taunts filling the small bathroom as my hand wrapped around my shaft. My body shuddered with anticipation as I stroked myself, the forbidden thrill heightening every sensation.

Deep down, I knew I was making a mistake. I knew the risk I was taking. But in that moment, none of it mattered. All that mattered was the desperate need to cum—and the fleeting, hollow satisfaction it would bring.

The first video I clicked on was everything I had been craving and everything I hated about myself. A stunning hot wife, her body glistening with sweat, was being railed mercilessly by her Black Bull lover. Her voice was breathless and raw as she moaned praises to him, telling him how perfectly he filled her, how much better he was than her pathetic husband. Her words were knives, cutting through the air and lodging deep in my chest. She begged him, over and over, to dump his load into her womb, her cries filled with desperate longing as she pleaded for his baby.

The scene sent a shiver through me, equal parts arousal and shame. I couldn’t stop myself; the sound of her voice and the memory of Becky saying the same words to Luke pushed me over the edge. My hand moved faster, the pressure in my cock building as I replayed Becky’s face in my mind—her flushed cheeks, her moans of ecstasy as she begged for Luke’s seed. My body stiffened, and I erupted into a rolled-up ball of toilet paper, my load spilling out in thick spurts.

For a brief moment, it felt amazing. A rush of endorphins flooded my brain, momentarily numbing the guilt. My breathing was heavy, my heart pounding as I leaned against the sink, savoring the release. But the feeling didn’t last.

As the fog of pleasure began to fade, reality came crashing back. The video was still frozen on the screen, the woman’s face caught mid-ecstasy. The sight of her bliss was a harsh reminder of my own pathetic state. My stomach twisted, and the sharp sting of shame began to take hold. What the fuck is wrong with me? I thought. I couldn’t even make it a full week without screwing up. Becky trusted me, and I had betrayed that trust—for what? A few fleeting seconds of pleasure?

I stood there, staring at my reflection in the bathroom mirror, disgusted with myself. My cock hung limp in my hand, still sticky with the aftermath of my mistake. I reached for the toilet paper to clean up, but before I could, the door opened.

Becky.

She stood in the doorway, her eyes locking onto mine before dropping to the laptop. Her gaze lingered on the frozen video for what felt like an eternity, then shifted to my hand still holding my soft, glistening cock. The silence was deafening. My mouth opened to explain, to apologize, but no words came out. I could see the disappointment in her eyes, a mixture of hurt and disgust that cut deeper than any scolding ever could.

Becky didn’t say a word. She didn’t have to. The look on her face said it all. She turned and walked away, leaving the door ajar as she disappeared down the hallway. My chest tightened, my shame suffocating me. I wanted to crawl into a hole and never come out.

I cleaned up quickly, throwing the crumpled toilet paper into the trash, and splashed cold water on my face in a feeble attempt to ground myself. My hands were shaking as I closed the laptop and made my way to the living room, desperate to find her, to say something—anything—that might fix this.

But Becky wasn’t there.

The house was eerily quiet, her absence heavy and palpable. I checked the kitchen, the bedroom, even the patio, but she was nowhere to be found. She was avoiding me. I could feel it, and the weight of her silence crushed me. My legs felt like lead as I sank onto the couch, burying my face in my hands.

I felt like shit. No—worse than shit. I was a fucking loser. I couldn’t even go a week without falling back into the same self-destructive patterns. My cock had won again, dragging me down into the depths of my sick obsession. And in the process, I had disappointed the one person who had stood by me through all of this.

Becky deserved better than this. Better than me.

Hours passed, but the gnawing pit in my stomach didn’t subside. I replayed the look on her face over and over in my mind, each time feeling the sharp sting of her unspoken judgment. What could I even say to her? That I was sorry? That I’d do better? She’d heard it all before, and I had proven time and again that my words meant nothing.

The worst part was that I couldn’t blame her for any of this. I had done it to myself. I had brought Luke into our lives, turned Becky into a Hot Wife, and created this dynamic. And now, when I had the chance to take it back, to prove I could rise above my weakness, I had failed. Again.

I wanted to cry, but no tears came. All I could do was sit there, drowning in the shame of my choices, wondering if Becky would ever look at me the same way again.

At exactly 2 p.m., the doorbell rang. My stomach tightened as Becky shot up from the couch, a look of eager anticipation lighting up her face. She practically skipped to the door and flung it open, revealing Luke standing there, calm and confident as ever. Without a word to me, she threw her arms around his neck and kissed him passionately, her body pressing tightly against his. I couldn’t look away as their lips moved together, their connection palpable.

Breaking the kiss, Becky grabbed Luke’s hand and led him down the hallway, her laughter echoing faintly. Neither of them acknowledged my presence. I sat frozen for a moment before rising to my feet, my heart pounding in my chest. I followed them slowly, dread and arousal twisting inside me as I peeked around the doorway to the bedroom.

They were already naked. Luke’s strong hands roamed over Becky’s body, his touch deliberate and confident as he explored every curve. Becky moaned softly, her hands running over his chest and shoulders as if memorizing every inch of him. I watched, unseen and unacknowledged, feeling more like a ghost than a man.

Swallowing the lump in my throat, I turned away and opened my dresser drawer. Inside lay the pink panties Becky had chosen for me, folded neatly like a cruel joke. My hands trembled as I picked them up, the silky fabric slipping through my fingers. I stepped into them, pulling them up my legs, the humiliation sinking deeper into my bones with every movement.

I slipped into the bathroom, closing the door behind me. My reflection in the mirror was pathetic—a man stripped of dignity, reduced to this. Reaching for the box of condoms Becky kept for me, I slid one on, my cock twitching uselessly in its latex prison. The action felt mechanical now, a ritual of submission that marked my place in this twisted dynamic.

When I returned to the bedroom, they were lost in each other. I sat quietly in the chair in the corner, unnoticed, and watched as they clung to one another in our marital bed. Their whispers were soft and intimate, punctuated by laughter and giggles that cut through me like a knife. Becky’s smile was radiant, her body alive with passion as she touched him, kissed him, and looked at him in ways she hadn’t looked at me in years.

Then, their energy shifted. Becky gazed into Luke’s eyes, her expression full of trust and longing. She gave him a small nod, a silent signal that she was ready. My stomach churned as she turned onto all fours, her back arched, presenting herself to him. She faced me now, her eyes locking onto mine as Luke moved behind her.

Luke positioned himself, his long, thick cock hovering at the entrance of her wet, waiting pussy. Becky bit her lip, her gaze never leaving mine, as he grabbed her hips and began to push. The sight of his cock stretching her open was both mesmerizing and devastating. Her mouth fell open in a silent gasp as he slid deeper, inch by inch, until his hips met hers. Becky’s eyes fluttered closed for a moment, her head dropping forward as she moaned in pure ecstasy.

When her eyes opened again, they were fixed squarely on mine. Her lips moved silently, and though no sound came, the words hit me like a punch to the gut. Fuck you. Then, her lips curled into a cruel smile as she mouthed again: Loser.

Luke began to move, his thrusts slow and deliberate at first, his cock disappearing into her with each stroke. Becky’s moans grew louder, her body rocking forward and back in perfect rhythm with him. She clung to the sheets, her knuckles white as she surrendered completely to the pleasure he gave her.

As his pace quickened, her voice cut through the room like a whip. “Look at how a real man fucks a woman,” she barked, her eyes boring into mine. “He fucks me so much better than you ever could.”

I couldn’t breathe, my chest tight with a mix of arousal and shame. My cock twitched pathetically in its latex prison, my body betraying me even as my mind recoiled from her words.

“Luke knows how to make me cum,” Becky continued, her voice dripping with mockery. “You never made me cum. Not once. You’re a little sissy bitch, aren’t you?”

I opened my mouth, but no words came out. My throat burned with humiliation as Becky laughed, her head tossing back as Luke thrust harder, his grip on her hips tightening. She looked at me again, her voice rising with the intensity of their lovemaking. “Admit it, little sissy,” she taunted. “Admit you’re a loser.”

I could feel tears stinging my eyes, the shame unbearable as I sat there, helpless and humiliated. Becky’s words cut deeper than I thought possible, each one stripping away another layer of my fragile pride. And yet, I couldn’t look away. My eyes stayed locked on hers, even as she gasped and moaned and called me every name that reminded me of how far I had fallen.

My heart felt like it might burst from my chest. Each beat pounded louder than the last, reverberating through my entire body. A thousand hormones surged through me, coursing into my veins and straight to my brain. My scrotum tightened painfully, squeezing my balls as my cock twitched uncontrollably in its latex prison. My breathing quickened, my vision narrowing until all I could see was Becky and Luke, their bodies locked together, a symphony of carnal perfection playing out before my eyes.

Luke’s powerful thrusts drove into Becky with relentless precision, her moans rising and falling like waves, matching the rhythm of his movements. Her words, the way she begged for him, how she told him he was everything I wasn’t—it all cut me to the core. And yet, I couldn’t look away. My cock pulsed harder, straining against the condom, as if trying to defy my own mind.

Then it happened.

The pressure that had been building inside me erupted in a hot, shuddering release. My body trembled as I came, the latex barrier filling with my pathetic offering. My cum bubbled into the condom, coating my shaft, each throb of my cock matching the hammering of my heart. A sharp gasp escaped my lips as the sensation overwhelmed me, and for a fleeting moment, the pleasure drowned out everything else.

But it didn’t last.

The high was gone almost as quickly as it came. The warm glow of arousal dissipated, replaced by the crushing weight of reality. My cock, now soft and useless, sagged pathetically in the condom. I glanced down, the sight of it dripping the last few drops of cum onto the floor only adding to my humiliation. Then my eyes shifted upward—to Luke.

His cock was still rock-hard, glistening with Becky’s juices as it plunged into her again and again. The contrast was brutal and undeniable. My limp, spent dick hung in shame while his weapon of pleasure claimed her completely. Becky’s cries of ecstasy filled the room, her body writhing beneath him as he fucked her harder, deeper, with a vigor I couldn’t match even on my best day.

Luke’s breathing quickened, his movements becoming erratic as he neared his climax. Becky’s voice rose, urging him on, begging for everything he had to give her. “Cum for me, baby,” she moaned. “Fill me up. Make me yours.”

With a guttural growl, Luke’s body stiffened. He drove himself deep inside her, his hips jerking with each powerful spasm as he spilled his seed into her. Becky cried out, her nails digging into his back as she bucked against him, taking every drop he had to give. My stomach churned as I watched the scene unfold, the intimacy of their connection cutting through me like a knife.

But it wasn’t over.

Luke didn’t stop. Even after cumming, his cock remained hard, and he kept moving, his thrusts steady and deliberate as Becky’s body trembled beneath him. “Oh my God,” she gasped, her voice shaky but filled with wonder. “You’re still so hard.”

The humiliation was unbearable. My cock, still trapped in its latex prison, hung lifeless between my legs, while Luke continued to fuck her with unrelenting stamina. I sat frozen in the corner, my chest tight, my body heavy with shame. This wasn’t just about sex—it was about dominance, power, and everything I had lost.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, Luke slowed. He pulled out of Becky with a slick, wet sound, and she collapsed onto her back, her body glistening with sweat. Her legs fell open, revealing her pussy, still stretched wide and glistening with his cum. A queef broke the silence, followed by a thick, viscous stream of semen dripping onto the sheets. The sight made my stomach twist painfully, yet I couldn’t look away.

Luke moved up the bed, his cock still swollen and dripping. Becky looked up at him with a satisfied smile, her body languid and glowing. Without hesitation, she opened her mouth, inviting him to finish. Luke stroked himself over her, his hand moving with purpose as Becky arched her back, her tits thrusting upward in perfect offering.

With a low grunt, Luke erupted again, thick ropes of cum splattering across Becky’s face and chest. Her skin glistened as he painted her with his release, each pulse of his cock delivering another reminder of his dominance. She moaned softly, her fingers moving to spread his cum across her tits, her eyes fluttering closed as if savoring the moment.

I sat there, limp and useless, my body still trembling from my earlier release. The room reeked of sex, a heady mix of sweat, cum, and Becky’s arousal. My chest ached with humiliation, my mind racing as I tried to process the brutal reality before me. Becky had never looked so satisfied, so radiant. And I—well, I was just a spectator, reduced to nothing more than an afterthought in their world.

Becky lay wrapped in Luke’s strong arms, her body glowing with satisfaction. She looked up at me, her eyes cold and unyielding, and delivered the words that shattered what little was left of my self-esteem.

“This bed is Luke’s now,” she said firmly. “You need to move your shit to the guest bedroom.”

My heart plummeted into a void of despair. The words echoed in my head, a relentless mantra of rejection and humiliation. My chest felt hollow, my breath shallow and quick. I had always feared this moment, but hearing it aloud made it unbearably real. My stomach churned as I nodded, my throat too tight to form words. Without another glance, Becky turned her attention back to Luke, her fingers tracing lazy patterns on his chest as if I had already ceased to exist.

Dejected, I slumped my way to the bathroom, my legs heavy and unsteady beneath me. The mirror caught my reflection as I entered, but I couldn’t bear to meet my own gaze. I reached down and peeled off the condom, now sticky and cold, and dropped it into the toilet with a wet plop. It felt like I was discarding the last shred of my dignity. Turning to leave, I froze when I saw Luke standing in the doorway behind me, his towering presence making the small bathroom feel suffocating.

Without a word, he took his cock in his hand, aiming it at the toilet. A steady stream of piss sprayed into the bowl, hitting the condom dead center like a bullseye. My stomach twisted as Becky entered the room behind him, her laughter light and cruel.

“Good aim,” she said with a smirk, stepping forward. She squatted slightly, her stream joining Luke’s as they both pissed on the condom, marking it as if to erase any trace of me. When the last drop fell, Becky reached over and flushed the toilet. The swirling water carried the condom—and my pride—into oblivion.

Becky turned to me, her eyes sharp and her voice tinged with finality. “From now on, Luke and I will make love in private. You are no longer allowed to watch. You’ve lost that privilege. Now get out of my bathroom.”

Her words hit me like a hammer. My throat burned, my eyes stung, and I could feel my chest tightening with the threat of fresh tears. I nodded weakly, my voice caught somewhere between a sob and silence. I turned and shuffled out of the bathroom, her words ringing in my ears like a death knell.

The walk down the hallway to the guest bedroom felt endless. Every step was heavy, each one taking me further from the life I had once known. By the time I reached the bed, the weight of my shame and regret was unbearable. I collapsed onto the mattress, burying my face in the pillow as the first sob escaped. The dam broke, and I cried like a child, my body shaking with the force of my despair.

I had lost her. Truly, irrevocably lost her. My sick obsession, my twisted fetish, had destroyed everything. What started as a fantasy had consumed me, turning my life into a dark tunnel of perversion with no light at the end. I had manipulated Becky, pushed her into this lifestyle to feed my addiction, and now the consequences were crashing down on me.

The highs I chased were fleeting, but the lows dragged me into deeper pits of self-loathing. My obsession had devoured my marriage, my dignity, and now, even the role of spectator had been taken from me. Luke was no longer just a lover—he was the man in Becky’s life. He was her Alpha, her protector, her everything.

I would never feel her pussy clench around me again. That gift now belonged to him. I was nothing more than a pathetic roommate, banished to the periphery of her life. And soon, I feared, even that role would be stripped away. It was only a matter of time before I was cast out entirely, left alone in the ruins of the life I had built and destroyed with my own hands.

The crushing realization settled over me like a suffocating blanket. I could see the future unfolding in cruel clarity: Becky carrying Luke’s child, a symbol of their love, while I faded into obscurity. I was nothing. A slimy residue left to be flushed away like waste.

After an eternity of crying, I finally pulled myself up. My body felt hollow, my tears spent. I staggered into the guest bathroom and grabbed my laptop, its cold surface a reminder of the endless cycle I couldn’t escape. Crawling under the sheets, I opened the lid, the screen illuminating the darkness around me.

I stared at the browser for a long time, my heart pounding with a mix of dread and anticipation. My cock, limp and lifeless just minutes ago, stirred at the thought of what I was about to do. My fingers trembled as they moved to the keyboard. My stomach churned, but I couldn’t stop myself.

With one last glance at the empty room around me, I typed in the familiar letters: Pornhub.

The site loaded instantly, its thumbnails flashing across the screen. My heart raced, my breath quickened, and my cock hardened in my hand. I gripped it tightly, stroking slowly, the shame bubbling just beneath the surface. You’re a sick fucker, I thought, my eyes scanning the videos. My finger hovered over the mouse, and then I clicked.

And just like that, the cycle began again.


Chapter 8

Three weeks ago, Luke moved in with us—or rather, he moved in with my wife. I had been banished to the guest bedroom for the past month, a consequence of breaking the one agreement Becky and I had left: no more internet porn. The day she caught me in the bathroom, laptop on my knees, my hand wrapped around my cock, was the day everything changed. Her face, a mixture of disappointment and disgust, haunted me. I had hoped the feelings would fade, that she would forgive me and eventually allow me back into her world—the world where I could at least watch as she fucked Luke. But this time, the shift felt different. Permanent.

It became painfully clear when Becky told Luke she wanted him full-time. The words hung in the air like a death sentence. My stomach dropped as I tried to process what she meant. At first, I thought it was just another cruel way to test me, to push my buttons and force me to confront my failures. But the day Luke arrived with bags in hand, the truth hit me like a freight train.

Becky didn’t come to me with anger or frustration—just a calm, steely determination. “Get your shit out of our room,” she said coldly, emphasizing the ownership. “And the closet too. Luke needs the space.”

Her words cut through me like a serrated blade, shredding whatever remnants of dignity I had left. My chest tightened, my heart sinking into an abyss of despair. But, to my shame, my cock betrayed me. It twitched and hardened at her command, the thought of her taking total control of her pleasure igniting a sick thrill deep within me. As much as her words devastated me, they also aroused me. The juxtaposition made me feel nauseous, yet I couldn’t deny it.

I obeyed without argument, gathering my clothes and belongings from the room I had once shared with Becky. Each step to the guest bedroom felt like a march to my own execution. By the time I closed the door behind me, I had resigned myself to the humiliating reality that this was no longer my home—it was theirs.

Once Luke was settled in, I watched helplessly as the bedroom door closed with finality. A second later, I heard the distinct click of the lock. My stomach churned, but my feet moved almost involuntarily. I crept down the hallway, the sounds of my own breathing deafening in my ears. I stopped just outside the door, pressing my ear against the wood, desperate to hear what was happening inside.

At first, there was silence. My heart raced as I strained to catch even the faintest sound. Then, a soft moan broke through—a sound so unmistakably Becky’s it sent a jolt straight to my cock. I clenched my fists, my nails biting into my palms as I tried to will away the arousal. But then came the rhythmic slapping, the unmistakable sound of Luke’s heavy balls colliding with Becky’s tight ass.

I froze, every nerve in my body on fire. Her moans grew louder, muffled only slightly by the thick door, and I could hear the bed creaking in time with his thrusts. My mind conjured vivid images to accompany the sounds, each one more humiliating than the last. My cock throbbed painfully, straining against the fabric of my pants. Before I realized what I was doing, my hand reached down, pulling my cock free.

The air was cool against my skin as I began stroking myself to the rhythm of their passion. My breathing quickened, matching the frantic tempo of my hand. My body trembled with the sick thrill of it, torn between the arousal coursing through me and the overwhelming shame that sat heavy in my chest.

Then, a sharp pang of guilt shot through me, stopping me in my tracks. My cock twitched in my hand as I stared at it, horrified. I wasn’t wearing a condom. Condoms are required, I thought, Becky’s rules ringing in my ears. What I was doing wasn’t allowed. The guilt wrapped around me like a vise, squeezing tighter with each second.

I glanced back at the door, Becky’s moans rising higher as Luke drove her closer to the edge. The sound of their bodies moving together, the way she begged him, the way she screamed his name—it was all too much. My hand hovered over my cock, trembling with indecision.

Fuck it, I thought bitterly. Becky would never know.

I gripped myself again, stroking faster, the sounds from behind the door pulling me deeper into the spiral. Each moan, each slap of Luke’s hips against Becky’s body, sent a surge of conflicting emotions through me. I hated myself for what I was doing, for the sick satisfaction I took from their pleasure, but I couldn’t stop. My body betrayed me, just as my mind had betrayed Becky.

As I stared at the closed door, the reality of my position sank in: I wasn’t just a voyeur in their relationship—I was an outsider, a pathetic shell of a man, left to grovel at the edges of their passion. And no matter how low I sank, the humiliation only seemed to pull me in deeper.

I began to stroke furiously, my hand moving in a desperate blur as the sounds from behind the door reached a fever pitch. The sensation of my bare hand on my bare cock, forbidden and raw, sent a surge of conflicting emotions coursing through me—arousal, shame, self-loathing. The rhythm of Becky’s moans, her cries of pleasure, and the unmistakable slapping of Luke’s body against hers filled my ears, each sound fueling my frantic need for release.

My body tensed, every muscle tightening as the familiar pressure built deep inside me. My prostate throbbed, sending waves of urgency through my cock. My breathing quickened, and I realized too late that I hadn’t thought this through. My orgasm was moments away, and I had no plan for where to release. My eyes darted around, frantic for a solution, but my hands kept moving, unwilling to stop as I teetered on the brink.

The pressure reached its peak, and my body stiffened as I felt the telltale fluttering deep inside me—the point of no return. Panic set in, and in a last-ditch effort, I let go of my cock, my hands dropping to my sides as I clamped my thighs together. The sudden lack of stimulation sent a jarring signal to my body, my prostate caught mid-throb, its rhythm faltering.

The ache that followed was unbearable. My balls felt heavy, swollen with unspent cum that now refused to move. My cock twitched once, then again, but the release never came. The ache turned into a dull throb as my erection began to wilt, the engorged veins deflating like a punctured balloon. My body shivered involuntarily, a chill running down my spine as I stared down at my defeated cock.

I reached down, tugging hard, desperate to coax it back to life, but it was no use. My penis was soft, limp in my hand, a cruel reminder of my failure. My balls ached in protest, their load denied passage. I gave one last desperate tug, and finally, a single bead of cum formed at the tip—a pitiful pearl of gooey, white snot. I stared at it, humiliated by how little my body had to offer.

I tugged again, harder this time, hoping for something, anything to salvage the moment. Another bead of cum appeared, just as small and unremarkable as the first. I groaned, the sound low and pitiful, as I scooped up the second drop with my finger, careful not to let it fall onto the carpet.

I sat there for a moment, my finger suspended in the air, the sticky fluid clinging to my skin. My mind raced, searching for a way to dispose of it, but I found nothing. My humiliation deepened as I looked down at the small, pathetic offering on my fingertip. What am I doing? I thought, the weight of my shame pressing down on me.

Almost without thinking, I brought my finger to my lips. My hand trembled as I opened my mouth, my tongue darting out slightly. The salty taste hit my taste buds as I slid my finger into my mouth, my eyes squeezing shut as I swallowed the tiny amount of cum.

A wave of nausea rolled through me as I sat there, the sounds of Becky and Luke’s passion still filling the air around me. My cock remained soft, spent, and useless, while my mind screamed at the reality of what I had become: a pathetic voyeur, reduced to nothing more than a spectator in my own marriage.

The salty flavor lingered on my tongue, different from what I’d tasted before. Luke’s cum was rich, thick, and creamy—a potent, masculine essence that flowed like a warm river. Mine, by comparison, was pitiful: a tiny bubble of dry, salty snot, expelled in a hollow, pleasureless ruin of an orgasm. As I rubbed my tongue against the roof of my mouth, spreading the meager remnants of my seed, the taste turned bitter, almost acrid. It was nothing like Luke’s powerful release.

My mind flashed back to the nights when I had cleaned Becky’s pussy after Luke had filled her, my tongue darting desperately to catch every drop of his potent seed as it dripped from her swollen lips. The memory of Becky’s satisfied moans, her hand in my hair guiding me as I licked her clean, sent a shiver through me. I couldn’t stop the rush of arousal as I imagined her grinding against my face, her body trembling from the aftershocks of Luke’s climax, his fresh load coating my tongue as I swallowed every drop meant for her. The image alone made my cock twitch, stirring once again despite the overwhelming shame that gripped me.

From the other side of the door, their muffled moans grew louder, more desperate. Becky’s cries rose to a crescendo, her voice trembling with ecstasy. Luke’s deep, guttural groan followed, signaling his climax as he pumped his seed into her fertile womb. The sounds were a brutal reminder of the distance between us. She was his now, body and soul, and I was nothing more than a spectator to their passion.

I knew it was time to leave. If Becky caught me lurking by the door, my already tenuous position would worsen. I slinked back down the hallway, my heart pounding with a mix of arousal and shame. Once inside the guest bedroom, I closed the door behind me, shutting out the sounds of their lovemaking as I tried to collect myself.

But my mind wouldn’t let go.

I turned on my computer, my fingers moving automatically to the browser. Within moments, I was back on Pornhub, scrolling through videos to reignite the arousal that had dwindled. My cock, soft and spent just moments ago, slowly began to stir as I clicked on familiar thumbnails. It took time, but eventually, I brought myself to another hollow climax, my cum spilling into a handful of tissues. I stared at the sticky mess in my hand before tossing it into the toilet and flushing it away.

As I watched the tissues swirl and disappear, the familiar wave of disgust rolled over me. My stomach churned as I thought about what I had become. My sperm—lifeless, useless—drowned in the toilet, flushed away like waste to be chemically neutralized at the treatment plant. Meanwhile, Luke’s seed swam triumphantly in Becky’s womb, fulfilling a purpose I could no longer provide.

The cycle was as predictable as it was crushing. The thrill of the fantasy burned bright in the heat of the moment, but the second my orgasm subsided, it was replaced by cold, hard reality. My arousal faded, and with it, the sick veil of justification I wore to hide from my own failures. In its place was nothing but self-loathing. I was a shadow of the man I had once been—or maybe I had never been a man at all.

Why was I here? Why had I let myself sink this low? I tried to tell myself it was my own doing, that I had wanted this. And maybe I had, once. Back when the fantasy was new and shiny, when it was just a playful idea inspired by those first videos. Back when the husbands in those stories would watch their wives with Bulls, then make love to them afterward, basking in the glow of shared passion. There had always been aftercare—snuggling, smiling, the couple reconnecting as equals after the experience.

It had been like that for us too, in the beginning. Becky would giggle and tell me all the details, and I’d feel like a part of the experience, like we were exploring something wild and exciting together. But that time was long gone. Now, the aftercare was nonexistent. Becky didn’t come back to me anymore; she stayed with Luke, leaving me alone to wallow in my sick fantasies.

This wasn’t what I had imagined. The dark reality of my obsession had swallowed me whole, turning my life into a twisted caricature of the fantasies I had once sought. I wasn’t the confident man in those videos, sharing an intimate bond with my wife. I was a pathetic addict, chasing a high that only brought me lower.

What kind of man wants another man to fuck his wife? What kind of “real man” would allow it? Only a sick pervert, a weak, worthless excuse for a husband. I was that man. I was nothing.

I closed my eyes, tears prickling at the corners as exhaustion weighed me down. The sound of Becky’s cries of pleasure echoed faintly in my mind, and I knew I would hear them again in my dreams. I curled up beneath the sheets, sinking into the hollow despair that had become my constant companion, and drifted into restless sleep.

I awoke with a devious thought gnawing at the edges of my mind. Although I had been banished from my former bed and bedroom, denied the twisted pleasure of watching Becky getting railed, I realized there might still be a way to satisfy my obsession. I opened my laptop and began searching for spy cameras. Within seconds, dozens of options appeared on my screen. I needed something discreet, with low-light capabilities and small enough to remain undetected. The idea thrilled and terrified me—if Becky ever found out, her fury would be unimaginable. But these cameras were tiny, virtually invisible.

I pressed “purchase” and selected same-day delivery. The anticipation made my heart race.

Two hours later, the doorbell rang. My package had arrived. I waited until Becky and Luke left for dinner, then got to work. Carefully, I set up the cameras and placed them strategically around their bedroom. The devices were so minuscule they practically vanished into the background. Confident I wouldn’t be caught, I used the remaining two cameras to cover the kitchen and living room. When I opened the app to test my setup, I was blown away. The video quality was impeccable, every detail crisp and clear, even in low light. I grinned to myself. This was going to be perfect.

When they returned home from dinner, I retreated to my guest bedroom and opened the app. The first thing I saw was Becky getting Luke a beer from the refrigerator. She carried it to him as he relaxed on the sofa, his attention split between her and the TV. She sat down beside him, curling up into his strong arms. The sight of them together, so comfortable, so intimate, sent a pang through my chest. My cock twitched in response, swelling as I watched her nuzzle against him.

Minutes turned into an hour. The scene felt domestic, almost mundane, yet every detail stung me. Becky leaned closer to Luke, her hand casually resting on his thigh. Slowly, she began to stroke it, her fingers tracing small, teasing patterns. Luke’s focus shifted entirely to her as she slid her hand further up, her fingers brushing against the bulge growing beneath his jeans.

She smiled playfully, and with practiced ease, she unzipped his pants and freed his cock. Her hand wrapped around him, stroking lazily, coaxing him to full hardness as if this were the most natural thing in the world. Luke’s head tilted back, a soft groan escaping his lips, while Becky leaned down, kissing the tip of his cock before taking him into her mouth.

I watched, transfixed, as she lay across his lap, her head bobbing in a slow, deliberate rhythm. Her hands cradled his balls, gently squeezing as her tongue worked up and down his shaft. Luke’s hand rested on her head, not forcing, just guiding her movements. It was intimate, effortless—a wife and husband sharing a quiet moment on the couch, except the “husband” wasn’t me.

She continued for what felt like an eternity, sucking him with a languid pace that spoke of comfort and control. This wasn’t frantic or desperate; it was deliberate, Becky enjoying herself as much as Luke was. After twenty minutes, his body tensed, and with a low grunt, he came. Becky didn’t flinch, swallowing smoothly before sitting up, wiping her lips with a satisfied smile. They exchanged a glance, then turned back to the TV, as if nothing had happened. The casualness of it—their ease with each other—was almost more painful than the act itself.

My cock throbbed painfully as I sat in the darkness of the guest room, stroking myself to the rhythm of their relaxed intimacy. The pride I’d felt earlier—thinking I’d given Becky this life—warped into something bitter and ugly.

Hours passed before they made their way to the bedroom. Becky slipped into the bathroom while Luke undressed, his muscular frame moving with an ease I envied. I watched through the camera as they climbed into bed, Becky straddling Luke’s face without hesitation. His hands gripped her thighs as she began to grind against him, her moans loud and unrestrained. The camera caught everything—the way her back arched, the tension in her muscles, and the way Luke’s cock grew impossibly hard as he pleasured her.

I couldn’t tear my eyes away. Becky’s body shuddered as she came, her cries echoing through the app. She didn’t stop. She shifted slightly, grinding against Luke’s face until she reached a second, even more intense orgasm. Her movements slowed, her breathing heavy as she slid down his body and positioned herself above his cock.

She took him inside her in one smooth motion, her head falling back as she let out a deep moan. Luke gripped her hips, guiding her as she rode him, their bodies moving in perfect harmony. The passion in their movements was undeniable, the connection palpable even through the screen. For ten agonizing minutes, I watched as Becky brought them both to climax, her cries mingling with Luke’s guttural groans as they came together.

Afterward, they collapsed onto the bed, their bodies entwined. Luke’s arm draped protectively over Becky as they snuggled, her head resting on his chest. It was an image of pure contentment—two people deeply connected, lost in each other. And I was just the outsider, peering into their life through a hidden lens.

I sat in the darkness of my room, my cock limp in my hand, the ache of humiliation spreading through me like poison. I had wanted this. I had brought this into our lives. But now, as I watched Becky nestled in Luke’s arms, I couldn’t help but wonder: Had I lost her completely?

I woke up early the next morning, the faint light of dawn filtering through the curtains of the guest bedroom. My first thought was of the app. My hand reached instinctively for my phone, and within moments, the camera feed sprang to life. Becky and Luke were still asleep, their bodies entwined under the covers. The sight made my chest tighten—Becky nestled against Luke, her hand resting lightly on his chest, their breathing synchronized in the quiet intimacy of early morning.

For half an hour, I watched them. Becky stirred first, her body shifting gently against his. She opened her eyes and blinked sleepily, glancing toward him as if to confirm he was still there. When her gaze landed on Luke, her lips curved into a soft, satisfied smile. Her hand slid across the bed to touch him, tracing lazy patterns on his muscular chest. She moved her finger in slow, deliberate circles, her eyes fixed on him with an expression of awe and admiration. The way she looked at him stung more than any words she could have said.

Luke stirred, letting out a low, contented sigh. His movements were slow, unhurried, as if he knew there was no rush. Becky’s face lit up as he began to wake, her hand trailing lower, teasingly brushing across his abs. This was her signal to take things further. She leaned in, her lips pressing softly against his in a kiss that was both tender and full of intent. Luke responded with a pleased groan, his body relaxing into her touch.

Without hesitation, Becky pulled back the blankets, exposing Luke’s naked body to the cool morning air. She moved with a deliberate sensuality, crawling down the bed until she was kneeling between his legs, her face hovering inches above his deflated cock. My stomach twisted as I watched her, every movement deliberate, natural, intimate.

Becky’s hand reached out, her fingers wrapping around his soft cock as she lifted it to her lips. She pressed a gentle kiss to the tip, and I could see the way it responded, twitching and beginning to swell. A second kiss followed, then a third, until his cock was standing at full attention. Becky looked up at him with a playful smile, her eyes glinting with pride at her effect on him. Luke let out another groan, deeper this time, clearly pleased with her efforts.

Her lips parted, and she slowly took his length into her mouth, inch by inch, her tongue swirling around the head before sliding down the shaft. Luke’s hips shifted slightly, his body awakening fully to her touch. Another groan escaped him, and Becky seemed spurred on by the sound, her movements becoming more purposeful. She worked him expertly, her mouth and tongue dancing over every inch of his cock, as if this were the most natural thing in the world.

I couldn’t tear my eyes away. My cock hardened instantly, straining against my boxers as I watched her work her magic. I couldn’t help but imagine it was me she was pleasuring, though deep down, I knew that thought was pointless. I knew exactly how skilled she was—her blowjobs were legendary in their ability to make the recipient feel as if their cock had ascended to heaven. It was a rare gift, one I had been lucky enough to experience only a handful of times. But with Luke, it seemed effortless, frequent, and enthusiastic.

Becky’s tongue traced the sensitive veins along his shaft, her hand stroking the base in perfect rhythm with the movements of her lips. Luke’s breathing quickened, his body shifting as she found the spots that made him twitch and groan. Her mastery was undeniable, every flick of her tongue and every press of her lips designed to bring him closer to ecstasy. Luke’s hands tangled in her hair, not forcing her but guiding her as he surrendered to her ministrations.

I watched helplessly, my own arousal a painful reminder of my exclusion. My cock throbbed as I imagined it was me lying there, Becky’s lips wrapped around me instead of Luke. But it wasn’t me. It would never be me again. I was the spectator, relegated to the sidelines of her pleasure.

Becky was in complete control, her every move calculated to drive Luke to the brink of madness. She brought him to the edge of release, her mouth and hands working in perfect harmony, only to slow down the stimulation at the last moment, leaving him teetering just short of climax. She had done this at least three times, and by now, Luke was practically begging her to let him finish. His voice was hoarse, his body trembling, his hands clutching at the sheets in desperation.

Becky’s laugh filled the room, soft and wicked. She glanced up at him, her lips still teasing his throbbing cock, and asked in a sultry voice, “Do you like making love to me, Luke?”

His response was immediate, his voice strained with need. “Yes! God, yes.”

Her lips curled into a devilish smile. “How much do you like it?”

“A lot,” he gasped, his body tensing as she gave his shaft a deliberate squeeze.

Becky tilted her head, her tone playful yet commanding. “Am I good in bed, Luke?”

Luke was on the verge of losing his mind. His answer came in a breathless rush, “You’re the most amazing fuck I’ve ever had. I never want to fuck anyone else—just you.”

Satisfied with his response, Becky’s mouth went into overdrive. Her lips tightened around his shaft, sliding up and down with relentless intensity, her tongue flicking and swirling against his sensitive tip. Luke’s breathing grew ragged, his body stiffening further as the inevitable approached.

It was obvious what was about to happen. Luke’s orgasm was imminent, and Becky was intent on claiming every drop of his release. She deep-throated his cock, her lips sliding to the very base, while her right hand gripped him tightly, pumping in time with her movements. Her left hand cupped his balls, massaging them with expert precision. As he reached the peak of pleasure, Becky slid her index finger to his ass crack, pressing firmly before slipping it inside.

Luke’s reaction was instantaneous. His body arched upward, his muscles convulsing as waves of pleasure overtook him. He let out a guttural roar, his hands tangling in Becky’s hair as he held her head firmly against his groin. His cock throbbed violently as his balls emptied their load into her eager mouth. The sheer force of his release made his entire body quake.

I watched, my heart pounding as a flood of excitement and arousal coursed through me. This was what I wanted—to see Becky service him, to watch her become his. She wasn’t just pleasuring him; she was his, completely and utterly.

Luke’s orgasm seemed to last forever, his cock pulsating as Becky expertly milked him for every drop. When he finally finished, she pulled back slightly, opening her mouth to show him the thick, creamy load she had collected. Luke smiled in approval, and Becky swallowed with a satisfied hum, her throat working as she claimed the last of his seed. She tugged on his softening cock, coaxing out the small stream of leftover cum, which she greedily licked up before cleaning him thoroughly with her tongue.

Becky crawled back on top of him, her body melting against his as they hugged and cuddled, completely oblivious to my voyeuristic presence. My cock was rock hard, painfully throbbing as I resisted the overwhelming urge to jerk off. I wanted to save myself for what I hoped would come next—watching them fuck.

But they didn’t. Instead, they rose from the bed, stretching languidly before heading to the shower. I followed the feed on my phone, watching as the two lovers stepped under the warm spray of water. Their hands moved over each other’s bodies, caressing and exploring with an ease that was both sensual and tender. Luke washed Becky’s hair, his fingers working through the strands, while Becky ran her hands over his chest, his abs, and lower, teasing him even in this intimate act of care.

The sight of them sharing such a natural, loving moment sent a pang through my chest. I had wanted this for her—a lover who could fulfill her needs in ways I couldn’t. And yet, the reality of it was almost unbearable. Luke wasn’t just her lover; he was her partner. Their connection was undeniable, and I was nothing more than a spectator.

After their shower, they dressed and went to the kitchen, where they made coffee and prepared breakfast together. Their hands never left each other, small touches and glances passing between them like electric currents. They laughed and talked, their voices low and intimate, like two people deeply infatuated with one another. It was a scene of domestic bliss, yet it stung me to my core.

When they finished eating, they got dressed and left the house. They didn’t tell me where they were going, nor did they acknowledge me in any way. I sat in my guest room, staring blankly at the empty feed on my phone. They had their life together, a life that no longer included me. I wasn’t part of their relationship. I wasn’t even part of their home. I was just a boarder, an invisible presence taking up space in their world.

And deep down, I knew it was exactly what I deserved.


Chapter 9

They returned hours later, their laughter echoing down the hallway as they played grab-ass like teenagers in love. The ease and joy between them were undeniable. Luke pulled Becky close, his hands lingering on her curves, while she giggled and swatted at him playfully, pretending to protest. Their chemistry was palpable, each touch and glance a reminder of their bond. I watched from the shadows of my room, my heart racing, my body reacting instinctively despite the emotional weight crushing me.

The lovers made their way to the living room and collapsed onto the couch. Luke stretched out on the bottom while Becky straddled him, her movements fluid and confident. She gave him a look I recognized instantly—pure, unrestrained lust. My stomach tightened as I watched her hands move to his belt buckle, her fingers deftly undoing it. Becky had always been a sexual woman with me, but this was different. Her hunger for Luke was insatiable. It seemed like she craved his cock constantly, as if his presence alone ignited a fire in her that could only be quenched by him.

From the darkness of my room, I couldn’t resist. My hand drifted to my cock, already hard from the anticipation. My heart raced as I imagined what was about to unfold, the intimacy I was both desperate to witness and devastated to accept. Quietly, I slipped down the hallway to the bathroom, grabbed a condom, and rolled it on. I wanted to be ready. I wanted to feel connected to them, even if only in the shadows of my own humiliation. Slowly, I began to stroke myself, my eyes locked on the app.

The spy camera I’d hidden earlier was perfectly positioned, embedded in the lamp on the end table next to the couch. The angle was ideal—Becky’s face was just a foot from the lens, every expression clear and vivid. She stood to slide her shorts and panties down her toned legs, her bare skin glinting in the soft light. Then, she positioned herself above Luke, guiding his thick cock to her pussy. I could see every detail as she lowered herself onto him, her face contorting in pleasure as she took him inch by inch.

Her eyes fluttered shut, her head tilting back as she bit her lower lip. The look on her face said it all—the sensation of him filling her was exquisite, almost transcendent. When he was fully inside her, she opened her eyes, locking them with his, her expression one of complete surrender and satisfaction. Slowly, she began to move, her hips rolling in a steady rhythm as she rode him with a deliberate grace.

From the camera’s angle, I could see everything. Her flushed face, the subtle jiggle of her breasts, and the intimate connection where their bodies joined. Luke’s cock glistened as it slid in and out of her wetness, her pussy gripping him tightly with every thrust. Becky smiled, broad and radiant, her joy uncontainable. I sat frozen, my cock throbbing in my hand. This was everything I had ever wanted. My wife, getting exactly what she deserved—a young, virile lover, deep inside her, giving her the pleasure I never could.

I stroked my cock furiously, unable to tear my eyes away. The view was perfect—her face full of ecstasy and her pussy eagerly swallowing his cock. It was almost too much to handle. My body responded before I was ready. A familiar sensation began to build deep inside me. My prostate fluttered, my balls tightened, and panic set in. Fuck, I thought. Not now. I wanted to last longer. I wanted to cum when Luke did. I released my grip, clenching my teeth and squeezing my thighs together in a desperate attempt to stave off the inevitable.

But it was too late. My balls thumped twice, the pressure building in vain before fizzling out. My cock twitched weakly, then began to deflate, leaving me with the hollow ache of a ruined orgasm. Frantically, I tugged at it, trying to revive it, but my efforts were futile. A small bead of cum appeared at the tip—thick, dry, and unimpressive. I jerked harder, desperate for release, but all I managed was another tiny bubble of goo, barely enough to notice. My cock was dead. The sensation of release was nonexistent. No pleasure, no rush of endorphins, just a dull, anticlimactic failure.

My body shivered involuntarily as shame washed over me. I stared at the pathetic bead of cum on the tip of my deflated cock, the contrast between my failure and the scene on the screen searing into my mind. There was Becky, glowing with life and passion, her body moving in perfect harmony with Luke’s. His cock was still rock hard, disappearing into her with every thrust, while mine hung limp, dripping the last remnants of its useless release.

The sound of Becky’s moans pulled me back to the screen. Her voice was breathy and sweet, filled with genuine pleasure. “Yes, Luke, just like that,” she whispered, her hands braced on his chest as she picked up her pace. Luke grunted in response, his hands gripping her hips as he thrust upward to meet her movements. Their passion was raw and uninhibited, a stark contrast to my solitary shame.

I looked up from my limp, defeated penis to the screen. Becky’s pace on Luke had quickened, her hips now moving in a fervent, steady rhythm. She was at full trot, her breath coming in gasps, her cheeks flushed with exertion and desire. Her eyes stayed locked on Luke’s, an intense, intimate gaze that felt like a dagger in my chest. His hands cupped her perky B-cup breasts, his thumbs brushing her nipples, and then I saw her lips move.

“I love you,” she whispered softly, her voice trembling with emotion.

Luke responded without hesitation. “I love you too.”

My heart stopped, then roared to life, pumping rage through my veins like wildfire. What the fuck?! Love? This wasn’t about love; this was supposed to be about pleasure, about fulfilling a fantasy, about her exploring her sexuality with a Bull. It wasn’t supposed to reach this point. I was her husband. I was the one she vowed to love forever. How could she say those words to him—him? I wanted to scream, to rush into the room and rip her off him, to demand an explanation.

But as I fumed, a darker thought crept in. This was my fault. All of it. What right did I have to be angry? I was the one who had started this. I was the one who introduced her to this lifestyle. I had led her down this path—first with curiosity, then experimentation, until it evolved into desire, then need, then an insatiable hunger. I was the one who showed her what she was missing, what her life could be if she were with someone like Luke. I had groomed her for this. And now, I was reaping exactly what I had sown.

Through my haze of self-loathing, I kept watching. Becky’s movements became frantic, her moans crescendoing as her body neared its peak. Luke’s hands gripped her hips tightly, his face twisting in pleasure. And then, they both climaxed. Becky’s back arched, her nails digging into Luke’s chest as a loud, guttural moan tore from her throat. Luke’s body tensed beneath her, his head thrown back as he let out a low, primal growl. His hips surged upward, pressing deep into her as he released his seed into her fertile depths.

They clung to each other in a death grip of satisfaction, their bodies trembling in the aftermath. I sat frozen, watching as Becky collapsed onto Luke’s chest, her cheek resting against his shoulder. They stayed that way for nearly twenty minutes, whispering softly, their fingers tracing lazy patterns on each other’s skin. The intimacy between them was unbearable to witness. I closed my laptop and stared at the ceiling, my mind replaying the moment Becky said, “I love you.” The words echoed in my head, each repetition like a punch to the gut. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. How could I have let it come to this? I wasn’t just an afterthought anymore—I was no thought at all. They were the couple in this house now. I was merely a guest. A pathetic, perverted voyeur.

Tears burned my eyes as I lay there, my body shaking with silent sobs. I wished desperately to wake up in another reality, one where this had never happened, where Becky still looked at me the way she looked at Luke. But when I opened my eyes, nothing had changed. I was still a cuckold. Still a rejected husband. Still a man addicted to the very thing that destroyed his life.

When I finally got out of bed, I grabbed a pile of laundry and headed to the laundry room. As I opened the door, a heap of Becky’s dirty panties spilled onto the floor. I knelt to pick them up, and my hand lingered on a pair. Without thinking, I brought them to my nose and inhaled deeply. The scent hit me like a drug—her perfume, her juices, and the unmistakable musk of Luke’s cum. My body shivered involuntarily as arousal surged through me.

My cock, which had been lifeless moments ago, sprang back to life. I took another deep breath, the mixture of their scents overwhelming my senses. Unable to stop myself, I rolled the panties into a ball and shoved them into my mouth. The taste of Becky and Luke’s mingled essence flooded my tongue, igniting a fire in my core. I fumbled with my pants, freeing my throbbing cock, and began stroking it furiously. My mind conjured vivid images of Becky’s pussy overflowing with Luke’s cum, dripping into my eager mouth as I cleaned her like a submissive pet. My strokes quickened, my grip tightening as I chased the release I so desperately needed.

I grabbed another pair of panties and pressed the head of my cock against them. My balls tightened, and my body bent forward as an intense orgasm ripped through me. For the first time in what felt like forever, I came without a condom. Thick ropes of cum spurted into Becky’s cum-stained panties, soaking them as my body convulsed with pleasure. It was the hardest I’d cum in over a year, and for a brief, fleeting moment, I felt alive.

But as I opened my eyes, my euphoria shattered. Becky was standing in the doorway, her phone pointed at me, recording the entire scene. Her expression was one of cold amusement. I flinched, pulling the panties from my mouth and turning away in shame. Becky didn’t budge, continuing to film as I fumbled to cover myself.

She finally laughed, her tone dripping with mockery. “Poor boy,” she said, “that’s the closest your cum is ever going to get to my panties. You better wash that shit off them—I don’t want any of it near me.”

Her words cut deeper than any knife. She turned off the camera and walked away, leaving me standing there, humiliated and exposed. My cock twitched weakly, still leaking, as I dabbed at it with the panties. The taste lingered in my mouth, bitter and disgusting now that the high was gone.

I threw the soiled laundry into the washer and hit start, desperate to destroy the evidence of my perversion. As I passed the living room on my way back to my room, I heard laughter. Peeking around the corner, I saw them watching the video on her phone. Luke’s voice rang out, clear and cruel. “What a loser.”

Tears welled up in my eyes. I retreated to the guest bedroom, collapsing onto the bed as sobs wracked my body. I had never felt so small, so worthless, so utterly defeated.

I woke up the next morning feeling like I’d been hit by a freight train. My body ached as if I’d been on a week-long drunken bender, and my mind was clouded with regret and shame. I stared at the ceiling, trying to muster the energy to start my day, but the only part of me that seemed functional was my morning wood. My cock stood at full attention, a mocking reminder of my pathetic existence. Despite everything, my body still betrayed me.

I should have gotten up, showered, and tried to move past the events of the previous day, but instead, I grabbed my laptop. Maybe a quick jerkoff session would clear my head, I rationalized. Maybe it would quiet the storm of self-loathing raging inside me. With a shaking hand, I opened the browser and typed "Pornhub." The page loaded instantly, the familiar interface glaring back at me. My fingers hovered over the keyboard for a moment before I typed in my usual search: "cuckold humiliation."

I scrolled through the newest videos, my heart racing with anticipation despite the pit of guilt in my stomach. Then I saw it. The thumbnail was unmistakable—my face, frozen in mid-jerk, mouth stuffed with Becky's panties. My stomach dropped. The title read: "The only sex my cuckold husband deserves."

I stared at the screen, my hands trembling. No, this couldn’t be real. It had to be a mistake. But it wasn’t. I clicked on the video, my heart pounding so loudly I could barely hear the sound. There I was, in high-definition, jerking off like a desperate animal. My eyes were closed, my face contorted in an expression of pathetic ecstasy. The camera had captured every humiliating detail—the way I clutched her panties to my face, the tiny bead of cum at the tip of my cock, the defeated way I dabbed it away like a shameful child cleaning up a mess.

I felt sick. My heart plummeted into the depths of despair as I watched myself on screen. I looked ridiculous. No, worse than ridiculous—I looked like a broken, disgusting pervert. Every detail was captured in crystal-clear 4K quality, my identity unmistakable. My face was out there for the entire world to see. Anyone who knew me—friends, colleagues, even strangers who’d recognize me in passing—would know my deepest, darkest shame.

Against my better judgment, I scrolled down to the comments section. The top comment read: "What a pathetic loser." My stomach twisted. The next one was even worse: "That sissy needs a cage on that tiny thing." Another read: "I bet he loves licking up the real man's cum."

The comments continued, each one more brutal than the last. There wasn’t a single word of sympathy, not one ounce of understanding. I was the laughingstock of the internet, reduced to a meme for other people’s amusement. My hands shook as I read through the cruel, mocking words. Tears welled up in my eyes, and I slammed the laptop shut, unable to take it anymore.

My mind spiraled. Becky had outed me. She had taken my shame and humiliation to a level I never thought possible. This was beyond anything I had ever imagined, beyond any boundaries I had thought existed. There was no coming back from this. The video was out there, and I couldn’t undo it. I couldn’t take it back. My secret was no longer mine—it belonged to the world.

I sat there, shaking, my thoughts dark and heavy. My life felt like it was over. Every ounce of self-worth I had left was gone, obliterated by the cold, unrelenting reality of what I had become. Maybe this was it. Maybe it was time to end it all. Would anyone even care? Would Becky even notice? Or would she just move on, happy to have Luke by her side?

I buried my face in my hands, the weight of my humiliation crushing me. What the fuck was wrong with me? How had I let it get this far? I had ruined everything—my marriage, my dignity, my very existence—all for the sake of a sick, perverted fantasy. I was no longer a man. I was a punchline. A joke. A disgusting, pathetic excuse for a human being.

I stayed like that for what felt like hours, my mind trapped in an endless loop of self-loathing. Eventually, I mustered the strength to get up and stumble to the bathroom. I stared at my reflection in the mirror, barely recognizing the man looking back at me. My eyes were bloodshot, my face pale and drawn. I was a shadow of the person I used to be.

I wanted to smash the mirror, to destroy the image staring back at me, but I didn’t have the strength. Instead, I turned on the shower and stepped inside, letting the hot water scald my skin as I stood there, numb and broken.


Chapter 10

Months passed, and my life had settled into a twisted rhythm. The dark thoughts that once consumed me had dulled into a nagging ache, always present but easier to ignore. The longer I went without release, the hornier I became, and the more I craved seeing Becky and Luke together. It was a vicious, sick cycle. Each time I watched them, my mind lit up with an intoxicating rush of endorphins. But the high was fleeting, and as soon as I came, the crushing lows would return, deeper than ever. Still, I told myself I could control it—that I wasn’t really an addict.

I relied on the spy cams I had hidden around the house for my forbidden glimpses into their intimacy. Whenever they fucked, I would sit in my room, jerking off into a condom, only to flush the evidence away in a pathetic ritual of shame and release. It was my only sexual outlet now, and I accepted it as my punishment. Becky had caught me more than once watching internet porn, her ninja-like timing impeccable. Each time, she would record me, her phone always at the ready, and then upload the video to Pornhub. My pathetic moments of weakness had become a minor hit online, the comments growing more brutal with each new upload. And somehow, I had become addicted to the humiliation too.

This toxic balance had become my normal, but Becky had other plans to shatter the fragile equilibrium.

One morning, I woke to find her standing in the doorway of my room. She was holding a collection of brightly wrapped packages, a playful smile on her lips. "Happy birthday," she chirped, as though everything in our lives was perfectly normal.

My birthday? I had forgotten entirely. My life was such a mess that dates no longer mattered. Becky entered the room and handed me the first package. It was small but surprisingly heavy. I unwrapped it slowly, my fingers trembling with a mix of curiosity and dread. Inside was a sleek stainless-steel cock cage. My heart skipped a beat, and my penis twitched involuntarily.

"I thought it was time we did something about your little… problem," Becky said with a smirk.

I stared at the cage in disbelief, but Becky wasted no time. She plucked it from my hands, unlocked it, and ordered me to drop my pants. Her tone left no room for argument. I obeyed.

For the first time in over a year, Becky’s hands touched my cock. The simple contact made me instantly rock hard. She slapped my erection hard enough to make me wince. "Down, boy," she snapped. But my cock refused to cooperate, throbbing defiantly in her grip. Becky let out an exasperated sigh and forced it into the cage anyway, the tight fit making me wince again. Within seconds, the lock clicked shut. I was caged.

Next, she handed me a larger box. I unwrapped it to reveal a small metal container with a digital screen and buttons. Becky grabbed the keys to my cage, attached one to her necklace, and placed the other inside the container. She closed the lid, and the screen lit up.

"What did you do?" I asked nervously.

"I set the timer," she replied gleefully. "One week. You’ll thank me later."

My cock strained desperately against the confines of the cage, throbbing uselessly. The thought of being locked up for an entire week was terrifying—and strangely arousing.

Finally, Becky handed me the smallest package. I unwrapped it quickly, only to find a simple plastic device with two small holes. One of the holes was marked with a red plus sign. It took me a moment to process what I was looking at, but when I did, the world seemed to tilt. My stomach dropped as if I were in a free-falling elevator.

"Is this—?" I stammered, unable to finish the sentence.

Becky’s grin widened. "I’m pregnant," she announced. Her voice was filled with excitement, her hand instinctively moving to her belly. "Luke’s baby is growing inside me."

I couldn’t breathe. My heart thundered in my chest, and my vision blurred. My wife was pregnant. Not with my child, but with her lover’s. Luke’s potent seed had succeeded where mine had always failed.

A storm of emotions raged inside me. Shame, jealousy, and despair fought for dominance, but to my astonishment, joy rose above them all. Becky was pregnant. My wife was carrying life inside her, and she was happier than I had ever seen her. Tears welled up in my eyes, and I reached out to hug her. "I’m so happy for you," I choked out.

We embraced tightly, and for a brief moment, it felt like we were the couple we used to be. But the cold reality of the cage around my cock reminded me of how far we had fallen from that. As we pulled apart, Becky’s hand moved to cup my balls. The casual touch made me shiver. It had been so long since she had touched me like this.

"Happy birthday," she said again, her tone both sweet and mischievous. "I’ll let you out in a week. You’ll have ten minutes to do whatever you want. Then it’s back in the cage."

With that, she left the room, leaving me sitting on the bed in a daze. My cock strained futilely against its prison, throbbing with unfulfilled need. I stumbled to the shower, hoping the warm water would help me make sense of everything. But my mind raced uncontrollably, cycling through images of Becky’s pregnant belly, Luke’s smug face, and my own pathetic reflection.

The next seven months were going to be the most intense, mind-fucking months of my life.

As the days passed, the anticipation gnawed at me, growing stronger with each glance at Becky or Luke. Becky’s pregnancy was beginning to show, a small bump that she cradled instinctively, sending waves of conflicting emotions through me—pride, jealousy, and arousal all mixed into a dizzying cocktail. Luke strutted through the house with an air of dominance that was impossible to ignore. Every glance he threw my way was a silent declaration: I am the man of this house now.

There was no denying it—Luke was the Alpha Male. The Bull. The Breeder. And me? I was the steer. The neutered, useless male, existing only to serve. This unspoken hierarchy simplified everything, and while it should have crushed me, it didn’t. Instead, I found myself intoxicated by it, leaning into my role with a perverse sense of satisfaction. I counted the days, hours, and minutes until my week of chastity ended, eagerly anticipating my moment of release. My heart raced at the thought of finally jerking off, the only sexual outlet I was allowed.

The day arrived, and I woke to Becky standing over me, her expression smug. “Good morning, birthday boy,” she teased, her voice dripping with mock affection. She held the small metal box containing the key to my cage. “Your time’s almost up.”

My pulse quickened as I sat up, my cock straining against the cage even before it was unlocked. Becky handed me a condom, her eyes gleaming with amusement. “You’ll need this,” she said. My hands trembled as I rolled it open in anticipation.

A soft click echoed in the room as the box released its lock. Becky retrieved the key and knelt before me, her movements deliberate, almost ceremonial. My cock sprang to life the instant the cage was removed, even though it was creased and slightly misshapen from its confinement. Becky smirked, inspecting it with mock curiosity. “Aw, it’s a little bent from being locked up,” she cooed. “Don’t let that stop you.”

She reached under her skirt and slid her panties down her legs. They were damp, visibly soaked with her juices and streaked with Luke’s fresh cum. She held them up, then rolled them into a tight ball. “Open your mouth,” she commanded. I hesitated, but her piercing gaze left no room for defiance. I obeyed, and she stuffed the panties into my mouth, the taste of her arousal mixed with Luke’s salty seed flooding my senses.

As I struggled to process the overwhelming sensation, Becky grabbed her phone and pointed it at me. “Now, let’s see what you’ve got,” she said, motioning for me to begin.

I grasped my cock and started stroking furiously, the sensation of freedom after a week of denial almost too much to handle. The fabric in my mouth was warm and sticky, their combined essence coating my tongue and sliding down my throat. Becky’s voice broke through the haze. “Do you like that I’m pregnant with Luke’s baby?” she asked, her tone casual but cutting.

I nodded, unable to form words around the panties.

She tilted her head, her smirk widening. “Do you like being denied my pussy? Do you like being locked in chastity?”

Each question was like a dagger, cutting through my last shreds of dignity. I nodded again, my muffled “yes” barely audible.

“Good,” she said, her voice dripping with satisfaction. “Now prove it. Cum for me.”

Her words ignited something primal. My balls tightened, and my strokes became frantic. The taste of Luke’s seed on her panties and the intoxicating humiliation of the moment pushed me over the edge. My body convulsed as my cock erupted into the condom, the release so powerful that I nearly doubled over. Spurt after spurt filled the reservoir, the condom growing heavier with each pulse of my climax. Becky zoomed in with her camera, giggling.

“Wow,” she mocked. “If I’d known you could cum this much, I’d have locked you up years ago.”

Her taunt sent another ripple of pleasure through me, and I shivered uncontrollably as the last drops of cum dribbled into the condom. My chest heaved as I struggled to catch my breath, my mind fogged by the most intense orgasm I could remember.

Becky let me bask in the afterglow for a moment before snapping her fingers. “Alright, show me.”

I carefully rolled the condom off my cock and held it up like a trophy, the milky fluid inside proof of my submission. Becky wrinkled her nose. “Now put it where it belongs.”

I removed her panties from my mouth and headed to the guest bathroom. The condom felt warm and heavy in my hand, a pathetic reminder of my place in this household. I dropped it into the toilet and flushed, watching as the condom swirled away, taking my meager contribution with it.

When I returned to the bedroom, Becky was waiting with the cage in her hand. “Come here,” she commanded. My cock was still soft and sensitive, but she slipped the ring on effortlessly, locking me back into chastity before I could even think to protest. She held the key up and smiled wickedly.

“Hm, let’s see… how long this time?” Her fingers hovered over the box’s keypad. I tensed as she entered a new time limit.

“Two weeks,” she announced with a grin.

My heart sank. “Two weeks? Becky, please—”

She cut me off with a glare. “One more word, and I’ll make it a year.”

The threat silenced me instantly. “Two weeks is perfect,” I mumbled.

Becky leaned in close, her breath warm against my ear. “Good boy,” she whispered, giving the cage a playful pat before walking away.

I stood there, trapped and trembling, my mind reeling from the most intense mix of pleasure and humiliation I’d ever experienced. As I headed to the shower, I couldn’t help but wonder how much further this dynamic could go—and whether I would survive it.

Dark thoughts had always followed my orgasms, like shadows creeping into the light. Today was no different. The moment Becky left the room, my euphoria evaporated, replaced by a crushing wave of shame and self-loathing. What kind of man jerks off to his wife being impregnated by another man? A weak sissy, that’s who. A pathetic loser unworthy of having a beautiful, vibrant woman like Becky. I felt like nothing—less than nothing—something disposable, like the condom of useless cum I’d just flushed down the toilet.

I sat on the edge of the bed, staring blankly at the floor. This was all my doing. I had engineered this humiliating situation, brick by brick, fantasy by fantasy. My perverse desires had carved away every semblance of a normal life, leaving behind this distorted version of a marriage. In a few months, my secret would no longer be confined to this house. Becky’s growing belly was a beacon of my failure, a constant reminder that another man had succeeded where I never could. Luke, with his superior body and potent seed, had accomplished what I couldn’t even dream of doing. My weak sperm, barely enough to dribble out, could never match the sheer volume and virility he delivered directly to her womb.

I crawled back under the covers, pulling them over my head as if I could hide from the truth. Hot tears streamed down my face, and I sobbed until exhaustion pulled me back into sleep.

As the days passed, their confidence only grew. Becky and Luke no longer confined their lovemaking to the bedroom. Their boldness was everywhere. I often stumbled upon them in the middle of passionate embraces, like the time I entered the kitchen one morning to find Becky perched on the countertop, her legs wrapped around Luke’s waist. He stood between her thighs, thrusting into her with abandon as she moaned softly in his ear. They didn’t stop when they noticed me; they didn’t even acknowledge my presence. When they finished, Luke scooped her up in his arms and carried her to the shower, leaving me standing in the aftermath of their passion.

I tried to ignore the mess they left behind, but it was impossible. The countertop glistened with their combined fluids, a slick trail marking the territory they had claimed. It was as if their love had a physical presence, oozing and dripping, leaving evidence of their union everywhere they went.

By the end of the first week, my anger and humiliation had begun to fade, replaced by something darker and more primal. Horniness returned with a vengeance, and I found myself drawn to the spy cams like a moth to a flame. I spent hours in my room, staring at the screens, watching them fuck in every corner of the house. My cage became a cruel tease, the constant pressure a reminder of what I could no longer have. But I didn’t care. Watching Luke dominate Becky, take her so completely and unapologetically, filled me with a sick sense of satisfaction.

I loved how uninhibited they were. Luke didn’t care whether I was in the house or not—he fucked her when and where he pleased. I loved how Becky surrendered to him, her body and her pleasure completely devoted to his needs. This was exactly what I wanted. No, it was more than that—it was what I needed. By the end of the second week, I was consumed by the desire to see them together forever. I didn’t just want this to continue; I wanted it to intensify. I wanted to lose myself entirely in their dynamic.

On the day of my release, Becky woke me up with a smile. “Today’s the big day,” she said, holding the small metal box in her hands. My heart raced as I sat up, every fiber of my being screaming for release. The sound of the box unlocking was almost deafening. Becky opened the lid, took out the key, and held it up like a prize. “Ready to cum?” she teased.

I didn’t respond. My entire body was trembling with anticipation. My cock throbbed painfully against the confines of the cage, desperate for freedom. But even as Becky reached for the lock, something inside me twisted. The sound of the box clicking open was like a warning bell, a siren blaring in my head.

Was this brief moment of pleasure worth the aftermath? Was a fleeting orgasm worth the dark thoughts that would inevitably follow? The waves of self-loathing, the crushing realization of how far I’d fallen? I stared at the key in her hand, and for the first time, I hesitated.

“No,” I blurted out, my voice trembling. “Lock me back up.”

Becky froze, the key inches from the cage. “What?” she asked, her tone a mix of surprise and confusion. “Why?”

I took a deep breath, my heart pounding. “Because my pleasure doesn’t matter,” I said, each word heavier than the last. “It’s not about me anymore. My addiction to cumming—to chasing that high—is what brought us here. It’s what ruined everything. I don’t want to feed that addiction anymore. It’s time I focused on what really matters.”

“And what’s that?” she asked, her voice softening.

“Your pleasure,” I said. “Yours and Luke’s. That’s all that matters now.”

For a moment, Becky just stared at me, her expression unreadable. Then, slowly, a smile spread across her face. It wasn’t a cruel or mocking smile—it was genuine. “I’ve never been prouder of you,” she said, slipping the key back into the box. She closed the lid and typed in a new date.

“When do I get out?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

Her smile widened. “Your release date is my due date,” she said, setting the box down on my dresser. “Seven months from now.”

My heart sank, but I nodded. “Seven months is perfect,” I said, my voice hollow.

Becky leaned in and kissed me on the cheek. “Good boy,” she whispered, before turning and leaving the room.

I sat there for a long time, staring at the box on my dresser. Seven months. Seven months to contemplate my place in this dynamic, my role in their lives. Seven months to embrace what I had become. Seven months to wait—and to watch.


Chapter 11

I found myself standing in the middle of a vast field, surrounded by cattle. The sun hung high in a bright blue sky, its warmth blanketing the air. The smell of earth and livestock filled my nostrils. The cattle jostled against me, their movements restless and agitated. Their bodies pressed and shoved me as if I were just another part of the herd. I felt small and insignificant, trapped in the chaos of the tightly packed animals.

Suddenly, the herd began to move. A cowboy appeared out of nowhere, his steps purposeful, his movements commanding. He wore a weathered hat that shadowed his face, but there was a strange familiarity about him. Without a word, he slapped the flank of the bull beside me, sending it lurching forward into a metal chute. The bull bellowed in protest, but the cowboy worked with precision. He locked the bull’s head in place with a clang of steel, trapping it in the pen.

The cowboy reached for a glinting metal tool hanging at his side. Its handle bore the word "emasculator" etched into the steel. My heart sank as I watched him fit a small band onto the end of the tool. He squeezed the handle, expanding the band, then expertly placed it around the bull’s large, proud balls. With a quick release, the band snapped back to its original size, constricting tightly. The bull let out a deep, mournful moo, its eyes wide with pain and fear. The cowboy released the chute, and the bull staggered forward, its steps unsteady as it disappeared into the distance.

Before I could process what I had seen, the cowboy turned to me. His shadow loomed large over my naked body. Without warning, he slapped my bare ass hard, the sting reverberating through my skin. I stumbled forward, into the chute. Cold metal clamped around my neck, locking me in place. My heart raced as I tried to pull free, but the restraint held firm. Panic gripped me as the cowboy bent down, reaching for the emasculator. He loaded a fresh band onto the tool and stood, his face coming into view.

It wasn’t just any cowboy—it was Luke.

He smirked as he held the tool before me, its polished metal gleaming under the sun. “There’s only one Bull in this herd,” he said, his voice calm and certain. “And it’s not you.”

Terror surged through me as Luke lowered the tool to my groin. I looked down, helpless to stop him. His hands were steady as he placed the band around my balls. The cold metal pressed against my skin, its grip unyielding. Luke’s eyes locked onto mine as he squeezed the handle.

The band snapped shut with a sharp, echoing crack, like a gunshot. A searing pain shot through my body, taking my breath away. I gasped, trembling in agony, but the pain faded almost as quickly as it came, leaving a chilling numbness in its wake. The restraint around my neck released, and Luke slapped my ass again. “Move,” he barked.

Dazed and disoriented, I stumbled out of the chute. My legs wobbled beneath me as I struggled to regain my footing. The world spun for a moment before I looked up—and froze.

Becky stood before me, completely naked. Her belly was round and full, unmistakably pregnant. She glowed with a serene, almost divine radiance, her smile wide and proud. My heart twisted painfully in my chest. Her gaze dropped to my groin, and I followed her eyes.

My balls, once full and alive, now hung lifeless. As we watched, they darkened, shriveling until they fell off entirely, landing on the ground with a hollow thud. They were small, blackened husks, lifeless and dead. My penis, as if in fear, began to retreat into my body, shrinking until it disappeared entirely into my groin. I reached down in panic, grabbing at the empty space, but there was nothing left. Just smooth, featureless skin where my manhood had once been.

I looked up at Becky, desperate for comfort, for reassurance. But she only smiled wider, stepping closer to Luke, who now stood beside her. His arm wrapped possessively around her waist. He was fully clothed, strong and confident, a stark contrast to my trembling nakedness.

“Luke is my Bull now,” Becky said, her voice ringing clear and final. Her words stabbed into me like knives, each syllable tearing me apart.

I dropped to my knees, tears streaming down my face. My hands scrambled desperately for my fallen balls, but the harder I tried to pick them up, the smaller they became. They crumbled under my fingers, turning to dust and scattering in the breeze. A deep, guttural sob rose from my throat as I looked up at them. Becky and Luke stood together, laughing, their eyes gleaming with cruel amusement.

Their laughter grew louder, echoing in my ears until it seemed to come from everywhere. The herd of cattle joined in, their deep bellows blending with the human mockery. The ground trembled beneath me as the cattle surged forward, their hooves pounding the earth. They pushed and trampled me, their weight crushing my body. I screamed, my voice lost in the chaos, as the world around me dissolved into darkness.

I jolted awake, heart pounding against my ribs as if it were trying to escape. Sweat coated my chest, soaking the sheets beneath me. For a moment, I couldn’t breathe, the remnants of my dream clinging to me like a fog. My hand shot down between my legs, desperate to find them—my balls, the tangible proof of my manhood.

My fingers met wetness.

Panic flared. Was I bleeding? Had they been taken from me? My stomach twisted as I flung back the covers, the weak morning light spilling through the curtains just enough to reveal the truth. My balls were still there. Intact. My breath escaped in a shuddering rush.

But my hand… My hand was drenched in something thick. Sticky.

I raised my fingers to my nose, half-dreading the answer. It wasn’t urine. It wasn’t blood. It was the sharp, unmistakable scent of cum—an overwhelming amount. My underwear was soaked through, the sheets beneath me darkened with a spreading stain.

A wet dream.

My cheeks burned with humiliation, a flush of shame and disbelief. I hadn’t had one since I was a teenager, yet here I was, waking up in the aftermath of my body betraying me. But should I really have been surprised? Becky’s cage had driven me to the brink, caging not just my cock but my mind. All I could think about was her.

No, not just her. Him. Luke.

Every night, he was there in my dreams, fucking her in ways I never could, never had. He made her scream, made her cum again and again, her cries of ecstasy filling my subconscious like a relentless echo. Sometimes, she would look at me, her face a blend of lust and pity, and whisper the words that gutted me: “He’s the man I’ve always wanted. I’ll never need you again.”

And yet, it thrilled me.

I closed my eyes, replaying the dream in vivid detail. My hand slid back down to the slick mess between my legs. I scooped up the cum, bringing it to my lips almost instinctively. The salty taste coated my tongue, a mix of shame and surrender that sent a shiver through my body. My caged cock twitched at the sensation, a futile attempt to harden against the unforgiving confines Becky had locked me in.

I savored it. Every drop.

My free hand cradled my balls as my mind lingered on the dream. The thought of Becky’s laughter, her sweet, loving dominance as she caged me, made my chest tighten—not with anger, but with longing. She’d done it for me, she’d said. To help me, to save me from myself. She’d said it was an act of love, a way to free me from the endless spiral of my addiction.

At the time, I’d hated the idea. Yet now…

Now, I saw it for what it was: freedom. She had taken control, stripped me of my manhood, and left me exposed, vulnerable. And I loved her all the more for it. The dark, toxic urges that used to plague me had faded, replaced by a clarity and focus I hadn’t known I was capable of. At work, I was sharper. At home, I was more present.

But in these stolen, private moments, I was something else entirely.

I was hers.

The routine had become my life, a rhythm of servitude that filled my days with purpose. I handled all the housework and laundry, every meal meticulously prepared for Becky and Luke. After their nights together, I would change the sheets on their bed or clean the traces of their passion from the furniture, their intimacy saturating every corner of the house. And I loved it.

My focus had shifted entirely to them—their needs, their comfort. Becky, perhaps sensing my devotion, had even begun to reward me in small, intoxicating ways. As I scrubbed the floors or folded their laundry, she would walk by, slide her hand between my legs, and squeeze my balls. "What a good boy," she’d say, her voice dripping with affection. "I’m so proud of you."

Sometimes, she’d even lean in and plant a quick kiss on my cheek. Those fleeting touches and words were like lightning through my veins. My heart would race, my body responding despite the cage that held me captive.

Seven months passed in a blur after Becky’s pregnancy announcement. Her belly swelled with life—a testament to Luke’s virility, a stark contrast to my own failure. She glowed with an otherworldly beauty as the due date approached, her happiness radiating through the household.

When Becky went into labor a week early, Luke immediately sprang into action, rushing her to the hospital. I followed close behind, arriving moments after they did. The air was electric with urgency, and within minutes, Becky was wheeled into the delivery room, Luke and I trailing in her wake.

The nurses worked quickly, preparing her for the birth while shoving us to the edges of the room. I stood against the wall, watching as Becky endured the waves of contractions that gripped her. Luke stayed by her side, holding her hand, whispering encouragement.

The next hour unfolded like a surreal dream. Becky’s cries of pain transformed into a fierce determination as her body worked to bring life into the world. Her contractions grew stronger, her breaths shallow and labored, until finally, a series of powerful pushes brought the baby into the light.

The room was suddenly filled with the piercing cries of a newborn. A tiny, perfect human. I felt my breath catch, my chest tightening as I watched the nurses swaddle the baby in a soft blanket. My heart ached with a strange, bittersweet joy.

Then, the doctor turned to us. "Who’s the husband?" he asked, scanning the room.

I stepped forward instinctively. "I am," I said, my voice trembling with emotion.

The doctor handed me the baby. "Congratulations. It’s a boy. You should be very proud."

As I held the child in my arms, tears welled in my eyes. He was beautiful—tiny, fragile, and perfect. My heart swelled with a love so profound it was almost painful.

And then Becky’s voice cut through the air, sharp and clear.

"Give the baby to his father."

Her words sliced through me like a blade, the weight of them crashing down with unbearable force. My hands trembled, and the world seemed to tilt on its axis.

Luke. He was the father.

The flood of shame was immediate and overwhelming, a tidal wave of humiliation that left me reeling. The nurses and doctor exchanged confused glances, the atmosphere in the room shifting as realization dawned on them.

I had brought this on myself. This was my doing. My sick, twisted desires had led to this moment—my wife, pregnant with another man’s child, because I had handed her to him. And now, the reality was laid bare for everyone to see.

I thought of the bloodline that would never be mine. My legacy, reduced to nothing more than a memory, while Luke’s lived on in the form of the child now resting in my arms. A child I would never truly call my own.

Swallowing the lump in my throat, I turned to Luke and held the baby out to him.

"Congratulations," I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

Luke took the baby, cradling him with pride, and I stepped back, retreating into the shadows of the room. The humiliation clung to me, an unbearable weight that I could not escape.

And yet, beneath the shame, there was a twisted sense of fulfillment—a deep, dark part of me that found satisfaction in this moment of complete and utter submission.

The nurse turned to me, her face a mixture of curiosity and confusion. “Are you Becky’s husband?”

“Yes,” I replied, the word catching in my throat.

“And are you the baby’s father?”

The air grew heavier. I swallowed hard and shook my head. “No. Luke is the father.”

Her eyebrows lifted slightly as she glanced between Becky and me, trying to piece together the dynamic. Finally, she asked Becky whose name should go on the birth certificate.

Becky smiled serenely, her radiant glow almost masking the sting of her words. “Luke is the father,” she said, “but it’s his responsibility to pay for everything.”

The nurse’s confusion evaporated, replaced by a knowing smirk. “Got it,” she said, her tone light but tinged with something that made my humiliation complete.

I felt a wave of heat rush through me—embarrassment, shame, and a strange, bitter pride. There was no pretense left. I was nothing more than the support structure for their perfect little world, my role defined not by biology but by servitude.

We spent the next few hours doting on Becky and the baby. Luke beamed with pride, the embodiment of a man who had everything. I stayed quiet, absorbing every interaction, every look, every word.

The drive home with Luke was silent. His chest swelled with pride, and he didn’t need to speak. His very presence was a declaration: he was the Alpha, the leader, the man. I sat next to him, the weight of my role sinking deeper into me with every passing mile.

When we got home, the emotions swirling in my head became too much to contain. Becky returned with the baby later that evening, radiant and glowing, while I settled into the role of caregiver. It was a role I couldn’t escape.

I became the baby’s primary caretaker, managing every diaper, every feeding that didn’t involve Becky. My life revolved around the baby and making sure Becky had everything she needed.

A week passed before Becky approached me with the familiar box containing my key.

“It’s time for your release,” she said, her voice teasing. My body trembled with anticipation as she unlocked the cage, my limp cock flopping free. It bore the marks of its imprisonment, pale and crisscrossed with indentations.

Becky set a timer on her watch and smirked. “You have ten minutes. Go ahead.”

I grabbed myself eagerly, tugging, stroking, willing it to respond. But it didn’t. My cock lay lifeless in my hand, unresponsive to my touch. I pulled harder, desperation creeping into my movements, but nothing happened.

Becky giggled and reached down, her fingers brushing lightly over my shaft. Even then, there was no reaction.

“Oh, you poor baby,” she cooed, mock sympathy dripping from her voice.

When the timer beeped, she placed the cage back on and locked it without hesitation. Typing into the box, she set the next release date—the baby’s 18th birthday.

“See you then,” she said with a smile, handing me the box and walking away.
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A Cuckold Denied: He Discovers The Most Painful Aspect of His Newfound Submission

When my wife discovered my cuckold fetish, I didn't know what I was expecting, but it certainly wasn't this!

Did I expect her to embrace it and start talking about what she wanted to do with a guy with a big black cock? Maybe. Lucy has always been fairly adventurous in bed.

Did I think she'd actually do it? No, probably not. But that's not it—that's not the painful part.

And did I think the woman who loved me would take such pleasure in humiliating me? No, never. I never thought she would enjoy coming home, sitting on my face, and rubbing another man's cum all over me.

But that's not the painful part. That's not the part I never could have imagined. It's what she does after that I still struggle with: the way she slides her hands up and down my cock, pleasuring every inch as she pushes me closer and closer to the edge. And then, as my balls tighten and I'm ready to explode, she just STOPS.

She stops dead in her tracks and laughs at me. And the worst part is that I can't control myself. I still cum, as in the physical part—the clear white liquid shoots out of my cock. But I don't orgasm. I need one more stroke to push the pleasure over the edge. So I'm just left there, embarrassed, covered in cum, and completely unfulfilled.

I've been denied again.

Submission: A Couple's Brutal Journey Into Big Black Submission Kindle Edition

For a second I started to think back, wondering how we got to this point. Back on the balcony, the cool night air washing over us. The city lights twinkled below, but the scene was anything but peaceful. My wife Kelly was bent over the railing, her body trembling as Leon powerful black body crashed into her from behind. His hands gripped her hips tightly, his thrusts deep and powerful as Kelly’s moans echoed softly in the night air, her fingers digging into the railing for support.

And beside her, I was in the same position, bent over the railing as Venice pounded me from behind. Her strap-on filled me completely, each thrust sending shivers of discomfort and shame through me. My hands gripped the railing, knuckles white as I tried to steady myself, but there was no escaping the feeling of her inside me.

Kelly’s hand slipped into mine, our fingers intertwining as we both moaned, our bodies trembling with the rhythm of the fucking. In that moment, as humiliating as it was, I turned my head slightly and caught her gaze. She mouthed the words softly, her lips forming the shape I knew so well: I love you.

I squeezed her hand, my heart pounding in my chest. “I love you too,” I mouthed back.

Power: Reversed

No one who knew me would ever believe this. In fact, sometimes, I struggle to believe this is even happening.

Between 6 am and 8 pm, you'll only ever see me as the powerful, dominant alpha male, the CEO of a multimillion-dollar company, someone with a reputation that precedes me.

And at 9.30, you might find me on my knees on my penthouse balcony, with my wife bent over in front of me as she tells me to kneel and lick her ass.

Or at weekends, you'd probably walk in to find me sat on the chair, my cock locked away in that plastic cage Victoria loves so much, as she makes me watch a younger guy with a bigger cock pound her senseless.

It wasn't always this way. But there was a day when the Power Reversed.
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