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		Travis stared at the promotion email on his phone, the words blurring slightly under the dim glow of the living room lamp. His heart pounded with a mix of pride and that familiar twist of inadequacy—he'd finally made team lead after years of grinding at the firm. The role came with more responsibility, a decent raise, and the quiet satisfaction of proving himself. But as he set the phone down, his wife Brooke emerged from the kitchen, her hips swaying in that deliberate way she knew drove him wild, a glass of champagne in each hand.

		She handed him one, her green eyes sparkling with something sharper than usual congratulations. "Team lead, huh? My brilliant little husband." Her voice was honeyed, teasing, the word "little" lingering just long enough to make his cheeks flush. Brooke was taller than him by a couple inches in heels, curvier in all the places that made men stare, and she wielded her confidence like a weapon. They'd been together eight years, married five, and their bedroom games had evolved into something rawer over time—her teasing him about his size, him confessing how it thrilled him to imagine her with others, bigger others.

		Tonight, though, she had plans. "We're celebrating properly," she said, clinking her glass against his. "I've invited the team over. Your team now, I suppose." Travis blinked, confused—the team meaning the four Black colleagues he'd been managing informally for months: Marcus, the sharp-witted analyst with the easy laugh; Devin, broad-shouldered and quiet until he wasn't; Lance, the charismatic one who closed deals with a grin; and Andre, the newest, built like he spent half his life in the gym. They were all friends, sure, but inviting them here?

		Before he could protest, the doorbell rang. Brooke smirked, smoothing her tight black dress that hugged her full breasts and flared over her ass. "Be a good host, baby." She sauntered to the door, leaving Travis to follow, his stomach knotting with a cocktail of excitement and nerves.

		The men arrived in a wave of deep voices and cologne, filling the living room with their presence—tall, confident, their suits tailored to broad frames. Marcus clapped Travis on the back. "Congrats, man. Team lead suits you." But their eyes lingered on Brooke as she poured drinks, bending just enough to show cleavage, laughing at their jokes a beat too long. Travis sipped his champagne, watching, that familiar ache building in his groin. He was already half-hard, knowing how this might go.

		Conversation flowed—work talk at first, then looser, about weekend plans, gym routines. Brooke perched on the arm of the couch beside Devin, her hand brushing his thigh casually. "You all work so hard under my husband," she purred. "He tells me how reliable you are. Strong. Capable." The words hung heavy, and Travis shifted in his chair, his small cock straining against his pants.

		Lance leaned forward, his dark eyes on Brooke. "And what about you? Keeping him in line at home?" She laughed, low and throaty. "Oh, I keep things interesting." Her gaze flicked to Travis, a challenge. "Don't I, honey?"

		He nodded weakly, throat dry. The air thickened as drinks emptied. Brooke stood, stretching languidly. "Why don't we move this to the bedroom? More space to... relax." The men exchanged glances, smirks spreading. Travis's heart hammered. This was it—her fantasy, their shared one, finally real.

		They filed into the master bedroom, the king bed dominating the space, soft lighting from the bedside lamps casting shadows. Brooke turned to Travis first, pulling him close for a kiss that was more possessive than tender. "Sit there," she whispered against his lips, guiding him to the armchair in the corner. "Watch how I celebrate you."

		The men circled her slowly, like predators savoring the hunt. Marcus stepped behind her, his large hands sliding up her sides to cup her breasts through the dress, thumbs circling her hardening nipples. Brooke sighed, arching into him. Devin moved in front, kissing her neck, his fingers tracing the hem of her dress upward, exposing her thighs. Lance and Andre watched, unbuttoning shirts, revealing toned chests glistening faintly with anticipation.

		Travis gripped the chair arms, his breath shallow. Brooke's eyes met his over Devin's shoulder, wicked and loving. "They're so much bigger than you, baby. In every way."

		She dropped to her knees then, the carpet soft under her, as the men shed pants. Cocks sprang free—thick, veined, dark shafts lengthening under her gaze. Marcus first, heavy and curving slightly, a bead of precum already glistening at the tip. Brooke leaned in, tongue flicking out to taste it, moaning softly at the salty tang. "Fuck, yes," she murmured, wrapping her lips around him, sucking greedily while her hand reached for Devin, stroking his length, feeling it throb and grow slick.

		Lance produced silk ties from his pocket—soft, black, prepared. "Thought we might need these," he said with a grin. Brooke's eyes lit up. "Tie me up. Make me yours tonight."

		They obliged eagerly. Andre and Lance pulled her arms behind her back, binding her wrists tightly with one tie, the silk biting just enough into her skin to send sparks through her body. Another tie looped around her elbows, forcing her chest forward, breasts straining against the dress fabric. A third went around her ankles, hobbling her knees apart on the floor, exposing her completely as Devin hiked her dress up, revealing no panties—her pussy already wet, lips swollen and glistening.

		Bound like that, helpless and displayed, Brooke whimpered, the sound raw and needy. "Please..." Travis watched, transfixed, his own cock leaking precum into his underwear, untouched and aching.

		Marcus fed his cock deeper into her mouth, hips rocking gently, her saliva coating him as she gagged softly, eyes watering but hungry. Devin knelt before her spread thighs, fingers parting her wet folds, thumb circling her clit slowly, teasing. "So fucking soaked already," he growled. Two fingers slid inside her pussy, curling, pumping in rhythm with Marcus's thrusts into her throat.

		Lance and Andre stroked themselves, waiting, their cocks dripping precum onto the carpet. Then Lance moved behind her, lifting her slightly despite the bonds, positioning her ass up. He spat on her hole, rubbing it in before pressing his thick head against her pussy. One slow push, and he sank in, stretching her wide. Brooke cried out around Marcus's cock, the vibration making him groan.

		They found a rhythm—Lance fucking her from behind, deep and steady, his balls slapping against her; Marcus in her mouth, hands tangled in her hair; Devin teasing her clit relentlessly, fingers plunging alongside Lance's cock when he pulled back, making her pussy gush wetter.

		Andre couldn't wait long. He untied her ankles briefly, only to retie them spread wider to the bed legs, forcing her into a vulnerable arch. Then he took Lance's place, his cock even thicker, slamming in with a wet squelch that made Brooke scream in pleasure. "Yes, fuck me harder!"

		Travis whimpered audibly now, hand hovering near his crotch but not daring to touch. "Brooke..." he whispered, voice breaking.

		She pulled off Marcus long enough to look at him, face flushed, lips swollen. "Watch them ruin me, baby. Watch how real cocks make me cum."

		The intensity built. They rotated—Andre pounding her pussy until she shattered in her first orgasm, body convulsing in the bonds, juices squirting onto the carpet as she wailed. Devin took her mouth next, his length hitting the back of her throat while Lance bound her breasts with another tie, cinching tight so they bulged, nipples purple and sensitive. He pinched them hard, making her buck.

		Marcus lay beneath her now, untying just enough to lower her onto his cock, impaling her pussy fully. She rode him bound, grinding desperately, while Andre positioned behind, lubing his cock with her wetness before easing into her ass—slow at first, then deeper, filling her completely. Double penetrated, bound and helpless, Brooke lost control, orgasms rolling one into another, her pussy clenching around Marcus, ass milking Andre.

		Devin and Lance stood over her, stroking, until they came—hot ropes of cum painting her face, her bound breasts, dripping down. She licked what she could, moaning.

		Finally, they untied her wrists last, but only after Marcus and Andre filled her—Marcus pulsing deep in her pussy, Andre flooding her ass with heat. Brooke collapsed forward, spent and trembling, multiple orgasms leaving her a quivering mess.

		The men dressed slowly, thanking Travis with knowing nods—"Great celebration, boss"—before leaving one by one.

		Brooke crawled to Travis then, cum-streaked and glowing, pulling him from the chair. She unzipped him, his small cock springing out, slick with precum from watching. "Your turn to clean up," she whispered, guiding his mouth to her used pussy. He licked eagerly, tasting them all mixed with her, whimpering as she stroked him to a quick, shuddering release.

		Travis sat frozen in the armchair, the leather creaking under his slight weight as Brooke's words hung in the air like smoke. His promotion felt distant now, a trivial thing compared to the heat building in the room. The men had settled into the space effortlessly, their laughter deeper, bodies taking up more room than his ever could. Brooke moved among them, refilling glasses, her dress riding higher with each bend, each reach. She caught his eye again, that smile promising ruin.

		Marcus was the first to touch her beyond casual—his hand sliding along her lower back as she leaned over to hand him a fresh drink, fingers dipping just under the fabric to graze bare skin. Brooke didn't pull away; instead, she pressed back subtly, a soft hum escaping her lips. "You all deserve a proper thank you for putting up with my husband all these years," she said, voice low and teasing. "He's good at leading on paper, but..." She trailed off, glancing at Travis with mock pity. "We both know where he falls short."

		Devin chuckled, setting his glass down and pulling Brooke onto his lap as he sat on the edge of the bed. She straddled him easily, dress hiking up to reveal the smooth curve of her thighs, no panties in sight. His large hands gripped her ass, kneading firmly, spreading her as she ground down slowly. "Show us, then," Devin murmured against her neck, teeth grazing. "Show your little man how you celebrate real wins."

		Lance and Andre moved closer, shedding jackets, loosening ties. Travis's breath came in shallow bursts, his cock—small, always so inadequately small—throbbing painfully in his slacks, a wet spot forming from the steady leak of precum. He wanted to touch himself, but Brooke's earlier command echoed: watch.

		Brooke kissed Devin first, deep and hungry, her tongue visible as it tangled with his, moans vibrating between them. Marcus stood behind her, unzipping her dress slowly, the sound loud in the charged silence. Fabric pooled at her waist, exposing her full breasts, nipples already peaked and dark. He cupped them from behind, pinching hard enough to make her gasp into Devin's mouth. "These tits," Marcus growled. "Been thinking about them every meeting."

		She broke the kiss, turning her head to capture Marcus's lips next, while her hips rolled against Devin, feeling the thick ridge of his cock straining through his pants. Andre stepped in, tilting her chin to claim his turn, kissing her roughly as Lance watched, stroking the growing bulge in his trousers.

		Travis whimpered softly, the sound pathetic even to his own ears. Brooke heard it, pulling back to look at him, lips swollen and shiny. "Hear that, boys? My husband gets so excited watching real men take what's his." She reached back, guiding Marcus's hand lower, over her hip, between her legs. His fingers found her pussy instantly—wet, slick, lips parted and ready. "Feel how soaked I am already. All for you."

		Marcus groaned, sliding two thick fingers inside her easily, pumping slowly as she rocked between him and Devin. "Fuck, she's dripping." Devin unzipped, freeing his cock—long, heavy, veined, the head already glistening with precum. Brooke wrapped her hand around it, stroking firmly, thumb smearing the leak over the tip. "So much bigger," she whispered loudly enough for Travis to hear. "Thicker than my wrist."

		Lance produced the silk ties then, black and smooth, dangling them like a promise. "Let's make this proper." Brooke's eyes darkened with lust. "Yes. Bind me. Use me while he watches."

		They didn't rush. First, they stripped her fully, dress falling to the floor. Naked now, skin flushed, she knelt in the center of the bed on all fours. Andre bound her wrists first, looping the silk tight, securing them to the headboard posts, stretching her arms wide. Her breasts hung heavy, swaying with each breath. Lance tied her elbows next, drawing them closer together behind her back, arching her chest forward, making escape impossible. The restraint pulled her shoulders back, offering her body completely.

		Devin worked on her ankles, spreading her knees wide and tying each to the bed frame's legs, forcing her ass up, pussy exposed and gleaming wet under the light. A final tie cinched around her thighs just above the knees, locking her open. Bound tight, immobile, Brooke tested the bonds, tugging futilely, the silk biting into skin, sending jolts straight to her clit. "Fuck," she breathed. "I'm helpless now. Do whatever you want."

		The men undressed fully, cocks springing free one by one—each one dwarfing Travis's in length and girth, dark shafts pulsing with need, precum beading at every tip. Marcus knelt in front of her face, feeding his cock between her lips slowly, letting her taste the salty precum as she sucked eagerly, hollowing her cheeks. He thrust deeper, hitting her throat, making her gag wetly, saliva dripping down her chin onto the sheets.

		Behind her, Devin rubbed his cock along her slick pussy lips, coating himself in her wetness, teasing her entrance without entering. "Beg for it," he commanded.

		"Please," Brooke mumbled around Marcus's cock, pulling off just enough. "Fuck my pussy. Stretch me with that big black cock."

		Devin obliged, sinking in inch by inch, her walls clenching around the invasion, a low moan ripping from her throat. He bottomed out, balls against her clit, holding still as she adjusted, then began thrusting—slow, deep strokes that made obscene wet sounds echo in the room.

		Lance moved to her side, hand cracking down on her ass sharply, leaving red marks that made her buck into Devin's thrusts. He spanked again, harder, alternating cheeks until she was sobbing with need. Andre joined, pinching her nipples, twisting them until they throbbed, then leaning down to suck one roughly, teeth grazing.

		They rotated seamlessly. Devin pulled out, slick with her juices, and Andre took his place, slamming in harder, faster, his thicker cock forcing a scream from Brooke as she came suddenly—pussy spasming, squirting wetness down her thighs, body shaking in the tight bonds.

		"Oh god, yes!" she cried. "Don't stop—fuck me through it!"

		Andre didn't, pounding relentlessly, his hands gripping her bound hips, pulling her onto him despite the restraints. Marcus fed her his cock again, muffling her cries, precum mixing with her saliva as she slurped greedily.

		Lance lay beneath her now—they adjusted the ties slightly, loosening ankles just enough to maneuver her down onto him. His cock speared her pussy as she lowered, gravity helping him fill her completely. Bound arms still stretched forward, she rode him awkwardly, desperately, grinding her clit against his base.

		Then Marcus behind her, rubbing precum over her tight ass, pressing in slowly. The double stretch made her wail—pussy and ass filled to bursting, bodies rocking her between them. Devin and Andre stood on either side, cocks in her face alternately; she turned her head, licking one then the other, sucking tips, tasting their mixed precum, her own wetness.

		Orgasms crashed over her in waves—the first from the double penetration, clenching around both cocks, milking them; the second when Devin reached under to rub her swollen clit furiously; the third when Lance thrust up hard, hitting deep spots Travis never could.

		They unbound parts strategically—freeing her mouth to hear her beg louder, "Cum in me, fill me up!"—then retying tighter. Cum started flowing: Andre pulling from her mouth to paint her face, thick ropes across cheeks and lips; Devin following, marking her bound breasts, cum dripping from nipples.

		Marcus came deep in her ass first, hot pulses flooding her as she shuddered through another climax. Lance followed in her pussy, grinding up, seed spilling out around his cock as he held her down.

		Exhausted, quivering, Brooke hung in the bonds, body marked—red welts from silk, handprints on ass, cum drying on skin, pussy and ass leaking steadily. They untied her slowly, tenderly almost, massaging wrists and ankles where silk had bitten deep.

		She crawled off the bed on shaky legs, cum trailing down her thighs, to where Travis sat, tears of overwhelmed arousal in his eyes, pants soaked with his own pathetic leaks.

		"My good little cuck," she cooed, unzipping him. His small cock bobbed out, angry red, precum stringing from tip. She pushed him back, straddling his face without warning, lowering her used, dripping pussy onto his mouth. "Clean me. Taste how they wrecked me."

		Travis licked desperately, tongue delving into her swollen folds, lapping their mixed cum—salty, thick, endless—swallowing as she ground down, smothering him in her wetness. His hips bucked air, cock twitching untouched until he came with a broken whine, spurting weakly onto his shirt.

		Brooke sighed contentedly, petting his hair as he continued cleaning her through aftershocks, their connection twisted tighter in the aftermath of her total surrender and his utter submission. The room smelled of sex and sweat and satisfaction, the night far from over as she whispered promises of more, always more.
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		Tyler has been waiting for hours, locked in agony and desire. The steel cage around him is a constant reminder of who is in control, but the real torture begins when the front door opens.

		Brooke is home, and she hasn't come back alone—she's brought the scent of another man's lust on her skin. She is provocative, scandalous, and completely unapologetic. As she commands him to kneel, Tyler knows he isn't just there to listen; he is there to serve. She offers him a taste of what he can never have, forcing him to confront the explicit reality of her night out.

		In a sinful display of total power, Brooke uses his own crave against him. Bound by ropes and blinded to everything but her touch, Tyler is pushed to the edge of sanity. This is more than just a game of tease and denial; it is a wanton lesson in ownership. He is exposed, vulnerable, and desperate for a release that she has no intention of giving.

		Experience a story of unbridled female authority and the intense surrender of a husband who knows exactly where he belongs.

		

	
		 

		Also by John Lundgren

		 

		
			Corporate Climb: CEO's Cuckold Contract Clause
		

		
			Neighborhood Nectar: BBQ Backyard Bull Blitz
		

		
			Yoga Retreat Yield: Guru's Hotwife Enlightenment
		

		
			Beachside Betrayal: Vacation Villa Voyeur Vortex
		

		
			Femdom Festival: Music Fest Wife's Wild Encore
		

		
			Taboo Tutor: Daughter's Lesson in Hubby Humiliation
		

		
			Chastity Chronicles: Wife's Slow-Burn Bull Conquest
		

		
			Cleanup King: The Cuck's Throne of Shame
		

		
			Gangbang Gateway: Hotwife's Club Initiation
		

		
			Humiliated Hubby: The Babysitter's Bull Surprise
		

		
			Interracial Inheritance: Cuck's Family Legacy
		

		
			Voyeur Vacation: Wife's Resort Gangbang
		

		
			Corporate Cage: Wife's Promotion Play
		

		
			Festival Frenzy: Hotwife's Crowd Claim
		

		
			Therapy Threshold: The Cuckold's Deep Dive
		

		
			Beachfront Binding: Vacation Cuckold Awakening
		

		
			Mentor's Mark: Cuckold's Academic Humiliation
		

		
			Party Pivot: The Hotwife's Swing Surprise
		

		
			Lecture Lust: Cuckold's Scholarly Shame
		

		
			Masquerade Merge: Hotwife's Party Pivot
		

		
			Seaside Spell: Vacation's Tidal Tease
		

		
			Biker Gang's Sissy Prize: Roadside Feminization
		

		
			Hypno Sissy Sorority: Pledged to the Sisters
		

		
			Married Sissy Housewife: Grocery Store Exposure
		

		
			Breeding Clinic Cuck: Wife's Fertility Fix
		

		
			Hotwife Sorority Reunion: Cuck at the Greek Games
		

		Japanese Stepsister's Enjo Kōsai Game

		Sleeping Stepsister's Midnight Ravish

		Stepsister's Holiday Threesome Trap

		Pimped Stepsister's Dark Deal

		Shemale Stepsister's Magical Awakening

		Stepsister's Breeding Temptation: Fertile Family Secret

		
			Eclipse Party Eclipse: Wife's Shadowed Surrender
		

		
			Podcast Hotwife Exposé: Mic'd Up for the Masses
		

		
			Vintage Car Show Cuck: Polished by Pit Crew
		

		
			Elite Club Initiation: Cuckold's Velvet Rope
		

		
			Fertile Farmhand Fling: Ranch Wife's Raw Ride
		

		
			Winter Cabin Cuckold: Snowed In with the Groundskeeper
		

		
			Cuckold Husband's Black Bull Weekend
		

		
			Denied Husband, Satisfied by Bull
		

		
			Wife's First BBC Humiliation Night
		

		Hotwife's Office BBC Gang

		

	cover.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image-6Z58MHLT.png
Sign Me Up!





OEBPS/Images/image-5S2RUI8D.png
BOOKS 7)) READ





OEBPS/Images/image-OYUDV8A8.jpg





