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Chapter 1

Everything is right where I want it. The lingerie draped across my planner. My tight dress slung over the back of my chair. The reminder of Mark’s arrival in less than twenty-four hours. It all points to one irrefutable fact: by Sunday, I will have broken my husband into a thousand submissive pieces. I smile to myself, clicking my pen as I meticulously outline the events to come. Greg's discomfort will make his inevitable surrender even more satisfying. I take my time choosing what to wear, handpicking each item to stress the curves Greg can't quite fill. I'm going to drive him mad. The guest bedroom is my last step. I arrange the evidence of Greg’s inadequacy with the care of a museum curator, confident he’ll get the picture. Words and phrases for the weekend loop through my mind as I rehearse in front of the mirror. "Yes, Greg, he is bigger," I whisper, practicing my most condescending tone. "You want me to be happy, don't you?" I imagine the way Greg will squirm. A well-timed text confirms my plans are on track. Everything is right where I want it.

A grin spreads across my face as I jot down the last note in my planner: Push Greg until he breaks. He'll endure everything I have in store and beg for more. It’s an art form, this manipulation. I glance at the clock, knowing he'll be home soon and totally unprepared for what’s waiting. The memory of last weekend fuels my confidence. Greg's stammered protestations as I told him exactly how the upcoming visit would go. His silent obedience, the glint of surrender in his eyes. Delicious.

But it’s not enough. I need more, and this weekend will provide. Picking up my pen again, I draft a timeline of torments and concessions. Watch Greg squirm, unravel, finally submit. I'm ruthless and thorough. He deserves it; I remind myself. After all, I’m the only one who knows what he truly needs.

Across the desk, the outfits practically taunt him already. I run my fingers over the leather planner, thinking of Greg's hunched shoulders as he realizes the full extent of my plans. I write out more phrases to practice, designed to leave him utterly humiliated.

It’s Greg's own fault. I told him from the beginning I needed someone to fulfill me. Once more, I look at the leather-bound tome of his undoing, feeling the first thrum of anticipation. I know this weekend is going to drive him mad. I snap the planner shut, already rehearsing in my mind. “You want me to be happy, don't you, Greg?”

The rush of power makes my next steps light. I grab the dress from the chair, holding it against my body. Mark will love it, and Greg will die inside when he sees me in it. Then I’ll let it drop to the floor, knowing exactly how Greg’s eyes will follow. I lay it back down, selecting the wine-colored bra and panties that make my body pop, and fold them with the care of a collector handling rare goods.

Somehow, each time Greg suffers these little humiliations, he becomes even more compliant, more devoted to pleasing me. I know the feeling is addicting, and I crave more. After this weekend, I’ll have him in the palm of my hand. Greg is too weak to realize how desperately he wants to submit.

My phone buzzes, and I eagerly reread the last exchange with Mark. His confirmation of arrival. The easy banter that shows me just how confident he is. Every text from him reminds me I’ve found the perfect counterpart to Greg’s cowardice. I flip through the conversation, enjoying how Greg must have felt as I made the arrangements right in front of him. He didn’t say a word.

His spineless submission turns me on more than I’d like to admit, but Mark doesn’t need to know that. My heart beats a little faster as I type a quick message: “Hope you’re ready for an exciting weekend. ;).” The reply is immediate, and exactly what I want to hear. I let the phone drop onto the desk, savoring the tingling thrill of control.

Mark's confidence fuels mine, but Greg is the perfect counterweight. I’m going to enjoy every minute of pushing him to his breaking point. The thought excites me more than I can stand, so I take a break from planning to work off some energy. The set of thigh-highs and a revealing robe are the only things I put on as I bounce down the stairs, my every movement expecting Greg’s return.

I turn on some music, imagining how Greg will fidget and squirm the moment he sees me like this. His suffering will be glorious, but I have to time it perfectly. Letting the minutes tick by, I lean back and think about everything waiting for him: the outfit selections, the careful placements, the calendar of submission.

My pen taps along with the music as I continue sketching out the weekend’s main event. Vanessa and Mark fuck, Greg watches. Greg begs to be next. Make him wait. Mark cums. Greg whimpers. My lips curl again at the thought of my husband, so hopelessly pathetic yet utterly mine.

He thinks enduring this is the price of love. I know better. I take my time in front of the mirror, touching up my makeup and making sure every detail is perfect. The sight of a woman totally in control is delightful to me.

Once I’ve done enough to drive him wild with anxiety, I click the pen again and saunter back upstairs, indulging my growing anticipation. I drop my robe, leaving it pooled on the floor of the guest room. The lingerie and outfits are all carefully placed to make Greg suffer, but the finishing touches need more cruelty. I hang the black dress over the guest bed, draping the bra on Mark's pillow.

They create a contrast of triumph and humiliation that makes me feel giddy. Greg won’t be able to look at this room without picturing Mark fucking me in it, without imagining the details that I’ll leave him to fill in. The image of Greg’s broken spirit sends a shiver through my body, and I let myself enjoy it.

The living room is next, a strategy session of its own. I turn on a movie Greg can never sit through, smiling as I imagine him desperately wanting to escape the apartment but knowing it’s not an option. No matter where he turns, my carefully laid plans will drive him back into submission.

The clock ticks closer to Greg’s arrival, and I hurry back upstairs to make sure everything is exactly right. I pick up my phone to reread the text from Mark, reaffirming my total control over both men. The anticipation makes my movements quick and decisive, and I go through the bedroom a final time, adjusting the pillow slightly. He’ll think about it all weekend and what it means. It’s enough to get him started on the slow descent into the exquisite misery he deserves.

Every detail points to Mark’s total triumph and Greg's total humiliation. Once I’m certain I haven’t missed a single opportunity to remind Greg of his inadequacy, I run my hand over the dress, the planner, the toys. I go through it all again, already planning which pieces to play when. His shock, his jealousy, his inability to measure up to a real man. Every sensation will culminate in him pleading for me to stop and begging for more in the same breath.

As much as I enjoy the planning, it’s time to prepare the execution. I pick up my pen one last time to cross another item off my list: 100% ready. A text pops onto the screen as soon as I finish. 10 a.m. Saturday. Can’t wait. I laugh out loud and fall onto the bed, letting myself bask in my success. It’s going to be perfect, and I’ve got every little thing exactly where I want it.

Greg's face will be worth a thousand of his stammered apologies. The sound of his nervous voice echoes in my mind as I wrap the silk robe around my body, waiting for him to come home and catch me in the kitchen.

He'll be so adorably conflicted, poor thing, as I pour him a drink and drop the bombshell about the weekend. The familiar sound of his key in the lock tells me it's showtime. I rehearse my smile, soft and patronizing, as I tie the robe just loose enough to tease. I imagine Greg's anxious hands as he puts down his bag, his heart racing when he sees what I'm wearing. With the robe slightly open, the perfect view awaits him as he turns the corner. The look on his face is even better than I'd hoped for. I mention Mark's name, knowing the combination of my body and my plans will drive him to a frenzy of embarrassment and desire. Everything is unfolding perfectly.

"Good day at work?" I ask, the smile already forming on my lips as Greg hangs up his coat. I can see him struggling for composure when he finally sees me. Poor thing is exhausted, but he will not get the rest he wants.

“Uh, yeah,” he manages, his eyes glued to my barely tied robe. "Busy."

I love the nervous way he speaks, the flicker of confusion mixed with desire. It’s the same look he gave me last weekend when I told him exactly what I needed. He gulps as I saunter over, letting the robe slip just enough to reveal a bare shoulder. He'll never be enough for me, and deep down, he knows it. That’s why this is so satisfying.

"I thought you might like a drink," I say, reaching for a soda and enjoying the way his gaze follows every movement. The silence drags on just long enough for him to squirm. "We'll need to be friendly hosts, after all."

Greg’s eyes widen, and I know the exact moment it registers. “Hosts?” he repeats, voice barely above a whisper. He looks like he might drop his bag, or drop dead.

I laugh lightly, savoring the power I hold over him. “I told you Mark was coming for the weekend, didn’t I?” I say with a mock-innocent look.

Greg’s shoulders sag a little, and I can almost hear the internal sigh of defeat. It’s thrilling. I let the anticipation hang, loving how his expression moves from nervous to resigned. It’s the same look he had when I announced the visit and every intention behind it. The silence stretches deliciously.

“Oh. Right,” he says at last.

I pour the drink slowly, deliberately, watching his hands shake as I hand it to him. “I hope you’re ready to be a delightful host,” I tease, emphasizing the word in a way that makes him gulp. “Mark’s arriving tomorrow morning. You remember what I said about the weekend, don't you?”

The poor thing nods, almost spilling the drink as he grips it too tight. “You said...” he trails off, already unsure. Perfect.

I step closer, taking his tie in one hand and giving it a playful tug. "That I expect you to make sure I’m satisfied,” I finish for him. “You want to do that, don’t you, Greg?”

“Of course,” he stammers, and I feel a warm thrill at his immediate compliance.

“Good,” I purr, turning away from him and heading to the stairs. “Why don’t we start with the bedroom?” I don't bother looking back, confident he's following like a nervous puppy.

Greg’s confusion is almost adorable. He trails behind, flustered and on edge. I’m sure his mind is racing, trying to figure out what I have planned. I let the robe slip further as we reach the top of the stairs, exposing more skin with every step.

“Vanessa...” he begins, his voice shaky.

I cut him off with a wicked grin. “Come on, Greg. Don’t be shy. You know you want to.” I make it sound like a command, and he falls silent.

We’re barely inside the bedroom before his hands are on me, trembling with urgency and inadequacy. “Maybe we could...” he whispers, trailing off again.

I shrug the robe off completely, letting it pool at my feet. He stands there, pathetically conflicted as he drinks in the sight of my naked body. “You really think you can please me?” I ask, raising an eyebrow.

“I can try,” he says, his voice almost breaking with eagerness. I let him move in closer, his hands desperate to touch.

Greg’s already hard, but it doesn’t matter. I’m going to make him squirm. I push him onto the bed, enjoying the soft thud as he lands on his back. “Let me be very clear, Greg,” I say, pinning him with my gaze. “You can’t please me like Mark can.”

He winces, but it only makes him more aroused. The poor thing can’t help himself. “But...”

“But maybe I’ll let you try,” I continue, cutting him off. I watch as his need overpowers his pride. I press my body against him, guiding his hands with mine. He’s helpless, ready to follow my every order.

“You’re so... amazing,” he mumbles, trying to regain some control. His effort is adorable, but doomed.

“What about when Mark’s here?” I whisper, feeling his entire body tense beneath me. “What then, Greg?”

He lets out a shaky breath; the words catching in his throat. “Whatever you want, Vanessa.”

I laugh softly at how easy he is to manipulate. “You want me to have what I want, don’t you?” I ask, letting the tip of my tongue graze his ear. He moans and squirms, but I pin him down with my body. “Even if it’s Mark.”

“Yes!” he gasps, his hands trembling as they move over my skin.

I pull back, looking him in the eyes with a mixture of challenge and satisfaction. “How do I know?” I tease. “How do I know you want it?”

He gulps again, desperate to prove himself. “I’ll show you,” he pleads. “Please let me show you.”

The way he begs is delicious. I allow him to think he has a chance, watching him pant with desire as he rolls us over, pinning me beneath him. His excitement is adorable. “Don’t get too carried away,” I warn as he moves to my neck, kissing frantically. I can feel him getting harder with every taunt. “You wouldn’t want to finish before you begin.”

Greg blushes, his face the same crimson as the lingerie laid out for Mark. “I won’t,” he insists, still needy and breathless. I see the way his eyes flicker to my mouth. “Can I...” he starts, his voice a blend of hope and hesitation.

“What do you want, Greg?” I ask, forcing him to say it.

“To make you happy,” he whispers. “Please, Vanessa.”

He’s adorable when he’s desperate. I push him off me, flipping him onto his back again. He doesn’t know whether to be disappointed or relieved. “Hands over your head,” I instruct, and he complies immediately.

I straddle him, feeling his cock press against my thigh. He’s so hard already. I could make him cum in seconds, but where’s the fun in that? “You know I like to take my time,” I tell him, watching the anticipation in his eyes. “Especially when I have the entire weekend ahead of me.”

He squirms as I slide my body along his, teasing him. “I wonder if Mark’s cock will fill me up more than yours does.” I sigh dramatically. Greg bucks his hips in response, biting his lip to keep from crying out.

I kiss his neck, feeling his pulse quicken. “I bet it will,” I whisper, the words driving him to the edge of insanity. I move down his chest, taking him in my mouth for the briefest moment before pulling away. He moans in frustration, and I can’t help but laugh.

“I’m not sure you deserve it,” I say, sitting back and watching his expression. His entire body is tense, ready to burst. “I think you’ll have to wait, Greg.”

“Please,” he begs, his voice trembling with urgency. “I’ll do anything.”

I stand up, letting him watch my body as I move away. “That’s what I like to hear,” I reply, leaving him alone and hopelessly aroused on the bed.

He follows me downstairs, adjusting himself awkwardly. The moment he catches up, I kiss him deeply and wrap his hand around my breast, pulling him back in. “Still want it, even if Mark is bigger?” I murmur, making him squirm with delight and humiliation.

Greg nods, lost in the blend of embarrassment and excitement. He’s so easy to manipulate. “Even then,” he says, almost a whimper.

I run my fingers through his hair, tugging gently as he catches his breath. “Good boy,” I tell him, watching his eyes light up. I let him hope I’ll finish him, then back away with a smile.

We end up on the couch, Greg's desperation growing with every second. I settle onto his lap, pressing down and kissing him deeply. He groans as I pull away, my teeth grazing his lip.

“Maybe I should let Mark finish for you,” I tease, watching him tense beneath me. “Do you want that?”

“No!” he says too quickly, face flushed.

“Then what, Greg?” I ask. “Tell me.”

He swallows, the conflict clear in his eyes. “You,” he says finally. “Just you.”

“Are you sure?” I smile, making him second-guess himself. I straddle him again, feeling him twitch with need. He’s close, so close, and I plan to keep him that way all night.

“Absolutely sure?” I add, just as he’s about to break. He shudders, barely keeping it together. “Maybe I should save it for the weekend,” I say, climbing off and leaving him completely undone.

He looks like he’s about to cry as I leave him hanging, but that’s exactly what I want. I toss the robe back on and run my fingers over the wine and lingerie again, letting him watch me prepare for someone else.

His pathetic excitement and my ruthless taunts leave him humiliated and anxious, exactly where I want him to be. I feel a rush of triumph as I snap the lights off and call it a night.

#

Greg is so eager and so pathetic. He gasps and squirms as I lower myself between his legs, teasing him with my tongue and reminding him how big Mark’s cock will be. The more I humiliate him, the harder he gets. The poor thing doesn’t know if he’s in heaven or hell as I suck him off. I use every technique he loves, making him moan with desperation. Just as he’s about to cum, I stop and smile up at him. He looks like he’s about to cry. I lick my lips, and I leave him twitching on the bed as I casually wipe my mouth.

“You like that, don’t you, Greg?” I murmur, wrapping my hand around his cock and squeezing just enough to make him whimper. His eyes close as I slide my tongue over him, holding back until he begs for more.

“Fuck, yes,” he gasps, completely undone. I lower myself again, taking him deeper and reveling in the way his body tensed beneath me. He’s close, so close, and it only takes a few more strokes to push him over the edge.

Just before he cums, I stop and look up at him with a wicked smile. “I wonder if Mark’s cock will fill my mouth more completely than yours does.” Greg shudders, unable to decide if he loves or hates the way I humiliate him. Probably both.

“Please, Vanessa,” he moans, gripping the sheets as if that will help him stay in control.

He won’t last much longer, and I plan to keep him on the brink. “You really think you deserve it?” I ask, watching his reaction. His glazed eyes show his inability to speak. “Maybe Mark’s cock will deserve it more.”

“No,” he chokes out, desperation in every syllable.

“Then show me, Greg,” I challenge, maintaining eye contact as I take him in my mouth again. “Show me you want it.”

His body jerks at the words, and he presses into my mouth, helpless and frantic. I let him think he might have a chance before pulling back once more. “Maybe if you beg,” I suggest, the glistening tip of his cock twitching inches from my lips.

“I will,” he promises, humiliated and aroused. “I’ll do anything.”

“I know you will,” I reply, loving the way he squirms under my control. I lick the length of him, feeling his whole body tremble. “Isn’t that right, Greg?”

“Yes!” he cries, the urgency in his voice telling me he’s right on the edge again.

I straddle his legs, using my hands to bring him closer. It’s fulfilling to see him craving my touch so desperately. “I bet Mark won’t have to beg,” I say softly, watching his face contort with frustration.

“Vanessa...” he starts, but I don’t let him finish. I take him back in my mouth, knowing he can’t handle much more.

He bucks beneath me, trying to thrust deeper. His hips move frantically, but I control the pace. “I want to see you squirm,” I say, pulling away before he gets his release. He gasps for air, his expression a delicious mix of pleasure and pain.

“I’m about to...” he warns, but I’ve already made him wait.

“I know,” I whisper, sitting up and running a finger along his cock. It twitches with need, and Greg’s entire body tenses. “That’s why I’m stopping.”

The doorbell rings, and the timing is so perfect I could laugh. “I guess that must be Mark,” I say, wiping my mouth and watching Greg’s reaction. He looks at me, wide-eyed and utterly pathetic.

He can’t believe I’m going to leave him like this, and that’s exactly why I am. I stand and adjust my hair, feeling him stare as I smooth my dress.

“Please don’t...” he begins, his voice almost a whimper.

“Don’t what?” I taunt, letting my lips hover over his for the briefest moment. “Don’t answer the door?”

He squirms, his eyes flicking between me and the hallway.

“Or don’t make you wait?” I finish, leaving him with one last teasing kiss.

“Both,” he breathes, hopeless.

“Then you better hurry,” I suggest, already halfway to the stairs.

Greg is a frantic mess, scrambling to dress as I head for the door. I pause at the mirror, making sure I look perfect for Mark and enjoying the reflection of my husband in disarray. He’s pulling on his pants with shaking hands, his arousal still painfully clear.

I leave him to suffer, adjusting my appearance as I make my way to the entrance. I want Mark to know I’ve been thinking about him, and Greg to know I haven’t been thinking about him at all.

The anticipation sends a thrill through my body, and I glance back at Greg, loving the panic on his face. His cock is still hard, his humiliation even harder.

I’m going to enjoy this. I open the door with a smile, and there stands Mark, exactly as I imagined. Tall, confident, and ready to assert his dominance.

“Hey,” he says with a cocky grin. His eyes sweep over me, appreciating every detail. I know he sees Greg hovering behind, unsure whether to approach or hide.

“Hey, yourself,” I reply, giving him a lingering hug and kiss on the cheek. I can almost feel Greg’s jealousy from here.

“Nice to see you, Greg,” Mark calls over my shoulder, clearly enjoying the way my husband flinches.

“You too,” Greg mumbles, his voice filled with more anxiety than sincerity.

The poor thing doesn’t know what to do with himself, and I love it. I let Mark in, leaving Greg to watch as we head into the living room. His expression is priceless, caught between desire, humiliation, and dread.

“Did I interrupt something?” Mark asks, a knowing smirk on his lips.

“Just putting the finishing touches on a project,” I reply, letting my fingers brush Mark’s arm. He grins wider, fully aware of what I mean.

“Hope you’re ready for the weekend,” he says, settling into the couch with the confidence of someone who knows they’re about to take everything.

I shoot a glance back at Greg, who stands awkwardly in the hallway, watching us with pathetic longing.

“Oh, we’re ready,” I assure Mark, loud enough for Greg to hear. My husband’s face turns red, but he doesn’t look away.

He knows there’s no escape.

I turn back to Mark, ignoring Greg just enough to drive him insane.

“You really thought of everything,” he comments, wrapping an arm around my waist.

“I always do,” I reply, letting myself enjoy the closeness. I can feel Greg’s eyes on us, and it makes the moment even sweeter.

He stays frozen in the hallway, his helplessness deliciously obvious.

“Sure you don’t want to join us, Greg?” I call, relishing the hesitation in his posture.

He doesn’t answer right away, clearly torn.

“I... Maybe in a bit,” he says at last, knowing he can’t hide forever.

“Suit yourself,” I say, laughing softly as he lingers just out of reach.

Greg’s humiliation is just beginning, and I plan to savor every second. Mark leans back, comfortable and in control, while Greg shifts nervously, knowing the weekend is going to break him.

“I’ll get the rest of your things,” I say to Mark, leaving him in command of the living room and Greg in stunned silence.

“Great,” Mark says, as confident as ever.

I walk upstairs, my footsteps light with victory. Greg doesn’t know what to do with himself, but that’s exactly what I want.

Once I’m out of sight, I pause and listen, imagining Greg’s desperate attempts to compose himself. I hear a faint rustle and picture him shifting from one foot to the other, unsure and overwhelmed.

The sound of Mark’s laughter reaches me, and I know he’s already asserting himself. Greg is hopeless, and I feel a surge of satisfaction as I picture him down there, his composure as shaky as his hands.

I give him another minute to stew in his misery before heading back down. I pass the guest room and leave the door open, ensuring Greg will see every detail when he eventually builds up the courage to check.

His total degradation is so beautifully planned, and I love watching it unfold.

I return to the living room, where Greg still stands awkwardly in the hallway, the helpless cuckold he was meant to be. Mark looks up as I enter, a gleam of amusement in his eyes.

“Got it all set up?” he asks, his voice carrying authority that makes Greg flinch.

“Absolutely,” I reply, settling next to him with a smile.

Greg’s face shows every ounce of his humiliation. I leave the rest to Mark, knowing my husband will beg to watch us by the end of the night.

It’s going to be perfect, and we’ve only just begun.


Chapter 2

The satin brushes my thighs like the softest suggestion as I slide across the bed to face Greg. His expression is earnest, an open invitation to tease. I can't resist. "You'll be doing us both a favor, Greg," I say. "Isn't that what you like best?" He nods, cautious, while his eyes take in more than he realizes. The silk robe. The lace peeking out. The knowing smile on my lips.

"Come, sit." I pat the edge of the bed, making space for him. "We should talk about the weekend."

Greg hesitates, but the pull of habit is stronger than his suspicion. He sits, adjusting his glasses, clearly waiting for the catch.

I give it to him with a slow, deliberate breath. "You know how much I need this, don't you, Greg?" I watch him take in the words, thinking he's about to agree to one thing when it's another entirely. "How much I need you to be obedient?"

His face twitches with surprise, but he doesn't speak. I lean in, allowing the robe to slip a little more. "It's really quite simple," I say, letting each word sink in. "You will serve me. And you will serve Mark."

Greg's lips part. An objection stalled before birth. He looks at me, eyes flitting from my face to the curve of lace at my breast. I could almost laugh at how easy it was to distract him.

"For the entire weekend, you'll be our servant." I give him a moment to absorb it. "Meals. Drinks. Cleaning. And anything else we require."

Greg swallows, visibly. I trace a finger along the collar of my robe, casually emphasizing the exposure. "You always want to help, don't you, Greg? To make me happy?"

"I—" He tries for words, but the sharpness of his own want cuts him off.

"You'll address him as 'sir.' And you'll only speak with permission." I watch the mixture of emotions play across his face, like a canvas of my creation. "You will stay out of the way until we need you."

I pause, leaning back just enough to stretch the robe further open. "You should be grateful for the opportunity."

His eyes drop to the floor, then back to me, then away again. A delicious cycle of submission.

"Are you listening?" I press, not letting him fall too far into his own thoughts.

He blinks, then nods, a puppet with strings tied to desire and shame. "Yes, Vanessa."

"And you accept?" I tilt my head, curious and demanding at once.

Greg hesitates, the weight of each word a chain he's eager to wear. "Yes. I accept."

I don't hide my smile as I continue. "You'll sleep in the guest room. Or perhaps the floor." The suggestion makes his jaw clench. I almost admire his persistence, the thin veneer of resistance he tries to maintain.

"This isn't a negotiation, Greg." I let the sentence hang in the air, cutting and definitive.

He opens his mouth to speak, but the gleam in my eye stops him. He remembers this talk from before. The doubt I've seeded in him so carefully, now growing wild.

"You know why this is happening, don't you?" I press, and when he looks at me, I see the acceptance there. Not happy, but hungry.

"Because—" he starts, but I hold up a hand, cutting him off again.

"Because you're not enough for me." I relish the way he flinches. "And because you need this more than I do."

Greg nods, finally defeated, and I savor the shift in his posture. The way he bends, ever so slightly, toward compliance.

"Say it." I watch him closely, refusing to let him look away.

"I'm... not enough for you." The confession is a soft, desperate whisper.

"And?"

"I need this." It's even softer, as though speaking too loudly might shatter the truth he's clung to for so long.

"Good." I give him a smile full of triumph and promise. "Now, let's make sure you understand everything." I reach for his hand, forcing him to look directly at me.

"I want you to repeat the rules. All of them."

Greg's eyes widen, and I can see the humiliation swell within him, a beautiful wave that he can't help but ride.

"Start with your role," I say, leaving no room for him to hesitate.

He swallows again, a dry gulp of surrender. "I will serve you and Mark."

"And?"

"And I will address him as 'sir.'" His face reddens, an exquisite shade of defeat.

"Go on." I watch as he gathers himself for the final blow.

"I understand I am inferior to Mark. And I accept my role as your servant."

The words fall out of him like precious stones, polished by degradation and desire.

I squeeze his hand, feeling his pulse race beneath my fingers. "I knew you'd come around, Greg."

He glances at me, then away, then back again, caught in the orbit of his own willing humiliation.

"You'll be a good boy, won't you?"

"Yes, Vanessa," he says, voice barely a whisper. "Yes."

#

I slip into my robe and leave it provocatively open as I savor the morning's possibilities. Greg is already up, spreading clothes for Mark and me with shaky hands. I watch him from the doorway, his trembling submission whetting my appetite for more. “Don’t keep me waiting,” I call, enjoying the command in my voice. He looks up, a deer caught in the headlights of his own need.

"We'll begin with the clothes," I say, voice measured and cold, like the words themselves are tiny cages for him to live inside. He looks confused, a little helpless, which only fuels my delight. I love him like this, on the brink of understanding, but not there. Each command I give is a small, deliberate shock.

"Spread out my clothes first," I instruct. "Then Mark's." My tone leaves no room for error, and I watch as the order sinks in, humiliating him with its precision. I let the robe fall open a little more, catching his eye as he kneels. His submission is palpable, and I can see him struggling to breathe beneath the weight of it.

"You are going to be very busy," I say, enjoying the calculated calm of my voice. "If you want to make me happy, you’ll have to work for it." He hesitates, just a moment too long, and I press further. "Kneel, Greg," I say. “Begin with Mark’s things.”

Greg complies, but I can see him fighting with himself, trying to find a place of comfort in a situation designed to deprive him of exactly that. I watch the internal struggle, savoring every moment.

Just then, Mark enters, all swagger and confidence, wearing nothing but boxers. The lines of his muscles are hard and defined, and the bulge in his shorts is impossible to miss. I see Greg take in the sight, the contrast between them a deliberate, devastating truth.

"Good morning," Mark says, grinning like he's already won.

I don’t respond, not directly. Instead, I grab Mark by the back of the head and pull him in for a kiss, making sure Greg sees it all. The feel of Mark's body against mine, the way his chest rises and falls with desire—it’s enough to make me moan. I deepen the kiss, letting my hands run over him while my eyes lock onto Greg's. He's still kneeling, and the look on his face is worth more than gold.

“You like watching, don’t you?” I tease.

Greg nods, his eyes never leaving us.

"Help him," I say, the command sharp and cutting. "Get him dressed." The humiliation in Greg's eyes is exquisite, and I can see how badly he wants to be part of this, how the shame only heightens his own desire. It's a need so raw and open that it would almost be pathetic if it weren’t so perfectly orchestrated by me.

I step back and watch Greg stand, awkward and unsure, next to Mark. The comparison is brutal and undeniable. I articulate it, leaving nothing unspoken. "Mark looks even better than he did in college," I say, my voice dripping with cruel admiration. "Wouldn't you agree, Greg?"

He hesitates, surprised by the question, by all of it. But I can see the eagerness beneath the hesitation, the craving for exactly this. "Yes," he says finally, voice cracking under the weight of its own desire. "Yes, Vanessa."

"Go ahead, then," I say, as though permitting him the greatest gift of all. "Help him."

Greg reaches for Mark's shirt, his hands still unsteady. I watch with a hunger that grows sharper by the second. He buttons it slowly, each clasp an admission of defeat and yearning. He wants exactly this.

"See how it fits him?" I ask, watching Greg's face. "You'd never look that good in it." My words are acid and silk, burning and smooth. I watch him absorb them, his desire only growing more pronounced.

Greg’s hands fall to Mark’s belt, and I let out a small laugh. "You'll have to do better than that," I say. "Try tying his shoes."

Mark stands, legs apart and cocky grin intact, while Greg kneels at his feet. The scene is obscene in its clarity. My eyes never leave Greg, my little servant, while he fumbles with the laces. "Thank him," I order. "Thank Mark for letting you serve."

Greg’s lips part, but no words come out. The stammer is everything I want it to be, a broken anthem of his submission. "Thank you," he finally manages, the humiliation raw and ripe in the air.

I smile, full of triumph and satisfaction, savoring every syllable of his surrender. "Now do it again," I say. "And mean it this time."

"Thank you, sir," Greg says, louder, more desperate, each word a testament to the domination he craves.

I stand back, looking at both of them. One broken and one impossibly hard, each perfect in their role. "Don't forget this moment, Greg," I say, reveling in the control and power over both men. "You’ll be serving him all weekend long."

He nods, the acceptance final, and I feel a thrill so deep it makes me shiver. He looks at Mark, then at me, then back to the ground, the cycle of his own surrender and excitement never-ending. I walk to Mark and kiss him again, knowing Greg is watching, knowing it's exactly what he wants. What they both want.

#

My skin glistens in the midday sun, the heat drawing out my desires. I lie back by the pool in a bikini that barely contains me, reveling in the tension as Greg awkwardly sits in the sun nearby watching us. His struggle is delicious, and the tightness in my body builds with each new humiliation I dream up. "Do you like my bathing suit?” I ask, biting my lip.

Greg shifts his weight, trying to steady himself on the small stool I ordered him to sit on. His unease is clear, and it fuels the thrill I feel watching him. Each shift on the stool heightens my sense of control, more exhilarating than the sun's warmth above.

"You're glistening, Greg," I note, fully aware it isn’t just the heat affecting him. My words are teasing and sultry, adding a playful tension to the moment. The afternoon promises endless possibilities and a delicious sense of authority.

I turn my attention to Mark, who reclines with an air of confidence, like a king surveying his realm. He observes Greg's predicament with a knowing smile, clearly enjoying the scene. My gaze lingers on him, on the way his shorts barely contain his anticipation.

"Don't you wish you looked like this, Greg?" I tease, letting the question hang in the air, more intense than the sun. The charged atmosphere between Greg's self-consciousness and Mark's obvious interest is intoxicating.

A bead of sweat glides down my chest, signaling the moment to intensify things. "Could you get us some iced tea?" I ask Greg, my tone leaving little room for anything but swift compliance. He stands, eager and attentive, quickly moving to fulfill my request.

The task, as simple as it is, serves as a gentle reminder of the delightful dynamic at play. I stretch out, watching him leave, the feeling of command as tangible as the sun's heat on my skin.

Greg returns, slightly flushed, holding the glasses with a careful grip. The ice clinks against the glass, a subtle reminder of the roles we've embraced. I take a sip, feeling the coolness slide down my throat, a perfect counterpoint to the warmth enveloping us all.

Mark takes his glass, watching Greg with an amused expression. I enjoy watching Mark, loving how his superiority shows on his face and body. Greg looks like he might buckle under the pressure of it all, but he doesn’t. He stays eager and ashamed, just as I’ve trained him to be.

I set down my drink and decide to escalate the situation. "Sunscreen," I command. “I don’t want to burn.”

His eyes widen as he registers the command, but he doesn’t hesitate. Not anymore. I’ve trained him well. He kneels beside me, squeezing the lotion into his hands. I lean back, stretching provocatively, making sure he feels every inch of the degradation.

"Get everywhere," I insist, exaggerating the instruction with a smirk. I watch as his hands glide over my skin, each touch a new humiliation, each movement an exercise in submission. I bite my lip, seeing how aroused he is. His breath hitches as he rubs the lotion onto my shoulders, his fingers trembling slightly. I can feel his eyes on my body, taking in every curve and line, his humiliation mixed with a desire he can't hide. I glance over at Mark, who watches the scene with a smug smile, enjoying Greg's debasement as much as I do.

"Don't forget my legs," I purr, shifting slightly to give Greg better access. He swallows hard, his hands moving down to my thighs, his touch tentative and reverent. I can see the bulge in his pants growing, his discomfort and arousal feeding into each other in a vicious cycle.

"Don’t forget Mark," I add, my voice dripping with enjoyment. I see Greg flinch at the command, but he nods, mute and obedient. My heart races as I watch him move to Mark, the intensity of it all like an electric current through my body.

I rise to join them, brushing against Mark in a way that makes the difference between him and Greg impossible to ignore. I see the effect on Greg, his face a portrait of inadequacy and yearning.

"You’re never going to measure up, are you, Greg?" I whisper, making sure he hears every syllable. He looks at me, then Mark, then back to me, caught in the trap I’ve so expertly laid.

The afternoon wears on; the sun climbing higher, and Mark's arousal building with each degrading moment. He lounges, the picture of power and confidence, his enjoyment as clear as Greg's shame. The dynamic fuels me, each second an exquisite play of desire and domination.

"More sunscreen," I demand, knowing exactly what I’m doing. Greg’s face is a beautiful blend of humiliation and acceptance as he applies it to Mark's back. Each stroke of his hand is awkward and full of meaning, and I mock him with gleeful delight.

I escalate the scene, drawing it out, relishing the tension. I know the neighbors might see, might glimpse Greg’s abject debasement. The thought thrills me, each potential witness to his submission adding to my excitement.

"Come on, Greg," I taunt. "Is that the best you can do?" The challenge hangs in the air, and I see him falter, see the conflict written on his face. He is desperate to please, desperate to submit, and I am desperate to see it all.

Greg's hands tremble as he continues to apply sunscreen to Mark's back, his cheeks flushed with a mix of exertion and humiliation. I watch, enthralled, as beads of sweat form on Greg's forehead, his discomfort a tangible thing that I can almost taste. Mark catches my eye, his grin widening as he enjoys the spectacle as much as I do.

"Make sure you get it even," I instruct, my voice laced with mocking sweetness. "We wouldn't want Mark to burn because you were careless."

Greg nods, his eyes downcast, as he meticulously rubs the lotion into Mark's skin. I can see the struggle in his expression, the war between his desire to please and his own degradation.

I press closer to Mark, letting my body tell Greg everything I want him to hear. My whispered comments to Mark are loud enough for Greg to catch, each one designed to twist the knife a little more.

"I can’t believe how pathetic he looks," I say to Mark, loud enough for it to sink into Greg’s skin, his bones, his soul. Mark smirks, a silent acknowledgment of the situation, and his enjoyment stokes my desire even further.

I push for the crescendo, needing the ultimate confirmation of my complete domination. "Tell me, Greg," I say, my voice a wicked melody. "Don’t you wish you looked like this?"

His response is everything I want it to be, a stammered admission of his own inadequacy, a plea wrapped in shame. "Yes, Vanessa," he says, his voice breaking. "I wish I looked like that."

I lean back, taking in the full spectacle. Mark, impossibly hard and self-satisfied. Greg, a picture of servile humiliation. The power thrums through me, a live wire of control and lust.

"Good boy," I say, the words wrapping around him like a leash. I am fully in control, and he knows it. Mark knows it. I know it. I bite my lip, the satisfaction sweet and complete, the sun no match for the heat between us all.

Needing some shade, I decide I’m up for something new. Something devious. Something I’ve been cooking up for some time and couldn’t wait to try out.

Grabbing Mark’s hand, I lead him and beckon Greg to follow as we make our way to the bedroom.

A row of sex toys lies before me like a well-curated art exhibit. I revel in the delicious anticipation of what's to come. Greg stands nearby, uncertain and exposed, his vulnerability stoking my desire. "It's toy time torment," I declare, making sure he knows exactly what's in store for him.

I arrange the toys with the same precision I might use to plan a coup. The symmetry and order please me, each piece an emblem of Greg’s inadequacy, a stark reminder of his position. I glance at him, enjoying the effect it's having. His eyes dart over the display, and I can see his anxiety rise.

"You look surprised, Greg," I say, savoring the calm in my voice. "But you shouldn’t be. This is for you." The anticipation crackles in the air, thick and intoxicating. I let it linger, loving the way it draws Greg in, even as it pushes him to the edge of his own endurance. “You can leave anytime you want, but..” I pause, looking down at his erect cock beneath his shorts, “You don’t want to, do you? You need this, don’t you?”

Greg's eyes flicker with a mix of fear and longing, his cock betraying his genuine desires. He swallows hard, his Adam's apple bobbing with the motion. "Yes, Vanessa," he admits, his voice a low whisper of defeat.

My hands glide over the toys, fingers tracing their shapes with a lover's touch. "We have a lot to get through," I continue, locking eyes with Greg. He swallows hard, and I feel the power rush through me, electric and unrelenting.

"Strip," I command, the single word precise and lethal. It hangs between us, more binding than any contract. I watch him hesitate, then undress, his vulnerability a raw, beautiful thing.

I savor the way he looks, exposed and unsure, each movement charged with humiliation and something more. His reluctance is a thin veil over his desire, and I love tearing it away. "You know your role, Greg," I remind him, my voice cutting through his hesitation like a blade.

He nods, the acceptance clear but never complete. It keeps him on edge, keeps me hungry for more.

I begin the next phase, explaining each toy to Mark with cold, deliberate precision. "This one’s much bigger than Greg," I say, holding a thick dildo in my hand. Mark's smirk grows wider, his arousal impossible to miss.

Greg’s tension mounts with every word, his face a picture of shame and yearning. He stands there, naked and trembling, as I revel in the orchestration of his degradation. His cock bounces with excitement.

"And this," I continue, lifting another toy, "is for when he’s really been a good boy." The innuendo is sharp and cutting, leaving Greg exposed and desperate.

I can see his struggle, his desire to both flee and dive deeper into the humiliation. It thrills me, the push and pull of it all, the intricate dance I lead with merciless precision.

"Mark, would you like to see the difference?" I ask, pulling out a ruler. Greg’s eyes widen as the new level of degradation sinks in. The shock is delicious, and I hold the ruler against Mark's cock, then Greg's, my notes cold and precise.

The numbers mean everything and nothing, a currency of shame that buys me Greg’s submission in the most intimate way.

I watch Greg as I measure him, his face a beautiful canvas of despair and desire. The tension in the room is palpable, each breath drawn out, every moment magnified.

"Mark has you beat," I say, my voice a blend of silk and cruelty. "But you already knew that, didn’t you?"

Wrapping my hand around his cock, I give him a slow and deliberate stroke. “Such a little one."

Greg's breath hitches as I stroke him, a mix of pleasure and humiliation washing over his face. I can feel him throb in my hand, his body betraying his enjoyment despite the cruelty of my words. I look up at Mark, who watches the scene with an amused grin, his own arousal growing more clear.

"Look at how he responds," I say to Mark, my voice clinical and detached. "It's almost sad, really. So eager, so pathetic."

Greg's cheeks flush a deeper shade of red, but he doesn't pull away. Instead, he leans into my touch, his body craving more even as his mind struggles with the degradation. I stroke him again, slower this time, drawing out a soft moan that seems to surprise even him.

Stopping with a jolt, I shake my head in disgust. “Is that pre-cum, Greg?”

I let go of him, watching as he sways slightly, already missing my touch despite the cruelty. "You're pathetic, Greg," I murmur, more to myself than to him. "Look at you, craving even the slightest attention."

Greg flinches, but his desire is undeniable. I can see it, raw and exposed, as he nods. It makes me want to take this even further, to push the boundaries until they snap.

Mark's enjoyment stokes my excitement. He stands tall, smug and self-satisfied, while I detail Greg’s inadequacy. Each word from my lips is a delicious cut, leaving Greg bare and desperate.

I reach for a small, cage-like device, and Greg’s eyes widen. I love the fearful longing, his inability to look away despite his desire to. Securing his cock inside is the ultimate symbol of his powerlessness.

"This will keep you in your place," I say, fastening the device closed with a final, triumphant click. His submission is so complete, so perfect, that it makes me shiver with satisfaction.

I watch him struggle to absorb it all, the cage tight around him, a physical reminder of his position. The scene is everything I wanted, a masterpiece of control and degradation.

Mark's arousal was an aphrodisiac, his cock hard and straining against his shorts. I can’t resist the pull of it, the magnetic draw of absolute power.

I move to Mark, leaving Greg humiliated, a spectator to his own undoing. The kiss is deep and full of promise, a celebration of our dominance and his defeat.

I lose myself in the taste of Mark’s lips, the heat of his body against mine. It fuels me, feeds the fire of my control, a blazing certainty of my role.

I pull away, looking back at Greg. He is the picture of humiliation, caged and vulnerable, exactly where he belongs. He watches us, unable to escape the scene, and it drives me to the peak of my pleasure.

I am drunk on it, intoxicated by the power and the spectacle. "Look at you, Greg," I say, voice rich with triumph. "Right where you should be."

I press closer to Mark, feeling the thrill build to a crescendo. My satisfaction is complete, a sweet and overwhelming flood that leaves me breathless. His cock is hard and strains against the chastity cage. I giggle, seeing his pre-cum drip from his cock bound inside the metal walls.

The room, the world, everything belongs to me at this moment. I see Greg’s acceptance and Mark’s arousal, and it is all I need, all I want. My control is unassailable, and the victory is mine.

#

I glide down the stairs, my robe slipping suggestively off one shoulder. Greg waits in the dining room, apron already on, eyes darting nervously. I breathe in the intoxicating scent of his desperation and feel the promise of the evening stretch before me. It's time for the next round.

I savor the look on Greg’s face, a perfect mix of anxiety and expectation. The apron is emasculating, a stark symbol of his role, and he knows it. Every inch of him knows it. I relish the way he shifts, uncertain and needy.

Mark joins us, full of swagger and confidence. He sits next to me, his presence larger than life, and I can see the effect it has on Greg. The dynamic is everything I want it to be, and more.

We take our places, and I settle in close to Mark, close enough to feel the heat radiating from him. The tension is thick, almost tangible, and I breathe it in like a heady perfume. Greg serves the first course, his hands shaking as he sets the plates before us.

The scent of the meal mingles with the scent of desire, and I feel the pull of it all, drawing me into a web I’ve spun with perfect precision. Greg's anxiety is palpable, written across his face and in every hesitant move he makes.

I catch Mark's eye, and a silent understanding passes between us. He leans back, enjoying the show, his confidence a living thing. It stokes the fire inside me, makes me want more.

Greg’s submission is as delicious as the food he’s prepared. I love the way he looks, hovering near the table, unsure whether to retreat or stay. The push and pull of his conflict is a symphony I’ve orchestrated, and I revel in every note.

I let my hand slide beneath the table, subtly stroking Mark through his pants. His cock is rock hard, and I love the feel, the knowledge that I cause this arousal, the center of this universe.

Mark’s reaction is immediate, a sharp intake of breath, and I feel the effect it has on Greg. He watches us, eyes wide and lips slightly parted, caught in the spectacle of his own degradation.

"Clear the plates," I say, my voice a precise command. Greg jumps to comply, his eagerness a beautiful thing. I let my hand linger on Mark, letting the intention sink in.

Greg’s hands fumble as he gathers the dishes. His apron swings awkwardly, a soft testament to his emasculation. I relish the sight, each movement a reminder of his place, a place I’ve carved out for him with such delicious cruelty.

"Refill our glasses," I direct, my words sharp as daggers. Greg nods, his tension rising like a crescendo. His face shows his struggle to meet my demands.

Mark’s confidence never falters. He watches Greg with a smug grin, enjoying every second of the power shift. His enjoyment is mine, a shared triumph that fuels the fire between us all.

"Greg," I say, letting the name hang in the air. "Mark closed the biggest deal of the year yesterday. Did you know that?"

Greg hesitates, surprised. "No, I—"

"I’m not surprised," I cut him off, my tone cutting and dismissive. "You have accomplished nothing like that, have you?"

His cheeks flush, and I feel a jolt of pleasure at his discomfort. The contrast between them is stark and brutal, and I love every second.

I lean into Mark, the action both intimate and dismissive of Greg. "Congratulations," I purr, letting the word wrap around us like a warm blanket.

Greg’s conflicted expression is a feast, a banquet of emotions that I savor. I see his desire, his shame, his craving for exactly this. Each is a thread in the tapestry I’ve woven, a complex, beautiful web.

"You should congratulate him too, Greg," I say, my words laced with mocking affection. Greg swallows hard, fighting for composure.

"Congratulations, sir," he manages, voice a soft, desperate whisper. His submission is everything I’ve shaped it to be, and the knowledge is intoxicating.

Mark’s arousal is impossible to miss, a hard truth beneath his tailored pants. I make sure Greg knows it, sees it, and wants it all the more because of it.

"Thank you, Greg," Mark replies, the arrogance in his voice as thick as Greg’s humiliation. The balance of power is so perfect, so exact, that it makes me shiver.

I keep my hand on Mark, subtly yet unmistakably letting Greg know his place. "You wish you could close a deal like that, don’t you, Greg?" I ask, a rhetorical barb that finds its mark.

He nods, the motion so small it might break. "Yes, Vanessa," he says, the words drenched in surrender.

I bring the evening to a crescendo with an announcement, the triumph clear in my voice. "I think the real entertainment is just beginning," I say, pushing away from the table.

I see Greg’s reaction, the blend of desperation and acceptance that colors his face. It is a portrait of everything I’ve crafted, and it fills me with an intoxicating rush of power.

"Come on, Mark," I say, taking his hand. "There’s more waiting for us upstairs."

I lead Mark from the dining room, each step a victory lap. I glance back, seeing Greg standing there, apron and all, a living testament to the dynamics I've created.

The satisfaction swells inside me, a tide of certainty and control. I feel it wash over me, drowning me, knowing that I own this moment, this night, this man.

Mark’s hand is warm in mine, and I can feel the heat of his arousal, the shared excitement that pulses between us. We reach the top of the stairs, and I pause, looking back one last time.

Greg is still there, still watching, a figure of submission and need. He is mine, as much as Mark is, and the realization is a sweet and perfect thing.

I pull Mark into the bedroom, knowing Greg can imagine every moment, knowing it is exactly what he wants and dreads and desires.

The door closes, and I let out a soft, satisfied sigh. The evening is far from over, and I am drunk on the promise of it all. Mark and I are everything, and Greg’s willing humiliation is the foundation of our unbreakable kingdom.


Chapter 3

The room is warm, the air thick with desire and rebellion as I unbutton my jacket and let it slide provocatively to the floor. Greg's eyes follow the fabric's descent, his cheeks flushed with humiliation while his hands twitch against the metal cage that binds him. The heat of his confinement excites me, and I heighten the tension with a sharp smile. "I know you want to touch," I taunt, drawing out my strip tease with a slow deliberation that leaves him squirming in his seat. “But I don’t want you to yet, so you’ll be a good boy and wait, won’t you?”

Mark leans back, arms spread casually as he absorbs the scene. "Look at him," he chuckles, casting a glance at Greg. "Already breaking a sweat." Greg shifts, trying to maintain composure, but I see right through him. The flush in his cheeks, the rigid posture, the beads of perspiration—all signs of his helpless arousal.

I slip my fingers under the hem of my blouse, lifting it inch by torturous inch. "You deserve a real man," I say, my eyes never leaving Greg's face as the words hit like a lash. His reaction is deliciously predictable, a shudder that reverberates through his whole body as his fingers stretch against their invisible restraints.

"How does it feel?" Mark asks, his tone dripping with amusement. "Watching while she does this for me?" Greg doesn't answer. He can't, not with his throat tight from the longing that I'm carefully cultivating.

My blouse flutters to the floor, joining my discarded jacket. The sight of me in nothing but a black bra and tight pencil skirt keeps Greg's gaze firmly fixed, a prisoner to his own desires. "Maybe I'll let you watch every time," I muse, turning to give him the full view of my body. His hands twitch again, desperate and restrained.

As I slip my skirt down, my hips sway in a way that I know drives him mad. Mark's presence is an electric charge in the air, a tangible reminder of everything Greg wants but cannot have. "Mark is bigger than me," I say, each word a cruel promise that makes Greg squirm. I watch his throat bob, a futile attempt to swallow his frustration.

"You don't have to say it," Mark laughs, relishing the scene. "We both know he can't handle it." The final descent of my skirt leaves me in just my bra and panties. Greg's face is a study in agony and ecstasy, his every instinct screaming to reach out while the chastity cage mocks his incapacity.

I turn to face Mark, arching my back as I unsnap the bra and let it fall. The exposure is exhilarating, every inch of skin another layer of dominance over the man squirming in his chair. "It's only going to get worse," I tease, pressing my hips against Mark's lap. "You poor thing."

The panties slide down last, leaving me completely naked and utterly in control. Greg's eyes are wild, caught between desperation and rapture. He can't tear them away, no matter how much his own state torments him.

Mark wraps his arms around me as I settle on his lap, but it's Greg I watch, it's Greg I devour with my gaze. "Tell me," I insist, shifting provocatively. “Tell me how much you enjoy watching.”

"He will  not make it," Mark sneers, his hand sliding up my thigh. "Better him than me," I whisper back, reaching to unbutton Mark's shirt. My fingers trace his chest, a deliberate show that reinforces the power shift I've engineered.

Greg is shaking now, an exposed nerve in the charged atmosphere. The sweat trickles down his temple, and I see him test the limits of his will, fighting against the urge to grab himself. Each moment is a sweet symphony of power.

"Does it hurt?" I ask, pretending sympathy as I press against Mark. "You look so tense." Greg opens his mouth to respond, but nothing comes out except a shallow gasp. His struggle is beautiful.

The glistening sweat, the twitching hands, the way he leans forward as if distance alone will allow him to take part—it's a delicious display of surrender. I see the moment the words sink in, the crushing realization of his position, and it's as intoxicating as Mark's touch.

Every piece of clothing on the floor is a testament to my control, every shudder from Greg a victory that I savor with relish. I lock eyes with him, letting the scene imprint itself fully on his helpless, aroused psyche. "This is where you belong," I murmur, arching provocatively as I sink deeper into Mark's lap. Greg's composure unravels with a final, broken tremble, and I bask in the carefully orchestrated chaos, feeling more powerful and more alive with every breathless second.

The bed is a battlefield, and I'm winning. Mark thrusts hard into me, his powerful hands gripping my waist as I ride him with reckless abandon. I force my eyes to Greg, savoring every spasm of his confined arousal. "This is how a real man fucks," I moan, arching my back to give him the full view. The desperation in Greg's eyes is as delicious as the release I feel building with each powerful thrust.

Greg sits as though bound, his frame taut with the unbearable tension of wanting and not having. Each thrust is a taunt, a reminder of his cock inside its cage denies him. The veins stand out on his neck, pulsing with the same frustration that beats through his entire body. I know it's agony, and it only makes my pleasure sharper.

“Now wait your turn, Greg. You can leave, but you won’t get what you really want if you do. You love this, don’t you?”

Greg nods.

“Beg for more, baby. Tell me how much you love this.”

Greg nods again. “I love this.”

The heat between Mark and me is electric, a contrast to the cold steel against Greg's cock. I can almost taste Greg's need as I throw my head back, letting my cries of ecstasy pierce through the room. I wonder if he knows how much harder Mark is than he'll ever be. "So good," I shout, watching him crumble. "Better than I ever imagined!"

Mark's voice is rough and mocking. "Say goodbye to your husband," he growls, thrusting even harder as if to hammer in the point. I let his words wash over me, adding fuel to my fire. Every degrading syllable pushes Greg further down, raises me higher up.

I lean back, hands on Mark's knees, opening myself completely to both men. "Oh, God, yes!" I scream, the words as much for Greg's ears as for my pleasure. He flinches, and I see him fight the urge to reach for me, to reach for himself. He's stuck there, unable to touch either. It's perfect.

"Feels good, doesn't it?" Mark sneers, lifting me effortlessly and letting me drop again and again. Greg's eyes follow my every movement, every shift of my hips, locked onto the scene he wishes he could join. I revel in it, in the way each moment grinds his spirit into the ground.

Greg's knuckles are white as he grips the chair, a desperate attempt to hold on to some piece of himself while I strip him of everything. His lips move soundlessly, a silent mantra of disbelief. He can't understand how it got to this point, but I know. I planned it.

Each thrust sends a jolt through me, tightening every nerve with raw sensation. I stare at Greg, unblinking, making sure he knows exactly how much I'm getting, exactly how much he's losing. His face flushes, and his breathing is rapid. He's about to break.

"Bet you've never made her moan like this," Mark laughs, a savage joy in his voice. I match it with my own. "Keep going," I urge him, clinging tighter. "Show him how much better you are." Greg's spirit cracks under the weight of our words, of my body moving so eagerly against Mark's.

I shift my hips to let Mark in deeper, each motion a declaration of how little Greg matters. "I'm not stopping," I taunt. "Not until you're completely forgotten." Greg looks on the verge of collapse, his body trembling from the strain of unspent desire.

Mark grips my ass, thrusting with a brutal rhythm that leaves no room for doubt about his dominance. "You don't even need to be here," he says with a derisive snort, aimed at Greg's emasculated position. My laugh is breathless and triumphant. "Oh, yes. Just like that. Keep going."

With every second, every motion, I drag Greg deeper into despair and drag myself closer to release. His restraint only makes me push harder, makes me moan louder. "Mark," I cry out, knowing the name is a knife in Greg's heart. "Oh, Mark, yes!"

The climax hits, an explosion of power and pleasure as I scream Mark's name again and again. My body tightens, contracts, and I hear Greg's final, broken gasp as he watches us—watching me—in rapt, helpless agony. He's shattered, and I'm whole. I'm everything he can't be, and more.

Collapsing to the bed, I work to catch my breath, savoring the feel of Mark’s cum dripping from my aching pussy.

Mark lounges next to me, savoring the conquest. I stretch languidly, a silent summons to the man still reeling in the chair. "Get over here," I command, my legs spreading to mark his defeat. Greg hesitates, a mass of trembling confusion, and I point to where Mark has claimed me, enjoying the sharp slice of my next words: "Clean me up."

The room is heavy with the scent of sweat and sex, a testament to everything Greg couldn't have. He rises slowly, like he's pushing against a crushing weight, his every movement betraying the strain of his desire. The sweat on his forehead glistens in the dim light, a mark of how far he's fallen, of how much farther I will push him.

I watch with keen interest as he takes those few agonizing steps towards the bed, his eyes locked onto the mess he's expected to address. "It will not clean itself," I say, my voice smooth and unforgiving. Mark chuckles beside me, an inaudible sound that twists the knife.

Greg drops to his knees, his whole body a quivering testament to my control. The locked chastity cage bulges, a symbol of his unfulfilled desperation. I see him hesitate, torn between the need to satisfy me and the shame of the act. "Go on," I taunt, leaning back with a satisfied smile. "Show me how badly you want it."

His head bows, and I know I've won. His lips touch where Mark has marked me, and the tremor that runs through his frame is nothing short of exquisite. "That's it," I whisper, stroking his hair with a mocking tenderness. "Make yourself useful for once."

The frustration must be unbearable, the cage keeping him on the brink of madness. He fights to focus on me, on the task, but his hands betray him, moving as if to grant relief that won't come. I could let him suffer longer. I could let him simmer in his own need. But I have other plans.

With a deliberate slowness, I reach down and open the chastity device. His eyes fly open in shock, in gratitude, in something primal and raw that has no name. The release is immediate and violent, an eruption that coats me in hot spurts of his long-denied desire.

He's still gasping when I pull him closer, his cum dripping from my skin, his body shuddering with each aftershock. I toy with him, reveling in the way he crumbles at my touch, at my words. "You think this changes anything?" I ask, my voice a purr of satisfaction.

Mark props himself on one elbow, watching with a smirk that speaks volumes. Greg is shaking, both from the release and from the realization of where he stands. "He's a quick learner," Mark says, laughing.

"This is who you are now," I whisper, pulling Greg even closer. His humiliation is palpable, a living thing that breathes and pulses in the room with us. And yet he doesn't pull away. He can't.

With each ragged breath, I see the truth sinking in, the full weight of the new dynamic pressing down on him. He knows. I know. There's no going back.

The scene ends with a charged silence, broken only by Greg's unsteady breathing. He's kneeling between my legs, stripped of every defense, marked by Mark's smug triumph and my unyielding control. "Good boy," I finally say, letting the words linger. He's everything I've molded him to be, and the satisfaction is intoxicating.


Chapter 4

Greg's expression is almost endearing, with his brow furrowed as if he doesn't yet grasp the inevitability of what I'm about to propose. I revel in his confusion, maintaining an air of careful control as I push a printed list across the table. "New rules," I say with the calm authority of someone discussing the weather. Each word hangs in the air, ripe with the implications that I'm already savoring. I know that deep down he sees it coming, but there's a thrill in watching him catch up to my intentions, his eyes widening as he absorbs every bullet point.

"I don't know if I can—" he begins, his voice barely a whisper. I lean in, brushing my fingers lightly across his forearm, silencing his objections before they can fully form. "You can," I assure him, my words both promise and command. This time, Greg won't need any convincing.

"It's a lot to take in," Greg finally says, his voice quivering under the weight of the expectations I've laid out. He looks at me as if hoping I'll offer some reprieve, but we both know that will not happen.

"I want to make sure we're clear," I say, watching his face as he takes in the first point. "Permission to masturbate," I read aloud for him, savoring the way his cheeks redden with every syllable. His response is a mumbled promise to try, barely audible but deliciously sincere.

"You will," I say, not a hint of doubt in my tone. It's both declaration and decree, and I can see the mixture of excitement and trepidation play across his features as he realizes there's no turning back. I take a moment to enjoy the sight of him squirming in his chair, knowing that even this struggle is for me.

His eyes linger on the words "chastity device" longer than I expect. I watch, fascinated, as his fingers tremble slightly over the text. The blush on his face spreads, deepening as he stammers, "A-all the time?"

The hesitation in his voice is music to me. I smile, letting my gaze rest on him with a calculated intensity. "Yes, Greg. All the time," I say, my tone leaving no room for ambiguity. "I'll keep the key," I add, savoring the way his body seems to shrink under the full realization of what I'm imposing.

The rules feel almost redundant; we both know I'll have my way. Still, there's power in seeing it spelled out, in watching him process the new reality of his life under my thumb. He nods, more to himself than to me, as if trying to muster the courage to embrace what he knows he can't resist.

His hand quivers as it moves to the next rule, eyes widening as he reads about Mark. I sense the shift in him, the conflict between submission and jealousy. "Texting me about Mark," I say, spelling it out to ensure there's no misunderstanding. "Every time you see him at work. No exceptions."

"But what if he—"

"You'll find a way," I cut him off, leaning back with a casual elegance that only underscores my dominance. His attempts to resist are half-hearted, an unconvincing act that we both see through. This dance is as familiar as it is thrilling, and I know exactly how it will end.

The next rule catches his breath as he reads it: complimenting Mark in professional settings. I watch with satisfaction as his shoulders slump, his body language betraying the surrender that his words are too timid to express. He looks up at me, seeking any hint of leniency.

"And this?" he asks, his voice small. The vulnerability in his tone is intoxicating. I know he wants me to soften, but the steel in my eyes tells him it's not a possibility.

"This one especially," I say, my words cutting through his last defenses. I allow myself a moment to admire my polished nails, letting the silence build as I revel in the discomfort I'm creating. His reluctance only sweetens the inevitable compliance.

"Sign it," I command softly, running my fingers along his arm, feeling the tremor in his body as he holds the pen. There's a moment of hesitation, but my unyielding confidence gives him no room for doubt. I watch as he lowers his eyes, accepting his fate with a trembling sigh.

The scratch of the pen is a symphony of submission, a soundtrack to the victory I've orchestrated. He signs his name with a flourish of desperation, sealing our new dynamic with a single stroke. I capture the moment with my phone, the click of the camera echoing like the closing of a door.

"Daily reminders," I tell him, as if we're merely discussing a grocery list. He nods, defeated but obedient, exactly where I want him. My words linger, heavy with the promise of his new life.

I stand over him, towering in my elegant heels, my presence as commanding as ever. Greg slumps, a picture of resigned acceptance. I let the silence speak for me, savoring the taste of victory. This is just the beginning, and I know he's finally aware of it.

#

Greg's stunned silence is almost amusing when he walks through the door, clearly not expecting the dinner scene I've meticulously arranged. Mark's presence looms large in the room, but I pretend not to notice the awkwardness that hangs like a storm cloud. "Perfect timing," I say breezily, placing a napkin at Greg's conspicuously smaller place setting. Mark's laughter cuts through the tension, and I join in, watching Greg's composure unravel in slow motion. His lips press into a thin line as he takes in every detail—the extra chair, the apron draped over his seat, the playful smile I give him that confirms this is no mistake. It's a perfect reenactment of our weekend, complete with Greg's struggle to maintain dignity.

He stands there, speechless, his mind racing to catch up. I know he's considering a hundred different responses, but each one crumbles under the weight of the new rules he's already bound to follow. The silence is delicious.

"Put this on, won't you?" I say, offering the apron with a grin that makes it clear he doesn't have a choice. "Dinner won't serve itself." My words are light, but the authority behind them is unmistakable.

Greg hesitates for a fraction of a second, eyes darting between me and Mark, as if unsure which humiliation is more immediate. Mark's smile only widens, adding to Greg's discomfort. With resigned obedience, he slips the apron over his head, his cheeks a shade of red that mirrors the one he wore all weekend.

"That's better," I say, my approval as condescending as it is clear. Greg disappears into the kitchen, and I settle into my seat, leaning in to whisper something to Mark that makes him chuckle.

Our conversation is already flowing when Greg returns with the first course. I compliment Mark on his latest work achievement, knowing full well how Greg's list of rules demands he respond. Greg looks trapped, caught between acknowledging the compliment and maintaining his composure.

"Dinner smells amazing," Mark says, ignoring the tension as he glances at Greg with a smug grin. I catch Greg’s eye and nod toward his place at the table. The silent instruction is clear: keep serving.

"We were just talking about you," I say, watching Greg closely as he pours the drinks. The mention of his name and our prior conversation has him visibly tense, each muscle tight with anticipation.

He places a cup in front of Mark, his hands betraying a slight shake, and I know exactly where his mind is. But before I can relish it fully, the drink slips, splashing across the table. Greg freezes, horrified.

I can't help but laugh. "Looks like someone needs more practice," I say, the amusement in my voice sharp. Greg scrambles to clean up, his awkward apology hanging in the air. I exchange a knowing glance with Mark, who watches the scene unfold with relish.

"Why don't you clean it up on your hands and knees," I suggest, my tone sweetly mocking. Greg's face is a masterpiece of humiliation as he complies, dropping to the floor with the drink still dripping off the table.

I continue talking to Mark as Greg mops up the mess; the conversation flowing over him like he's part of the furniture. "It's been an enlightening week for Greg," I say, as if he's not there. "But we both know he can do better."

Mark nods, playing along with the dynamic I'm weaving. "Sounds like he needs more training," he says, and I hear the way Greg's breath catches, the indignity of his position finally sinking in.

Greg returns to serving dinner, his demeanor subdued, his movements a careful choreography of defeat. The apron hangs from his neck like a collar, a constant reminder of his place in our new hierarchy.

"We should make this a regular thing," Mark says, winking at me as he bites into his food. I nod, already planning how far I can push Greg before he breaks.

The meal is a drawn-out symphony of power and submission, each course bringing fresh revelations about Greg's role in our lives. "This is your life now," I remind him, letting the words land with the weight of inevitability. Greg nods, barely able to maintain eye contact.

The evening stretches on, the tension thickening with each minute. Greg's silence becomes more profound. Each swallowed protest a testament to how fully I've redefined him.

Eventually, I stand and motion for Mark to follow. "Let's continue this in the bedroom," I say, my invitation to Greg unspoken but clear. He hesitates at the foot of the table, the magnitude of my request settling over him like a shroud.

"Come along, Greg," I call back, watching as he resigns himself to the spectacle. He follows, a few steps behind, like a man marching to his own humiliation.

In the bedroom, I gesture for him to undress. His fingers fumble at the apron strings, the vulnerability of his position clear in every awkward movement. Mark's presence is a looming reminder of how much Greg has conceded, and I enjoy the tableau we've created: Mark's confidence, my control, and Greg's absolute surrender.

"On your knees," I instruct, savoring the quiet authority of my voice. Greg kneels, his eyes downcast, the perfect picture of a man who knows his place. I stroke his hair with an almost tender touch, cementing the dynamic I've so carefully constructed.

"This is your life now," I tell him once more, my words carrying the finality of a sentence passed. "Our cuckold." Greg doesn't flinch. He doesn't need to. The truth of it has already seeped into every part of him, as undeniable as my dominance.

I watch him as Mark and I take our places on the bed, his forlorn figure at the foot serving as a monument to our weekend, our dinner, and our future. This time, I don't need to look back to know he's finally accepted it.
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