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Posted: 10/24/2024, 3:45:30 AM

Hello, 

This is one of my first stories. I’ve been writing various concepts for a while now, but have never published anything because I was often not satisfied with the result or the stories never came to an end. It’s always a shame when I read great concepts on platforms like Storiesonline that unfortunately don’t get finished because the author disappears. That’s why I’ve decided to always finish the stories before I publish them.

For this story, I drew a lot of inspiration from the author Karinekay, whose work I greatly appreciate, but who has unfortunately not been active for decades. Her stories motivated me to revisit her “unfinished” universe and create my own version of it.

Attention, this story is heavily fetishized and definitely not “standard” sex. If the above topics are not for you, you should stop reading here - you wouldn’t be doing yourself any favors. Especially since the story is over 200 pages long.

But for those who like stories like this, I hope you get your money’s worth!

I am always happy to receive constructive criticism. In addition to this story, I’ve written three others that are all connected but also work independently. One of these stories is almost finished, but before I continue, I would like to hear some opinions on it.

The other stories are about

a single mother on Maple Street who discovers her lesbian streak through the club;

from a new couple who have just moved into Maple Street;

as well as a university that is closely linked to the club and a journalist who is trying to clear up the machinations.

But more on this when the time comes!

This story took me almost six months to write, so it will be a while before there are any updates. I hope you enjoy reading it!

Info:

This story was conceived and written by me. I have no commercial intentions with it, you are welcome to distribute it non-commercially. The original version was written in German, and all other language versions are machine translated.

All the characters in this story are of legal age. The story is purely fictional, and any similarities with places, real people, living or deceased, are purely coincidental.
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Act 1

Posted: 10/24/2024, 3:45:30 AM

There is a world out there that you haven’t the faintest idea about, a world so corrupt and secret that you can’t imagine it in your wildest dreams. And yet they exist and they control more of this world than you realize.

There are swingers clubs all over the world. Some you may have heard of, others are so private that you have to be “sponsored” by a group member. Some of these clubs are extremely private in terms of the activities that take place behind their closed doors. I have visited a few of these private clubs myself. I can’t tell you their locations or reveal their names.

The clubs you’ve seen on the internet are typical couples’ clubs that average swinger couples go to. But they are the private clubs that no one has heard of. They don’t advertise, and their meetings take place in very private places. Sometimes they are private homes or maybe a facility that they own where meetings are held either weekly or monthly depending on the members.

Try to imagine the most erotic or weirdest sexual topic you can think of.

Even then, it will be beyond your imagination.

Clubs where partners swap have been around for ages.

However, I am talking about a club that caters to interracial swingers. This club is unique in its own way and there is a hidden world behind it that could affect you without you even knowing it.

I’ll tell you about this club and its stories.

There are over a hundred members worldwide. It was founded about ten years ago by a group of African men and their political supporters. It started out as a typical swingers club and eventually turned into what it is today.

The founding members transformed the club and made the rules. Currently, sixty carefully selected African men control the club. Over two hundred white couples are members.

To become a member of this special club, couples are selected by acquaintances or even friends they know, perhaps members of other clubs who enjoy the special offers of this club, the chosen couples usually know nothing of their good fortune at first.

Because these clubs are different. They manipulate innocent white couples to become slaves for the crude world of the club members.

The club members use subtle methods to win over the new “guests”.

The club’s methodology is perfidious and perfected, always following the same pattern.

The manipulation of the wife, or partner, begins outside the club through the targeted and sophisticated methods of friends and acquaintances who are already members of the club. However, these women have no idea of the real intentions of these trusted people.

The manipulation of the woman by the club takes place through a series of psychological and physical measures aimed at increasing her dependence and submissiveness.

The process usually starts with seemingly harmless suggestions from friends. “You should get yourself something nice to wear, something that emphasizes your beauty,” one of these friends may suggest. The partner unconsciously follows these recommendations at some point and begins to make her clothing style and appearance more seductive.

Invitations to social events and parties quickly follow, organized by these so-called friends. The initial events seem luxurious and exciting, and the partner feels honored to be part of this new, glamorous society. In friendly conversations, she is subtly encouraged to question norms and morals.

These friends and acquaintances play their roles perfectly. They have been perfectly conditioned by the club.

Through this skillful, often subtle social manipulation and the gradual introduction to the exciting world of the club, the partner is slowly but surely drawn into this spell. The transformation from unsuspecting housewife to active participant in the club is gradual but purposeful. Eventually, she is ready to fully accept the new norms and values of the club and takes her place within the club’s exclusive community.

Manipulating the partner is only the first step in a carefully orchestrated plan aimed at drawing the husband into the dark world of the club.

The husband is taken out of the game with various special psychological manipulations carried out by the club members and later by their depraved wives.

The introduction usually begins with the partner’s gradual transformation, which is initiated by her new friends and acquaintances. She keeps her husband informed about her new encounters and the initially seemingly harmless parties. At first, the husband may be skeptical or indifferent, but notices the changes in his wife - her new wardrobe, her increased desire for social activities and her more open attitude towards new experiences.

The friends and acquaintances who are members of the club know exactly how to draw the husband into their network. They start inviting him to the parties too and start by talking about general topics to build trust. Small, well-placed compliments about his partner and her new charisma follow.

These words act as a balm to the husband’s ego and make him feel prouder and more connected to his wife.

While this superficiality is not yet alarming, the focus soon shifts to exploiting the husband’s vulnerability. It is deliberately emphasized how much his wife enjoys going beyond her old limits and gaining new experiences.

The husband is subtly spun into the illusion that in order to make his wife happy and support her blossoming new side, he must also become part of these new activities.

Gradually, the efforts are intensified. The husbands are involved in seemingly harmless but strategically planned conversations and events in which they are encouraged to let go of their own inhibitions.

These processes are masterfully designed to allay the husband’s concerns and make him feel that joining in would not only be harmless, but even helpful to his relationship.

In the following phase, “accidental” situations are staged in which the husband and his wife are seemingly spontaneously invited by club members to joint activities that gradually gain in intensity. Perhaps it begins with an innocuous dinner, followed by fixed ones that take place in luxurious but mysteriously shrouded private homes. In the process, a simmering sense of curiosity and allure is created, drawing both the husband and his wife deeper and deeper into the world of the club.

The final steps of manipulation involve psychologically sophisticated maneuvers to place the husband in controlled situations where he could have made alternative choices, but is persuaded by social dynamics and subliminal peer pressure to conform to club practices.

Without realizing it, the husband has begun to accept this new reality for himself, far beyond the point where he could have stepped back.

Through a skillful and psychologically sophisticated combination of flattery, social pressure and the deliberate transformation of his partner, the husband eventually submits to the dark practices of the club. The careful manipulation of both partners ensures that they are ultimately sucked both emotionally and physically into the unavoidable rules and rituals of the exclusive, secret world of the club.

However, the white couple are only allowed to join the club when they are completely compliant and the club members use their tricks to determine this.

Parties are held regularly in the club.

While attending a club party, the husband must be completely compliant. He must not object to any kind of treatment that his wife may be subjected to during the evening. She could be dominated by one of the black members. Even by a group of black men. They could treat her roughly, beat her, spank her white ass. They might even pull her hair while she sucks a cock or two.

This creates an atmosphere of loss of control and helplessness for the woman as she realizes that her husband cannot protect her. This enforced passivity on the part of the husband undermines her trust and reinforces the feeling of powerlessness that will soon envelop her completely.

The physical acts of domination to which the women are subjected form the heart of the manipulation.

Sometimes the woman is taken to a private room or a stage where she is subjected to the greatest humiliation in front of her docile husband. There might be as many black men as possible abusing her pussy, ass and mouth. By the end of the night, she can no longer stand or walk after servicing so many well-endowed black men.

She might have bruises or bite marks on her breasts. Her once tight pussy will be wide open from the use of those huge cocks. She will never be the same again. The once shy, innocent housewife will become a whore who loves black cock. She will look forward to these parties in anticipation of what she will endure during the evening.

And their partners; the sight of their wives, the inability to help them, leaves deep scars on the husbands and increases the emotional gap between them and their wives.

The partner will be trained to be a cuckold who is no longer allowed to fuck his own wife. He will be subjected to humiliating tactics, including chastity and verbal humiliation. He will quickly know his place in the club and what to expect as a loyal, obedient member.

The cuckold could be forced to sit and watch as his beloved wife is subjected to whatever her black masters have in mind that evening. He could be tied up or tied to a chair. He might even be asked to attend and help prepare his wife.

He might be asked to do the cleaning or even clean a cock or two with his tongue and will soon learn to obey every command of every black master in the club. He could be kept on a leash with his wife and led around the club to offer their services to their black masters.

Well, anyway, are you ready to embark on the journey to the white couples’ victim club?

Are you prepared to accompany every new couple that enters this extremely private club with me, whether willingly or not?

If so, you will accompany each new couple from day one, you will witness the innocent wife or partner become a slut who desires black cock while her husband/partner ... well, read for yourself.

Let’s step through the big curtain that lies ahead and find out what awaits our new members.

The story of the new members of the club is waiting for you... 
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Becky sat on the edge of the bed and waited while Larry unclasped her bra and his lips kissed her neck, sending shivers down her spine. Becky turned her head to kiss Larry on the mouth, sliding her tongue deep into his mouth as she pulled down his underwear and exposed his huge cock.

Becky interrupted the kiss and whispered in Larry’s ear: “Hurry up and lie down on the bed so I can finally suck your cock.”

Larry leaned down, took one of Becky’s large, full breasts in his hand and began gently licking the pink nipple until it was hard as a rock, then he kissed it again and said, “It’s been two weeks since I’ve been in that white pussy. I want to fuck you right now.”

Larry got out of his underwear and knelt on the bed. He laid his head on the pillow and watched Becky swing herself onto his legs, grab his thick black cock and guide it to the entrance of her vagina.

She brought the big black head to her wet crack and pushed her bright red labia apart with it. She had been having sex with Larry for over a year, but when he was away for more than a week, her excitement always built up like the first time.

Especially since she hadn’t had sex with her husband for months, it increased her desire for a real cock all the more.

Becky lowered her weight onto Larry’s cock until the large glans slid easily into her opening and disappeared there.

Larry’s cock slid slowly into her as Becky’s wet walls closed around him, welcoming him in. The contrast between Larry’s dark skin and Becky’s rosy red cleft of pleasure was obvious as she took in more of him, inch by inch. Every millimeter he slid deeper into her stretched her walls further, creating an intense feeling of fullness that almost made her hold her breath.

Larry groaned as he felt her pussy clench around his thick black cock as she began to move rhythmically on top of him.

Larrys closed his eyes as he felt her muscles tighten around his thick shaft, and he remembered the first time he had fucked Becky, and how tight and tight her pussy closed around his shaft then.

Becky felt like a virgin to Larry for the first few weeks, but her body adjusted to his size after a few months. She was still tight for his size, but the pain was gone and she only felt pleasure when Larry was fully embedded inside her.

He lifted his buttocks off the bed to push more of his cock into her cleft, which was screaming with pleasure, while she leaned forward to dangle her large, full breasts in front of his face.

Larry grabbed Becky’s beautiful, round white ass and squeezed her cheeks in his hands, lifted his head and took one of her breasts in his mouth, sucking gently and nibbling on her nipple.

That brought that shiver down Becky’s spine again, and she closed her eyes and moaned as He now controlled the movements of her pussy on his big black cock.

Larry switched to the other breast and gently sucked the nipple into his mouth. She now leaned down until Larry positioned his head to kiss her and she sent her tongue deep into his mouth.

Becky tensed her vagina muscles and tightened her grip on his shaft, making him moan into her mouth as he slapped her ass and moaned deeply, “Baby. You really are a pro with that little white pussy. I’d marry you in a heartbeat if you weren’t already married.”

Becky continued to move her pussy on his cock and replied, “Don’t worry about my husband now, just fuck me.”

Becky’s dark pink labia opened wet and ready with each thrust as they guided Larry’s majestic black cock in orbits. The softness and brightness of her pussy enhanced the imposing appearance of his thick, dark member. The soft, pearly surroundings of her pussy only accentuated the rough veins and velvety darkness of his cock.

As Larry penetrated Becky again and again, the image of their joined bodies gave off an almost hypnotic fascination. Larry’s shiny black cock kept disappearing into Becky’s pale pink flesh, each movement emphasizing the dramatic difference in their skin tones. The dark, bold veins along his shaft stood out against her pale, streak-free skin as Becky’s soft, wet warmth enveloped him.

Every time Larry’s hips thrust against Becky’s, Becky cried out, the contrast of skin colors accentuating the fusion of their lust.

Becky moved faster on top of Larry, causing her breasts to bounce around in front of his face as he tried to take one of them in his mouth, but she escaped him every time with her animalistic movement. Larry now held one of Becky’s tits and began biting one of her large breasts until he bit too hard and she cried out, “Ahhhh! Honey, be more careful where you bite me. I don’t want the kids to see that their mom has bite marks on her breasts.”

Larry looked into her green eyes as she continued to ride his cock and said, “If they only knew what a whore their mother is to a black cock. Why don’t you show them who you’re fucking and stop taking your pill?”

Becky shouted energetically, “Larry, stop it! You know we don’t want any more children now.” She moaned as Larry arched his hips upward and rotated his buttocks, hitting places no one had touched in over two weeks.

Larry smiled at Becky and replied, “Maybe your husband and you don’t want any more children, but old Larry would love to have a little boy someday. Imagine if your two redheaded kids had a little brother with frizzy black hair to play with.”

Becky pushed down on his cock again and replied: “Stop fooling around, Larry, and fuck me hard.” She moaned uncontrollably as she reached the end of his cock. Beads of sweat ran down her reddened face and her red hair stuck to her forehead.

Larry held Becky’s ass as tight as he could and turned her until he was now on top of her and began pounding his cock into her velvety depths from above while he said, “I wasn’t kidding about the little boy.”

Larry moved his arms to support Becky’s legs as he began hammering her opening with fast, steady thrusts. Becky’s hands clawed into his arms, holding her legs up, her feet level with her head as he fucked her with all his strength, taking her breath away with each downward thrust.

Becky’s orgasm built slowly, starting with a tingling sensation that emanated from deep in her lower belly. Each thrust of Larry’s thick, black cock brought her closer to the edge of ecstasy. Her breathing became faster and shallower, her chest rose and fell in an irregular rhythm, her scalp tingled and her toes curled.

Her muscles began to tremble and she could feel the rising wave of pleasure in her body, growing in intensity. Her pulsing well tightened rhythmically around Larry’s shaft, as if to hold him tight, while the unstoppable desire inside her grew. Her hands now gripped the sheets tightly as her nipples became hard and sensitive like little pearls.

Becky gasped for air as she began to cum, her legs shaking and her ass quivering, and she screamed loudly, “Oh, ... fuck me. Larry, ... fuck me...”.

Becky’s orgasm was intense and she screamed it out as her baby blue painted nails dug into his skin again, meanwhile he continued to ram his cock into her pussy from above.

Her pleasure cave contracted violently around Larry’s thick shaft as the first waves of orgasm rippled through her. She threw her head back, her red mane now finally falling into her face, and she screamed from the bottom of her heart, a raw, unadulterated sound of pleasure that was a testament to deep, inimitable feeling.

Her legs began to shake and tremble, her muscles contracting uncontrollably as she experienced the violent convulsions of orgasm. Her whole body was seized with involuntary convulsions as her dripping wet cleft continued to tighten and pulsate around Larry’s shaft, as if she were trying to milk every drop of his hot semen out of him.

Larry’s thrusts got faster and he gasped for air as his cock got even bigger and he also screamed out, “Shit. It’s coming ... I’m going to squirt it in you ... Shit ... Baby...”.

With every thrust Larry sent into her, a new wave of pleasure exploded inside her, her vagina became even tighter and contracted even more powerfully. The world around Becky blurred and it seemed as if nothing else mattered but the overwhelming feeling of ecstasy that was coursing through her body.

Her cries became soft whimpers as the intensity of the orgasm did not subside, but continued to run through her in constant waves, stimulating every nerve in her body to the point of overstimulation.

The first wave of hot semen exploded in Becky’s greedy cunt while Larry pushed his thick cock as deep as he could into her crack and shot several more loads deep into her womb.

Becky felt the hot semen hit her womb and, completely out of breath, whispered to Larry, “God, it feels so hot inside me.”

Larry’s cock stopped twitching as the last trace of his seed flowed into her slit. He tried to catch his breath and said, “God, that was quick!”

He let go of Becky’s legs, reached for a towel on the bedside table, wiped his forehead and rolled onto the bed next to her.

Becky now held her legs, which were still bent back so that her knees pressed against her breasts, and looked to the end of the bed and said, “Honey, now it’s your turn to have fun!”.

Becky’s husband Tom, who had been watching everything, got up from his chair in the corner of the bedroom and went to the bed. A slight metallic tinkling sound emanated from Tom’s crotch.

His testicles dangled plumply between his crotch while nothing of his member was visible as he was locked in a flat chastity cage that Larry and Becky had put on him months ago. Only his testicles were clearly visible, while his penis shaft and head were completely hidden under the steel plate that sat proudly above his testicles.

The testicles, hanging alone outside the cage, were clearly visible. They were bulging and clearly reddened, a sign of the constant, unfulfilled arousal Tom was experiencing. Every step he took caused his testicles to sway gently back and forth, creating a slight tugging sensation in his lower abdomen. The skin around his testicles was taut and slightly shiny with tension, while the veins underneath pulsed visibly.

As Tom walked on, the penis cage remained firmly in place, each of his steps intensified by the pulling weight on his testicles. The area around the penis cage was free of hair, giving the whole arrangement an even clearer, more disciplined look.

When he reached the bed, he got down on his knees and bent over, now gently holding Becky’s legs as if to detach them.

Tom took his wife’s legs to support her and put his head between her legs to lick his wife’s wide open gate.

As Tom slowly leaned down to the bed, Becky’s vagina was revealed in all its seductive splendor. Her legs were slightly spread and raised, gently opening her outer red glistening labia to reveal an inviting view of the soft and moist splendor of her intimacy.

Her labia minora, bright pink and swollen with arousal, framed the sight before Tom. They were soft and supple, with a fine texture that reflected their natural sheen in the dim light of the room. Her labia minora, a deeper, soft shade of pink, shimmered slightly from the moisture that had accumulated in her growing arousal.

Becky’s clitoris was proudly enthroned above the center of her open labia, clearly swollen and sensitive to every movement. It protruded from her protective foreskin and was sensitive and ready for any touch. The skin around it was smooth and shiny, pulsating slightly to the rhythm of Becky’s excited breathing.

Becky’s open paradise was moist and inviting, the edges glistening with natural moisture. The delicate skin there was rosy and looked both soft and taut, a clear sign of her arousal. Slight wrinkles and the velvety texture of her inner walls were visible as Tom drew closer and closer. It was a picture of undeniable femininity and lustful anticipation.

The subtle scent of Becky and Larry’s juice filled the air and intensified Tom’s lust as he finally arrived at his destination.

As Tom leaned further down to Becky’s open thighs, he could see the thick white stream of semen that had been left in her wet pussy. Larry’s cum slowly began to leak out as Becky’s muscles relaxed slightly and gave way.

The first drops of the viscous semen slowly seeped out of her open slit. The contrast between the white semen and Becky’s shiny pink skin was striking. The semen was thick and viscous, making itself felt as a slow-flowing stream against her sensitive skin. The thick droplet formed a glistening trail as it traced its path from the depths of her vagina outwards.

Becky let go of her thighs and played with Tom’s hair as she looked down at her husband lying between her wide open thighs and licking Larry’s seed out of her. She said: “Just like that baby. You heard what Larry said about getting pregnant. Make sure you get all his seed out of me tonight.”. The sheen of the steel metal cage on Tom’s penis gleamed between his bent legs, his testicles, clearly visible, now a deep blue.

Larry wiped his face with the towel again and leaned over to kiss Becky on the lips, patting her belly and saying, “I still think we’d make a beautiful baby together.”

Becky looked over at Larry and said, “Just be satisfied that you can fuck that married pussy whenever you want and stop fantasizing about getting me pregnant.”

Becky continued to play with Tom’s hair, combing her fingers through it as she watched him lick her cleft clean.

Larry watched the scene with a satisfied and slightly amused smile as he leaned back on his side in bed and scrutinized Tom with a steady gaze. The situation was exactly to his liking, a perfect demonstration of the control and devotion he exerted over them both.

“You see that, Becky?” Larry said slowly, his voice low and resonant as he ran his fingers over Becky’s belly again. “Tom has really learned to accept his place. Look at him, how obedient he is, with that little cage between his legs. It’s really impressive how submissive he’s become.”

Larry’s eyes narrowed as he watched Tom’s efforts to lick out Becky’s wet pussy. “The cage fits perfectly, doesn’t it? Keeps him locked up nice and tight, right where he belongs. He’s learned that he’s only there to serve and please you, my darling.”

With a cocky grin, Larry continued: “Isn’t this sight just delicious? Your husband licking every drop of my seed out of your sweet white pussy. He’s doing a good job, isn’t he?”

Larry’s eyes wandered briefly to Becky’s still heavily flushed face as he continued to watch Tom working deep between her thighs. “Tom’s really made progress. A few months ago he was resisting, but look at him now. He knows exactly what’s expected of him.

The cage really did work wonders to make him compliant,” Larry said with a mocking smile, his fingers now tapping lightly on Becky’s pelvis.

“Tom, you’re doing great,” Larry said as he looked down at Tom’s head buried deep in Becky’s thigh. “Keep it up and make your wife happy. Because the better you do your service, the more you’ll be rewarded.”

Becky returned Larry’s gaze with a slightly amused smile and a mixture of lust and dominance in her eyes. While Tom continued to work his mouth and tongue on her wet, open pussy.

She felt the intensity of her pleasure grow again as Tom slid his tongue over her clitoris, but after a while she decided it was time to change position. With a satisfied moan, she gently pushed Tom’s head away from her pleasure center. Her hand found his forehead, lightly squeezing to stop him.

“Baby, lie on your back,” she whispered, her voice firm and controlling. Tom obeyed immediately, slowly pulling back between her thighs and lying flat on his back on the bed. His eyes searched Becky’s, full of devoted devotion and anticipation.

Becky climbed on top of Tom elegantly and confidently, her movements smooth and decisive. She positioned herself so that she was kneeling directly over his face, her wet, open flower hovering just above his mouth. “Keep licking me, Tom,” she demanded in a soft but firm tone, lowering her crotch onto his head.

Without hesitation, Tom brought his tongue back into position, his lips found the lips of her vagina and began to lick and suck with abandon. Becky let out a satisfied moan as she gently lowered herself further onto his mouth, her thighs spread wide to give Tom full access. She felt his tongue rubbing against her sensitive clitoris again, tapping and dipping into her wet folds.

As Becky sat on Tom’s face, she bent down in the classic 69 position. Her fingers slid over Tom’s stomach until they reached the smooth, cold metal cage that tightly encased his penis. She smiled slightly as she took the cage in her hand and tapped it lightly, the metallic sound and smacking of Tom filling the room, her copper-colored hair falling slightly and tickling Tom a little.

“Look at him, Larry,” Becky said with a lecherous grin as she gently moved the cage back and forth.

She let her fingers glide over the top of the cage and felt the edges and curves.

Becky’s mouth traveled further down, her tongue playing briefly over the top of the cage as Tom continued to lick her flower from below, his breathing heavy and his face flushed with lust and exertion. Becky felt the heat and tension growing in his trapped cock and let out a soft, affirming giggle as she tapped lightly on the cage.

“Tom has really learned to submit to the cage,” Becky said to Larry as her gaze traveled up to him. “He knows what his job is.”

As Becky continued to sit on Tom’s face, her hips lightly enjoying every movement of his tongue, Larry let his eyes glide over the intimate spectacle before him. He leaned closer to the spectacle and could hardly turn his eyes away. Thinking about the future plans he had in mind, he suddenly remembered an important detail.

“Becky,” Larry began in his deep, penetrating voice, which held a hint of curiosity and anticipation as he stroked her procelain-colored back with his dark fingers, “what’s the story with that neighbor you told me about? What was her name again? Julie? Tomorrow morning I have a meeting with my buddy Frank. You’re going to set him up with that girl next door, aren’t you?”

Becky, without taking her eyes off Tom’s genitals, smiled slightly. She gently slid a hand over the steel cage that encased Tom’s penis. “Of course” she replied calmly, “Julie is ready for our meeting. Tell your friend that I’ve already arranged a date for next Friday, and tell him to control himself until I’ve lured her into my little trap.”

Larry nodded with great satisfaction, “My girl,” he said proudly.

“And do you have the key to Tom’s cage with you? I think it’s time we finally rewarded him.” Becky asked. She could feel Tom flinch at the words.

Becky lifted her eyes through her red mane and looked at Larry, a knowing smile spreading across her lips. Larry grinned even bigger.

He couldn’t help but notice the severely swollen condition of Tom’s testicles, which now appeared even plumper and redder in captivity.

“Becky,” Larry began again, his voice calm and low, “how long has Tom been in the cage now? His testicles are pretty swollen. Looks like they’ve built up quite a bit, they’re almost bursting!”

Becky returned Larry’s look with an amused smile as she continued to slide her fingers over the cold, tight penis cage that tightly encased Tom’s penis. “Don’t you remember that, darling? You locked him up almost three months before your trip and took the key with you.”.

Larry couldn’t suppress a laugh and let out a loud, booming laugh. “Oh yes, that’s right! I’d forgotten all about that. Three months, time flies ... No wonder his little nuts look so plump, otherwise they’re puny. I just wanted to make sure he was getting into his role. And he seems to have taken to it well, hasn’t he?”

Becky nodded in agreement, her eyes sparkling. “Yes, he has. Tom’s done really well since you put the cage on him. 3 months is a new record for him.”

Larry leaned closer to Tom, who was buried in his wife’s thighs.

“Three months in the cage, Tom. You must be really proud of yourself.” His voice was laced with a mocking and dominant tone. “Then you can soon count yourself among the men who wear the cage at our club for years!” Becky felt Tom twitch under her again.

Becky watched the game between Larry and Tom with a satisfied smile, her hand continuing to glide over the penis cage and Tom’s swollen testicles.

“But now it’s time to give him a little reward,” she said.

Larry nodded in agreement and reached into his pocket, which was lying next to the bed, to pull out the shiny little key. “You’re right, baby. It’s time to reward him.”

Becky took the key from Larry and bent down again to insert it into the small lock of the cage. With a slow twist, the cage opened and Tom could literally feel the tension release from his penis. The metallic click of the lock opening added to the relief on his face.

Slowly and deliberately, Becky removed the metal plate of the cage that had held his glans and shaft firmly in place for weeks and placed it to one side. Tom’s penis immediately began to rise, now finally free from its metal confinement. Immediately, clear drops ran from the slit of his glans, which finally began to stretch.

Becky let her fingers glide gently over the freed shaft and played tenderly with his swollen testicles, enjoying the relief and the new sensitivity.

Tom’s penis was noticeably shrunken and pale, the skin slightly shriveled and sensitive from the long time in the cage. But as soon as he felt the freedom, he gradually began to stretch and expand. Becky gently slid her fingers over his sensitive shaft to encourage his body’s response.

Tom’s penis continued to grow with every gentle stroke of her fingers. The pale wrinkles smoothed out as the blood flow returned in full force. His shaft quickly gained volume, solidifying into a proud, erect position under Becky’s tender touch. The veins along his shaft became plump and visible, every touch intense and palpable.

As Tom’s penis fully expanded, the tip, his glans, began to swell slightly and take on a healthy, rosy hue. The glans glistened with the natural moisture and drops of pleasure that involuntarily began to ooze from the small opening. The thick, clear drops formed at the edge of the glans and slowly rolled down the velvety shaft.

Her fingers gently played with Tom’s swollen testicles, which now felt free but extremely heavy, while she massaged his growing penis with her other hand. Every drop that leaked from Tom’s glans was seductively released by Becky’s touch. She spread the clear liquid lightly over the shaft with her blue-painted fingernails, shimmering in the warm light of the room.

Larry gazed with pride at Tom’s transformation as his penis finally fully stretched and was ready to obey any orders Becky and he would give it. “Look at that, Becky,” Larry said with amusement. “Three months hidden away, and now he’s ready to give it all he’s got.”

Becky smiled contentedly and let her thumb glide gently over the wet tip of Tom’s glans to spread the drop of pleasure.

Tom couldn’t help but let out a soft moan as Becky’s touch and the new freedom of his member flooded all his senses. His body was ready to fulfill Becky and Larry’s every desire and demand with demanding abandon. The drops of pleasure that continued to ooze from his glans were just a taste of the fulfillment and relief he would hopefully soon experience.

Becky maintained her controlled posture and straightened up slightly as she spoke to Larry, “Larry, pass me the lube, please,” in a tone that brooked no argument. Larry nodded in agreement, went to the bedside table and reached for the small bottle, the contents of which also shimmered slightly in the light.

Larry handed Becky the bottle and then lay back down next to them, his eyes attentive and satisfied as he watched the action. Becky shook the bottle gently and then squeezed a generous dollop of the smooth, cool cream directly onto Tom’s already erect member.

The lube felt cool as it landed on Tom’s swollen shaft and he winced slightly at the unexpected sensation. Becky began to spread the cream with deft, sensual movements of her hands. Her fingers glided gently yet effectively over the entire circumference of his member, from base to tip. She made sure that the cream was evenly distributed and that every region of his sensitive shaft was covered.

With slow, thorough movements, Becky massaged in the lube, her touch smooth and methodical. She gripped his shaft firmly, applying a gentle pressure that was both soothing and stimulating. Her fingers moved up and down in even strokes, allowing the cream to penetrate further into the skin and make the penis glisten.

The cooling sensation of the lube soon mingled with the growing heat in Tom’s member as his erection hardened further. Becky could feel every vein pulsing under her hand as she made sure to lubricate the sensitive glans as well. The drops of pleasure that had previously oozed from the tip of his penis mixed with the lube, adding to the slick texture.

Larry watched the scene with a satisfied smile, his eyes twinkling with pleasure at Tom’s reactions. “Looks like Tom’s enjoying every second of it,” Larry remarked mockingly as Becky continued her professional massage.

“He does,” Becky confirmed with a slight smile as she sped up her hand movements a little. “He really deserves it after so long in the cage.”

Becky’s touch intensified as she continued to spread the lube, her fingers gliding effortlessly over the now glistening wet shaft. Tom moaned softly, a testament to the overwhelming sensuality of the touch and the new freedom of his member. Each stroke of Becky’s hand sent shivers of pleasure through his body as the lube worked its magic, his penis noticeably heavier and hotter in her hand.

Larry lay comfortably beside them, his eyes satisfied and attentive, filled with the dominance and control he and Becky were exerting over Tom. He seemed to be enjoying the intimacy of the scene to the full as he continued, “Say, how did you manage to get that girl next door to go out with us next Friday to meet Frank?”

Becky, who continued to gently spread the lube on Tom’s member, laughed lightly and replied, “I told her that your boyfriend just got back from Iraq and just wants to have a nice night out but doesn’t know anyone in the area, and she took pity on him and agreed to go on this double date.”

Becky paused to encircle Tom’s shaft with a firm but gentle grip. Her fingers closed around his erect penis, which glistened with lube and quivered slightly at the touch of Becky’s soft hands. She began to massage her husband with slow, steady movements, her hand gliding effortlessly up and down his shaft.

“That girl really is too kind-hearted,” Becky added as she continued her hand motions, “she just couldn’t say no. She thought she was doing a lonely soldier a favor.”

Larry grinned and continued to watch as Becky skillfully stimulated her husband. “You’re really skilled with people, Becky. She has no idea what to expect.”

Becky briefly changed her grip, her fingers gently stroking the sensitive underside of Tom’s glans before slowly sliding back up the shaft. She let her thumb glide gently over the frenulum as she spoke, “She really has no idea. But that’s part of the game, isn’t it? She’ll soon find out how entertaining the evening will actually be.”

Tom moaned softly as Becky’s hand continued to glide over his shaft, the lube making for a smooth and sensual handjob. Her movements were precise and deliberate, she knew exactly how to give Tom maximum pleasure. She increased the length of her movements and occasionally varied the intensity so that each touch and grip felt different, driving him to a frenzy of pleasure.

“Frank will have his fun,” Larry muttered as he watched Becky keep control of Tom, “and I’m sure you and I will have ours too.”

“Oh, you can be sure of that,” Becky confirmed as she now gently stroked her husband’s testicles and continued to massage the shaft with her other hand. “We’re all going to have fun. And who knows, Julie might even make it a regular thing.”

Becky’s handiwork gradually became more intense, her movements faster and the stimulation stronger. The droplets of pleasure now ran continuously from the maltreated glans and mixed with the lubricant, making the handjob even smoother and more fulfilling. Tom now lifted his pelvis slightly, always reaching out towards his wife’s handiwork.

“That’s it, Becky,” Larry praised, “you’re doing great. Look how much he’s enjoying it.”

Becky smiled knowingly, her eyes full of fun and dominance as she refined the movements of her hand, taking Tom further to the edge of ecstasy. Every squeeze, every stroke was perfectly controlled, and Tom knew he had to give himself completely to his wife to achieve the ultimate reward.

With those slow, sensual thrusts and the gentle but firm grip, Becky brought Tom into a frenzy of pleasure while Larry watched contentedly, knowing that every second of this intimacy only strengthened the bond between the three of them.

Larry asked, “Does she know he’s black? What are you going to do with her husband on Friday?”

Becky smiled mischievously as she continued to work Tom’s unflinchingly. Her fingers glided smoothly and confidently over his shaft, each grip firm yet tender, the lube enhancing the sensations and making her movements seem smooth and rhythmic.

“Tom is going to take her husband to the club that night as a guest and introduce him to our friend Janet,” she said quietly and slowly, “You know Janet and her games. She’ll help us plant little seeds in his head that his blonde wife would be much happier if she had her own black man to fuck whenever she wanted.”

Becky slid her hand up and down smoothly, varying the intensity of her touch and making sure that every inch of Tom’s shaft received the attention it deserved. Her fingers pressed gently but firmly against the pulsating veins that stood out beneath the soft, moist skin. She brushed the tip of her thumb over the sensitive underside of Tom’s glans, eliciting a soft moan from between her thighs.

Then Becky pulled gently on Tom’s bulging testicles, causing his breathing to quicken. The gentle tug on his sensitive balls brought a pleasurable tug in his abdomen. Becky lifted her bottom off his face to give him a break to breathe and sat on his chest. She didn’t take her hands off Tom’s member for a second, but continued her slow, erotic handjob as she sat comfortably on top of him.

“Isn’t that right, Tom?” Becky asked seductively as she quickened her movements slightly. “You’re going to take Sam with you on Friday to introduce him to Janet.”

Tom nodded eagerly as he was at the mercy of Becky’s skillful touches. His eyes sparkled with excitement and devotion as Becky’s hand continued to glide up and down, the lube easing every movement and heightening every sensation. She gripped his shaft with loving pressure, letting her fingers hit gently against the base of his glans before sliding firmly back down.

Larry’s eyes watched their every move. A mocking smile crossed his face as he continued: “Oh, so your husband is going to betray his own friend?” He laughed softly, his eyes twinkling with amusement. “Is that true, Tom? Are you betraying your good friend?”

“He will,” Becky’s voice softened as she gripped Tom’s shaft with both hands, twisting slightly and thrusting rhythmically. Her hands moved as if they were caught in a seductive dance, each touch sensitive yet firm. Her grip varied between firm and tender, each movement carefully designed to give Tom maximum pleasure.

“You’re going to take good care of Sam and make sure he gets to know Janet properly. After all, it’s our job to maximize the fun for everyone,” she whispered lovingly as her hands continued to glide over Tom’s erect shaft.

Tom could only moan, his voice caught between lust and desire. His penis had been locked in the tight cage for three months and every touch from Becky now felt all the more intense. The moisture of the lubricant and Becky’s skillful movements made every friction unbearably pleasurable.

Larry watched the spectacle with a satisfied and dominant smile, while Becky’s hands continued the sensual dance over Tom’s member. Every touch, every squeeze and every caress brought Tom closer and closer to the edge of ecstasy. The mix of firm and gentle grips made his heart beat faster and his breath came in gasps. Tom threw his hips wildly towards Becky’s hands.

“So are you going to betray your friend, Tom?” Larry asked again, his voice urgent yet amused.

Tom didn’t answer immediately. His expression was strained, completely overwhelmed by the erotic handjob Becky was giving him. His eyes flickered as he tried to concentrate.

Becky deliberately slowed her movements, her hands sliding more slowly and pressing harder over Tom’s shaft. “Tom, you’re going to be asked something,” she said gently but firmly, keeping her rhythmic grip steady to maintain the tension.

Tom, caught up in supreme ecstasy, blinked and forced himself to answer, his voice trembling with lust and devotion. “Yes...” he gasped. “Yes, I’ll do it ... I’ll ... Help Sam...” His body quivered under Becky’s touch.

Becky smiled knowingly as she looked at Tom’s member, which was pulsating with pure pleasure and anticipation. She intensified her movements again, her hands gliding over the shaft faster and with even more passion. “You’re doing great, Tom,” she whispered softly, her voice full of pride and affection.

“That’s my good boy,” Larry panted contentedly as he watched Becky’s skillful work. Tom was now completely at the mercy of his pleasure, and every touch, every stroke and every squeeze of Becky’s hands sent him further into the heady whirlpool of pleasure. The tension in the air was palpable.

Becky slowed her movements again, her fingers gliding gently over Tom’s shaft as she kept incorporating slight twisting movements that only increased Tom’s pleasure. She looked down at him, her eyes full of curiosity and dominance. “Tom,” she asked gently, “have you already done everything Janet asked you to do?”

Larry listened intently as Tom replied, panting heavily, “Yes, Becky. I’ve already told Sam we’re going to have fun, and besides, I’ve given him a lot of movies to watch in the last few weeks.”

Larry laughed softly, “Baby, you trained your husband like a little puppy.”

Then he asked curiously: “What movies are these exactly? Janet’s little movies?”

Tom hesitated briefly, his thoughts diffused by Becky’s intense stimulation, then he replied laboriously, “Yeah ... it’s those masturbation trainer videos from the club ... You know...” he moaned.

Larry looked surprised and laughed again. “Oh, straight to the conditioning videos? You and Janet are going straight for the jugular with that poor guy.”

Becky continued her slow handjob, running her fingers gently yet firmly over Tom’s shaft and asking with genuine curiosity, “What are those videos?”

Larry grinned mischievously as he explained: “Oh, just the ones that every white man in our country gets to see at some point, including your good Tom here. Explain it to her Tom”.

Tom was visibly hesitant, which caused Becky to slow down the hand job, which Tom immediately acknowledged with an agonized moan. “Explain it to me darling,” she said lovingly.

“Ooohhh ... so ... that. First it’s normal porn ... between white couples that you’re supposed to masturbate to ... Just instructions to make it interesting ... and then subtly more and more interracial scenes are played in.” Tom groaned “At first it’s just a gangbang with a black man satisfying the woman, then at some point it’s just black men fucking the white women.” He groaned out loud.

“Oh?” said Becky, who was now doing the handjob faster again

Larry paused for a moment and then continued: “These are trainer videos. You’re supposed to masturbate to the rhythm or to a certain signal. If another signal comes, you stop. It works a bit like what you’re doing with Tom right now. You bring yourself to the brink of orgasm, only to hold back. Always slow down just before orgasm. It just intensifies masturbation and adds variety, I don’t know any man who hasn’t tried it. But the club videos are a bit different. With the white couples that are shown, you are only made hot, the stimulation there is short and almost unsatisfactory. The real, longer satisfaction signals only come when the blacks really get it on with the white sluts.”

Larry smiled mockingly as he continued: “The whole thing is quite normal at first but then the scenes get more and more intense, but you’re never allowed to climax fully without instruction, you’re constantly held back from it, that’s a rule of the videos, right at the beginning. This is the game to increase the desire. The guy is trained to link his own stimulation to the scenes where the black men dominate the white women. The poor white men are getting their asses pounded, but they don’t realize that they are training themselves to do it. Again and again. At some point you only want to see the scenes with the black cocks because they are then firmly anchored in the man’s brain with arousal and lust. After all, you’re only allowed to cum in the game when the signal comes.”

Larry continued to grin as Becky slid her hands smoothly over Tom’s shaft and slowly but firmly worked his penis. “And at the end,” he continued, “if you’ve done it long enough, you finally get to come - right during the scenes where the black guys fuck the women. Never with the white couples. That’s how it gets ingrained in your brain. Eventually you skip the white porn completely and only want to watch the scenes with the black men. This conditioning changes the desire on a deep level.”

Becky listened in fascination, her hands continuing to work skillfully on Tom’s member, deftly and methodically refining the movements. She saw the drop of pleasure forming at the tip of his glans and slowly running down the shaft, only to be spread by her skillful fingers.

She let her fingers circle over Tom’s sensitive glans, which made his moans more intense. With a cheeky smile, she asked: “Oh wow! I’d love to see that. Show me when you get the chance.”

Larry nodded in confirmation. “Of course, my darling. You’ll see how effective this method is. It changes the way a white man feels pleasure and what he fixates on.”

Becky’s hands continued to slide over Tom’s shaft, her touch becoming firmer, but she kept the pace deliberately slow and agonizing. She wanted to bring him to the brink of ecstasy, only to hold him back again. Tom’s breathing quickened and his muscles tensed as he felt the agony and pleasure of her touch.

“So, Tom,” Becky said gently, “you’re going to make sure Janet introduces Sam properly and he gets to learn our special methods.”

Tom gasped, his voice trembling with pleasure, but all he could do was moan a short “Yesss...”. Becky’s handiwork was relentless, her fingertips slowing to control Tom’s tension and force his responses.

“Let me tell you something about my friend Frank,” Larry continued as he watched the game between Becky and Tom, “he’s on the kinky side and won’t be happy with the simple arrangement I made for him. He’s going to want to make that bitch his personal whore. There’s no telling what he’ll ask of her old man.”

Becky’s eyes had meanwhile become fixated on Tom’s erect member again. She skillfully manipulated him, varying the tempo again and again so that he was never fully satisfied. “You’re doing great, Tom,” she whispered, her voice soft and full of pride.

“Tell Frank he can rely on us. We’ll give him the evening of his life.”

Larry smiled and continued to watch the play between Becky and Tom with satisfaction. Becky’s hand cupped Tom’s penis, giving him both pleasure and agony, always bringing him closer to the edge of climax and then holding him back. The room was filled with an intense, sensual atmosphere that emphasized the interplay of dominance, devotion and insatiable desire.

Larry grabbed Becky around the waist and pulled her to him while he gave her a passionate kiss on the lips.

Becky gave him another look, pointed her finger at him and said, “Remember what I told you. Make sure your friend Frank doesn’t screw this up on Friday, because otherwise I won’t find him anyone else.”

Larry leaned down and kissed one of her large breasts.

Becky’s fingers continued to glide skillfully over Tom’s shaft, her movements intense yet controlled. The lube mixed with the drops of pleasure that continued to ooze from Tom’s glans. The clear, viscous fluid began to flow in a steady stream and small rivulets ran down his now almost throbbing penis.

Tom’s breathing became more labored and his body began to tremble slightly as the pressure in his testicles and member increased relentlessly. Becky kept the pace slow and methodical, each touch aimed precisely at bringing him to the brink of final relief, but without allowing him the liberating climax.

The fluid gradually flowed in small, shiny streams down the length of his shaft, pooling at the base and trailing wet trails over his plump, red skin. Becky looked at the now wet, shiny surface of Tom’s member with a knowing smile.

Larry watched the action intently, his eyes sparkling with amusement and mockery. “Oh wow! That boy’s got pressure! Haha,” he laughed as he watched the cum run out of Tom’s penis in thick, shimmering streams without him reaching the final orgasm.

“That looks really intense, Becky,” Larry continued, his tone amused. “He must really be on the edge of insanity.”

Becky smiled and continued to increase her efforts to maintain the pressure and encourage the steady stream of pleasure drops. Her fingers slid gently, but firmly, from base to tip, wrapping gently around the bulging veins and then back down again, the careful pressure intensifying each sensation.

Tom’s moans grew louder and louder, his voice a hoarse mixture of desire and agony as the drops of pleasure continued to flow out of him incessantly. His testicles were bulging and heavy, every little drop and every touch intensified the unbearable tension in his abdomen.

“Keep it up, Tom,” Becky whispered, her voice soothing and lustful at the same time.

She continued to gently massage his sensitive glans, paying particular attention to the tip and frenulum, which she knew were Tom’s most intense pleasure points. The stream of pre-ejaculate flowed incessantly, providing almost painful stimulation and the insatiable desire for free relief.

Larry sat back and watched the spectacle, “He’s really on the edge,” he said as he watched Becky’s continued manipulation keep her husband in a state of extreme lust.

“Tom,” Becky whispered, her voice soft yet authoritative, “you’ve earned it. You may come now.”

As soon as she had spoken these words, she intensified her stimulation further. She skillfully massaged the sensitive tip of his penis, her fingers moving up and down quickly and deftly, causing Tom’s body to quiver.

Tom’s breathing became heavy and irregular and his muscles tensed. With a loud groan, he finally reached his climax. His whole body tensed as the first wave of thick, hot cum shot out of his glans. The clear liquid, which had previously only flowed in droplets, gave way to a strong, intermittent stream of ejaculation.

Becky watched as Tom’s cum shot out of his shaft in powerful streams and breached her grip. The viscous fluid spread across his skin, forming beads that rolled down his thighs and her forearm as she continued her movements, supporting each wave of his orgasm.

Becky’s hands continued to work tirelessly to exhaust every nuance of Tom’s climax. She teased his glans and deftly massaged along the veins of his shaft to increase the flow of his seed and maximize every sensation. The hot, sticky semen now coated her fingers and Tom’s stomach, and the sight of the white cum on his skin against his taut muscles and Becky’s soft, delicate hands was devastatingly erotic.

Tom’s moans filled the room as the last waves of his orgasm rippled through his body. His breathing was fast and deep as he felt every last trace of his charged tension being drawn out by Becky’s skillful touch. Becky watched him with a proud smile, her hands moving more slowly now to allow him the final relief.

“Well done, Tom,” she murmured softly as she softened her touch, allowing him to ease into a state of complete relaxation and fulfillment.

Larry smiled contentedly and contemplated the sight. Becky finally leaned back, her hands gently sliding away from Tom’s member, leaving him in an afterglow of intense pleasure and devotion.

Larry rose from the bed and began to dress, his eyes sparkling with satisfaction and amusement. He slowly pulled on his pants, his movements confident and relaxed. Meanwhile, Becky remained sitting next to Tom, talking softly to him and running her hands soothingly over his body.

After Larry had put on his clothes, he turned back to the bed and looked at the two of them. “Don’t forget the most important thing,” he said with a laugh and pointed his finger at Tom’s now flaccid member.

Becky smiled and nodded in understanding. “Of course not,” she said quietly and reached for the cloth she had prepared. Gently and carefully, she cleaned Tom’s member, which was still trembling slightly from the intense relief he had just experienced. The touch of the cold, damp cloth felt both soothing and gentle as Becky removed the last of the cum and lube from his skin.

“Stay very still, Tom,” she whispered reassuringly as she put the cloth aside and reached for the flat cage. The cold metal glistened in the dim light of the room.

Becky took the metal ring of the cage and carefully positioned it around Tom’s flaccid penis. She guided the now deflated testicles through the ring and gently pulled the shaft through the narrow opening of the cage, making sure it didn’t cause any pain or discomfort.

She then took his glans between her fingers and pulled back the foreskin. She pressed the red, exposed glans into the designated place in the metal plate, which she then closed tightly with the ring. His penis was now completely enclosed again.

The cage nestled tightly around Tom’s penis, holding it firmly yet comfortably in its enclosure.

With deft fingers, Becky fastened the cage securely. She made sure that the metal ring around the base of Tom’s penis and testicles was properly seated so that the cage was tight but not painful enough. The ring made sure everything stayed secure and in place. She then passed the tiny bolt through the front opening of the cage and inserted it firmly into the key lock.

“You look so good in the cage, Tom,” Becky spoke lovingly as she took the small key Larry handed her. She turned it slowly in the lock until it snapped shut with a satisfying click. The metal was now firmly locked, securely placed around Tom’s member.

Larry, who was now fully dressed, stepped closer and looked at the work with a satisfied smile. “Well done, Becky,” he said, looking at her. “It’s securely locked again. That’s the way we like it.”

Becky nodded, gently stroked the cage that now firmly encased Tom’s penis and then rose elegantly from the bed. “Tom, you’ve been very good today,” she said gently, her hand resting reassuringly on his stomach.

Tom’s eyes reflected a mixture of gratitude and surrender as he looked exhausted but satisfied. With the firm knowledge that he was still under the control of his wife and Larry, he could now return to the safe, reassuring hold of the cage.

Becky handed the key back to Larry and laughed, “Please don’t keep it so long this time.” Larry took the keys, his eyes twinkling as he said, “We’ll see. Depends entirely on how well he betrays his friend and his wife and turns us in.” Becky raised an eyebrow and uttered a surprised-sounding “Wow.” “Don’t worry, it’ll all work out, after all, April and Janet convinced us the same way back then,” she added, reassuring him.

“Isn’t that right, Tom?” Larry said with a sneer.

Tom, who was lying on the bed, moved slightly, his testicles sliding into position in the cage, and confirmed: “Yes, we can do it.” He thought back. “Janet and April...” he thought, that’s how it all started over a year ago ... neighborhood help, so to speak... 

Becky shivered slightly in anticipation as she watched Larry elegantly slide his fingers through her long red hair and drape it over her shoulders with a confident smile. His warm breath on her skin, followed by a deep French kiss, made her moan uncontrollably. Tom was still lying in bed next to her, watching every moment, his eyes wide open with lust and excitement. His imprisoned penis was eager to get going again.

She was a stunning woman. At thirty and after two children, she still had a figure that was almost as it had been straight out of college. Her skin glowed and every curve of her body drew the eye.

Tom looked at his wife kissing Larry and felt incredibly happy. They loved to live out their fantasies every Friday night when Becky gave herself to her black lover Larry. The role play, where Tom was the cuckolded husband, excited him greatly. He was proud of how open and honest they had been with each other since moving to this neighborhood two years ago. Their children, who were seven and five years old, spent most Friday nights with their grandparents while Becky and Tom played with Larry.

Becky had an impressive bust size, actually she was 32C, and with her small waist and long slender legs she attracted the attention of men wherever she went. She was a natural redhead, but you couldn’t tell between her legs because she always shaved her pleasure slit smooth for Tom. She did everything for her husband Tom, including having sex with Larry every week.

Becky and Tom had made an agreement that if she slept with another man, it would only be with a steady boyfriend. Becky wanted Larry to stay healthy and disease free. Becky promised Larry that he would get as much white pussy from her as he wanted as long as he remained faithful to her.

Larry was just about to leave when Tom got out of bed and stood next to them.

Becky ran her fingers through her husband’s hair and said, “Honey. Did you get everything ready for next Friday with Sam like Janet and April told you? Even the other stuff besides the movies?”

Larry, interrupted by his departure, asked, “Other stuff? What do you mean?”

Tom began kissing his wife’s face as he replied, “I’ve spent the last two months talking to Sam about interracial sex while he’s been watching the movies, and if I take him to our club, I’m sure they’ll convince him that his wife Julie should have her own black lover.”

Becky shook her head as she thought of her neighbor Julie and said, “I’d like to see Julie get fucked with a huge black cock in her slit. That little slut needs a good fucking from a black stud.”

She laughed at the thought of leading a sweet white housewife down the path of the irreversible and seeing her enjoy a black cock for the first time. She looked at Tom and said, “I’m getting as kinky as April and Janet with these crazy ideas.” She giggled softly to herself.

“Lovely,” Larry said as he made his way down the stairs and out the door.

Tom and Becky looked at each other and an intense desire ran through their bodies. Tom could hardly hold back as Becky gently took him by the hand and led him into the bedroom. There Becky put her arms around Tom, looked deep into his eyes and whispered: “I have the best husband in the world.” They kissed again and Tom began to lick Becky’s teats as she gasped.

After Becky and Tom came down from their intense experience, they lay in bed, sweaty and content. Becky thought about how it all began and savored the idea. She kissed Tom and whispered, “I love you, darling.”

As she lay there, Becky could remember the very first time she had slept with Larry. He had taken her from above, and she could see his impressive black cock sliding into her wet pleasure center for the first time. She remembered having an orgasm at the exact moment he entered her. The feeling was so intense that it was etched in her memory forever.

Becky couldn’t remember if she or Tom had first mentioned the idea of swinging with a black man, but she remembered exactly how much she enjoyed having Larry around and being fucked by him. So much had changed since April and Janet had welcomed her to the neighborhood two years ago.

She cuddled up to Tom and gave him a little kiss on the neck before falling asleep.

Tom lay on his back and stared at the ceiling while thoughts of Becky and Larry flashed through his mind. “What if the birth control pills didn’t work and Becky really did have a baby with Larry? What a mess that would cause with the family, all the explanations for Becky’s mother, and what would they tell the kids?” he asked himself.

His heart began to beat faster as he realized how much this fantasy excited him during sex and whether Becky really secretly wanted to be impregnated by a black man. He realized that he had to ask Becky how she felt about it and what she really felt. Although it was a mere fantasy, he wanted to know her true feelings and whether she had ever felt the desire to carry a black baby inside her.

Tom reached down and touched his caged penis hidden beneath the metal chastity device. Despite his exhaustion from their passionate togetherness, his arousal pulsed as strongly as before. He turned to Becky, who was already fast asleep. He didn’t want to wake her because they had to get up early to pick up the children. His penis ached with desire again.

His thoughts wandered to his neighbors Julie and Sam, who had also just moved here a few months ago. The idea of seeing blonde Julie with a black child made him smile. “Anything could be possible,” he thought, letting the idea of bringing Sam and Janet together continue to mature in his mind. Maybe Janet could influence Sam and make the idea of getting his own wife pregnant by a black man palatable to him, just like Janet had done with him back then.

Tom knew Janet was talented and couldn’t wait to see the power she would wield over Julie’s husband. With a contented sigh, he finally began to nod off as countless erotic scenarios ran through his mind.
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The following Friday afternoon, Julie slipped into her new dress. She pulled it over her head and adjusted the fabric around her hips before going to the mirror to look at herself.

She turned to the side and admired her reflection, adjusting the fabric near her bottom once more. She looked hot, maybe even too hot, she thought as she looked directly into the mirror and gazed at her revealing cleavage.

The dress was bright red, very tight and reached about four inches above her knees. The neckline was extremely low-cut and showed a lot, even a little too much for her. This dress had been Becky’s idea when they had gone shopping together this week to choose something for their date for the evening. Julie shook her head and wondered how she had persuaded Becky to go out with two strangers. “Well, we’re new here. You don’t want to mess things up,” she thought to herself.

She didn’t mind doing her new friend a favor, especially since the man had been in Iraq for sixteen months, and what Becky had told her about his girlfriend leaving him while he was gone had been really bad. At least they could go out together and show him a good time.

Julie only wished Becky hadn’t chosen such a seductive dress for her as she didn’t want to tempt this man into something she couldn’t and wouldn’t give him. Julie was slim and at 167.64cm and only 49kg she looked petite, apart from her breasts which made her look ample in comparison. Fortunately, Sam and Tom were already out, so she didn’t want her husband to see her in such a provocative outfit when she went to a bar with Becky. Both Tom and Sam looked so eager to go that it almost looked like they were up to something. Whatever it was, Sam was going to be out all night with Tom, so at least she could get home and slip out of that dress before Sam saw her in it.

Julie sat down on the edge of the bed, put on her red high heels, which matched her dress perfectly, and stepped in front of the mirror again before going into the bathroom to apply her make-up. She had just finished applying her make-up when she heard Becky’s voice at the front door: “Is anyone home?”

Julie walked to the door to greet her friend and said, “Come in Becky, I just finished putting on the lipstick.” Becky stepped into the living room and looked at the natural blonde Julie, “Wow. Don’t you look like a little slut on her way to a hot date?”

Julie looked at Becky, somewhat ashamed, and replied: “Stop it, Becky. If you hadn’t picked me out such a provocative dress for tonight, I wouldn’t look like this. I shouldn’t have listened to you like I usually do.” Becky replied, “You should be proud of your body and happy that you look so hot in something so tight and revealing.” Becky stood behind Julie and ran her hands down Julie’s waist as if to smooth the dress again.

Julie smiled and said, “Let me get my purse from the bedroom and we can go.”

Becky drove the car, and as they drove to the club where they were to meet Larry and his friend Frank, Julie asked, “Who is the black man I see at your house almost every Friday night? I don’t mean to pry, but I was curious if you wanted to tell me about it.”

Becky replied, “Oh. That’s Larry. He’s a good friend of Tom’s and also the man we’re going to meet at the club tonight, along with his friend.” Julie’s eyes grew wide as she asked Becky, “Are you telling me his friend you want me to meet is also black?”

Becky laughed and replied: “Relax! Yes, his friend Frank is also black, but Larry is a really nice guy. Tom and I have known him for a long time and nothing will go wrong. I’m not driving you to the ghetto if that’s what you’re worried about, Julie. Besides, you’re not racist or anything.”

Julie looked worriedly at Becky and said, “No ... but ... are you saying we’re going on a date with two black men and being seen in a club with them while people stare at us?” Becky put her hand on Julie’s and held it tightly. “You don’t have to worry about that. Larry is a very nice man, and I’m sure his friend Frank is just as nice. If anything goes wrong, we’ll just go again.”

Becky interlaced her fingers with Julie’s as they drove to the club and asked, “You don’t have a problem with meeting black men in the club now, do you?” Julie replied, “No, I don’t have anything against black men. I’m just worried that one of Sam’s friends might see me there with a black guy. That’s all.”

Becky kept her eyes on the road, but glanced over at Julie and said, “I don’t think you need to worry about meeting any of Sam’s friends at the club tonight. After all, it’s a club that mostly black people go to.”

Julie looked at Becky in surprise and said, “Oh my God, Becky. What were you thinking?”

Becky smiled at her friend and replied, “I’m not getting you into anything, so just relax and try to enjoy the evening. I’m sure Larry and Frank will show us a very good time. Besides, let’s just have fun and see how many black men we can bring to their knees in awe tonight when they see two attractive white housewives strolling into the club.”

Becky finally let go of Julie’s hand and stared at her own legs. Then she noticed the wedding ring on her finger and twirled it nervously with her right hand, hoping Sam would never find out where they were tonight. Becky and Julie arrived at the club about thirty minutes early to meet Larry and Frank. They sat down in the reserved alcove at the back of the club on the second level.

Julie sat nervously next to her friend Becky and tried to smile as she pulled the hem of her dress down to cover her knees. But all she achieved was that the thin material slipped further down, revealing even more of her cleavage.

Becky took Julie’s hand and felt how sweaty her palm was while the waiter brought her drinks. Becky tilted her head and looked at her friend, “Julie, please relax. Everything will be fine. Once you see how nice Larry is, you’ll wonder why you were so nervous in the first place.”

Julie replied nervously: “You don’t even know Larry’s friend Frank. What if he turns out to be a total idiot? Besides, I’m worried that one of our friends might see us here and think the wrong thing.” Becky smiled reassuringly, “Larry doesn’t have friends who are jerks. He wouldn’t want you to be treated like a bitch. You’re just here to give this man a nice evening. He also knows you’re happily married.”

Julie whispered: “Look around you. There are almost only black people here!”

Becky put her arm around Julie’s shoulder and gave her a loving squeeze: “See? That’s even less reason to worry because you barely have any black friends. What are the chances that someone you and your husband know is here tonight? Besides, I told you it was a black club before we came here, didn’t I?” Julie was still nervous as she looked down at her exposed breasts, “Look at this dress. It’s so low cut you can almost see my nipples. What will Larry and Frank think of me when they arrive?”

Becky smiled and hugged Julie again, “Don’t worry about how you look, she shook Julie’s long blonde hair forward a little, taking some of the cleavage out of it. I told Larry I’d pick something nice for you to cheer up his friend Frank. Larry told me that his friend is very shy and afraid to approach women by himself. He thought he might gain more confidence if he could open up to a married woman and that maybe you could give him some advice.”

Becky held Julie tightly and continued, “Frank just got back from hell, so please help him forget about it and give him a good night.” Becky was just finishing her speech when Larry came over to the table and said with a smile, “Hey, don’t you look hot today?”

Becky stood up, hugged Larry and gave him a kiss on the lips. Then she held his hands and turned to Julie: “Larry, this is my friend Julie, the one I told you about. Julie, this is Larry.”

Larry reached out and took Julie’s hand. He looked deep into her eyes and said, “It’s really nice to meet you. I want to thank you from the bottom of my heart for coming tonight to meet my friend and give him some comfort.” Becky looked around and asked, “Where’s your friend Frank?”

Larry replied, “Frank wanted to go to the men’s room before he meets you guys. He’s pretty shy when it comes to meeting new people and I think he’s doing a bit of preparation.”

Becky grinned and sat down next to Julie, while Larry took a seat on the other side of the table and ordered a drink while they waited.

Larry opened the conversation: “Julie, you look wonderful tonight. I bet your husband is very proud of you for being here to cheer up my friend.” Julie smiled and replied, “My husband is very proud of me. He loves me very much and I love him too.”

A few seconds later, a very tall black man was standing next to the table staring at them when Larry stood up and said, “This is my friend Frank I was telling you about. Frank, I’d like you to meet these two lovely ladies. This is Becky and this is her friend Julie in the red dress. Isn’t she just stunning?”

Frank smiled and said in a low voice: “It’s really nice to meet you both.”

Frank was easily 2 meters tall, had broad shoulders and a deep dark complexion. As he stood at the end of the alcove, his massive stature seemed to absorb all the light in the area.

Julie watched as the men sat down on the opposite bench and took a sip of her drink, noticing that Frank was looking at her intently.

Larry started the conversation with Becky while Frank stood for the most part staring directly at her breasts and listening to the conversation. Finally Frank began to speak, talking about his time in the military and how he was looking forward to starting a new life in the city near his good friend Larry. Becky ordered another round of alcoholic drinks from the waiter: “That special” she said with a wink to the waiter who seemed to understand immediately.

The conversation continued and Julie gradually felt more comfortable and relaxed talking to these men, but whether it was due to the alcohol she couldn’t say. Julie took another sip of her drink while Becky said she wanted to go dancing with Larry and Julie should get more familiar with Frank.

Julie stood up while Larry and Becky walked towards the dance floor. Frank moved to the center of the seat to give himself more room and said, “You’re a very pretty woman and I like the dress you’re wearing tonight. I hope you don’t feel too nervous sitting here with a black man. I promise you I won’t bite.” Julie replied, “No, I’m not nervous, but I was nervous at first when we first got here because I didn’t know anyone except Becky. Becky told me that you are very shy and afraid to talk to women. I can assure you that I won’t bite you either and you don’t have to be afraid to talk to me.”

Frank said: “I’m always afraid that if I approach a woman and ask her to dance, I’ll be rejected because she might not find me attractive or be afraid of my height and deep voice.” Julie sipped her drink and said, “You should never be afraid to ask a woman to dance and you shouldn’t worry about how you look. I think you’re a good looking man and I’m not afraid of you, so why should other women think you’re not attractive?”

Frank thought to himself that he was making good progress so far and decided to take the next step: “Would you like to dance with me?” Julie looked surprised, but didn’t want to hurt Frank’s feelings and replied: “Sure. I’d love to dance with you.”

Frank stood up and waited for Julie to slide out of the booth. He watched as she tugged at her dress to cover her thighs as she rose and made her way to the dance floor on the lower level. Frank walked close behind the beautiful blonde woman in front of him, watching her buttocks jiggle in the tight red dress. The high pumps she was wearing emphasized her figure even more.

Frank’s mouth almost watered as he imagined how tightly her white pussy would enclose his thick black cock. He would have loved to rip off her red dress right now and show her how he could fulfill her every sexual desire.

On the dance floor, Julie turned to Frank and began to move to the music as her hips swayed to the beat. Julie was a very good dancer and began to show Frank some of her moves, grabbing his large hands and directing him to follow her movements. After several songs, they looked like a perfectly matched couple on the dance floor.

Frank was also a very good dancer, but pretended he wasn’t very good at following Julie’s movements and enjoying the way her breasts jiggled around as she danced. Frank kept his eyes firmly fixed on her cleavage and could see her hard nipples through the thin red material of the dress.

After dancing ten songs, they went back to their alcove and found Larry sitting next to Becky, so Julie slid over to the other side, followed by Frank. Julie thought she could see Larry’s hand on Becky’s crotch as they sat down. They sat so close that their shoulders were touching.

Larry spoke first and looked at Julie and Frank: “Did you have as much fun on the dance floor as we did?”

Larry kissed Becky on the lips, which surprised Julie a little, but she went on to answer his question, “We had a good time on the dance floor and Frank caught up really quickly.”

Larry replied, “Cheers and I’ll order us another round of drinks and I’ll use the men’s restroom for a minute.”

Frank said that he would join Larry in the men’s room and that he would be back in a few minutes when the waiter brought new drinks to the table. Becky also said that she and Julie would go to the ladies’ room and then meet back here. Once in the ladies room, the first thing Julie said to Becky was, “Did I see correctly that Larry just kissed you?”

Becky smirked and replied, “Honey, Larry and I have been friends for a while and he’s just being friendly with me because we know each other. Don’t worry, Tom wouldn’t mind if Larry kissed me because he does it in front of Tom all the time.”

Julie looked surprised and asked, “You mean Tom doesn’t mind Larry kissing you like that?”

Becky applied a little lipstick and nodded, “Julie, we’re all friends and Tom and I have a wonderful relationship. He doesn’t get jealous when Larry kisses me. For us, it’s perfectly natural for friends to be affectionate with each other.”

Julie applied her own makeup and listened intently to Becky as she continued, “You need to loosen up a bit out there, especially to make Frank feel better.” Julie put the little brush down by her eye and looked over at Becky: “What do you mean, loosen up?”

Becky turned to Julie and said, “You’re doing really well with Frank tonight, but show him some affection. If he touches you, stay calm and let it happen. You might even let him kiss you when he makes the first move.”

Julie looked shocked and replied: “Becky, I’m a married woman!” Becky laughed and said, “Relax. I didn’t mean you should sleep with him. Just show a little affection if you like him enough to boost his confidence.”

The blonde stared at her friend as she continued her make-up, pondering Becky’s words. Then she replied, “But what if a simple kiss isn’t enough for this man? What if he wants to go further and I’m afraid he might rape me?”

Becky smiled, took Julie’s arm and said, “Honey, no one is going to rape you tonight. All I’m suggesting is to be nice to him. He’s seen so many horrible things in Iraq and it would be nice to give him something pleasant to think about. Even if it’s just a kiss or maybe a little touch.”

Julie finished reapplying her makeup and thought about Becky’s words, then said briefly, “I know Sam would leave me if he found out.” Becky paused for a moment, closed her makeup case and said, “Honey, Tom tells your husband everything we do tonight, so you don’t have to worry about him finding out. Do you think I’d take you anywhere that might jeopardize your marriage?”

Julie looked shocked and asked, “Are you saying that Tom is telling my husband that we’re going out with two men tonight?” Becky smiled knowingly, “Yes, that’s exactly it. Tom and your husband have an agreement. They both know what’s going on tonight and are fine with it. You have nothing to worry about, Julie.” Julie didn’t know what to say as she stood in front of the mirror holding the eyeliner brush in her hand. Becky kept talking, “Honey. Don’t worry about it. Tom will tell your husband all about his friend Larry and why we’re here to cheer up Larry’s friend Frank.” Becky continued, “Julie, that’s why Tom is taking Sam out for a night on the town. They’re meeting another friend of ours, Janet, and they’re going to a club together as well to have some fun.” Julie was shocked and asked, “Do you think my husband is out clubbing with another woman right now?”

Becky quickly replied, “Relax. Janet is a very good friend of mine and they’re just having a good time. It’s healthy for married couples to sometimes have a night out with other friends and have a good time. Now let’s go to the restroom and then get back to our dates.” They went to the restroom and came out together to wash their hands. Julie said, “Sam will see me come home in this skimpy dress and will know I was out with another man tonight. What am I going to do now?” Becky laughed and said, “Don’t worry about it. Sam knows you’re with me and I won’t let anything happen to you tonight. Now let’s go back and give these men a good night.”

The women returned to the cabin as Frank and Larry also returned. Frank slid into the booth first and pressed himself against Julie, his big body touching her thighs.

Julie just smiled and looked at Becky, who winked at her. Julie picked up her drink and drank half the contents. Frank put his arm around Julie’s back and rested it on the cushioned seat back while Larry started telling jokes and the waiter brought them another drink.
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Across town, Julie’s husband Sam was sitting in an exclusive club with Tom and a woman he had just met called Janet. It was a special club for members and their guests, and Janet was one of the owners of this mysterious place. Sam found Janet extremely attractive. She had short, blonde hair and appeared to be about thirty-five years old. She told them that her husband was away on business a lot and so she had to find other things to do. So she joined this club that organized live sex shows every Friday night for its members drawn by lot. Janet had a dominant personality and did most of the talking that night. She asked Sam directly if he was interested in interracial sex, because if he was, he was in for a special surprise tonight.

Janet: “Sam, let me ask you directly - have you ever thought about interracial sex? Is that a fantasy of yours?” Sam: “Um, I ... I don’t really know. It’s never really crossed my mind, I guess. Why do you ask?”

Janet looked Sam straight in the eye and said bluntly, “I heard your wife has a date with a black man tonight. Is that true?”

Sam was surprised that Tom had told him that and replied, “Yeah, Tom told me they were out having a nice evening with his wife and a guy who just got back from Iraq a few weeks ago.”

Janet continued, “Do you trust your wife enough to allow her to go out with other men? Especially with a black guy you don’t know, even if he’s your buddy’s wife’s boyfriend?” Sam replied, “I trust Tom’s wife Becky not to let anything happen. Besides, I’ve been told that one of the men is a close friend of Tom and Becky’s.”

Janet didn’t react immediately, but looked at Sam: “Why don’t we continue chatting in a more private atmosphere?” Sam replied: “Um, okay. Where are we going?”

Janet: “Just follow me. Tom, are you coming too?”

Tom: “Of course, Janet.”

Janet rose from her chair and led the two men from the main area of the club to a discreet door at the side of the room. She pulled a small, shiny card from her pocket and held it up to an electronic reader. The door opened silently and she beckoned Sam and Tom in.

Janet: “This way, it’s not far.”

The three of them entered a sparsely lit corridor whose walls were covered in soft, velvety fabrics. The sound of the music from the club became more subdued the further they walked. Small LED lights flashed along the edges of the corridor, pointing the way to a spiral staircase that led upstairs.

Sam: “Wow, it looks completely different here than downstairs.”

Janet: “This is the private area of the club, for special guests only. We can talk here undisturbed.”

They climbed the spiral staircase and reached the second floor. Janet led them to a massive door made of dark wood, on which hung an elegant brass sign with the words “Private Lounge”. She pushed the door open and let Sam and Tom enter.

The lounge was luxuriously furnished. Deep, burgundy leather sofas were arranged in a U-shape around a glass table on which champagne and snacks were already waiting. The walls were adorned with abstract artwork and in one corner, upbeat music played softly from hidden speakers. A sparkling chandelier hung in the center of the room, providing subdued, sensual lighting.

The room was open and looked directly down into the club, you had a perfect view of the stage that was being prepared.

Janet: “Have a seat, please. Would you like a drink?”

Tom: “Yes, a glass of something special would be great.” Tom said with a wink.

Sam, who hadn’t really noticed: “For me too, please.”

Janet poured them both a glass and sat down between them on the sofa. She raised her own glass and toasted them. Sam noticed a strange glass on the table. It seemed to contain a viscous, transparent liquid, almost like a gel.

Janet: “To new experiences and exciting nights.” Janet interrupted Sam’s thoughts.

Sam and Tom clinked glasses with her and took a sip. The atmosphere in the lounge was relaxed. Janet looked deep into Sam’s eyes and placed a hand on his thigh.

Janet: “Sam, I want you to relax and enjoy this night. There are no rules here, only possibilities. All you have to do is let yourself go and enjoy the journey.”

Sam nodded in confusion, his heart beating faster. Janet’s gentle touch, the drink and the sensual surroundings slowly eased his tension.

Janet smiled and leaned towards him, whispering softly in his ear, “Are you ready to experience something really special?” Sam looked at her, his eyes full of anticipation and uncertainty, and then replied softly, “Yes ... I think so?”

Janet: “Good, then let’s get started.”

Just as she said it, the lights in the club dimmed and a voice rang out from the speakers: “Ladies and gentlemen. We now begin our first show of the evening with our performers Carla and Henry.”

A spotlight illuminated the small stage in front of them, and two figures stepped out of the darkness into the light. Sam saw a tall, slender black man and a petite dark-haired woman, perhaps in her late 20s. Applause filled the room as the couple stood in the center of the spotlight holding hands while two men placed a large bed on the floor behind the couple.

The announcer continued: “May I introduce: Henry, who is six 196cm tall and has a 22cm long and 9cm thick cock, as you can see. This is his second appearance at our club. And this here is Carla, who is 160cm tall and has been married to her husband Bill for nine years. They have two children. We’re going to fulfill Carla’s fantasy, they got lucky and were drawn to have her perform with Henry tonight. And now let the show begin.”

Sam sat in his seat and watched as the black man embraced the white woman on stage and they began to kiss. Suddenly, a large plasma screen above the stage came on and showed close-ups of the man’s tongue probing around in the woman’s mouth. Sam saw a white middle-aged naked man enter the stage and sit at the edge of the bed, watching the couple kiss. The black man ran his hands over the woman’s ass, touching her all over as they continued kissing.

Janet leaned over to Sam and whispered, “That man there is her husband and he has a fantasy of having his wife fucked properly by a black cop.” Tom leaned over to Sam and said, “This will be better than the videos I gave you to watch.” Those words immediately triggered something in Sam.

Sam suddenly remembered the videos Tom had given him weeks ago. Those videos had kept him up all night, playing through his mind like a song you can’t get out of your head. These “videos” had worked on his psyche and shaped it without him even realizing it.

Janet watched Sam’s reaction. She knew for a fact that he had been watching these videos for weeks, not having a clue what he was doing to himself. She could see the confusion in his eyes, a mixture of excitement and bewilderment. She decided to seize the moment and approach Sam directly to manipulate him further.

“Sam,” Janet said in a quiet but firm voice. “I can see that this really appeals to you. Would you like to tell me what’s turning you on right now?” Sam winced as if he had woken up from a dream. “I ... don’t know exactly...” he stammered, trying to organize his thoughts.

Janet smiled reassuringly at him as her hand moved gently to his thigh. “It’s all right, Sam. You don’t have to hide anything. Those videos you got from the Tom and watched, they’re like a drug aren’t they? You bring yourself to the brink of orgasm, only to stop abruptly. Again and again, until your desire grows immeasurably.”

Sam’s penis twitched uncontrollably in his pants without him really understanding what was going on. Janet continued as she gently stroked Sam’s erection through the fabric of his pants. “That’s wonderful what you’re feeling right now, you know?” “You brought this on yourself, Sam.” Janet thought to herself.

Janet now took a bolder grip and slowly opened Sam’s pants, gently pulling the zipper down to reveal his bulging hardness. “At some point you only want to watch the scenes where the black cocks dominate your imagination, Sam. It’s like your mind gets programmed to it. Every time you feed yourself those images and scenes, your desire gets bigger and bigger, doesn’t it?”

Sam moaned softly as Janet tightened her grip on his hard penis, her fingers gliding artfully over it. “You understand, don’t you?” she whispered in his ear, reaching into the jar that stood in front of them and catching Sam’s eye. She took a fingerful of the gel and then pulled back his foreskin and massaged his glans with the gel. “Give yourself to it,” she whispered in Sam’s ear.

The trembling that rose in Sam’s body made any thought of resistance disappear. He was lost in the web of lust and manipulation Janet had woven around him, unwittingly a tool in her well thought out game of control and dominance.

Janet, her hand now firmly wrapped around Sam’s throbbing member, leaned forward and whispered again, “Isn’t it exciting, Sam? To know that you are being shaped by these videos? That every thrust, every touch you see draws you deeper into that lust?” Sam’s breathing quickened, his eyes glazed over with excitement and the overwhelming need. Janet took advantage of this moment to prepare him for the final step of her manipulation. She was sure that he would soon have no choice but to surrender completely to her and the club. A will-less instrument of the club members.

She leaned even closer to him, her lips almost at his ear, and whispered, “There’s nothing you’ll want more than to give in to that desire ... Again and again.” Sam nodded weakly, lost in the intense combination of lust and manipulation that surrounded him. Janet knew her game was all but won.

A few moments later, the couple from the stage were now lying on the bed and kissing while the black man massaged her lap and she squirmed under his touch. The woman’s husband watched every move the black man made with his wife and could hardly avert his aroused gaze. Henry began to undress Carla, removing her clothes piece by piece until she lay naked before him. The plasma screen showed detailed images of her naked skin and his hard, pulsating member. With a determined and demanding look, Henry pressed his massive body against Carla and ran his hands over her body, exploring every curve and intimate detail of her form.

Janet, who was still sitting next to Sam, gently stroked his glans and whispered, “Imagine what it would be like if you were down there yourself, with all those eyes watching you and the adrenaline coursing through you. The tension, the excitement - there’s nothing like it.” Sam could feel his arousal growing, his imagination fueled by the scenery on stage and Janet’s intimate touches. On stage, Henry had begun to kiss Carla intensely, simultaneously spreading her thighs apart to expose her wet entrance. The audience moaned and murmured as Henry’s fingers penetrated Carla deeply, making her moan and writhe across the mattress in pleasure and anticipation.

The screen above them showed every movement in explicit detail, nothing was hidden. The camera caught every nuance of Carla’s facial expressions, every erotic moan and twitch of her body. It was a display of pure lust and devotion, a spectacle of eroticism that overwhelmed the senses.

Janet leaned forward again and whispered in Sam’s ear. “Many men fantasize about seeing their wife with another man, especially a black man, just like you’re watching now. Too many men are afraid to address their feelings with their woman and never fulfill that unique fantasy you’re about to see.” She paused for a moment and her voice took on a seductive undertone. “Sam, you’d be amazed at how many women fantasize about having sex with another man. Instead of your wife cheating on you, it’s better to talk about it openly and make it a reality so she can enjoy what comes naturally to us humans.”

As they continued to talk, they watched as the woman on stage began to suck the man’s huge black cock while her husband watched intently. His soft voice could be heard in the silent room as he encouraged his wife to suck the bull’s cock.

Janet squeezed Sam’s glans firmly. “It really turns you on, doesn’t it?”

Sam could only groan out a feeble “yes”.

Janet continued to move her hand over Sam’s hard cock and whispered in his ear. “Sam, I want you to imagine that the woman up there on the stage is your wife and that you’re about to see her giving herself to a black bull. Imagine you’re sitting up there encouraging your wife to really give it to him.” The husband knelt back down and helped his wife to lie down on the bed. He carefully positioned himself between her spread legs while the black cop continued to rub his penis in the wife’s mouth, waiting for the moment when he would take control. The husband leaned forward and slowly began to lick his wife’s pussy, his tongue making her tremble with pleasure. It was a slow, sensual movement that further fueled her lust.

As Sam focused more intently on the scene, he noticed something unusual. The husband was wearing a metallic object around his penis that held him captive and prevented him from getting a full erection. Sam couldn’t avert his eyes. “What ... what is that?” he asked in a faltering voice.

Janet smiled and continued to gently yet firmly stroke Sam’s hard, dripping penis. “This, my dear, is a penis cage,” she explained softly. Her hand movements became more rhythmic as she continued. “A penis cage is used to control a man’s penis and ensure that he can only get an erection on command from his partner. It’s a tool of dominance and control that shifts sexual power.”

As Janet spoke, Sam felt her touch intensify and he breathed more heavily. “The man in the cage has absolutely no control over his own sexual arousal,” she continued, “He can only be let out when the woman or your lover allows him to. It reinforces the power games in the relationship and intensifies the arousal of both partners.”

Janet tightened her grip on Sam’s throbbing penis, her hand sliding gently over the glans glistening with pleasure, eliciting a soft moan from him. “It gives men a special feeling of helplessness and at the same time a deep arousal when they know they are completely at the mercy of their partner’s control and whims,” Janet added. “And for women, there is an intoxicating power to decide when and how their partner is allowed to experience pleasure.

Sam couldn’t help but continue to watch the scene. The husband moved his tongue artfully over his wife’s clit, her cries of pleasure filled the room and her hands clutched the sheets tightly. Janet brought Sam closer to the edge of ecstasy, her movements becoming faster and firmer. “Imagine, Sam,” Janet whispered, “What it would be like if Julie controlled you like this. If you were allowed to serve her lust every second and only find pleasure when she lets you.”

Sam trembled at the thought and with each successive stroke of Janet’s hand as she drove him closer and closer to the abyss of arousal. The mixture of the real scene before him and Janet’s skillful description made him forget in that moment where he was and what he was doing. He was completely caught up in the sensual and manipulative world Janet had created for him.

Janet could feel how close Sam was to climaxing, but paused at just the right moment to keep him in this state of unbearable arousal as she said with a slight smile, “And that’s the power of the penis cage, Sam. Absolute dominance.” Janet continued her skillful hand movements as she continued in a low, insistent voice, revealing the darker side of the fantasy to Sam. “You know, Sam,” she began, her eyes firmly fixed on his reddened, lust-filled eyes, “sometimes the wives’ black lovers take the key to the husbands’ penis cage. They keep it and decide what can and can’t happen to the white penis.”

Her hand slowly slid over the full length of Sam’s erection before gently making its way back. Sam’s breathing quickened under her skillful touch. He couldn’t help but imagine the situation Janet was describing so intensely. “These black lovers, they have ultimate control,” Janet continued, her voice whispery and almost hypnotic. “They decide whether the husband will find satisfaction or continue to thirst passionately for fulfillment. They give husbands clear commands - sometimes they get to watch their wife being passionately taken, sometimes they get to contribute to the stimulation, but never to their own satisfaction.”

Janet tightened her grip briefly to keep Sam’s attention fully on her before falling back into the softer, agonizing rhythm. “It’s an intense feeling of powerlessness for the husbands, and the knowledge that their own sexual pleasure is entirely in the hands of another man, a black man. Their cock remains locked away, untouched, while their wife experiences ecstatic pleasure in front of them.”

Sam could see the image before his eyes: A black lover, confident and dominating, holding his key to freedom in his hand, while the husband desperately begged to finally be allowed to come. Janet smiled and continued her sensual narration: “Imagine, Sam, what it would be like to give Julie to the black lover and trust him with the key. He would decide when and how you are allowed to feel pleasure. And while you are only allowed to watch Julie bathe in ecstatic pleasure, you remain locked in your own cage.”

Her hand moved rhythmically along Sam’s shaft, each grip and thrust bringing him closer to the brink of explosion again. “And the wives, oh Sam, they feel enormously aroused and powerful in such scenarios. They see their husband, unfulfilled and powerless, and feel the indomitable power of the black lover satisfying them completely. It’s an overwhelming mixture of lust and power that shakes them to the core.”

Sam was caught up in the intense arousal and the images Janet was creating in his mind’s eye. Her every word and touch pushed him closer and closer to the edge of that boundary separating him from his discharge.

“Don’t you want it too, Sam?” Janet asked, her voice now deep and seductive. “Do you want to relinquish control and see Julie soaking in her pleasure while you just get to watch? Do you want her to experience that complete satisfaction that only a black lover can give her, while you are helplessly trapped into obeying and serving?”

Sam’s response came as a gasping moan, his thoughts flooded with lust and the intense fantasy. Janet’s hand movements became faster and firmer, she let her fingernails scrape lightly over his most sensitive skin before encircling the glans once more.

“Give yourself to me, Sam,” Janet whispered, “give yourself to this fantasy and experience the true meaning of pleasure and control.”

The husband now began to lick his wife’s pussy, arousing her sexually as he made her pussy wet for her black bull. Janet continued with her narration and said to Sam. “See how the husband prepares his wife for her lover? I want you to imagine it’s you up there getting your wife Julie ready for a black bull.”

Together they watched as the woman put her hand in her husband’s hair and pulled him closer to her pussy while she continued to suck the black cock.

Janet said, “See how the wife includes her husband in the scene? She loves her husband and just wants to fulfill their sexual fantasies together. She makes sure he gets as much pleasure out of it as she does.”

Slowly, Janet continued to play with Sam’s member, which was extremely hard and starting to drip from the glans. Her grip was firm and just right, sending a shiver of desire through Sam.

They watched as the wife lay on her back and the black cop positioned himself over her, ready to fuck her. The husband massaged his wife’s thigh while the black cop guided the head of his cock to her wet entrance.

Sam could see the wife crying out as the cop penetrated her tight pussy, and the man moving his hips, pushing his cock deeper and deeper into her. The husband leaned down and kissed the back of her thighs as the black cop began to fuck his wife just inches from his face. Sam watched as the wife grabbed her husband’s caged penis by the testicles and held it while the black man fucked her without restraint. Her hand movements were steady and expressed pure lust and devotion.

Janet now held Sam’s dripping cock tightly in her hand as they continued to watch the black couple perform their act on stage. “I can see your penis dripping and drooling with pleasure,” she said softly to Sam, “you can’t hide how much it excites you.” She went on to describe how fascinating it was to see so many emotions and desires in one moment, and how much it turned her on to experience these fantasies herself and to know that Sam was feeling the same.

“Your wife is with a black man right now,” Janet continued. “And if you trust her like you told me, then she won’t sleep with him until you signal to her that it’s okay with you.” Every touch of Janet’s hand made Sam lose his mind a little more, and the sight before him intensified his desire beyond endurance. Janet smiled triumphantly, she had Sam exactly where she wanted him, completely lost in his most intense and darkest desires.

Janet began to gently trace her fingernails over Sam’s shaft, watching every muscle in his body respond. Suddenly she leaned forward and took Sam’s glans into her mouth, her tongue circling the tip, making Sam groan. She took him deeper into her mouth and began to suck while her hand continued to massage the shaft. Sam’s breathing became heavier and he could barely concentrate on the act on stage. All his attention was focused on the intense sensation Janet was giving him. Janet kept making him come almost to the edge of orgasm, only to reduce the pace and give him a little more control.

The woman on the stage began to moan louder, and the wet sound of her stretched pussy could be heard as the black cop took her deeper. The husband watched in fascination, his hand still on her thigh, his face only inches away from the penetrating motion. Sam’s arousal became even more unbearable as Janet began to move her tongue faster and gently lick his testicles at the same time. “Imagine,” Janet whispered between her movements, “what it would be like if you were on stage and your wife was being taken by another man while you helped her satisfy him.”

Sam’s mind was a whirlpool of images and thoughts, each one a new wave of pleasure. Janet could sense that he was about to come, and increased her pressure and speed until she was sure to drive him to climax. Each touch of Janet’s hand and tongue made Sam lose his mind a little more, and the sight before him intensified his desire beyond endurance. Janet smiled triumphantly, she had Sam exactly where she wanted him.

Janet continued to whisper softly, “Your wife might hint to you that she had a wonderful time and you should ask her if she found the man attractive. You’ll know if your wife is interested when you come home and she has wild sex with you tonight. This shows that she’s fantasizing about this black man and may have a desire to sleep with him, but doesn’t want to be unfaithful unless you encourage her to.”

They watched as the wife moaned in pleasure and they all heard the wet sound coming from her well stretched pussy as the black cop continued to fuck her right next to her husband. The husband leaned forward to see every detail of their intimacy. Sam was very curious about the white couple on stage and asked Janet, “How do these people get to participate in something like this that they’re willing to go on stage and show everyone what’s happening?”

Janet didn’t stop stroking Sam’s cock as she replied: “We don’t push these people to go on stage. It’s something they want to do on their own, and that’s why I talk about fantasy so often. For them, they are experiencing their wildest dreams tonight and want to share them with all of us. Although some couples prefer to stay private and meet their men very discreetly, but for that we have the lottery to draw you out of your reserve.”

They watched as the black cop began to fuck the woman harder, her body shuddering with each thrust of his big black cock, each time he penetrated her deeply. The crowd was all fixated on the couple as they were about to climax. Janet was now trying harder to stroke Sam’s cock as they all watched the couple on stage as they heard the woman moan louder and louder, and a few seconds later the black cop groaned loudly and began to flood her pussy with black semen.

The camera captured a close-up of the bull’s cock as it twitched and shot semen into the white woman below. Sam looked from the screen to the actual couple on stage and saw the husband getting very close to inspect his wife’s pussy.

Sam looked up at the screen and could see a nice close up of the black cock thrusting deep inside the white woman, and saw the cum begin to leak out around the massive cock. It smeared on her inner thighs and dripped onto the stage in heavy drops. Suddenly, the cop pulled his cock out of the woman and everyone could see the gaping hole with a large puddle of white cum in it. The camera zoomed in closer and the audience could admire the detailed sight. The entrance to her pussy was still twitching as if she was missing the powerful cock that had just left her.

The black cop lay down next to the wife as they watched the husband lift his wife’s legs and trap the cum in her pussy while the camera panned for a nice close-up. The camera also focused on his penis locked in the cage. The cage was made of shiny metal that captured every movement of his attempted but thwarted state of arousal. The cage was wrapped tightly around his penis, leaving the glans barely visible and the skin underneath slightly reddened from the prolonged captivity.

Someone asked if he would lick her pussy, and he replied that he would not, while everyone watched. Everyone moaned as they heard his answer. Then the husband changed his mind and went to the edge of the bed, leaned over and started licking the cum out of his wife’s pussy. Sam could hear him smacking as he licked his wife clean. As he did, his bulging balls emerged from between his legs; they were heavy and full.

Janet explained, “The man hasn’t known redemption for a long time,” as she continued to work Sam’s glans. She used her fingers to gently stroke his plump, dripping tip, letting her nails glide over the sensitive skin with barely any sensation. Her movements were practiced, deftly alternating between light pressure and a more intense grip as she slowly moved her hand up and down, always looking to continually inflame Sam’s desire.

Everyone in the room clapped and the spotlight dimmed, letting the husband finish with his wife. The room filled with murmurs of excitement and satisfaction from those watching as the couple on stage slowly quieted down. Janet was still stroking Sam’s cock as she said, “Did you enjoy the show we put on tonight?”

Sam replied, “I don’t know what to say. I didn’t know such a thing even existed until tonight.” His voice was heavy with arousal and disbelief as Janet continued to work his glans, her hand moving faster now as she drove him closer to the brink of orgasm. “There’s so much more for you to discover,” she whispered seductively in Sam’s ear, her closeness and the intensity of her touch overwhelming his senses

Janet continued to play with Sam’s cock as she said, “Do you think you would enjoy seeing your wife having sex with a black man like we saw tonight?”

Sam didn’t know what to say, but replied: “I really don’t know if she would have the courage to sleep with another man.”

Janet increased her touch and said, “I think she would if you encouraged her. If you think you’re strong enough and want to enjoy what you’ve seen tonight, then I’m ready to be with you every step of the way.”

Sam shook his head and said, “I know my wife well enough to know she wouldn’t do that.” Janet now used both hands to massage Sam as she replied, “Sam, with my help, you can have the wife you’ve always wanted. Your wife will be the hot woman of your dreams who will respond to you sexually whenever you want. She will no longer be a prude or shy around other men, and instead of sharing your wife with another man, it will enhance your relationship with her and make you both stronger.”

Janet increased the pressure she was putting on Sam’s cock and continued, “Tell me what you want to do, Sam. Do you want me to help you improve your relationship with your wife? Remember that you really mean it before you answer me, because I want your full cooperation when I start your instructions.” Janet kept him on the verge of orgasm until he answered. Suddenly Sam nodded and Janet put even more effort into his cock.

Janet continued her rhythmic stroking, her fingers gliding smoothly over Sam’s rod. She took his glans between her thumb and forefinger and twisted it slightly, sending a new wave of pleasure through his body. Janet seemed to know exactly how to stimulate him without making him come, keeping him just on the edge of climax.

“Your wife will go wild when she sees how much you share her passion,” Janet whispered. “Look at the way you drip. Imagine what it would be like to see your wife being taken by a well-endowed black man while you watch.”

Sam gasped and could hardly think straight. The idea alone was almost too much for him. Janet leaned forward, her lips just millimetres from his pleasure tip, and breathed hotly onto his sensitive skin. Then she took him back into her mouth, her tongue skillfully circling the tip before taking him in deep. Sam moaned loudly, unable to hold back the intense sensations any longer. Janet pulled him to the edge and held him there until he finally couldn’t resist any longer. A violent gush of cum shot into her mouth and Janet swallowed greedily, licking every last drop clean.

“We’re going to start doing some things tonight,” she said, laughing and full of anticipation. “And with my help, you and your wife will reach a new level of intimacy and pleasure.
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Julie and Becky pulled into the driveway and noticed that the lights in Julie’s house were still on. Julie was worried that her husband would see her in the provocative dress. She knew he knew that she and Becky had dated two black men and didn’t want to give the wrong impression.

It was almost two o’clock in the morning and Julie thought her husband was asleep because she had planned to quickly take off the dress and change before entering the bedroom. They got out of the car and Becky walked around the car to her neighbor, took her by the arm and said, “Honey, don’t worry about the dress, your husband knows you went out with a lonely man tonight and that you were just doing me a favor.”

Julie was very upset and Becky quickly hugged her friend and said, “Do you want me to come into the house with you and explain everything to Sam?” Julie wiped her eyes and replied, “Sam is a very jealous man and I’m afraid he’ll have a fit if I come into the house.”

Becky patted Julie’s back and said, “You have my number if anything goes wrong, so just give me a call. Oh yeah, you might want to wait until tomorrow morning to tell him we have another date with the guys tomorrow night.” Becky gave Julie a kiss on the cheek before she walked to the front door of her house, glanced to the side and saw Julie walk into the house. Becky opened the door and Tom was waiting for her in the living room and said, “So, how did it go with Frank and Larry tonight?”

Tom stood up and hugged his wife, they kissed and Becky threw her handbag on the sofa and replied, “Julie was too nervous, but I can see potential with her and Frank if he doesn’t mess up tomorrow night.” Tom had his arms around his wife and rested his hands on her buttocks and said, “Did you fuck tonight?”

Becky shook her head and replied, “No, I almost wanted to take Larry to the car to fuck, but I didn’t want to screw it up so early and stayed with Julie at the club the whole time.” Tom kissed his wife’s bare shoulders as he listened to the details of their date. Tom always pleasured Becky after she returned from a date with Frank, and he was always excited to get it on with his wife after she had been on a date.

Tom took Becky’s hand and was about to lead her into the bedroom when Becky said, “Honey, I told Julie I’d stay here near the phone in case she has any problems tonight.”

They kissed as Tom slid his hand up Becky’s short skirt and massaged her butt, saying, “I don’t think Sam will give her any trouble, he got so excited tonight watching the show and listening to Janet that he’s going to ask Julie all about her date tonight.”

Becky kissed her husband and rubbed her palm over his crotch and tapped his cage under his pants and replied, “I hope he asks, because if Julie comes into the house wearing that dress, he’ll know exactly that something is going on.”

Julie nervously walked through the front door, hoping that maybe Sam had just left the light on for her in the living room and was asleep. Julie turned to close the front door quietly, then turned back to see Sam standing right in front of her. Julie smiled nervously at her husband who was staring at her bright red slinky dress and said, “Sam, you didn’t have to wait for me tonight.” Sam stared at his wife’s dress for the first time and said, “I don’t remember you having this dress before.”

Swallowing hard and trying to play down the dress, Julie replied, “Oh, Becky picked it out for me this week when we went shopping. I didn’t realize it would reveal so much or I wouldn’t have worn it tonight, but I didn’t have time to find anything else and...” Sam put his hands on his wife’s shoulders and smiled as he said, “Baby, you look really hot in that dress.”

Julie’s heart beat faster when she felt Sam’s hands on her shoulders. She wanted to say something, but her words got stuck in her throat. Sam gently pulled her closer to him and whispered in her ear: “You know, I’ve never really seen this side of you. It excites me to see you like this, you know that?” Julie blinked in surprise as she heard his words and felt the lust in his voice. Before she could answer, she felt Sam’s hands slide to her waist and stroke down her dress, which still emphasized her curves. He leaned forward and kissed her deeply and passionately, his tongue forcing its way hungrily into her mouth.

Julie’s insides were burning with excitement and fear. “Sam, I was just there for Becky tonight. Nothing happened,” she whispered breathlessly as he broke away from her mouth and moved his lips to her neck. “I realize that,” Sam replied between kisses, “but the thought of seeing you in that dress and knowing you were out with someone else is kind of ... exciting.”

Julie’s body quivered under his hands, which reached her breasts and gently kneaded them. In a moment of courage, Julie slid her hands down and undid Sam’s belt as she looked into his eyes, which burned with desire. “Maybe I should show you how tight this dress really is,” she whispered, pulling him determinedly towards her bedroom. Sam’s heart hammered in his chest as they barely closed the door to the bedroom behind them and he pressed Julie against the bed. Their hands fumbled hastily through their clothes as their lips met again in a wild dance of lust. The tension of the night was released in that moment.

Julie was surprised at her husband’s reaction to the dress as he kissed her and his hands slid down and took her hands in his own. He smiled and said, “Thank you. I thought you’d be mad if you saw me in it. “Sam immediately mentioned their date and said, “I bet that black man you were out with tonight thought you were hot.”

Julie had forgotten that Becky had mentioned that Tom would inform Sam about the date, but she hoped he wouldn’t tell him that he was black. Julie gave her husband a short answer, “He didn’t actually say anything to me.” Sam had clearly been sexually aroused when he had seen the woman at the club sleeping with the black guy while the husband watched, and now the thought of a black man being out with his wife while she was wearing the tight, provocative dress excited him.

The thought made the tip of his limb, which had just received a proper treatment from Janet a few hours ago, tingle. Sam wanted to know everything that had happened and asked: “Tom told me that this guy was in Iraq and hadn’t been on a date for a long time. Did you dance with him or did he kiss you?” Julie didn’t want to answer her husband’s questions, but gave another short answer: “Yes, I danced with him tonight.”

Sam wanted to hear more as he held his wife and listened to her answer, knowing she wasn’t telling him everything. “Did he kiss you or try to touch you, because it would have been okay if you let him” Julie gasped as she heard what her husband had just said and pulled her hands away as she replied, “Sam, who do you think I am, a whore?”

Sam responded quickly, reaching over and placing his hands on her shoulders. “Honey, I just meant that it would have been okay if he kissed you or you allowed him to feel your butt a little or something.” Julie started to cry while Sam kissed her cheek and said to her, “I didn’t mean to make you mad, I just meant that I wouldn’t have gotten mad if you’d been nice to him tonight.”

Julie no longer understood the world, cried and sobbed: “Sam, don’t you love me?”

Sam replied, “Honey. I love you very much and I’m very proud of you tonight for trying to comfort someone who’s been at war for a year. I just meant that I wouldn’t have been mad at you if he had tried to kiss you tonight.”

Julie wiped her eyes, kept her head down and stared at Sam’s shirt as she replied, “Frank wanted to kiss me tonight, but I wouldn’t let him because I was always thinking about you.”

Sam took her face in his hands and kissed her gently on the lips. “I would have been okay with that because I know you love me and I love you very much. Did he sit next to you at the club or try to touch you?”

Julie looked her husband in the eye and replied: “Frank sat next to me in the booth and put his arm around me. He was sitting so close that he was touching me with his leg.” Sam felt an intense excitement rise in his penis at the details Julie gave him. “Did he try anything else? Did it make you feel uncomfortable?” Julie hesitated before answering, “He put his hand on my knee and asked me if I liked it. I didn’t know what to say, so I just smiled.”

Sam breathed heavily as the thoughts raced through his head. “And what did you feel when he did that?”

Julie looked away and said quietly, “I was nervous, but also a little ... excited. It felt forbidden, but exciting in a way.” Sam gently pushed Julie’s face towards him, forcing her to look him in the eye. “You told me so much tonight that excited me, Julie. Your honesty and your willingness to help someone. But now I want you to be honest with yourself. Did you like it?”

Julie looked at Sam silently: “Yes...” came briefly from her dark red lips.

Sam continued his gentle kisses on his wife’s lips and added, “You’re such a beautiful woman, and he probably dreamed of fucking you tonight.” Julie nodded in agreement, put her arms around Sam’s shoulders and gave him a passionate kiss. “Becky told them we’re going out again tomorrow night. But I won’t wear anything provocative so he doesn’t get the wrong idea that he can get me laid.”

Sam was surprised that she had another date with him and immediately became aroused as his cock got hard. “Becky wants you to meet up with those guys again tomorrow? Where do they want to go?” Julie replied, “I don’t know exactly, they just told me that he had a nice time with me and asked if he could see me again. That’s when Becky suggested we go out again tomorrow night.”

Sam slid his hands down Julie’s hips and looked at her half-naked breasts. “Why don’t you just wear the same dress again tomorrow night?” Julie replied, “Sam, I don’t want to give this man the wrong idea. He’s already seen me in that dress, and his eyes pretty much told me everything he wanted to do to me.” Sam held Julie’s hips and gave her a puppy dog look. “Julie, put that dress on for me tomorrow night and let him see again how beautiful you look in it. I’m not mad at you at all, in fact it turns me on to know that another man finds you attractive.”

Julie looked deep into her husband’s eyes and asked, “I don’t understand why a husband would want another man staring at his wife’s half-naked body.” Sam explained, “Julie, I’m proud of you being my wife and looking so sexy. To be honest, there are a lot of husbands who fantasize about seeing their wife with another man. The idea of Frank touching you tonight and wanting you so much makes me very aroused because you are mine.”

Julie stared into her husband’s eyes for a moment and then asked, puzzled: “Where did Tom take you tonight?” Sam replied: “I didn’t really want to tell you, but since you’re being so honest with me, we went to a club and watched a live sex show.”

Julie opened her mouth in surprise and said, “You’ve seen people having sex in a club?”

Sam was embarrassed, but replied, “I didn’t know where we were going tonight, but when we got there, I found out it was a sex club where people were meeting and having sex. I saw a couple having sex on a stage while others were watching.”

Julie’s body began to shake as she became angry and began to cry harder. “I can’t believe you would do something like this behind my back and that Janet, did you two get it on?” she roared at Sam. Sam continued to hold his wife and tried to calm her down: “Honey. I didn’t touch that woman, she grabbed me while I was watching the show with Tom and tried to do it to me, there was nothing coming from me.”

Julie hastily wiped her eyes, stepped away from her husband and shouted, “That’s why you’re so excited tonight, because you heard someone else touch me? Your own wife tells you how a black man touched her and now you’re all excited. Now I know why!” Sam reached out to her, wanting Julie to come closer, but she was angry and pointed her finger at him, “Don’t touch me now, and I don’t want you to touch me at all tonight.”

Julie pushed Sam out of the bedroom and quickly went back into the bedroom, slamming the door behind her. Sam heard the lock click and knew he would have to spend the night in the guest room. Sam wished he hadn’t told Julie the truth about the sex club, but it was too late now. He had to wait until she calmed down to talk to her. Just like Janet had told him... 

Sam slept in the spare room and when he got up the next morning and went into the kitchen, he saw Julie on the phone and wondered who she was talking to. Sam poured himself a cup of coffee while Julie went to the other side of the kitchen to speak in a whisper so he couldn’t hear what she was saying. Sam listened intently to his wife’s conversation, trying to figure something out, when he heard Julie give a time and mention the name “Frank”.

Julie hung up a few minutes later and Sam walked up to her and said, “I’m really sorry about last night. I’ll never do anything to hurt you again.” Julie gave him a look as she walked past him without saying a word. At that moment, there was a knock at the back door. Julie said, “Come in, Becky. The door’s open.” Sam guessed she was expecting Becky and sat down on a stool as the red-haired woman came in and said, “Hi, Sam. Are you tired from your little outing with Tom and Janet last night?”

Sam glanced at Julie, who gave him a dirty look, and replied curtly, “Yeah, I’m still tired.” Becky replied, “I think it’s wonderful that you allowed Julie to go out with Frank again tonight and suggested she wear the same dress. Doesn’t that dress look great on your little Julie?” Sam was surprised that Julie had told Becky these things over the phone and just nodded in agreement. Julie apologized and said, “Becky, I’ll be right back. I need to use the restroom for a minute.”

Becky sat down on the stool next to Sam and said, “Tom told me everything that happened at the club last night and Julie said you told her the same thing.” Sam was feeling really down and replied gloomily, “Yeah, I wish now I hadn’t told Julie the truth about what happened last night.”

Becky gently placed her hand on Sam’s arm and spoke in a soothing voice, “Sam, sometimes the truth is painful, but it’s better to be honest. Julie is strong, she’ll understand and you’ll both be better. She loves you, I know that. But you have to give her time to deal with it.”

Sam nodded slowly. “I just hope she can forgive me.”

Becky put her hand on Sam’s back and rubbed it soothingly. “Sam, don’t worry about it. I’ll have a long talk with Julie and see what I can do to help.”

Becky added: “Julie loves you and she told me she felt better after you told her the truth about last night, because it would have come out either way. After sleeping on it for a night she felt less guilty about going out with Frank tonight, and you even seem to be encouraging her not to be a square. That’s what Janet told you to do, isn’t it?”

He wondered for a moment: “That would have come out one way or another?” he thought suspiciously for a moment.

But then Sam started to open up more to Becky: “I was still turned on after seeing the couple on stage last night. I can’t explain it, but I felt excited listening to her talk about her date.” Becky stood up, poured herself a cup of coffee and sat back down. “I don’t know if I should tell you, but Tom and I are much more open at home. He allows me to go out with Larry whenever I want, and he doesn’t get mad.”

Sam listened as Becky continued, “Actually, Tom enjoys hearing about my little dates with Larry and he wants to know every detail.” Sam sat and listened as Becky continued. “Really, Tom allows you to go out with Larry and he doesn’t mind?” came out of Sam.

Still a little unsure, he asked Becky again: “Becky, why doesn’t Tom mind you going out with Larry? And how do you know Janet anyway?” Becky took a deep sip of her coffee and sat down comfortably. “Tom enjoys it when I’m happy, and for both of us that means we’re also exploring experimentation and freedom ... And about Janet...”

Becky was about to answer when Julie came back in and said, “Becky, why don’t you come into the bedroom with me? I want to show you something.” Becky smiled, winked at Sam and said, “We’ll chat about it later.”

Becky followed Julie into the bedroom and they closed the door. Becky waited for her friend to tell her what was on her mind. Julie sat on the edge of the bed and said, “Becky, Sam got really turned on when I told him about my date with Frank last night. What do you want me to do?”

Becky sat down next to Julie on the bed and said, “I have a really good suggestion for you about what you can do with Sam this afternoon. Would you like to hear what I have in mind?” Julie looked over at her neighbor and nodded that she was interested.

Becky smiled and said, “Good, I really want Sam to see that you’re getting especially dressed up for your date with Frank tonight. I suggest that when you’re ready for your shower, you somehow get Sam into the bedroom and ask his opinion on everything.” Julie asked, “Do you think I should ask his opinion on my dress, perfume and makeup and maybe get him involved and let him help?”

Becky giggled like a schoolgirl hiding something from her parents and replied, “Yes. I think you should even shave your private parts and make sure Sam notices! Maybe you could involve him a bit like that. I’m sure it’ll make him ratty!” Becky put her hand on Julie’s and said, “Honey, Tom gets really horny watching me get ready for my dates with Larry. Why do you think Sam asked you so many questions about your date with Frank last night?”

Julie sat there smiling as she continued to listen to Becky. “Sam got horny listening to you talk about your date with a black man, just like Tom. I can’t explain it exactly, but I think it’s just the idea for her that her wife would allow a man of a different skin color to touch her. Then the fantasy kicks in and they think of all kinds of things.”

Becky continued, “It keeps our marriage exciting, and Tom treats me with more respect and love than he has in years.” Julie turned and looked Becky straight in the eye. “Did you ... and Larry ... well ... ever really ... you know ... get along?”

Becky was surprised by her friend’s question, but quickly replied: “If you want to know if I slept with Larry, then the answer is yes. Many times. A lot of times.” Julie looked shocked at her friend’s answer and replied, “Becky, how could you do that to your husband?”

Becky quickly replied, “Julie, it’s not about doing it to him, it’s about doing it for him.”

Julie stared at Becky with a very confused look on her face as Becky continued, “Tom encourages me to sleep with Larry, and in fact they are good friends, and Tom likes to watch Larry fuck me. We have our own game going on, so to speak”

Julie asked: “What about your morals? Doesn’t the thought of cheating on your husband bother you?”

Becky replied relaxed, “Honey, don’t talk to me about morality when the divorce rate in this country is so high. Look at the statistics of women and men cheating on their spouses and tell me what’s so bad about what we do? Tom is usually even there watching.” At these words, a loud sigh escaped Julie. Becky continued, “Larry is the only man I sleep with besides my husband, and Larry only sleeps with me, so I don’t have to worry about getting anything from a strange man. Besides, Tom and I love each other more and we can satisfy each other’s sexual desires without complications.”

Julie said, “Haven’t you developed some feelings for Larry since you are so intimate with him?” Becky replied, “Yes, I love Larry, but not in the same way I love my husband. Larry will never come between my husband and me, and he knows it.” Julie replied with complete resolve, “I have no interest in sleeping with anyone other than my husband. I just want Sam to know that I can have as much fun as he had last night.”

Becky said, “Julie, no one is going to make you do anything you don’t want to do. Just go out tonight and have some fun and flirt a little. Observe, and you’ll see what I’m telling you: your husband will love you even more because you’re taking control of the situation.”

Julie asked again: “What does that mean, your husband is watching?” Becky said sardonically: “Well, he just enjoys it, especially since Larry controls his penis.” Julie was horrified: “How does he control his penis?” Becky: “Well, he puts up with a penis cage.”

“What? What’s a penis cage?” Julie asked, truly horrified. Abysses opened up for her.

Becky talked in detail about the penis cage and what it does for her husband. “The penis cage is a nifty little device that Larry introduced to us last year. It’s specially designed to enclose and close Tom’s penis so that he can’t get an erection. The cage is made of high-quality stainless steel and has several interlocking parts that prevent Tom from stimulating himself.” Julie listened intently as Becky continued: “Larry has the only key to it. That means Tom’s pleasure is completely under his control. If Tom is not good or doesn’t do what is expected of him, he stays in the cage and can only dream of having an orgasm. Only Larry decides when and if he is released. And guess when that usually happens?”

Julie was still a little confused, but her curiosity grew: “When?” Becky grinned, “Mostly when Larry takes me in front of Tom. That’s when Tom gets the greatest gift of all, permission to orgasm. This idea keeps Tom constantly aroused and makes him want me in a way he never did before. Our relationship has improved significantly, believe me.”

Julie shook her head, but couldn’t deny that the concept was shocking and intriguing in equal measure. Becky continued, “The cage has enriched our relationship in so many ways. Tom is always in a state of anticipation and desire. He is constantly horny because he has no way of relieving pressure himself. This means that he overreacts to my every touch and every word. He is literally overwhelmed with lust if I just give him a smile or show him my bare skin.”

Julie was slow to understand the appeal Becky was describing. Becky’s eyes sparkled with excitement as she said, “And the best thing is, it deepens our relationship. It gives us a new level of intimacy and trust. Tom gives me power over his lust, and Larry reinforces that dynamic by holding the key. Tom knows he can not only satisfy me physically, but he also does everything he can to fulfill me emotionally.”

Julie imagined the scenes Becky had described. Becky added: “Another interesting element is Tom’s obedience. He’s willing to do anything I tell him because he hopes it will lead to reward. The whole dynamic creates an incredible feeling of closeness and devotion. And every time Larry releases him, it’s a form of reward that Tom appreciates like never before.”

Becky concluded enthusiastically: “It’s amazing how this little cage has transformed our whole relationship. What started as a simple curiosity has turned into an adventure that has brought us closer and closer together.” Julie was impressed, almost in awe of what she had just heard. Becky’s openness and enthusiasm left no doubt that deep down she was proud of her decision to take this path.

Julie sat there stunned: “And you don’t find that humiliating for Tom?” Becky laughed: “Quite the opposite, Julie. Tom loves it. It makes him feel like he’s part of something unique and our sex life has never been better. When Larry takes me in front of Tom, I’m magically attracted to Larry’s size and strength. Tom watches everything and his desire grows immeasurably. Later, he is rewarded. These scenes have taken our passion to a whole new level that we could never have imagined.”

Julie swallowed hard: “That all sounds so intense, Becky. I don’t know if I’d ever dare do something like that.” Becky took Julie’s hands in hers: “Believe me, Julie, you just have to take the first step. The most important thing is for you and Sam to be honest with each other. If he really likes that kind of thing, it will only make your relationship stronger. Just try it and see where it takes you. You’ll be surprised how much it can excite you both.”

The conversation took a final turn when Becky said, “Julie, you just have to be open to what you really enjoy. At the end of the day, it’s about you and Sam being happy. If that means getting out of your comfort zone a little bit and trying something new, then do it. You’ll both benefit from it.”

Julie smiled tentatively and said, “Maybe you’re right, Becky. Maybe we should just experiment a little tonight and see where it takes us.” Becky beamed and replied, “That’s exactly what I wanted to hear, Julie.” Becky hugged Julie tightly and added, “Some husbands are very jealous when their wives dress the way you did last night, and others feel more confident and proud that their wives look so attractive.”

Julie sat there taking in everything Becky was telling her and finally replied, “I guess I’ll call you around six in the evening?” Becky stood up, gave Julie a kiss on the cheek, brushed Julie’s blonde hair away from her face as if to frame this angel’s face in gold and patted her on the leg. “Good luck to you. See you later tonight.”

Later that afternoon, Julie had laid her red dress across the bed, placed her high heels alongside it and selected a matching pair of panties. While she was thinking about what Becky had said, she opened the bedroom door and called her husband. “Sam ... Could you come in for a moment and help me?” Sam rushed into the bedroom because it was the first thing Julie had said to him all day. “Honey, did you call me?”

Julie gave her husband a light kiss on the lips and said, “I just wanted to tell you that I’m sorry I was so angry with you last night. I know you didn’t know where Tom was taking you, and at least you were honest and didn’t lie. Thank you.” They hugged and Sam gave his wife another kiss and said, “Are you really still going out with that Frank guy tonight?”

Julie played it off and said, “Yes, honey. Do you really think I should wear the same dress again?” Sam watched nervously as Julie walked to the bed, picked up the tiny panties and asked, “The thin fabric of the dress showed my panty waistband, so I’d better leave them off and go naked under the dress, right?” Sam’s face fell at the thought of his wife leaving the house without underwear.

Sam finally answered Julie’s question, “It’s a pretty dress and you looked very sexy in it, but don’t you think you should wear panties so no one can see?” Julie giggled and replied, “Honey, I’ve decided to shave so nothing shows through the dress. Will you come into the bathroom and help me when I’ve filled the bath?” Sam swallowed hard. What was suddenly happening here?

A few minutes later, Julie was sitting in the bath, the warm water enveloping her and relaxing her muscles. The bathroom was filled with the scent of lavender and a hint of foam gathering on the surface of the water. Julie leaned her head back and closed her eyes as Sam came in with a sharp razor and a container of shaving cream.

“Ready?” Sam asked, although he already knew the answer. Julie slowly opened her eyes and nodded. “Yes, sweetheart. Just be careful, okay?”

Sam sat down in front of the edge of the tub while Julie sat on the edge and carefully took Julie’s leg, placing it on the edge of the tub for better access. Her blonde pubic hair was slightly softened by the warm water, which would make the shaving process easier. Sam opened the container of shaving cream and applied a generous amount to Julie’s private parts, gently massaging the cream into the skin and spreading it evenly over the fine, light hairs.

Julie watched Sam intently as he worked, his concentrated face and the careful way he applied the shaving cream. “Does that feel good?” Sam asked gently. Julie nodded and took a deep breath. “Yes, it’s pleasant. You’re doing great.”

With steady hands, Sam applied the razor and began to remove the fine hairs in slow, careful strokes. Each movement was deliberate and gentle as he was careful not to cause a cut or irritation. The hairs, wet and soft, gave way slightly as the razor glided over Julie’s skin. Sam concentrated on every millimeter of her skin, careful not to miss a single spot.

Julie had spread her legs wide and propped them up on the edge of the bath so that Sam could work more easily. Every now and then she winced slightly, not because of discomfort, but because the gentle touch and the intimacy of the situation aroused her. Her vulva, now almost completely hairless and smooth, glistened slightly in the light.

“Almost done,” Sam muttered as he removed the last of the hair. He leaned in for a closer look to make sure he hadn’t missed any hairs. Julie’s clitoris was now more visible through the smooth skin, causing Sam to pause and admire the moment for a brief moment.

“Okay, that should be it,” Sam finally said and put the razor aside. He reached for a soft, fluffy towel and began to gently dry Julie’s freshly shaved skin. Every touch was loving and tender.

Julie opened her eyes and smiled at Sam as he lowered her back into the warm water. “Thank you, darling. It feels wonderfully smooth.” Sam smiled back, his eyes full of tenderness. “You’re welcome.” A little later, Julie slowly rose from the tub, the water beading off her ceramic white smooth skin. At that moment, she was the picture of perfect feminine beauty and smoothness. Sam handed her the towel and helped her dry off completely before they continued and she slipped into the stunning red dress that was still on the bed.

Sam carefully, “Julie, do you think Frank might try to flirt with you or kiss you tonight?” Julie relished the situation and rubbed Sam’s shoulder as she replied, “Honey, does it turn you on to think about me going on a date with a guy?”

Sam felt embarrassed as he answered his wife’s question and said, “I was just worried that he might try to hurt you or something.” Sam had been thinking over the past few hours, he was getting cold feet. Mission aborted!

Julie pulled her husband’s head towards her and gave him a passionate kiss, sending her tongue into his mouth and looking into his eyes, “Baby. You were all tangy last night when I told you everything that happened with Frank, and I did notice your cock twitching like crazy when I told you he touched me. Do you want me to flirt with Frank tonight and tell you everything later?” Sam’s heart raced as he listened to his wife, and he hesitantly and slowly replied in a low voice, “What do you have in mind when you say you’re going to flirt with him?”

Julie smiled and giggled, kissed her husband passionately on the lips and said, “If I dance with him, I could allow him to touch my butt, or maybe I could pull up my dress so he can see my thighs when we sit in an alcove. Maybe you’d rather I allow him to kiss me or kiss my breasts?” Julie continued to kiss her husband as she waited for his response. Sam was breathing heavily with excitement, but was still too embarrassed to answer as Julie continued, “Tell me what you’ll allow Frank to do to me tonight.”

Sam breathed heavily as he continued to kiss his wife, his eyes half closed, and finally whispered, “It’s okay.” Julie knew she was embarrassing Sam and whispered back, “You mean it’s okay if Frank does one of those things to me tonight?”

Julie kissed him again and waited for Sam to respond until his resistance broke and he finally whispered, “Yes.” Sam sat down on the bed and waited for Julie to finish blow-drying her hair while he looked at the tiny red dress and thought about what he had just told her about Frank. Julie returned to the bedroom a few minutes later, picked up the dress and instructed Sam to help her pull it over her head. It was tight, and Sam pulled at the material around Julie’s hips as Julie moved her hips back and forth to adjust the thin material.

Julie reached for her favorite perfume on the dresser, sprayed a little around her breasts and then lifted the material of her dress to give a quick spritz on her shaved mons veneris.

She sat down on the bed and said, “Honey, can you help me put on my high heels and buckle them for me?” Sam knelt in front of her and put the first heel on her foot and holding his wife’s shapely leg, snapped the buckle into place and then put on the other heel.

When he looked up, he could clearly see her vagina between her thighs under her dress. She looked simply heavenly and he immediately felt that strange tingling in the tip of his cock again.

Julie looked adorable as she stood up and said, “I just need a few more minutes to do my makeup. Would you do me a favor and call this number, it’s Frank’s, and ask him to pick me up here at our house tonight at seven?”

Sam looked surprised when Julie handed him the little card with Frank’s phone number on it and said, “Do you think it’s a good idea for Frank to come here tonight?” Julie put her hands around Sam’s head, kissed him on the lips and said, “I think it’s a wonderful idea for you to meet Frank yourself and stop worrying about whether I’m safe when I’m out with him. Who knows? Maybe you two will become good friends.”

Julie went into the bathroom and said to Sam: “Frank is a nice guy. You don’t have to worry about approaching him. Let me get ready, it won’t be long now.”

Sam looked at the phone number with the name “Frank” at the top and went into the kitchen to pick up the phone and call the man who was going out with his wife tonight. Sam dialed the number and waited as it rang and a man answered in a deep voice, “Hello?”

Sam had butterflies in his stomach as he said, “Yes. I’m trying to reach a man called Frank, do I have the right number?”

Frank replied: “This is Frank. How can I help you?” Sam replied hesitantly, “I’m calling for my wife, Julie. She wanted to let you know that you can pick her up at our house tonight around seven.” Frank laughed lightly and replied, “Tell Julie I’ll pick her up at seven and I’m looking forward to seeing her again.” Sam swallowed hard and said, “Okay. I’ll tell her. Bye.” Sam hung up the phone and walked to the bathroom where Julie was finishing her makeup and said, “Frank said he’d see you at seven and he’s looking forward to seeing you again.”

Julie was applying lipstick, turned to Sam and smiled, “Thank you for doing me this favor.”

Julie called Becky and told her that she would meet her and Larry at the club tonight and that Frank would pick her up from home. It was almost seven, and Sam couldn’t sit still as he kept walking around from the kitchen to the living room. Julie walked in just as Sam came back into the living room and said, “I’d kiss you, but I don’t want to smudge my lipstick before Frank gets here.”
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The front doorbell rang and Sam’s heart felt like it was going to stop as Julie called out to her husband, “Sam. Can you open the door?”. Sam nervously walked to the front door, opened it and saw a very tall, muscular black man standing in the doorway with flowers in his hand “Um, hey, just ... come in...” Sam stammered. He introduced himself as Julie’s husband and they shook hands as Julie came out of the bedroom, headed straight for Frank and took the flowers from him. She bowed her head and gave him a soft kiss on the lips as Sam looked on in shock.

What’s more, Sam just couldn’t get over how big Frank’s hand was when they shook hands. His fingers were as thick as three of Sam’s own fingers. Frank was a very tall man and clearly towered over Julie as she stood next to him, indeed he towered over him.

Julie smiled at Frank and said, “Come in and sit down for a moment while I put these flowers in the water.” Frank sat down on the sofa while Sam followed and sat down opposite the man and asked, “Where are you planning to go tonight?”

Frank replied, “We’re going back to the club we went to last night and we want to dance a bit.” Julie came back into the room, sat down next to Frank on the sofa and looked at her husband as she spoke: “My husband was worried about my safety when I go out with you tonight, and I told him that you’re a gentle giant and he doesn’t need to worry. “Frank smiled mischievously: “Of course he doesn’t need to worry” he said - “Not yet.” he thought to himself.

Julie looked at Frank and said, “I knew you really liked this dress, so I decided to wear it again for you tonight.” Julie moved her hand and placed her palm on Frank’s thigh as she smiled and waited for his response. Frank smiled and then glanced at Sam, “You really don’t have to worry about Julie. She’ll be with me all evening.” Julie stood up, took Frank’s hand and said, “I think we should get going so Becky and Larry don’t think we’re lost.” Frank put his arm around Julie’s waist and laughed as he continued, “I’m not worried about Larry there. He always finds something to do.”

Sam stood up and watched as Frank led Julie to the front door and as the tall man escorted his wife out the door. Julie turned quickly and said, “Honey, I’ll see you later.” She blew him an air kiss and the door shut behind them. Sam watched the door close behind them and stood in front of the window, watching as they backed out of the driveway and drove away from the house. Sam felt strange standing there alone, watching his beautiful wife go out with another man. But at the same time it was there again, that tingling sensation, he couldn’t explain it, it wasn’t like that before.

Sam went to the couch, sat down and turned on the TV while he thought about what he had said to his wife that afternoon and worried about what she would allow this man to do.

His eyes fell on a USB stick that Janet had given him the night before. He hadn’t looked at it yet, Janet said he should look at it when Julie went out with Frank again.

He hastily plugged the USB stick into the TV in the living room and nervously started the movie on it.

Julie and Frank arrived at the club at the same time, where Becky and Larry were already waiting for them in a reserved alcove. Becky ordered drinks for everyone when they arrived. Frank sat very close to Julie in the alcove and although Julie had acted confidently in front of her husband, she was very nervous about sitting so close to Frank in the club. The fantasy was then even easier than the reality. Frank behaved like a perfect gentleman all evening as the couples talked and occasionally took to the dance floor. Every time Frank and Julie returned from the dance floor, they found Larry making out with Becky. Julie began to relax after several drinks and when they returned from the dance floor, Frank moved into the alcove next to her again, only this time he put his hand on her thigh while everyone talked. Julie was nervous, but she didn’t pull away or remove Frank’s hand from her thigh as they continued to talk and listen to the music.

Becky and Larry went back to kissing while Julie took a sip of her drink and felt Frank’s hand gently massaging her thigh. She turned her head and smiled at Frank. Frank took the opportunity to kiss Julie on the lips, running his dark hand through her blonde hair. Julie let him kiss her as she felt his hand on her thigh and held his hand there while Frank kissed her on the lips again, this time just a few seconds longer. Frank turned and reached around her with his free hand, pulling Julie closer to him and giving her a long, passionate kiss, his tongue invading her mouth.

Becky next door was feeling good after several drinks and commented, “I’m really glad we’re not the only people in the club making out.” Julie kissed Frank back and sucked on his tongue as they remained joined in a hot and passionate kiss. Julie placed her hand on Frank’s thigh and massaged it gently as Frank slipped his hand under the thin material of Julie’s red dress and felt her soft upper thigh area.

Now Julie became bold and slowly slid her hand upwards until her fingertips touched Frank’s large bulge and gently moved her fingers over the large mound. “My God, what am I doing here?” she thought to herself, but the thoughts were quickly washed away by the excitement and the alcohol.

Frank continued to touch Julie’s thighs and kissed her again, only this time he moved his other hand around and placed it gently on one of her breasts, squeezing it gently before running off and giving her another kiss. Julie, for her part, moved her hand to Frank’s crotch and stroked his stiff cock through his pants as they continued kissing.

Becky let Larry feel her up at that point and looked at Frank and Julie and said, “Frank. I think Larry and I are going to go back to my place. Why don’t you lovebirds rent a room for the night?” laughing.

Frank heard what Becky said, but continued kissing Julie and whispered, “Would you like me to rent us a room for tonight?” Julie suddenly broke off the kiss and replied, “Frank. I’m a married woman.” Her blue eyes stared deep into his dark eyes. Her gaze was glistening and wet from everything that was happening.

Frank kissed Julie again and placed his hand over hers on his crotch, “Do you want to take it out and play with it?” -Julie breathed heavily, “Frank. I’m too nervous. Someone will see us. I’m married.”

Julie was so engrossed in what was happening to Frank that she didn’t notice Larry and Becky get up and leave while she continued to hold Frank’s cock through his pants.

Meanwhile at Sam’s.

The screen began to flicker and showed Janet sitting in a club. She looked confident and gave a speech to the camera while briefly stroking her hair: “Sam, I’m so proud that you’ve made it this far. You must be feeling nervous, but I bet you’re also feeling that weird tingling in your penis again, aren’t you?”

Sam was completely flabbergasted, but it was true. Janet’s words triggered something in him, because the tingling became stronger. Janet continued: “This tingling inside you, it’s because Julie is dating a black man right now. These feelings are strong, Sam, and I want you to act on them. Take your clothes off, Sam.” She paused. “You know how these videos go, the rules are the same as before. You’ve earned it, treat yourself, live it up!” the blonde continued in the video.

Hesitantly, but driven by an inner necessity, Sam stood up and slowly undressed. He methodically dropped every item of clothing to the floor until he was sitting completely naked on the sofa. He knew these videos too well, he had been watching them for weeks, it was almost like an addiction since Tom gave them to him, but this video seemed different, Janet was speaking to him, only to him, the video was made just for him.

“Now, Sam, keep looking,” Janet instructed him.

The image changed to a hypnotic video. Janet’s voice sounded in the background, soft and reassuring: “The rules: Only touch yourself when the light in the left corner is green. Move your hand to the rhythm of the beat. When it’s round, put your hand away immediately and don’t touch it again. You may only cum when you receive the command to do so at the bottom left. If you fail, you’ll have to watch the video again tomorrow.”

Sam’s heart beat faster, his hand instinctively found its way to his hard penis.

Dark, pulsating images of black cocks penetrating white women slowly filled the screen.

When the light turned green, he began to move to the rhythm of the music. The images on the screen intensified, showing close-ups of big black cocks penetrating deep into the white women’s wet, greedy pussies. Their moans were loud and full of sensual pleasure.

The scenes alternated between individual couples and groups that were close together in ecstatic union. Skin to skin, sweat and lust glistened in the club lights. Janet’s voice redirected him: “You’re doing well, Sam. Watch them enjoy it. That’s exactly how I want you to enjoy it.”

Sam followed the instructions, his hand gliding over his throbbing member, always in time with the beat. The images became more and more ecstatic: white women, their legs spread wide or on all fours in naked abandon, surrendered to their black lovers. Their faces were contorted with lust, their bodies shook with every deep thrust.

The shots switched to a white couple having sex. The light glowed red. Sam let go of his hand and breathed heavily, the pleasure was incredible.

The camera again showed close-ups of deep penetration, pink labia closing around a thick black cock, the light glowing green, and tears of pleasure gathering in the woman’s eyes. The rhythm quickened and Sam’s hand movements intensified.

Janet continued reassuringly, “This is your place, Sam. Watching them get fucked by these powerful men will make you hard. Enjoy it, Sam. Let it out.”

The light became more intense and the intensity of the images on the screen increased. The white women writhed in lustful ecstasy, the black men thrust deeper and harder. Sam couldn’t help but watch them, their lust becoming his own. But Sam couldn’t come yet, the rhythm of the video simply wouldn’t allow it. His tension was building, but he knew the timing had to be right. Janet’s voice came from the background again: “Sam, you’ve probably never felt anything like this before, have you? This intense lust, this mixture of the forbidden and the permitted.”

Suddenly, a white couple appeared, the man desperately trying to satisfy his partner. The screen light turned a deep red. Sam instinctively knew again that he had to stop now. He pulled his hand back, let go of his hard penis and breathed heavily. The images on the screen changed. Black men were again fucking white women with rough passion, their massive cocks sliding deep into the women’s wet, greedy holes as they writhed in lustful ecstasy.

Just as Sam was lying on the sofa breathing heavily, Janet’s voice sounded again in the background of the video: “Sam, while you’re sitting here enjoying these wonderful pictures, Julie is out with Frank right now.” Her voice was gentle yet provocative.

The camera continued to show the passionate union of black men and white women as Janet continued, “Imagine, Sam, what they could be doing right now. Does it turn you on to know that Julie and Frank could be fucking right now? That she might be experiencing the same intense pleasure as the women here in the video?” Sam couldn’t deny it; just the thought of Julie giving herself to Frank made him almost explode. His penis was hard as steel and protruded almost painfully from him, drops of pleasure were forming at the tip, something he had never experienced before. Janet continued: “Do you want to cum, Sam? Does it make you horny to imagine Frank going deep inside Julie while you sit here and watch?”

Her words painted vivid pictures in Sam’s head. He imagined Julie writhing beneath Frank, her legs spread wide, her moans echoing out into the night. The thought that Frank might be taking her in the same intense way as the women in the video was overwhelming.

“Now, Sam,” came Janet’s voice again, firm and authoritative, “do you feel that tingle? Imagine Julie’s naked body moving under Frank, filling her and making her sink into ecstatic waves of pleasure. Does it get you hot, Sam?” He could hardly keep his hand off his member, it was forcing all the self-control he had out of him.

There was nothing he could do to counter Sam’s feelings. The idea alone drove his arousal to unimagined heights, his penis twitched uncontrollably even though he wasn’t allowed to touch it, the red light was still on. Janet knew exactly how to guide him, how to bring his deepest, most hidden fantasies to light.

“It’s good to live out these feelings, Sam. Allow them. Sink into it and enjoy it. Imagine Julie moaning and writhing in pleasure as you think of her pleasure. This is your place, Sam.”

Sam’s hand struggled to keep from reaching again, to move, driven by the intense images and Janet’s tantalizing words. His lust was fully ignited, and as Janet continued to speak, he let the power of his fantasies take him over until the room was filled only with the sounds of his own passion and the images on the screen.

 ... But the light remained red... 

Close-ups showed how the black shafts were covered in shiny secretions, wet and shimmering from the women’s bodily juices. The white women moaned loudly, their toes curled with lust and desire. Their hands clawed into the skin of their black lovers, their legs spread wide, their bodies twitching with each deep thrust.

Sam could hardly contain his own lust. Then the images changed again: now white men could be seen again helping their wives while they were being fucked by black men. The men held up their wives’ legs, kissed their calves and licked the places where the thick black cocks penetrated deep into their wives. It was an interplay of support and devotion.

The light changed back to green. Sam didn’t hesitate, immediately grabbed his hard penis again and began to masturbate it, his movements synchronized with the beat of the video. Janet commented further: “Well done, Sam. Look how the husbands help their wives. See how they support their wives’ pleasure? That’s exactly what I want to see from you. Let these images inspire you.”

Sam followed her instructions and let the images sink in. The white women moaned louder, their bodies writhing with pleasure as the black cocks penetrated them again and again. The white men lovingly cared for their wives, kissing and licking, actively supporting their fucking ecstasies. Sam’s hand moved in the prescribed rhythm, faster and more intensely than before. The tension in his body reached its peak, the light glowed green and in time with the hard thrusts on the screen. every moan and every thrust intensified Sam’s own arousal.

Janet continued, “You’re doing great, Sam. Watch, enjoy them being fucked by these powerful men. Experience their pleasure and make it your own.”

“Oooooohhhh, what is that???” Sam moaned loudly to himself as he continued to pleasure himself to the beat.

In the club;

Frank kissed Julie again and whispered, “Becky said your husband was excited when he talked about our date last night. Do you think he’d like to watch?” Julie could feel Frank’s fingers just an inch away from her mons veneris as they continued kissing. She stopped Frank from going any further as she was terrified of what might happen and said, “Take me back home.”

Frank kissed Julie one last time before he slid out of the alcove and waited for Julie to stand up, as she got up she pulled her dress back over her crotch. He walked her to the club exit, his arm around her waist. Julie had her arm around Frank as they walked to the car. Frank opened the car door and took Julie in his arms, giving her another passionate kiss as he held her ass in his big black hands. His eyes followed her sexy legs as she sat down in the passenger seat and closed the door.

Julie was nervous during the drive back to her house. As they pulled into the driveway, she noticed Larry’s car in Becky’s driveway.

Still preoccupied with himself in the living room, Sam suddenly noticed the car in the driveway. Before he could come to redemption, he immediately switched off the movie and hastily grabbed his clothes to get dressed again. His rock hard penis didn’t make it any easier for him to get his pants back on. Frank accompanied Julie to the door. Julie used her key to open the door and Frank followed her into the house, his arm still around her waist.

The light was on in the living room, so Julie closed the door and gave Frank a soft kiss on the lips. The sound of the kiss could be heard in the living room. Julie turned around and saw Sam sitting on the couch, slightly sweaty, with a newspaper in her hand. “Oh, you’re back already,” Sam said, trying not to look strained.

Julie approached her husband and kissed him. She stopped and stared at the newspaper in Sam’s hand.

Then she said, “Baby, I’m glad you’re still awake because I thought maybe we could spend some time together.”

Sam, still all worked up and absolutely horny from the movie, shook Frank’s hand again and said, “Uh ... yeah ... sure ... come on in and make yourselves comfortable.”

His penis was only half stiff but the waistband was constantly rubbing against his member, which was about to explode, he noticed how his member kept spitting in his boxer shorts from excitement.

Julie went first and took Frank’s hand, leading him into the living room, where they sat down on the couch again. Sam followed them and sat down on a chair directly to their left. He noticed that Julie was sitting so close to Frank that her leg was touching his leg and they were still holding hands. God his penis was twitching wildly. “This can’t be a coincidence, I’ve just watched the videos and now this in my living room?” he thought to himself.

Julie spoke up, “Baby, I told Frank about the club you and Tom went to last night and the show you saw on stage.” Sam was embarrassed and just nodded before adding, “I didn’t expect to see a live show.” He was boiling inside, wanting to mount his wife here and now to finally cum.

Frank smiled at Sam and replied, “I’ve been there with my good friend Larry and I know what kind of show they put on. I bet you were excited to see a live interracial sex show for the first time.” Sam was momentarily shocked but then glanced at Julie before replying, “Yes, it was very ... interesting ... to see it live.”

Sam saw Julie put her hand on Frank’s thigh as they continued to talk. Frank said, “I’m a member of this club and I could get you in as a sponsor.” Sam’s penis was about to explode. He could feel his testicles contracting. His heart was racing wildly. “Stay cool.” he thought to himself, “keep a cool head, you’re just horny right now, don’t do anything wrong.”

Sam interrupted his own thoughts: “I don’t think my wife and I would be interested in joining this club.”

“Mhh, so that’s the game you want to play?” thought Frank mockingly.

Frank put his arm around Julie and replied: “Many wives enjoy the variety in their marriage to the surprise of their husbands. It’s often the husbands who show interest first because many white men get sexually aroused when they imagine a black man sleeping with their wife.”

Sam listened tensely, “if only they knew, he thought to himself” as Frank continued, “In fact, we specialize in wives who are shy and afraid to discuss their desires with their husbands. People are often raised to believe that interracial sex is taboo, and our members are interested in exploring those fantasies.”

Julie moved her hand slowly up Frank’s thigh as she listened to him. Frank still had his arm around Julie and his dark fingers were gently massaging her porcelain-colored arm. Julie finally made a statement and looked at her husband, “Baby, you were all spunky last night when I told you about my date with Frank. This afternoon we talked about the boundaries you had for Frank. Do you remember how you responded?”

Sam nodded but didn’t say anything, the inner tension was too great not to produce an accident. He was still looking at Julie, who was waiting for an answer before she finally said to Frank, “Sam and I were talking about you and I getting more intimate and how he would feel if he let me kiss and touch you.” Frank stared at Sam for several seconds before hugging Julie tightly, “Sam, are you comfortable with me sitting here with my arm around your wife?”

Sam felt like he wanted to sink into the ground rather than tell Frank how he really felt. He finally decided to answer, “It’s okay.” Frank turned to Julie with a smile and they stared into each other’s eyes as Frank slowly lowered his head and placed a kiss on Julie’s lips. Sam heard the sound of the kiss as he sat in his chair. Frank placed his other hand on Julie’s thigh and stroked his palm slowly over her smooth skin as they continued to look into each other’s eyes.

Frank placed his hand on Julie’s breast and gently rubbed the thin material of her dress, shifting his hand from his palm to the back of his fingers to gently touch the material over her nipple area.

Frank gave Julie another soft kiss and then hugged her tightly, parting her lips with his tongue. Julie responded by putting her hand behind Frank’s head and holding him as they kissed.

As Julie and Frank ended the kiss, Julie looked to Sam who was watching them, she realized that Sam was now totally aroused again and began to unbutton Frank’s shirt when she saw his eyes still on her. Sam felt uncomfortable as he watched his wife begin to unbutton Frank’s shirt and help him take it off before throwing it to the other end of the sofa. Frank was very muscular, his arms were huge with protruding muscles and his chest was broad with broad shoulders. Frank towered over Julie in size and his dark coal black skin contrasted sharply with Julie’s fair complexion. Julie began to squeeze Frank’s muscles on his arms and said, “I didn’t realize you were so well built.”

Julie was mesmerized and ran her palm over Frank’s chest as she glanced at her husband to see his reaction. Sam followed every movement as his wife began to lovingly explore Frank’s naked torso. Julie leaned forward and began to gently kiss Frank’s erect pecs and slide off his nipples before she placed her lips back on his mouth and began to kiss him passionately.

Frank’s hands unleashed even more pleasure as he began to explore Julie’s body. His fingers gently glided over her skin before gently cupping her breasts. Julie could feel Frank’s hands moving closer and closer to her stomach and hips. Only moments passed before Frank began to unzip Julie’s dress, which slowly slid to the floor, leaving her completely naked. Her body glowed in the warm living room lamp and she could feel the eyes of both men on her.

Frank lowered himself to Julie and began to caress her belly with gentle kisses, slowly moving downwards to her mons veneris. He spoke softly to Sam, “You must know what a beautiful sight that is, your wife so ready.” Sam could only nod, his eyes wide and his breathing quickened as he watched Frank explore Julie further and further. Julie allowed her hands to bury themselves in Frank’s thick hair, groaning and sighing as she felt his every touch on her sensitive skin.

Frank moved further down, kissing the edge of her mound of Venus and gently pulling down with his teeth before finally making it to her vagina with his hands. A display of pure devotion.

Julie began to tremble as Frank used all his skills to tease her sensitive spot. Sam could hardly believe what he was seeing and felt the excitement growing strong in him again as he saw his wife in the clutches of Frank’s passion.

Julie kept glancing over at Sam because she knew he was nervous. Finally, she whispered something in Frank’s ear. Sam couldn’t hear what she was saying, but Frank nodded in agreement to what she had just told him. Sam was surprised to see Frank get up and walk down the hallway, presumably to use the restroom, while Julie got up and went to Sam.

Julie got up, walked over to him and sat naked on Sam’s lap. She felt his erect member through his pyjamas. She knew immediately what was going on. She gave him a kiss and asked, “Baby, it’s hard for you to see me with Frank, isn’t it?” Julie rubbed her labia slowly up and down over Sam’s hard member in his pants. She always rubbed gently up and down. Sam could clearly feel everything.

His penis simply couldn’t take any more, but somehow he managed to hold out. But he could feel his penis drooling so much that it was already running down his pants over his testicles.

Sam kissed his wife and replied, “It’s a little different when you watch another man’s wife kiss a black man.” Julie kissed her husband again and said, “Have you seen all the muscles Frank has on his chest and arms? He feels so strong when he touches me, he gives me little goosebumps all over.”

Sam held his wife tightly and asked, “I was wondering what you said to Frank and why he went into the bathroom?” Julie stroked Sam’s hair, looked him in the eye and said, “Baby, that’s exactly why I’m talking to you now. Frank’s not in the bathroom. I told him to go into the bedroom and wait for me because I saw you were so uncomfortable watching us. You seem so tense.”

Julie continued to ride slowly over Sam’s crotch, her lust gliding gently over his penis as if she wanted to say goodbye.

Sam hadn’t expected Julie to say that and looked his wife in the eye with pity, as if she wanted to change her mind. “You’ve had a lot to drink, haven’t you?” Sam asked, looking for help as if he was looking for a life preserver for the situation but couldn’t find it.

Julie blithely continued to stroke Sam’s hair and said, “Baby, I want you to stay out here if you’re too nervous and upset to watch us. Maybe after I’ve gone out with Frank for a while, you’ll feel more relaxed and friendly towards him.”

Sam felt numb hearing Julie’s words about more dates with Frank as she continued, “Becky told me about her and Tom and their relationship with Larry. Becky also explained how their relationship has improved because of the trust and love they have for each other. Becky said Larry is a fantastic lover and Tom looks forward to seeing him every weekend.”

Sam looked deep into her eyes and asked, “Becky told you about Larry and how Tom loves watching her have sex with him?” Julie smiled and replied, “Yes, baby. She also told me that you might not handle the first date well and suggested that you stay in another room while Frank and I got busy. Becky said that Tom had been more nervous than her the first time.”

Julie kissed Sam again, continuing to slide unstoppably careful over his crotch and said, “Baby, I’m going to take you to the guest room for the night. I’m very nervous tonight too because I know Frank is very well endowed and I’m going to need time. It’s all so exciting and new to me too.”

Julie got off Sam’s lap, a clear wet spot on it, only it wasn’t clear if it was hers or his, and held his hand as she led him into the guest room and turned on the light. She waited until he had undressed. Sam struggled to take off his boxers, which surprised Julie as they usually slept naked.

She approached him gently and said reassuringly, “Let me help you, baby.” Julie knelt in front of Sam and slipped her fingers under the waistband of his boxers. Slowly she pulled them down, the soft material moving over his thighs and down to his ankles. This revealed his extremely hard member again. His glans glowed a bright red, dripping and drooling pre-ejaculate. The liquid formed thick, clear drops that collected at the tip and slowly made their way down.

His testicles were completely soaked in his juices, the smooth flesh glistening with wetness in the light of the room. Julie noticed that fluid had probably dripped out of him during her show, and now it was seeping out in a steady stream and running over his balls. Every random muscle twitch Sam had caused more drops to ooze out and trickle down in long strings.

Julie smiled slightly and commented, “Oh Sam, you’re so incredibly excited.” Her voice was full of admiration and a little teasing. “I can imagine how excited the whole thing has made you.”

She leaned forward and gave Sam’s glans a short, tender kiss, her lips enveloping the sensitive tip with gentle pressure. Then she took him completely into her mouth, her lips gliding over the silky skin as she savored the heat and moisture. After a moment, she pulled back and let her warm breath waft over him. “Just a little taste for now,” she whispered.

Sam dropped into bed and pulled back the covers, crawled into the sheets and looked at his beautiful wife. Her skin shimmered in the bedroom light and her cleavage looked perfect as she leaned down and kissed Sam on the lips. The intimacy and passion in their kiss made his heart beat faster and sent shivers of anticipation through his whole body.

Julie smiled and said, “Baby, you’ll be fine here. I’ll leave the bedroom door open in case you want to listen in, but don’t be afraid if I get loud.” She kissed her husband again and said, “Baby, I touched Frank at the club and he feels like a baseball bat. I know you’re going to love it when I tell you all the details later.”

They kissed again and Sam held her close, resting his head on the pillow and watching as she turned and smiled. Now was the moment, he wanted to scream, “don’t do it!” “send Frank away, it was all just a bad thought!” but he had a lump in his throat just as he gathered himself and wanted to speak - “By the way” she said slightly mockingly “great of you to read my old women’s magazine from last week” - RUMS Sam realized she had caught him, she knew exactly that he had just masturbated to the thought of the two of them..., so she probably went through with it with conviction. She left the room and switched off the light. Sam’s inside, a storm.

The guest room was pitch black, apart from the illuminated digital clock on the dresser. Sam had been watching the red numbers for the last forty-five minutes. This was the first time Sam had looked at the clock after his wife Julie had turned off the light and closed the door slightly.

Sam still had the image of Julie sitting stark naked on the couch with Frank in his head. There was little chance that they wouldn’t be doing it right now; the fact was that Frank was probably naked himself and enjoying his first weekend with Julie. Sam remembered the first time Tom had suggested the interracial live sex show and had taken him to the club to see a real live sex show. Sam was so excited to see the white wife taken by the big black stud, those damn videos were clouding his mind.

Sam realized that Becky had planted the seed in Julie’s head and made her interested in the lifestyle. When Sam told Julie about his experience at the club, he didn’t realize he was putting the icing on the cake. He realized it was all an interplay of a perfidious plan and now he was stuck in the middle of it.

Ever since Tom had sparked his interest in interracial sex with the movies, Sam had fantasized about Julie sleeping with a black man. Now the day had come and he was lying in the guest room in the dark because she thought he was too upset to watch her the first time and damn it, he was upset, it was all a fantasy and was never going to be real.

Sam became increasingly nervous in the dead silence of the room and looked at his watch again. An hour and thirty minutes had passed. Sam realized he was getting more excited just thinking about Julie being with Frank than actually watching. He threw off the covers, stood up and looked towards the bedroom door, his member still standing at attention, whitewashing his way. He looked down towards the floor to see if there was any light coming through the gap, but it was pitch black in the hallway too.

Sam got out of bed, walked to the door, opened it slowly and peered into the hallway, poking his head around the corner. The door to the master bedroom was ajar and the light was on in the room.

He could already hear noises coming from the room as he slowly moved towards the doorway. His heart was beating fast as he approached the opening.

Sam got a huge fright when he heard a scream from the room and backed away again. He recognized Julie’s scream and his heart began to beat faster. The sounds in the room intensified and Sam could hear that it wasn’t a cry of pain, but of pleasure. The same sound Julie made when she was intimate with him, only more intense, much more intense. His own arousal pulsed through his body as he approached the crack in the door again and took a quick peek inside.

His breath caught when he saw Julie lying naked on the bed, her legs spread wide and Frank above her, his massive form between her thighs. Frank’s every movement made Julie’s body shake with ecstasy. Frank’s massive, muscular figure pulsed with raw power while Julie cried out loudly with pleasure.

Sam paused on the carpet, listening and hesitating, before venturing further towards the doorway. He heard Julie scream again, “Oh ... God ... Frank.” Sam shivered as he listened to Julie and Frank’s voices. He moved forward again until he was just before the doorway when Julie began to scream again, “Oh ... God ... Frank ... Fuck me ... Fuck me ... God ... He is so great...”

Sam’s question about what Frank and Julie were doing was answered when he put his hand on the door handle.

Julie continued to scream very loudly: “Fuck me, Frank ... Yes ... Fuck me ... Oh ... God ... Stretch me for you ... Yes...”

Finally, Sam plucked up enough courage to stick his head in the crack in the door and carefully opened the door to look into the room. What Sam saw was exactly what he had heard and imagined in the hallway. The first thing Sam saw was Frank’s butt moving up and down, turning circles, while Julie’s legs were held back by Frank’s massive arms.

Sam focused on the bed and saw that Frank was pressing his wife into the mattress with each powerful thrust, moving his ass in a circular motion as if he were trying to stretch Julie’s pleasure temple. Sam could now see Julie’s flower being stretched like a rubber band around Frank’s big black cock. Sam’s penis just twitched uncontrollably as he watched his wife dig her long fingernails into Frank’s back.

Julie moaned and almost cried from the pain of having such a big cock forced into her little white pussy. Sam listened as she started screaming again, “Uh ... Yes ... God ... Frank ... You stretch me ... God ... I can feel you penetrating me.”

Sam’s penis was rock hard as he continued to listen to Julie: “Uh ... Yes ... Shit ... Frank ... Make me your whore ... God ... Frank ... Your white whore...” Sam pushed the door open even further, knowing that Frank and Julie wouldn’t notice. He brought his hand to his best piece and played with his penis, which was spewing fluid like crazy.

Julie moaned like a kitten, accompanied by their grunts and the wet sucking sound coming from her well stretched crack. Frank’s ass never stopped twisting as he skillfully moved his cock inside Julie, touching every inch of her crack and probably helping to stretch her with every change of direction.

Sam stopped near the door and had a good view of Julie’s pussy and Frank’s ass and legs from the foot of the bed. Frank was kissing Julie from the sounds Sam could hear. The heavy breathing and her moans could also be heard. Every time Frank thrust into Julie, her breath caught and she made a sound like the breath was being knocked out of her stomach. Sam wanted to join in so badly that he was almost tempted to stand next to the bed and cheer Julie on.

Not wanting to scare her or distract her from the sex, he decided to wait. Sam’s penis was dripping with excitement, and he stood there taking in the whole scenario, including the contrast of their skin colors. Julie began to speak again, “Oh my God ... Frank ... I love your cock so much inside me ... Baby ... Keep fucking me ... I want you to fuck me all night...”

Frank kissed Julie’s neck, possibly giving her hickeys as she squealed, until he replied, “That’s it ... Move your little white ass on my cock for me ... turn on my cock and show me how much you love it inside you...”

Julie replied: “Oh God ... I’m going to fall in love with your cock ... It’s so big ... Keep fucking me and make me come again...”

Frank continued to fuck Julie, unaware that Sam was standing outside the room watching her, and said, “You’re not going to be satisfied with your husband’s cock anymore.” Julie continued to moan and twisted her ass around his cock and said, “I have your cock to satisfy me now.”

Frank replied: “Do you think he’ll put up with me being here more often now?”

Julie focused her mind and energy on Frank’s cock, but managed to reply between her moans, “ohhh ... I want him to like you too ... Maybe you can be friends ... I will always love my husband ... We will make it together...” Sam continued to play with his penis as he listened to Julie’s response to Frank’s statement and watched Julie’s fingers dig into Frank’s skin near his butt. Sam was aroused as he saw his wife’s pale white fingers with their bright red nail polish against Frank’s coal black skin.

Frank didn’t stop moving his cock inside Julie while Sam watched her body quiver. Based on his experience, he knew this was a sure sign that she was going to orgasm at any moment. Sam was right as Julie began to scream again, “Ah ... Fuck me ... Yes ... Give me your cock...”

The contrast between Frank’s dark, ebony skin and Julie’s light, white skin was incredible. Frank’s enormous black penis stood out against Julie’s soft, pink vagina. The head of Frank’s cock, shiny and dark, pushed inexorably against Julie’s bright red labia, which were swollen with arousal and stretched to their limits. Each thrust from Frank seemed to further emphasize this striking difference. His thick, coal-black shaft, slick with pre-ejaculate and Julie’s juices, moved in and out of her brightly glowing red vaginal opening. The sight was almost mesmerizing; Julie’s entrance clung tightly to Frank’s girth, glistening wetly and struggling to contain its impressive size.

With each thunderous movement from Frank, Julie’s lips spread wider, and the surrounding flesh reddened and glistened with moisture. The movements caused her labia to stretch around him, as if trying to embrace the massive intruder. As Frank pushed deeper into her, her labia encircled his shaft, the bright red of her arousal contrasting sharply with the dark black of his member, creating an intense, tantalizing display.

The sight completed every fantasy Sam had ever had: Julie’s vivid, engorged vulva taking in every inch of Frank’s powerful, throbbing ebony shaft. The constant movements of Frank’s imposing penis inside her seemed to emphasize the intensity of lust and desire at every moment. Julie was shaking and trembling so badly that Frank waited until she had calmed down before he began to fuck Julie faster again, taking her breath away with each thrust.

Sam suspected that Frank was preparing to come inside Julie as he watched Frank’s thrusts become more and more powerful until Frank made a few final thrusts and then thrust deep inside Julie, yelling, “Come on ... Take it ... Baby ... Take my seed ... This is it ... My gift...”

Sam stood motionless in front of the door, his eyes fixed on the erotic spectacle unfolding before him. The intense, rhythmic movements of Frank powerfully penetrating Julie and the sight of the contrasting colors between Frank’s dark shaft and Julie’s red, swollen vulva made Sam’s pulse race. The sounds of Julie’s lustful cries and Frank’s deep, animalistic moans echoed in his ears and heightened the tension in his own body.

He felt the throbbing desire in his crotch, his penis was rock hard and the pressure was building. But at that moment there was no need to touch his own arousal directly; the sheer intensity of what he was seeing and hearing was already bringing him to the edge of his control. Suddenly, Sam felt a warm wave of intense pleasure spread from his abdomen throughout his body. His breaths became faster and shallower, and a deep, almost plaintive sigh escaped his lips. Without a single touch, without even putting his hands on his hard penis, he was overcome by a powerful orgasm.

He could no longer hold back the feeling of inevitable ejaculation. His body jerked and spasmed uncontrollably, and his penis began to shoot out violent streams of semen. The warm, sticky liquid squirted out in a gush, he tried to catch it all with his hands, it formed little puddles and splashed in all directions. The orgasm was so intense and overwhelming that his body was writhing with desire and relief.

The cum was now dripping from his penis in heavy, thick streams, each drop a testament to the explosive pleasure he had just experienced. Sam’s legs felt weak and he had to lean against the wall to keep from falling over. His breathing was still intermittent and he could hardly believe that he had experienced such an intense orgasm without any direct stimulation. The sight of Frank continuing to thrust deep into Julie and her completely detached cries of pleasure had been enough to make Sam’s own arousal overflow.

Frank was also out of breath as he slowly pulled his big cock out of Julie’s pussy, causing a loud plop. Sam could hear Julie’s pussy making a gurgling sound as a mixture of cum and air filled her belly. Frank knelt on the bed beneath Julie, holding her legs back and admiring his handiwork as Sam took a few steps back towards the dark hallway. Sam tried to see what Frank was doing and finally realized that he was pushing his finger into Julie’s pussy, pushing his cum deeper into her bright red vagina.

Sam had to go back to the door, wash his hands very quickly so Julie couldn’t see him, and could only listen to what happened next. Frank made a comment and said, “Some wives in the club have had black babies from their lovers over the years.”

Julie replied: “Oh ... I don’t think Sam will be ready for babies anytime soon ... I’m on the pill right now. I don’t know what’s going to happen in the future.”

Sam heard what his wife had said about having a baby, and although she said she didn’t want children right now, she seemed to be hinting that it might happen in the future. He wondered if she would ever consider having a black baby with Frank. Sam’s heart beat faster again as he fantasized about his wife getting pregnant with a black baby. He was told at the club that this was the number one fantasy of the husbands there, but for many it remained just a fantasy.

Sam heard Frank speak again, “Do you think your husband would like to come in and see you all squirted up? Most husbands love to lick their wives’ pussies after they’ve been fucked.”

Julie replied: “ ... Do you think Sam would be okay with me going into his room to see how he’s doing? Maybe I can tell him how well things are going tonight and see how he reacts?”

Frank laughed and said, “I see you’re worried about him, so go and see for yourself. I’ll wash up and wait for you here.”

Sam rushed back to the bedroom in a panic, quickly jumped into the guest bathroom and then crawled under the covers and waited for Julie. His heart was still racing, and he hoped she wouldn’t realize he’d been out of bed when she came in. Almost five minutes passed before Julie finally opened the door, but she didn’t turn on the light as she came into the room and closed the door behind her. Sam could barely see her shadow in the dark room as Julie approached the bed.

Sam felt his wife sit down on the edge of the bed and caught the scent of her perfume along with the smell of sex as she leaned in and kissed his forehead. He held out his arms as she leaned closer, hugging him and kissing his cheek before finding his lips and giving him a truly passionate kiss. “Baby, I love you so much,” she said.

Sam kissed Julie again, held her close and said, “I love you very much too. Is everything okay?” Julie said, “Frank and I were worried about you because you’re here all alone, and we wanted to make sure you were okay.”

Sam said nothing, just held Julie even tighter as she kissed his face. Julie reached for the lamp on the side of the bed, switched it on and looked into Sam’s eyes. She spoke in a childlike tone: “My poor darling. You’re not getting any sleep here all by yourself, are you?” Sam laid his head against Julie’s breasts and saw red bite marks all around her breasts and up to her neck where hickeys were forming. Sam looked into her eyes with a pitiful expression and asked, “Are you okay?”

Julie smiled and replied, “Baby, it may look worse than you think. Frank let himself go a little as he kissed me. In fact, he was very gentle as he slid his cock into me and started fucking me.” Julie squeezed Sam tightly as she giggled and continued, “Once we got started and I stretched a little, he got a little wild, but I’m okay now. I need to get back to him because he’s waiting for me.” Julie looked her husband in the eye and said, “Frank told me how the other husbands react. He explained that some find it arousing to lick their wives after they’ve been fucked. Would you like me to sit on your face and have my pussy licked?”

Sam was embarrassed and looked away from her as she said, “Oh honey, I didn’t mean to embarrass you. I have to learn what you like first. I’m just doing what Frank suggested based on what the other husbands like to do.”

Julie pulled her husband up until he was sitting and said, “Let me pull the blanket down and sit on your face. Then you can tell me if it excites you or not.” Julie helped her husband pull the blanket down and let him get comfortable on his pillow. Then she climbed onto his chest, holding onto the headboard of the bed and moving her wide cleft of pleasure over his face before slowly sitting down. Sam smelled her pussy, which smelled of sex, and gently dipped his tongue into her gaping crevice, making Julie moan.

He moved his tongue and began to suck the juices from her wet pussy as she twisted her ass. Sam was gentle as he held her big, full breasts with his hands while she moved her hips back and forth on his face and said, “Baby, you have such a talented tongue.” Sam was very gentle, knowing she had to be sore from Frank’s cock inside her tonight. He was aroused when Julie put her hands on his, still holding her tits. Julie tried to tense her pussy so that the cum Frank had squirted into her could flow out.

The outer labia were soft and moist, invitingly open, the inner labia, darker and swollen, glistened in the dim light of the room. The promising opening of her vagina was red and gaping, a testament to the intensity of the act with Frank. Julie’s every movement made these visual impressions dance before Sam’s eyes.

With good feeling and tenderness, Sam pushed his tongue deeper, gliding along the shimmering groove and letting his tongue wander very slowly over the sensitive skin of her inner labia. Julie’s breathing quickened at this touch and a soft, lustful moan escaped her. Then Sam turned his attention to her clitoris, the tender bud that lay almost hidden between her swollen labia. He slowly circled it with the tip of his tongue, feeling every little twitch and contraction that his touch triggered in her body. Her clit was firm and yet so sensitive, it was slightly swollen and he could feel her body reacting to it. Sam gently glided his tongue over that sweet jewel, changing the pressure and tempo, causing Julie to sway her hips in slight circular motions.

Her pussy was a work of art, alive and pulsing at that moment. The flesh was reddened and shiny from her own juices and Frank’s cum, which combined to form a glossy surface. Sam loved watching his wife respond to his touch as her body trembled and she savored every touch of unbridled lust.

Sam took his time with every tender detail, dipping his tongue into her depths, feeling the soft, warm wetness of her pussy and sucking on her clit again, teasing her further. Julie moaned louder, arching her back and pressing him closer to her sweet center, as if encouraging him to do more as she felt her own ecstasy building. Sam licked Julie’s pussy for more than ten minutes until she climbed off him, kissed his lips and her hand found his stiff cock and said, “You got pretty horny licking Frank’s cum out of my pussy, didn’t you?”

Sam replied softly, “I’ve been turned on ever since I saw that other white couple at the club last night.” Julie rubbed her hand on Sam’s cock, holding it hard, and replied, “Baby, I’m sorry I haven’t talked to you more about swinging. I want you to be completely honest with me from now on about what turns you on, and I’ll do the same for you.”

Julie continued, “Baby, not only did Becky convince me to give it a try, I found your stack of books and movies about interracial sex under your desk a while back. Frank is a much better lover than I could have imagined.” “My stack? Damn, that was Tom’s, not mine!” Sam thought to himself. He took a deep breath.

Sam looked at his wife sympathetically and said, “Do you have time to fuck me before you go back to Frank?”

Julie smiled at Sam and replied, “Oh. My poor darling. I promise you we’ll have sex another night, I’m pretty flat.” Julie saw the pity in his eyes and let go of his cock and said, “Baby, my pearl might have recovered by Monday and I’ll be sure to tell you then.” Julie continued, “Frank has explained to me that many husbands become cuckolds because they have consciously chosen to become aroused watching their wives with their black lovers. We’ll talk more about this later this week because I want to satisfy you and make this experience pleasurable for you.”

She got off the bed and added, “Baby, I guess you’ll have to satisfy yourself tonight.” Julie leaned down and kissed Sam again and said, “Honey ... Frank told me about the little toys that some men wear ... well ... to lock their cock ... like this ... to stop them from masturbating. I found that very exciting, please be honest if you want him to get you a toy like that ... Good night my darling.”

Sam was depressed because he had thought it would be very different and wondered if Julie was talking about a penis cage that some of the men in the club wore. Sam was just about to start playing with his cock to make himself come when the bedroom door opened again and Julie came back into the room.

Julie walked over to Sam, leaned down and kissed his cheek and said, “I’m glad you’re not asleep yet. Frank and I might be up for a while, and I just wanted you to know that we’ll be sleeping late tomorrow. I brought you earplugs in case we keep you up tonight.”
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The next morning, Sam woke up and looked at the clock above the dresser and saw that it was after eleven. He had fallen asleep sometime after two in the morning after making himself come again. Sam looked up at the ceiling and thought about everything that had happened last night and could still hear Julie screaming as she was being fucked. Julie had actually had sex with a black man last night, and how many more times she had done it after bedtime he would never know unless she told him.

Sam got up, got dressed and made the bed before going to the bathroom to pee. It was then that Sam noticed his chin and saw that there was dried cum there from the night before when Julie had sat on his face. Sam washed his face at the sink and made sure he had washed off all the dried cum. He thought about how he had licked Julie’s pussy last night and tasted another man’s semen inside her for the first time.

Sam wondered if Tom also licked Becky’s pussy after she had sex with Larry, or if he was the only one who licked another man’s cum out of his wife’s pussy. Even worse was the fact that Julie had probably told Frank what he had done last night and he was ashamed if he ran into Frank. “The fantasy was more appealing than the reality...” he thought to himself.

He ended his stay in the bathroom and stepped out into the hallway. As he passed the master bedroom, he noticed that the door was ajar. He opened the door a little wider and saw his wife lying on her usual side with Frank’s hand resting on her hip as they slept.

The bedroom was a mess, with blankets on the floor and clothes strewn about. Sam saw a book lying on the chair near the door that he had never seen before, with a black man and a white woman on the cover. Sam leaned into the room to get a better look at the book and noticed the title on the cover: “Handbook for Club Members - Wife’s Edition”.

Sam carefully picked up the book and made sure that Julie and Frank were still asleep before closing the door again, just as he had found it. He hurried into the kitchen, put the coffee on and sat down on a stool. Then he opened the book to the contents page. The manual contained fourteen chapters, covering pretty much everything Sam had read or heard and even more. Sam’s heart began to race as he read some of the chapter headings. He stood up, poured himself a cup of coffee, sat back down and opened the book again. There was a chapter on everything a person in this lifestyle could imagine. The first chapter dealt with the black boyfriend and how a white wife should handle certain situations that might arise. Another chapter focused more on the husband and how to handle feelings and hurts and how to make the husband feel special when she is having sex with her black boyfriend.

Another chapter dealt with how to build a good trusting relationship between the black boyfriend and the white husband. The last chapter was titled “Interracial Pregnancies” and underneath was “Planned and Unplanned.” Sam noticed that the page in the first chapter was folded and thought that Julie had just started reading it. Sam closed the book and noticed the author. He was surprised to see that it had been written by Janet, the woman from the club. “A psychologist?” Sam was puzzled by Janet’s title.

Sam thought to put the book back before Julie realized it was missing and got up to return to the bedroom. He carefully opened the door, leaned in to put the book back on the chair, and glanced at the bed where he saw Julie and Frank hugging and kissing. Not wanting to disturb them, Sam carefully closed the door again and went back into the kitchen to pour himself another coffee.

Julie and Frank didn’t get out of bed until well after three in the afternoon. When Julie came into the living room, she was completely naked and looked tired. Julie gave Sam a kiss while he poured her a fresh cup of coffee and sat down next to her husband on the sofa. Stretching her legs out, Julie rubbed at her thigh and looked between her legs before leaning against Sam and saying, “Frank’s taking a shower right now and should be ready to go soon. He wants to come over next Friday night and take us both out to dinner.”

Sam asked, “Frank is coming over more often now?” Julie replied, “Frank wants to get to know you better because I told him you’re still nervous about him staying here more often now.”

Sam put his hand on Julie’s thigh, felt how soft her skin was and saw the red bite marks on her breasts. He noticed many more marks than last night. Sam even noticed that there were bite marks on her inner thighs. Before he could say anything, Frank came into the room naked as well, walked over to Julie, leaned down, kissed her on the lips and said, “That was a wonderful blowjob this morning. I didn’t expect you to swallow it all and lick up every last drop. You’re full of surprises.” Sam swallowed hard.

Frank’s penis was considerably large, Sam was shocked to see it live for the first time, with every movement he made his penis and testicles swung around like church bells. Frank held out his hand for Sam to shake and said, “I hope you feel better this morning and get some rest tonight. I’ll see you both on Friday around seven.”

Frank quickly put something on and went to the door, Julie got up and followed him. They hugged and Frank squeezed her ass cheeks with his big hands. Sam watched them kiss, then Frank whispered something in Julie’s ear and left the house. Julie came over to Sam, gave him a kiss and said, “Honey, I’m going to take a shower and get dressed, this might take a while.”

“I really don’t know if we should continue this,” Sam asked himself. Then the thought of the book from this morning came back to him, he must read it.

Sam waited until Julie was in the shower, went into the bedroom and looked curiously for the book. He noticed that it had disappeared. Sam looked around the bedroom and finally found it hidden under the edge of the bed on the floor. He sat down on the floor, opened it to the contents page and started reading again. There was a new creased page, and Sam knew that Julie, Frank, or maybe even both of them had read it sometime today. The page that had creased belonged to a chapter called ‘Conditioning the Husband’.

Sam skimmed the pages of the chapter “Conditioning the Husband” and read a few paragraphs carefully. The chapter contained detailed instructions for wives on how to limit and control their husband’s sexual desire. One paragraph made Sam’s heart beat faster: “Practice denying your husband sex when he asks for it until he learns that the sexual needs of you and your black friend come before his own.”

In addition to this general rule, there were a large number of detailed examples and strategies:

1. manipulative communication: “Tell him you’re tired or just want to cuddle when he asks for sex. Focus on how he responds and increase his frustration with tenderness without sexual fulfillment. This will push him into a passive role and increase his dependence on your decisions.”

2. fantasy and fiction: “Tell him it would excite you if he played with his cock and imagined you having sex with your black friend. This gives him a way to channel his arousal while you remain in control of his sexual experiences. Encourage him to think about you and your black friend often, especially in ways that would otherwise make him uncomfortable.”

3. positive reinforcement: “Emphasize how talented he is with his tongue and mouth, and encourage him to lick and pleasure you while you playfully play with his cock or testicles without bringing him to orgasm. This serves to reinforce his role as the servant of your pleasure and focus his reward on you and your boyfriend.”

4. comparison and humiliation: “Frequently compare his penis to that of your black friend. Arouse his jealousy and amazement at your lover’s size and prowess while subtly reinforcing his insecurities. This will not only encourage his submissiveness, but also make him work harder to please you.”

5. targeted stimulation: “Play with his testicles during the day to keep him aroused, but never stimulate him too much. The only real sexual satisfaction he should get is from watching you and your black friend having sex. That way, he’ll be conditioned to positive reinforcement by watching your pleasure.”

6 Psychological control: “Encourage him to think about how his behavior affects your sexual pleasure. Make him realize that his fulfillment is tied to your comfort and that of your black friend. Think of different role plays or scenarios in which he serves you and your boyfriend to deepen his psychological dependency.”

7. rituals and routines: “Create rituals that symbolize his submission. For example, he can greet your black friend and serve him on behalf of his own wife while showing respect and admiration for him. These rituals reinforce his role and your positions of power.”

Sam continued to skim the pages of the “Conditioning the Husband” chapter and discovered another fascinating yet intimidating section that particularly interested him: Handjobs to make him compliant without orgasm. This subchapter explained in detail a technique aimed at influencing and controlling the husband through targeted stimulation without granting him sexual fulfillment.

8th intermediate step: Handjobs to make you compliant without orgasm

Targeted stimulation and denial: “One of the most effective ways to exert control over your husband is to use targeted stimulation to bring him almost to orgasm, but deny him orgasm. Start by stroking him gently and slowly to increase his arousal. Use soft and loving words to engage him emotionally and make him feel that you appreciate his devotion.”

Maintaining arousal

“Make sure that his arousal is maintained continuously. Alternate between fast and slow movements, pausing in between to give him a moment to recover before you put him back into the same phase of sexual tension. This technique ensures that he remains constantly at the peak of pleasure without ever reaching fulfillment.”

Emotional manipulation

“Use this time to tell him how much you appreciate him providing for your satisfaction and how important it is to you that he puts your needs above his own. Explain to him that his pleasure is in serving you and your black friend and that this is proof of his love and devotion.”

Control over his reaction

“If you feel that he is about to come, stop the stimulation and gently withdraw your hand. Wait for his arousal to subside a little before continuing. This will not only break his physical ability to ejaculate, but also his mental and emotional control over his own desires.”

Frequent repetitions

“Repeat this practice regularly to reinforce his conditioning. Make such handjobs a frequent ritual where he is always prepared to be denied release. This creates an expectation and trains him to ultimately put your needs and those of your black friend above his own.”

Reinforcement through reward

“On certain days, you may allow him to ejaculate as a reward after special merit if he has performed exceptionally well. However, this reward should be infrequent and unexpected to keep him in a position of submissiveness.”

Emotional attachment and trust

“Engage him emotionally by showing him that you appreciate his devotion. Explain to him that these handjobs are not a way to control him, but a way to deepen your emotional connection and satisfy his need for validation from you.”

Use of aids

“Use aids such as lube or condoms to make the experience more pleasurable and arousing without allowing him to climax. This increases the feeling of stimulation and makes control even more effective.”

Final note:

“As already mentioned in previous chapters, it is essential that you only satisfy him with your hand if possible, but not with your pleasure flower. This is sacred and may only be available to your husband for special purposes, which increases his desire for you even more.

Sam read these instructions and tips while his heart beat faster with excitement and a certain fear. The idea that Julie could use these techniques on him was overwhelming.

Trembling, I turned to the next page, which contained even more input:

9. penis cages for control and discipline

Introduction and acceptance

“Start by introducing the idea of a penis cage to your husband, explaining that it’s a way of proving his love and commitment to you. Make it clear that it’s part of your new lifestyle and that many other couples in the club also use this practice. Explain to him that the penis cage is symbiotic with his role as a submissive husband and your sexual pleasure with your black friend.”

Psychological preparation

“Prepare him psychologically by talking about it often and explaining the benefits to him. Emphasize that wearing the penis cage not only prevents him from satisfying himself sexually, but also increases his arousal when he sees you and your boyfriend together. He will learn that his satisfaction is solely dependent on you.”

First application and customization

“When putting on the penis cage for the first time, be gentle and patient. Show him how the cage works and let him get used to wearing it. It’s important that he understands that this is a new form of intimacy and trust between the two of you. Initially, he can wear the cage for short periods of time, which are then gradually extended.”

Continuous control and discipline

“Once he’s used to wearing the penis cage, you can take control of the keys. Use the cage as a way to reward him for good behavior or punish him for misbehavior. If he behaves particularly well or exceeds your expectations, you can occasionally give him a short release. If he misbehaves, the gestation period can be extended.”

Integration into everyday life

“Incorporate wearing the penis cage into your everyday life. This may mean that he wears it during the day and only removes it for cleaning or special moments. Explain to him that wearing the cage is a constant sign of his devotion and control and reminds him that his sexual satisfaction is secondary.”

Intimacy rituals

“Create intimacy rituals around the penis cage. For example, you can check it every night before you go to bed and make sure it’s in place. This will strengthen the sense of control and connection between you. Praise him when he wears the cage obediently and talk about your sexual experiences with your black friend while you check its condition in the cage.”

Increased arousal by watching

“Let him wear the penis cage while he watches you have sex. This will increase his arousal and frustration at the same time and ensure that his sexual energy is focused on your needs. He will learn that his own satisfaction comes only through the permission and grace of his wife and her black friend.”

Long-term monitoring and training

“Use the penis cage as a long-term training tool to reinforce his role as a submissive husband. Longer wear times with occasional releases will help him control and channel his arousal. The constant reminder of his submissive position and your dominance will reinforce his devotion and loyalty to you and your pleasure.”

Sam turned the pages again, his fingers were trembling badly, everything about the book was stirring him up, but somehow it was there again, this strange excitement, it was just like in those videos.

10. forced prostate emptying and ruined orgasms

The husband... 

He wanted to read more, but when he heard the water stop splashing in the bathroom, he hurriedly shoved the book back under the bed where he had found it. Sam returned excitedly to the hallway, just in time to see Julie go into the bedroom and pick up the blankets that had fallen on the floor. He felt like a little boy already trying to catch a glimpse of the presents under the Christmas tree.

Later that evening, as Julie sat at the computer, Sam again took the opportunity to sneak into the bedroom and read something new in the book. Sam searched under the bed, but the book had been hidden somewhere else again. He searched the drawers and the closet but couldn’t find it anywhere. He suspected that Julie had hidden it somewhere better and decided to try again later.

Sam walked into the living room, slightly frustrated, and put his arms around Julie, who was sitting at the computer writing something. He kissed her on the cheek, brushed her blonde hair to one side and said, “Do you want to have some sex before we go to bed tonight?” Julie turned to him, kissed him on the lips and said, “Honey, I’m so tired after being up most of the night last night. Maybe if we go to bed later, we can cuddle and watch some TV together.”

Sam rubbed his wife’s shoulder as he stood up again and glanced at the computer screen before leaving the room.

Julie did exactly what the book suggested by denying him sex.

He also noticed that Julie was writing a diary on the computer tonight, and Sam wanted to check it as soon as possible. It was Thursday night, and every night this week Julie had had an excuse as to why she couldn’t have sex with him. Sam had only had a couple of chances to look for the book so far, without success. About an hour later, Sam walked into the bedroom and saw Julie lying on the bed reading the book.

Sam pretended to look for something in the closet and noticed that Julie’s metal jewelry box was open. It was the kind of box where important things were kept under lock and key, and Sam guessed she kept the book there, but he didn’t have a key.

Julie startled Sam when she began to speak softly, and when he glanced at the bed, he saw that she had someone on the phone. Sam listened as Julie said, “Becky, I’m reading chapter five and I have a few questions for you. Could you come over right away so I can show you what I need to know?”

It was Becky she was talking to about the book, his heart racing. After Julie hung up, Sam left the closet and heard Julie say, “I have to go over to Becky’s for something important. She can’t come over, so I’m going to her place for a while, but I’ll be back soon.”

Julie jumped up from the bed, gave Sam a kiss and strutted over to Becky’s house next door with the book in her hand. Sam, still completely perplexed, had the brainwave to check what she was writing on the computer every night.

At first he struggled with himself, he didn’t want to snoop on his wife, but this curiosity was killing him, he had never felt such a mix of emotions as he did now. He quickly searched through Julie’s documents and found a suspicious file called “Club” and opened it. The folder had daily entries, the last one was from today. Sam clicked on the first entry, which was from the previous Sunday, when Frank left the house.

The file opened slowly and then quickly built up before his eyes. It was a diary that Julie was obviously writing, and everything she learned about Frank was noted in it, including his favorite positions during sex, where he was ticklish, Frank’s reactions when she used certain sexual techniques, including sucking his cock and how he liked it best. Sam’s head was spinning, was this his wife? This angel he loved so dearly? How could this have happened so suddenly?

Sam went back to the main folder and saw that his name was also displayed there. He opened the entry and began to read the first entry, “Reacted positively when he licked Frank’s cum out of my vagina and became aroused when he talked about Frank spending the night in her room. Note: He seemed concerned about the bite marks Frank had left on her.” Sam didn’t know how much time he had left, so he skipped a few days and opened yesterday’s entry. “He’d asked for sex again, but complained about a headache and suggested he satisfy himself while he had fantasies about me and Frank.” Sam’s heart almost jumped out of his chest.

There were other entries, but Sam didn’t want to get caught and was just turning off the computer when the phone rang. It was Julie, who was still with Becky, and she said, “Baby, would you mind clearing out part of your closet tonight? Frank is going to bring some of his stuff tomorrow and he needs a place to hang some shirts and pants.” Sam stammered, “Does he have to hang them in my closet?”

Julie replied, “Baby, mine is full of clothes and besides, you have old stuff you could get rid of. I’ll be right over and help you out as soon as I’ve finished talking to Becky.”

Sam was confused, but didn’t mind making room for some of Frank’s stuff in his closet for now. He was more concerned about why Julie had taken the book to Becky’s house tonight and why it was such a big secret.

Julie had just left Becky and Tom’s house with the women’s membership handbook, and Becky had given her advice on how to find out what turned her husband on.

Tom walked up behind Becky, who was washing dishes, and said, “I think Julie will need advice on how to deal with Frank rather than her own husband. I told you Larry said he was a fucking pervert.” Becky wiped her hands, turned to Tom, hugged him and said, “Yes. Julie is so sweet and innocent, she has no idea that Frank is using the member handbook to his advantage.”

Tom replied: “Everyone in the club knows that Frank has the biggest cock and is sometimes the biggest cock, if you know what I mean. Just one weekend together with Julie and she’s like a little schoolgirl who’s never had a doll before, all infatuated with that big black cock of his.”

Becky said, “The only thing Julie has talked about is how Frank worked her over last weekend with that big cock and how special he made her feel. He also tells her that he thinks Sam is very shy and can’t tell her his true feelings.”

Tom answers her: “Yes. He’s already starting to manipulate Julie and make her think she’s doing things for Sam because he’s too scared to tell her what he wants. If I tell Sam any of this, there could be trouble at the club.”

Becky leaned against the kitchen counter and crossed her arms. “I’ll just keep an eye on her and talk to her next week and see how it goes. Maybe I’ve told her too many positive things about our lifestyle. Maybe we should ask Larry to talk to Frank and tell him to back off a little.”

Tom said, “Frank won’t listen to Larry, he wants to do all sorts of things with Julie and especially Sam, ever since you gave him her picture a few weeks ago he’s been totally infatuated. You just have to keep an eye on Julie and make sure she keeps him and herself under control.”

Becky kissed Tom and said, “That’s easier said than done.”
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It was late on Friday afternoon and Julie had gone out earlier that morning to buy a skirt and a top. Frank had told her that he loved to see her dressed really sexy and wanted her to show her breasts more when they went out together. So Julie had chosen a black, skin-tight top that showed off her breasts discreetly but sensually and let her nipples shine through slightly in the right light. The top reached just above her belly button and the black skirt was short and had a belt that sat very low on her hips.

Frank had asked that she not wear underwear when they went out together because he loved being able to reach underneath and feel a smooth shaved pussy at any time. Julie finished getting dressed and decided to check the closet to see how Sam had cleared the area for Frank’s things. Julie smiled when she saw that Sam had done what she had asked.

“He really seems to be giving in to it” she thought dreamily as she looked in the cupboard.

She walked into the living room where Sam was reading the paper, took it from him, sat on his lap, put her arms around him and gave him a passionate kiss as if to reward him for making room in the closet, saying, “Baby, you are such a wonderful husband and I love you very much.”

Sam put his arms around Julie and kissed her again, saying, “Maybe you want to have wild sex now before Frank gets here?”

Julie hugged Sam and kissed his face several times and said in a childish tone, “Oh, baby, I just got ready for the evening and Frank will be here soon. I promise we’ll have wild sex as soon as Frank leaves on Sunday morning.” With that, she continued to sit on Sam’s lap and cuddle with him as Sam stroked his hand over her thighs, feeling her soft skin. Julie kissed his lips as Sam gently slipped his hand under her short skirt and touched her bare pussy.

Julie moaned as Sam slid his finger into her already wet crack and kissed him again on the lips until she said, “Take your pants off for me.” Sam stood up and took off his pants as quickly as he could, since they hadn’t had sex in a few days, and waited for Julie to sit on his cock as she said, “Sit on the couch and spread your legs for me.”

Sam did as he was told and Julie knelt down, took Sam’s cock in her hands, licked the head, then slipped it into her mouth and began to suck.

Julie was very skilled at giving a blowjob, licking his cock and balls with her hot, wet tongue. Julie was so beautiful, and Sam held back her really long blonde hair as she continued to give him a blowjob. Sam knew Julie didn’t have much experience before marriage, but he had been teaching her the art of sucking cock for the last few years and she really excelled at it.

“Mmm, you taste so good,” she murmured seductively before taking the head of his cock back into her mouth. She slid her lips smoothly and tightly along it while her tongue stimulated the sensitive underside, in steady, circular motions. Slowly, very slowly, she took more of him into her mouth until she had taken in as much as she could.

Julie pulled back, then with a lascivious look in her blue eyes, licked the shaft from base to tip, rolling her tongue up and down. Her hands began to work in sync with her mouth - one hand at the base of his cock, gently squeezing and stroking, the other hand meanwhile massaging his balls as her fingers lovingly squeezed and caressed the sensitive skin. She set to deep throating him again, pushing him deep into her mouth until she reached the back of her throat. At that moment, she produced a soft gasp and gasped as her lips pulsed against his flesh. Her eyes constantly sought contact with his.

Every movement was perfectly choreographed; as Julie began to intensify her sucking action, her lips wrapped tightly around his shaft and with each stroke, she made a combined sucking and pumping motion that almost drove him to nirvana. Her deep movements became faster and more intense as she felt his breathing quicken and become increasingly frantic.

With each stroke, Sam felt the warmth and moisture of Julie’s mouth melting his mind. He could feel the pulsing play of her tongue fucking dancing around his glans, in her rhythmic slurping motions that brought him closer and closer to the edge of explosion.

Sam could resist no longer. “Oh ... Julie,” he groaned between breaths as he dug his hands into her hair and guided her gently. Julie’s hand movements intensified. Her lips were soft but firm, wrapping around his shaft, he moaned louder each time and she whispered; “Your penis is so hard, almost like Frank’s is ... Oh baby I want you to cum.”

Finally, as Sam began to tremble and his muscles tensed, Julie felt the first violent wave of hot cum in her mouth. They sucked it in deeper, feeling her tongue and mouth fill with his load as she greedily sucked it up. Wave after wave of warm, salty gushes burst through her mouth, and they savored every second of the moment until it was over.

Julie continued to lick and suck the tip of his cock as she carefully moved her hands along his shaft, squeezing out every drop of cum that was still trapped in his balls.

She lifted her head and leaned forward to kiss her husband, slipping her tongue into his mouth. He tasted his own cum as he sucked her tongue. This was the first time Julie had ever done anything like this to him, and after the long, deep kiss, she spit a tiny drop of cum into his mouth and held the kiss for a few seconds longer. Julie looked at him and smiled, she leaned down and kissed his chest and looked into Sam’s eyes again. “Did you enjoy tasting your own cum that you squirted into my mouth?”

Sam kissed Julie and replied, “I never expected you to do that, but it ... it was different...” He could never have imagined doing something like this, it was just this basic permanent excitement that made him do things he would never do otherwise.

Julie smiled and said, “I figured it would because you enjoyed licking Frank’s cum out of my pussy last weekend. You never have to be shy about your feelings with me, and if that excites you, then we’ll do it more often. If you’re too embarrassed to say anything to Frank while he’s here, then I’ll tell him what you like to do.” Sam was totally perplexed, he wasn’t embarrassed, he didn’t even know if he wanted all this.

Julie giggled at a thought she had, Sam who had just come back down asked, “What’s wrong?” Julie replied, “I was thinking of some other ideas we could do together with Frank, but I want to surprise you. We’d better get ready because he’ll be here in an hour and I still need to finish my makeup.” Sam stood up, wondering what Julie thought was so funny as he pulled up his pants.

Frank arrived on time and they all went to dinner at a restaurant not far from the house, where Frank insisted that Julie sit next to him in the restaurant, which earned them a few stares from older women at neighboring tables. Frank was quite polite and friendly to Sam, after all he wanted to conquer Sam’s beautiful wife for good now. Julie felt good because Frank spent most of his time talking to Sam about all sorts of topics, but completely skipped their arrangement and sex for the time being. Frank seemed to be tuning into Sam, wanting to know everything about him.

Frank scrutinized Sam with lots of questions about everything just to wait for his reactions.

Julie was very naïve to think that Frank was so concerned about what Sam liked and wanted to know more about him personally, but Frank’s intentions were quite different.

As the evening at the restaurant drew to a close, they went back to Julie and Sam’s house.

Once home, Frank took his things into his room and hung everything neatly in the cupboard where Sam’s clothes had been before. Julie helped him arrange a few things while Sam prepared some drinks, which Julie and Frank had asked for.

When the two finished coming downstairs, they toasted the evening together, after which Frank had asked Sam for a particular brand of vodka, and when Sam said he didn’t have it, he offered to buy it.

Sam got in the car and drove to the liquor store a few blocks away, while Julie and Frank sat outside in the candlelit garden near the pool.

Sam returned thirty minutes later and saw Frank and Julie still at the table by the pool. They hadn’t noticed he’d come back, and he could tell Frank must have been explaining something because he was moving his hands so briskly. Sam put the bag down on the kitchen counter, started mixing the drinks again and could hear Julie laughing and talking loudly. He heard Julie say, “No. This can’t be happening.” Sam thought maybe Frank had told her a joke, but then he heard Frank reply loudly, “You can read it for yourself, it’s right here in chapter nine.”

A lightning bolt ran through Sam... “This book...” he thought to himself as his heartbeat quickened considerably and, strangely, his member came back to life. The two now moved their conversation from the garden to the living room, curious to see what Frank was talking about, Sam walked into the living room and saw that Julie was busy reading something. He took a few steps closer and noticed that she was holding a membership guide for wives.

Sam tried to remember what chapter nine was about, but hardly had time to read much in the book because Julie always kept it hidden from him, she probably didn’t even know he’d read about it. “Crap, the ice cream!” He hurried back into the kitchen, adding ice to the drinks as quickly as he could and carrying them out on a tray, where he saw that Frank had scooted his chair closer to Julie and placed his large hand on her thigh.

Julie was still reading the manual intently when Sam handed out the drinks and asked sanctimoniously, “What are you reading?” She tried to finish a paragraph and didn’t answer verbally, but took Sam’s hand in hers and held it tightly while Frank laughed and said, “Julie’s reading something you don’t have to worry about.” “I wonder if that’s true” Sam thought to himself as he put 1 and 1 together.

Julie finished reading, still holding Sam’s hand and pulled him closer to her. He leaned down, they kissed and she finally responded, “Honey, would you get the pretzels from the kitchen so we can have something to munch on?”

Sam reluctantly turned away again and picked up the pretzels, but when he came back to the table, Julie was gone. Sam looked questioningly at Frank, who immediately said, “Julie’s gone to change into something more comfortable.” Sam sat down at the table and Frank was eager to talk and started the conversation, “Sam, you shouldn’t be ashamed of practicing this lifestyle because I’ve known some white husbands who felt the same way you do before they were actually involved.”

Sam replied, “I was really surprised by my wife because I didn’t expect Julie to be so eager to act out, to be honest I think we should keep it to a one-off thing.”

Frank started laughing and replied: “The wives are always eager as soon as they get the green light from their husbands. I’ve yet to see a wife who wanted to quit because she didn’t like the lifestyle. Believe me, Julie is having the time of her life right now and you don’t want to spoil that, do you?” Frank continued, “Julie seems to like the lifestyle, but she’s worried about you. She seems to think you’re very unhappy because she hasn’t heard any encouragement from you.”

“No ... Well ... I ... I don’t want her to be unhappy because of me.” said Sam.

Sam continues: “What do you think I should do to show her that I’m not unhappy?”

Frank replied calmly: “My experience is that wives feel guilty if their husbands don’t clearly support them. Verbal encouragement e.g. Julie is like any other wife, they like it when their husbands make suggestions for the evening and let’s be honest you enjoy it don’t you? I know you’ve been watching these videos for weeks, you’re not fooling me”.

Sam hesitated for a moment and then said, “I get really horny thinking about Julie having sex with you, a black man, but I thought I would be much more involved.”

Sam sat nervously on the couch and stared at the floor. Frank stood in front of him and laughed quietly. The giant of a man radiated pure self-assurance, while Sam’s insecurity was now almost palpable.

Sam: “Frank ... do you actually think white women prefer black dicks? Like in those videos?” Frank grinned serenely and sat down next to Sam. “It’s not just the size, although that does play a role of course. A lot of women just find black men more attractive.”

Sam looked up timidly for a moment. Frank laughed out loud. “You know, Sam, it’s not just about size. It’s also the confidence and the way you use it. Julie’s told me a lot about you. She loves you ... But you know, my cock is a lot bigger than yours,” Frank said with a sneer.

Sam swallowed hard and a brief resistance erupted from him, “But how can you be so sure what I look like ... down there?” Sam looked at Frank, puzzled and embarrassed at the same time. “What exactly did she tell you?” Frank grinned broadly. “Oh, a lot. She described to me how small your cock is.”

Frank leaned forward: “Julie told me everything in great detail. She enjoys telling me about you. She said it was a special attraction to see and feel the differences and, quite honestly, every white husband so far has been small.”

Sam felt the heat rush to his face. “And ... she really told you everything?”

Frank nodded slowly. “Yes, she did.”

Sam nodded slowly as he let the words sink in. In the end, it didn’t matter that Frank was bigger and more muscular or how he felt about it. It was about how Julie felt and what she desired. Frank replied, “This is your chance to get involved and show her that you enjoy watching her live it up and seeing her fulfilled and happy in your relationship. This lifestyle requires many sacrifices from you as a husband, which may be humbling for you, but this is the emotional kick and you will love it as your wife already does.”

Frank added: “The three of us are here for different reasons and your fantasy is to make Julie happy, so you need to show her that you want to see her happy.”

Sam replied, “What do you want me to tell her?” Frank said, “Sam, it may humiliate you to be honest with your wife about your desires and your fantasies, but you need to swallow your pride and tell her what you want and you want to see that black cock do her right.” He pointed to his crotch with his hands, grinning clearly.

Sam said, “Do you think Julie will stop feeling guilty if I tell her what I want her to do to you?” Frank replied, “Sam, Julie wants to make you happy and she’s waiting for you to give her permission to make you happy and fulfill your fantasy. Julie will also be waiting for you to give me permission to help her fulfill that fantasy.”

Sam was contemplating Frank’s proposal when Julie came into the room, dressed only in a tiny, black, see-through babydoll, it was clearly visible that she was wearing nothing underneath. Julie turned around so Frank could get a good look at her, and instead of going to him, she went to her husband, sat on his lap, gave him a kiss and put her arm around his neck.

She settled on Sam’s crotch, her gaze, her blue eyes, fixed on him. Her warm, naked vulva came into contact with the hard fabric of his pants. Julie began with a gentle undulation of her hips, her wet pubis rubbing slowly and rhythmically against Sam’s crotch, just like the last time.

Frank kept eye contact with Sam to see if he would follow through on what they had just talked about. Sam stroked his wife’s thigh and felt how soft she felt, kissing her arm and neck, which gave her goose bumps.

Julie continued to kiss her husband and looked into his eyes with a horny expression. Sam finally said, “I bet Frank would like to get a closer look at you in your little babydoll, would you get up and dance for your new boyfriend?” Julie gave him another kiss and replied, “Honey, Frank will want to do more than just dance.” Sam kissed her shoulder again and replied, “Honey, I think Frank will definitely want to fuck you tonight.” Oh no, what on earth was he saying here? Sam wasn’t sure herself what he had just said.

Julie replied, “Do you want Frank to do it?”

Julie slowly increased the pressure and speed of her movements, creating an electric energy between them. Her movements became more intense, her warm flesh sliding over the fabric of his pants, satisfying her own lust and his at the same time.

Sam could feel every contour, every seismic movement of her body. His hands gripped tighter, his fingers digging lightly into her soft skin as she pressed her wet, supple vulva against his crotch. The hot, wet pressure was unbearably arousing for both of them.

Frank, who was watching everything, knew that he had finally done it, the trap was about to snap shut.

Sam swallowed hard, his mind completely clouded, and said, “Honey, I get really turned on now thinking about Frank fucking you with his black cock. From now on, I want you to decide when you want to fuck Frank. You never have to ask my permission because I love knowing that you are being satisfied. If you’re horny and want to feel a big cock inside you, then I think you should fuck him as often as you want.”

These words linger, not only in Sam but also in Julie.

“So everything Frank and Becky told me about Sam is true ... He really wants it ... I will fulfill his wish, I want him to be happy and I don’t want to stand in his way ... no matter how I feel about it...” Julie thought to herself, drifting more and more into her own world.

Sam looked at Frank and said, “Frank, you have my permission to fuck Julie anytime she allows it because I love her very much and want her to be happy.” Julie kissed her husband’s face and said, “Honey, what about you? Do you still want to have sex with me or would you rather watch Frank make love to me?”

Sam had to think about this question, they hadn’t had sex for several days and the last few days had made him incredibly horny. Finally he remembered something he had seen in the videos and answered almost automatically:

“Honey, it makes me incredibly horny to see you with your boyfriend, and I want you to be hot and fresh for him when he’s here. I’ll only fuck you if you or Frank let me.” With those words, it was there again. That incredible tingling in the tip of his cock, which he usually only knew from the videos.

Julie was surprised by Sam’s answer after all, she remembered the manual and said, “Honey, would it be even more exciting for you if I only allowed Frank to make this decision?” She moaned softly, her breaths quickened, and her body instinctively moved on his crotch. She arched her back, pressed her breasts against Sam’s chest and let her head fall back. Her mane of straight, blonde hair fell like a waterfall over her shoulders and his hands.

Sam swallowed his pride and looked at Frank before answering. “Frank, I’m going to wait until I have your permission to fuck my wife, and I’m going to do it when you’re not here.” Frank exploded inwardly with pride. Another white couple made his property, he thought to himself.

“Oh Sam, this is just the beginning for you,” he grinned to himself.

Julie continued to kiss Sam’s face and whispered. “Honey, Frank told me that would excite you because most men love it, and I’m sure he’ll allow you to fuck me when he’s not here.” Frank could hear Julie whispering and also heard what she had just said to Sam. He sat there with a grin on his face, knowing that the fun of this swinger relationship had just begun.

“Let’s dance in celebration!” said Frank, laughing energetically. Julie then broke away from her husband, her hot red love cleft clearly aroused. “Come on Sam, some music!” said Frank.

Sam was busy starting the music on the machine so that his wife Julie could dance seductively for her boyfriend Frank. He selected a song and started the player, watching as Julie began to sway her quasi-naked hips to the beat of the music. Julie wiggled her hips while her back was turned to Frank, who was looking intently at her ass. Frank unbuttoned his shirt, perhaps because he was hot to see Julie like this, or because he was getting ready for the end of the evening.

Her body swayed with a natural elegance that Sam’s eyes could hardly take their eyes off. Her long legs flexed smoothly, her hips gyrated in a hypnotic motion, and her arms framed her body gracefully as her hair danced in the air.

She had nothing on under the babydoll, her naked skin shone through the babydoll in the soft light of the room. Sam’s gaze wandered admiringly over her body, lingering on her graceful breasts, the tips of which jiggled seductively with every movement she made. But it was her crotch that particularly caught his attention.

Julie’s mons veneris was smooth and neatly shaved, her golden pubic hair neatly trimmed. Her outer labia were gently rounded and slightly open, revealing a glimpse of the delicate pink labia minora hidden beneath. Her vulva shimmered slightly, indicating that her excitement was rising as she danced.

She gyrated her hips and her movements became more flirtatious, bolder. Her vulva moved to the rhythm of the music, opening minimally with each step, with each movement, creating an electrifying sight. Sam’s eyes followed each of these movements, the way her inner labia became slightly visible as her hips swayed, and the play of light and shadow on her moist skin. Sam’s heart raced as he watched his blonde wife dance for her black friend. Sam had a good view of his wife as she danced close to Frank, who began to unbutton his pants. She gave him some room to take off his pants and ended up standing there in just a skimpy thong. Sam stared at Frank, because he had really never paid attention to the man’s physique and thought Frank reminded him of one of those bodybuilders on TV. Frank had a large muscular chest, big arms, a narrow waist and massive legs.

The white thong he was wearing was made of a thin material and his black skin could be seen through the material. Frank was known as the best built of all the black men in the club and he was proud to hold that title.

Julie was now dancing close to Sam, smiling as she shook her hips and raised her arms above her head. Sam thought how she resembled an exotic dancer. Julie danced close to him and Sam took her babydoll and pulled it over her head and threw it on the floor without Julie missing a beat of the music. Julie’s beautiful breasts jiggled as she moved and her nipples brushed Sam’s face. Sam made a bold move and held Julie’s waist as her hips moved. Sam’s cock was so hard as he felt his wife move in his hands as he held her waist just above her hips. Sam’s cock pulsed as he thought about what he was going to do. Julie continued to dance as Sam slowly pushed his wife back to Frank. His eyes met Frank’s and he nodded slightly, offering his wife to the big black man.

Frank stretched his arms around Julie’s waist, placed one hand on her stomach and clasped her breast with the other. Sam kissed his wife passionately as he pressed Julie against Frank’s lap.

Julie’s body continued to sway to the music as she touched Frank’s face with her arms outstretched behind her body above her head as he kissed her bare shoulder. The song ended and Julie turned her head and kissed Frank on the lips, pausing for almost a minute as Sam watched and their tongues invaded each other’s mouths. Sam got a kick out of watching his wife, his imagination jumping all over the place as he watched them kiss and Frank’s hand squeeze her breasts with his jet black hand. Sam thought how Frank resembled a huge black man with a small white woman on his lap. Frank had been right when he said that Sam would be excited to savor his new life to the fullest because his cock felt like it was going to explode at any moment.

Julie took Frank’s hand and Sam was surprised when she reached out her other hand and gave it to him as Julie led both men into the bedroom together behind her. In the bedroom, Sam let go of Julie’s hand as they kissed. Julie now turned to Frank and her fingers trembled slightly as they approached the thin fabric of Frank’s thong. She gripped the material with her slender fingers and slowly pulled it down. The thong stretched reluctantly before finally releasing Frank’s massive black penis, which sprang to freedom with a convincing plop.

Julie held the massive cock in her tiny hand and stroked it, the thickness and length were overwhelming; the dark skin was flawless, smooth and shone slightly under the soft room light. The veins running down the shaft added an extra dimension of strength and masculinity. Julie’s small hand seemed almost paltry compared to the gigantic cock she was now holding.

Sam, who was watching the scene with bated breath, felt a mixture of astonishment and excitement rising within him. His gaze wandered between the imposing sight of Frank’s cock and the expression on his wife’s face, who suddenly felt very small and fragile next to this impressive piece of manhood.

Sam’s eyes followed the path of Julie’s hand as she gripped Frank’s cock tenderly and firmly at the same time, her fingers unable to fully encircle the girth. He swallowed hard, feeling the throbbing of his own arousal intensify in his pants as he looked at the cock that now stood open and present before him, ready for any atrocity on his wife.

The contrast was almost surreal: Frank’s jet-black skin against Julie’s snow-white fingers, the length and thickness of his cock against her petite hand. Sam’s feeling of excitement was complemented by a tingle of humility and admiration. He could hardly take his eyes off the huge penis pulsating in front of him, its impressive size almost intimidating. Julie moved her hand slowly and tenderly up and down the shaft, as if she wanted to feel and admire every inch of Frank’s manhood. Sam couldn’t help but imagine the huge cock disappearing inside his wife, and that image made his own desire grow even stronger.

Frank now spoke to the astonished Sam and said: “Sam, go to my closet and bring me the little blue box you see near my shoes.”

Sam picked up the small box and took it to Frank, who was now sitting next to his wife on the bed. Frank gave Julie the small box and said, “Open it and look inside, but don’t show Sam what’s inside yet.”

Sam watched Julie closely as she opened the box and peered inside, tilting it so that he couldn’t see. Sam could tell from the look on his wife’s face that she had an idea what was in the box.

Julie finally looked at Frank and said, “How do you use that?”

Frank leaned over and whispered in Julie’s ear, explaining how each of the objects in the box worked. Sam saw Julie look down at his crotch in his pants, gently close the lid of the box, lie down on the bed and say, “Sam, would you like to undress and join us on the bed?”

Sam didn’t hesitate and took off his clothes and waited until they stopped kissing and caressing each other. Julie patted the bed right next to her and indicated that she wanted Sam to lie down on the bed. Julie kissed her husband and said, “Frank brought a new toy for us and he wanted to try it out on you to see if it would fit. I’ve never seen anything like it before, so we’ll have to let him explain how it works and what we need to do.”

Julie was very naive and had no idea what Frank had brought with him, even after Frank had explained the purpose to Julie. Even less did she know what downward spiral she was now setting in motion.

Frank started giving Sam instructions and said, “Sam, we’ll start with you getting a bowl of ice and a towel and bringing it back here.”

He was a little taken aback and hesitated for a moment before he started to move and jumped out of bed again, his erect member showing him the way.

As he left the room, he could still see in the corner of his eye how Frank was apparently instructing Julie.

His erect member stood out stiffly from his body and pulsed slightly with every heartbeat. The skin of his penis was taut and the veins stood out prominently, emphasizing its full length and hardness. The head of his glans shimmered slightly with moisture, an indication of his high level of arousal.

His testicles hung heavy and taut between his legs, but only rocked gently back and forth as he walked. The movements of his thighs made them slap lightly against his thighs, a soft, repetitive sound that could be heard clearly with every step he took. Each step he took made his testicles sway up and down slightly, following the natural motion of his walk.

Sam moved through the dark hallway and the cool air of the house intensified the feeling of nakedness and arousal. He felt the coldness of the floor beneath his bare feet.

Once in the kitchen, Sam searched for the necessary utensils. As he did so, he noticed the reflection of his own body in the shiny surface of the fridge. He saw his erect cock standing in full glory in front of his body and the heavy testicles swaying gently back and forth underneath. The scene only added to the feeling of surreality and mounting arousal he was feeling at the moment.

“There’s a strange man lying in our marital bed and I can hardly contain myself with lust, what’s going on?” he said quietly to himself.

He opened the fridge, took out some ice cubes and carefully placed them in a tray. Then he reached for a towel and let the fridge door close again. The cold touch of the open fridge prickled on his bare skin and made his nerve endings tremble with cold.

As he made his way back to the bedroom, he again felt that characteristic swinging of his testicles and the occasional light tapping against his thighs. Sam’s now permanently aroused penis bobbed slightly with every step.

When Sam returned to the bedroom, he stopped abruptly and his breath caught. Before him was a sight of extreme excitement and intimacy. Julie was kneeling naked between Frank’s legs, her slender figure in a perfect pose as she gave him a blowjob. Frank lay relaxed in bed, in Sam’s place, his massive, dark penis jutting out of his lap, erect and powerful.

Julie’s lips were firmly closed around Frank’s thick shaft, her movements slow and deliberate. Her tongue glided skillfully over the plump black tip, which glistened in the soft light of the room. The play of her tongue made a soft smacking sound, an erotic noise that filled the atmosphere in the room. Julie’s hand encircled the lower part of Frank’s impressive penis, moving in perfect unison with her mouth.

Sam could literally feel the texture and warmth of Julie’s lips on Frank’s massive erection, as if he was experiencing the intimate touch himself. Her movements were precise and passionate, and each gentle pull of her lips seemed to plunge Frank deeper into ecstatic pleasure.

Frank’s head was tilted back slightly, his eyes closed and his lips slightly parted. A deep, contented moan escaped his mouth with every gentle pull Julie made. Her blonde hair fell over her shoulders and shimmered in the light, a brilliant contrast to Frank’s dark skin.

Sam felt a mixture of excitement and humility. His heart raced and a hot, pulsing desire coursed through his body. The scene before him was more intense than he could have imagined. Julie, who put devotion and passion into her every move, and Frank, who succumbed to her caresses, formed a picture of perfect sensual harmony.

Julie’s movements became more intense now, her tongue playing around the glans before sliding down the shaft and flicking along the bulging veins. She took Frank deep into her mouth, her cheeks pulling in as she built up gentle pressure. Sam could see every detail, the glisten of Julie’s saliva on Frank’s black shaft, the way her lips closed firmly yet tenderly around him.

A short, deep moan escaped Sam’s lips.

Frank opened his eyes, Julie looked back with her blue eyes.

She maintained eye contact as she moved her mouth rhythmically up and down, taking Frank’s erection deep inside her and letting it slide out of her mouth again.

Frank placed a hand gently on Julie’s head, running his fingers through her hair, guiding her movements slightly. His moans became louder, more intense, as Julie’s pace increased. Her movements were faster, full of passion and devotion. Sam could see how much Frank was enjoying Julie’s caresses, his body twitching with each deep pull of her lips.

Frank patted her on the shoulder and said, “Honey, your “man” is back.”

Julie finally released her mouth from Frank’s shaft, her breathing heavy and her lips shiny with saliva. She stood up, looked at Frank and asked, “What do you want me to do to him first?”

Frank grinned and said: “First I want him to lie down on the bed and you to suck on his little cock and make him nice and horny for me. I’ll tell you when you can stop. Be very careful not to let him orgasm because it will ruin his buzz.”

Sam was puzzled and didn’t quite understand what that meant. His mind was still foggy from the various impressions and intense feelings he had just experienced. The situation suddenly seemed even more complex and confusing. He wondered why Frank was demanding such precise control and what exactly the game was that they were playing.

He looked at Julie, who stood up in the meantime and walked over to him. Her eyes were gentle and encouraging, as they often were when she was teaching him something new. She pulled him gently towards the bed as he moved sluggishly, his thoughts trying to make clear sense of what had just happened.

Julie helped him lie down on the bed and her touch was soothing and sensitive. Sam’s eyes widened when he saw the seriousness in her gaze. She leaned over to him and said softly, “Trust me, sweetheart. This is going to be something special. Just stay relaxed and enjoy the moment.”

Sam lay on the bed next to Frank as Julie began to lick his already hard cock, placing her soft hands on his thighs as she sucked on his cock. Julie skillfully inserted her tongue over the glans and along the sides, playing with the small veins.

Frank looked at the scene with an appraising gaze. He finally released his arms from his chest and leaned forward slightly to take a closer look at Sam’s penis. His eyes sparkled with amusement as he said, “Julie, you were really right, his white penis really isn’t that big. If you could even call it a penis.” He grinned broadly and let his words hang in space, her sharp disparagement clearly audible. “Look at that, such a small, puny cock. It’s almost cute,” Frank added mockingly as he looked at Sam’s member in Julie’s mouth. While Julie still had massive problems with Frank’s cock, it was much easier for her with Sam’s.

Julie, however, did not comment on her lover’s provocative remark and continued her seductive movements undeterred. Her head rose and fell rhythmically, her lips tightly pursed, and her tongue worked tirelessly to maximize Sam’s pleasure. Her unwavering focus on the task at hand distracted her from Frank’s taunting comments. Sam’s heart raced as the mixture of humiliation and extreme arousal swept through him. Frank’s words burned in his mind, but Julie’s passionate tongue work and the gentle touch of her hands on his thighs and testicles kept him locked in a state of intense pleasure. His breathing became erratic, his chest rising and falling rapidly as he tried to keep control of his emotions.

Frank leaned back and continued to watch the scene, his eyes twinkling with gleeful satisfaction. “Enjoy it, Sam,” Frank said mockingly, his voice dripping with sarcastic friendliness. “It’s probably the best thing you’ll ever experience.” Sam’s emotions were a wild frenzy of shame and lust. He could feel the heat in his cheeks as Frank’s words cut deep into his pride. But at the same time, the feeling of Julie’s hot, wet mouth around his penis was too intense to be ignored. The humiliation was part of the game, and the more he accepted it, the deeper his lust seemed to become.

Julie’s head movements intensified as she leaned lower over him, her mouth closing tightly around his shaft and pulling him deep inside. The combination of Frank’s teasing comments and Julie’s devoted blowjob brought Sam to the brink of madness. Frank smiled as Julie placed her tongue on her husband, took her leg and leaned forward to lick her pussy. Julie moved her hips to match Frank’s tongue as she sucked her husband’s cock.

Frank first placed his lips carefully on the tender inner side of her thighs and planted soft, teasing kisses there before slowly approaching the center of her desire. The warm breath against her sensitive skin intensified the feeling of anticipation and made Julie’s heart beat faster with excitement.

When he finally reached Julie’s labia, he gently opened them with his fingers, revealing the delicate pink skin underneath. His tongue emerged carefully, touching her vulva gently at first and exploring the soft, moist surface. His tongue’s approach was slow and methodical, almost agonizingly tender. He let the tip of his tongue glide directly over her outer labia before venturing deeper.

Julie moaned deeply and softly around Sam’s member as she felt Frank’s tongue work. Her body reacted involuntarily, her hips began to gyrate slightly against his mouth as she continued to work on pleasuring her husband.

Frank increasingly concentrated on Julie’s small, pulsating clitoris, the sensitive tip of which was already swollen with lust. He let his tongue glide over the tiny nub in slow, circular movements, pressing gently and rhythmically again and again. These careful, repetitive movements sent waves of intense arousal through Julie’s body.

“Oh goooottt” came bluntly from Julie’s full mouth.

He varied his technique, occasionally making small, tantalizing tongue flicks aimed directly at her clitoris. He noticed her every reaction, the slight twitches of her hips and the thrilling sighs that escaped her mouth as she continued to take Sam’s penis deep inside her and work it. Julie’s clitoris became the main focus of Frank’s caresses. He gently encircled it with his lips and sucked it gently against him as his tongue glided over the sensitive spot. He felt Julie tremble slightly, her desire growing under his expert care.

With each targeted stroke of his tongue, Frank intensified the sensations coursing through Julie’s body. He closed his lips tightly around her clitoris and moved his tongue in quick, precise movements over the lustful knot, while he continued to open and stroke her wet labia with his fingers. Julie was now completely caught up in a storm of pleasure, her movements involuntarily became faster, her self-control dwindled and her body reacted to the intense, pleasurable stimulation. Her moans became louder, more uninhibited, while Frank’s tongue and lips brought her ever more intense waves of pleasure.

Frank let his tongue slide deeper, penetrating her wet opening slightly and returning to the clitoris to continue with firmer pressure and a faster pace. He knew exactly how to bring her to the brink of orgasm before reducing the intensity again to delay and intensify the sensation even longer. The close synchronization between Frank’s tongue play and Julie’s slackening grip on Sam’s penis created a symbiotic interplay of their pleasure, and Sam could feel each twitch and moan from Julie bringing him closer and closer to his own limits.

Frank lifted his head and stopped caressing Julie’s clitoris with his tongue. A mischievous smile spread across his face as he straightened up and reached for the bedside table. He pulled a tube of lubricant from the drawer and handed it to Julie with a sardonic grin. “You know what to do,” he said with an almost mocking emphasis. Julie let her husband’s penis slide out of her mouth and took the tube of lube. She squeezed a generous amount of the clear, slick liquid onto her palm. Sam was still lying on the bed, his breathing heavy and his eyes dilated with anticipation.

Julie sat back and focused her gaze on Sam’s erect member, which stood firm and tense with arousal in front of her. She began to slowly rub the lubricant onto his glans, her fingers gliding gently over the sensitive contours of the tip. The circular movements of her fingers spread the cool gel evenly and Sam could feel the excitement shooting through his body, intensified by the gliding, refreshing touch.

Her slender fingers encircled the glans, massaging lightly over the sensitive rim and working the lubricant in tiny circles. The touches were tender and affirming, every movement thought through to create maximum pleasure. Sam moaned deeply, his hips jerking slightly against the sensation as Julie’s gentle caresses spread over his member.

With the lubricant now evenly distributed, Julie began the actual handjob. Her fingers gripped the shaft of his penis firmly, gliding up and down gently yet firmly. She held his gaze while her hand worked rhythmically, slowly and deliberately increasing his arousal.

Each upward stroke of her hand was slow and controlled, her pressure on the shaft a play of firmness and yielding. Her fingers played with the sensitive veins, gliding gently over them and spreading the cool moisture of the lube. When she brought her hand back down, she eased her grip slightly so that the tension of the lube gently enveloped his sensitive cock.

Sam lay motionless and let the waves of pleasure sweep over him. His breathing became heavier, his chest rose and fell in rapid cycles. Julie varied her pace, making quick, fluid movements, only to slow down again and become agonizingly gentle. He could feel the raging need for release, but her every movement kept him on edge.

Julie used her second hand to gently massage his testicles, caressing the sensitive skin and increasing the tension throughout his body. Her fingers gripped lightly and then released, while her other hand continued to work his shaft.

Sam felt the excitement grow until he almost reached his climax. But before he could cross the threshold of release, Julie slowed down again, loosening her grip and bringing him back from the pleasure. The feeling of being so close to orgasm and yet not coming almost drove him mad.

His moans became louder, more desperate. His body jerked under Julie’s skillful hands, and his mind reeled under the constant back and forth of intense pleasure. His hips thrust upwards involuntarily, seeking more pressure, more friction, more everything. But Julie was in absolute control, clearly enjoying every moment of her power.

Julie’s movements became more intense again, faster, and she could feel his arousal growing once more. He was so close, every muscle in his body tense, every nerve on high alert. But again she slowed her touch, bringing Sam back from the brink of orgasm and leaving him in this unbearable state of pleasure and despair.

Sam gasped for air, a soft whimper escaping his lips. He felt like he was about to explode, his thoughts a wild jumble of lust and the endless urge for relief. Julie’s handjob was an elaborate torture that brought him to the brink of madness without allowing him the final moment of release.

“Enjoy it, Sam,” Frank said mockingly as he watched the spectacle with a satisfied smile. As Julie continued to slide her hand passionately and skillfully over Sam’s shaft, Frank interrupted Sam’s moans with a smoldering look at Julie’s body. His eyes sparkled with desire as he watched her devoted work and noticed her own arousal taking hold of her.

“Julie, your bright red pussy is a breathtaking sight,” Frank said, running his eyes over her smooth mound of Venus and her wet, swollen pubis. “I can’t wait to dive into you again.”

Julie cast a quick, lustful glance over at Frank, her breathing heavy with her own arousal. “Believe me, Frank, I’m so horny for you right now,” she said, her voice quivering with desire.

Her hand reached out and the gentle friction of the lubricant made Sam’s cock twitch wildly, almost tensing to the point of orgasm. Frank noticed this and grinned mockingly. “Oooh, make sure his little clit doesn’t come any time soon,” he said, watching the twitching with an amused expression in his eyes. “She looks like she’s about to explode the way she’s twitching.”

Julie smiled sheepishly and skillfully slowed her movements, her hand moving up and down Sam’s penis in a slower, agonizing rhythm. “Don’t worry, I’ve got him under control,” she said, her smile almost reassuring as she continued to keep Sam’s arousal at an agonizing peak.

Sam’s heart hammered in his chest, his thoughts blurred into a single desperate desire for release. Each twitch of his aroused penis under Julie’s practiced hand was another step to the brink of orgasm, but she expertly pulled him back each time, leaving him hanging in a state of unbearable anticipation.

Sam’s breath came in gasps, his eyes tightly shut and his body quivering with tension. He felt every movement of Julie’s hand, every agonizing delay that denied him complete release. His hips lifted slightly to her movements, an instinctive desire for more pressure, more speed.

Frank leaned back and watched the spectacle with obvious satisfaction. “That’s it, Julie,” he said encouragingly. “Keep him on the edge, let him enjoy it.”

Julie nodded slightly and her hand withdrew gently over the shaft, only to slide back down again, just before the point where Sam could lose himself in complete excess. Each twitch of his cock was a triumph for her, each of her controlled movements proof that she was doing everything right.

She leaned forward slightly to get a deeper view of Sam’s suffering expressions. “You’re doing so well, Sam,” Julie whispered seductively, her movements gentler, her voice a soothing melody of control and pleasure.

Frank grinned and placed a hand gently on Julie’s back, pulling her a little closer to him. “We’re going to have an incredible night, sweetheart,” he said softly, his eyes burning with desire as he stroked her hips. “Let’s enjoy the time.”

With these words, Julie continued her torturous play, keeping Sam’s release constantly close yet out of reach, her own lust and Frank’s control dominating the scene. Sam’s moans filled the room.

After a few minutes, which felt like hours to Sam, Frank said: “Dear, I think he’s had enough pleasure for now. You should stop before he squirts all over the bed. His clit is already twitching constantly.”

Frank said, “Honey, leave your cuck next to the bed and I’ll wrap the ice in the towel.”

He placed the towel on the blanket and placed about a dozen ice cubes in the center of the towel. The ice cubes glistened in the soft light of the bedroom as small puddles of cold water formed on the towel. He looked at Julie and said, “Honey, I want you to take the towel in your hands, hold the ice cubes on top and wrap it around Sam’s pleasure pearl.”

Julie giggled slightly and frowned. “Frank ... This is getting far too cold for him ... Do I really have to?”

Sam was now standing beside the bed, completely out of breath, his chest rising and falling rapidly as he tried to get his breathing under control. His body glistened covered in sweat and every fiber of his being throbbed with intense arousal. He struggled to tame the growing tension within him as he awaited the impending cold touch of the ice cubes. His protruding cock drooled incessantly, long strings of pleasure dripping out of it.

Frank laughed softly and replied: “Sam will be fine, just wrap the ice around him.”

Julie picked up the towel and held it in the palms of her hands, the cold ice cubes pressing lightly against her skin. She carefully placed the towel under Sam’s hot, throbbing penis and wrapped it tightly around his shaft. A sharp intake of breath escaped Sam’s lips as the extreme cold touched his sensitive skin.

“Oh ... My poor darling ... It’ll be fine in a few minutes,” Julie said sympathetically as she held the cool, glistening ice cubes.

“A-aah. that ... is so cold...” Sam gasped, his voice shaky and uncertain in the face of the sudden cold on his previously heated member. His body twitched slightly and his muscles tensed uncontrollably.

Frank nodded in satisfaction and said, “Hold the towel there until you feel it soften, and we’ll see how it looks after a few minutes.”

Frank left the bedroom and returned a few minutes later with a plastic container full of cold water. The melting and crackling of the ice cubes was clearly audible in the quiet atmosphere of the room. Sam shivered slightly under the cold touch and his erection began to weaken noticeably.

Frank placed his hands gently on Julie’s waist, pulled her a little closer to him and kissed her tenderly on the neck. “Darling, take the towel away and we’ll go and see how he is.”

Julie carefully removed the towel and lifted it away from Sam’s penis, which had now noticeably lost its previous hardness. He was completely shrunken, his skin slightly reddened from the extreme cold. Frank grinned and nodded approvingly before lifting up the plastic container of cold water.

“Let’s put some ice cubes in this container and let him soak his cock and balls in it for a few minutes,” Frank said as he dropped icy cubes into the water.

Frank had Sam hold the plastic container under his cock and balls and submerge them in the freezing water. Frank had picked up the box and was whispering to Julie, seeming to explain to her what he wanted and what she should do.

Sam spent the next fifteen minutes with his penis and testicles in the cold water. During this time, Julie and Frank lay on the bed, kissing and fondling each other.

Frank began to finger Julie slowly and intensely, causing the tension and desire between them to grow noticeably. He began to gently stroke her skin, sliding his fingers between her thighs. His touch was light and teasing, causing Julie to lift her hips slightly to give him better access.

He pulled her thigh to the side, revealing her wet, sensitive vulva. With a deft finger, he felt his way to her clitoris, which was swollen red with arousal. He began to apply gentle pressure in circular motions as he absorbed Julie’s soft moans into the meeting of their lips.

Frank slowly increased the pressure, alternating between circular movements and gentle up and down strokes, making Julie gasp with pleasure. She curled her fingers into the sheets, her breathing heavy and irregular as her hips moved towards Frank’s hand.

With unparalleled patience and tenderness, Frank then inserted a finger into Julie’s wet opening. The sensation made her tilt her head back and she bit her lip to keep from making too much noise. He gently moved his finger in and out, always careful to observe her rhythm and reactions.

Shortly afterwards, he added a second finger and his movements became more fluid and confident. He thrust rhythmically while his thumb continued to massage her clitoris. The double play of sensations sent waves of pleasure through Julie’s body and her moans became louder and more urgent.

Frank leaned forward and kissed Julie’s neck up to her ear as his fingers penetrated deeper into her, stimulating her inner, most sensitive parts. With each thrust, she twisted more in pleasure and reached for him desperately.

“Frank,” Julie gasped, barely able to get the words out, “I’m so close.” These words seemed to encourage Frank and he quickened his pace, his fingers unerringly finding her G-spot.

With one last deep thrust and a powerful squeeze of her clitoris, Julie’s tension dissolved into an intense climax. Her body trembled violently and a stifled moan escaped her throat as she writhed beneath him. Frank kept up his movements until her convulsions subsided and she lay exhausted beside him, satisfied and with a familiar smile on her lips.

While Julie and Frank gave themselves passionately to each other, Sam stood at the edge of the bed, his expression split between fascination and a hint of pain. His body was tense; he stood upright, but slightly trembling, while his genitals rested in the cold water of the container.

The ice water had done its job. Sam’s penis had shrunk considerably and shrank even further in the icy cold. The contrast between the heat and intimacy on the bed and the unrelenting cold in the container was overwhelming. His penis and testicles were numb and felt almost alien, as if they didn’t belong to his body.

His hands rested on the sides of the container, fingers slightly curled as if clutching at the cold plastic, seeking stability. A slight tremor ran through his body and his lips were pressed together, his jaw muscles tense in an attempt to bear the cold and discomfort.

Until Frank finally looked at Sam and said, “Why don’t you see if he’s contracted enough so we can put this thing on him?”

Julie rose from the bed and crawled curiously towards Sam. Her gaze was intrigued and curious as she leaned over the edge of the container to look at his shrunken genitals. The ice water had reduced his penis to an insignificant size, almost hidden and significantly smaller than when he was relaxed. The skin around his testicles was pulled tightly together, almost as if bound with an invisible band, and his testicles themselves seemed to have almost retracted into his body to escape the icy cold. They looked tiny and shriveled, as if they were protesting against the relentless cold.

Her eyes sparkled with interest and a hint of pleasure as she looked at Sam’s shrunken penis and testicles. She tilted her head slightly to the side to get a better angle and her lips curled into a smile. Her eyes seemed to take in every detail, the tiny outline of his penis, the tight skin of his testicles and the slight discoloration the cold had caused.

“Honey, Sam’s penis has shrunk and is really small now,” she informed Frank. “Good,” Frank replied, adding, “Sam, keep your cock in the water until Julie’s ready for you.”

Frank gave Julie some final instructions as she knelt on the floor holding the object. Then she said, “Honey, take the container away so I can dry your cock quickly.”

Sam carefully moved the water container, the cold water dripping down his legs.

The penis shrinkage process was complete and Sam was shocked as he had never seen it so small and unimpressive. The ice water had reduced his penis to an insignificant size, almost completely hidden between the shrunken testicles.

His penis now looked very small. The cold had shrunk it so much that there was hardly more than a small lump left. The testicles, which had also shrunk considerably, no longer hung loosely, but almost seemed to be sewn to his body. They were strongly retracted and seemed to be fleeing back into his body. Sam felt shaken not only physically, but also emotionally. He had never seen his penis in this state before - so tiny, so helpless.

Frank handed Julie the towel and she immediately began to dry him off. She worked quickly and efficiently, but with a certain tenderness. Julie’s hands first grasped his testicles and gently rubbed them dry, her movements sure but careful. The cold had reddened Sam’s skin and his genitals felt leathery and foreign. Sam couldn’t feel anything from her movements, everything was just numb.

As she took his shrunken penis in her hand, she carefully wrapped the towel around it and gently dabbed the water away. Her grip was light, but firm enough to ensure that no moisture remained. She made sure to touch every detail until his penis and testicles were completely dry.

Sam watched the whole thing from above with a mixture of shame and humiliation. He could hardly believe how small his penis had become and how helpless he felt. The familiar feeling of warmth and normal size had disappeared, leaving only a shrunken shadow of himself.

Frank said, “Sam, take the towel and hold it over your eyes until Julie is ready.”

Sam covered his eyes with the towel, even though he knew what was coming. He felt Julie’s fingers touching his genitals again, but unlike before, they were numb after the last half hour in the freezing cold. The touch was strangely subdued, as if he was buried under a thick layer of rubber.

The cold had greatly reduced his cock, and as Julie tightened her grip around it, his penis felt tiny and almost powerless. Nevertheless, Julie held him securely and began to put the penis cage on as Frank wanted her to.

She gently lifted his testicles to place the ring of the cage around them. His small testicles slipped easily through the ring. Frank commented: “Very good, now you have to pull his clitoris through the ring”.

Sam shuddered at the words. “Clitoris?!” he could hardly think straight.

Julie now pulled Sam’s now small penis shaft through the ring, as Frank had explained to her, she turned a wheel at the top and was able to make the ring smaller until it was finally completely tight behind his testicles.

Then she began to place a tiny steel tube on his glans. She felt the steel knob curiously from the inside beforehand. There was a special indentation on the inside to embed Sam’s glans. The embedding on the inside was covered with a black material, when Julie slid her finger over it she felt that it felt like sandpaper and that was where his glans was supposed to be inserted?

She skillfully pulled back his foreskin with her fingers. Sam’s glans head emerged, she looked exhausted and upset, as if she wanted to hide, as if she knew what was threatening her now.

But now that she was completely exposed, and by his own wife, there was simply no escape for her. Julie now pressed the steel body onto the glans, which was slowly engulfed by the construct into the darkness, while a small mechanism around the steel knob held Sam’s foreskin back and prevented it from retracting to give his poor glans the support and protection it desperately needed. Sam’s glans complied completely with the black material on the inside of the indentation and was completely enclosed by it.

The metal construction felt cold and unrelenting against his slowly reawakening skin.

The micro-cage, made of polished chrome, closed perfectly around his tiny, contracted penis. She carefully brought the parts together, Julie’s gaze focused and her movements skillful.

A final snap, like the closing of a handcuff, signaled that everything was in place. The cage was now tightly closed to enclose his penis and testicles, leaving no room for growth or movement. The head of his penis was now firmly embedded, a small steel tube at the top of the cage only minimally pierced his cock tube, allowing him to urinate but removing any possibility of other pleasures.

After a few minutes, Julie finished and had Frank check to see if she had done everything right. Frank chuckled, saw Julie’s work and said, “Those are my girls.”

Sam heard them kissing again and felt Julie kiss him on the stomach while Frank said, “Okay. You can remove the towel.”

Sam dropped the towel and looked down at his cock. He saw what he had already imagined, but it was unlike anything he had ever seen. Julie had put a chastity cage on him and it was particularly small.

It was a chrome-plated chastity cage that completely enclosed his penis, leaving only a small steel knob where his penis stood proudly. Around his testicles was a chrome ring that was attached to the cage and looked like one side of a handcuff.

The lump, which suggested Sam’s penis, had a small tube sticking out the front through which he could urinate. The cage was small in diameter, which explained why they had to shrink his penis with the cold water. Julie put her hand on her husband’s and said, “Honey, don’t be afraid of it. It’s just an adult toy. Frank thought you’d get a thrill out of wearing it.”

Julie leaned over and kissed Sam on the cheek and then said, “Honey, Frank says it’s a toy that husbands wear when they want to practice being a cuckold.” Sam’s mind raced, feelings of excitement, shame, humiliation but also curiosity battled for supremacy in his head. He felt small, broken and yet strangely electrified by the whole experience.

Frank watched Sam’s reaction as Julie spoke to him and added, “You can even shower with it because it won’t rust. It’s designed to be worn for longer.”

These words hit Sam hard. The thought of wearing the cage for a long time was unimaginable for him. While Sam was still struggling to categorize his feelings, his eyes fell on Frank, who was now standing confidently next to him. Frank’s massive black penis, uncircumcised and of impressive size, showed the sheer physical power and presence that stood in stark contrast to Sam’s caged, shrunken penis. The comparison was unavoidable and brutally clear. Frank’s penis was huge, full and present, while Sam’s penis, once comparatively normal, is now trapped in a tiny, chrome cage. The cage, shiny and cold, completely enclosed his penis, leaving only a small knob of steel that barely hinted at what lay beneath.

Julie took Sam’s hand and said, “Honey, come into the living room with me for a minute.”

She led Sam, who followed her as if in a trance, into the living room and said to him: “Honey, Frank wanted to be alone with me, but I promise to come to you later if he wants you to join us. You probably need some time with your new toy first anyway.”

Julie hugged Sam and kissed his neck, followed by a few more kisses on his cheek. Then she looked at the chastity cage and said, “Honey, don’t look so sad, it’s just a toy and you can take it off when Frank leaves on Sunday.”

Sam hugged Julie and said, “I know. I’ve heard that almost all the men at the club wear them.”

Julie stared at her husband and replied, “Really?” Sam replied, “Yes. One guy told me his wife’s black friend had the key and would only unlock it a couple times a month.”

Julie stared at her husband, thought about what he had just told her, gave him another kiss and said, “I’ll see you later.”

Sam sat on the sofa and leaned back, feeling the metal rail on his cock and trying to get a better look at how it was made. It was tight and secure, and there was no way he could ever get this thing off without cutting it off or opening it with the key. And above all, it was terribly tight around his glans, he could feel feeling slowly returning to it and he realized that his foreskin was retracted and seemingly held in place. He could feel his bare glans sitting in the prison, tight and without play, but it was rubbing lightly against something, he couldn’t place it.

Sam hadn’t heard Julie mention anything about a key for this thing, but he was sure she would have one before she locked him in it.

Julie had made more progress in the last ten days than Sam could have ever imagined, as if she already had experience in cuckolding and being a swinger. She was so eager to fuck Frank on these dates that Sam could hardly believe this was his wife. He had no complaints, except perhaps wanting to know how she had fallen in love with Frank so quickly.

Sam was slowly dozing off on the sofa when he was startled by a noise, but when he looked around he only saw the dark room illuminated by the moonlight through the window. A second later, the lamp next to the sofa came on, and when he turned his head, he saw Frank standing next to him. Sam looked up at Frank and noticed the man standing naked in front of him, his cock half stiff and still wet, most likely from Julie’s pleasure cave. Although Frank’s cock wasn’t fully erect, it still seemed huge and dangled in front of him.

Frank spoke, “I’m glad to see you’re awake because your wife is waiting in the bedroom for you to come and join her.” Sam perplexed and drowsy slowly got up from the sofa and went into the bedroom and was surprised to see Frank had come out to get him and wondered what was going on. Sam entered the room and saw Julie lying on her back, her butt propped up on a pillow. She held her legs against her chest and smiled at Sam.

Sam moved closer and Julie said, “Honey, come here and give me a kiss.” Sam leaned forward, kissed Julie’s lips as she held his hand and said, “Honey, I want you to climb on the bed between my legs and lick my pussy clean.”

Sam noticed that Julie was still sweating and smelled of sex and looked completely fucked, just like last weekend, with bite marks on her breasts and neck.

Sam kissed her thigh as he crawled between Julie’s legs and looked at her wide open flower. He saw a puddle of white semen that had collected at the opening. Sam realized why he had been called into the room when he saw Frank come in, kiss Julie on the lips and hold up one of her legs and say, “Sam, be gentle with your wife when you lick her, she’s really sensitive after all the fucking we’ve had.”

Sam slowly knelt on the bed. His movements were careful as he leaned forward to kiss Julie’s thighs and position himself better between her legs, the tight penis cage inevitably pressing against his testicles.

The cage, which enclosed his shrunken penis in a compact metal knob, pressed and pushed against his testicles, which were shrunken and sensitive after the cold water treatment. Every movement, every little twitch of his body intensified the feeling of the chrome-plated cage fitting tightly and pressing into his skin.

As Sam leaned further forward to reach Julie’s wide open thighs, his testicles pushed firmly between his thighs. The pressure was unavoidable and both painful and humiliating as his testicles were pressed and squeezed in an unnatural way. The metal of the cage seemed unrelenting and cold, which only made it more intense.

The position was not only physically challenging, but also emotionally draining for Sam. In contrast to the familiar movements of Julie’s body against him, everything in this new reality felt alien and daunting. His testicles were like being caught in a vice, squeezed as a result of his own movements and the chastity cage that mercilessly restricted any possibility of movement.

Sam placed his tongue along the slit and licked gently, thinking to himself that it was now or never. He plunged his tongue into Julie’s vagina and began to lick and suck out all the cum Frank had left inside her. Her labia were swollen and sensitive, her lips slightly parted from the intense penetration she had experienced earlier. He began with gentle, careful movements, the tip of his tongue slowly feeling its way along the soft folds.

He could taste the salty and slightly bitter flavor of the semen in her vagina as his tongue slid gently through the remaining fluids. With each successive movement, his tongue became bolder and more insistent. He circled her clitoris, gently teasing the sensitive area before plunging deeper into her vagina.

Her vagina was warm and wet, and Sam could feel the sperm collecting in small puddles. He shaped his tongue into a sort of spoon, dipped deeper and began to suck the cum from her vagina. He sucked hard, his lips tight around her opening as his tongue danced deep inside her to draw out every trace of Frank’s ejaculate. Julie began to moan slightly and wriggle her hips as Sam’s tongue and lips worked on her. She gently played with Sam’s hair, her fingers lightly digging into his scalp to stabilize her own movements. Sam heard her moans of pleasure, egging him on to continue.

He continued his rhythm, alternating between sucking and licking, his tongue moving in depth and breadth to reach every corner of her vagina. He sucked out the secretion, swallowed it and resumed, without pausing to make sure nothing was left behind. The mixture of Julie’s natural juices and Frank’s ejaculate was a unique flavor that made Sam dizzy with the bizarre intimacy of the act. But he continued his task diligently as Julie’s moans grew louder and more intense. She began to wrap her legs around his head and pull him deeper into her exposed soul, her movements demanding and encouraging.

Sam adapted to her needs, his tongue thrusts became deeper, faster and more persistent, while at the same time he gently stimulated her clitoris with his thumb. The combination of sensations made Julie tremble and drew him further into her world of pleasure.

Together they reached a point of complete surrender. Julie could hardly find any more words, only sounds of uncontrolled pleasure and the twitching of her muscles reflected her sensations. Sam’s mouth continued to fill with the warm, salty mixture of her pleasure, and he drank it greedily, as if he were a man dying of thirst in the desert.

Sam felt an irrepressible lust rising inside him, an irresistible mixture of excitement and frustration, trapped in the tight chastity cage that completely confined his penis. Longingly and hopelessly, he pressed his hips against the bed, the cage encasing his shrunken but twitching penis. With each thrust, the cage rubbed agonizingly against his sensitive skin, creating a sensation of friction and denied relief, while he felt a strange scratching on his most sensitive area.

Frank took note of all this with a self-satisfied grin and said: “Julie, I have an idea. Sit on Sam’s face. I think he’ll like that.” Without further hesitation, Julie climbed onto the bed and positioned herself over Sam’s face, which was now in her place. Her legs stretched around his head, her eyes briefly meeting his as she lowered her wet, juicy cleft directly onto his lips. The sweet smell of sex and her warm, soft skin overwhelmed his senses. Julie leaned forward to kiss Frank, their lips meeting in a passionate, intense kiss.

Sam immediately began to lick Julie’s vagina, his tongue repeating the movements he had made before, but this time everything felt more intense. He plunged deep into her wet opening, sucking and licking her sensitive spots as her vagina clenched and responded rhythmically. Julie’s moans became louder and more desperate as she enjoyed Sam’s tongue work and at the same time returned Frank’s kisses and touches, who was now kissing her. Sam could feel Julie’s muscles twitching around his tongue, pulling her deeper into his world of lust. The deep tingling in his own glans began again, along with a growing pressure in his testicles, which were pressed firmly between his thighs.

Sam rhythmically moved his hips as if he wanted to fuck the air, but the cage prevented him from finding any real relief. His movements were desperate and mechanical, a clear sign of his uncontrollable arousal. Frank noticed this and, laughing, he said, “Look at that, Julie. Little Sam here must think he can get something done by thrusting his little clit in the air.”

Julie giggled slightly as she continued to ride Sam’s face and return Frank’s kisses. “Frank, you’re so mean,” she murmured between kisses. Frank leaned down and placed his hand on Sam’s head, guiding him to suck and lick Julie’s vagina even more intensely. “Julie, watch closely what’s about to happen to your “man’s” white clit. He’s going to come like a little girl.”

Sam could hear Frank’s derisive laughter and felt humiliated, but at the same time incredibly aroused. The tingling in his glans became more and more intense, almost painful with pleasure, despite the total restriction of the cage. With every thrust of his hips into the air he felt a strange sensation in the tip of his penis, every time he managed to build up enough momentum his bare glans rubbed against the inside of the cage, but it didn’t feel like steel acting on his sensitive pleasure center.

The pressure in his testicles built up to a dizzying point, and he knew an orgasm was brewing that had no possibility of sensual release.

He felt this scratching on his glans, it was only minimal, but it was there. It stimulated him, only extremely slightly, but he was so aroused that nothing mattered, as long as something touched his bare flesh there. With a final, desperate lick and suck, Sam felt a restless, relentless orgasm take hold of him. The cage allowed no expansion, but the inner mechanisms continued their course. A hot, wild shudder shot through his entire pelvis, his testicles contracted and a brief but intense tingling sensation spread.

Sam lay there, his arousal had reached its peak. With every movement Julie made on his face, his lust was fueled further. The cage pressed relentlessly against his shriveled glans and the tight material began to rub with every tiny movement. The tingling he felt in his glans built up into a rhythmic twitching - a dull throbbing that was intensified by the stimulation and the restriction at the same time. The twitches became more intense and regular. His body trembled with tension and unbridled lust, but the metal sheath around his penis held him in an unyielding grip. The desire to free himself and release his arousal became unbearable. Sam’s glans began to twitch and pulsate in the tight cage, each contraction feeling as if it wanted to burst the metal walls.

But the necessary stimulation, the final release, failed to materialize. Instead, he was held in a state of barely bearable pre-orgasm, the tingling turning into agonizing tension. The throbbing in his glans continued as if his body was trying to achieve the impossible, unable to release the excess pleasure. Then Sam felt something that felt almost like an orgasm, but different - ruined and incomplete. A sense of release began, but there was no actual ejaculation as he was used to.

The convulsions intensified once more as his body tried to squeeze out every drop of semen. His glans began to struggle, thrusting violently and rhythmically against the cool metal surface of the cage. He felt the uncomfortable, almost mechanical discharge of the fluid, fighting against the tight confines like belated relief. He swung his hips into the air extremely fast now, as if trying to fuck the air with all his might while his wife sat on his face. His testicles were clearly swinging and slapping against his thighs again and again.

Drops of semen leaked laboriously from his glans, his body submitted to uncontrollable convulsions. It was a ruined feeling, a spasm and emptying without the satisfying, joyful release of an orgasm. His testicles cramped, the semen forced its way through the tiny opening and was squeezed out through the tube at the top of the cage.

Each thrust was a brief, chaotic pulsation as drops of semen shot from his glans, almost as if his body was fighting against itself. It was a painful mixture of relief and despair that played out within the metal confines of the cage.

Frank looked on, amused. “Look at that, Julie. His little clit is struggling and squirting in the cage - like a girl.” Sam felt the rush of his ejaculation, painfully and relentlessly held in the cage. He squirted, but it was more of a forced, ruined feeling

Julie breathed loudly, fascinated and almost in awe. “Oh my God,” she said, overwhelmed by the scene.

As the last wave of convulsions subsided, Sam fell exhausted onto the bed with his hips trapped in the cage. The painful pressure in his glans slowly eased, but the phantom pain of an incomplete orgasm remained. Caught in the grip of the cage, his semen ran down his testicles onto the bed.

“Look at that, Julie,” Frank commented with a generous hint of mockery in his voice. “Isn’t it beautiful? He cummed without anyone even touching him. That’s how horny we make him.”

Julie was fascinated and couldn’t take her eyes off Sam. “Yes, he really seems to be enjoying this,” she said, her voice a mixture of amazement and curiosity. She had never experienced anything like it and the scene was both arousing and incomprehensible to her.

Frank added: “And soon he will learn to always come like a little girl, without his penis.” His words were clear. Julie looked up questioningly as Sam struggled with his emotions. It was a new world of pleasure and submission that opened up before them, and neither Julie nor Sam could fully grasp the implications of those words.

Sam’s emotions were a wild mess as he struggled to sort out his feelings. The tingling in his penis and testicles was still present, but it had changed. It was no longer a pleasant arousal, but a mixture of dull pain and unfinished pleasure. His glans throbbed rhythmically, still reverberating from the incomplete discharge trapped in the cage. The tingling was like a thousand tiny needles dancing under his skin, a sense of urgency that was never fully satisfied.

His testicles felt heavy and sensitive, as if they seemed to absorb every little tremor and quiver. The pressure that had built up during his futile efforts to achieve a full orgasm was still palpable.

Sam struggled with a vortex of shame, arousal and defiant acceptance. His body was still in turmoil, and the tingling constantly reminded him of how little control he still had.

Every little movement of Sam’s hips or touch of his genitals brought the tingling back, more intense and relentless. It was as if his body was attuned to constant stimulation, always on the verge of orgasm but never fully released. The struggle between complete arousal and the merciless grip of the cage kept him in a state of constant tension.

After countless minutes, Julie finally pulled Sam gently but firmly away from her lust, signaling to him that she was now fully cleansed and satisfied. Julie played with Sam’s hair and said to him, “Honey, did it taste good?” Sam held his hands on Julie’s ass and replied, “It tasted different.”

Sam spent at least fifteen minutes licking and cleaning Julie’s vagina until she got out of bed to go to the bathroom and came back into the bedroom and said, “Frank, lie down on the bed and I’ll suck you off.”

Frank lay down on the bed while Julie lay on the other side of him and said, “Sam, I want you to lay on the other side of Frank and watch me suck him off.”

Julie lovingly began to lick Frank’s cock, holding it in her dainty hands and working on both his testicles and shaft. Julie took the large head into her mouth, sucking and teasing it before running her tongue along the side. Taking her time with Frank’s cock, she lifted her head, leaned forward and kissed Sam, her tongue finding its way into his mouth. Sam stroked Julie’s hip as he watched his wife continue to suck Frank.

Frank got an intense look on his face as time went on, and Sam realized the big man was ready to unload his load into Julie’s mouth. Julie focused on the head and moved her hands along the side, pumping the huge cock until it finally happened. Sam’s face was only a foot away from Julie’s as he heard Frank groan and flex his big hips to send his load of cum into Julie’s mouth.

Julie reached out and touched Sam on the shoulder, signaling him to come closer. When he was inches from her face, she lifted herself off Frank’s cock, gave Sam a kiss and spit cum into Frank’s mouth, sliding her tongue into his mouth and sharing her load with her husband. Sam and Julie continued their kiss for almost a minute as Frank watched them share his cum. Julie continued to kiss her husband, then his face, whispering in his ear, “I love you more than ever.” Those words set off a hurricane of emotions in Sam.

She kissed Sam again, moved and grabbed his penis, which was trapped in the chastity cage and dripping with cum. She rubbed her thumb over the tip of his knob and looked into his eyes, “Honey, your cock can’t even get hard when it’s locked up, but we’ll still get to fuck this week when Frank’s not here.” Julie kissed Sam again before he got out of bed and left her alone again. As he walked into the dark hallway, he looked back to see Julie lying down on the pillow next to Frank. He waited in the hallway for a few seconds, watching them cuddle as Julie lifted her leg and placed it on Frank’s thigh.

Julie seemed to love the new lifestyle and he hoped that she really meant what she had just told him, that she loved him even more, which was the only reason he was putting up with all this.

Julie had only known Frank for just over a week, but had already felt very comfortable with him. Sam thought the lifestyle had its good moments, but Frank was the kind of man who always wanted more.

Sam entered the guest room for the second time in a week and fell asleep completely exhausted as soon as his head touched the pillow.
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It was Sunday afternoon, Frank kissed Julie goodbye and said he would see her again next weekend. He rushed out the door and Julie got into the shower as soon as Frank had gone. Sam, meanwhile, wondered what happened to the key to the cage he’d been carrying since Friday.

After Julie had finished showering, she went into the bedroom and had just finished drying herself when Sam came into the room and asked, “Honey. Do you have the key to the cage? I’d like to get out of there.” Julie put her hand over her mouth and then said, “Oh baby, I’m sorry, Frank took the key. He told you to wait until he got back, I thought he told you.”

Sam had a shocked look on his face as Julie stepped closer, put her arms around his neck and kissed him. She gently played with his testicles, rolling them gently back and forth, and said, “I’m sorry, darling, but as soon as we get the key back, we’ll get you out of there, I promise!”

Sam replied in horror: “I can’t believe it...”, as he felt a pleasant tug, triggered by Julie gently kneading his testicles. “I’m sorry my darling, it’s only been a few days...” she said, finally breaking away from him and going back to the closet to finish drying herself. Sam looked after his naked wife, who was drying herself again.

As Julie leaned forward, Sam, who was standing behind her, could clearly see her vagina pressing through her thighs as if they were saying a quick hello. He could see that Julie’s vagina had been clearly stretched by Frank’s large penis.

And so the Sunday passed.

It was Monday morning, and the routine began again. Sam got up early to go to work, but this time he felt a constant presence, that of the cage, reminding him that his freedom had been put on hold by his own wife and her new lover.

He went into the bathroom and looked at himself in the mirror, unable to take his eyes off the cage that clung tightly to his best piece. He showered quickly, but avoided thinking about his enclosed manhood for too long, and got dressed. Julie noticed his slightly pained expression, but she tried to keep the situation as relaxed as possible while they both ate breakfast.

At work, Sam concentrated as best he could, but the ever-present pressure of the cage made it difficult to focus on his tasks. Every movement reminded him that he was trapped, and the constant stimulus became an agonizing mix of pleasure and frustration. Colleagues spoke to him, but their words seemed distant and unimportant, while his mind hovered in a fog of unfulfilled desire. When the working day was finally over, Sam returned home. Julie was already there, preparing dinner. They talked about trivial everyday things, but there was an unspoken tension between them.

“How was your day, honey?” Julie asked as she chopped the vegetables. “It was fine,” Sam replied, trying to sound normal. Julie noticed that Sam was noticeably tense and exhausted, but only acknowledged this with a warm smile.

After dinner, Julie finally took Sam’s hand and led him into the bedroom. They sat down on the bed and Julie looked deep into his eyes.

“Rabbit, I know this is all new and stressful for you, but trust me, you have to be patient, you’ll like it,” Julie whispered in his ear. “It’s really hard, Julie ... especially now,” Sam confessed, his voice full of desire. Julie placed a hand on his cheek and stroked it gently. “I know, darling. But it’s only four days away, it should be doable.” “I hope so, baby. This cage ... Is killing me.” Sam replied. “As soon as Frank’s back, you’ll have your freedom,” Julie promised, trying to calm his nerves. “We just have to hang in there and wait.”

“But he said he’d bring the key next weekend, didn’t he?” Sam asked hopefully. “Yes, he promised,” Julie confirmed and gave him a reassuring smile. “We’re going to have another wonderful time together, darling.” Sam looked at Julie and a hint of despair flitted across his face. “Last weekend ... When Frank was here, how did you feel?” Julie lowered her eyes and thought for a moment before answering. “It was ... intense. For me too. I really enjoyed it, darling.”

“It was really hard for me, Julie. Knowing that you were with him...” Sam broke off, unable to finish the sentence. Julie took his hand and held it tightly. “I know it’s been hard for you, and I’m sorry. But it was a new experience for both of us. One that connected us in a way we never expected. Do you trust me?” Sam nodded hesitantly. “Yes, baby, of course I trust you.”

Julie looked curiously at Sam’s crotch where she suspected the cage was. “Let me take a closer look,” she said, pointing at his crotch with her finger. Sam, completely nervous, lay down on the bed and slipped off his boxers, revealing the sparkling cage, which Julie inspected. She leaned closer and carefully examined the details of the device. The cage was tight-fitting, made of shiny metal, and completely encased Sam’s manhood. She turned it slightly to the left and right and checked the hinges and the lock.

“Does that feel uncomfortable or hurtful?” she asked anxiously. “No,” Sam replied. “It’s more this pressure and constant feeling of tightness,” Sam explained. “It doesn’t hurt, but somehow it feels weird, like little needles or something are constantly scraping across my tip...”

Julie now studied the lightly woven steel plate closely. “And you really don’t feel anything?” as she briefly slid her fingers over it and then stopped at the small tube, which peeked out discreetly in the middle. “No, it just feels like pressure and a bit scratchy, like something rough is holding my glans in place the whole time,” Sam said with a bitter smile.

“Really fascinating,” Julie remarked, with a hint of amusement in her voice. Julie leaned closer to the cage. Slowly and carefully, she slid her fingers over his testicles again, which were the only thing sticking out of the cage. Sam’s breathing became shallower as he felt the gentle touch again.

“And you really don’t feel anything in the cage?” Julie asked gently, as if testing him, as she continued to stroke his testicles. “No, nothing ... Except the constant pressure,” Sam replied in a raspy voice. “But your touches on my balls ... that’s what I feel.”

Julie smiled slightly and continued to gently glide her fingers over the sensitive areas of skin.

The next moment, she tilted her head and carefully took one of his testicles into her mouth. Her lips gently enveloped it as she began to suck gently. The warmth and moisture of her mouth intensified the sensations and Sam couldn’t stop a deep, harsh gasp from escaping his throat.

“Oh Julie,” he moaned, surprised by the intensity of the pleasure coursing through his body. She gently increased the pressure and switched to the other testicle, while continuing to gently massage the first with her fingers. She let her tongue glide over the sensitive skin, making small, circular movements and then sucked on it to intensify the sweet pain and intense wave of pleasure. Sam’s hands clenched into the comforter, his muscles tensing under the unusual stimulation. “That’s so good,” he gasped. “Please, don’t stop.”

Julie lifted her head briefly and smiled at him, her blue eyes sparkling with desire. “I want you to enjoy every moment, even if you’re not completely free. I want you to know how much I want you and how this all turns me on.”

Then she took his testicles in her mouth again, sucked on them tenderly and continued to glide her tongue over them. Sam’s breathing became even more erratic and his hips involuntarily bucked slightly against her touch. The cage prevented him from becoming fully aroused, which only intensified the agony of unfulfilled desire.

Julie felt his reactions and knew that she was driving him to the brink of madness. She continued to play with his testicles, her gentle but firm movements bringing him closer and closer to the point where his desire wanted to bubble over. But the cage prevented him from doing so - and that was the bittersweet part of this intimate ordeal. Sam felt his pleasure button trying to expand but not finding the space to do so in the cage, instead he felt the rough, scratchy grip on his glans intensify and it felt like it was starting to burn.

Julie placed a hand on Sam’s chest and looked deep into his eyes. “Sam,” she began softly, “did you enjoy it when Frank had sex with me?”

It took a moment for Sam to process her words. His breathless confessions and the agony of his desire made him hesitate. But eventually he nodded slowly. “Yes, Julie. It drove me crazy ... In an unexpected way.”

Julie smiled and ran her hand gently over his testicles. “I’m glad to hear that,” she murmured.

“You know, I wasn’t really sure about it at first, but I’m only doing it because you like it that way,” she added. Then she leaned forward again and took one of his testicles in her mouth, caressing it gently with her tongue. The tickle and the heat of her touch made Sam gasp again.

She continued to suck on his testicles for a moment, but then stopped for a moment and asked with a beguiling smile: “Are you already looking forward to the next time Frank is back and fucks me properly?” Her gaze was penetrating and challenging.

Sam’s breath hitched. He could feel the heat rising in his cheeks. “Julie, I...” Sam really just wanted to stop all this and get back to his old routine.

Julie paused and looked at him expectantly. His testicles, now deep blue and taut with anticipation, contrasted with her soft, playful movements. “Tell me, Sam,” she demanded softly, “do you want to see him fuck me again?”

Sam swallowed, the mixture of lust and despair roaring inside him. Finally, he forced himself to say a quiet “yes”. Julie waited a moment longer before asking again: “So you want Frank to fuck me properly again with his black cock?”

Sam hesitated but couldn’t wait for Julie to finally resume playing with his testicles: “Yes, please.” When she heard that, she contentedly focused on the steel knob of the cage in which his glans was trapped as if in a high-security prison. She massaged the metal knob with her hand, letting her fingers glide over it gently yet firmly and stroking the shiny steel.

With every squeeze she applied, Sam felt that scratching and burning sensation in his tip again.

The sight drove Sam completely wild. He could see Julie manipulating the steel knob, which he had now adopted as a replacement for his penis head, with her delicate fingers, and his excitement grew immeasurably. But inside he could feel nothing but the aching pain and the constant pressure of his trapped glans.

Julie’s touch intensified, her caresses turned into an elaborate torture that tickled Sam’s nerve endings without granting him the release he longed for. He was simultaneously enraptured and tormented, imprisoned and yet so close to the gates of ecstasy.

With a lascivious smile on her lips, Julie looked up at him without stopping her movements and said, “You know how much I think of you being honest with me. Tell me, Sam: do you really want to watch Frank fuck me?” Sam gasped for air, his thoughts and body sensations a painful jumble. But he knew that was what Julie wanted from him - and at that moment, what he wanted from himself. “Yes, Julie. I want to see it.”

Julie’s smile widened. “Good. Then you’ll get it,” she promised, and began massaging his testicles again as her hand continued to caress the steely knob, sending the tension in Sam’s body rising in a bittersweet crescendo. “I can’t take any more,” Sam finally whispered, his voice hoarse with lust. “It’s like this ... I need ... more.” Julie lifted her head, released his testicles and kissed him tenderly. “Patience, baby,” she whispered.

She now leaned up to him and hugged him tightly, their bodies close together, and while Sam’s tension did not disappear, they both found comfort in the closeness and tenderness of the moment. The evening settled over them, and as they embraced and lay side by side for a long time, their unspoken promises and desires clashed. Their bodies and souls remained close, but Sam’s desire for redemption, like the previous nights, remained unfulfilled.

The situation was hardly any better on Tuesday. The morning began in much the same way as before: Sam tried to concentrate on the tasks ahead and Julie tried to keep reminding him of Frank by every trick in the book. The conversations at the breakfast table were tinged with suppressed tension. The cage was beginning to prove not only a physical but also a psychological burden. Although the pressure was only slight, it was steadily increasing, and Sam wondered whether he would actually be able to hold out for the rest of the week.

On his return home, Julie surprised him with a small gift to lift his spirits: A bottle of his favorite wine. They spent the evening on the sofa, drinking wine and watching a movie. Even though Sam’s thoughts kept wandering from the incessant pressure and scratching back to Julie and the cage, the time together provided a welcome distraction. Julie snuggled up to him and whispered that things would soon return to normal once Frank was back.

Tuesday evening also ended with a certain frustration, for the cage remained the elementary obstacle that restricted Sam’s freedom and desires. In the darkness of the bedroom, where the shadows smothered the light, Sam counted the hours until Friday. He knew that Julie was by his side, but the thought of Frank’s dominating presence and the promise of redemption ran through his consciousness like a grim promise. The auspicious weekend of Frank’s return was both a source of hope and trepidation for Sam. The next day would again try to test his fragile patience as he held the inevitable pressure and desire deep within him.

It was a quiet Wednesday afternoon when Julie answered Becky’s call. She was having a quiet moment to herself in the house when the phone rang.

“Hey Julie, it’s Becky! I really need to talk to you,” came Becky’s excited voice through the receiver.

“Becky, how nice to hear from you. What’s going on?” asked Julie, curious about this unusual urgency. “You have to tell me all about the weekend. I can hardly wait! Can I come over?” Becky’s voice was full of anticipation and curiosity.

“Of course, come over in a minute. I’ll make us some coffee,” Julie replied and hung up.

“Becky, who lived just across the street, was at Julie’s in less than ten minutes. No sooner had Julie opened the door than Becky bustled into the kitchen, her eyes blazing with the fire of anticipation. “So, let’s get talking,” Becky demanded as she sank down on one of the kitchen chairs and reached for her coffee cup. Julie smiled mischievously and took a sip of coffee.

“All right, it was incredible, Becky. Frank was with us all night and Sam was watching...”

Becky’s eyes widened with curiosity and surprise. “Really? Tell me everything!”

Julie described the past weekend, the atmosphere, the strange man in her house and the lust she felt.

“And then, Becky, when Frank touched me for the first time, I could feel the tension in the air. He touched me with those big, strong hands in a completely different way than Sam does. And when I saw his big penis, I was overwhelmed. It was so big and so dark that it almost took my breath away.”

Becky’s eyes widened even more, she shifted nervously in her chair, her curiosity turning more and more into excitement. “Oh my God, Julie. How did that make you feel?”

Julie smiled broadly. “It was like an explosion when he touched me. His touch was firm and demanding. I could feel his excitement building inside me and when he finally entered me, it was like my body was on fire. Every move he made brought me closer and closer to climax, while Sam had to watch and take it all in. Frank and I had just climaxed. Frank took me especially hard, deeper and harder than ever before. I lay on my back, spread my legs wide and could feel Frank’s massive black penis filling me completely. With every thrust, I felt my muscle walls tighten around his mighty shaft, almost as if they didn’t want to let go.”

Becky could feel the intense tingling in her vulva as she imagined what it must feel like and what it was like with Tom. “And Sam? What did Sam do?” she asked, her voice just a whispered gasp.

“He was completely captivated by what he saw. He ended up using his tongue while Frank and I were still busy,” Julie said, giggling and sipping from her cup. “He even had to lick Frank’s cum out of me.”

Becky’s cleft became extremely wet at the thought and she slid around even more restlessly, her clitoris twitching uncontrollably with every movement. “That’s so hot, Julie! How did Sam react to that?”

“He was so aroused he could hardly stand it. I could see his eyes glowing as he watched us both. And when he licked my sweet pussy right after Frank came, he seemed completely lost in his own lust.”

“Sam was completely blown away. He even wears a penis cage now. Just like Tom. You can’t imagine it, but he even came in a penis cage!” Becky’s mouth dropped open and she had to collect herself. “What, really? A penis cage?”

“Yes, it’s so intense, Becky. Frank ordered me to lock Sam up, he told me it was best for him and Sam just couldn’t help himself when he saw us,” Julie explained. “He still cummed in that cage, without any touching.” Becky asked curiously, “What do you mean he came in the cage? Tell me exactly how that happened, please.” Becky’s voice trembled with excited curiosity.

“Oh, Becky, it was just incredible,” Julie began. “Frank and I were just coming down from our climax. I sat down on Sam’s face so he could lick me, and Frank kissed and stroked me sooo tenderly, it was amazing...”

Becky’s eyes were wide with excitement, she could hardly sit still. “Go on, Julie!”

“After Frank took me with unrelenting force, Frank took Sam. His eyes were wide open, full of longing and despair. I was aware of how much this excited him. Frank asked Sam to lick me clean, which he did, I sat on his face. Then it happened: as he licked me, I could see Sam’s body start to tremble. His hips moved desperately, as if he wanted to fuck the air. But the only thing that happened was that his cage danced in the air. Still, he finally relaxed and came, everywhere. Cum dripped onto him in puddles. It was incredible.”

“At this point Sam was completely lost, his body was just twitching,” she added before quickly sipping her coffee again.

Becky could hardly concentrate, her thoughts were running wild and her own arousal was immeasurable. She could barely stand the damp heat between her legs. “Julie, that’s incredibly intense! I don’t even know what to say anymore. I’m so incredibly horny from your story!”

“Me too,” Julie stammered, “just the thought of Sam being so extremely aroused that he could cum in the cage without touching me makes me wild again,” Julie acknowledged. “It was like he felt every single penetration deep inside me and beyond,” Julie said with another mischievous grin. “Frank plunged deep inside me, his shaft completely engulfed in my wet tightness. Sam had to lick it all out afterwards. Ahh,” she gasped at the thought of the weekend.

“Sam, oh God...” Becky moaned softly and slid restlessly back and forth on the kitchen chair, unable to ignore the intense moisture that was now flooding her crotch. Her clitoris throbbed violently, literally twitching with every detail Julie described. She tried to distract herself with a sip of coffee. Becky’s breathing quickened nonetheless, her arousal on the verge of erupting as she tried to keep her hand away from the center of her pleasure. “Julie, you have no idea how incredibly horny that makes me. I can hardly resist...” She moved even more restlessly, her thighs pressing together as she felt the insatiable heat in her center. “And did I promise you too much?” she then shot out, confident of victory.

Julie smiled knowingly, while Becky was almost trembling from the story. Then she became a little thoughtful. “Becky...” Julie continued.

Becky could only nod as she tried to suppress her inner excitement, but her eyes betrayed her emotions.

“ ... Und Becky, Frank said something really crazy. He called Sam’s caged glans a clitoris,” Julie said, shaking her head slightly. “He meant that we could both use it, that Sam’s ‘clitoris’ was sort of the key to our new form of pleasure. Looking back ... That was really weird.”

Suddenly Becky felt a thousand flashes, but no longer from excitement, something inside her switched in a flash. “What did he say about Sam’s glans?” Becky suddenly pressed out, as if she were putting 1 and 1 together. “And what does this cage look like?” Becky asked with extreme curiosity and haste.

Julie looked at Becky in astonishment, as she could hear a certain seriousness;

“The cage Sam is wearing is really cool. Imagine a small, chrome-plated device that completely encloses his penis. When you look at it, all that’s left is a little knob of steel where his penis would normally be. The cage is designed to hold his glans in a shrunken state in a notch like this, which is why we had to shrink his penis with cold water to get it in. The cage is really ultra-tiny, I’ve never seen Sam’s penis this small.” she summarized.

“The material is polished chrome and it looks really chic, almost like a piece of jewelry. A ring of the same chrome-plated metal surrounds his testicles and holds everything in place, much like a handcuff. The testicles have to pass through this ring, which is then attached behind them and sits securely.”

“Yeah, yeah ... the inside of that ‘lump’, was there something inside? A material or fabric or something?” Becky asked, guessing. Julie pondered: “Yes, I remember when I ran my finger over it I could feel it was rough, almost like sandpaper. Right in the notch where his glans is pressed in”.

She took a quick sip of coffee, Becky said nothing.

“Frank also told me that the cage is designed for prolonged wear. He can shower with it because the metal won’t rust. This means there are no excuses or escapes. Once the cage is locked, he stays there until he decides to release it. If you look at him now, all you’ll see is this little metallic lump between his legs, barely hinting that there was once a normal penis behind it, just his testicles peeking out between them, plumper than ever.” Julie finished, herself now visibly aroused again.

“Wow, that’s really ... Wow, that’s really cool,” Becky stammered, impressed. “That was fast with you...” Becky looked thoughtful. What was Larry about to say? “Frank has the most perverted fantasies.” The words now rang clearly in her head. “There’s more to come” she thought to herself. Julie sat down again, her eyes full of understanding. “That was a challenge. Tell me, how is it with you? How did Tom react when you started?”

Becky took a deep breath. “It started slowly with Tom and me. He was skeptical at first, but over time he came to enjoy the control me and Larry had over him. Now he even expects it.”

“Do you have any tips for me?” asked Julie.

“Be patient, Julie. Everyone needs time, but the bond will get stronger. Trust me, don’t rush it,” Becky replied lovingly. They continued to talk as the afternoon faded into evening. The kitchen filled with stories, laughter and the faint crackle of tension among the housewives.

After Julie and Becky had had a long and intense conversation, Becky said goodbye with a final kiss on Julie’s cheek and hurried back to her house. The evening mist had settled on the street, making the air seem cool and damp. Becky pulled her scarf tighter around her and hurried across the street to her house, still aroused and agitated by her friend’s story.
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Once home, Becky quietly entered her house and found Tom, her husband, sitting on the sofa in the living room. He had been waiting for her and stood up when she came in. Without saying a word, he took her in his arms and kissed her in greeting.

“How was your evening with Julie?” Tom asked as he pulled Becky closer to him and gently kissed her temples. Becky sighed and smiled slightly mischievously. “Tom, you won’t believe what I’ve heard. Julie told me all about her night with Frank and Sam.”

“Tell me everything,” Tom urged curiously and sat back on the sofa while he held Becky’s hand and pulled her towards him.

Becky sat down next to Tom and began to tell him everything. “Julie told me that Frank was with them all weekend and how he took her while Sam watched. She even said that Sam watched Frank take her ... uh... ‘filled’ her and that he could hardly stand it.”

Tom listened attentively and couldn’t hide his growing excitement. “You mean Sam watched his wife being banged by Frank? And then what?” he asked as he held Becky’s hand and stroked it gently over her thigh. “Yes, after Frank came inside her, Sam cleaned her with his tongue,” Becky continued, her own arousal noticeably rising again at these words. “She said Sam even licked Frank’s cum out of her. And you know what, Tom? Julie told me Sam even wears a penis cage now. Just like you.”

Tom paused and his eyes widened slightly in surprise. “A penis cage? That’s ... really early.”

Becky nodded vigorously and continued, “Yeah, and Julie said that Sam even came in the cage just because he was watching everything. He just couldn’t resist when Frank took her and she was so ... wild about it.” Tom leaned back and exhaled heavily as he imagined it all. “That’s incredible. How did Julie react to that?”

Tom could barely hide his own excitement. “This is turning me on so much, Becky. You have no idea.”

Becky smiled seductively and leaned closer to Tom. “I know exactly how you feel. It made me incredibly aroused too. I could still feel the dampness in my crotch just from Julie’s stories.” Tom pulled Becky closer to him and kissed her passionately.

Becky moaned slightly and returned his kiss. She began to undress hastily. Tom couldn’t take his eyes off her. Her red hair fell in luscious curls around her face, and her pale, porcelain skin. As she pulled her blouse over her head, she revealed her shapely breasts, firm and round. Her flat stomach led to the gentle curves of her hips and the smooth curves of her thighs, which were a tantalizing invitation.

Tom was completely mesmerized by her body. “Becky, you’re beautiful,” he gasped, almost speechless at the sight of her. Becky smiled and sat down naked on the couch. “Fuck you, Tom,” she demanded in a voice that quivered with desire.

Tom obeyed without hesitation and knelt down in front of her. He spread her thighs, revealing Becky’s smooth, wet pubis. Tom let his tongue glide carefully over her slightly swollen labia before concentrating on her clitoris, which was already throbbing with arousal. Becky’s vagina was already extremely wet from her visit to Julie, the fluid dripping lightly from her lips and creating a tantalizing slickness.

Becky’s moans filled the room as Tom plunged his tongue deep into her folds and moved it rhythmically. Her hands gripped Tom’s hair and pressed him even closer to her wet, glistening vulva. “Keep going, Tom ... don’t stop,” she moaned as waves of pleasure coursed through her body. Her moans broke the silence in the room as Tom’s tongue slid tirelessly over her clitoris, exploring her pleasure center intensely. Her hands clutched his hair tightly, her fingers stroking his scalp tenderly as she threw her head back slightly and gasped in pleasure.

“Tom, do you know what makes me incredibly horny?” Becky took a deep breath and continued, her body quivering with lust. “That our platinum blonde Julie from next door is now being fucked by a powerful black cock. Oh, the idea! How the big shaft disappears into her sweet, tight pussy and makes her scream with ecstasy.”

Tom’s tongue continued to work, moving over her wet lips and pulsating clitoris in carefully coordinated movements. His eyes looked into hers, his arousal obvious even though his penis was trapped in the tight cage. Becky pressed his head even closer to her as she continued to speak. “Our plan worked, Tom,” she whispered, her voice a hint of rapturous triumph. “You did such a good job arranging it all. It just went perfectly. Sam and Julie fell right into our trap.” Her own arousal coursed through her like an electric current as she continued to stroke Tom’s hair and savor his ministrations to her body. “Oh God, I wish I could have seen it,” Becky sighed. “Frank pounding his huge penis into her. Each thrust so deep and hard that her screams filled the room. His darkness disappearing inside her as her legs spread wide, shaking with arousal...”

Tom kept going, his tongue incessantly on the move, dipping into Becky’s wet zones, his lips wrapped around her most sensitive spots. Becky’s fantasies and words heated him up too, while her passion fueled his taste. “That makes me so hot, Tom,” she moaned, “Frank bringing her to climax with every thrust ... Yes, keep licking, right there. You’re so good at pleasuring me. Oh, Tom ... Just like that! That’s perfect ... even deeper!”

Becky’s body shook again, the anticipation of the approaching climax, and Tom’s unflagging devotion, made her surrender fully to the ecstatic journey that was driving her. After a few intense minutes, she told Tom to get free down there, “Go on, take your pants off” she said. Without a word, Tom took off his pants, revealing the small, tight-fitting penis cage that tightly encased his shaft, exposing only his testicles.

“Look at him,” Becky whispered hoarsely as she looked at the cage. Tom’s penis was locked in the cage and slightly swollen from the prolonged arousal. The sight of the cold metal against his skin only intensified Becky’s lust. She gently grabbed the cage and gave it a gentle tug, causing Tom to feel a pleasurable tremor along his back. “Tom, this is so incredibly hot,” she said as she leaned back on the couch again, allowing him to return between her legs. “Keep going. Make me climax.”

Tom did as he was told and buried his face in Becky’s soaking wet pubic area again. His tongue quickly found its way back over her clit, her wet folds and her deep, inner nooks. Every touch, every kiss and every lick brought Becky closer to climax as Tom worked with complete abandon. Becky’s moans grew louder and more intense, she leaned forward in anticipation and arousal. “Yes, Tom. So good ... Go on!” Her body shook and threatened to break under the overwhelming pleasure he was generating. She could hardly breathe, the tingling of her approaching ecstasy flooded her whole body. She trembled uncontrollably as Tom’s tongue slid incessantly over her throbbing clitoris and penetrated deep into her wet vulva. The rising wave of pleasure climbed higher and higher until it finally reached its peak. She came with a loud, ecstatic moan, her legs shaking and her hands squeezing Tom’s head even tighter to extract every last ounce of intensity from her orgasm.

As the last spurts of her climax subsided, Becky pulled Tom up to her and sat on him. “You did everything Larry and I wanted you to do,” she gasped as she lovingly stroked his sweaty strands of hair. “You sacrificed your friend Sam for us, and you did it very well.”

Becky reached into her trouser pocket, which was lying on the floor, and took out a silver key. “Because you’ve been so good, you’ll get your reward now, darling, just like Larry promised you,” she said with a smile and held up the key.

“How long has it been since you’ve been in my pussy?” she asked, giving herself the answer. “Four months, right? And we haven’t fucked for that long. You’ve earned it.” She undid the lock on the penis cage and carefully removed the metal plate. Tom’s penis immediately began to rise, freed from its metal confinement. Clear drops streamed from the slit of his glans as it stretched and erected to full size. Becky knelt between Tom’s legs and looked at his throbbing member, which was now drooling with desire. She clasped it with both hands, let her fingers glide lovingly over it and then slowly licked the tip of his glans, making Tom moan softly. His eyes closed in ecstasy as Becky’s lips closed around his shaft and sucked him in. She only blew him briefly, enjoying every moment of the control and power she had over Tom’s pleasure.

Then she withdrew and sat down with her dripping wet pussy on his bulging, trembling cock. Tom’s penis slowly penetrated deep inside her, her wet tightness wrapped around his hard shaft. They both moaned loudly as he disappeared completely inside her. Becky began to ride him, moving her hips up and down as each thrust drove him deeper into her wet vulva. The sensual interplay between their bodies intensified, the two joined rhythmically, and Becky felt the tension building inside them both. Becky’s movements became faster and more intense, her hips gyrated in an increasingly wild rhythm as the hot desire blazed between them. The room was filled with the loud, uncontrolled moans of both of them, each sound imbued with simultaneous ecstasy and utter desire. Becky leaned forward, her breasts pressed against Tom’s chest, her hands resting firmly on his shoulders to make their movements even more vigorous and rhythmic.

Tom’s breathing was heavy and erratic, each inhalation seeming to take immense effort as his body surrendered to the whole thing. His hands gripped Becky’s hips, fingers digging into her flesh to pull her deeper and harder onto his throbbing penis, which pulsed inside her tight, wet core. Each thrust sent them both drifting closer to the abyss of pleasure.

“Becky ... oh, Becky ... I, I can’t take any more ... in a minute...” gasped Tom, his voice rough with effort and urgency. Becky’s own moans grew louder, her movements more desperate. She felt Tom’s penis stiffening inside her, felt the inexorable swelling that was the sign of the inevitable climax that had eluded him for so long.

With one last deep thrust, taking him completely inside her, Becky felt the hot, intense twitching of Tom’s member as it began to ejaculate. The first powerful shot of his hot sperm filled her instantly. Tom groaned loudly, his body arching in pure ecstasy as gush after gush of his hot semen flowed deep into Becky where only Larry’s semen was usually at home. She felt his hot cum wetting her walls and being welcomed by her core. The feeling of his hot fluid spreading inside her sent waves of pleasure through Becky, carrying her past her climax as well. Her body shuddered and spasmed as they sank into a shared orgasm. The union, the heat, the closeness - everything came to a head in an ecstatic climax.

Slowly the passion ebbed away, the movements became gentler until they finally rested quietly on top of each other. Becky lowered herself onto Tom’s chest, both out of breath, their bodies glowing from the reverberations of their intense connection. Tom breathed heavily and stroked Becky’s now relaxed back as their rapid heartbeats gradually calmed. “That was ... incredible,” he murmured, his voice full of exhaustion and deep satisfaction. Becky lifted her head slightly and looked at him with a blissful smile. “Yes, it was ... I’m so glad we discovered this life quietly for ourselves,” Becky breathed happily.

After the intensity of the moment had subsided, Becky and Tom sat snuggled up close to each other on the couch for a while. Their bodies were warm and relaxed as they enjoyed the aftermath of their shared climax. In the silence of the room, all you could hear were their steady breaths and the soft pounding of their heartbeats as they remained in blissful contentment.

Finally, Becky stood up and leaned over Tom to give him one last loving kiss on the forehead. “I’m going to freshen up,” she said softly. “You should too.” Tom nodded in agreement, his lips forming a tired smile. Becky disappeared into the bathroom, and Tom heard the soft murmur of water as she showered. He took the opportunity to get up and grab a fresh towel as well. When Becky finally came out of the bathroom, wrapped in a fluffy bathrobe, Tom stepped past her and entered the bathroom. He enjoyed the warm shower, which not only cleansed his body of his exertions, but also put his mind at rest. After a thorough wash, he dried himself off and returned to the living room. Becky was already sitting on the couch again, waiting for him, her green eyes sparkling mischievously.

“Time for the cage,” she said playfully, jumping up and reaching for the penis cage on the coffee table, which she had apparently also completely cleaned once. Tom sighed slightly, sat down on the edge of the couch and reluctantly spread his legs. Becky knelt down in front of him and took his already hardening penis in her delicate hands. “Hopefully not that long again,” Tom murmured and moaned softly as she pressed against his aroused member with the cage until his manhood began to shrink again and fit into the cage. Her grip was both gentle and firm, she pushed the metal ring behind his testicles and made sure everything was in place.

“Quiet, you enjoyed it,” Becky teased as she pulled the cage tight again. “Larry’s only allowing you a joyride outside the cage,” she added with a wink, fastening the latch for good. Tom could only give a resigned smile as he heard the click of the lock. “You’re being too hard on me,” he said, but his eyes twinkled slightly in amusement. Becky straightened up and kissed him tenderly on the forehead. “I know your needs,” she replied gently and sat down next to him on the couch. “Trust me, it keeps it exciting.”

Tom closed his eyes and leaned against her as he felt the cage completely enclose his manhood again. “Shall we go to bed?” he asked his wife. “Sure, I’m done for the night,” Becky whispered.

In the dim light of the bedroom, Becky and Tom snuggled up close to each other again. The rhythmic sound of their breathing and the familiar weight of their bodies created an atmosphere of peace and security. Becky, however, was lost in thought, her eyes staring pensively at the ceiling. Tom noticed her pensiveness and frowned. “What’s wrong, Becky?” he asked anxiously. Becky sighed deeply and wiped one of her red strands from her face before muttering quietly, “She said that Frank called Sam’s ‘little caged penis’ a clitoris.”

Tom blinked over in confusion, “What?” Becky repeated slowly, putting emphasis on each word: “Frank called Sam’s little caged penis a clitoris.”

Tom looked at her, still confused, and finally said, “Okay, now what?” Becky furrowed her brow and sat up a little straighter. “I think Frank’s taking it too far with these two. Julie hesitated and then told him about the club handbook.” Her husband stared at her. “The handbook? I know that one,” he said, remembering some of the rules and protocols laid out there.

Becky nodded slowly. “Yeah, exactly. There’s a chapter you don’t know about, which I never realized, but Frank seems to really want to follow through with those two. Everything just points to that.”

Tom frowned in confusion. “What are you talking about?”

Becky hesitated, unsure how much she should say, as the husbands were not supposed to know anything about the contents of the handbook. “We need to talk to Larry so he can tell Frank to back off a bit,” she finally said evasively.

When Tom continued to see her skeptical look, Becky went on to explain in more detail. “Sam doesn’t wear just any penis cage, but a very special one. This cage is designed to make Sam’s member shrink further the longer he wears it. Especially the tight construction and the special inner workings ensure that any erection is suppressed and gradually reduced in size.”

Tom shuddered at the explanation. “Why would he wear a cage like that?”

Becky put her hand on Tom’s chest and looked at him seriously. “Because those are all steps from that chapter in the manual,” she said quietly. “I didn’t understand at first why he was given a cage straight away, then this model too, and why it all happened so quickly ... But it all makes sense.”

Tom nodded slowly, realizing the extent of what Becky was describing. “So ... what do we do now?”

Becky lowered her head, her hair falling over her eyes. “We need to talk to Larry. Frank’s taking it too far, and we have to stop that.” The conversation ebbed as they drifted back towards each other in bed, tightly entwined. Becky had to face the pressures and rules of the club, while Tom sought her warmth and stability in a world that felt both exciting and frightening. Reassured by their closeness, they both slowly drifted into a peaceful but anxious sleep.
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Sam found the cage more and more difficult the longer he wore it. The tight metal ring wrapped around his penis and testicles pressed more and more painfully against his skin. The cage itself was tiny, much smaller than he had ever thought possible. It was as if someone had locked his manhood in a tiny steel prison that barely allowed him room to breathe, let alone expand. The suffocating confinement caused a constant pulling, throbbing and scratching that wouldn’t let him go even in the quietest moments.

Sam hadn’t seen his penis for days. The metal construct around his manhood was so tight and secure that any hope of any erections was completely suppressed. Any touch, any subtle pulse of arousal was immediately smothered in the tightness that reminded him of the absolute control Frank - and to a certain extent Julie - had over him. The thought that his manhood was no longer his, but a plaything to be denied or reprieved at will, was both humiliating and strangely arousing to him. His wife, on the other hand, totally thrived in the new dynamic. She enjoyed the undivided affection and lust that Sam directed at her despite, or presumably because of, his torment. Precisely because he was caught up in his own lust, he focused all his energy on giving her pleasure. His every gentle touch, every kiss and every loving gesture was imbued with a deep, almost desperate devotion that Julie demanded more and more.

In the evening, as after every long day by now, Julie particularly enjoyed sprawling out on the sofa while Sam knelt in front of her and massaged her feet. He moved his fingers slowly and with such precision over the tender soles of her feet as if he were balancing on the thinnest of wires. Julie watched him, a slight smile playing around her lips. “You’re doing so well, Sam,” she said in a soft voice, leaning back to enjoy the full measure of her relaxation. “I can see you’ve really become more devoted.”

Sam murmured a quiet “thank you”, although the pressure of the cage and the pent-up excitement were almost driving him mad. Sometimes, when she was feeling particularly generous, she allowed herself to spoil Sam. Then, for example, she would lie on the bed while he lovingly took care of her body, using her hands and lips at the same time to pleasure his tightly closed penis. Sam enjoyed and cursed it in equal measure.

As the days leading up to the weekend passed, Sam’s inner turmoil intensified. The little cage that was so inexorably attached to him became a constant symbol of his devotion and submission and the influence of Frank, even though he wasn’t even there. “You can’t wait for Frank to get back, can you?” Julie asked him one evening as they sat on the sofa and Sam gently massaged the back of her neck. She spoke in a soft voice, but there was an underlying joy in her eyes.

“Yes,” Sam replied honestly, his voice rough with suppressed excitement and desperation. “I can’t wait.” Julie smiled and leaned back a little, enjoying the massage. “Good,” she said softly. “Me too.”

Friday evening was like a distant lighthouse in a sea of agonizing days and nights. Sam kept imagining Frank entering the door, casually and confidently swinging the small silver key in his hand. He fantasized about Frank finally giving Julie the key and her bending over him, putting the key in the lock and opening the cage. The thought of finally being freed almost drove Sam mad with anticipation and excitement.

But the days until then seemed agonizingly long.
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At the same time, the next day Becky met with Larry as agreed to give him back the key to her husband’s prison. She had hardly been able to sleep that night; thoughts of the forthcoming conversation kept her awake. The sky was clear, the air fresh, as they set off along the waterfront just outside the city. Larry strolled alongside Becky, their arms loosely intertwined. It could have been a picture of a couple in love, taking a relaxed stroll, except that Becky was married and this man beside her was not her husband. The sun was reflected on the calmly flowing surface of the river and the chirping of the birds punctuated the stillness of the day. Becky made sure they were as far away from other people as possible before she started the conversation.

Larry stopped suddenly and looked Becky in the face, his smile a little amused. “Becky, the key?” he finally asked, holding out his hand. The redhead turned to him, pulling the small metal object from her pocket and placing it in Larry’s dark waiting hand. “Good girl,” he said, nuzzling her neck before slipping the key into his pocket. With that, Tom’s freedom was back in his control.

Becky swallowed hard, ready to voice her concerns. “Larry, I’ve talked to Tom and we’re worried about Frank,” she said slowly, her voice soft as if trying to soften the gravity of her words. “He really seems to be taking things too far with Sam and Julie. I’m worried that Sam won’t last long and that it’s really hurting him.”

Larry listened to her patiently, his face expressionless as he nodded. “Frank takes his role very seriously. But I think he knows what he’s doing. Everyone in the club has their limits, and it’s up to us to respect them,” Larry replied calmly while his smile remained friendly. “Frank will never intentionally hurt anyone, Becky. He’s experienced and understands the rules as well as we do.” Becky frowned, her eyes searching Larry’s for a spark of uncertainty but not finding it. “I know, but it really seems like he’s obsessed with completely suppressing Sam’s masculinity.”

“Frank knows what he’s doing,” Larry repeated gently. “Maybe you should trust him a little more. And if things get really tough, we can always intervene. But right now, I don’t see any reason to panic.”

Becky nodded slowly, although her worries would not disappear completely. They continued their walk, the silence broken only occasionally by the sound of the wind. “I guess you’re right,” Becky finally said, “maybe I really am worrying too much.”

“Everything will be fine, Becky,” Larry assured her with a smile, resting his hand on her back.

As they continued walking along the boardwalk, Larry turned to Becky, a thoughtful smile on his lips. “Becky, I have an idea,” he said softly as they stopped at a quiet corner of the park where they could enjoy the view of the calmly flowing water. Becky looked at him curiously. “What kind of idea?” she asked, forgetting her worries for a moment.

He put an arm around her shoulders again and pulled her a little closer to him. “What if we all - you, Tom, Frank, Julie and Sam - arranged a meeting?” he suggested.

Becky was surprised at this suggestion. Her eyes widened slightly. “You mean a group date?” Larry nodded. “Exactly. It’ll help ease your worries and maybe even break down your prejudices against Frank a little.” Becky thought for a moment. The thought of them all being together was scary at first, but the more she thought about it, the more sense it made. A meeting could actually help to ease the tensions.

“That’s actually a great idea, Larry,” she finally said with an approving nod. “I think it could really help. It’s better than worrying about it any more.” Larry was pleased and gave her a gentle hug. “I’m glad you think so, Becky. I’ll contact Frank and see if we can organize a suitable meeting. I’m sure it will be good for everyone involved.” Becky smiled back, a little relieved at the new plan. “Thank you, Larry. That means a lot to me.” Larry looked at her confidently.

After Becky and Larry had stood by the river for a while, they found a secluded bench in the park. They sat down there and enjoyed the peaceful, idyllic surroundings. The river babbled softly and the soft light of the afternoon sun was reflected on the water. Larry sat next to Becky and began to gently play with a strand of her coppery red hair. He wrapped it around his finger, released it and watched as it fell back onto Becky’s shoulder. “You really are beautiful, Becky,” he said, his eyes fixing her face with a mixture of affection and excitement. Becky smiled slightly sheepishly and brushed a strand of hair behind her ear. “Thank you, Larry,” she replied softly.

Larry’s gaze became more thoughtful as he continued to play with her hair. “How was the evening for Tom? Did everything go well?” Becky sat up a little straighter and recalled the events of the previous night. “It was great for him,” she began, “He was very nervous at first, but he did well in the end.” She hesitated briefly before continuing. “When I finally gave him some freedom, he was visibly relieved and overwhelmed by the feelings. The last few months in the cage have clearly spurred him on.”

Larry’s eyes sparkled as he placed his hand on Becky’s thigh and slowly moved towards her crotch. “Tom really deserves it, even if I don’t like the fact that this white pussy has been used by someone other than me,” he said, his hand sliding determinedly over Becky’s crotch, gripping it firmly. Becky took a deep breath and felt the warmth radiating from Larry’s touch. “He’d worked hard for it,” she murmured as Larry began to slide his fingers over her pants and crotch, his movements light yet firm. His fingers danced on her pants, and Becky could feel the tingle emanating from each touch.

“And was Tom’s penis able to fill you up like I usually do?” Larry suddenly asked with a cheeky smile. “He didn’t really satisfy you, did he?” His hand now slipped under Becky’s waistband and quickly found her wet entrance. Becky moaned softly as his fingers danced in her crotch, skillful movements sending electrifying waves of pleasure through her body.

“He ... did his ... best...,” Becky moaned as Larry’s fingers penetrated her deeper. “Not like you, Larry ... Ahhh ... You know ... he could never ... really ... fill me ... fill me up...” Her voice broke off under the rising pleasure, each breath heavier, each thrust of Larry’s fingers intensifying the tingling and heat in her abdomen.

Larry kissed Becky’s neck and let his dark lips glide gently over her white skin. He teased her most sensitive spots, his hand moving rhythmically in her pants, his fingers exploring her warm, moist vagina intensely and purposefully, knowing exactly what she needed and wanted.

“You deserve to be truly satisfied, my beauty,” Larry whispered as he found her clitoris with his fingers and stimulated it with targeted, sensual movements. This made Becky moan with pleasure. “Oh ... Larry ... Yes ... Oh God...,” she gasped, her body quivering with desire. The sounds of the river and the park around her blurred as her world focused on the intense sensations and the closeness of Larry’s body.

Larry’s fingers played skillfully inside her, his body close to hers, his lips running over her neck and pressing tender kisses onto her heated skin. Becky surrendered completely to the moment, letting go of all her worries and concerns and enjoying the overwhelming sensuality that Larry was giving her once again.

Larry’s fingers continued to move skillfully and precisely over Becky’s pleasure dome. His fingers danced lightly yet firmly over the sensitive knot of nerves, massaging it in circular motions that made her breathing become faster and shallower. The gentle but firm caressing, the rubbing and pressing, repeatedly triggered waves of pleasure that rippled through Becky’s body. She felt every thrust, every pressure and every twist in her deepest zone until a warm tingling sensation spread from her crotch to her stomach. Larry continued to slide his fingers over her clitoris, massaging it gently, then more firmly, always returning to the pulsating point to tease and pamper it. Becky shook her head under the increasingly intense sensations, her lips slightly parted, from which soft, breathless moans escaped.

“Oh Larry...” she gasped, her hands clutching at the bench, the lust inside her rising inexorably. “Please ... don’t stop ... Oh my God...” Larry’s fingers continued their dancing, massaging movements, her breathing becoming heavier and more intense. He knew she was close to climax - and he wanted to savor every moment of this sensual communal ritual.

His dexterous touches brought Becky to the brink of madness and she could no longer contain the fire inside her. The spectacle that unfolded on the park bench, like a couple in love who had forgotten the world around them, fortunately did not yet attract any unintended observers. Larry’s hand continued to move expertly over Becky’s crotch, squeezing and massaging her labia as she pressed her hips against his hand in a rhythmic motion, further fueling the hot desire inside her.

Larry suddenly stopped his deft finger movements and gently pulled his hand out of Becky’s pants before giving her a single, last fleeting kiss on her clitoris. Becky gasped and moaned in agitation, her breathing heavy and her body still quivering with unfulfilled desire. She watched as Larry undid his belt and opened his pants without another word. With a certain bluntness, he pulled out his massive black penis, already standing firm and ready in front of her. Its size and thickness were impressive, significantly larger than Tom’s, and Becky couldn’t help but stare in amazement. “Oh Larry...” she breathed, her eyes widening. “But not here!”.

She was suddenly aware again that they were on a park bench in public. Any walker who happened to pass by could see them in this compromising position. Her cheeks reddened with embarrassment and a hint of nervousness filled her voice. Larry grinned broadly and maliciously as he gently took her face in his hands. “Why not?” he asked teasingly. “Are you afraid someone will see us? That someone will find out our little secret?” He ran his hands over her cheeks and neck, soothing and teasing her at the same time.

Becky bit her lip, her thoughts whirling chaotically. “Larry, please...” she said softly, her voice trembling with mixed feelings of desire and restraint. Larry now took his cock in one hand and rocked it back and forth.

“I want my wife whenever I can,” he said firmly, “unlike those caged white wimps Tom and Sam, I really can all the time.” His voice dripped with mockery as he pulled her closer to him. He pressed a demanding kiss to her lips before pushing her slightly in front of the bench. Becky now knelt between his legs, her overwhelming desire and submission taking away the last of her doubts. Her green eyes met his dark eyes briefly before turning to his manhood. Her heart was beating fast and a flicker of excitement and fear ran through her.

With a mixture of devotion and obedience, Becky began to suck Larry’s massive penis. Her lips carefully encircled the tip, her tongue gently playing over the sensitive surface. She took him deeper into her mouth bit by bit, her hands gripping his base as she continued with a slow, rhythmic motion. The taste and heat of his member filled her, and she could hear Larry moaning softly above her, spurring her on further. Becky gradually accelerated her movements, sucking harder and letting her tongue dance over his entire length, while her hands stimulated him further in synchronized movements. Larry’s hands wandered through her red hair, directing her and pulling her even deeper. Every thrust, every slide in and out, increased the erotic tension between them.

“Yes, Becky ... that’s right ... take it deep in your mouth,” Larry murmured, his voice a husky whisper. Even though they were in public and could be discovered at any time, Becky sank into her raging desire and lust to please Larry. She gave everything of herself in this intimate, forbidden act and felt the growing excitement in him, which became more intense every moment.

She was now kneeling completely between Larry’s legs, the damp earth of the secluded park path pressed cool and hard against her knees. The rustic, wooden scent of the old park bench mingled with the scent of fresh grass and the gentle lapping of the nearby river. Birds chirped in the trees above them, but the nature around them seemed oblivious to the passionate activity.

Larry’s massive black penis loomed impressively in front of her, his pulsating shaft criss-crossed with fine veins. Becky let her tongue glide slowly over the sensitive tip, her breath heavy and hot on his skin. Her tongue circled the glans, teasing the small, sensitive spot just below the tip before she took the entire head back into her mouth. The salty mixture of his pre-ejaculate and natural heat filled her, her lips gently but firmly encircling his firm shaft. Her right hand grasped the base of his penis, holding it firmly and tenderly at the same time, while her left hand moved to his testicles, which she now took out of his boxer shorts. She massaged the sensitive balls with gentle movements, rolling them carefully in the palm of her hand and feeling the pulsating throb of his lust.

Becky’s head began to move rhythmically, she took him deeper into her mouth, her lips forming a tight, wet tunnel around his manhood. With each downward movement, she took in a little more of his length until her mouth was filled and her chin was almost touching his testicles. Her tongue played incessantly, sometimes gliding gently over the shaft, sometimes tickling the underside, experiencing and exploiting the sensitivity of his tissue. Larry moaned softly, his black fingers buried in Becky’s red hair. Each thrust and movement of her lips took his breath away, and his body responded with involuntary twitches of pleasure. “Yes, Becky ... that’s it,” he murmured in a husky, lustful voice.

Her head movements became faster, her breathing turned into throaty, heavy thrusts as she took him deeply and demandingly into her mouth again and again. Her right hand moved in sync with her lips, pumping and squeezing the base of his penis, while she continued to massage and squeeze his testicles with her left.

Her sweet mouth made soft, gasping noises, a mix of wet slurps and muffled moans. The copious saliva dripping from the corner of her mouth wetted both his member and her own lips, adding to the slippery effects of her movements. The surrounding scenery - the glowing green park, the ancient trees, the gentle murmur of the river - seemed to recede into the distance as Becky focused completely on the task before her. The world seemed to revolve around the pulsating, massive center of his penis and her own urgent movements.

Larry held Becky’s head and gently but firmly guided it further, his hips moving slightly with her, thrusting further into her warm, sucking mouth. Becky felt his tension grow as he surrendered completely to her rhythmic pace.

“Oh Becky ... this is ... so wonderful...” moaned Larry, his voice laced with pure, raw lust. Each of Becky’s deliberate and soulful movements served to bring him closer and closer to the edge of climax.

But she knew that the park, despite its relative seclusion, was not a safe place. At any moment, someone could come along and catch them in their passionate act, bringing with it an added, forbidden excitement. Still, Becky never missed a moment of surrender, giving in to her desire and craving for Larry in an explosive mixture of passion and rebellion. Larry held Becky’s head gently but firmly and lifted it, interrupting her blowjob. Their eyes met in an intense, wordless communication, their breathing was rapid and the moment seemed to make time stand still. Larry leaned forward and said in a low, raspy tone, “About time I call your pussy my own again.”

With a strong movement, he pulled Becky up so that she stood up. Her knees still slightly shaky from the excitement and suppressed lust, Larry turned Becky around so that she was facing away from him and staring at the river. Driven by her passion but also plagued by shame, Becky began to speak softly to Larry as she looked around uncertainly. “Larry, I ... I want this, I really do. But...” her voice broke briefly, “I’m a mom, and what would people think if they saw me here like this ... with someone other than my husband?” Her voice was a whispery gasp, laced with fear and desire. “Imagine other mothers coming here to play with their children and recognizing me!” she said, almost panicked.

Larry’s eyes twinkled as he replied, trying to reassure her. “Don’t worry Becky,” he said gently, “they’ll all join the club eventually too.” His hands were purposeful as he turned Becky around and deftly pulled her pants and panties down in one fluid motion until they gathered below her knees. Her pants now went between her knees and caught her rose panties.

Becky was now standing in the park with her bottom completely exposed, the cool air tickling her sensitive skin and her glowing red vulva clearly visible. Larry gently but firmly pushed her down so that she could sit on his aroused hardness with her back to him.

She felt Larry’s massive black glans pressing against her wet, yearning opening. With a mixture of lust and inhibition, she carefully took his tip inside her, her bright red vulva stretching open as she inserted his thick, pulsating glans millimeter by millimeter. A gasping sound escaped her lips as she took him deep inside her, the tight warmth of her vagina completely enveloping his hard member.

Larry sat with his legs apart on the park bench, Becky in a passionate inversion on his lap. Her legs were pressed tightly together, her pants and panties hanging loosely below her knees, the tension of her body fully focused on the intense connection between them. Her arms rested on Larry’s wide-spread knees, stabilizing their position and adding depth to each thrust. Becky began to move up and down in rhythmic movements, feeling Larry’s hard length deep inside her, her moist heat enveloping him completely. Each urge and thrust penetrated her deeper, her moaning sounds of pleasure mingling with the racing pulse of her heart.

“Oh Larry ... yes ... deeper...” she gasped as she continued to move, her movements becoming faster and more intense, driven by insatiable lust. Larry’s hands gripped tightly around Becky’s hips, guiding her and intensifying each of her thrusts. “Yes, Becky ... ride me ... show me how much you enjoy it...” His voice was a raspy whisper, his hands gripping her trembling hips as he guided her rhythmically on his cock. “Like a horny bitch in the park,” he laughed lightly.

Becky’s movements were careful at first as she bobbed up and down, her tight vagina rubbing along Larry’s entire length. Each ride brought more of his strength deep inside her, and her thin, firm hips floated excitedly in perfect time. She began to ride him faster and with more determination. Her thrusts became deep and full, the slapping of her skin meeting Larry’s thigh building a symphonic accompaniment to her lustful sighs.

Larry lay back, his muscular legs spread wide, Becky’s lean, hot body in formless surrender. His hands rested firmly around her hips, his fingers digging deep into her soft flesh, holding her close and guided. “Harder, Becky ... ride me harder,” he demanded, his voice dark and husky with desire.

The world around them completely disappeared again; all that mattered was the meeting of their bodies and the ecstatic union. Becky’s hands gripped Larry’s knees tighter as her vulva tightened and loosened, intensifying the intimate thrusts. Her womb was literally on fire, the intense tingling and heat spreading in rhythmic waves as Larry’s cock filled her again and again. Becky’s hips moved faster, riding his massive member with devoted determination. Their wet tightness enveloped him completely, each of their red-hot thrusts increasing the excitement between them. Each thrust forward and back intensified the stretched sensation in her quivering vagina, the endorphins roaring wildly in her head.

“Oh God ... what am I doing here?” Becky groaned lightly. “Don’t worry” Larry reassured her, “if another housewife sees us she’ll probably be just as horny and want to join in” he laughed lightly between moans.

Sweet nectar dripped from Becky’s red pussy down her legs and continued to wet Larry’s cock, making every movement even more smacking and carnal. Their soft, hot whispered moans mingled with the wet slapping of their bodies banging tirelessly against the wooden planks of the park bench.

“Yes, Larry ... Oh God ... so deep...” Becky gasped in uneven breaths as she threw her head back, her body stretching ecstatically. Larry’s hands found the perfect grip to only further savor and intensify her depths. She and Larry were deeply connected, their bodies melting together in an explosion of raw lust and animalistic desire as they fucked on the old park bench in the secluded part of the park. The bench stood in the middle of a quiet park, surrounded by tall trees, the rustling leaves providing a faint screen for the violent sounds of love-making emanating from Becky and Larry.

Becky’s legs were pressed tightly together, her pants and panties tangled around her knees, further restricting her movements. Each bump made the wood of the bench creak slightly, the uneven surface of the seat pressing into Larry’s back as he leaned back, his muscular legs spread wide to give Becky the space she needed. The smell of fresh grass and damp earth mingled with the intense scent of sex that floated around them. Larry’s large, black penis penetrated Becky rhythmically and deeply, filling her completely and taking her into a world of pure pleasure and ecstasy. His hands rested firmly around her hips, controlling her movements and guiding her in an energetic, vibration-soaked rhythm.

“Ah ... so good...” Becky gasped, her voice trembling with pleasure and shame as she moved up and down, her hands clasped tightly around Larry’s knees. Each thrust brought them both closer to climax. The sun-soaked avenue offered occasional shade from the swaying branches above their heads, but the overt fact that they were on a park bench in public pushed the sounds into the background. Each stroke vibrated the wood, filling the powerful thrust and Becky’s internal struggles with an elusive intensity. Becky’s pulsing crotch slid in rhythmic spurts along Larry’s hard, dark length. The contrast of their skin tones and their writhing body signals ran in sync, the mutual pursuit of maximum fulfillment creating a sense-saturating vision. Their frenzy was underscored by the wet, smacking sounds that rang out with each fierce thrust.

Larry watched Becky intently, savoring every moment of her trembling body, her erotic expressions and unabated desire. “That’s my girl,” he moaned contentedly, his voice rough with lust. His fingers dug into the soft curves of Becky’s hips, directing her wild riding tirelessly. “You’re such a beautiful angel,” he murmured. She moaned and cried out softly, looks of ecstasy and worry flooding over her red face, which is usually always pale white. The thrill of fucking on a park bench, fully cumming, oblivious to the outside world, awakened a deep animalistic side of her. Her lust skipped over the guilt of being discovered, tightening over the building surges on Larry’s massive cock, eager to make them both rush inexorably to climax.

“Yeah, baby ... oh yeah, here it comes ... Spread your legs wide and suck it all in,” Larry moaned deeply. His breathing was heavy, his voice little more than a hoarse whisper, infused with raw lust. His hands gripped Becky’s hips tightly and he let himself sink even deeper into her, his hard, black penis pushed all the way into her pulsating vagina. Becky followed his command, spreading her legs wider and bending her body forward to take in Larry’s impressive length even deeper. Her red mane fell wildly and uncontrollably across the front of her face, her eyes half closed from the intense sensations coursing through her.

“Oh Larry ... yes ... deeper...” she gasped, her hands clawing desperately at his knees. Her vagina twitched with pleasure, her labia closing rhythmically around Larry’s pulsating cock, as if her body was fully accepting his possession. His penis twitched deep inside her. With one final, powerful thrust, he felt pure ecstasy shoot through his body. “Oh yeah, baby, here it comes...” He felt his orgasm building, the hot pleasure rolling over him in waves and making his cock twitch powerfully inside her. He moaned loudly, his whole body shaking as he unloaded into Becky’s wet, tight insides. His semen shot into her in powerful thrusts, feeling like a burning, liberating rush.

Becky cried out in ecstatic unison, her vagina contracting tightly around Larry’s throbbing penis as she too came to orgasm. Her body shook violently, every nerve ending in a blaze of pleasure to be fully engulfed by him. “Yes, Larry ... oh my God, I’m coming...” she cried out, her voice rough, mixed with pure passion. Her labia contracted rhythmically, her genitals banned deep pulsing in pleasure. You could feel the contraction of their bodies, a synchronized dance of desire and fulfillment. Larry’s black penis pumped incessantly into Becky’s bright red crack, his powerful glans banging against her womb and pushing more and more cum into her. His powerful movements sent more waves of ecstasy through Becky’s trembling body as her two orgasms played out in full.

The slippery sound of their sexes merging, their husky moans and the rhythmic pulsing of orgasm filled the air with a feeling of absolute surrender. Sweat dripped from Becky’s brow, mingling with Larry’s hot skin as their bodies slumped limp and satisfied. “Oh Larry...” Becky whispered, her eyes closed, a slight smile playing on her lips. “That was incredible.”. “You’re incredible,” Larry replied breathlessly, his fingers gently stroking Becky’s back as they both gradually came to rest again, caught up in the quiet, lingering warmth of their passion.

Becky rose to her feet with difficulty, her legs still shaky from the intense experience. As she straightened up, she could feel Larry’s hot semen oozing from her crotch in thick streams, running down the inside of her thighs and further smearing her already wet pussy.

“This pussy is all mine again,” Larry said with a laugh, Becky’s face clearly flushed with ecstasy. She raised a hand to her forehead, her chest still rising and falling in uneven breaths. Becky giggled softly, completely out of breath, as she hastily pulled her pants and panties back up. She could clearly feel the wetness of the semen spreading between the layers of fabric and leaving a tingling, damp feeling in her panties. Larry grabbed his flaccid penis again, his body still glowing from the after-effects of his orgasm.

They both sat back down on the bench, Becky leaning against Larry and he put his arm around her. Snuggled together, they enjoyed the last moments of quiet, lingering intimacy. Becky could feel Larry’s semen continuing to leak out of her, the feeling of the wet warmth in her panties both uncomfortable and paradoxically soothing.

After a few minutes of simply enjoying each other’s reassuring presence, they rose from the park bench and strolled leisurely back as if nothing had happened. Becky tried to be as inconspicuous as possible, hoping that no one would notice their damp situation. Every movement made her more aware of the sticky feeling of Larry’s semen gathering in her panties. It mingled with her own wet lust, creating a messy but satisfying mixture in her crotch.

Larry put an arm around Becky reassuringly as they walked side by side, and she could see a quiet smile on his face. They exchanged confidential glances, the silent knowledge of their shared experience intensifying the bond between them.

Despite the quiet apprehension Becky felt in the back of her mind, she couldn’t let go of the warming echo of her intense, joyful moments.

“Hey Becky,” a woman’s voice suddenly called out. Becky turned away to the left in surprise. A little to the side of the path stood a brunette woman with a baby carriage, waving to her. “Marie!” Becky exclaimed happily. “Gosh, how long it’s been here,” came from right behind her.

“Oh Becky, that was ages ago!” Marie beamed as Becky ran over to her. “Yes, I moved here a few months ago. And this is my little Jonas.” Marie proudly pointed to the baby carriage with a sleeping baby in it.

“He’s so cute!” Becky leaned over to get a better look at the baby. “How old is he now?” “Four months,” Marie said with a smile. “And we’re slowly adjusting here. How are things going with you?”

“Oh, pretty good. The area here is really beautiful. There are so many nice places to go for a walk. We should definitely go out for dinner together sometime,” said Becky enthusiastically.

“Yes, that sounds great! We can really plan it,” Marie confirmed. Then she cast a curious glance at Larry. “And who’s that?” Becky blushed slightly. “Oh, that’s Larry. A friend of mine.”

Marie grinned. “Oh, so that’s why you were holding hands?”

Becky felt Larry’s sperm pulsing gently in her panties, a constant reminder of what they had just experienced. Scene after scene, she let this moment linger in her mind.

Becky felt caught out, but tried to remain calm. “Yes, just a friend,” she laughed a little sweatily. “Have you also heard that a woman could have problems here?” Marie asked innocently.

“What do you mean?” Becky asked curiously. “Well, a few pedestrians reported that they heard a woman screaming several times. Some of them went straight out to see what was going on, including me. But I don’t think anyone has found anything yet,” Marie continued. A small shock ran through Becky, she knew exactly who was meant. “I didn’t notice anything, we have to go too,” said Becky somewhat meekly.

After the two women had exchanged numbers, they went their separate ways.

Larry, who had been watching the whole conversation, couldn’t suppress a grin. “Nice woman, would be something for the club. You know the drill.”

Becky just laughed and shook her head. “You’re impossible, Larry.”

The tension and sizzle between Becky and Larry remained unchanged as they continued on their way home.
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A few days later, Sam felt like he was in an absolute state of emergency. The small cage fitted around his penis caused a constant sensation of pressure and burning on his glans. It was as if it was constantly being squeezed and pricked, and his testicles were also extremely sensitive, which was probably due to Julie’s sporadic stimulation and massages.

One evening, Sam couldn’t stand it any longer and carefully went to Julie. “Julie, I need to talk to you,” he began hesitantly. “This cage ... it’s almost unbearable. My penis is compressed all the time and my testicles are so sensitive.”

Julie, who was reading a book, put it aside and looked at him sympathetically. “Oh Sam, I’m sorry about that,” she said gently. “But there’s really nothing I can do about it. Frank specifically said he wanted to take care of it. Would you like me to call him and ask him to come early?”

Sam could hardly hide the sudden excitement that flared up in him at Julie’s suggestion. “I ... I don’t know, Julie. I really don’t want to cause Frank any problems when he’s busy.”

Julie thought for a moment and remembered a chapter from the manual she had read. It would have been an interesting solution, but she knew that Frank wanted her to wait until he was back. “I understand, Sam. You’re really brave. But we’d better wait until Frank gets back. It’s only two more days, isn’t it?”

Sam nodded and tried to calm down. “Yes, you’re right. Two days isn’t that long. I can make it.”

Julie smiled reassuringly and stroked Sam’s cheek tenderly. “You will get through this. We’ll get through this together. Frank will be proud of you.”

Sam felt a little better with Julie’s words and closeness. Although the cage was still unbearable, he knew he wasn’t alone and that Julie was supporting him as best she could. “Thank you, Julie. I’m glad to have you by my side.” Julie gently pulled him close and hugged him, both of them enjoying the moment of closeness.

The next day, Becky’s voice rang through the phone as she called Julie. “Hey Julie, I just baked a delicious cake and wanted to ask if you have time to come over? I’ve got fresh coffee too.”

“Of course, Becky. That sounds wonderful. I’ll come over right away,” Julie replied, delighted with the invitation.

A little later, the redhead and the blonde were sitting at Becky’s kitchen table, the smell of freshly baked cake and coffee permeating the room. “Have you heard from Frank or Larry yet?” Becky asked curiously.

Julie shook her head. “No, nothing yet. But I’m sure they’ll be back soon.”

Becky smiled broadly. “Larry wants to organize a meeting for all of us. I’m so looking forward to it. It’ll be a relaxed evening, you know? Just spending time together and maybe deepening our bonds a bit more.” Julie nodded enthusiastically. “That sounds fantastic, Becky. I’m looking forward to it too. I’m sure it’ll be nice to see everyone together instead of always apart.”

Becky took a sip of coffee and leaned back. “Julie, I have to tell you something else. Larry and I had an ... exciting experience in the park the other day.”

Julie leaned forward with interest. “Oh, tell me more. What happened?” Becky laughed lightly and began to recount the details. “Larry and I were on a park bench, it was such a hot moment. I rode him, and it was incredibly intense. Everything around us disappeared and it was just him and me. His hands on my hips, my body in ecstasy ... and then the climax came, and it was like the world exploded.” Julie was fascinated. “Wow. That sounds really exciting, Becky. It must have been incredible. Tell me some details!” she almost shouted out.

Becky grinned from ear to ear “That was it. It was wild and passionate.” Taking another sip of coffee, Becky reached for the slice of cake again. Her eyes sparkled with anticipation as she began to tell her story.

“Julie, Larry and I just had a wild moment in the park,” Becky continued, a slight blush visible on her cheeks. Julie immediately leaned forward, her curiosity piqued. “Tell me everything! Stop teasing me! “ she followed up.

A mischievous smile appeared on Becky’s lips as she continued: “It was a beautiful, sunny afternoon. We had decided to take a walk through the park. It was incredibly quiet and peaceful and we could just talk. But, as often happens, the mood suddenly became more charged between us.” Becky paused to look into Julie’s mesmerized blue eyes before continuing. “We ended up on a secluded park bench, surrounded by tall trees and rustling leaves. Larry sat down and looked at me with those tantalizing eyes. I could almost feel the heat crackling between us. Before I really realized it, I was sitting on his lap, his legs to my left and right.”

Julie gasped for air, her eyes wide open. “In public? On a park bench? That’s incredibly brave, Becky! Go on.” Becky laughed lightly and continued: “It was really exciting, Julie. The danger of being discovered made everything even more intense. He pulled my pants and briefs down and opened his pants, his big, hard cock popped out immediately. I was really scared at first, but then I just started to suck him off on the park bench and then I slowly sat on him, his length filling me up completely. It was a moment of pure ecstasy, I tell you.”

Julie could barely hide her excitement. “And how did it feel?” as she curled her blonde hair with one finger.

Becky’s green eyes lit up. “It was as if the world around us was disappearing. Every thrust I made was an electrifying lightning bolt of pleasure. His hands gripped my hips tightly, controlling my movements, and I could feel him thrusting deeper into me.”

Julie was speechless, her imagination running wild at Becky’s detailed descriptions. “Weren’t you nervous? Someone could have caught you!”

“Of course,” Becky confessed. “But that’s what made it so incredibly intense. His big cock inside me, his hot breath against my ear. I could hardly hold back my cry of excitement as I moved up and down faster and faster, our bodies completely intertwined.”

Julie was completely entranced. “Puuuhhh ... Tell me more. Did you come?”

Becky leaned back, her voice soft and intense at the same time. “It was explosive. Larry just moaned. And I could feel his cock start to twitch deep inside me. He came in powerful thrusts inside me, and the hot flood of his seed pushed me completely over the edge. My crotch tightened around him, I leaned forward, my hair falling wildly in my face as I screamed with pleasure.” She looked dreamily at the kitchen counter.

Julie could hardly keep still. “Wow, Becky! That sounds so exciting. The whole thing in a public place ... it must have been so damn hot! I wish something like that would happen to me”

Becky smiled triumphantly. “It was, but after sex his semen was leaking out of me in torrents. It was everywhere. It was a bit uncomfortable walking back later.” Julie leaned back, still totally enthralled. “You’re amazing, Becky. That’s got to be one of the most thrilling experiences I’ve ever heard of.” Becky nodded in agreement, glowing with delight at the exciting memory. “Thank you, Julie. It really was a moment I’ll never forget. And maybe, just maybe, it might be something you could try too. Who knows?”

Julie smiled mysteriously and let Becky’s story echo in her mind as she pondered what the future might hold. Becky paused. “And how’s Sam, is everything all right with him?” she asked, her voice laced with gentle caring.

Julie immediately snapped to attention. “What about Sam, is there a problem?” Becky replied relaxed: “No, it’s just his first time wearing a penis cage, first times are always stressful” Becky recalled. Julie sighed slightly. “Yes, he told me that he can hardly stand wearing that little cage any more. The pressure is probably almost unbearable and his testicles are extremely sensitive. He even thought about calling Frank and asking him to come back early, but he didn’t want to inconvenience him.”

Becky nodded in understanding. “That sounds really difficult for Sam.”

Julie smiled gratefully. “Thank you, Becky. It really helps to be able to share this with someone. Frank will be back in two days, and until then we’ll just hang in there together.” Becky put a hand on Julie’s arm reassuringly. She leaned a little closer to Julie, a confidential expression on her face. “Julie, there’s something you could do to pass the time. I mean, Tom and I already do it regularly to make the long periods of abstinence easier.”

Julie raised an eyebrow, clearly interested. “Oh, what exactly do you mean?”

Becky smiled mischievously. “Well, you could give him a ruined orgasm to relieve the pressure. There are different techniques, like using a vibrator to force an orgasm in the cage. Sam would feel relief, but the pleasure remains limited.”

Julie thought for a moment and then nodded slowly. “That sounds like a good idea. But a ruined orgasm? How exactly does that work?”

Becky tilted her head. “You arouse him until just before climax, then you stop or slow down the stimulation so he has an ‘incomplete’ orgasm. It relieves the pressure without giving him the full relief.” Julie smiled in agreement.

“There’s even another method,” but before Becky could elaborate, Julie suddenly interrupted her. “Wait, Becky, I think I know what you mean. I read about it in the manual. Is it the forced emptying of the prostate through massage?”

Becky’s eyes widened in surprise. “Yes, that’s right! Frank wanted you to wait until he got back?” she asked, combining again. Julie nodded. “Yeah, Frank was pretty sure he wanted to be there when I did it the first time. He said it’s pretty intense and he wants to make sure everything goes right.” Becky smiled sympathetically. “That makes sense. It really is a very intimate technique and takes a bit of practice and patience. But when Frank gets back, I’m sure he’ll show you everything.” Julie sighed slightly, but with a smile on her lips. “Thank you, Becky. It’s good to know there are alternatives and I’m glad you suggested it to us. I’ll definitely talk to Frank about it as soon as he gets back.”

Becky put a hand on Julie’s arm. “Until then, maybe you could try the ruined orgasms. It’s not the same, but it can help take the pressure off.” Julie nodded again, grateful for Becky’s advice. “I think we’ll try that later. It’s only today and tomorrow, after all, and I want to make sure Sam keeps it up well until then.”

Becky smiled. “You’ll manage, Julie. And if you need help, I’m only a phone call away.” Julie returned the smile and both friends felt even more connected as they talked about how to overcome the challenges in their unique relationships.
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It was finally Friday afternoon and Sam could literally feel the tension in the air. The anxious thoughts about the upcoming weekend made his heart beat faster. Julie had already prepared everything and was waiting for Frank to arrive. Sam felt a mixture of nervousness and anticipation.

On the one hand, he could hardly wait until Frank was finally back with them, his feelings of lust and desire for freedom were too strong; on the other hand, he felt nervous butterflies in his stomach just at the thought that Julie and Frank would be doing it like rabbits all weekend again.

Around mid-afternoon, Sam heard the familiar sound of car tires on the driveway. He looked out the window and saw the tall, muscular Frank walking towards the front door with his luggage. Sam swallowed hard and went to the door. “Hey, Frank,” Sam greeted him as he opened the door.

“Hey, Sam, how’s it going?” Frank entered and put some of his luggage to one side. “Looking forward to the weekend.”

Julie came out of the living room and beamed when she saw Frank. “Frank, it’s good to see you!” She walked up to him and hugged him tightly, practically jumping on him like a bitch in heat.

Frank returned the hug and then looked at Sam. “Thank you for welcoming me back.” Sam nodded nervously. “Yes, of course.”

After Frank had greeted Sam and Julie, he took a deep breath and looked at his luggage. “Sam, could you please bring the suitcases in and take them to the bedroom?” Frank asked with a confident smile. It wasn’t a request, more of an invitation.

Sam felt his stomach tighten, but he nodded and replied quietly, “Of course, Frank.” He went outside and got the rest of Frank’s suitcases out of the car. The gentle breeze outside helped him to collect his thoughts. Meanwhile, Frank and Julie stayed behind in the kitchen. Frank looked deep into Julie’s blue eyes and asked tenderly, “Is the bedroom ready for us?”

Julie smiled and her eyes sparkled with anticipation. “Yes, Frank. Sam’s already moved into the guest room so you can have the master bedroom.” Her voice was soft.

Frank nodded with satisfaction. “Perfect. I knew I could count on you, babygirl.” He placed a hand on her hip and pulled her closer to him. “And how does that make you feel, sweetheart?”

Julie felt the warmth of his hand through the thin cloth of her dress and replied softly, “I can’t wait, Frank. I enjoyed it so much last time with you ... And I’m glad Sam enjoyed it as much as you said he would.”

Sam’s return to the kitchen with the suitcases interrupted the intimate conversation. Frank looked over at him and nodded towards the bedroom. “Thank you, Sam. Take them upstairs, please.” “Yeah, in a minute,” Sam replied, trying to hide his nervousness. As he carried the heavy suitcases up the stairs, he could hear Frank and Julie whispering quietly to each other. Her soft giggles sent a shiver down his spine.

Once in the bedroom, he placed the suitcases next to the bed. The master bedroom was now clearly Frank’s space, which was obvious from the small but significant changes. Julie had put up fresh sheets, which were in Frank’s favorite colors, and some of the man’s personal belongings were already on the nightstand. Sam contemplated the room for a moment before taking a deep breath and making his way back downstairs. Just as he descended the stairs, he heard Julie and Frank move to the living room. The atmosphere in the house had already changed - Frank’s presence was omnipresent and the anticipation of what was to come was palpable. Back in the living room, Sam sat down unsteadily on one of the armchairs. Frank and Julie were sitting close to each other on the couch, their legs lightly touching. Sam couldn’t help but stare. Julie’s face lit up, her eyes radiating pure joy and Frank returned her gaze with a possessive smile.

Frank put an arm around Julie’s shoulders and looked over at Sam. “Sam, thanks for carrying the bags up.” Sam nodded slightly and replied, “No problem, Frank.” Frank laughed softly and looked at Julie. “Well, we’ll all be happy tonight.” With those words, he pulled her even closer to him and kissed her passionately, Sam’s gaze never leaving them. Julie moaned softly under Frank’s kiss and wrapped her arms around his neck. The expression on her face was one of complete surrender and lust. Sam could only watch, his heart beating faster and the mixture of jealousy and arousal almost driving him mad.

Frank leaned back, his eyes sparkling as he looked at Julie. “Julie, I’ve brought you something,” he said, reaching into his pocket. He pulled out a small, elegant box and handed it to her.

Julie’s eyes widened in surprise as she took the box. “Frank, you didn’t have to do that!” she exclaimed as she carefully opened the box. Inside was a stunning piece of jewelry - a sparkling white gold necklace set with diamonds.

Julie’s breath caught. “Oh my God, Frank, that’s beautiful!” Her eyes shone with joy and gratitude. “I’m glad you like it,” Frank said, almost in love, and helped her put the necklace on. His fingers were gentle as he closed the clasp behind her neck.

Julie turned to him and gave him a passionate look. “Thank you, Frank. It’s perfect.” She put her arms around his neck and pulled him into a deep, passionate kiss. Their lips melted together with an intensity that expressed their joy and gratitude. Sam, standing next to them and watching the scene, felt a twinge of jealousy and an inexplicable arousal at the same time. This constant pulsing of the tip of his penis in the cage was getting much worse.

“Oh, and Sam,” Frank said suddenly, breaking away from Julie, “I’ve brought something for you too. But that’s for later.” He grinned and winked at him, further sparking Sam’s curiosity.

“What could that be? Does he mean the key?” thought Sam, while his wife and Frank looked at each other in love. Frank skillfully steered the conversation away. “Are you hungry yet?” he asked, his eyes glittering with anticipation.

Julie nodded eagerly. “Yes, absolutely!” Frank smiled with satisfaction. “Great, that’s what I thought. I’ve booked a table at a nice restaurant for tonight. So put on something nice and we can go straight away.” Julie beamed with excitement. “Oh, that sounds wonderful! I’ll get changed straight away.”

Sam nodded reluctantly in agreement, a part of him feeling uncertainty. “Yeah, I’ll get ready right away too.” All he wanted was to finally take this cage off, but the fear of the question was too great. “Perfect,” Frank said contentedly and leaned back. “I’m looking forward to a nice evening with you both.”

Julie hurried to her room, Frank followed her to choose an elegant dress for the evening, while Sam nervously searched the guest room for a suitable shirt.

While Julie changed in her bedroom and Sam went into his own room, he was suddenly overcome with a wave of fear. The reality of the situation hit him full force; he would be out in public with his wife and Frank - a black man. What if they knew someone? What if passers-by looked questioningly or even dismissively? Sam sat on the edge of the bed and concentrated on taking one deep breath after another. Dozens of questions buzzed around in his head. “What if someone sees how familiar Julie and Frank are? What if someone recognizes us?”

He remembered how Julie and Frank had touched and kissed each other today. Part of him feared that they wouldn’t hold back in the restaurant either. “Will they be neutral?” he wondered. “Or will they make out like a couple in love, just like at home?”

The mere idea that friends, colleagues or even strangers could witness such a scenario made him shudder. The idea that his colleagues might whisper about it or that acquaintances in his community might find out made him uncomfortable. Despite the modern and open society, they were all politically left-leaning after all, he knew that prejudice and gossip were still deeply rooted.

After Frank and Julie had moved into the bedroom and closed the door behind them, she planted a passionate kiss on Frank. “Julie, come undress,” Frank urged her, his deep voice full of desire. The natural blonde began to undress slowly and seductively. First she removed her shoes and carefully put them aside. Then she reached for the zipper of her top and let it slide gently off her shoulders until it collected in a glistening puddle of fabric around her feet. She stood in front of Frank in just her underwear, who looked at her with a lustful, animalistic gaze. Her delicate hands slid to her bra and when she undid the clasp, her breasts fell free. Her rosy nipples were already slightly hardened with arousal. She let her bra slide elegantly to the floor and then began to slowly pull her panties down, revealing her perfectly shaved, smooth pubis, which usually only Sam got to see.

Frank took a step forward and let his gaze wander over her naked body in admiration. “You’re so incredibly beautiful, bunny,” he said softly as his eyes followed every curve, every line of her body. Her slim waist, soft hips, firm breasts and tender mound of Venus - it all captivated him. “Frank,” Julie whispered, a soft smile on her lips as she took his hand and placed it on her bare stomach. Her skin tingled with excitement under his firm but gentle grip.

“You don’t need to wear underwear, Julie,” Frank said with a mischievous smile. “Let’s enjoy this evening without unnecessary barriers.” Julie nodded slightly and smiled as she took in his words. “Suit yourself, Frank,” she replied, stepping closer to him. She now stood completely exposed in front of him, her hand resting on his shoulder as she planted a passionate kiss on him. He kissed her back intensely, his hands exploring her naked body, running over her breasts, her stomach and lower until he reached her smooth, sensitive area. Julie’s body responded immediately, a soft moan escaping her lips. “You’re perfect, Julie,” Frank said hoarsely, pulling her even closer to him. “Let’s make tonight unforgettable.”

After Frank had fondled Julie so intensely, he took a step back and began to undress as well. With each piece of clothing he removed, more of his muscular body was revealed. Finally, he stood completely naked in front of Julie, and the contrast of their skin colors was striking and intriguing. Frank, a tall, muscular, black man, stood before Julie, a petite, blonde woman. His eyes sparkled with desire as he admired Julie’s naked body. Frank stepped closer to Julie and began to caress her neck with gentle kisses. The warmth of his lips on her skin made Julie shiver. She savored every moment, feeling desired and exciting. The sight of them would have been a symbol of passion for many: the tall, strong black man and the petite blonde woman, both naked and full of desire for each other. Julie curiously grabbed Frank’s erect penis, which stood up proudly in front of him.

“Frank, you’re incredible,” she whispered as her fingers glided over the smooth, dark skin of his penis. She carefully knelt down in front of him, her eyes fixed on his erect penis. She first gave him a gentle kiss on the tip, letting her lips glide over the sensitive skin. As her confidence grew, Julie opened her mouth wider and began to suck him slowly and methodically. Her tongue lapped around the tip of his penis before taking him deeper into her mouth. She moved her lips up and down evenly as she gripped the shaft with her hand and gently pumped it.

Frank’s eyes closed in pleasure and he gently placed a hand on Julie’s head to encourage her. “Oh Julie, that feels fantastic,” he moaned as Julie intensified her tongue play. She varied her pace, sometimes faster, sometimes slower, as she strove to give him as much pleasure as possible. Julie’s devotion was evident in every stroke, every lick and every sucking motion. She skillfully glided her tongue along the shaft, circling the most sensitive spots again and again. She felt Frank’s lust increase, which spurred her on even more. Frank couldn’t help but moan loudly. Julie’s technical skill impressed him, her mixture of tenderness and passion was overwhelming. Her blue eyes shone at him and her movements intensified as she sensed that Frank was about to come.

Suddenly Frank lifted her head up. “Let’s continue later, we need to get to the restaurant” Frank said panting slightly. “That was incredible, Julie,” Frank whispered as he gently lifted her to her feet and hugged her close. “You really are something special.” “You’re welcome,” Julie said with a mischievous smile. “I just wanted to show you how much I like you.”

Sam swallowed hard and forced himself to stand up. He chose a dark shirt from the wardrobe, put it on and looked at his reflection in the mirror. The uncertainty in his eyes was clearly visible. A knock on the door brought him out of his gloomy thoughts. “Sam, are you ready?” Julie’s voice sounded through the door.

“Yes, I’m coming,” Sam replied, trying to put confidence into his voice. When he opened the door, he was rewarded with Julie’s radiant smile. She was wearing an elegant emerald green dress that flattered her figure and perfectly showed off the diamond necklace Frank had given her. “You look gorgeous,” Sam said honestly, trying to push his concerns aside. “Thank you, darling,” Julie replied, pressing a kiss to his cheek. “You look great too. Come on, let’s go.”

Frank was already waiting in the living room, dressed in a tailor-made suit that emphasized his muscular physique. “You both look fantastic,” he said appreciatively, scrutinizing Julie with a particularly intense gaze. “Thank you, Frank,” Julie said, beaming and stepping close to his side.

“Let’s go,” Frank said, putting an arm around Julie’s waist. Together they made their way to the car, Sam’s heartbeat quickening with every step they took through the front door and out into the world. Sam swallowed hard and forced himself to remain calm as they climbed into Frank’s large SUV. The vehicle seemed just as imposing as the owner, almost like a metallic beast waiting for them. Frank opened the driver’s door and sat inside with an inviting gesture, while Julie slid elegantly into the passenger seat. Sam climbed a little more awkwardly into the back seat directly behind Frank and closed the door behind him.

The engine hummed gently under Frank’s sure hand. After the first few meters, Sam noticed how Frank’s hand slid familiarly onto Julie’s thigh. Although he tried not to look, he couldn’t take his eyes off it completely. The dark fingers rested firmly on Julie’s emerald green dress, showing a possessiveness that made Sam’s heart beat faster. He felt the steel cage that encased his manhood seem to grow tighter and tighter. “Looking forward to tonight?” Frank asked, glancing briefly at Julie as his hand continued to linger on her thigh.

“Yes, I’m sure it will be great,” Julie replied softly, placing her hand on his. Sam tried to hide his nervousness. “Yeah, I’m sure,” he mumbled barely audibly in the back seat.

“The restaurant is really something special. You’ll love it,’ Frank said contentedly, squeezing Julie’s thigh lightly. Sam could almost feel the blood rushing in his ears. Every meter they got closer to the restaurant increased the feeling of discomfort and subordination. Finally, they reached their destination and Frank smoothly parked the SUV right in front of the entrance. Frank got out, hurried around the car and helped Julie out of the vehicle. His hand gripped her waist tightly as they walked towards the entrance. Sam followed a short distance behind them, feeling both part of the group and an outsider. Julie leaned against Frank, obviously enjoying his closeness, while Sam felt out of place, like he was just an extra companion for the evening.

The friction and pressure of the cage caused an uncomfortable tingling sensation that coursed through his entire abdomen. Sam’s penis began to twitch, trapped in the tight confines of the cage, an unsettling but equally arousing sensation. His breathing became shallower and he felt his penis begin to writhe in the cage as far as it could go, always feeling that constant scratching sensation that amounted to a thousand pricks.

The elegant atmosphere of the restaurant hit Sam like a strong breeze as they entered. The subdued lighting cast a warm, golden glow over the perfectly laid tables. The cloth napkins were artfully folded and the glasses sparkled in the soft light. High-quality wooden furniture and subtle works of art on the walls enhanced the elegant character of the restaurant. The restaurant’s reception was magnificent, with subdued lighting and elegant furnishings. A waiter greeted them warmly and Frank nodded to him as he continued to hug Julie. Sam could see the waiter’s eyes focus on the two of them briefly before turning to Sam and giving a polite smile. As they followed the waitress to the counter, Frank’s hand slid over Julie’s hip again and again, a brief touch that Sam couldn’t help but notice. A waitress, dressed in an immaculate white shirt and dark vest, approached them and smiled at them in a friendly manner. “Good evening. Do you have a reservation?” she asked politely. “Yes, I have a reservation for three, under the name Frank,” Frank replied confidently, his voice firm and penetrating.

The waitress quickly checked her list and smiled again, then looked at Sam. “Ah, here it is. You and the couple can follow me, please.”

Sam’s heart skipped a beat when he heard that. He knew the waitress thought of Frank and Julie as a couple, probably because of the way Frank took possession of Julie’s hip. He felt like an outsider again, an extra wheel that was just the third wheel on the wagon. “Come on Sam,” Julie said, smiling encouragingly at him. Despite her attempt to reassure him, uncertainty gnawed at Sam’s chest.

Frank and Julie followed the waitress closely, while Sam’s gaze rested on Frank’s hand, which was firmly on Julie’s hip. His own chest tightened, and he couldn’t ignore the movement of his cage, which intensified with each touch from Frank.

The waitress led them through the main area of the restaurant to a table in a corner. The table arrangement was perfect for both conversation and privacy. The chairs were cushioned and comfortable, and the tablecloth was made of the finest linen. “Here is your table. I hope you will enjoy it,” said the waitress with a polite nod.

“Thank you,” Frank said, pulling out a chair for Julie before taking a seat himself. Julie sat down next to him, while Sam took a seat opposite them. The empty chair next to him emphasized his isolation even more. The subdued lighting and soft, classical music enhanced the elegant atmosphere. Sam could smell the pleasant aroma of first-class wines and exquisite dishes in the air. As Frank and Julie perused their menus, Frank’s hand kept slipping to Julie’s thigh and resting there loosely, the intimacy between them unmistakable.

“You’ll both like it. They have some of the best food in town here,” Frank said with a self-satisfied smile as he gently stroked his hand over Julie’s thigh. The evening at the restaurant began quietly and yet there was an underlying tension in the air that Sam couldn’t ignore. Frank and Julie seemed completely in their own world, just like a couple in love. Frank’s hand continued to rest possessively on Julie’s thigh as she snuggled up to him, smiling. Sam couldn’t see through the table what exactly Frank’s hand was doing to Julie.

The soft music and subdued lighting made the atmosphere in the restaurant intimate and elegant, but it was difficult for Sam to remain calm. Time and again, glances from other guests fell on her table. Admiring glances, but also curious and sometimes even astonished looks. Sam noticed and felt a strange sensation - a mixture of shame, exclusion and, in a bizarre way, excitement. The waiter brought the menus and Frank ordered the best wine in the house without further ado, while he and Julie talked animatedly about the evening’s delicious dishes. “We should try something nice,” Frank said, putting the menu aside. “How about the lobster as an appetizer?” Julie nodded and added that she wanted to try the sole as a main course. Frank opted for the filet mignon, cooked to perfection, as he pointed out. Sam, who was feeling increasingly uncomfortable, also decided to go for the sole.

“Sam, you should stay dry tonight,” Frank said suddenly. “You’re going to drive us home later.” Sam nodded mechanically, the bitter-sweet arousal inescapably present in his cage. “Yes, of course,” he murmured. As the evening wore on, Frank and Julie visibly enjoyed their exquisite meal and the richly flowing drink. The lobster was tender and succulent, the sole soft as butter and the filet mignon perfect. Frank and Julie’s wine glasses never seemed to be empty, and their laughter and expressions of affection became more and more noticeable. Sam couldn’t help but notice how people from the surrounding tables kept glancing over. Some whispered quietly, others just smiled knowingly. It was clear that Frank and Julie were attracting attention, and Sam felt like a silent observer in a game whose rules he could never quite understand.

“What a great place, isn’t it?” Frank said to Julie, taking her hand across the table. Julie smiled and her eyes sparkled in the soft light. “It’s perfect, Frank,” she replied, squeezing his hand.

Sam sat quietly, watching and trying to ignore his rising envy and the intrusive arousal that was being pushed through the cage. The evening was wonderful for Frank and Julie, but for him it was an ordeal between envy and a disturbing level of arousal.

The evening in the classy restaurant slowly drew to a close. Frank and Julie had had a great time and the copious amounts of wine had left them both feeling tipsy. Sam’s nervousness had not diminished over the course of the evening, especially with the constant presence of other guests’ eyes on her. The feeling of embarrassment he felt was mixed with an intense inner excitement every time Frank’s hand moved back to Julie’s thigh and disappeared into her crotch. Frank called the waitress over and ordered the bill. When she brought it, he confidently pulled out his credit card and paid. “Here, thank you very much for the excellent service,” Frank said generously and left a tidy tip.

“Thank you very much! I hope you and your wife had a wonderful evening with us,” the waitress cast a brief, friendly glance at Julie, “I hope you both have a lovely evening,” she said, smiling engagingly.

Sam suddenly felt as if he was being watched through a veil. The waitress’s words only made the feeling of his marginal position all the more clear to him. The tingling in his little prison became stronger and more pulsating, his little glans twitched again and again in the confining device of the cage. The constant pressure intensified his feeling of subordination and constant arousal.

“All right, it’s time to go,” Frank announced and stood up. Julie stood up as well, staggering slightly, and grabbed Frank’s arm for support. “Sam, can you take the keys and get the car? We should go now,” Frank said with a certain authority in his voice.

Sam nodded silently, took the keys and made his way out to the parking lot. He started the SUV and drove it to the entrance of the restaurant where Julie and Frank were waiting. As they strolled up to the car, Sam noticed them staggering and laughing as they approached, their bodies nestled close together. Frank opened the back door and helped Julie in before throwing himself into the back seat as well. Sam swallowed hard, his excitement and nervousness mixing into a knot in his stomach. He sat down in the driver’s seat, checked the mirrors and began the drive back. The mood in the car was boisterous, Frank and Julie whispering and laughing in the back of the vehicle. Although Sam couldn’t hear the exact words, the sounds from behind were enough to fuel his excitement further. Every glance in the rearview mirror showed him Julie’s smile and Frank’s sly grin, their closeness and the familiar touches, while the pulsing twitch of his glans in the tight cage wouldn’t let him go.

The low murmur and dim lights inside the car as Sam sat behind the wheel provided a strange backdrop to the boisterous mood in the back seat. Julie and Frank giggled and laughed, their heads close together as they talked quietly. “Do you remember the first time we went to the club together?” Julie whispered, giggling slightly.

“Oh yes, I’ll never forget that,” Frank replied with a smile, “you were so shy.”

“And it was you who came up with the stupid idea of persuading the others to join in!” claimed Julie, slightly tipsy, and they both burst out laughing.

Sam could see the intensity of their closeness in the rear-view mirror. Frank’s arm was around Julie’s shoulder and her fingers played lovingly with the collar of his shirt. The twitching of his closed member seemed to compete with his nervous thoughts as he steered the car through the darkness.

Suddenly the conversation became more intimate and the mood changed a little.

“I’ve missed you a lot, Julie,” Frank said with undisguised longing in his voice. “It’s so nice to have you by my side again.”

Julie looked deep into Frank’s eyes and her smile deepened. “And I’m glad to be back with you,” she said softly. The two leaned forward and began to kiss passionately. Sam’s heart beat faster as he watched the intensity of their kiss in the rear-view mirror. Frank’s hands ran through Julie’s blonde hair before sliding lower and resting against her waist, pulling her tightly against him. Frank let out a low, pleasurable moan as he broke the kiss, only to reach down to his pants with one hand and unzip his fly. He grabbed his already erect cock out while Julie looked at him with fiery devotion. “Shall we pick up where you left off earlier?” Frank asked with a wink.

“Oh Frank...” Julie murmured with a mixture of passion and anticipation. She leaned forward, wrapped her lips around his dark member and began to suck him tenderly, her hair falling into his lap. Frank took Julie’s hair in his hand and held it back. Her movements were slow at first, gently sliding her tongue over his shaft before taking him fully into her mouth. Frank’s head leaned back, his eyes half closed, while his hand held Julie’s blonde hair and gently pushed her head down.

“Yes, just like that, Julie,” Frank gasped, his voice rough with lust.

The sounds of smacking and happy moans filled the room as Sam watched helplessly in the rearview mirror. An unsettling tingle spread through his cramped cage once more, each breath more labored than the last. The movements of the car seemed to blur into the background while the scene in the back seat occupied his full attention.

Julie increased the pace and took him deeper into her mouth, sucking hard on his glans every time she let go before sliding back down. She knelt lightly on the back seat of the SUV and leaned over Frank’s leg. Her blonde hair, shimmering in the soft light of the interior, fell over her shoulders and framed her face. Her blue eyes looked at him as she let her tongue glide slowly over his glans. Frank’s dark, muscular body contrasted sharply with Julie’s fair skin, which made the scene even more intense. “I like you so much,” Julie whispered with a seductive smile before taking him deep into her mouth again, hoping to put on a good show for Sam.

Her tongue played skillfully around his shaft, nestling against his underside and enameling him with moist heat. She slowly let him slip out of her mouth, her lips forming a sucking kiss on his tip before she took him back in completely. Frank’s dark hand, resting in her blonde hair, gently pushed her further down, intensifying the rhythm. “Yes, just like that,” Frank moaned, his voice hoarse with lust. Julie increased the tempo, her movements became more fluid and intense. Her mouth moved rhythmically up and down as her tongue glided artfully over his sensitive skin. She sucked him hard every time she let him almost completely out of her mouth before taking him deep inside her again. Her hands encircled his base, fingernails lightly scratching into his flesh. Frank’s eyes were half closed with lust, his head leaning back against the headrest. His dark skin shone slightly in the dim light and he could feel the throbbing desire in every muscle. The intensity of the touch and the passionate work of Julie’s tongue and lips drove him to the brink of madness.

“Oh Julie, you’re driving me crazy,” he gasped, his hand increasing the pressure on her head as her mouth worked in perfect unison with his desire. Julie let her mouth slide even deeper over his shaft until she had him fully engulfed. Her blue eyes sparkled with passion and devotion as she strove to give him the utmost pleasure. Her pace quickened, her lips smacked loudly and her tongue swirled tirelessly around his most sensitive spots. Frank’s dark fingers once again gripped Julie’s light-colored hair firmly and he began to thrust his hips lightly against her mouth. The waves of pleasure rippled through his body as Julie’s capable tongue and lips brought him closer and closer. Sam’s gaze, though trying to focus on the road, kept wandering to the rearview mirror where he witnessed the intense, erotic scene behind him.

Julie seemed to savor every second, her devotion and passion radiating through every movement and look. Her breaths deepened as she continued to work him, her lips and tongue in perfect harmony to drive Frank’s lust even higher.

As she continued to suck his cock with passionate abandon, he slid his hand down her thigh and lifted the emerald green dress a little. Sam suddenly became invitingly aware that she wasn’t wearing any underwear. “I have a little more for you,” Frank whispered huskily, his fingers finding their way between her thighs. Her skin felt hot and smooth under his touch. Julie let a soft moan escape her mouth, vibrating on Frank’s shaft as his fingers gently began to explore her wet center. She opened her legs slightly to give him better access, at the same time driving her mouth even further over his hard cock. “Oh, Frank...” she murmured weakly, the words muffled by his shaft into her mouth.

Frank’s fingers slid effortlessly inside her, immediately finding the perfect rhythm. He leaned forward slightly to get a better grip as he played with her wet insides with deft fingers. Julie couldn’t help but lean against his hand in sensual abandon, her breathing quickened and her movements synchronized with Frank’s thrusts.

For Sam, who was sitting in the front, desperately trying to steer the car calmly along the road, the rear-view mirror presented an impressive, exciting picture. Julie kneeling on the back seat, her blonde hair spread over Frank’s thighs, her pale, silky skin in stark contrast to Frank’s dark hand gripping between her thighs. The way the two of them pleasured each other in the back seat provided a scene that made Sam’s heart beat faster and the confinement of his cage unbearable.

“Oh Julie, go on ... you feel so good,” Frank moaned, his fingers finding a particularly sensitive spot deep inside her. Julie’s body jerked and she took him even deeper into her mouth.

Her blue eyes glittered with unbridled lust and she felt completely in Frank’s control. The wetness between her legs increased as his fingers slid deeper inside her, stimulating her sensitive spots. Her tongue and lips moved in perfect rhythm to give him the utmost pleasure as his breathing became erratic and harsh. Each thrust of her hands, each deep lapping of her tongue and each arousing thrust of Frank’s fingers inside her increased the intensity of their shared pleasure. Sam’s steady, forced breathing could barely drown out the pulsing tingles in his cage as he tried to steer the car safely while concentrating on not looking too long in the rearview mirror.

The movements in the back seat became wilder and more passionate. Frank’s fingers accelerated their play in Julie’s soft warmth, finding her most sensitive spots again and again, making her gasp and moan. Her mouth continued to work tirelessly on him, her devotion and passion turning every moment into a masterpiece of pleasure. Sam could feel his own breathing becoming erratic, his hands gripping tighter around the steering wheel as the hot, erotic image behind him took over his mind. Frank was enjoying the intense play with Julie, but his need for more finally overwhelmed him. “Sam,” Frank said in an authoritative tone from the back seat, “stop the car at the next opportunity.” Sam, whose breathing was still unsteady, nodded and nervously searched for a suitable spot. Julie, whose lips and tongue continued relentlessly, glanced briefly at Sam out of the corner of her eye as she continued. The thought of Sam seeing everything only seemed to heighten her excitement. “I never thought Sam would really like it like the others said” she thought.

After a short time, Sam spotted a parking lot in the woods and steered the SUV into it. The forest parking lot was deserted and dark, perfect for Frank’s plans. He stopped the car, turned off the engine and half-turned to watch what would happen next. “Well done,” Frank said, stretching comfortably with Julie still on her knees between his legs. “Now it’s time to stretch that white pussy properly again.

Julie stopped blowing and looked at Frank with sparkling, lustful eyes. Her white skin glistened in the dim light of the interior, and her blue eyes shone with anticipation and passion.

Frank opened the rear door of the car and gently but firmly pulled Julie out. He deftly turned her around so that she was lying on her back on the bench seat, her legs sticking out of the SUV. Her green dress was pushed up and the lower part of her body was completely exposed. The contrast of her pale skin, blonde hair and blue eyes against the deep darkness of the night and Frank’s dark skin was breathtaking. “Now show me how much you want it,” Frank demanded, his hands firmly gripping her thighs. Julie’s body trembled slightly with arousal, her legs spread wide.

Frank held her thighs open and positioned himself between them. His massive black cock, glistening with lust, aimed for her wet, pink center. “Get ready, my slut,” Frank growled, and without further warning, he thrust deep inside her. Julie’s head threw back, her white fingers clutching the edge of the bench as his hard, dark shaft slid into her. The contrasts were intoxicating - his almost anthracite erection against her pale skin, the white of her thighs against the darkness of his fingers. Frank began to thrust powerfully and rhythmically, each thrust making Julie’s body tremble. “Oh yes, that’s good!” Julie moaned exuberantly as Frank’s movements became more and more intense. “You feel great inside me.” Sam’s gaze was glued to the rearview mirror, as if caught in a spell. The sight of Frank filling Julie with every thrust, her white thighs spread wide and her body shaking in perfect surrender, made the tingling and throbbing in his cage unbearable.

“Take me deep, Frank, deeper,” Julie gasped, her hands clenching around her breasts as Frank pushed himself even deeper into her. Her white thighs were the perfect contrast to Frank’s dark body, pulsing relentlessly and powerfully inside her.

“That’s it, that’s what I’ve been missing,” Frank growled, thrusting even deeper into her pink, wet center, his thrusts becoming faster and more intense, the heat rising between them. Sam could hear the rhythmic slapping and moans, and it made his own arousal in the cage more agonizing with each passing moment.

Frank held Julie’s thighs tightly and continued his powerful rhythm. Every movement made Julie’s body tremble as she clung tightly to the edges of the bench. “You’re so fucking tight,” Frank growled, his voice filled with lust and dominance. “Oh Frank, yes!” gasped Julie, her body quivering under the deep thrusts. “Take me, tear me apart with your big black cock,” she exclaimed, her voice overflowing with lust.

Frank’s dark skin glistened in the light from her juices as he relentlessly thrust into Julie’s moist, rosy center. Her pale skin stood out sharply against the deep black of his body, a symphony of sensuality and power. “You’re mine, only mine,” Frank panted, his fingers digging deeper into her thighs as he buried his hard shaft inside her. “And I’m going to fuck you so hard you’ll never forget it.”

Julie’s head threw back and a gasping moan escaped her lips. “Yes, Frank, make me yours ... fill me all the way!” Her white fingers dug into the upholstery of the bench seat and her hips thrust towards him, as if in time to a wild dance.

“You love my thick, black cock in your little white pussy, huh?” asked Frank, intensifying his thrusts. Julie’s body moved in perfect harmony with his movements, her sweaty belly rising and falling rapidly. “Yes ... yes ... I love it when you take me like this,” Julie moaned, her eyes closed in pleasure. “Deeper, Frank, I want to feel all of you.”

Frank pushed her thighs further apart and leaned forward to fill her deeper. “Here, this is it, baby ... feel how deep I am inside you,” he gasped, his movements becoming more intense and purposeful.

Sam could see her every movement and every passionate moan through the rear-view mirror. The sight was overwhelming: Frank filling Julie’s body like a predatory lover, her white thighs pulled wide apart and his hard, dark penis penetrating her deeper with every thrust.

“Oh my God, Frank ... I’m cumming ... I’m cumming!” Julie suddenly screamed, her body convulsing under the incessant thrusts. Frank held her tight and thrust even harder, his own gasps and moans mingling with her sounds of ecstasy. “Come for me, Julie ... feel me all over you,” Frank roared, his movements becoming almost feverish. Every muscle in his massive body worked to take her deeper and harder. “That’s it ... you’re mine.” Julie’s orgasm tore through her body, her screams ringing through the silent forest parking lot, mingling with the rhythmic slapping of their bodies driven together.

“Frank ... I ... oh God!” she screamed, her body bucking beneath him.

Frank’s movements became more violent, his hands gripping her tightly as he approached climax. “I’m going to fill you, Julie ... until you feel me in every inch...” he gasped, his thrusts becoming more erratic and intense. Sam’s gaze was fixated on the scene unfolding behind him. His own arousal was becoming unbearable, the throbbing in his cage intensifying with each passing moment as Frank’s final thrusts tore through Julie’s body, bringing them both to an overwhelming crescendo of pleasure as the car rocked back and forth. Julie felt the pleasure rise higher and higher inside her as Frank intensified his thrusts. The unison of their movements became a sensual symphony of pleasure and ecstasy. Then it happened: an uncontrollable twitch ran through her body as she reached an intense climax. The pleasure and pressure in her abdomen were released in a powerful gush of fluid that shot out of her. A fierce scream escaped from Julie.

“Oh my God, Frank! This ... I’ve never experienced that before!” gasped Julie, completely overwhelmed by the experience as she continued to thrust against him. Frank pulled his penis out of her briefly and watched with satisfaction as the jet squirted out of Julie’s most intimate spot. As the gush weakened, he rammed himself back inside her, a smug grin on his face. “You’ve never been fucked like this by a real cock before,” he whispered harshly. “But you’re going to learn now, Julie.”

“Please ... please don’t stop,” Julie begged, still being overrun by the waves of her squirting as Frank thrust in and out of her incessantly.

He increased the pace again and rammed his rock-hard penis deep and purposefully into her, each thrust hitting her most sensitive spots. Frank could feel her body tense and relax beneath him, perfectly in time with his every movement. “Can you feel how deep I am inside you?” he whispered in her ear. “I’m going to squirt right into your womb.”

Julie could only moan and nod, unable to find words as he imposed his will. She felt Frank’s glans tapping directly against her womb, touching the tender spots inside her that had never been so intensely stimulated before.

“I’m coming, Julie,” Frank gasped as he made one last deep thrust, ramming his penis fully into her and feeling his glans press against her cervix. Julie could feel the pulsating sensation as he unloaded inside her, the hot cum shooting straight into her womb.

He held her tightly as they savored the intense sensations, his breathing heavy and fast. “You’re mine now,” he whispered, pulling her tightly against him as the last echoes of their shared pleasure enveloped them.

This experience had shaken Julie to the core. She had never experienced such intense feelings and her mind could barely process what had just happened. But one thing was clear: nothing would ever be the same again. Sam sat in the driver’s seat and watched everything through the rear-view mirror. The sight that presented itself to him was almost surreal. Julie was in an ecstatic state like he had never experienced before, while Frank was getting dressed again and Julie was adjusting her dress. The smell of sex and the sweat collecting in the space of the car left no doubt as to what had just happened.

The intensity of the moment was overwhelming and he could hardly believe what he was seeing. He had never seen Julie cum before and the experience shocked him to the core. Frank had actually managed to get something out of her that Sam had never seen or achieved before.

He had to hold on to the steering wheel to keep his own emotions under control as Frank withdrew his penis. The sight made him gulp, and for a brief moment he was unsure whether he himself would lose control of his arousal. Frank, in a slightly dominant way, seemed completely calm as he plunged his swaggering cock deep into Julie again, pushing in once more to her stop as if his penis was giving her a quick kiss goodbye.

Frank finally got dressed again and was the first to break the silence. “Let’s go,” he finally said, his voice rough with the after-effects of lust as Julie straightened her dress. Julie and Frank sat in the back seat again, completely out of breath, snuggled close together while Sam started the engine and continued the drive home. Julie’s hand gently stroked Frank’s chest, seeking comfort and closeness in the hazy echoes of their intimacy.

“That was great,” Julie gasped softly. “But I think I just messed up the whole back seat for you,” she hissed. “That’s all right,” laughed Frank, “Sam can clean up later,” he grinned maliciously.

When they arrived home, Sam parked the car and all three got out. The night air was cool and brought a welcome refreshment as they entered the house. Julie, still in Frank’s arms, was overwhelmed by the experience. Sam’s gaze was fixed on the ground, his thoughts chaotic and full of emotion as they walked up the driveway together. When all three of them arrived home, Sam could barely organize his thoughts. The sight of Julie’s surprise orgasm and what had happened afterwards had completely shaken him. When they opened the door, Frank immediately undressed and went into the kitchen to get himself a drink.

“Sam, come here,” Julie called, throwing herself onto the couch. Sam walked over to his wife, who was sitting casually on the couch and held out a foot to him. “Take my shoes off, baby,” she demanded, holding a foot out to him. Sam knelt down and began to unfasten her high heels. As he struggled with the buckles, a silvery sheen drew his attention. He looked up and noticed her wet crack, still glistening with Frank’s cum. Streams of cum ran down the inside of her thighs. Julie didn’t miss Sam’s lustful look. “Clean me up,” she said seductively. Without hesitation, Sam set to work. He began to lick her thighs, slowly and thoroughly. His tongue glided over the soft skin and followed the traces of semen upwards.

Frank came back from the kitchen with a bottle of water and immediately noticed the scene in front of him. “Oh oh, let’s get straight on with this,” he commented in an amused tone. “Julie, you’ve trained your husband well, he’s making huge progress.” Sam refused to be distracted and continued to work his way up towards Julie’s center. He licked every drop from her thighs before approaching her wet and fragrant opening. Julie spread her legs wider, pulling the emerald green dress higher again to give him better access as she moaned with pleasure.

“Yes, baby, just like that,” she murmured when Sam finally started to suck her vagina. His mouth encircled her labia, his tongue penetrating deep inside her and playing with her most sensitive spots. The taste of semen mingled with her own wetness on his tongue, and the tingling sensation that ran through him was irresistible. Meanwhile, Frank sat down on a chair and crossed his legs, opening the water bottle. “Julie, you really are something special,” he said with a grin. “Sam, go on, why don’t you show her that you can do it too, if only with your mouth?” Sam intensified his efforts, his tongue moving faster and deeper while his hands held Julie’s hips. Julie moaned louder, her body began to shake again and she could feel another climax approaching. She tightened her thighs and placed her feet on the edge of the couch, giving Sam even better access to her pleasure center.

He licked her thoroughly, closer and closer to her center. When he reached her labia again, Julie spread her legs wider to give him better access. Sam took the opportunity to place his hands on her hips to hold her in place. Slowly and tenderly, he let his tongue glide over her outer lips before working his way to her inner labia. His tongue was soft and lingering as it slithered along the sensitive, swollen lips. Julie was wet and ready, her arousal still blazing. Sam paused for a moment to look at her. Her clit, a small, sensitive pearl, was bulging out and screaming for attention. Sam let his tongue glide gently over the tip, causing Julie to let out a deep, satisfied moan. He intensified his efforts, circling and pressing his tongue, gliding over the small bump again and again. Julie arched her back and reached for the pillows behind her as Sam began to rhythmically play around her clitoris. Then he delved a little further in and let his tongue penetrate deep inside her. The warmth and tightness of her vagina enveloped him as he once again became intoxicated by her taste.

He withdrew again and returned his attention to her clitoris, his tongue playing with quick, nimble movements that quickened Julie’s breathing. Her hands tightened in the pillows, her hips began to tremble. Sam sucked lightly on her clitoris, letting it slide between his lips and massaging it gently with the tip of his tongue. Julie’s moans grew louder, coming deep from her throat as another orgasm rolled inexorably towards her. “Yes, baby ... Just like that...” she gasped under his caresses. She could feel an incredible climax building, each thrust of his tongue an electrifying pulse that ran through her body. Then, at the decisive moment, she pressed her hips against his mouth, unable to hold the controlled movements any longer. Her muscles tensed and with a final, deep moan, she shuddered in an intense orgasm. Sam held her tightly, sucking and licking her until the after-effects subsided and her breathing calmed down again.

Frank watched in amusement as Julie climaxed again and squirmed with pleasure. “Those are my girls,” he said with satisfaction. Finally, completely exhausted, Sam slowly withdrew. Julie’s breathing was rapid and erratic as she sank into the cushions of the couch.

“Come on, Julie,” Frank said now, “let’s go to bed.” She stood up and took Frank’s hand.

Julie looked over at Sam and gently touched his cheek. “Sam, thank you...” she murmured softly. Julie now led Frank up the stairs, while Sam stayed behind in the living room.

Sam just nodded, unable to find the right words and watched the two of them disappear.

After Sam had left Julie and Frank in the living room, he went into the guest room. His mind was still racing from the events of the evening and he reviewed the scenes in his mind’s eye. The moment when Julie had cum was like a growing echo of his own unfulfilled desire.

He sighed deeply and began to undress completely to get ready for bed. In front of a large mirror in the guest room, his gaze fell on his own body. The penis cage that tormented and controlled him at the same time was now on full display between his legs. Each glistening, chrome-plated metal part of the cage reflected the sparse light of the room. At first glance, only a small steel nub was visible where his penis had once been. As he looked closer, Sam noticed a long drop of liquid slowly running down the top of the cage and eventually dripping onto the floor. His metal prison was complete, and his testicles shimmered an unhealthy blue, swollen and heavy with suppressed lust. The pressure seemed even more intense as every little movement or touch intensified the sensation.

He carefully made his way to the bathroom to clean himself. The cold water he used to clean himself was a painful but necessary procedure that helped him keep a clear head. The sight of his leathery genital area encased in metallic cold was a constant reminder of the mechanics of the control he was now under. After cleaning himself thoroughly, he prepared to lie down. The comforter felt soft, a welcome distraction from the cold metal clutched around his most sensitive area. He lay down, curled up and closed his eyes as his mind kept returning to the images of the evening - Julie’s ecstasy, Frank’s dominant presence and the whole new reality of their relationship. The thoughts barely allowed him to rest, but eventually exhaustion overcame him and he slipped into a restless sleep.
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The next morning, Sam woke up early, the memory of the previous night still fresh in his mind. He put on a pair of shorts and a T-shirt, hoping to maintain some normality. He prepared coffee in the kitchen, the smell of freshly brewed coffee filling the room and bringing with it a pleasant warmth. He had already drunk several cups when Frank and Julie finally came out of the bedroom. Both were completely naked, their bodies shimmering in the morning light that fell through the windows. Julie still looked stunning, even though the marks of the night were still clearly visible on her skin - red marks, bruises and the underlying redness of passion, with bite marks again visible on her breasts.

Frank was hard to miss, his physical presence filled the room. His oversized penis still hung impressively large between his muscular legs despite the relaxation. Sam couldn’t help but feel a pang of envy and respect, combined with his own suppressed lust.

“Good morning,” Sam said, trying to sound as relaxed as possible.

“Morning, Sam,” Frank replied with a self-satisfied grin as he poured himself a cup of coffee. Julie nodded to Sam as well and poured herself some coffee. They sat down at the table together while Sam became aware of the strange contrast - he was the only one dressed, while the other two sat completely naked and unabashed in front of him.

“How are you feeling this morning, Sam?” Julie asked with a genuine interest in her voice.

Sam felt his throat constrict, but he forced himself to smile. “I’m fine, thank you. Last night was ... intense, to say the least.” He looked at Julie and Frank, whose relaxed posture almost made him nervous. He thought for a moment before turning the conversation to a topic that had been on his mind all night. “Julie, Frank ... I wanted to talk to you about that,” he began carefully and paused briefly, “the cage. He ... How much do you want me to ... well, how long...”

Julie took a sip of her coffee, her eyes shiny from the tiredness of the morning, and put her hand on Sam’s arm. “Baby it’s all good,” she said, seeking his gaze.

Frank added: “Sam, I understand that the cage bothers you a bit, don’t worry, we haven’t forgotten about you. I’ll decide when it comes off, but you’re behaving so well that I’m sure we’ll be able to take it off later.”

Sam’s heart leapt for joy. He hadn’t seen his best piece for over a week and Frank’s words gave him hope. The prospect of freedom, even if only temporary, was like a ray of hope on the horizon. “Frank says he has another present for you,” Julie continued. “Why don’t you sit in the living room with him? I’ll get it.” Sam nodded and followed Frank into the living room. The room was comfortably furnished, with warm tones and soft furniture that created an inviting atmosphere, where yesterday Sam was still licking his wife clean of Frank’s treats. Frank flopped down on the couch and gestured for Sam to take a seat in the armchair opposite. Sam sat down and felt the tension slowly drain from his body as Julie, after a quick kiss on Frank’s forehead, left the room naked to get the present. Both men stared after Julie’s ass as she walked towards the bedroom.

Her movements were elegant and supple, and although she was naked, she radiated a confidence and natural beauty that always captivated Sam. Her fair skin and delicate curves shimmered like her golden hair in the sunlight streaming through the windows, leaving an almost ethereal aura.

Sam was now sitting on the armchair and couldn’t help but be excited and nervous at the same time. Frank, who was sitting relaxed on the couch, relaxed and grinned reassuringly. “Don’t worry, Sam. You’ll love it.” A short time later, Julie returned. In her hands she carried a small package, carefully decorated with elegant wrapping paper and a bow. She sat down next to Frank on the couch and ceremoniously handed the package to Sam. They both looked at it eagerly. Julie’s naked body was pressed against Frank’s, her skin color contrasting beautifully with Frank’s dark, tanned skin. Her breasts, soft and round, pressed against his muscular chest, and her legs were wrapped lightly over his. Frank’s huge penis remained in a semi-erect state, a calm contrast to the intensity of the night before.

Sam accepted the gift with trembling hands and looked at the two of them. Their faces radiated curiosity and expectation. For a moment, he wondered what might be inside. Hopefully something that would give him the same pleasure that Frank and Julie had enjoyed the previous evening, he thought to himself. With careful movements, he untied the bow and pulled off the wrapping paper. When he opened the lid of the parcel, he didn’t see anything that looked familiar at first. It was a pile of fabric - decorative fabric trimmed with lace. He lifted a piece and took a closer look: suspenders and women’s underwear.

Confusion showed on Sam’s face as he held up individual pieces. “Isn’t this ... something for Julie?” he asked uncertainly, glancing back and forth between Frank and Julie. Julie smiled mischievously and stroked Frank’s arm. “No, Sam. This is for you. You’re going to wear it for us today.” Sam swallowed and his heartbeat quickened. “For me?” he whispered, still stunned by the turn the conversation had suddenly taken.

Frank looked at Sam seriously and said: “Yes, Sam. I went to a lot of trouble picking it out. I want you to put it on.” Sam looked at the lingerie again and his confusion slowly turned to resistance. “But ... I can’t wear this. It’s women’s underwear. It’s...,” he protested, feeling his face grow hot.

Frank instantly became more authoritative. “Sam, you’ve done so well. Do you really want to lose your hard-earned freedom from the cage again because of a few pieces of cloth?” His voice was firm and brooked no argument. Sam swallowed hard. “I ... I want out of the cage so badly,” he said softly as the desperation in his voice came through.

“Then make up your mind now,” Frank said cuttingly. “Put it on or we won’t be doing anything else today.” The inevitability of his decision hit Sam like a blow. He could find no more words of resistance and nodded hesitantly. “Okay, I’ll do it.” With a deep breath, he stood up from the armchair and began to undress in front of the two of them. Piece by piece, he removed his clothes until his truly last piece of clothing, the penis cage, still remained shining between his legs. It looked tiny and squashed in the tight steel casing.

“I don’t know how to dress like this,” he confessed, his uncertainty overwhelming him.

Julie stood up and went to him, a gentle smile on her lips. “I’ll help you,” she said softly. She took the suspenders and knelt down in front of him. Gently but firmly, she guided the straps around his legs and fastened the thin, elastic bands. Her movements were precise and purposeful, while her hands occasionally made warming contact with his skin. Julie knelt down in front of Sam, her movements calm and purposeful. She took one of the suspenders out of the packaging and carefully unfolded it. The lace and the thin material shimmered subtly. She began to slip the suspender stocking over Sam’s foot, her fingers lightly caressing his skin. Slowly and methodically, she slid the stocking over his leg, the silky surface of the fabric gliding gently over his calf and then further up, over his knee and thigh. Her face was very close to his penis cage. Sam could hear the soft clink of the metal cage as she moved in front of him and felt her warm breath on his skin. His penis rebelled desperately in its prison, pulsing and straining to free itself.

Julie pulled the first stocking further up until it sat securely on his upper thigh and fastened it to the holder. Then she took the second stocking and repeated the process with the same care and attention, her fingertips literally dancing over the sensitive points of his skin. Again her face was close to his cage, which was now within reach. Each of her breaths made the cage clink a little, the metal shimmering against her familiar chest from her own warmth.

When both suspenders were securely fastened, she stood up for a moment and handed Sam the black panties, decorated with fine lace. “Now, Sam, put them on,” she said gently as she helped him guide his legs into the openings.

The panties were soft and supple. Julie carefully guided the fabric upwards, her fingers sliding over his thighs as she fully grasped the intimacy of the moment. The front of the panty was specially shaped and as she pulled it over his cage, Sam noticed the hole made for the exact placement of his cage. Slowly and carefully Julie pulled the fabric higher and arranged it correctly so that the cage was clearly visible sticking out of the hole. Looking down, Sam spoke the hole in the front of the panties. “Why is there a hole?” he asked, confused. Julie’s face was very close to Sam’s cage again. Her breath brushed the small metal plate, and Sam could hardly bear the mixture of humiliation and incomprehensible arousal. His trapped member pressed desperately against the rigid confines.

Frank leaned forward on the couch and explained, “The hole is there so that your little penis cage remains visible. That way it’s clearly visible and we know you’re still wearing it.” Sam felt the reality of the situation crash down on him. The panties were tight and the hole clearly framed the tiny cage, which was now virtually on display. The feeling of being encased in these intimate fabrics while his cage peeked out of the hole was overwhelming. Julie returned to Frank on the couch and sat next to him again, their naked bodies radiating an unexpected familiarity and warmth. “You look good, Sam,” Julie said with a hint of pride. Frank, pleased with Sam’s new appearance, smiled more broadly and suggested, “Now we should have breakfast. Sam, be a good boy and get everything ready.”

Sam nodded obediently and wanted to put some clothes back on to have a little more coverage over the suspenders and cage, but Frank held him back. “Sam, we’re not leaving the house today. There’s no need for you to keep getting dressed.” With a resigned sigh, Sam walked into the kitchen, still clad only in his suspenders and the penis cage. Julie followed him, also naked, her movements light and graceful. The two of them worked together to prepare breakfast. Julie took some fresh fruit and began to cut it into small pieces, while Sam put on new coffee and made toast. The image of the scene was both bizarre and mesmerizing: Julie, completely naked, moved deftly around the kitchen. Her body looked almost ethereal in the natural light, her breasts swayed slightly with every step and her skin glowed with health. Sam, on the other hand, was also naked, apart from the suspenders and the penis cage that hung from his manhood like a stern monument. Every step, every movement emphasized the unusual structure.

When Frank finally joined them, he leaned casually against the doorframe and watched them contentedly as they worked. Breakfast was quickly ready - a simple meal consisting of toast, eggs, bacon and a few slices of fruit. “Sit down, breakfast is served,” Sam finally said when everything was ready.

All three sat down at the table, Sam was the only one who still felt somehow covered - as if the fine fabrics and the cage wrapped him protectively, but in reality only exposed him all the more. Julie and Frank, on the other hand, were completely relaxed, their interaction a picture of intimacy and uninhibited passion. They had breakfast together, the atmosphere was calm and almost familiar. Sam, however, was always aware of how unusual this situation was. He could feel Frank and Julie’s eyes on him - scrutinizing and somehow proud.

After breakfast, Frank leaned back in his chair and looked at Julie and Sam with a thoughtful expression. “I got a message from Larry,” he began. “He’s approached me about a meeting. If it’s convenient for everyone, he’d like to do it in a couple of weeks.”

Sam, who got up without being asked and started clearing the table. He collected the plates, took them to the sink and began to wash them. Julie leaned against the kitchen counter, watching him and unable to hide an amused smile. Frank remained seated at the table, a picture of relaxed dominance. “Sam, you’re doing very well. You’ll get used to this role,” Frank finally said, his voice soothing but also assertive.

Julie nodded in agreement as she savored her coffee in small sips. “That sounds good with Larry. What do you think, Sam?” Sam, who was still busy washing up, turned to the two of them and tried to hide his uncertainty. “Yeah, that’s fine,” he replied, his voice a little hesitant. He had no idea what to expect from this meeting.

“Good, then I’ll tell him,” Frank said with satisfaction and sipped his coffee. He watched Julie go to the sink and begin to help Sam dry the plates. Her naked body moved with a reassuring grace and she didn’t seem to mind working in this intimate setting. Sam could hardly take his eyes off Julie, who was standing next to him and helping him, for a while. Their eyes met occasionally, and each time she gave him an encouraging smile. The contrast between her natural beauty and his own exposed vulnerability created an oddity that was both unsettling and exciting for him.

When the last of the dishes had been dried and put away, Julie leaned against the kitchen counter and looked at Sam. “Don’t worry about it, Sam. I’m sure the meeting will be fun. You’ll see,” she said reassuringly as she stroked his hair tenderly. Sam nodded and tried to imagine what Larry was planning for him. Uncertainty gnawed at him, but the trust Julie and Frank were placing in him gave him an air of confidence.

With the kitchen in pristine condition, Sam returned to Frank and Julie, who were just settling back down on the couch. “Well, that’s settled then,” Frank said, putting an arm around Julie. “We’ve still got a bit of time before then, so let’s just keep enjoying what we’ve got here.” Sam sat back down in the armchair and tried to clear his thoughts.

The day passed leisurely, filled with conversations and games that kept the trio occupied. The casual atmosphere helped Sam gradually get used to his unusual get-up. The games switched from cards and board games to lighter activities such as charades and even a little dancing, during which they laughed a lot. Towards the afternoon, Frank sat back with a smile and watched Sam as he played a round of charades. “You know, Sam,” he began, “these clothes really suit you. I never thought someone like you would look so good in it.”

Julie nodded in agreement, her eyes sparkling with amusement. “Yeah, it really emphasizes your shape. There’s something about it that’s ... attractive.” Sam blushed slightly at the compliments, but he managed a small smile in return. “Thanks, I guess,” he mumbled nervously as he sat back down.

The trivial conversations continued, from trivial everyday topics to heartfelt anecdotes that they shared as the hours passed. Frank would occasionally talk about work, and Julie would tell Sam about some books she had been reading lately. The dynamic between them was casual and intimate, a pattern that ran throughout the afternoon.

Later that evening, when the sun was already beginning to bathe the sky in warm orange tones, Frank leaned forward and said with a mysterious smile: “You know, Sam, that wasn’t all of your present.” Sam stared back and forth between Frank and Julie, confused. “What do you mean?” he asked, not hiding the uncertainty in his voice. Frank stood up and stretched, stretching his muscular arms in the air, his huge cock hanging powerfully between his legs. “Julie and I would like to go for a walk now. But before we go, I’d like to give you the second part of your present.”

Sam nodded slowly, wondering what would come next. Frank and Julie began to get ready, slipping into casual clothes - simple T-shirts and comfortable pants. The contrast to Sam’s own provocative attire couldn’t have been greater. Once they had changed and were ready to leave the house, Frank handed Sam another carefully wrapped package. “I want you to open this when we’re gone,” he said with a smile. Sam took the package, his confusion and curiosity growing. He watched as Frank and Julie walked closely to the front door. Julie’s hand rested on Frank’s shoulder while his hand rested possessively around her waist. They walked out, their steps harmonious and in time with each other as they headed into the glowing sunset.

Sam stood there for a moment and watched them. The way they moved radiated an unwavering affection and security that made him feel envious and admiring at the same time. Finally, he turned away and sat down with the parcel in the armchair they had just left. He hesitated briefly, took a deep breath and then began to carefully open the parcel. The rustling sound of the paper broke the silence of the room. What would be waiting for him now, the key at last? His thoughts raced as he slowly unveiled the gift.

As he sat in the armchair, his heart pounded violently as he removed the paper from the package layer by layer. It revealed a USB stick that seemed strangely familiar to him. It was a stick like the one he had once received from Tom, full of special video recordings. There was a handwritten note on it that read: “Look at me”. Next to it was a strange stick that looked like a T with a small ball at the end and a tube of lubricant. With trembling hands, Sam stood up and went to the TV, where Tom’s other USB stick was still plugged in. He replaced it and sat back down on the couch, took a deep breath and activated the TV. The video began to play and Janet promptly appeared on the screen.

“Hi Sam,” she grinned mischievously at the camera, “if you’re watching this video, it means you and Julie have already made a lot of progress. I’m so proud of you. Julie in particular must be very happy by now.” Sam was surprised and listened intently. Janet continued: “This video should be a reward for you. You’ve held out for a long time and I suspect your penis is about to explode since the last time I held it. It’s important that you watch the video all the way through and don’t cut it short - there’s a surprise waiting for you.”

Sam was flabbergasted. He didn’t know what to make of it. He decided to keep looking.

The video started with the familiar conditioning clips from the first USB stick, sharp close-ups and hypnotic music. Sam’s heartbeat quickened as his body reacted to the images flickering across the screen. Black men penetrating white women with fierce passion - images that were now firmly anchored in his conditioning. Sam’s body reacted violently, he was ultra-horny, just as he had been during the first videos, but this time there was a chastity cage attached to his manhood, preventing any relief.

The videos lasted for several seemingly endless minutes. The scenes alternated between wild penetrations and sensual moments in which the women absorbed every thrust with lascivious abandon. Janet kept taking the floor and directing Sam’s fantasies, talking about the intimate experiences Julie and Frank had with each other. She assured Sam: “It’s good to live out these feelings, Sam. Sink into it and enjoy it. Imagine Julie moaning and writhing in pleasure as you think of her pleasure. That’s your place.”

The tension in Sam’s body was almost unbearable. The cage prevented him from finding the relief he craved - a bittersweet ordeal that was almost painful.

The images on the screen changed, big black cocks penetrating wet pink holes, accompanied by moans and cries of pleasure. His hand twitched, almost against his will, but it only found a steel knob where he would otherwise have found his penis. Sam let himself be taken in by the power of his fantasies, his arousal lifted to unimagined heights. Janet led him on, talking about the dominance that Frank’s presence exuded and how Julie was obviously thriving in this role. She pictured Julie and Frank coming together in ecstatic passion, while he himself remained trapped in his role as spectator and participant.

The video continued, a flickering maelstrom of lust and conditioning, until Sam sank onto the couch completely exhausted, unable to quell the incessant bubbling excitement. Suddenly the videos ended abruptly. Janet appeared on the screen again, her face radiating a strange mixture of warmth and authority. Sam gasped and trembled, completely overwhelmed by his arousal. He could hardly organize his thoughts, his desire was so strong. “What is this all about? I just want my old life back,” Sam said, totally out of breath.

“Now, Sam,” Janet said in a soft but authoritative voice, interrupting his thoughts, “would you like to find redemption?”

“Oh God ... Yes, please,” Sam whispered, his voice brittle with desire.

Janet smiled knowingly at the video, as if she knew exactly what he was saying. “If you’re really ready, Sam, you’ll follow my instructions now.” Sam simply couldn’t take any more, the desire burning inside him like a blazing fire. Janet didn’t let him come to relief immediately, however. “Now lie down and relax, Sam, and pull your legs up to your chest. Take the T-rod out of the package and lubricate it thoroughly with the lube.”

Wondering what would follow, but driven by his almost painful horniness, Sam nodded and followed her instructions. He stretched out on the couch, lifted his legs and reached for the lube. His hands trembling with tension, he applied the cream liberally to the T-bar until it was completely covered. Janet continued in the video: “Well done, Sam. Now pull your knees up to your chest and insert the ball into the front of the T-rod in your anus.” Sam blinked in surprise. He had never done anything like this before, but the burning desire for relief made him overcome any inhibitions. “But ... I’ve never done this before,” he stammered.

Her eyes in the video seemed to look straight into his soul as she replied: “Sam, you finally want redemption, don’t you? You’ve earned it. Don’t hesitate, do it.” The rising excitement finally overcame Sam. His whole body shook as he pushed his briefs slightly to the side to make access easier. Slowly and carefully, he guided the rod with the bullet to the entrance of his anus and began to gently push it in. His muscles tensed and relaxed again as the cool, smooth rod entered him. Every centimeter brought a wave of new sensations, somewhere between pain and intense pleasure. He felt the bullet deep inside him, a strange but not unpleasant feeling of fullness. His breathing became faster and shallower, a gasp that came from the deep arousal. He couldn’t believe how strange and yet incredibly arousing it was.

“That’s right, Sam,” Janet encouraged him further, “just let it happen. Enjoy every second of it.”

Janet’s soothing voice and the strange allure of the inserted T-rod combined to create a dizzying whirlpool of sensations. Sam gently moved the wand lower as the video continued to play. At a certain point, it was almost as if the wand slid into him on its own until the end of the T was reached and held him firmly in place.

After a few seconds, Janet appeared on the screen again. “Sam, when you’ve done all that, press a button in the middle of the tee. You’ll feel a short vibration, then it will go on automatically.” Sam felt the button with his trembling fingers and pressed it. A short, powerful vibration ran through his abdomen before it subsided again.

Suddenly the video switched and the familiar conditioning clips flickered across the screen again. But unlike before, they now showed white men humbly wearing penis cages and pleasuring women. The women moaned and strode out their utmost lust, while the men appeared to act in silent reverence. Desire and submission ran like a red thread through the scenes. To accompany the intense images, Sam began to feel a strange movement in his bowels. The ball inside him slowly began to move to the music and the images in the video. It was as if it was moving in time with the images, a gentle pulsation that almost drove him mad. Careful, never exaggerated movements massaged his inner walls, sending shiver after shiver through his body. The video switched to scenes of husbands assisting their wives and their black lovers. The ball inside Sam’s head spun, finding a spot that he had never consciously perceived before. A point that reacted intensely - his prostate. The slight pressure turned into a sharp, sweet pain full of pleasure.

With each gentle thrust of the bullet on his prostate, a wave of complete ecstasy swept through him. The caution and slowness increased, the feeling of crushing need and deep satisfaction made him shudder. Each firm pressure point on his prostate seemed to turn his entire existence into a single, electric tension. Janet’s voice continued to accompany his ordeal and his pleasure: “That’s it, Sam. Feel the intensity. Let yourself go completely. These sensations are yours, release is coming.” Each gentle movement of the orb intensified the irresistible sensation, gathering all his concentration and desire into that small spot inside him. The video and the sphere worked together, synchronized in a dance of images and sensations that led him to the brink of madness and simultaneous ecstatic surrender.

The images on the screen changed again. Now they showed scenes of men dressed in elegant women’s clothes - delicate lingerie, glittering dresses and flattering wigs. They all wore penis cages that contained their arousal, just like Sam’s. The men didn’t look unhappy, on the contrary, they seemed to radiate a certain calm and contentment.

Suddenly the voice changed and a new narrator began to speak. Her voice was warm and reassuring, but with a certain intensity. “It’s important for men to shed their old role models,” she began. “Only when they break free from society’s expectations can they truly discover who they are and what they want. Many white men have deep, hidden desires that they can hardly admit to themselves.” Sam, still lying on the couch with his knees drawn up, didn’t realize how the images and words were beginning to shape his thoughts. His mind was caught between the arousal and the intense pressure the bullet was exerting on his prostate. Each gentle, insidious movement triggered a cascade of pleasure in him, his whole body responding.

“To be free is to embrace the true essence of your desires,” the narrator continued. “Many men find deep happiness in exploring and surrendering to their feminine part. It’s not a weakness, it’s a strength. It’s time to accept and celebrate this role.”

With every word the narrator spoke, the bullet continued to move evenly and thoroughly over his prostate. Sam’s breathing became heavier, his arousal grew immeasurably. The way the bullet pressed gently and rhythmically against the sensitive gland inside him brought him to the brink of sweet madness. The combination of the images and the sensations inside him blurred his thoughts and encouraged his willingness to accept new ideas and desires.

“Imagine what it would be like to give yourself completely,” the narrator said, each syllable penetrating deep into Sam’s mind. “The freedom to be yourself, without restrictions, without fear. Men who are brave enough to embark on this journey discover a new dimension to their pleasure and happiness. Go for it, Sam. Allow it and feel the fulfillment.”

Sam’s whole body quivered with desire and anticipation. His thoughts dissolved into the narrator’s statements, which resonated deeply within him. The gentle, steady movement of the rod in his anus, the continuous pressure on his prostate, created one wave after another inside him. The intense pressure blurred the boundaries of his previous identity and brought him into harmony with the new images and words. In this state of complete openness and arousal, Sam could only let himself drift. The conditioning reached deep into his mind as the bullet continued to tease his prostate, bringing him to the brink of explosion. The bullet inside Sam moved slowly and steadily, exerting a steady pressure on his unfamiliar gland. Each careful thrust went straight through his center, followed by a gentle withdrawal before pushing deeper again. The movements were precisely timed, as if the bullet really knew how to draw maximum pleasure from his sensitivity. With each thrust against his prostate, a wave of unbridled pleasure ran through him. The bullet burrowed inside him, searching for and finding the sweet spot deep inside him again and again. A tingling sensation spread from his prostate to his entire abdomen, his muscles tensed and relaxed alternately. The constant pressure pulsed through him, a feeling of intense fullness coupled with the pressure of expectation that found no escape.

Suddenly the videos changed again, now the screen showed black men penetrating white women with a brutal passion. Each thrust was deep and powerful, the women moaned and screamed with pleasure, their bodies contorted in ecstasy. Next to them stood the husbands, dressed as women, their penises obviously caged, helping to maximize their wives’ pleasure.

A new clip began, accompanied by mild erotic music. A black man, muscular and dominant, took a woman from behind, his hands firmly on her hips. Beside them, the husband knelt in a silky negligee, wearing nylon stockings and makeup, his tender hands caressing his wife’s thighs, ready to fulfill any command his master and lady gave him.

As these scenes played out, the bullet continued to move methodically across Sam’s gland. The movements became slower and more intense, each approach to his prostate was an increasing pressure before reaching maximum force, only to withdraw agonizingly slowly and start the game all over again. Sam could barely stand the feeling of unending pleasure, every time the bullet hit his most sensitive spot, his body jerked, another shiver ran through him and he almost burst into tears from the mix of pain and pleasure. The videos stretched endlessly. Women screaming in a spiral of ecstasy, their bodies in time with the massive, black cocks that occupied them. And next to them, again and again, the husbands, who found themselves in their role as servants and lust-tormented spectators. They begged for attention, just to receive a quiet word or a grateful look from their partner or dominant lover.

“Feel the part, Sam,” the narrator echoed from the video, “feel how it shows you who you really are. Accept it, surrender to the feeling. Let each movement take you deeper into your true self.”

Sam’s prostate was worked on again and again gently but firmly. The bullet found and massaged his gland from all sides. It turned slowly, changing the angle, probing the sensitive areas like a master musician playing the strings of his instrument. Every point of pressure was like an electrical discharge directly into his soul, every movement brought him closer to an unstoppable explosion, which he was still denied.

His thoughts whirled, the images and feelings mingled into a single, unstoppable flow. The uncontrollable lust, the constant movements inside him and the clear, hypnotic instructions allowed him to immerse himself in his new role without fully realizing it. Everything revolved around the sweet, tantalizing pressure inside him and the relentless, unrestrained pleasure he felt.

The videos went further and now showed several husbands being excessively aroused in their feminine outfits. They knelt, served and helped their wives while they were fucked with passion by black men. Some husbands became so aroused that cum dribbled out of their cages, triggered by the overwhelming stimulation of the sight.

The narrator now spoke directly to Sam, as if she were communicating with him personally: “Sam, what you are experiencing right now is an intense stimulation of your prostate. This small gland, located deep inside you, is extremely sensitive and a center of deep, often undiscovered pleasure. Its stimulation sends incredible waves of ecstasy through your body. Physiologically, your prostate is located behind the neck of your bladder and about a finger’s length inside your rectum. When the bullet presses on it, it stimulates millions of nerve endings, causing more intense sensations than stimulating your penis ever could. The gland swells, becoming more sensitive and responsive with every touch, every tiny movement of the bullet.”

Sam’s feelings were an inextricable knot of pleasure and pain. The penis cage tight against his body, restricting him and leaving no room for relief. The head of his glans pressed desperately against the steel, every gentle movement inside him intensifying the tingling and tension in his trapped member. The pain of unsatisfied desire mingled with the almost agonizing pleasure emanating from his prostate. “The pressure you feel in your cage intensifies every sensation, denying you complete relief,” the narrator continued. “The interplay between the desire for release and the intense stimulation of your prostate brings you to a kind of ecstatic agony. Your body craves relief, but the more you want it, the more unattainable it seems.”

The videos continued to show husbands looking almost insane with arousal, their engorged penises dripping. The scenes acted as a mirror for Sam - a reflection of his own agony and lust.

His body trembled, the bullet continued to move rhythmically, always finding the most sensitive spot and applying just the right amount of pressure. Sam’s panting became heavy, his whole body shook with unsatisfied lust and the overwhelming urge to release. Each time the bullet applied more pressure to his prostate, little sparks of desire exploded through his body, sending incessant waves of pleasure that were trapped in his cage and thus infinitely intensified.

“It’s as if your whole body is caught in an electric field of pure lust and unfulfilled desire, Sam. Let this energy carry you, it will lead you to new realizations and experiences beyond what you ever thought possible. This journey is your transformation.” As these words embedded themselves in his mind, the orb rubbed and pressed relentlessly against his prostate. Sam could do nothing about the overwhelming sensation as his whole body shook in a shiver of pleasure, a sweet suffering that pushed him to the edge of his mental and physical strength. Sam now held his knees really tight to his chest, his arms trembling with exertion and arousal. His ass was stretched up in the air as if screaming for more and the T-rod stuck out slightly as it danced and moved inside him. Every little push of the bullet against his prostate forced him to moan loudly and incessantly. With his head back and his eyes half closed, he surrendered completely to the sheer intensity of his feelings.

The narrator continued, her voice soft and insistent: “Sam, what you are experiencing is more than just physical pleasure. Massaging your prostate has profound physiological effects on your body. Your prostate is a tremendously sensitive organ, rich in nerve endings. When stimulated, it sends powerful signals to your brain and your whole body, activating pleasure and reward centers.” “Aaahhhhhh” came out of Sam.

Sam could barely think straight, his thoughts blurred in a sea of lust. He stared at his crotch, noticing liquid pre-ejaculate slowly dripping from his cage. The liquid, a mixture of semen and anticipation, glistened in the light and only intensified his unrestrained lust. “That fluid you see,” the narrator continued with clinical precision, “is a result of the intense stimulation of your prostate. Your gland produces this fluid to prepare your body for ejaculation. But because of the cage, the release of semen is prevented, and what you experience is a state of heightened pleasure without release.”

She paused briefly, as if giving him time to process her words, while the sphere continued to make gentle, circular movements inside him, seemingly driving him mad.

“This is your true destiny, Sam,” the narrator explained in a firm voice. “This deep experience, this intense stimulation is something that shows you who you really are. Only through this unbridled pleasure you feel, without immediate release, do you learn the true nature of your desires and yourself.”

Sam’s thoughts were completely scattered as his prostate continued to be massaged by the bullet. The steady, even pressure on his most sensitive area, coupled with the hypnotic words of the narrator, brought him to a level of ecstasy he could never have imagined before. Each thrust of the bullet inside him sent shockwaves through his body, making him moan wildly and uncontrollably.

“Physiologically, Sam, the intense massage of your prostate causes a release of oxytocin and endorphins - also known as the ‘happy hormones’. These hormones increase the feeling of satisfaction and connection. Your body responds with an even stronger erection and increased production of pre-ejaculate as it desperately cries out for a release that currently remains out of reach.” Sam could see the increasing wetness at the top of his cage, felt drops of pleasure falling onto his skin. It was a mixture of desperation and unbridled lust that spread throughout his being, an endless stream that led him deeper and deeper into submission and the full experience of his true nature. The pressure on his prostate grew continuously, each thrust, each movement pushing him further into sensual agony, into a state of endless anticipation and tension. At that moment, all that was left for Sam was the ball inside him, churning his prostate, the hypnotic words of the narrator and the overwhelming pleasure that held him completely captive.

The ball inside Sam continued its steady movements, continuing to knead his prostate in a rhythmic sequence of pressure and release. Each movement was purposeful and intense, as if the ball knew exactly where and how to achieve the greatest effect. Sam could not escape it, his body reacted involuntarily, tightening and relaxing in time with the ball. The constant squeezing and gyrating pressure on his prostate made Sam feel as if he suddenly had to pee urgently. The sensation was intense and strangely arousing, a mixture of lust and an urgent, insistent need. The gentle, hypnotic voice of the narrator continued to accompany him and seemed to anticipate his sensations exactly: “Sam, it’s perfectly normal for you to feel the need to pee now. This sensation arises because the prostate is close to your bladder and exerts pressure on it through stimulation. Your body is just giving in to your feelings.”

Sam’s breathing quickened and he couldn’t suppress a soft whimper, his hands trembling as they held his knees tightly to his chest. The orb continued to massage tirelessly, furthering the feeling of intense urgency and pleasure in a constant flow. The narrator continued reassuringly, “This pressure on your bladder combined with the stimulation of the nerve endings of your prostate leads to this sensation. Your body perceives it as a need for release, but it’s also part of the deep, sexual stimulation you’re experiencing.” Sam could still see the fluid dripping from his cage, feeling his body quiver with tension. Each new push of the bullet on his prostate intensified the sensation, his muscles tense and quivering with arousal and the need for relief that grew incessantly.

“Don’t let these sensations scare you, Sam,” the voice continued. “It’s all part of the process of meeting your true nature and your deepest desires. Your prostate is a center of pleasure that you may have long neglected. When it’s stimulated, you’ll experience these intense, almost overwhelming feelings mixed with an urge for relief.”

The bullet continued to spin inside him, pushing from different angles and bringing his prostate to ever higher states of sensation. Sam’s body was caught in a constant fluctuation between arousal and the intense sensation of urge, which completely flooded his senses.

“Surrender to these feelings, Sam,” whispered the narrator. “Allow yourself to fully experience and understand them. This journey to your true destiny is characterized by these sensations. Allow it, embrace it and feel the transformation that is happening within you.” Sam closed his eyes and let the wave of sensations roll through him. The urge, the lust, the need - everything merged into a single electrifying sensation that took him deep into his own psyche and body. The bullet continued to knead his prostate without pause, never allowing a second of relief and leading him into an indescribable depth of erotic and emotional revelation.

Sam’s body was caught in a state of pure arousal, every muscle tensed and ready to release. The bullet continued to knead his prostate, the sensation so intense that it almost drove him insane. He held his knees tightly to his chest, his arms trembling with exertion and pure desire. His heart was pounding wildly and his breathing was intermittent as he felt the pleasure rising inside him, strong and overwhelming. The feeling of having to pee urgently became almost unbearable. But he knew it wasn’t a real need, it was the stimulation of his prostate that was causing this outrageous need. His lower abdominal region felt like it was under immense pressure, ready to release, yet held, right on the edge of release.

Wild moans came from his throat, uncontrolled and raw. Every movement of the bullet against his most sensitive spot sent shockwaves through his body, making his back twitch and his hips jerk involuntarily. He was so close to cumming that it was the entire focus of his existence, and yet he couldn’t reach the liberating moment. Every second seemed endless, filled with agonizing ecstasy. The narrator continued her soothing, hypnotic explanation: “You’re so close, Sam. What you’re feeling is the pinnacle of prostate stimulation. Your body is about to experience the ultimate release, but you’re being held back, right on that edge, to unleash the maximization of your arousal.” Sam’s thoughts were a blur, completely absorbed by the intense tingling and pulsing in his prostate. The feeling of needing to pee mingled with the dizzying pleasure being emitted from his irritated prostate. It was an insane ride, a constant increase in tension that held him in a way that was simultaneously agonizing and indescribably arousing. “What’s happening to me?” Sam hissed.

“This is a moment of supreme transformation,” the narrator continued to whisper. “Your body is learning what true, deep pleasure means by being held on this edge. Savor this excitement, feel every wave and vibration running through your body. Let this feeling take you over completely.” He was so close to the edge that every tiny push of the bullet, every movement that massaged his prostate, felt like another push into the insane state of simultaneous elation and agony. His penis in the cage throbbed and pulsed, unable to release the pent up pleasure, only adding to the feeling of frustration and desire. Sam’s body trembled, his muscles tensed under the unbearable tension, his moans grew into an almost animalistic sound, his eyes rolled back and he could barely hold a clear thought. But the ball continued to move tirelessly, holding him to this point of agony and pleasure, leaving him in a swirling sea of feelings that brought him to the brink of complete surrender and despair.

Suddenly the movements of the ball became extremely slow. The pressure was still there, but the constant, powerful stimulation subsided. Instead, Sam now felt an agonizingly slow squeezing and kneading that completely frustrated him in his lust. The intense need for release was unbearably intensified by this subtle but persistent pressure. He wanted more, he wanted the release that was so close to him right now.

In the midst of his frustrated thoughts and the incessant, slow massage, Janet suddenly reappeared in the video.

“Hello Sam,” she said, her gaze penetrating and knowing. “I think you’re about to climax. Your prostate has been intensely stimulated and you’ve lasted an incredibly long time. Now you have two options.” Sam moaned loudly in desperation, his eyes glazed over and full of desire.

He was still lying on his back on the couch, suspenders pulled over his legs. His knees were against his chest and his ass was stretched far into the air. His penis cage was enthroned over his crotch and a lot of fluid was already running down it. Janet continued: “Option one: you press the button at the back of the T-bar again. This will give you the release you want so badly. You will reach the sweet climax that your body so desperately craves.”

Sam’s hands twitched, the urge to press the button and finally free himself was almost overwhelming.

“Option two,” Janet continued with a cheeky smile, “you pull the stick out now and wait until Frank and Julie are back. But be aware that you don’t know how long you’ll stay in the cage or if you’ll even see any redemption in the next few days. Frank will decide about you then.” The words echoed in Sam’s head. He felt insane with unfulfilled lust, the slight pressure on his prostate now a sweet torture that brought him to the brink of destruction. Janet continued to look at him piercingly, as if she could read his every thought.

Sam struggled inwardly with himself. The thought of waiting until Frank and Julie returned and possibly being in the chastity cage for days or weeks to come was unbearable. The idea of finally experiencing relief was too tempting for him to ignore any longer.

“I ... I can’t wait any longer,” he groaned between clenched teeth. His hand involuntarily moved to the button at the end of the T-bar. With all the determination he could muster, he pressed the button. Another intense vibration ran through his body. The slow and episodic stimulation immediately turned into an immediate, rhythmic squeezing and massaging of his prostate. As soon as Sam pressed the button, the bullet immediately resumed its intense, rhythmic squeezing and massaging of his prostate. It was as if a dam had burst. A bolt of electrifying pleasure ran through his body, his muscles tensed and every nerve in his body vibrated in pure ecstasy. The agonizingly slow orgasm built up, each wave following the intense contractions of his prostate as Sam’s prostate was rhythmically massaged and squeezed by the vibrating bullet. He could feel a deep, heavy sensation emptying from his prostate bit by bit. A hot, volatile flow that made its way inexorably through his urethra, only to be trapped behind the cold steel of his cage.

Cum collected in the tiny opening and flowed out agonizingly slowly in thin rivulets. The pleasure he felt was simultaneously overwhelming and unfulfilling - each twitch of his trapped glans brought a new wave of arousal, but no release. His glans twitched intensely in the chastity cage, pressed and squeezed, the skin taut, accompanying the painful cold, while his pleasure fluid dribbled out almost viscously. He cried out in trapped, helpless pain and pleasure, humiliated in his manhood

“Look, I told you so! He’s totally into it!” said Frank triumphantly.

Frank and Julie had already arrived back home and were standing in the hallway leading to the living room. Julie could hardly believe what she was seeing. In front of her on the couch, Sam was stretched out in women’s underwear, his legs clutched tightly to his chest and moaning with pleasure. His small cage, which enclosed his member, protruded clearly between his tightened legs. Cum was oozing out of the cage in slow, thick streams, dripping and running down his clad thighs, even though no one was touching him.

The living room was filled with the sounds of the offensive scenes on the TV, where black men were passionately fucking white women while their white husbands wore women’s clothing and squirted. The images provocatively mirrored Sam’s own situation.

Julie didn’t take a step back, her eyes wide. “Oh my God, Frank ... I didn’t know...” she stuttered, her hand over her mouth.

Frank stepped up beside her, placing a reassuring hand on her shoulder and watching Sam with an amused and satisfied look. “You see, Julie? This is exactly what he needed. He’s enjoying it, this situation It’s what really gets him going.” Julie shook her head slowly, still lost in the sight of her husband lying before her, helplessly caught up in the ecstasy. “He ... it’s ... so... “ she stammered. Frank laughed softly. “It’s all part of it. He needs that. And you know what? He’ll love us even more for it.” Julie could hardly take her eyes off Sam. “It’s just ... I never thought it was possible. But you’re right. He does seem ... really happy at this moment.”

Meanwhile, Sam began to moan again, his back writhing on the couch as the next wave of pseudo-orgasmic intoxication flooded through his body. His chastity cage sparkled in the light of the room, cum still bubbling out in thick drops. By now Sam had noticed that Frank and Julie were standing in the room watching him from the corner.

A faint, gasping whisper escaped his lips. “Julie ... Frank... “ His words dissolved into another low, agonized moan.

The vibration of the sphere intensified another degree, and Sam felt the waves of ecstasy pass through him again. His world narrowed down to this intense moment of extreme sensation, between pain and ultimate pleasure.

Sam’s agonizingly slow orgasm was the result of intense and controlled stimulation of his prostate by the moving ball.

Frank now felt absolutely confident of victory as he watched Julie and Sam. His plan had worked perfectly. With a smug smile on his lips, he leaned against the doorframe and let his gaze rest proudly on Sam, who was still writhing in agonizing ecstasy. The movements of the bullet on Sam’s prostate had intensified and each movement sent waves of intense sensations through his body as his caged clitoris spewed out pleasure without end. Julie’s emotional world was a storm of confusion and disbelief. On the walk with Frank, she had expressed her doubts. She had never seen Sam as someone who could have such extreme fetishes. The women’s clothing and the penis cage in particular seemed like torture to her. But Frank had assured her that Sam really enjoyed it. “He loves it, I’ve seen that,” Frank had told her as they walked through the park.

“I don’t know, Frank. He’s my husband and I know him. It’s just too much. The cage, the women’s clothes, it can’t really be,” she had replied incredulously. Frank had just smiled and patted her reassuringly on the shoulder. “Trust me, Julie. He’s enjoying it. Look, I even gave him a present to make it a bit easier for him.”

“You gave him a present?” Julie had asked, furrowing her brow. “Yes, a video. It should really excite him, if what I say is true,” Frank had replied, unable to suppress a grin. Julie remembered her words. “A video? What kind of video?”

“A video of ... Well, scenes that are bound to drive him crazy. I bet he can’t keep still for a minute now when he sees it,” Frank had explained. They had talked about it and even joked about it. Julie was firmly convinced that her husband would be delighted if he could finally get out of the cage and the women’s clothes. She had even suggested to Frank: “I bet he can hardly wait for all this to be over!”

But Frank had just looked at her with a mischievous smile and said: “I’m telling you, he’s probably looking for a way to play with himself now, because everything makes him so horny. Wanna bet?”

Julie had hesitated, but finally nodded: “All right, we’ll bet. I know Sam better than that.”

“What should we bet on?” asked Frank mockingly. “Good question,” said Julie.

“I have an idea,” Frank said calculatingly as they both made their way home quickly.

Now, as she looked down at Sam, caught in the deepest hormonal and psychological whirlpools of lust, she felt her safe ground begin to shake. Her heart raced as she saw how much cum was dripping out of the cage and spreading over Sam’s thighs and the sofa. His moans and convulsive convulsions were a testament to his struggle and devotion to this bizarre mixture of humiliation and pleasure.

A faint, gasping whisper escaped his lips. “Julie ... Frank ... I ... I’m so...” his words dissolved into another deep, agonizing moan as the bullet drilled into his prostate with even more intensity. Julie couldn’t believe that the man in front of her could actually derive pleasure from this situation. Was it possible that Frank was simply right about everything? Her eyes met Sam’s again and for a moment she saw something in them - a kind of overwhelming fulfillment.

Frank smiled and stepped next to her. “You see, Julie? This is exactly what he needed. He’s enjoying it. Just like I said he would. Bet won.” Julie was still shaking her head, but an understanding was beginning to form inside her. “It’s just ... I never thought it was possible. But you’re right...” she murmured softly. Frank put an arm around her and pulled her even closer. “It’s all part of it.”

At that moment, Julie’s last doubts disappeared. She smiled weakly and squeezed Frank’s hand. Maybe Frank really was right and maybe Sam was happier than she had ever thought.

Sam groaned loudly once more. Julie was fascinated as to how this could be possible. She watched the video on the TV. On the screen were repeated scenes of black men passionately fucking white women, with the white husbands dressed in drag, the scenes jumping to their penises locked in chastity cages. The scenes were laced with raw sexuality, every movement, every thrust filled with unbridled lust. The women screamed with pleasure and rapture while their husbands watched helplessly in drag, some in the humiliating role of serving their ladies and giving them extra satisfaction.

Julie couldn’t look away. “Frank, what’s Sam doing right now? What’s that?” she asked curiously, her eyes wide with horror and fascination. Frank laughed and began to explain. “That, my dear, is called a sissygasm or prostate orgasm. Men like Sam need something like that. His prostate is being massaged intensively right now. It’s a gift to him, but only if he’s really into it, and as you can see, he is. He hasn’t found any other way to deal with this kind of stimulation except to surrender to it completely.” Julie shook her head in disbelief, still overwhelmed by the sight before her. “But how ... I mean, what exactly is happening?” Her voice was quiet, almost reverent.

Frank smiled patiently. “The prostate gland is one of the most sensitive places in the male body, like Sissy’s G-spot. When it is stimulated, it sends strong signals of pleasure to the brain. In Sam’s case, the pressure of the ball moving inside him creates an intense feeling of arousal. This kind of stimulation can actually bring him to orgasm without directly touching his penis. It amounts to a complete mixture of physical and mental surrender, combining extreme pleasure with a deep sense of submission.” He paused to watch Julie’s reactions. She was completely absorbed in his words as she looked at Sam, who was lost in the waves of ecstasy, writhing and moaning, his legs pulled tightly to his chest, trapped in his position.

Frank continued, “It’s the dense nerve endings in the prostate that respond to this kind of stimulation. When your prostate is properly massaged, it puts your whole body in a state of heightened sensuality and pleasure. It intensifies the feeling of satisfaction and increases arousal, which in Sam’s case explains his reaction to the video in combination with the prostate massage.” Julie listened intently and could understand the unbridled feelings of pleasure that were twitching across Sam’s face. “So you’re saying he’s being pleasured in a way that’s completely new to him?”

“Exactly,” Frank nodded. “What he’s experiencing is more than just physical pleasure. It’s a profound experience that makes him realize the true nature of his desires. This intense stimulation of the prostate brings him to a state of complete, unbridled pleasure. It’s something he might never have admitted to himself, but now he’s experiencing it to the fullest.” Sam’s loud, passionate moans interrupted their conversation. Sam was so overwhelmed that he was barely aware of his surroundings. His body trembled, his hips jerked in the air and the drops of cum flowed inexorably from his chastity cage as he finally reached the long-awaited anal orgasm. Julie’s eyes widened in fascination and amazement as she watched her husband in this incredible moment.

Sam felt the ball moving faster and faster inside him, the movements intensifying and sending wave-like shockwaves of pleasure through his whole body. His breathing became heavier and his heartbeat pounded in a frantic rhythm as the sensations continued to intensify. The movements of the bullet on his prostate seemed to be directly connected to his center of pleasure, and each massage intensified the burning desire pulsing through his veins.

The cage around his member tightened painfully tight, each twitch of his glans against the cold metal intensifying the unfulfilling feeling. Sam gasped and moaned again as the next wave rolled over him. His testicles were pressed against the metal throng of the cage, swelling and contracting rhythmically as if they too were following the intense pressure and pleasure. The streams of semen that forced their way through his urethra penetrated the tiny opening of the cage and flowed out in steady streams. The tight-fitting cage forced Sam’s glans to rub against the metal every time his body jerked at irregular intervals. His penis and testicles pulsed in a synchronized, slow dance of agony and pleasure. Sam’s prostate continued to be massaged and squeezed by the intense stimulation. The dense nerve endings in the gland sent incessant signals of pleasure to his brain, flooding everything else. He could feel his inner muscles contracting and relaxing around the vibrating ball, an incessant cycle that brought him to the brink of release.

When the last wave of stimulation finally hit him, Sam felt a deep ecstasy take his breath away. His back arched, his neck stiffened and the muscles of his entire body tensed. His helpless, agonizingly slow orgasm began. It was an incessant, drilling sensation that completely engulfed him. His glans, trapped in the hollow of the cage, pulsed violently and tried to empty itself, but the tight confines made it almost impossible. Cum oozed out in slow, thick streams, running down his contracted thighs and forming wet patches on the couch below. Every drop that was squeezed out intensified the feeling of release and humiliation at the same time. Sam’s eyes widened, his hands tightened on the cushions of the couch and he finally cried out, a loud, piercing scream that reflected the sheer depth of his lust. His every twitch and all his movements were controlled by the prostate gland, which was massaged in an intense crescendo.

The extreme sensation translated to unbridled exhaustion as his anal orgasm finally subsided. He slumped down, his breathing gradually returning to a calmer rhythm, but his body still vibrated from the aftermath of the enormous climax. Julie and Frank watched him, and there was a soft, understanding smile on Julie’s lips. Maybe she really should just let everything happen as Frank and Becky said, she thought. Maybe Sam really was happier at that moment than she had ever thought possible. Sam’s face was contorted with ecstasy, his convulsions showing the intensity of his experience. As the final wave of orgasm ebbed, he sank back onto the couch, completely exhausted, his body a glistening, sweaty picture of exhaustion and satisfaction. Julie couldn’t help but smile. Frank was actually right about Sam. Sam’s chest rose and fell heavily, his body lay limp and exhausted on the couch. Sweat glistened on his skin, and there was a soft haze of pleasure and relief in the air. His thoughts were a chaotic jumble of emotions - shame, relief, and a deep-rooted satisfaction. With trembling hands, he tried to loosen the cage around his tingling glans. Julie bent over him gently. Her hand lay gently on his forehead, stroking soothingly through his damp hair. “It’s all right, Sam,” she whispered reassuringly and sat down next to him. “You did incredibly well. I’m so proud of you.” Sam lifted his head a little and looked at her with an expression of grateful relief. “It was ... So intense.” His voice was little more than a husky whisper. Julie nodded in understanding. “I know...” She carefully helped him to sit up, giving him a moment to regain his composure.

Sam felt Julie’s soothing hands running through his hair and helping him to sit up. He could still feel the tingling in his body, an echo of the intense stimulation that had just taken him to the edge of his awareness. The adrenaline in his blood slowly began to subside, leaving behind a deep, comforting tiredness.

He lay exhausted on the couch as he slowly regained consciousness. The pulse of his heart had gradually returned to a regular beat, but his body was still riddled with the extreme stimulation. He could feel the thick, slow streams of cum continuing to make their way, barely restrained by the tight openings of the penis cage in which his glans was trapped. The fabric of his panties soaked with the sticky wet liquid, leaving a greasy feeling on his skin. Every movement Sam made intensified the incessant tingling and the reverberations of the orgasm. The sperm poured over the edge of the panties in incessant rivulets, the tip of which was now saturated and transparent. Small, shimmering drops formed, gliding slowly and almost weightlessly along the metal dome of the cage. The penis cage, which had caught the last wave of his orgasm, was covered in the thick, white liquid that pressed into the fine cracks and crevices of the metal casing. The mixture of his pleasure and the confining details of the cage created a grotesque beauty that simultaneously implied both humiliation and release. The already penetrated panties could no longer contain the liquid, and so the semen began to seep slowly but inexorably through the fine mesh of his tights. The silken threads that wrapped elegantly around his legs turned into slippery trails as the stream of warm drops slid down his skin. Each drop left a damp trail that darkened his tights and gave them a shimmering sheen.

With each twitch that ran through his body, the drops of semen rolled further down his crotch and finally to his buttocks, where they fell lazily onto the soft material of the couch. It left wet stains that marked the traces of his intense experience. Sam opened his eyes and looked down, stunned, as the last aftershocks of his orgasm faded from his body. The sticky streams wetting his lap and the insides of his thighs told the story of his intense pleasure in a visceral way. Julie, who had been watching him intently, gently reached for a cloth and began to carefully wipe the remnants of his passion from his skin and the fabrics. Each gentle wipe felt soothing and comforting. “Let’s clean this,” she whispered lovingly as Sam watched her with a sense of deep gratitude.

The process of cleaning, removing the sticky remains of his orgasm, was almost meditative. It was a moment of withdrawal and closeness that helped them all process the intensity of what they had experienced. Sam breathed deeply, feeling the gentle touch of Julie’s hands and knowing that no matter how humiliating the moment could feel, he was in a safe and understanding environment.

The humid air of passion was gradually replaced by the cool freshness of soothing care, and Sam let his eyes close again as he enjoyed the comforting closeness of Julie as they took the next step in their journey together.

Sam took a deep breath and tried to get a clear thought. “Thank you,” he whispered, unable to fully put into words the many emotions coursing through him. “Thank you.” His voice was raspy, and he had to swallow hard as he suppressed his embarrassment at his revelation. Julie lifted a hand and gently wiped the beads of sweat from his forehead. “No need to thank me, Sam.” Her smile was warm and comforting. “Now get some rest.”

Sam nodded and closed his eyes, sinking back onto the couch. The world around him seemed to blur into a warm, soft vacuum. He could feel Julie and Frank taking each other and whispering something, but the words escaped him. He drifted in a daze for a while, half awake, half dreaming, until he felt a blanket spread gently over his sweaty body. The soft warmth of the blanket and the reassuring closeness of Julie helped him to relax. Sam had fallen into a deep sleep, his exhaustion quickly overwhelming him. The gentle warmth of the blanket and the intimate care of Julie and Frank had allowed him to retreat peacefully into the darkness of his dreams. But in the middle of the night, sometime between the lost streams of time, Sam suddenly opened his eyes.
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Everything around him was shrouded in darkness. The moon cast shadowy shadows through the windows and made everything seem quiet and mysterious. But this silence was soon broken by another sound. A low, rhythmic moan came from upstairs through the house, through the ceiling, and Sam couldn’t help but listen. The sound was barely perceptible at first, but as he sharpened his senses, he heard the intense sounds of pleasure more clearly. It was Julie’s voice, unmistakable and full of passion. Her moans filled the room above him, leaving no doubt as to what was going on.

“Oooh, Frank ... yes ... more...” Julie’s voice was deep and rough with devotion, every word an intoxicating echo of her lust. It was as if Sam could feel the waves of her ecstasy as they penetrated the walls and seemed to spill over onto him. Another, deeper moan mingled with Julie’s; it was Frank, whose voice was also full of excitement and fervor. “Julie ... you are so incredibly ... horny...”

The bed above him creaked rhythmically, in unison with their movements, and the moans became more intense and faster, a feverish melody of physical abandon. Sam could almost visualize Frank and Julie moving in passionate union, their bodies in perfect harmony as they explored the limits of their pleasure. “Ooh, yeah, right there ... deeper, Frank ... oh god, yes ... tighter!” Julie’s voice rose in a crescendo of pleasure, each sound further proof of her devotion.

The sound of their bodies colliding, the moans and gasps that filled the atmosphere was overwhelming. Sam lay still on the couch, his heart beating hard in his chest. He could hear every nuance of her pleasure, every twitch and every sound that echoed through the night. The immediacy of the moment, the intoxicating sound of Julie’s ecstasy, sent a tingle through Sam’s body. He felt once again like a silent witness to an intimate moment that seemed at once so far away and yet so close. The deep connection that Julie and Frank shared was palpable and transmitted to his own senses. Sam continued to lie motionless on the couch while the moans and gasps from upstairs continued unabated. The sounds permeated the darkness like a sweet, intoxicating scent that overwhelmed his senses. The passion that resonated in the voices of Julie and Frank made his heart beat faster and created an everlasting tingling sensation in his body. All at once, Sam became aware of a strange, familiar pressure. Almost as if he had awoken from a deep sleep, he felt the vibrator still deeply embedded in him. The sensations were subtle, almost gentle, and yet they were still there - indistinct but incessant. It was as if the vibrator had become a part of him, a relentless pulsation that would not let up.

Sam’s breathing quickened as he realized that even the tight penis cage was still in place, wrapped tightly around his trapped penis. Every movement, small or large, caused a tingling sensation and reminded him that he was still trapped in the tight restraints of female clothing. The soft material clung to his skin, and the combination of pantyhose and lacy underwear only intensified the feeling of his captivity and, at the same time, his lust. As he was enveloped by the intense sounds from above, images involuntarily came into his head. Images that crept into his consciousness almost reflexively. He saw the videos again - scenes of massive black cocks penetrating white, narrow vaginas. The images were so vivid that they broke through his reality.

A wave of excitement ran through him as he imagined these scenes. He saw the fiercely landing, shining black shafts plunging into the blonde, ethereal flesh. The women filled with such ferocity and power, their cries and demanding moans, all melded with the real sounds above him, heightening his own arousal immeasurably. Sam squeezed his eyes shut even tighter, but that didn’t make anything better. The images in his head were now accompanied by the relentless feeling in his anus and the constant, painful tension of the cage barely keeping his penis in check. He could imagine Julie being taken by Frank in the meantime, her screams building to a climax as her pleasure echoed through the house.

Unable to ignore the stimulation any longer, Sam moved slightly on the couch. Each movement increased the pressure and stimulation from the vibrator and the cage. A low moan escaped his lips, accompanied by a soft gasp. The images, the sounds, his own doomed state - all of this sent his arousal soaring to new heights. Suddenly Julie’s voice exploded in a firework of lust. “Oh God, yes, Frank! Deeper! Deeper!” Her moans awakened a longing in Sam that he could barely control. His fantasies and reality merged into an inescapable storm of arousal that raged through his body and drove him to the brink of madness. And there they were again - the images. Vivid and pulsating, as if someone was playing them right in front of him. The huge, black phallus glided powerfully and smoothly into the beguilingly soft white, the incessant movement of pleasure. The women in these scenes were lost in their ecstatic reverie, as caught up in their pleasure as he was. They screamed, moaned, exulted in the intense, brutal pleasure that came from the deepest devotion and Aztec power.

The action continued at the top.

The climax of her passion was not long in coming. With an intense, almost painful sound, Julie cried out, her orgasm rippling through every fiber of her body. “Oh, Frank ... yes ... yes ... oh my God, yes!” Her moans reached a climax, an echo of the intense sensations racing through her body. Frank followed her shortly after, his deep, throaty moan announcing his own release. “Julie ... oh, damn ... Julie!” His voice was a raspy cry of ecstasy that filled Sam’s mind.

The sounds of passion slowly ebbed away, the creaking of the bed quieted, and finally only the soft, even breathing of Julie and Frank could be heard penetrating the night’s silence. Sam lay still on the couch, his body almost numb with feeling as he continued to listen.

The darkness seemed to thicken again, the soft light of the moon creating only faint shadows on the ceiling. Sam closed his eyes again and let the aftermath of the intense sounds and the warmth of the darkness sink in.

Suddenly Sam heard footsteps on the stairs. It was Frank, coming down slowly. The slight crackling of the wood under his feet was the only sound that broke the echoing silence that Julie and Frank had left upstairs. “Sam?” Frank asked in a soft voice as he arrived in the living room. “Are you awake?” Sam tried to steady his breathing, his heart still pounding wildly from the intense sounds he’d heard and the images that wouldn’t let him go. “Yes, I’m awake,” he replied quietly, almost hoarsely. Frank stepped closer and placed his hand firmly but gently on Sam’s shoulder. “Come up, we’re not done yet,” Frank said meaningfully, pulling Sam with him. Sam barely had time to collect himself before he was already on his feet, feeling the pressure of the vibrator inside him and the tight cage around his penis. Step by step, Frank led Sam up the stairs, his grip firm but not unfriendly. When they reached the top, Frank opened the door to the bedroom. Julie was lying there, her legs bent and her buttocks held high. A joyful smile spread across her face when she saw Sam. “There you are,” she said softly, pushing herself up seductively on the bed. Sam felt the tension grow in his body as he entered the room. The women’s clothing he was wearing felt like a second skin, and the cage was still tightly wrapped around his captive penis. Trembling with anticipation and excitement, he took his place between Julie’s spread legs.

He immediately understood what was expected of him. Without a word, he leaned forward and began to lick Julie’s vagina. The taste of Frank’s cum was still fresh, mixed with Julie’s own juices. The bitter-salty taste filled his mouth as he set about licking out every trace of the ejaculate with a devoted tongue. Frank stood next to him and watched the spectacle with a malicious grin. “Make sure you really get it all out, kiddo,” he said with amusement. “And be careful, she’s already pretty sore from all the fun before.” His voice dripped with mockery, but there was also a certain tenderness in it, a form of controlled compassion for the scenario he had orchestrated.

Sam plunged his tongue deep into Julie’s vagina, reaching every nook and cranny. Julie’s soft moans and the gentle rocking of her hips guided him further, encouraging him with every movement. Her hands tangled in his hair, holding him firmly in place as he continued to slurp out the cum. Every sound from Julie’s mouth was like an instruction for him to keep going, to work harder and obediently remove every trace of the pleasure left behind.

Frank watched to the side and let out a satisfied sigh. “Very good, Sam. You’re doing wonderfully,” he finally commented. Frank stood motionless at the end of the bed, but his eyes were magnetically drawn to the scene before him. He savored every aspect of what was happening, every nuance of the lustful spectacle unfolding before him. Julie was lying on her back, her blonde hair spread around her head like a golden halo. Her legs were bent and spread apart, completely exposing her wet, open female entrance. Sam knelt in front of her in his women’s lingerie, hoisted her legs onto his shoulders and held her thighs firmly in his hands.

The contrast between Julie’s delicate skin and Sam’s feminine clothing was exciting and extraordinary. Sam’s deep blue testicles shining out between his thighs and the slipped panties were a tantalizing image. The penis cage that gripped them tightly and pressed them backwards completed the picture of erotic obedience. Sam’s gaze was focused on the task at hand, his tongue making precise movements to lick every trace of Frank’s ejaculated cum from Julie’s vagina. The sight was a masterpiece of dominance and submission for Frank. Sam’s legs, lying slightly apart on his stomach, revealed the vibrator stuck in his anus, its black surface easily recognizable. Frank grinned with satisfaction and took a small remote control from his pocket on the floor. His eyes glistened with satisfaction as he pressed the button and the balls inside the vibrator began to exert gentle pressure on Sam’s re-plumped prostate. The reaction was immediate. A low, suppressed moan escaped Sam’s lips. He trembled slightly and his body stretched and writhed with pleasurable tension. The intense vibrations and continuous pressure of the balls drove him almost insane with lust as he tirelessly continued to lick Julie. His tongue dipped deep into her wet heat, tasting the mixture of her own juices and Frank’s cum flowing into his mouth.

Julie moaned with pleasure and slid her hands deeper into Sam’s hair, holding him tightly and guiding his movements. Her expression was a mixture of deepest satisfaction and longing desire. “Oh, Sam ... yes ... go on ... please...” Her voice was a soft whisper that filled the room. Frank watched the action from nearby with a satisfied grin. His gaze traveled from Julie’s face, glowing with lust, to Sam’s seductively framed body, to the flaunted testicles protruding from between her slightly spread legs. The cage was tight and unyielding, the vibrations inside Sam creating a bewitching symphony of pleasure and agony. “Good boy,” Frank murmured softly and the grin on his lips widened.

Sam barely reacted consciously, his world limited to the intense stimulation and service he was providing. He greedily soaked up every drop of the precious semen as his own sounds of pleasure echoed through the room. The vibrations from the vibrator intensified with each press of the button, and Sam’s attempts to concentrate became a hopeless battle against the overwhelming pleasure coursing through his body. After a while, Frank pressed a button on the remote control and abruptly ended the massage. The intense vibration and pressure on Sam’s prostate subsided, causing him to pause with a soft moan of relief.

“That’s enough, Sam,” Frank said in a low, soothing voice. “Julie’s clean now.” The statement killed any remaining lust in Sam. Slowly and hesitantly, he released himself from the intimate position between Julie’s legs, his hands trembling slightly as he let go of her thighs. Julie sighed softly and lowered her legs back to the bed. “Thank you, Sam,” she said lovingly, her eyes glowing with satisfaction and tenderness. “That was perfect.” Sam sat up heavily, his body still tense and exhausted from the intense stimulation. “You’re welcome,” he murmured hoarsely, his voice barely more than a whisper. He could still feel the salty taste of Frank’s cum and Julie’s juices on his tongue. Frank cast a satisfied look at the two of them. “Well done, Sam,” he said, his voice showing a mixture of benevolence and dominance. “Now go downstairs and clean yourself up. You’ll find something new to wear downstairs too, so I’ll see you in the morning,” he added with a meaningful look. “Julie and I are going to take a shower together now.”

Sam nodded silently and carefully got out of bed, his steps unsteady. He could still feel the weight of the penis cage and the slight pressure of the vibrator. As he walked to the stairs, he heard Frank and Julie get off the bed as well.

“Oh, that was incredible,” Sam heard Julie say behind him. “I love the way he looks after me so devotedly.” “Yeah, he did a good job,” Frank agreed as they walked into the bathroom together. The door closed with a click behind them, and the soft sound of water hitting the tiles filled the house. Sam descended the stairs, his legs feeling heavy and shaky. Once downstairs, he set about cleaning himself up. He found the utensils he had laid out and took a thorough shower. The hot water washed away the last traces of the intense night and the warmth helped him to relax.

After the shower, Sam discovered the carefully arranged outfit that was ready for him. It consisted of feminine lingerie in delicate colors, with lace trim and sensual details. He hesitated briefly, then began to get dressed, the soft fabrics clinging to his skin. He looked in the mirror and examined his appearance. The blush on his cheeks betrayed his arousal and the lingering after-effects of the intense scenes from before. His eyes sparkled slightly and he pressed his lips together before taking a deep breath. Sam knew that more tasks awaited him, and he was ready to continue to obey and take his place as an obedient player in this erotic game. He listened to the sounds coming from upstairs. The gloom of the night was pierced by new, soft voices and the sound of water slowly dying away into a calm river.
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Sam woke up early the next morning. The experiences of the previous night were still floating in his mind as he went into the kitchen to prepare breakfast. The sight of his elegant lingerie and the sturdy penis cage in his reflection reminded him that the day would be full of new challenges. He prepared coffee as usual, sliced fruit and put the toast on the table. When breakfast was almost ready, he heard footsteps from upstairs. Julie and Frank appeared in the kitchen, both visibly relaxed and in a very good mood. Julie saw Sam and paused abruptly before smiling kindly. “Good morning, Sam!” she said with a teasing glance at his sexy lingerie. “Looks like a great morning, doesn’t it?”

Frank sat down at the table and grabbed a cup of coffee. “Looks good, Sam.” His voice was calm and controlled. “I think it’s time to move on a little. What do you say?”

Sam looked up at Frank, his nervousness obvious. “Yeah, what were you thinking about?” he asked cautiously. “Well, Julie and I had the idea that you could make yourself a bit useful out in the garden. How about putting some cream on us later while we sunbathe?” asked Frank, his eyes shining slightly in anticipation. Sam hesitated, unsure of what this new task would entail. But eventually he nodded. “Of course, if that’s what you want.”

Julie laughed softly and stroked Sam’s arm. “You’re going to do wonderfully, Sam. I’m looking forward to it.”

Later that morning, when the sun was high in the sky, Sam stepped out into the garden. He clutched the basket of sun cream and bath towels with anticipation and a little anxiety. The scene that presented itself to him made his heart beat faster. Frank and Julie were lying naked on the sun loungers, their bodies already slightly tanned and glistening in the sunlight.

“Come here, Sam,” Frank called out with a welcoming smile. “We really need some sunscreen.” With unsteady steps, Sam approached the two of them. Julie half straightened up and smiled at him. “Here, just start with me. My skin could do with a little care.”

Sam put the basket down and picked up the sunscreen. He felt Frank’s steady gaze on him as he began to drizzle the cool lotion onto his hands. He gently placed the cream on Julie’s bare skin and began to spread it evenly. He slowly worked his way down her body, each touch deliberate and tender.

Sam picked up the bottle of sunscreen again and dripped a generous amount onto his palms. The cool lotion left a light shiver on Julie’s warm skin as Sam made first contact. He started at her shoulders, gently massaging the cream in. His hands glided gently over the soft curves of her shoulder muscles, carefully kneading the tender areas where tension often built up. Julie closed her eyes and sighed with pleasure as she felt the relaxing movements. Sam continued to trail his touch down her body, gently and deliberately. His hands slid over the fine line of her spine, following the delicate curves of her back where the muscles were visible beneath the skin. His fingers spread the sunscreen evenly as he felt the warmth of the sun hitting her now glistening back.

He let his fingers glide over the elegant curves of her hips. The soft skin soaked up the sun and the cream in equal measure. Sam’s touch traveled down to her slender legs. He massaged her thighs first, feeling the strength and suppleness of her muscles as they tightened beneath the soft, smooth skin. His fingers slid down to the back of her knees, lingering there briefly before descending further to her calves. Julie’s calves were firm and defined, and Sam massaged the muscles thoroughly to ensure that no area was left unattended. He moved on to her slender ankles, massaging every inch intensely before slowly working his way back up.

When he had completely creamed Julie’s back, she gently turned onto her back. The sun shone brightly on her front and Sam could see the fine details of her body even better. He started again on her shoulders, which were now in front of him, and let his hands gently caress her silky skin.

“That’s nice,” Julie murmured with her eyes closed and a satisfied smile.

Sam’s hands slid along her soft arms, each step accompanied by a soft, contented sigh from Julie. He continued to carefully massage the cream into her slender arms and delicate wrists before moving towards her cleavage. Julie’s breasts rose and fell evenly with each breath. Sam held them gently, massaging the cream carefully into her breasts, taking care to be especially gentle with the sensitive nipples. They firmed slightly under his touch, responding to the tender care. Sam’s hands hurried further down, gliding gently over her collarbone and down to her soft belly. The touch was tender, every single muscle, every little detail of her body was carefully moisturized. The sun cream gave her skin a seductive glow, feeling smooth and velvety under his fingers. He let his fingertips glide over her waist, where the line of her hips gently widened. His hands massaged slowly and deliberately, leaving no area untreated. Further down, his hands began to rub her thighs. Julie spread her legs slightly so that he had better access to her inner thighs. Sam’s touch became more gentle as he approached the sensitive areas. His fingers slid gently over the insides of her thighs before moving down to her knees and finally back up to her calves.

When the cream was evenly distributed, Sam sat back and looked at Julie. Her body now glistened in the sunlight, every curve, every line carefully groomed. Julie opened her eyes and gave him a satisfied smile. “That was wonderful, Sam. Thank you so much,” she said softly.

“Very good, Sam,” Frank finally said. “Now it’s my turn.”

Sam took a deep breath and turned to Frank, who had been watching their interaction with calm eyes the whole time. Frank also stretched his muscular, tanned body out in front of him as Sam picked up the sunscreen again. “Go ahead, Sam. I expect the same care.” Sam hesitated when he saw Frank’s massive black body in front of him.

Frank noticed Sam’s hesitation immediately and tilted his head for a moment as a slight smile played around his lips. “What’s the matter, Sam? Have you lost your nerve?” Sam swallowed nervously and shook his head, although his hand was shaking slightly with the bottle of sun cream. Frank eyed him carefully before stroking his cheek teasingly. “You know, maybe it would be easier for you if you were a little less clothed yourself. Maybe Julie could give you some of that loving care you give us.”

The words made Sam shudder. The thought of acting in even greater dependence himself mingled with his nervousness and the irresistible feeling of submission. Julie lifted her chin and looked at Sam sympathetically. “That’s right, darling. Why don’t you treat yourself to a little relaxation? Let me put some lotion on you, just like you do with us.”

Sam hesitated for just a moment before finally nodding. “Yeah, I ... I think that would be a good idea.” His conditioning and desire to please drove him forward. Sam began to apply lotion to Frank’s shoulders, his hands sliding over the firmly defined muscles that stood out beneath the tanned skin. Frank closed his eyes and breathed deeply as Sam’s touch gave him a pleasant refreshment. Sam’s hands wandered slowly over Frank’s broad chest, which was firm and muscular, covered in the shiny layer of sun cream.

“Same here, Sam,” Frank murmured. “Take your time, be thorough.”

Sam slid his fingers deftly over the taut muscles of Frank’s arms, tracing the contours of his shoulder blades and massaging further along his chest. The skin, which felt tight and firm, readily absorbed the cream, and Frank’s relaxed features revealed that he was enjoying the moment. Sam’s hands slid lower, over Frank’s stomach, his fingers tracing the fine lines of his defining muscles. Each breath Frank took made the movements more pronounced, and Sam’s touches were accompanied by an increasing confidence and familiarity with the muscular body.

When Sam finally reached Frank’s hips and thighs, he ran his hands carefully along his muscular legs, massaging the cream in carefully and making sure to cover each area thoroughly. The reflective effect of the sun cream under the sun made Frank’s body shine and emphasized the muscle strands in a fascinating way. Julie watched the scenes with an attentive and satisfied smile, her eyes following Sam’s every move. Frank finally opened his eyes again and looked first at Julie, then at Sam. Sam slowly slid his hands up over Frank’s strong thighs, using the sunscreen to massage the muscles. He thought he was almost done when his eyes fell on Frank’s massive black penis. It was impressively large and hard, a stark contrast to the evenly creamed skin around it. Just when Sam thought his work was finished, Frank cleared his throat.

“Sam, do you think I want my cock to get sunburned? How am I supposed to fuck my wife here later?” Frank asked sharply. Sam winced briefly and looked up sheepishly. “Um, I...” he stammered, before Frank’s penetrating gaze silenced him.

“Then go ahead and put some cream on him. Don’t miss a single spot,” Frank ordered in a dominant tone. Sam hesitated and his hand trembled slightly as he approached. He had never touched another man’s penis before, let alone applied cream. A storm of shame and insecurity raged inside him. Frank saw the insecurity in Sam’s eyes and continued: “What’s going on? Wouldn’t you like to be completely creamed right away or would you rather go back inside?” Sam took a deep breath and lowered his eyes. His conditioning and Frank’s dominating demeanor left him no choice. “No, I’ll do it,” he finally said, his voice quiet but determined.

He squeezed some sunscreen onto his palm and carefully began to spread the cream over Frank’s massive black member. Frank’s penis was hard and warm under Sam’s touch. Sam’s hands trembled slightly as he spread the cream evenly over the shaft, his fingers gliding over the sensitive and warm skin. The texture was firm, the surface smooth, and the huge size impressed him.

“Don’t skip a beat, Sam,” Frank reminded him, his voice calm but demanding.

Sam took a deep breath and concentrated, his hands sliding over the loins and along the massive shaft. He gripped the thick trunk carefully, his fingers tracing the contour of Frank’s member as he continued to massage in the cream. He rubbed it carefully into every groove and over every vein, trying to be thorough. He could feel Frank’s penis twitching and reacting under his touch. “Good, that’s it,” Frank grumbled contentedly as Sam continued to work. Every movement of his hands showed care and a mixture of nervousness and concentration.

Frank continued to lean back and relax on the lounger.

Sam took a deep breath and tried to suppress his nervousness when he heard Frank demand in a firm voice: “Sam, my balls too.” Without a word of objection, Sam nodded and began determinedly to take on this additional task. He moistened his second hand with sunscreen and turned his focus to Frank’s impressive, heavy dark black testicles. Carefully he grasped the sensitive orbs, his fingers gentle but firm enough to spread the cream evenly. While his left hand continued to cup Frank’s massive black penis and apply the cream along the shaft, his right fingers slid tenderly over the testicles. The warm, smooth surface of the skin readily absorbed the cream and Sam made sure to work each area thoroughly. The feeling of the firm flesh under the soft skin was unfamiliar and intense.

Frank watched him intently, a low, approving hum escaping his lips as Sam’s touch became more assured. “That’s good, Sam. Keep it up.” Sam was overwhelmed by the sheer size and thickness of Frank’s penis, which loomed massive and impressive before him. Every inch of it was firm, the skin taut and covered in thick, pulsing veins that gave it an almost frightening dominance. The weight and sheer presence of this gigantic member made Sam’s own breath hitch and his hands tremble slightly in awe. Sam began a rhythmic sequence of movements. His left hand slid from the base of the shaft to the glans, the sunscreen caressing every groove and vein all the way. The massage became more and more like a handjob as he tightened his grip slightly and the movements became more fluid and routine. His fingers tightened around the shaft, sliding gently up and down as he massaged in the cream. At the same time, Sam rolled Frank’s heavy testicles in his right hand, massaging them carefully and attentively. He could feel the firm weight in the palm of his hand, the texture of the skin finely multiplying and absorbing the heat. He bent and worked it so that the cream left no spot untouched. The intimate feeling of serving someone in this way made Sam’s own heart beat faster and his breathing shallower.

Frank’s reaction showed Sam’s success. His massive member became even harder, the sensitive tip glistening from the sun cream, while his testicles tightened slightly in Sam’s grip. “That’s it, Sam,” Frank said with a deep, satisfied smile. “No hurry, keep going.” Sam increased the pressure slightly, his hand movements synchronizing as he maintained the firm rhythm. Each pull made Frank’s member pulsate slightly in his hand, and each kneading of the testicles produced a soft sigh from Frank. The slapping sound of hands on skin, the faint sound of rubbing sunscreen and the contented sounds of Frank filled the air, adding to the intimate atmosphere of the moment. Sam knew he was doing the unspeakable, but his conditioning and pressing desire to please kept him going relentlessly until Frank finally took a deep breath. “Very good, Sam. That’s good enough. You did your duty well today,” Frank finally said in a voice that vibrated with relief.

Sam carefully let go and took a step back, his hands still slightly smeared with cream and trembling from the intensity of the experience. Frank nodded appreciatively and smiled. “Very good, Sam. You deserve a thorough grooming too.” He turned his gaze to Julie, who had also been watching everything carefully. “Julie, he’s all yours now.” Sam slowly removed his sexy underwear, revealing his delicate, feminine features. His slender body was almost androgynous, with smooth, soft lines and gently curving hips. His skin was flawless and pale, like porcelain, and every muscle was finely defined without being too masculine. His nipples were small, rosy buds on his flat chest, and the obedient penis cage encased his sex. He had never thought of himself as feminine but normal, but next to Frank he just didn’t seem like a real man with his stature.

Julie and Frank lay relaxed on the couch and watched Sam’s every move with intense attention. Sam was now completely naked in front of them, except for the cage, which both contained and displayed his desire. Frank’s eyes sparkled with anticipation as he reached into a bag next to the cot and rummaged around in it, looking for something. Julie stood up and slipped her delicate fingers into a rich cream before approaching Sam. She smiled at him, a kind, almost motherly smile, as she began to gently massage the cream into his shoulders.

“You’re doing very well, Sam,” she whispered reassuringly. Her hands slid over his arms, down his neck and then lower over his chest, carefully making sure every area was covered with the fragrant cream. Her touch was both soothing and arousing, a gentle dance of dominance and caring. “I love you,” she added as her hands skillfully ran along his waist and slid lower to his hips. The cream made his skin silky and shiny, almost unreal.

Julie paused for a moment, stepped closer and let her fingers glide over the small cage as if to test his reaction. “Are you comfortable, Sam?” she asked in a soft, seductive voice as her eyes, now boring deep into his, searched for an honest answer. Sam nodded tentatively, his eyes still fixed on the couch where Frank now lay relaxed, his member stretching away from him with a large erection and stretching skyward. Julie continued her massages, her hands now concentrating on his thighs and lower back, almost touching his knees. The slow, circular movements of her hands spread the cream, leaving his skin with a soft glow. In a gentle voice, Julie continued: “You don’t have to be afraid. We’ll take good care of you.” Her words had a calming effect, but the gentle touch of her hands and the feel of the cream on his skin simultaneously caused a tingling sensation that Sam found hard to describe. He instinctively tensed and relaxed his muscles under Julie’s touch.

Frank smiled contentedly and gently urged Sam: “Come here, Sam, closer to me.” A quiet tremor ran through him as he obeyed and stepped closer to the couch, from which Frank now stood upright. His mighty member stood proud and pulsating from him, a monument to desire that seemed almost unreal. Frank now rose fully from the couch and stood directly in front of Sam, their eyes met briefly, an unspoken understanding and expectation flaring up. Without a word, Frank reached into the pocket next to the couch and pulled out a small, shiny key, which he handed to Julie. “It’s time, Sam,” Frank said in a deep, firm voice that brooked no argument. Julie took the key with a grace that made the moment seem sacred and stepped close to Sam.

“Ohh baby, it’s finally time, you can get out,” she whispered in his ear as her fingers slid gently over the locked cage. Her touch was tender, almost reverent, as she inserted the small key into the lock. With a slow, deliberate turn, the cage opened, the metallic click seeming like thunder in the silence of the garden.

Julie let her fingertips glide gently over the cool steel of the penis cage before slowly and carefully turning the small key all the way to the end. With extreme care, she lifted the steel cage from Sam’s member, which seemed trapped and emasculated under the constraint of these cold restraints.

The first part of the cage, a massive steel knob that had mercilessly imprisoned Sam’s glans for days, was the most difficult and important part. With delicate, almost loving movements, Julie held the knob and gently pulled it upwards. Sam could only watch helplessly, his breathing becoming shallow and heavy as he relived the last week of confinement. The pressure around his glans gradually eased, but it felt like years had passed.

Finally, the lump was completely removed and Julie’s eyes widened slightly when she saw Sam’s glans. It was free for the first time in weeks, but the long captivity had left its mark. Sam’s acorn looked shriveled and withered, its original luster and vitality having given way to the long constriction. It looked almost crippled, the skin shriveled and pale, like a caged thing that was desperate for freedom. Small, red pressure points bore witness to the constant friction and hunger for touch. “Oh, you poor, poor Sam,” Julie whispered, her fingers gently caressing the sensitive flesh that now lay free before her. “Can you feel it? Can you feel yourself slowly coming back to life?”

Sam’s knees trembled slightly as he heard the words and let the gentle touches wash over him. A tingling sensation ran through his glans, which was sensationally intense when it felt the first gentle touch. It was as if his glans was feverishly anticipating every touch, almost painfully sensitive after the long obliteration.

“Yes...” a soft groan finally escaped him. “Eeehh ... finally...”.

Sam’s glans was noticeably shriveled and showed all the signs of prolonged captivity in the steel cage. Its surface had taken on a pale color, almost whitish, with a hint of blueness as the blood flow had been greatly reduced by the prolonged pressure. Small, red pressure marks covered the sensitive surface of the skin, signs of the constant friction and the incessant effort to expand. The skin was dry and brittle, almost parchment-like, and it seemed as if it could tear at the slightest touch.

The otherwise shiny and smooth coating of the glans was dull and rough, showing the long deprivation of freedom and natural physical reactions. The tip of the glans had undergone a more pronounced shrinkage, making it look faded and sunken, resulting in a kind of developed deformity from the constant pressure of the steel.

Every touch of Julie’s fingers on his sensitive skin sent a feverish sensation through Sam’s body that almost took his breath away. Sam lowered his head and looked down at his penis for the first time in weeks. What he saw made his heart ache. The long, cold grip of the steel had shrunk his member miserably. It was a disturbing scene that seemed almost unreal to him. The pressure and confinement had shrunk his penis to a size he could never have imagined. Only a tiny part of the glans was visible, and even that small part looked sad and lonely in Julie’s careful hands, as if the rest of his member had completely disappeared. Sam’s penis looked puny and insignificant, almost lost in the moment of freedom it had been deprived of for so long. The once bulging tension and majestic curves of his glans had been emaciated by days of deprivation and abuse and had lost all vibrancy.

But just as Sam was beginning to come to terms with the loss and humiliation of his shrunken member, his eyes fell on Frank. Frank had stood right next to him, his massive, stiff member standing before him like a monument to manhood. The contrast was staggering. Frank’s penis was not only enormously long, but also impressively thick, with bulging, pulsating veins running along its entire length, giving it an almost indomitable aura. Frank’s glans was plump and shiny, almost like a majestic crown, which made his member even more impressive. It was a deep, dark color that bore witness to pent-up blood pulsing in a mixture of lust and dominance. Every inch of his member radiated power and confidence, in stark contrast to Sam’s puny appearance.

“Can you see the difference, Sam?” Frank asked in a low, calm voice as he swiveled his massive penis slightly to the side to make the comparison even clearer. “This is what true strength and control means. This is what Julie needs.” Sam could hardly look away, the juxtaposition of the two limbs bringing his situation into full view. It was not only a physical blow, but also a psychological one, bluntly demonstrating to him the differences in power and meaning. The sight of Frank’s mighty member so close by made Sam’s chest tighten with unspoken longing and humility.

“Wow, the differences are pretty stark,” Julie added in amazement as she continued to gently stroke Sam’s shrunken glans, now also placing her hand on Frank’s mighty erection to keep the two in direct comparison. “Yes...” Sam stammered, his voice brittle and almost lost. “I can see it ... The difference was undeniable.

Julie held Sam’s puny member gingerly in one hand while she outlined Frank’s powerful, pulsating member with the other. The direct comparison was overwhelming, Sam’s tiny, almost shriveled glans looked like a shadow of its former self next to Frank’s imposing erection. Frank looked down at Sam, a superior smile playing around his lips. “Look at that, Sam,” he mocked. “My member is already bigger than yours now when it’s not erect. And when I look down at you like that, I really wonder how you ever dared to call yourself a man.”

Julie’s thumb stroked Frank’s thickness lovingly, while she touched Sam’s sad little member even more gently, as if to make the humiliation perfect. “I didn’t think there was really such a difference in size.”

Frank laughed softly, his eyes twinkling with mockery. “I wonder if you even know what it means to have a real member, Sam. Look, this is real manhood. Maybe you should start getting used to the fact that you’ll always be the smallest one in the room.” Sam felt the words sink deep into him, a mixture of humiliation and searing realization. He could only stare with bated breath at Frank’s monumental member hovering right in front of his face, while his own tiny glans barely merited attention.

Julie slipped a few drops of a special care cream onto her fingers and carefully began to spread it over Sam’s glans. Her touch was gentle, almost reverent, as if it was part of a sacred ceremony. The cream felt cool and soothing, and Sam could feel his withered skin greedily soaking it up. “You’ve been so brave, my dear,” she said gently as she massaged the cream in, careful not to miss a spot. Frank, who was watching the spectacle with a slight smile on his lips, just grunted as he let Julie slide her other hand over his member.

Julie continued to gently glide her fingers over Sam’s glans, spreading the soothing cream evenly. She watched every reaction on Sam’s face, which was relieved of its tension with relief and slight excitement. Her hand movements became slower and deeper as she slid her fingers from his glans down to his shaft. “You’re so strong, Sam. I’m so proud of you,” she whispered as her touch became gentler but firmer at the same time. The cool cream mingled with the warmth of his skin as Julie began to give a rhythmic, careful hand job. She made an effort to increase Sam’s pleasure, but the arousal did not reach the heights she had hoped for. Her hand job was capable, tender and benevolent, but Sam’s mind was racing. Despite the pleasurable sensation of her touch, he couldn’t shake the mental burden of the situation.

“Why can’t you get it up, my love?” asked Julie, her words sounding genuinely concerned. Her hands continued to gently stroke his flaccid glans, her eyes searching for an answer in his.

Frank, who was watching what was happening, laughed derisively. “Maybe his little thing just isn’t made to stand up when a real man is standing next to it,” he mocked. His eyes sparkled with mischief as he continued: “Look at you, Sam. Your ridiculous white clit can’t seem to decide if it should even exist.” Julie raised her eyes and looked skeptically at Sam. “But it felt like you were enjoying it,” she said, frowning worriedly. Her hands continued to move gingerly, circling the most sensitive areas with her thumb and forefinger.

“It ... I don’t know,” Sam stammered. “It’s too much...” His face was flushed with shame, as well as from the intense arousal and the insurmountable barrier his mind was placing on him. Frank took a step closer and leaned over Sam, his massive shadow almost completely obscuring him. “Too much for you, huh?” he said with a mixture of mockery and pity. “Well, makes sense. You’ve always been a miserable disappointment for a man.” Julie looked up at Frank, her eyes showing a mixture of pity and discomfort. “Frank, can’t you see he’s hurting?” she asked, “Maybe we should just ... let him rest a little?” Frank shook his head, his eyes shining with amusement. “No, Julie. He needs this. After all, he needs to learn his place. Sam, look here,” he said, slowly starting to move Julie’s hand on himself faster. “This is real manhood right here. Maybe you should just give up and accept it.”

Julie’s touches became slower, more delicate, as she continued to caress Sam’s flaccid member, her eyes fixed steadfastly on Frank. Frank’s powerful, erect penis seemed to have an imposing life of its own; a monument to power and control that only emphasized Sam’s insecurity.

“Say it, Sam,” Frank demanded, his voice unyielding. “Say what you see.”

Sam felt the unyielding pressure, his eyes fixed on the titanic cock before him and his voice trembling. “I ... I’m nothing against you. A nothing,” he finally managed to bring out, his voice little more than a choked whisper. “Wow, is this another game?” Julie thought to herself, perplexed by the entire situation.

The sneer on Frank’s lips widened as he took in his companion’s inferior position. “Right, and you should remember that,” he said as Julie continued to treat Sam’s member, but couldn’t completely turn away from Frank’s imposing arousal.

The experience was a mixture of pleasure and humiliation that left Sam choking in many ways. Intense as it was, he blushed with the burning realization that this could be his new reality. “I’m ... the smallest one in the room,” he repeated in his mind. Julie turned her attention from Sam’s flaccid member to Frank’s massive black cock. With a soft sigh, she slid her fingers over the pulsing length and began to massage it slowly and deliberately. Her fingers glided effortlessly over the plump skin, the heat of his erection clearly felt in her palms. Sam stood by, unable to look away, and he felt a hot wave of humiliation shoot through his body. Here he was, completely naked and limp, next to Frank, whose mighty member continued to swell with every touch from Julie.

Frank smiled smugly, let out a soft grunt and enjoyed every second of the attention. “You see that, Sam?” he asked with undisguised satisfaction in his voice. “This is what a real man looks like. Julie has a taste for real manliness, you can’t deny that.” Julie cast a quick, apologetic glance at Sam before focusing completely on Frank. Her hands moved rhythmically, from tip to base, as she applied slightly firmer pressure. “It’s ... so different,” she murmured, half speaking to herself. “So much more pronounced.” Sam felt a lump in his throat, his throat dry. The reality they were living out before his eyes was unmistakable. Despite Julie’s precautionary hand job earlier, he couldn’t get it up, and now he just stood there, watching the spectacle before him, feeling smaller and less important than ever.

“Why can’t you get it up, Sam?” Frank mocked again as he continued to enjoy Julie’s movements. “It must be hard to have such a pathetic little penis that doesn’t even work at times like this.”

Sam could only nod silently, his eyes clouding over with shame. He knew that no words could improve his situation. “Maybe he’s just accepted that this is the best he’ll ever see,” Frank concluded, his voice dripping with mockery and superiority. Julie tightened her grip around Frank’s bulging member as she increased the pace slightly. Her fingers glided smoothly over the velvety skin, skillfully massaging the sensitive areas and ensuring that Frank’s pleasure continued to rise. “Does that feel good, Frank?” she asked, her voice a breath dripping with sensual devotion.

“Yeah, it feels great,” Frank replied with a deep groan, his eyes narrowing with pleasure. “Much better than anything this loser will ever feel.”

Sam bit his lip, too overwhelmed to speak. The writhing movements of Julie’s hands around Frank’s powerful penis, the soft moans and sardonic remarks from Frank pushed him to his limits. The brutal reality was that in this world of masculinity and dominance, he was just an insignificant bystander, unable to even come close to competing with Frank’s powerful presence. The knowledge that he would never experience the same sensation of pleasure and satisfaction as Frank crushed him. Julie let her fingertips circle over Frank’s glans, dipping the tip into the wet drop of pleasure that had gathered there and spreading it evenly. “You’re so big and strong, Frank,” she said admiringly, almost whispering. “It’s overwhelming.”

Sam, the limp wretch, stood motionless, completely engulfed by the darkness of his own inadequacy, while Julie and Frank celebrated the pure embodiment of lust and strength in front of him.

Frank looked at Julie and pulled her over to the sun lounger in the garden. With a triumphant grin, he lay down and let his massive black member protrude provocatively into the air. Julie followed him with abandon and sat down gently on his impressive erection. Julie spread her legs and slowly lowered herself onto Frank’s bulging member. The massive black penis gradually slid into her, the contrast of the deep dark skin against her delicate white appearance was fascinating and a little surreal for Sam. Frank’s thick glans stretched her pink vagina as she moaned.

“Sam, come here and watch this. Join in if you can,” Frank ordered, his voice dripping with mockery and dominance.

Sam approached uncertainly and stood behind Julie, his eyes fixed on the spectacle before him. He watched the huge black penis plunge into Julie’s pink center, the movement mesmerizing and humiliating at the same time. His own arousal was palpable, but insignificant compared to the overwhelming presence of Frank’s cock inside Julie. Julie’s hips began the rhythmic, up and down movements, her vagina tightly encasing Frank’s member. Each thrust brought Frank deeper inside her, stretching her tender labia around his thick length. Her skin glowed under the summer sun, the crack of hard penetration and the longing moans mingling in the hot air.

“Ahh, yes ... Frank, you fill me up so much,” Julie gasped as she threw her head back. Her blonde mane swayed in time with her body movements, her white hands finding purchase on Frank’s powerful chest.

Frank gripped her hips and controlled her movements, each powerful thrust sending his black member deeper into her melting pink sheath. “Ride me, Julie. Show Sam what a real man can give you,” he growled before gripping her breast in a demanding gesture. Sam stood by in silent horror, watching the intimate act unfolding before him. With each thrust, his wife was filled by Frank’s black penis, her noises of pleasure growing louder and more desperate. He watched as the huge black shaft slid rhythmically in and out, the rosy opening stretching around the dark, pulsating flesh.

“Oh Frank, deeper, please deeper,” Julie pleaded as she moved up and down even more intensely, pushing the member deep inside her and fully exploiting the feeling of power and desire. Her moans filled the air, piercing Sam’s soul and leaving him in a victimized state, his own manhood unworthy in comparison. The way the black and white skin met created a mesmerizing image. Julie’s pale thighs wrapped around Frank’s dark body, her rosy sheath widening further with each hard thrust. The contrast between the skin colors was as erotic as it was humiliating.

“Sam, are you enjoying the sight?” mocked Frank, without waiting for an answer. “She’s so sweet and tight - something you’ve never really been able to fill out.” Sam could do nothing but nod silently as he continued to watch the powerful scene before him, contemplating the full reality of his own inadequacy. Julie’s movements became more passionate, faster; her hands clawed into Frank’s muscular shoulders for support. “I ... I’m cumming,” she suddenly cried out as her body shook with an intense orgasm, Frank’s thick cock pulsing deep inside her.

Frank held her body tightly and intensified his movements, holding her close to him while Julie moved rhythmically on his massive member. The merging of their bodies, the play of colors and movements, left Sam even more silent and helpless beside the couch. Frank held Julie close to him, hugging her tightly as she slowly came down from her intense orgasm. His massive black penis slowly slid out of her, her vagina tightened a little but remained visibly stretched and reddened from the deep penetration. Her soft, white skin glowed in contrast to her bright red, open hole. “Lie down, Julie,” Frank ordered in a low, dominant voice. Julie obeyed immediately, sprawled out on the sun lounger without a will and spread her legs wide apart. Her pink vaginal entrance was clearly visible between her pale thighs, her hole obviously stretched and glistening with moisture. Frank stepped aside and nodded to Sam, who hesitantly stepped forward, unsure and completely exposed in his inadequacy. “Sam, now it’s your turn. Fuck her,” Frank ordered with a sneer.

Sam knelt between Julie’s thighs, the hot, visual spectacle of her ripped open hole in front of him. His eyes couldn’t take his eyes off the widely stretched, bright red vaginal entrance that had been so clearly stretched by Frank’s huge cock. “How long has it been since your ‘penis’ was inside her?” asked Frank mockingly. Julie hesitated for a moment before answering in a slightly shaky but excited undertone. “Almost over a month.”

Sam swallowed hard and tried to concentrate. However, he couldn’t stop his own small, unerect member from looking pathetic in comparison to Frank’s impressive erection. He tried defiantly and bumblingly to place his flaccid member in Julie’s overstretched vagina. But the wide-open, shimmering pink hole that had opened so willingly for Frank’s huge penis offered little resistance to Sam’s puny attempt.

His hands trembled slightly as he tried to push his small penis into Julie. The feeling was overwhelmingly exciting, but also deeply humiliating. Julie bit her lip, an expression of arousal and pity mingling on her face. “Sam, please ... try,” she whispered, although it was clear that he was having no appreciable effect on her widely stretched vagina.

“Do you see that, Sam? Your little joke of a cock couldn’t possibly fill that,” Frank scoffed. “No woman could really enjoy that. You’re ridiculous.”

Sam struggled on desperately, trying to push his flaccid member into the far too large hole that had been opened by Frank’s powerful penis. But it was no use. His small penis slipped out again almost immediately and offered no noticeable resistance. The feeling of humiliation burned inside him as Julie trembled beneath him seeking help, her body wanting the intimate connection but Sam’s inability making it impossible. “Maybe you should just give it up,” Frank continued, looking at Julie challengingly. “Tell him, Julie. Tell him what a real cock feels like inside you.”

Tears of humiliation welled up in Sam’s eyes as he desperately tried to maintain some form of penetration. Julie gave him a guilty but understanding look. “It’s ... just not the same, Sam,” she whispered, her voice quivering with unspoken truth.

Frank pursed his lips triumphantly. “There you have it, Sam. You’re just not enough. And everyone knows that - even Julie.” Despite the crippling humiliation in his mind and the overwhelming reality before him, Sam somehow managed to twist and squeeze his pelvis so that his flaccid member remained inside Julie’s wide-open vaginal entrance. He clung desperately to this small achievement and tried to make use of it.

With uncertain and jerky movements, he began to fuck Julie. He moved his hips, trying to find a steady rhythm, but the comparison to Frank’s deep, powerful thrusts was humiliating. Sam’s smaller size and inadequate erection made any coordinated movement difficult. His flaccid member could barely penetrate deeper and kept almost slipping out.

Julie moaned slightly, but it was more an expression of trying to encourage him. “Yes, Sam ... try,” she whispered, her voice full of pity mixed with a slight hint of disappointment. Her hands rested on Sam’s shoulders as she strained to support his efforts.

Every now and then Sam managed to gain some depth, but the friction was lacking and the impact was minimal. Julie’s sheath, stretched so wide and deep by Frank, offered little resistance. Any movement Sam made remained meaningless in the dilated space Frank had left behind. The physical reality was insurmountable. Frank watched the scenario unfold with a superior smile on his lips. “Look at that - it’s almost cute the way he’s trying,” he mocked. “You’ll never fulfill it the way I have and always will.”

Sam bit his lips together and kept trying, though every movement was a painful reminder of his incompetence. His hips worked instinctively, but there was little effect. The thrusts were shallow and uncertain, the pressure barely noticeable. “Come on Sam, was that really it?” sneered Frank. “You know very well that won’t change anything. Look at how little impression you’re making.”

Julie continued to try and salvage the situation, feeling her way along Sam’s waist with her hands, trying to offer him some support and stability. “Go on, Sam,” she whispered gently, but even she couldn’t ignore reality: Her vaginal entrance, stretched wide, offered no tangible pleasure to Sam’s small, soft member. Sam felt his inner desperation growing, desperately trying to intensify his movements to somehow achieve significant penetration. Despite his efforts, his erection remained inadequate, his penis almost slipping out again and again instead of penetrating deeply and really satisfying Julie.

The clearly visible contrasts were stark: his small, pale member against Julie’s wide-open, rosy sheath stretched by Frank’s powerful black penis. It was a painful image that emphasized his inability and Julie’s immeasurable width.
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Frank watched with a guarded smile as Sam continued to try unsuccessfully to fuck Julie. His every move was proof of his own inadequacy. Frank’s thoughts drifted to the penis cage that had been instrumental in Sam’s current state. The cage Sam had been wearing wasn’t just any ordinary penis cage. It was a specially made device, a sophisticated means of ensuring that the husbands’ white penises shriveled and eventually atrophied.

This cage was a masterpiece of modern humiliation and power maintenance. Its construction was ingenious and well thought out, with the sole purpose of keeping the glans of the penis in a permanent state of oppression.

The mechanics of the cage begin with the foundation of a metal ring that fits securely around the base of the penis, holding it firmly and immovably in place. This ring is the foundation of the entire apparatus and ensures that the cage stays in place. The cage was made of high-alloy steel and specially designed to hold the glans permanently in place while keeping the foreskin constantly retracted.

A complex structure of steel wires and chain houses is pulled up into this metal base ring, hidden inside the cage. This structure is specially designed to keep the foreskin of the penis constantly retracted. Finely crafted hooks and rails grip the skin of the foreskin and pull it firmly backwards so that the sensitive glans remains constantly uncovered. The rails are shaped to lock the foreskin in a fixed position without allowing it to move forward or backward, mercilessly exposing the glans to the inner material of the cage. This particular design ensured that the sensitive flesh of the glans was constantly exposed and under pressure, leading to a slow but sure degradation.

Inside the steel dome that held the glans firmly in place was a coating of a particularly sophisticated material that had been perfected through years of research and numerous experiments. This material was the result of lengthy scientific studies and medical tests aimed at influencing the glans in a targeted and gradual manner. It consisted of microscopic channels that continuously released tiny particles. The glans itself sits in a steel dome that is precisely dimensioned to firmly and immovably enclose the tip of the penis. This dome is coated on the inside with a special microporous material that continuously releases small micro-injections to the glans through friction. The design of the dome ensures that the glans has no room to move and is constantly pressed and rubbed against the coated inner surface.

Mechanically, the coating of the dome is a mixture of erosion and injection areas. The erosion areas consist of microscopic spikes and bumps that slightly roughen the surface of the glans and cause micro-injuries. These injuries are minimal, but sufficient to cause constant and consistent stress to the underlying sensitive nerve pathways and blood vessels.

The injection areas, on the other hand, consist of tiny pore units that continuously release tiny amounts of a special chemical mixture. This mixture contains vasoconstrictive substances that constrict the blood vessels of the glans and thus significantly reduce the blood supply. They also contain neurodisruptive substances that block the nerve receptors and drastically reduce the sensitivity of the glans.

In addition to this, the particles of neurodisruptive components, which are the nerve signals responsible for the sensitivity of the glans, have an impairing function. These neurodisruptive substances blocked the transmission of stimuli in the nerve pathways of the glans, which led to a sharp decrease in sexual sensation and arousal. The glans became less and less sensitive and barely responded to sexual stimuli, which led to a complete suppression of erectile function.

This constant contact with the abrasive and chemically active material causes the glans to atrophy over time. The uninterrupted restraint of the foreskin prevents any natural regeneration or protective movement, while the chemical mixture incessantly drives the process of atrophy and shrinkage. The combination of these mechanics - the tight fixation of the foreskin, the constant pressure on the exposed glans and the continuous chemical exposure - makes the penis cage an unstoppable instrument of degradation. Over weeks and months, the glans loses volume and sensitivity. The entire penis shrinks due to the prolonged oppression and lack of natural blood flow and sensory input.

Frank couldn’t help but smile derisively as he thought about how perfect this design was. Every component of the cage worked together synergistically to ensure that erection and sexual satisfaction were no longer possible. And all the while, the process remained invisible and imperceptible to the wearer at first. As this continuous process progressed, the constancy of exposure caused the glans tissue to slowly but inexorably regress. The tissue dehydrated and lost elasticity, leading to a reduction in the size of the glans and a general shrinking of the penis. The cage ensured that the glans was constantly in direct contact with the coated interior of the steel dome, which ensured that the active ingredients were always released and the effect continued unabated.

This gradual and irreversible change brought about by the cage went unnoticed for a long time by those affected and their partners. The process was so subtle that most men and women only realized that something was wrong when it was already too late. By this time, the sensitivity of the glans had declined so far and the penis had shrunk so much that a return to its original state, at least mentally, was almost impossible.

Frank smiled to himself as he watched Sam desperately trying to satisfy Julie. He couldn’t help but think about the outer layer of deception that made this perfidious plan so successful. “And the most beautiful thing about it,” he thought, “is that their own wives put these cages on their partners because they think it’s part of an erotic game they think their husbands are into. They have no idea what profound and irreversible changes they are triggering in their husbands.”

He remembered how he and his Club colleagues had carefully crafted this aspect of the plan. It wasn’t just about humiliating the men and destroying their masculinity, it was also about making the women unwitting and unwitting accomplices to this transformation. They thought they were helping their husbands live out a hidden and deep-rooted fantasy, and in their ignorance they were actually doing the exact opposite. “We make them feel like they’re doing something special, that they’re enriching their partners’ sex lives,” Frank continued. “And in doing so, they drive their husbands into physical and psychological dependence on us.”

A slight shudder of pleasure ran through him as he thought of all the wives who had no idea of the real consequences. They put the cage on, locked it up, not realizing that they were taking the first step towards a progressive and inevitable degeneration. “They think it’s an erotic accessory,” Frank thought. “A means of increasing control and confidence in their relationship. They have no idea that they are actually holding the tool to completely humiliate and emasculate their husband.”

The irony was perfect and bittersweet. The women who thought they were fulfilling their husbands’ fantasies unwittingly became the architects of their weakening and humiliation. And the best part was that once the men were subjected to the cage, there was no way to stop the process. “We’ve elevated it to an art,” Frank thought. “An art of deception and final, unstoppable submission.”

He watched as Sam continued to struggle to keep his tiny, soft member inside Julie’s widely stretched vaginal entrance. Each futile attempt was a triumph for Frank, further confirmation of the effectiveness of their plan. “You’re so naive,” he thought in conclusion. “And that’s what makes it so easy and incredibly satisfying. They think they’re doing their men a favor, but they’re only leading them to their inevitable demise. And they’ll never really know.” His grin grew immeasurably.

Frank knew that this plan, as cruel as it might seem, had been tried successfully in several cases with the white men in the exclusive club. The cage was an instrument of ultimate physical and mental castration. It had placed Sam in exactly this emasculating state - a testamentary monument to the perpetual power and control exercised by Frank and his colleagues.

Sam was just another victim of this perfidious plan. Every unsuccessful thrust, every powerless movement of his small, atrophied member was living proof of the absolute efficiency and mercilessness of the cage. Frank looked down at Sam with satisfied pride as he desperately tried to fill Julie’s overstretched sheath. “The mental and physical castration is complete,” Frank thought with satisfaction. “And further proof that our plan always works.”

Sam continued to struggle as he tried to fuck his wife Julie. Each of his thrusts was powerless and hardly had the desired effect, yet Sam felt some satisfaction. The sensory stimulation was still there, despite his atrophied erection. But the reality that Julie was stretched far too wide by Frank’s huge penis made every effort come to nothing. His movements were weak and lost in the overstretched space Frank had left behind. Frank, watching this pathetic scene, decided to continue his own fun. He stepped next to the sun lounger Julie was lying on and held his imposing, dark, erect penis up to her face. Julie, still slightly aroused by Sam’s weak thrusts, willingly opened her mouth to receive Frank’s massive member.

Julie took the head of Frank’s huge penis into her mouth and began to suck hungrily. Her lips tightened around the dark shaft while her tongue skillfully caressed the glans. The thick, black cock glistened in the sun as Julie pulled it deep into her mouth. Her rhythmic sucking and the movements of her tongue soon had Frank moaning. Each time Julie moved her head back and forth, her jaw tightened with the effort of taking in the entire girth of Frank’s penis. Her saliva dripped lightly from her lips as she continued to take the shaft deep into her mouth. Frank grabbed the back of her head with one hand and gently controlled her movements to make sure she found just the right rhythm. With his other hand, he propped himself up on the couch, his eyes sparkling with lust and dominance.

As Julie blew Frank, Sam continued to struggle to fill her vagina, but his efforts were puny compared to the powerful spectacle unfolding right above his face. Juliе’s moans, blown around Frank’s large penis, seemed almost as if they mocked his efforts. Her hands wrapped around Frank’s shaft, further supporting the rhythmic movements of her mouth. “Look at that, Sam,” Frank mocked between grunts of pleasure. “She’s using more enthusiasm to suck me off than she did in your pathetic attempt to fuck her.”

Sam was caught up in a mixture of despair and ambivalent excitement. His hips continued to thrust mechanically while his eyes remained obsessively fixed on Julie and Frank. He watched as Frank’s thick glans slipped out of Julie’s mouth again and again, glistening with her saliva, before being pushed deep inside again. Julie kept sucking, her head moving as she tried to take Frank as deeply as possible into her mouth. Her gasping sighs, mixed with the smacking sound of her saliva, filled the air. Her mouth was willing, while Sam’s movements were just a sad imitation of sexual activity. Each thrust from him felt like a humiliation under Frank’s watchful eye.

“That’s real satisfaction, Julie,” Frank murmured despite his moans, “and Sam? Well, he can watch and learn what real pleasure is all about.” Frank’s thick, black hands dug into Julie’s blonde hair, supporting and guiding her as her lips remained tight around his shaft. Her face glowed, both from exertion and arousal, as she blew deeply, and Sam felt the unbridgeable gap between his own weak discharge and the overwhelming, powerful pleasure Frank knew how to deliver. It was an agonizing realization that he could never offer his wife the same level of satisfaction.

Frank had had enough. “Sam, stop,” he ordered in a deep voice that brooked no argument. Sam obeyed immediately and pulled his weakly erect penis out of Julie. Feeling both humiliated and relieved, he took a step back and watched as Julie continued unimpressed.

Julie continued to blow, her lips tight around Frank’s gigantic shaft, her tongue nimble and skillful. The smacking sound she made filled the air and seemed to make Sam’s inferiority even more obvious. Frank’s body suddenly tensed and he hastily withdrew from Julie’s mouth.

Without wasting any time, Frank changed position. He knelt between Julie’s thighs, which immediately stretched out towards him. Julie deftly turned around and positioned herself on all fours, her buttocks tensing in anticipation. With a short sigh of pleasure at his position of power, Frank thrust into her abruptly and hard. Julie cried out under the intensity of his penetration as her fingers dug into the pillows. Sam, watching the scene from nearby, felt a terrible mixture of arousal and humiliation. Yet he was driven by a strange need to make himself useful. He went to the head of the couch and carefully held his penis in front of Julie’s face.

Julie looked up and took the flaccid penis into her mouth. Even at first contact, she noticed the unusual thing about its size. She paused for a moment, amazed. She had never seen Sam so small in her life. But the surprise gave way to another feeling of dominance and she began to suck him, just as she did with Frank, but with noticeably less intensity. Frank’s rhythmic, hard thrusts in her rear sent waves of pleasure through her body that carried over into her lips and tongue, but Sam’s modest size ensured that he hardly experienced the same kind of satisfaction. His small penis disappeared almost completely into her mouth, and the movement of her lips was more mechanical than passionate.

“Look at that, Julie,” Frank moaned between his deep, demanding thrusts.

Julie could only nod and blow with a stifled yes as Frank’s deep thrusts made her quiver. Her lips only loosely encircled Sam’s penis and he could barely register the feel of her tongue. The humiliation was complete when he realized that Julie found more pleasure in Frank’s raw power and size than in his tender touch. “Julie, enjoy this,” Frank gasped, his breathing heavy with lust. Frank gripped her hips tightly and pulled her against him, his movements intense and precise.

He intensified his hard thrusts, each movement targeted to push Julie to her limits. The sounds of flesh colliding mingled with Julie’s uncontrollable cries of pleasure. Her knees began to tremble slightly and her hands dug so deep into the couch that her knuckles turned white. “Are you enjoying it, Julie? Enjoy my big black cock inside you” Frank’s voice was rough with lust and dominance. Julie could only respond with a loud moan, as if each penetrating thrust through her body prompted a response. Her breathing was quickened, her breasts rising and falling with each of her desperate breaths.

Suddenly Frank stopped and pulled his huge, pulsating penis out of Julie. He straightened up and turned to Sam, who was still pressing against Julie’s lips with gentle movements. “Sam, come here. I want you to see what a real man is.” Sam, hesitant and at the same time involuntarily aroused, obeyed and stepped to the side of the couch while Julie rolled over and remained lying on her back. Her legs remained spread and her insides glistened with moisture from Frank’s vigorous intercourse.

“Julie,” said Frank, “sit on your knees and watch us.” Julie obeyed, pushing herself up higher on the sun lounger and supporting herself with her hands to get a good view of the two men. Her eyes sparkled with excitement and curiosity. Frank grabbed his huge, black cock with one hand and began to masturbate it vigorously. The contrast with Sam’s tiny penis was shocking - while Frank seemed bigger and bigger and more powerful, Sam looked almost ridiculously small next to him.

“Look at that,” Frank gasped, his hand sliding quickly and firmly over his shaft. “That’s a real cock, and it’s about to soak you so you’ll never forget the size.” Sam could do nothing but watch in silence. Frank’s confidence and dominance alone made Sam’s own manhood even smaller and more inconspicuous. Every movement of Frank’s hand intensified the feeling of inferiority. Julie gasped softly, her eyes fixed on Frank’s imposing cock and Sam’s tiny shame. The image magnified her own desire and she felt a wave of anticipation run through her body.

“Kneel down, Sam,” Frank commanded, not allowing any delay in his movement. Sam obeyed, kneeling down in front of Frank’s throbbing cock as Frank increased his masturbation, his breathing becoming more uncontrollable. “Julie, watch closely,” he ordered with a throaty grin. “This little wretch is about to see what real satisfaction is all about.”

Frank ended the show with a loud, deep moan. He paused briefly, then he squirted with a force that was fascinating and humiliating at the same time. Powerful streams of sperm shot out of his glans and landed directly on Sam’s small penis. The hot liquid completely covered Sam’s member and dripped onto the floor.

Frank’s moans echoed through the garden as he squeezed out the last drops with an emphatic movement. Sam felt the warm cum on his skin - a mixture of humiliation and strange excitement flashed through him. “That, Sam,” Frank gasped, breathing heavily, “that’s the power of a true man.”

Julie looked at Sam’s defiled penis, which was covered in Frank’s cum. The mixture glistened in the sunlight and the contrast between Sam’s tiny, flaccid member and the fluid that manifested Frank’s power made the scene even more impressive. With a mixture of greedy lust and dominant superiority, Julie slowly leaned forward. Her tongue reached out and began to lick the sticky remnants of Frank’s cum from Sam’s penis. The taste of the salty liquid mixed with the smell of Sam’s manhood inflamed her senses even more.

Frank watched the scene with a satisfied smile. His breathing slowly calmed down again and he dropped onto a nearby sun lounger, his legs stretched out relaxed as he followed Julie’s every move with a sharp gaze. “You’re doing well, Julie,” he grumbled. “Show Sam how useless he is in comparison.” Julie took Frank’s words as incentive and redoubled her efforts. She continued to lick the cum off, her tongue snaking over Sam’s small member, sometimes lingering and sucking lightly. She could feel Sam trembling, a mixture of shame and a strange form of arousal coursing through his body. Her mouth gently lapped at his tiny glans as her lips closed tighter, creating a gentle suck.

Sam could hardly keep still. The slightly irritating coldness of Frank’s sperm disappeared under Julie’s warm tongue and he felt his body twitch uncontrollably. Julien’s lips sucked rhythmically and he noticed how his small penis slowly began to stir.

“Enjoy it, Sam,” Julie said between movements of her tongue and lips, her voice half muffled by her full mouth.

Frank laughed, his deep, throaty tone filling the room. “You’re both exactly where you belong,” he announced smugly. His hand settled loosely over his own manhood, which slowly came to rest. He watched in fascination as Julie continued to work Sam over, drawing the last vestiges of humiliation and submissiveness out of him. With each stroke of her tongue, Julie cleaned Sam’s penis completely, her devotion seemingly limitless. Finally, she lifted her head, her lips glistening with cum and saliva. She looked Frank straight in the eye, a smile playing around her lips.

“Anything for you, Frank,” she said simply, with a hint of pride in her voice.

Frank nodded contentedly, a satisfied glint in his eye. “And that, Julie, is exactly why you’re my perfect slut.”

Julie continued to suck on Sam’s small penis, her movements now slow and gentle, as if she wanted to torture him a little longer. Each stroke of her tongue seemed to drive Sam’s arousal even higher. His breathing was heavy and irregular and he felt the tension in his abdomen grow.

“Julie ... I ... I’ll be right there,” he gasped, his voice trembling with anticipation and fear.

Frank, who was watching the scene with growing fascination, frowned in irritation. “What do you think you’re doing, Sam?”

But before Sam could say any more, Julie abruptly let go of his penis. She looked almost playfully at Frank as she slowly withdrew. The sudden interruption brought Sam to the brink of madness. His small penis twitched violently, and although it hadn’t gotten hard and certainly not impressively large, he began to cum in small, pathetic spurts.

“Ahhh ... oh god...” Sam moaned as the tiny jets of cum shot into the air and landed on his thighs and the floor. Each twitch of his member was accompanied by a sense of relief he hadn’t felt in months. It was the first orgasm he had experienced through his penis in a long time, but despite the intense sensation, he felt ruined and unsatisfied.

Julie smiled, seemingly delighted at the sight of his ruined orgasm. Her eyes radiated a mixture of triumph and amusement. “There you go!” she said proudly, as if to prove to herself that she could still get Sam.

Frank, on the other hand, thought deeply when he saw Sam’s pathetic climax. “Obviously,” he thought to himself, “you haven’t worn the cage long enough. If you can still cum, it hasn’t fully kicked in yet.” He let his dark gaze slide over Sam, who was kneeling exhausted on the floor in front of the cot. Sam, still trembling from the after-effects of his ruined orgasm, glanced uncertainly at Frank. Relief was overshadowed by fear. The thought of having to carry the cage again sent a cold shudder through his body.

Julie leaned back, her body relaxed and she smiled contentedly as the day slowly faded away. Frank rose from the couch and stood in front of Sam and Julie, his presence like an insurmountable shadow. After Sam’s ruined orgasm had faded, Frank turned to him. “Sam, clean yourself up and then come back here,” Frank ordered with unmistakable firmness. Sam nodded and rose clumsily from the floor, still shaking from the after-effects of the ruining climax. He left the room to clean himself up.

A few minutes later, Sam returned, now cleansed on the outside but still insecure and exhausted on the inside. Frank was already standing there, ready for the next step. He looked Sam straight in the eye and spoke calmly but firmly: “Julie, it’s time to put the cage back on.” Sam wanted to scream inside, but gave in to exhaustion.

Julie nodded, took the chastity device and began the familiar ritual. She took the base ring of the cage and gently pulled it over Sam’s flaccid penis and testicles. Her fingers worked skillfully and expertly as she placed the ring securely around everything and fastened it with the utmost care.

“Very good,” Frank said approvingly as he watched the whole thing.

Julie then proceeded to place the small metal knob on Sam’s glans. As she applied the centerpiece of the cage, unnoticed inside the cage, the small hooks and rails gripped the skin of the foreskin, pulling it firmly back and holding it immovably in place, exposing the sensitive head of his penis again and exposing it mercilessly to the inner material of the cage.

“Hold still, Sam,” she whispered reassuringly. Sam could only watch helplessly as the cold metal of the device approached his member. “I know you like it,” Julie winked at Sam, thinking of doing something good for him.

Julie held the cage in front of her and began to press it onto Sam’s penis. The metal construction felt cold and unrelenting. Sam felt the mechanical structure closing around him, pulling his skin mercilessly into the desired position. Julie then pressed the steel body against the glans, which was slowly and relentlessly engulfed by the construct. Sam’s glans was again embraced, almost engulfed, by the inner material of the steel dome of the cage. The special coating, consisting of microscopic channels, immediately began to continuously release tiny particles that impaired the sensitivity of the glans and constricted the blood vessels. The design of the cage again ensured that the glans remained under constant pressure, leading to a slow but sure degradation of sensation.

This time, Julie noticed that Sam’s penis was much smaller and flaccid than usual. She no longer needed ice to get the penis into the cage - it fit as it was. The material inside the cage continued to release chemical components that blocked the nerve receptors and significantly reduced the blood supply, disrupting Sam’s sexual stimulation and slowly but surely constricting and silencing his arousal. Once the cage was firmly locked and secured again, Frank approached Julie and Sam. “Perfectly done, Julie,” he praised.

Julie smiled contentedly as she looked at Sam. The evening ended quietly, Sam’s penis lying safely back in its cage, unaware that his glans was in constant contact with the abrasive and chemical material of the cage.

After the intense experience of the day, Frank, Julie and Sam lay naked in the living room. The soft light from the TV illuminated the room sporadically as they watched TV to calm the mood and let the day slowly fade away. Julie lay comfortably at Frank’s side, her porcelain-colored body contrasting sharply against his jet-black skin. The image was almost artistic - like two people from completely different worlds, yet sharing an intimate connection. Frank reached out and occasionally played gently with Julie’s blonde hair. His fingers glided over her delicate skin, brushing her shoulder and back. The touch was intimate and possessive, but in a subtle way that was neither intrusive nor uncomfortable.

Sam sat a little apart, on the armchair in front of the sofa. The metal cage around his penis reminded him of his constant submission, and the occasional glances he cast at Frank and Julie were full of unspoken emotions - respect, jealousy, fear and a strange form of devotion. At all times he could see the gentle, playful touches between Frank and Julie, their intimacy presented to him in an almost painful way. Frank continued to trace gentle, circular motions on Julie’s forearm, occasionally letting his hand wander lower, over her waist and hips. Julie smiled up at him, an expression of trust and surrender on her features. The movie in the background created a calm, almost meditative atmosphere that made the moment of relaxation perfect.

“Are you interested in the movie, Sam?” Frank asked suddenly, his voice breaking the silence of the room. His hand was still resting on Julie’s hip. “Yes ... no ... I don’t know,” Sam mumbled uncertainly, his eyes fixed on the screen, but his mind was obviously elsewhere.

Julie giggled softly and kissed Frank’s shoulder. Frank nodded in agreement, his gaze at Sam still a mixture of superiority and satisfaction.

“It’s time,” Frank finally said and stood up slowly, pulling Julie with him. “We’re going to the bedroom.” Sam understood the unspoken command and started to get up, tired and torn between relief and frustration.

Frank and Julie walked up the stairs ahead, their silhouettes in the dim light of the hallway as Sam followed them with his gaze. When they reached the bedroom, Frank turned and gave Sam one last look.

“Good night, Sam,” he said simply, but the words carried the weight of authority.

“Good night,” Sam murmured before making his way to the guest room that had been assigned to him like the last few nights. Once there, he lay down on the bed and felt the hardness of the cage again. It had been an hour since the cage had been put back on, and the constant chemical and physical stimulation left his member in a strange state of constant sensitivity.

While Frank and Julie hugged each other in the bedroom and spent the night together, Sam lay back in the guest room and stared at the dark ceiling.

After resting in the bedroom, Frank and Julie lay down in bed. She snuggled up to his powerful, dark chest and gave him a questioning look. “Frank, do you think Sam is having as much fun as we are?” Julie asked with a mixture of curiosity and naïve innocence.

Frank smiled, his fingers playing gently through Julie’s hair. “Oh yes, Julie. There are lots of men like Sam. They love being submissive. They really enjoy living out their fantasies and serving their dominas. He enjoys it just as much as we do.”

“Really?” Julie seemed happy. “I never thought he’d have such fantasies.”

“Yes, Julie,” said Frank, “it’s a world that’s alien to many people, but there are more men than you can imagine who have just such fantasies. They want to be dominated and controlled. They long to relinquish their power and experience their true desires.” His voice sounded reassuring and convincing, skillfully playing on Julie’s inexperienced nature. Julie’s eyes lit up. “Well, that’s fascinating. I really didn’t know Sam had such desires.”

After a short pause, Julie continued: “But he couldn’t get it up today, even though he was in the cage for so long. I really thought he wanted freedom so badly.” Frank laughed softly, almost fatherly. “Julie, that’s normal. Men like Sam, who are actually sissies, often don’t even know what they really want. It’s a new world for him and he has to get used to it.”

“What does it mean to be a sissy?” Julie asked curiously, they had only skimmed excerpts in the book, she had spent too much time with Frank to read much further. “A sissy,” Frank explained patiently, “is a man who loves to be feminized, he’d like to be like a woman. He enjoys wearing women’s clothes and being submissive. It goes far beyond simple submission - it’s a deeper, psychological kind of self-discovery and exploration of his true nature.”

Julie was fascinated. “That sounds real ... I don’t know...”

“The important thing is that we help Sam to live this out,” Frank interrupted Julie.

“We can encourage him,” Frank said, “let him live his fantasies. You could teach him how to shave completely and wear women’s clothes. Make it part of his everyday life. Look, Julie, I’ll be away again tomorrow for a few days. You could take care of it in that time.”

Julie nodded enthusiastically. “That sounds like a plan. What exactly do you want me to do?”

“First,” said Frank, “Sam should shave everything off completely. He should practise wearing women’s clothes, first at home and then outside, under his regular clothes. He needs to get used to what it feels like to be a sissy.”

“And what if he doesn’t go along with it?” asked Julie worriedly.

Frank grinned slightly maliciously. “He’ll join in, don’t worry. And if not, when I come back, he’ll stay in the cage even longer. That will make him follow your instructions. After all, he’s waited so long for you to take on this role and it’s exactly what he wants. He just has a hard time showing you, so you have to encourage him.”

Julie relaxed and smiled. “You’re right. I’ll do everything I can to support him.”

Frank and Julie spent the rest of the evening working out a detailed plan. They discussed how Julie would get Sam to accept shaving and wearing women’s clothing as his new norm. Frank gave her instructions and tips on how to best navigate Sam’s submission and sissy transformation. “Julie,” Frank finally concluded the conversation, “you’ll see that he loves it and that it’s good for him too. It’s a journey of self-discovery for him, with you as his guide.”

Julie nodded in agreement and felt strengthened and convinced by Frank’s words. They soon fell asleep, each absorbed in their own thoughts - Julie full of anticipation of giving her husband a present and Frank satisfied with his successful manipulation.
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The next morning, Frank prepared to leave the house. He gave Julie and Sam the final instructions before leaving again for several days. “Julie, remember what we talked about. Encourage Sam and keep him on track.” he said to her in the bedroom and then headed for the front door.

Sam was waiting for them downstairs in the living room.

“Sam - I expect you to obey “your” wife. When I come back, I only want to hear positive things.” Frank said to Sam as he hurried out the door.

Julie nodded resolutely, while Sam replied hesitantly with a nervous smile.

Frank planted one last kiss on Julie’s forehead, gave Sam a stern look and then left the house. Julie was determined to put the plan into action.

In the afternoon, she confronted Sam with the first task. “Sam, you know what Frank said this morning. I think it’s time you shaved completely,” Julie said in a friendly tone, but with a firm determination in her voice. Sam hesitated, his eyes shifting nervously back and forth. “Julie, I don’t know ... this feels weird, why would I do this?”

Julie smiled reassuringly. “I understand that you’re uncomfortable, but that’s part of your fantasy, isn’t it? I can see how you’ve enjoyed the last few weeks since Frank joined us.

You’ll like it, trust me. Start shaving and I’ll help you.”

She led him into the bathroom, where she had already prepared everything: razor, shaving foam, towels and warm water containers. Julie began with careful, gentle hand movements, testing the razor first. “We’ll go slowly, step by step,” she explained.

Julie knelt in front of Sam and began wetting his lower right leg with warm water. The steam rose and prepared the skin for the razor. She applied a generous amount of shaving foam and spread it evenly with her hands.

“Please sit down, Sam, it’s more comfortable this way,” she gently urged him.

Sam followed her instructions and sat down on a stool. Julie took the razor and carefully began to remove the hair on his lower leg. The razor glided gently over his skin and the hair fell to the floor. Sam still felt uncomfortable, but Julie’s reassuring presence helped him to relax.

“Do you see? It doesn’t hurt at all,” Julie said reassuringly. “Now the other lower leg.”

She repeated the process, giving him loving words of encouragement here and there. When both lower legs were shaved smooth, she moved on to his thighs, always making sure to give Sam a feeling of security and confidence. Sam’s penis cage kept slipping into Julie’s field of vision.

She didn’t have to shave Sam’s crotch because Sam always shaved it hair-free.

Once his legs had been shaved and any remaining lather removed, Julie turned her attention to Sam’s arms. Here, too, she started with warm water and shaving foam. “Lift your arm, please, Sam,” she instructed. Sam lifted his right arm and Julie carefully began to prepare the skin. With gentle, even strokes, she shaved away the hairs, leaving no area untouched. She repeated the process on his left arm, her movements calm and methodical.

“Now we come to the last major area, Sam. Your chest and back,” Julie said as she lathered up the foam in her hands. Sam lay down on his back and Julie wet his chest skin with warm water. She spread the lather and began to shave his hair. “Relax, Sam,” she murmured as the razor glided over his chest. “It’ll be smooth and nice.”

Julie was thorough, working persistently to remove every strand of hair. Her fingers glided gently over his smooth, hairless skin, checking to see if any areas had been missed. “Now please turn around so I can do your back,” she asked gently.

Sam obeyed and turned around. Julie followed her tried and tested procedure, wetting his back with warm water and applying shaving foam. With patient movements, she removed all the hair from his back. After Julie had shaved Sam’s legs and arms, chest and back, she turned to him again with a gentle smile. “Sam, there’s one last step we need to take,” she said reassuringly.

Sam looked at her questioningly and nervously. “What do you mean, Julie?”

“We also need to shave your anus and the surrounding area,” she explained calmly. “It’s important that you’re completely shaved so that you feel clean and fresh.”

Sam swallowed nervously and nodded hesitantly. “Okay, Julie, if you say so.” Julie gently pushed him onto the bathroom floor. She placed a soft towel on the floor and asked Sam to kneel down on it.

“Now bend forward and lean on your arms, Sam. That’s the best way to get to the spot,” Julie explained. As he leaned forward like this, his testicles would normally fall loosely between his legs. But this time everything was different.

Julie immediately noticed the cage that enclosed Sam’s penis and testicles. The metal cage was tightly and tightly attached to his body, leaving his testicles with hardly any free space. They looked strapped down and pressed tightly against his body. The sight of the cage was almost mesmerizing and emphasized the tight control exerted over Sam’s manhood.

“Take it easy, Sam,” she whispered gently as she approached the intimate area. Her fingers spread the warm shaving cream evenly around his anus, and she couldn’t help but take another look at the cage. The cold steel and complex mechanism that held the testicles so tightly and securely was a striking contrast to Sam’s soft skin.

As she began to carefully run the razor over Sam’s sensitive areas, Julie occasionally touched the cage. She tapped her fingers lightly on the cold metal as if to verify the reality of this device and what it meant to Sam. “Unbelievable” Julie thought to herself. “This would have been absolutely unthinkable a few months ago, but it seems you never stop learning. I really have to thank Becky and Tom for opening my eyes to the fact that Sam can finally fulfill his wishes.

“Does that feel okay, Sam?” she asked between shaving strokes, running her fingers gently over the cage. “Does anything hurt?”

“No, everything’s fine,” Sam replied quietly, his voice sounding relaxed, but also a little ashamed.

Julie refocused on her task as she continued to spread the shaving foam and remove the hair. Her eyes and fingers kept returning to the cage, almost as if she wanted to make sure it was still firmly and immovably in place.

The cage held Sam’s testicles tightly, almost mercilessly, against his body so that they had no freedom of movement. The structure of the cage seemed perfectly adapted to prevent even the slightest movement, constantly reminding Sam of his submission. Julie tapped her finger against the cold metal again, a barely audible clink sounded.

“This cage is really impressive,” Julie murmured to herself as she removed the last of Sam’s hair and checked his skin with gentle strokes. “It keeps everything so secure and tight.”

Sam could only nod silently as his cheeks flushed slightly. The procedure was both humiliating and reassuring, a paradoxical mixture of feelings running through him.

“All done,” Julie finally said, taking a step back and looking at her work. “Your skin is smooth and hairless now, Sam. You’ve done really well.” She helped him stand up and handed him a warm towel to remove all remnants of the shaving foam.

“Thank you, Julie,” Sam murmured, still a little embarrassed, but also grateful for her loving care.

“You’re welcome, Sam,” smiled Julie.

When the process was over, Sam felt a strange mixture of shame and relief.

Once all the larger areas of skin had been worked on, Julie carefully checked her husband for any missed hairs and prepared to correct the finer points. She applied the lotions and creams Frank had given her to Sam’s skin to prevent razor burn and soothe the skin.

“Feels smooth and nice, doesn’t it Sam?” asked Julie, a mild smile on her lips. “You’ll feel younger and refreshed from now on.” Sam nodded, still unsure and confused by the whole procedure. Julie helped him stand up and led him to a large mirror. “Look at yourself, Sam. You’re smooth and hairless. It looks good.”

Once the shave was complete and Sam had calmed down with Julie’s loving care, they prepared for the rest of the day together. Julie encouraged and told him that this first step was just the beginning and would soon become routine. They spent the rest of the day together, Julie holding Sam close to her side and making him realize that this was part of his transformation and acceptance of his deep desires.

With the first step successfully completed, Julie was ready to take the plan further.

On Tuesday morning, Julie woke up next to Sam with a new determination. She knew that today she was going to take another big step in Sam’s transformation. After they had breakfast together, she led Sam into the bedroom where she had prepared a selection of women’s clothes for him.

Several items of clothing were carefully laid out on the bed: a pair of black nylon stockings, a black satin bra, matching panties and a soft, pastel-colored silk dress with lace. Each piece had been carefully selected to make Sam’s experience both pleasurable and exciting. Frank had brought the dresses with him on his last visit.

Julie turned lovingly to Sam. “Sam, you’re going to wear this today,” she said, pointing to the clothes. “You’ll love it, believe me.”

Sam looked at the clothes and immediately felt uneasy. “Julie, I don’t know ... This just feels weird.”

Julie stepped closer and put her hand on his shoulder. “I understand it’s unfamiliar, Sam. But remember what we talked about. This is part of your fantasy. You’ll like it if you let yourself. Trust me, I’m here to help you.” She took the nylon stockings in her hand and gently guided Sam to sit on the edge of the bed. “Let’s start with the stockings. Lift your leg, please, Sam.”

Sam hesitated, but he obeyed and slowly lifted his leg. Julie carefully stroked the stocking over his smooth, hairless skin. The feel of the silk fabric as it stretched over his skin was overwhelming. It was cool and smooth, and Sam’s body responded to the strange but sensual touch.

“How does that feel?” Julie asked gently as she helped him put on the second stocking.

“It’s ... strange, but somehow also ... pleasant,” Sam murmured. “The stockings feel cold and smooth.” Julie smiled and nodded encouragingly. “Good, now the bra. Lift your arms, please.”

Sam followed her instructions and Julie slipped the satin bra over his shoulders and fastened it at the back. The feeling of fabric pressing tightly against his chest was unfamiliar, but not uncomfortable. Julie made sure to position the bra straps correctly and carefully put everything in place.

“Now for the panties,” Julie said and took the matching black satin panties off the bed. She helped Sam to put it on, the metal cage around his penis and testicles being an obstacle at first. “Come on, stand up, Sam,” Julie instructed him. “I’ll help you put the cage in the panties.”

Sam stood up and Julie smoothed the panties over his hips. The cage gradually disappeared under the fabric, the tight material holding everything firmly in place. The testicles and penis, locked in the cage, were pressed tightly against his body. Julie gently stroked the surface of the panties, making sure everything was in place.

“See, it’s not so bad,” Julie said reassuringly. “The panties keep everything tight and secure.”

Sam nodded, although he still felt a great deal of discomfort inside. “It feels kind of ... tight. I don’t know if I can stand it.”

Julie put her hand on his cheek and looked him in the eye. “Sam, you’re doing great. It’s just a question of getting used to it. You’ll find it gets easier with time and you’ll get used to it. Let’s put the dress on now.”

She took the pastel-colored silk dress and helped Sam pull it over his head. The soft fabric clung to his body and the lace felt delicate and playful. Julie closed the zipper with patient fingers and took a step back to look at her handiwork.

“You look beautiful, Sam,” she said with a genuine smile. “How does it feel?”

Sam took a look in the mirror and saw herself in full women’s clothing. The combination of the soft silk fabric, the tight bra and the black panties felt strange, but also strangely exciting. His shave from the day before made the fabric glide right against his smooth skin, adding to the unfamiliar feeling.

“It’s ... I don’t know, Julie. It feels different, but not necessarily bad,” he admitted.

Julie stepped up to him and hugged him gently. “That’s the first step, Sam. You’re doing fantastic. It will become more normal for you with time. Let’s go for a little walk to get you used to it.” She and Sam walked outside together. Sam wore his regular clothes over the women’s clothes to conceal them. The thought of him wearing nylon stockings and a bra under his regular clothes made him nervous, but Julie held his hand and spoke soothingly to him.

“No one will know, Sam. Trust me. This is just for you and for us. Just think about how good it feels to live out your fantasies.”

Sam nodded and they strolled through the streets together. Every step in the nylon stockings reminded him that he was in a new world. The feel of the silk dress against his smooth skin was overwhelming and he couldn’t help but occasionally think about how tightly the cage in the panties clung to his body.

After their walk, Julie and Sam spent the rest of the day at home. Julie helped Sam feel comfortable in his new clothes and accepted him as he was. They cooked together, talked about everyday things and Julie made sure Sam felt supported and loved in his new role.

“You’re doing great, Sam,” Julie said as they sat down on the sofa at the end of the day.

Sam leaned back tiredly, but a small smile played around his lips. “Thank you, Julie. You’re really great to me. I appreciate it.”

“I’m just here to help you live out your fantasies,” she replied gently, resting her head on his shoulder.

Tuesday ended with a feeling of familiarity and acceptance. Julie had taken Sam a step further into his new world and he slowly began to realize that, despite his initial misgivings, he could grow in his new role.

Wednesday morning Julie was up early and again full of determination to continue the next step in Sam’s transformation. After they had breakfast together as usual, she took Sam into the bedroom to prepare him to wear women’s clothes outside the house - secretly under his regular clothes at first.

On the bed was a selection of new clothes that Julie had carefully prepared for this special day: a pair of fine, black, lace-trimmed bras and underwear, lace-edged nylon stockings and a tight-fitting black corset. The lace and fine material shimmered seductively and made Sam’s heart beat faster.

Julie approached Sam and took the lace-trimmed bra first. “Sam, today you’re going to wear these beautiful pieces. You’ll see how exciting and different it will feel.”

Sam looked at the clothes and felt that unease rise up inside him again. “Julie, I ... I really don’t know...”

Julie stepped closer and placed her hand gently on his arm. “Sam, remember, this is part of your fantasy. You enjoyed it yesterday and I saw you making those videos at the weekend when Frank and I were away. Trust me. No one will know, it’s just for us and for you.”

With Julie’s reassuring words, Sam finally nodded. Julie helped him put on the lace-covered bra and fastened it at the back. The lace felt cool and soft against his smooth skin, a sensual touch that stimulated his senses in a new way. She made sure the straps were comfortable and the bra held everything securely in place.

“This bra looks great, Sam, and feels good, doesn’t it?” asked Julie with a confident smile.

“It ... It feels completely different,” Sam admitted as he felt the new texture under his fingers.

Julie next picked up the hold-up stockings with their sophisticated lace edging. “Your leg please, Sam.”

Sam lifted his leg, reluctantly at first, then more confidently, and Julie slowly guided the stocking over his skin. The feel of the silky fabric, smooth and cool all over, made Sam shiver slightly. The lace edge wrapped tightly around his thigh and held securely. She repeated the process on the other leg and Sam could feel the unfamiliar but arousing sensation of the smooth stockings.

“The lace looks and feels beautiful,” Julie said reassuringly, admiring her work. Then she picked up the matching lace panties. “Put these on, Sam. It won’t show under your clothes, but you’ll feel it all the time.”

Finally, Julie took the black corset off the bed. “And now your arms, Sam.”

Sam raised his arms and had the corset put on. Julie fastened it tightly, but not uncomfortably. The tight material of the corset hugged his upper body and shaped his figure. The feeling was constricting but also supportive, a constant reminder of what he was wearing.

As Sam moved around in the new underwear, he could clearly feel the unyielding presence of the metal cage beneath the fabric. The cage held his penis and testicles firmly in place and the chemical cocktail, released continuously through the microscopic channels, worked his pleasure center without ceasing.

The mixture of substances and components continued to flow relentlessly into his glans and the surrounding nerve tracts, as it had been doing for weeks.

Sam’s glans was constantly rubbed and irritated by the microscopic spikes and bumps of the material, creating small micro-injuries and constant pressure. The chemical action and mechanical stimulation ensured that Sam’s pleasure center was constantly suppressed and controlled without him directly noticing or seeing it in the steel prison.

As the final moment to leave the house approached, Sam felt a strong sense of unease. The thought of going to work in women’s clothes made him nervous and insecure.

Julie sensed his tension and approached him with reassuring words. “Sam, no one will know. It’s a secret part of you that only we know. It’s all going to be fine. You’re doing fantastic. Trust me, you’ll get used to it.”

With a deep breath and Julie’s words in his ear, Sam put on his regular clothes: a shirt, pants and a jacket. The lace-trimmed underwear and corset remained safely hidden underneath. He could feel the nylon stockings gently against his legs and the bra pressed firmly against his chest. But with every step outside the house, he learned to trust Julien’s words and feel her reassuring presence even in her absence.

On that Wednesday, Sam’s walk to the office was a mixture of anxiety and excitement. Every step felt different, every movement reminded him of his new, secret identity. Once in the office, Sam sat down at his desk and felt the lace and corset under his clothes.

Although work continued as usual, Sam’s thoughts kept returning to the clothes and the cage. He felt extremely controlled on the one hand and strangely free on the other. He showed the façade of normal Sam to everyone he met, while inwardly he explored the various sensations.

When Sam came home after a long day at work, he was greeted by Julie with a warm smile. “How was your day?” she asked curiously.

“It was ... intense,” Sam admitted. “But I got through it. Thank you, Julie.”

“I’m proud of you, Sam. You did so well,” Julie said, hugging him tightly. “Now let’s spend some time together and relax.”

Wednesday ended with a sense of deeper connection and understanding between Julie and Sam. It was another step on the road to Sam’s transformation and acceptance of his true fantasies. She sat with him on the couch, talked to him reassuringly and made him realize how proud she was of his progress.

Thursday started early and Julie was determined to push on with the transformation. She had spent the last few days studying the chapter of the book from the club that dealt with anal training and prostate massage. Julie had done her preparations meticulously and was well prepared for the next step.

After breakfast, Julie led Sam back to the bedroom. On the bed today were other sophisticated women’s clothes: a delicate white lace bralette with matching panties, a snow-white corset and a pair of white sheer tights with lace details.

“Today, Sam, you’re going to wear these beautiful pieces,” Julie said with a loving smile. “And there’s something more we’re going to add.”

Sam looked at the clothes and felt a renewed sense of unease and uncertainty rising. “Julie, what do you mean by ‘a little more’?” Julie took his hand and squeezed it reassuringly. “Trust me, Sam. Today we’re going to start a new chapter in your journey. But first, let’s get you dressed.”

She took the delicate lace bralette and helped Sam put it on. The touch of the soft lace fabric against his smooth skin was arousing and made Sam feel a slight tug in his stomach. Julie made sure the straps were right and everything was tight and securely in place.

“Now the panties,” Julie said, picking up the matching lace panties and helping Sam pull them up. The metal cage around his genitals still remained firmly in place, but was securely covered by the soft fabric.

Julie picked up the sheer tights and stretched them out in front of him. “Lift your leg, please, Sam.”

Sam lifted his legs one by one and Julie slowly and carefully pulled the tights over his legs. The feeling of the sheer material smoothly enveloping his skin made Sam shiver again and again. The lace edge wrapped tightly around his thighs and held securely.

Julie led Sam into the bathroom, where she had already prepared everything for the next step. There was a medium-sized butt plug made of firm silicone on the washbasin, along with a special lubricant and a towel.

“Sam,” Julie began gently, “today we’re going to try something new. It will help you get into your role better.” Sam saw the butt plug and the lube and his eyes widened. “Julie, really ... why? ... that...”

Julie put a reassuring hand on his shoulder. “It’s going to be all right, Sam. I’ve learned this and I know what I’m doing. You’ll like it, I promise.”

She asked Sam to turn around and lean forward slightly. She carefully spread the lubricant on the butt plug and patiently explained each step. “The lube will make it easy to insert and won’t cause you any pain,” she said reassuringly.

With her other hand, she gently stroked the gel around his anus, her touch even and soothing. “Relax, Sam. It’s going to be an interesting sensation.”

Slowly and carefully, Julie began to insert the butt plug into his anus. She made sure to perform each movement evenly and carefully. Sam felt the cool silicone slowly penetrate him and the sensation was unfamiliar and slightly uncomfortable at first. But Julie’s reassuring words and gentle touch helped him to relax.

“Almost there, Sam,” Julie murmured when the butt plug was finally fully inserted and firmly in place. “How do you feel?”

“It’s ... it’s strange...” Sam replied hesitantly. The feeling of the butt plug inside him was unmistakable, a constant but not unpleasant presence.

Julie led Sam back into the bedroom and helped him put on the snow-white corset. She laced it tightly, but not uncomfortably so, and Sam felt the supportive tightness around his upper body. The butt plug in his anus, the tight penis cage and the corset together provided a constant physical reminder of his new role.

“How could it have escalated like this?” Sam asked himself.

“Now the tights and the dress,” Julie said and helped Sam put on the sheer tights with the lace details. She then dressed him in a soft, flowing day dress that was held up at the shoulders by thin straps.

They spent the rest of the day together at home, with Julie treating Sam like a friend. They talked about fashion and everyday things, they laughed, and Julie constantly praised Sam for his bravery and dedication to living out his fantasies.

They spent the day doing various chores, cooking and talking together.

“You look fantastic, Sam,” Julie said with a smile. “And you’re doing great. You’ll see that it gets more and more normal with time.”

The evening approached and Julie prepared the crowning glory of the day. She led Sam back to the bedroom and explained the next step to him with a mischievous smile. “Sam, now we’re going to try something completely new to get to know your body and your lust better.”

Sam looked at her nervously, but Julie reassured him with gentle words. “You’re going to love this, believe me. It’s going to be intense but incredibly satisfying.”

She laid him on his back and lifted his legs so that his anus was easily accessible. With gentle hands, she applied the lubricant to her fingertips again and massaged around the butt plug before slowly and carefully removing it. The butt plug came out of Sam with a slight pop. He was overwhelmed by the sudden emptiness inside him.

“Don’t worry, my sweet,” she whispered, “Now comes the best part. We’re going to give your sweet ass and your little clitoris a real treat.”

Sam hesitated at the words, but he relied on Julie. She reached for a prostate massager and applied a generous amount of lubricant to it. Then she slowly inserted it into Sam’s anus while talking soothingly to him.

“Can you feel that, Sam? This is going to massage your prostate,” Julie whispered as the device entered him. “Oh, my sweet, you’re going to love it. It will touch you deeply.”

Julie began to gently move the device back and forth, her hands and movements experienced and purposeful. “You’re such a good woman, Sam. See, your little clitoris is all wet already.” She tapped the cage, the tips of which had a thick white thread running along them.

Sam wanted to object, but the intense sensations silenced him. The device precisely stimulated his prostate and triggered strong waves of pleasure in him. He could feel the warm sensation spreading outwards from his prostate and pulsing throughout his body.

“Yes, girl, just let it happen,” Julie whispered teasingly. “I’m only doing this for you because you’re such a good girl. Your little clitoris deserves a little attention too.”

Julie gently slid her free hand over Sam’s metal cage, which held his penis and testicles tightly in place. “Oh look, see how small and sensitive your clitoris is? It’s so cute, even when it’s tightly constricted.”

Sam could hardly think straight, the sensations were so intense. Every word Julie said increased his arousal and he could feel his skin tingling under her touch.

“Can you feel your whole body reacting? You’re my good little woman, Sam. Just let it happen and enjoy it.”

Julie slowly increased the pressure and speed of the prostate massager. “You’re going to love it, my girls. Your prostate is your true source of pleasure.”

Sam felt overwhelmed by the words and the targeted stimulation. The sensations Julie triggered in him were unlike anything he had ever felt before. His breathing became shallow and his muscles tensed as the waves of pleasure shot through his body.

Sam lay on his back with his legs drawn up and his knees pressed firmly against his chest. This position forced him to stick his ass way up and offer it to Julie’s skillful hands. His penis, encased in a metal cage, stood out between his white women’s clothes and silky stockings, the cold metal a sharp contrast to his heated skin.

Julie knelt in concentration, her fingers tightly closed around the prostate massager. She massaged Sam’s prostate with targeted movements, knowing exactly where to press to trigger the most intense sensations. With each pressure and circular movement, she elicited deep, moaning sounds from Sam that pierced the silence of the room. His body shook uncontrollably, his muscles tensed and he arched under the intense waves of pleasure that rolled through him.

“Oh, Sam, see how your little cage is shaking?” whispered Julie with a smile. “Your body is responding so well.”

Sam could barely respond, his breaths shallow and irregular. He squirmed under Julie’s skillful hands and the overwhelming sensations flowing from his prostate.

With each twitch and tremor, his gland emptied and the pressure in his abdomen released in a way that almost drove him crazy with lust.

“That’s right, Sam, let it all go. Your prostate is mine,” Julie said soothingly and at the same time dominantly as she continued to work. Sam clung to his knees with his hands and feet, as if he was trying to hold on somewhere so as not to float away in the tides of pleasure. His eyes were closed and tears of overwhelm were gathering in the corners.

Julie’s movements were precise and persistent, each of her touches a purposeful strike against his control. “You’re so good, Sam. See how your little cage twitches? That’s you, that’s all you,” she murmured, continuing to circle and lightly pulse the device inside him.

Sam couldn’t take it anymore; his world was reduced to the sensations flowing from his prostate, the warmth and pulsing happiness spreading through his body. His moans filled the room, his convulsions were uncontrollable and his pleasure was at the center of his being.

“That’s it Sam, enjoy it,” Julie whispered. “You’re my girl. Your clit deserves all the attention it gets. Feel comfortable in your new role.”

Julie gently circled the massager as she gently fanned her fingers over the cage surrounding Sam’s pleasure center. “So cute, so small and so obedient. Your clit and your little butt are all mine.”

Sam’s penis dripped heavily from the cage while his prostate gland emptied. Clear, glistening fluid ran down his balls and collected in small puddles on the bed beneath him. His body shook with excitement and overwhelm, each drop of spilled secretion bringing a feeling of intense relief and deeper pleasure.

But suddenly Julie stopped. Sam gasped as the prostate massager was slowly pulled out of him. The sudden withdrawal left him gasping for breath. Fluid continued to ooze out of him, tangible evidence of the intense stimulation he had just experienced.

Julie got up and went to a suitcase that was in the corner of the room. Sam could see out of the corner of his eye her pulling something out, but his exhausted and dazed perception couldn’t grasp exactly what it was. Before he could gather himself to ask or protest, Julie was already between his legs. Dangling from her crotch was a strapped-on dildo modeled after a black penis.

“Shhh,” she whispered softly but firmly as she gripped the black dildo and slowly inserted it into Sam’s anus. The stretch caused him to draw in another sharp breath, his fingers clawing at the bedding to deal with the sudden pressure. Julie held his legs firmly and began to thrust gently yet firmly.

“Oh, yeah, Sam, look how well you can take it,” Julie said in a seductive whisper. “Your tight pussy is going to get a good fucking now.”

Sam’s mind was a whirlwind of conflicting emotions. The pressure and friction of the dildo against his sensitive prostate brought him to the brink of madness with lust. He felt as if he would explode at any moment, as if the tension in his innermost core was unbearable. Every thrust, every deeply penetrating moment brought him a little closer to the edge of ecstasy.

He looked down at his body, wrapped in women’s clothes and silky stockings that irritated his skin and increased his arousal immeasurably. His small penis rose triumphantly in its metal cage, every drop that escaped from it a visible sign of his overwhelming arousal. And enthroned above it was the black dildo, which penetrated deep inside him with every thrust and massaged his prostate gland.

Julie held Sam’s legs tightly, controlling him completely as she continued to thrust into him. “Darling, your prostate is about to be pumped dry,” she whispered. “You can’t wait, can you? Your little clitoris knows its true pleasure.”

Sam was overwhelmed with sensation; he could feel every fiber of his being responding to Julie’s thrusts. The powerful waves of pleasure rolled through his body, the sweet torture tugging at him until his prostate gland was forced to empty completely by the hard and consistent stimulation of Julie’s dildo. Fluid squirted out as his muscles twitched uncontrollably and he screamed in a storm of orgasmic explosions.

“That’s it, fall in love with the feeling, catch it, be my good little wife,” Julie continued to whisper as she continued doggedly and rhythmically. Sam could do nothing but let the avalanche of sensations wash over him. The emptying of his prostate made his whole body vibrate and he lost himself in the deep, intense pleasure that surged through him.

Finally, Julie slowed her movements and held him gently. Sam lay there trembling and glassy-eyed with exhaustion and fulfillment. His breathing was intermittent and his skin was tingling from the overwhelming sensations he had just experienced.

After the intensive prostate massage, Sam lay on the bed, exhausted and overwhelmed. Julie sat down next to him and stroked his hair soothingly.

“How are you feeling, Sam?” she asked gently.

“It was ... incredibly intense. I didn’t know I could have sensations like that,” Sam said, his eyes shining with a mixture of exhaustion and excitement.

“I’m proud of you, Sam. You’ve learned so much today and taken another big step,” Julie said with a smile.

Thursday ended with a sense of deeper connection and understanding between Julie and Sam. They had broken new boundaries together and Sam had come closer to his transformation and acceptance of his true fantasies and desires. Julie knew the journey was still long, but she was determined to continue to guide and support Sam every step of the way.

On Friday, Julie noticed with a proud but loving look that Sam was slowly getting used to his new roles and responsibilities. It had been a process of transformation, one that she had persistently and patiently guided, and now it was beginning to bear fruit. As they sat together at the kitchen table and enjoyed breakfast, a feeling of deep connection crept into the simple ritual.

Julie gave Sam an encouraging smile and spoke softly to him. “Sam, you’re doing great. I’m really proud of you. How are you feeling?”

Sam paused for a moment to realize his thoughts and feelings. “It’s ... it’s still unfamiliar, but somehow ... somehow it also feels right. But it’s so hard to accept it all,” he confessed, his voice hesitant and honest.

Julie nodded understandingly. “That’s normal, Sam. Changes like that take time. You’ll find it gets easier and easier. I’m here to support you.”

“Thank you, Julie. I appreciate what you’re doing,” Sam replied softly, his eyes reflecting a mixture of gratitude and confusion.

Over the last few days, it had become commonplace for Sam to wear women’s clothes. As part of his morning routine, he carefully selected from a wardrobe full of dresses and silky soft stockings. Today he chose a floral dress with delicate lace trim at the hem and paired it with cream-colored stockings that flattered his now smooth and well-groomed legs. The feel of the soft fabric against his skin was now familiar, a constant little reminder of his changed role and the transformation of his self-image.

After getting dressed, Sam took the butt plug from the drawer of his bedside table and applied a generous amount of lubricant as usual. He lay down on the bed, raised his legs slightly and carefully inserted the butt plug into himself. The sensation of the filling and light pressure had now become part of his daily experience, and although it had been a challenge at first, it now felt soothing and strangely right.

Julie stepped into the bedroom and watched the completion of Sam’s morning routine with gentle but determined eyes. “You’ve really come a long way, Sam,” she said as Sam slowly rose, smoothed his dress and turned to her with a shy smile.

“It feels more natural,” Sam said, feeling the words ring a new truth within him. “I know there’s still a long way to go, but I feel like I can do it.”

Julie stepped up to him, placed a hand on his cheek and looked deep into his eyes. “And you’re not going to walk it alone. I’m with you, Sam. Step by step.”

During the day, Sam noticed how much of what was once strange and embarrassing had now become routine. His movements in his clothes were more fluid, and the constant pressure of the butt plug reminded him of the control and care Julie exercised over him. It made him feel humble and secure at the same time, a paradoxical comfort that felt amazingly right.

That evening, as dusk fell and they sat together on the couch watching a movie, Sam felt safe in Julie’s presence. Her hand rested reassuringly on his leg, and the simple togetherness filled him with a deep sense of contentment.

“Julie,” Sam suddenly whispered, “thank you for being so patient with me.”

She turned to him and smiled. “It’s a journey, Sam. And on this journey, we will both grow. You’re brave, and I’m proud of you. Always.”

Her words echoed in Sam’s heart as he cuddled up to her and felt the last of his insecurities dissolve in the warmth of her closeness. It was a day of progress and reflection, a day when Sam accepted a little more of himself and his new identity. And that was enough. For today.

Julie put on her gentle smile and continued: “Sam, I want to tell you something else. Frank won’t be here this weekend, but he’ll be back next weekend. And we’ve planned to meet up with Tom and Becky then too.”

Sam paused as he watched the movie and nodded slowly. The news about Frank, Tom and Becky seemed to ignite a small spark of nervousness in him, but he held it back, showing an attitude of acceptance instead.

“Okay, that sounds good,” he finally said, his voice calm. He had learned to face change with an open mind and knew that Julie was always his anchor, no matter how challenging the situation might be.

Julie smiled with satisfaction as she watched Sam grow further into his new role. “I’m glad you see it that way, Sam. It will be a nice opportunity to develop and validate you even further.”

The days flew by, and each morning brought a new opportunity for Sam to dive deeper into his new role as sissy. What had once been unfamiliar and challenging gradually turned into a routine full of intimate moments and familiar rituals that brought Sam and Julie even closer together.

Every day began with Julie gently waking Sam from his sleep. She stroked his hair lovingly and whispered sweet words to encourage him and help him to cope with the tasks ahead. Sam opened his eyes sleepily, grateful for this quiet moment before the day began.

“Good morning, my little sissy,” Julie whispered in his ear. “It’s time to get up and start our day.”

Sam smiled sleepily and nodded. He sat up slowly and swung his legs out of bed, ready for the next step in his daily routine.

Julie went with him to the closet, which was now full of an impressive selection of women’s dresses, stockings and lingerie. Together they chose an outfit for the day. Today they opted for a dress in soft green colors that fell delicately over Sam’s body and accentuated his soft curves.

“This will be perfect for you, Sam,” Julie said, helping him put the dress on.

Once Sam was dressed, it was on to the next step - the butt plug. Julie applied a generous amount of lubricant to the plug and beckoned Sam over. He lay down on the bed and lifted his legs slightly so that Julie had better access.

Julie knelt between Sam’s legs and carefully applied the butt plug. “Relax, Sam. Enjoy the moment,” she said gently as she slowly pushed the plug into him. Sam breathed in and out deeply, his fingers clutching lightly at the sheets. The familiar feeling of filling and pressure spread through him and he couldn’t help but let out a soft moan.

“Oh, Julie, that feels so good,” he murmured, his voice full of excitement. It was a moment of deep intimacy that reflected his lust and devotion.

Julie smiled contentedly. “I know, my darling. You’re such a good girl. And that feeling will stay with you all day.”

This has become a daily ritual for both of them.

Once the butt plug was securely in place, Sam completed his look with matching stockings and his usual shiny and well-groomed hair. The penis cage that tightly encased his small penis was a daily symbol of control and devotion. It was a constant reminder to Sam of who he had become and how far he had come.

During the day, Sam carried out his household chores - from cleaning to cooking. Every step he took in his delicate stockings and breezy dress now felt natural and right. The constant pressure of the butt plug, which kept reminding him of his new identity, became a source of constant excitement and fulfillment.

Julie and Sam found moments of closeness and intimacy in everyday tasks. While they cooked together, Julie often stood behind Sam, gently placing her hands on his hips and guiding his movements. These touches reinforced Sam’s sense of belonging and devotion.

In the evenings, they often sat on the couch together, cuddled up and talked about their day. Julie appreciated Sam’s progress and always encouraged him. Her words and her touch were Sam’s anchor, helping him to feel comfortable in his new identity.

“I’m so proud of you,” Julie whispered in the evening as they lay snuggled up together on the couch.

Sam looked up and saw her eyes, reflecting his own gratitude and love.

Every evening, after a full day, Sam and Julie retired to their bedroom. Sam, dressed in his usual female attire - today a seductive silk nightdress with delicate lace trim - willingly lay down on the bed. The penis cage continued to surround him tightly, and the butt plug filled him up, constantly reminding him of his new role and his complete devotion to Julie.

Julie looked down at him, a superior smile on her lips. She lifted her dress a little and bared her crotch, ready for Sam’s tongue. “Come here, Sam,” she commanded gently but firmly. “It’s time for your daily evening duty.”

Sam crawled reverently to her and knelt between her legs, his hands resting gently on her thighs. With a skillful tongue, he began to lick her tenderly. Every kiss, every lick was an expression of his total devotion and reverence. As he licked deeper, he heard Julie’s soft moans, which drove him on.

As Sam went about his duties, Julie began to speak to him, her voice a commanding contrast to the passion. “You know, Sam,” she gasped lightly, “I was thinking about Frank again the other day. His touch, his big black penis, the way he keeps filling me up.”

Sam’s tongue lingered for a moment before he continued, soaking up her words. These conversations had become another part of their rituals - dirty talk that increased Sam’s devotion and arousal.

“You know how Frank gets me so deliciously worried every time, don’t you?” Julie’s voice was full of lust and anticipation as she continued to stimulate Sam with her dirty talk. “His black penis, much bigger than your small, caged one ... He fills me up like you never could.”

Sam’s heart pounded faster, his arousal heightened by her words. He couldn’t help but keep going, moving his tongue deeper and deeper into her wet warmth.

“And next weekend,” Julie continued, “I’ll finally get him again. The way he takes me while you watch. You’re going to love it, aren’t you, Sam? Watching Frank take me? How he fills me up completely?”

Sam’s body quivered with excitement and also with a kind of humiliating submission. His tongue continued to work tirelessly, bringing Julie ever closer to climax.

“Oh, Sam,” Julie moaned, “you really are the best little sissy. Just imagine that: Frank, his black penis, and him really fucking me. You’ll watch and know you’ll never be able to fulfill me like that.”

With a final, intense thrust of her hips and a loud moan, Julie reached her climax. Her hands buried themselves in Sam’s hair, squeezing him tightly as the waves of orgasm flooded her. Sam stayed in place, his tongue gentle and loving, until the last spasms subsided and Julie lay back and relaxed.

She let go of Sam and smiled down at him with satisfaction. “You’ve done well, Sam. You really are my good little sissy.”

Sam nodded humbly, his lips glistening with Julie’s lust. “Thank you, Julie. It’s an honor.”

Julie pulled him up to her and lowered him onto the bed next to her, holding him in her arms. “Next weekend will be especially exciting,” she whispered to him. “But for today, you’ve done an excellent job.”

Sam’s heart filled with a deep sense of satisfaction. He knew he had found his place, at Julie’s side, as her devoted sissy, ready for the physical and emotional challenges that lay ahead. With each day, each ritual and each devotion, his acceptance grew and the feeling that he was exactly where he was supposed to be.

Another ritual that had become an integral part of their life together was Julie’s consistent use of the black strap-on dildo on Sam. This practice was both an expression of her dominance and Sam’s only way to satisfy his locked-up lust and find fulfillment.

These evenings brought with them a particularly intense ritual. After Sam and Julie had finished the day together, they retired to the bedroom, where Julie took the black strap-on dildo out of the cupboard. This was a moment that Sam was now looking forward to with both anticipation and excitement.

Julie put the dildo around herself with practiced movements and said lovingly and firmly: “It’s time for your evening milking.” Sam knelt obediently on the bed, lifted his legs and willingly presented himself for Julie. She slowly inserted the lube-covered dildo into him, the familiar feeling of the filling and pressure making him moan softly.

As Julie moved in steady, rhythmic thrusts, she began to arouse Sam further with dirty talk. She told him about Frank and the other men, about the size of their penises and how they filled her deeply. These words intensified Sam’s arousal and he moaned under her touch and the intense sensations.

The thrusts became more urgent, and Julie’s voice was both a source of pleasure and dominance. “You’re going to get fucked until you cum,” she said as she increased the pace. Sam’s body reacted uncontrollably, his small penis twitching and dripping violently inside the cage until he finally reached the unstoppable climax. His excitement was released with loud cries, clear fluid squirting out of him as his muscles trembled under the intense stimulation.

Julie held him tightly as the last waves of orgasm rolled through him. She slowly pulled the dildo out and sat next to him, gently cradling him in her arms. “You did a wonderful job, Sam. You’re my good, good little sissy.”

This daily devotion was not only a part of their intimate connection, but also a deliberate practice of cognitively and emotionally integrating Sam’s new role. Each day Sam grew more into this identity, supported and loved by Julie.

The days ended with a deep sense of satisfaction and acceptance. Sam’s everyday life as Sissy was characterized by intimate rituals, loving dominance and a steadily growing identification with his new, fulfilling role.

On Friday, Julie and Sam eagerly awaited the arrival of Frank. It had been two long weeks since their last intense meeting and they were both looking forward to seeing him again.

Julie could hardly hide her excitement. As she and Sam tidied up the house and got everything ready, she had a bright smile on her face and a seductive gleam in her eye. “Oh Sam, I can’t wait to finally have Frank back here,” she said, neatly folding the last of the towels. “I’ve been longing to be fucked properly again.” Her voice sounded playful, but also full of genuine anticipation. As much as she loved fulfilling Sam’s fantasies, she also had her own needs that she didn’t want to give up.

Julie was particularly keen to show Frank how far Sam had come in his transformation. “He’s going to be so proud of you, Sam,” she said, stroking his cheek affectionately. “You’ve made such great progress as my little sissy.”

Sam’s feelings were ambivalent. On the one hand, he was looking forward to his penis finally being freed from the tight cage again. The last few days had almost driven him mad, recently he had a strange throbbing and burning sensation in the tip of his caged cock. On the other hand, he realized that he had actually enjoyed the last few weeks as a sissy - more than he could have imagined, even though it hadn’t really been his decision to begin with.

As Friday evening approached, Sam could feel the tension growing inside him.

Sam stood almost naked in the living room, as Julie had told him that morning, wearing the special sexy underwear with a hole in the knickers that Frank had given him. He also had a lovely dress on his arm that perfectly complemented his role as sissy. As he changed and looked at and touched the penis cage with particular attention, he felt the familiar but now intensified throbbing and tingling in his glans again.

Julie watched him lovingly and asked anxiously, “Sam, are you all right?”

Sam sighed and replied, “Yeah, baby. Just ... I’ve been feeling this weird throbbing and tingling in my glans for weeks. I’ve had it from time to time before, but it’s gotten worse in the last few days.”

What Sam and Julie didn’t realize was that the sensations in Sam’s glans were caused by a constant chemical cocktail released by the cage. The material inside the steel dome continuously released chemical components that worked on his pleasure center. This chemical exposure and mechanical stimulation caused Sam’s glans to be constantly irritated without him knowing exactly why he was experiencing these intense sensations.

Julie frowned and stepped closer, her eyes scrutinizing his expression. “Could it have something to do with the fact that your penis hasn’t been out for weeks and you haven’t had an orgasm with it since then? You’ve only come through anal intercourse,” she said with a cheeky smile and a hint of excitement in her voice.

Sam nodded, unsure. “Can be good. It’s really driving me crazy,” he replied as he put the sexy underwear on for good.

Julie helped Sam to put the cage through the hole in his underwear so that his testicles and the penis cage came out framed as if on a platter. Finally, he finished dressing and looked at himself in the mirror while Julie looked at him proudly.

The tension in the room continued to grow, while the tingling in Sam’s glans did not subside. His fingers kept darting over the small penis cage, as if he could find relief from it. Julie took another step closer and gently placed her hand on his arm.

“I’m sorry you’re feeling this way, Sam,” she said quietly. “But I’m proud of you. You’re doing so well.”

Sam’s gaze wandered to Julie’s face and he could see the love and care in her eyes. But his own needs were becoming more urgent. His sweaty forehead and tense posture showed how much he was suffering from the constant arousal and unavoidable pressure.

“Frank will be here soon,” Julie said encouragingly. “Maybe we can do something about your situation then.”

Sam nodded and tried to smile, but the throbbing in his glans kept distracting him. He didn’t realize that the chemical cocktail in the cage was suppressing and controlling his lust like this. It was an incessant state of pleasure and frustration that pushed him to his limits both mentally and physically.

The tension in the room gave way to nervous anticipation. Julie smiled reassuringly at Sam and kissed him gently on the forehead. “You’ll see, everything will be fine.”
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The hours passed agonizingly slowly until they finally heard the familiar sound of Frank’s car rolling into the driveway. Julie beamed with joy and rushed to the door to greet him. “Frank, you’re finally back!” she cried, falling into his arms.

When Julie opened the door, she immediately jumped into Frank’s arms, who was standing in front of the door with his suitcases. Her movements were so impetuous and full of joy that Frank simply dropped the suitcases to hug her tightly. They kissed passionately in the doorway, as if they were a newly married couple who had found each other again after a long time.

Sam was still standing in the house watching the scene, his heart hammering against his chest. It was a poignant yet intimidating sight. There was no mistaking the unwavering passion between Frank and Julie.

“I’ve missed you so much,” Frank said between kisses, his voice rough and full of emotion. Julie snuggled closer to him. “I’ve missed you too, Frank. It’s been so long without you.”

Frank looked up and saw Sam standing at the door in a red woman’s dress with black nylon stockings. A satisfied smile settled on Frank’s face, victorious, he thought to himself that it was exactly as he had imagined. “Hello Sammy,” Frank said mockingly, enjoying the embarrassment in Sam’s eyes. “Why don’t you bring in my suitcases?”

Then Frank carried Julie, who was still clinging to his neck, into the house and into the living room. There he sat her down on the couch and continued to kiss her fiercely, as if they couldn’t wait a moment longer.

Sam was slightly shocked by the scene and felt lost for a moment. His eyes wandered from the suitcases to the passionate embrace in the living room and back again. He knew what was expected of him, but the thought of walking out the door in his current getup made him freeze for a moment. The embarrassment of how he looked - in the red dress and black stockings, his penis cage clearly visible through the hole in his underwear, hidden only by the red dress - was overwhelming.

He took a deep breath, forced himself to push the unpleasant thoughts aside and quickly ran out of the door. The cool evening air sent a shiver through his body and he hastily packed his heavy suitcases. With a frantic glance around to make sure no one saw him, he ran back into the house and closed the door behind him as quickly as he could.

Once safely inside, he dropped his suitcases next to the door and breathed a sigh of relief. Every moment outside had seemed like an eternity, but now he felt safe again. He heard Julie and Frank’s laughter from the living room and knew that the evening was just beginning.

A short time later, he stepped out of the hallway into the living room with the suitcases, where Julie was still sitting on Frank’s lap, their bodies pressed close together. They had just broken away from a passionate kiss and were smiling at each other.

“Well done, Sammy,” Frank said, his eyes fixed on Sam as Julie slowly detached herself from him and sat down next to him. Sam went into the living room to put the suitcases in the corner of the room before thinking back and looking at Julie and Frank again.

“You really have become a pretty little sissy,” he added mockingly, which betrayed both pride and a subtle challenge in his voice. “Haven’t you, Julie?”

Julie nodded and her eyes sparkled with joy. “Yes, that’s him. Sam has made so much progress. I’m so proud of him.”

Sam blushed under her praise and Frank’s intense gaze. The mixture of embarrassment and pride was almost overwhelming, and the constant throbbing and tingling in his glans left him barely able to rest. But despite his uncertainty and physical discomfort, Sam knew that this was the start of another intense but fulfilling night.

Frank made himself comfortable on the couch and pulled Julie lovingly to his side. “So, Julie,” he began as he put an arm around her, “what all did you do with Sammy while I was away?”

Julie smiled and leaned against Frank, her eyes sparkling with pride and joy. “Well, it was

Intensive weeks for both of us. First, I got him to wear women’s clothes regularly. I made sure that his wardrobe was completely changed to feminine outfits that you brought us - dresses, skirts, fine blouses and delightful lingerie.”

Frank laughed softly and nodded, visibly satisfied. “And how did he react to that?” he asked with interest, as if Sam were air in the room.

“At first, of course, he was nervous and a little reluctant,” Julie continued, glancing briefly at Sam, who was standing in the living room, “but after a while he got used to it and even started to enjoy it. Then I got him to shave completely - every inch of his body. I taught him how to groom himself properly and keep his skin smooth and silky.”

Julie kissed Frank gently on the cheek and continued: “We did chores together in the afternoon. He learned to clean the house thoroughly, do the laundry and cook. We also worked on his feminine movements so that he can move more gracefully and elegantly.”

Frank grinned broadly. “That sounds great. And what about the make-up?”

Julie laughed softly. “Of course, I also taught him how to do his make-up properly. We tried out different looks and he’s getting better and better at emphasizing his feminine features. But what was particularly nice were our evening rituals in the bedroom.” She now kissed Frank’s neck.

Frank’s interest was piqued. “Tell me more.”

Julie gave Sam an affectionate look. “Every night we’ve been working on his role as a sissy. I taught him how to increase his pleasure and now he can even cum just from anal sex. It was an incredible experience for both of us.” As Julie’s hand went straight to Frank’s crotch and massaged his member through his pants, it was obvious that Julie was more than horny.

“That sounds great,” Frank said with a smile. “You’re a real artist, Julie. And Sammy, you’ve done really well.”

Frank motioned Sam to come closer and ordered him, “Pull up your dress, Sammy.” Sam obeyed immediately, his hands grabbed the hem of the red dress and slowly pulled it up until his small penis cage was visible, poking out through the hole in his sexy underwear.

Frank leaned forward and took Sam’s testicles firmly in his hand. He rolled them back and forth as if he were checking something on the cage. Sam flinched at the touch and felt the familiar waves of strange throbbing and tingling intensify. His breathing became heavier and his body began to tremble slightly with arousal and pain. As Frank increased the pressure and squeezed his testicles harder, Sam squirmed involuntarily, a soft cry of pain escaping him.

Frank laughed again and finally let go. “Very well done, Julie. And you too, Sammy. You’ve done a really great job.”

Julie beamed with pride and pulled Frank to her, showering him with kisses again. Frank returned her affection, while Sam still stood in front of them, trying to regain his composure.

“Sit with us, Sammy,” Frank finally said. Sam obeyed and hesitantly took a seat on an armchair opposite the couch. There was a short pause before Julie resumed the conversation.

“How was your trip, Frank?” she asked curiously, her lips brushing his neck again.

“Long and tiring,” Frank replied and laughed. “But it was worth it. I got a lot done. And now I’m just happy to be back here with you.”

Julie smiled and kissed him again as her fingers playfully glided over his chest and crotch. “We’ve missed you too. It’s not the same without you.”

Frank put his hand on hers and squeezed it gently. “I’m glad to be home again.”

While they talked, Sam watched them from a distance.

The small talk revolved around everyday things and planned activities for the coming week. Frank talked about his business successes and challenges, while Julie sat at his side and listened attentively. Again and again she tenderly stroked his shoulder or placed a hand on his chest, her gestures full of affection and passion.

“The journey was long, but it was worth it,” said Frank, leaning back and relaxing. “I’ve been able to close some important deals, and we’ll benefit from them. But that’s enough of that. What have you two got planned for the next week?”

Julie smiled and slowly slid her hand from Frank’s chest to his stomach, where she began to gently massage his penis through his pants. “Well, we have some errands to run and want to try out some new outfits for Sam. We might also go to the spa to relax a bit.”

Frank laughed softly, enjoying the touch. “That sounds great. I’m looking forward to joining you,” he said with a cheeky smile. “And what about the weekend? Any special plans?”

Julie’s hand movements became more intense and she could feel Frank’s arousal intensifying under her touch. “Yes, we were thinking about going on a little trip. Maybe to the water. What do you think?”

Frank moaned softly, feeling her touch more and more clearly. “That would be perfect,” he said, placing a hand on hers as she continued. “I’ve been waiting for you like this, Julie.”

Julie’s eyes lit up and she smiled seductively. She leaned forward and gently opened Frank’s pants to pull out his already hard penis. With a mixture of devotion and desire, she began to pleasure him.

She gently grasped his shaft with one hand and let her tongue glide playfully over the tip before taking it deep into her mouth. Frank leaned back and closed his eyes, a loud moan escaping his lips. “Oh Julie, you know exactly how to make me happy,” he murmured contentedly.

As Julie continued to indulge him, he kept talking as if to prolong the moment. “You know, all I’ve been thinking about this whole trip is what it will be like to be with you guys again. The moments with you and Sam are the best in my life.”

Julie increased the speed of her movements and intensified the pressure of her lips around Frank’s shaft, which was now pulsating as it slid back and forth in her mouth. Her eyes were closed and her tongue explored every inch of Frank’s penis as she devotedly pleasured him.

“And Sammy,” Frank said, panting, “I’m very proud of you. You look so beautiful in your dress. You’ve really become a good sissy.” Frank’s gaze wandered for a moment to Sam, who was watching the scene, embarrassed but also fascinated.

The rhythmic sucking and gentle pressure of Julie’s lips drove Frank closer and closer to the edge of orgasm. His body tensed and his breaths became shorter and faster. “Y-yes, Julie, keep it up,” he moaned, his voice full of lust and excitement.

Julie took him even deeper into her mouth and intensified the sucking while she gently massaged his testicles with her free hand.

After what felt like an eternity to Sam, Frank grabbed Julie’s hair and pulled her up to him.

“Enough for now baby, what do you say we get something to eat? Old Frank is really hungry.”

Julie leaned back on the couch, her hand still tenderly on Frank’s leg. “Anything for you, my love,” she whispered, and they both smiled at each other. Julie got up from the couch and took Sam by the hand. “Come on, Sam, let’s cook for Frank,” she said with a seductive smile that eased his insecurities somewhat. Together they went into the kitchen, while Frank stayed behind on the couch and watched them with fascination.

Once in the kitchen, Julie immediately began to take care of the ingredients. “Sam, please get the pots and pans,” she said gently as she washed and chopped the vegetables. Sam obeyed, rummaged in the cupboards and put the cooking utensils ready.

While Julie and Sam were busy in the kitchen, Frank leaned back and watched the action. He visibly enjoyed the sight of Julie working purposefully and Sam following her.

Frank finally got up and joined them in the kitchen. He hugged Julie from behind, kissed her neck and ran his hands over her breasts. Julie leaned against him and sighed softly, but didn’t stop cooking.

“Sammy,” said Frank, “please take off your dress.” Sam froze for a moment, but then slowly slipped the garment over his shoulders and carefully put it aside. Underneath, his lovely underwear was revealed, and the cage that meticulously encased his penis and prevented any excessive hint of arousal was now clearly visible.

Julie smiled encouragingly at him as she continued to work on the ingredients. “You look so pretty, Sam,” she said tenderly and gave him a gentle kiss on the forehead before turning her attention back to the cooking.

While cooking, the caresses alternated again and again. Sometimes it was Frank who pounced on Julie with a thousand kisses, sometimes it was Julie.

Julie’s hand kept wandering over Sam’s body, gently stroking his testicles and the cage as she cooked. Occasionally, she paused to kiss him and caress his lips with her tongue. Sam returned the kisses shyly as he tried to keep his focus on the cooking.

They prepared dinner together and the kisses and touches between Julie and Frank became more intense. Frank pulled Julie to him, played with her nipples under the fabric and let his fingers wander over her tender skin. Julie moaned softly, enjoying the attention, while she kept involving Sam by touching or kissing him.

Every now and then Julie had to bend down to reach things in the lower cupboards, kissing Sam’s enclosed penis several times.

When the meal was almost ready, Julie took Sam’s head in her hands and looked at him lovingly. “You’re doing great, Sam,” she said, kissing him passionately. Her tongue delved deep into his mouth, playing with his, and her hands slid gently over his cage, which clearly showed his arousal.

Frank watched the spectacle with a satisfied grin before turning his attention back to the food and making the final preparations.

Together, they carried the plates into the dining room and sat down at the table. The atmosphere was relaxed and familiar, and while they enjoyed the carefully prepared meal, they exchanged animated conversations. Sam could hardly grasp the scene, it was just so surreal for him by now.

Sam got dressed again before the meal, as Frank had asked him to. Frank had also brought Sam new clothes straight away.

After the cozy end to the evening, Frank rose from his chair and gently pulled Julie up by the hand. “I want to have some fun now,” he said with a mischievous smile that made his intentions clear. Together they made their way towards the bedroom, while Sam stayed behind at the table, watching their silhouettes thoughtfully.

Sam knew what that meant. The bedroom, once the sacred place only between him and Julie, would now capture Frank’s presence as well. A tinge of melancholy ran through his heart, but he accepted his role in this complex relationship.

But before his wife and Frank had fully climbed the stairs, Frank suddenly stopped and looked back. “Sammy,” Frank called out, his voice carrying the clear authority he was given, “why don’t you come with me? I want my two girls with me tonight.”

Sam was speechless. His eyes widened, excitement and fear battled within him for the upper hand. In the end, curiosity and a spark of additional submission won out. With shaky steps, he followed the two of them upstairs to the bedroom.

The bedroom, once an intimate retreat for Sam and Julie, suddenly seemed charged and full of new promises and uncertainties. Frank instructed Julie to sit on the bed while he took Sam aside. “Relax, girl,” Frank grinned, taking three standing steps back to enjoy the spectacle.

Julie, already on the bed, beckoned Sam to her side with a sugary, seductive smile. “Come here, Sammy,” she whispered as she spread her legs slightly to make room for him. Sam, still puzzled, shyly sat down between Julie’s thighs while Frank began to remove his clothes.

The rustling of fabric and the dim lamplight bathed the room in a centrally arousing atmosphere. Frank approached the bed with an almost predatory elegance and leaned over Julie, his hands gliding over her curves and stopping at her breast, squeezing firmly.

“Go on, Sammy,” he whispered as he undid Julie’s bra and fondled her nipples with relish. The touch caused Julie to moan softly and close her eyes in pleasure.

Sam knelt carefully between Julie’s open legs and felt a mixture of nervousness and excitement. The intimate scent of her arousal rose to his nose and his own desire grew stronger. Slowly, he leaned down and let his tongue glide gently over her soft labia. He felt Julie move slightly on the bed, as if she wanted to feel his kiss and push herself towards him.

He gently ran the tip of his tongue along the outer edges of her vagina before probing deeper into her warmth. Julie moaned softly, a sound that was both aroused and deeply familiar. Sam closed his eyes and concentrated fully on the slow, circular movements of his tongue, carefully exploring every sensitive spot. He felt the texture of her skin, the twitching of her muscles and the heady sensation of heightening her pleasure.

While Sam was indulging Julie’s sensual needs, Julie lovingly took care of Frank, who was standing next to them. She reached for Frank’s stiff penis and began to slowly circle it with her tongue. Her movement was sure and patient, fueled by her husband’s arousing act. She felt Frank’s reaction in the form of a low, satisfied hum as she took him in her warm, wet mouth. With a gentle suck, she guided Frank’s penis deeper into her mouth, her lips firmly closed around his hard flesh.

Julie ran her tongue over the long, robust shape of Frank’s cock, feeling its pulsation and hardness as she guided it deep in her mouth. Her hand clutched the base of his stiff penis as she rhythmically moved her head, her lips syncopated to the up and down of his movement. She savored the taste of his arousal and the power she exerted over his pleasure.

Meanwhile, Sam intensified his tongue movements, skillfully alternating between gentle licking and more demanding tickling with the tip of his tongue. He ran his tongue selectively over her clitoris, feeling the trembling in Julie’s legs and the rapid breathing that accompanied his every movement. Sam felt part of an erotic cycle developing between the three of them, a symphony of pleasure in which each played his instrument perfectly.

Julie’s moans grew louder, a music of passion, as Sam didn’t let up and continued to lavish attention on her most sensitive spot. Meanwhile, she increased her rhythm and sucking on Frank’s penis, driving him to guttural noises of desire.

Sam’s tongue worked precisely and devotedly to elicit Julie’s increasingly intense reactions. He gripped her thighs and spread them wider to have better access to her center. His fingernails dug lightly into her skin as he used a firmer, more provocative tongue technique that made Julie quiver with pleasure. Gentle tongue strokes alternated with quick, purposeful movements, always careful to find the right rhythm to bring her to the brink of madness.

Julie didn’t take her eyes off Frank for a moment, even though Sam’s tongue play increased her lust more and more. She took Frank’s cock deeper and deeper into her mouth, letting it slide against the roof of her mouth to give him the greatest possible satisfaction. Her tongue played around the glans while her lips sucked gently. Her hand gently massaged his testicles, causing Frank to moan deeply from the back of his throat and thrust his hips forward slightly.

Sam’s tongue found her sensitive spot again and Julie arched her hips in intense pleasure. Trembling with intense pleasure, she moaned louder and moved faster against Frank’s member.

Sam felt Julie’s muscles tighten around his tongue as her sweet juices filled his mouth. He drank greedily of her arousal, intensifying his efforts until her legs began to tremble. Frank sank a little deeper into Julie’s mouth, as if demanding her devotion. Her lips encircled him tighter and the sound of her pleasurable sucking filled the room.

Sam knew that Julie was about to reach her climax. He gently pulled her clitoris into his mouth and sucked on it while his tongue made quick, pulsating movements. Julie’s breath hitched, her body tensed and with a loud, sensual cry she came under Sam’s tongue. Her juices flowed profusely and Sam’s tongue and chin were soaking wet from her pleasure.

At the same time, Julie’s arousal drove Frank to move even more intensely into her mouth. With every thrust, she brought him closer to his own climax. Her tongue probed every sensitive spot and her lips wouldn’t let him go.

Frank leaned back for a moment to enjoy the image before him in its full splendor. Julie lay before him, her golden blonde hair scattered around her head like a sparkling aura. Her marble-white body stood out seductively against the dark bedding, a contrast that enhanced her sensual beauty. Her mouth was still slightly open, her lips glistening from Frank’s wet cock that she had just sucked.

Her breasts, exposed and still trembling from her climax, rose and fell heavily with each breath. Her nipples were stiff and pink, a clear sign of her arousal. Frank’s gaze traveled further down over her flat stomach to her slightly open legs. Between her thighs, Sam knelt in his feminine clothes and the penis cage that held his own arousal tightly.

Sam was wearing a pair of silky black stockings and matching lace panties, but they were displaced by the intense movements and licking. A short, black skirt framed his slender, feminine body. Sam’s upper body was laced into a tight-fitting corsage that emphasized his waist and gave him an almost fragile elegance.

The penis cage pinched gently between his legs, keeping his manhood locked up as usual.

Frank could see Sam’s athletic tongue still running over Julie’s intimate regions in rhythmic movements, his devotion and hunger unabated. He saw the passion in Sam’s eyes, the desire to drive Julie to an even more intense climax. It was an intoxicating mixture of submission and devotion that took his breath away.

Frank’s own black body, muscular and powerful, acted as an imposing pillar in the room. The contrast between his dark skin and Julie’s light body, the delicate, feminine lines of Sam in his pink outfit in between, created a mesmerizing image full of eroticism and power. It was a manifestation of lust and dominance, of devotion and desire.

Julie, still trembling slightly, placed her hand gently on Sam’s head, her fingers tangled in his hair and she pressed him lightly against her. She savored every touch of his tongue, every single moment as he heightened her pleasure. At the same time, she felt Frank’s penetrating gaze on her, another echo of the power and pleasure she felt.

Frank took a step closer and bent down to Julie and Sam. He placed his large hand on Sam’s head, gently but firmly guiding him deeper between Julie’s legs. “Go on, Sammy,” he said softly and roughly, “make her come again.”

Sam willingly obeyed, his tongue conquering Julie’s most intimate parts with renewed determination. Julie moaned loudly, her head falling back on the pillow as her fingers dug more firmly into Sam’s hair. Frank watched this game with growing excitement, the power over these two bodies and their lust in his hand.

As the first wave of Julie’s climax subsided slightly, Sam took a deep breath and straightened up slightly to watch Julie’s reactions. Her body was glowing, covered in sweat and her breasts rose and fell in a sensual rhythm. He knew that her lust was not yet fully satisfied, that there were still more depths and heights to explore.

Frank, who was watching over Julie and Sam, put a reassuring hand on Sam’s shoulder and nodded slightly. “Give her some more, Sammy. Let her feel how much you want her.”

Sam accepted the challenge. He ran his hands over Julie’s thighs again, feeling the smooth, hot flesh under his fingers, before leaning down between her legs again. Julie, still in the afterglow of her previous climax, half-opened her eyes and looked at Sam with a blurred but completely fulfilled gaze. Perhaps there was even a hint of anticipation as she sensed what was about to come.

His breathing became shallow as he once again took in the familiar scent of Julie’s arousal. With a soft, firm moan, he placed his lips against her labia again, still wet and hot from her last climax. This time he began more slowly, allowing his tongue more time to explore every inch of her. He not only wanted to give pleasure, but also to enjoy every moment of this intimate connection.

He let his tongue glide gently over her clitoris, taking his time to make small, circular movements that made Julie gasp softly. Her muscles twitched again under his touch, and Sam could feel the tingling of her tension. His tongue probed deeper, carefully exploring the folds and curves of her vagina as his lips lightly licked her full, soft labia.

Frank watched the spectacle at close range, and his presence increased the tension in the room. He continued to let his hand rest reassuringly on Sam’s shoulder, feeling the tension and surrender in Sam’s body. Julie reached out a hand and found Frank’s fingers, grasping them as her other hand reached back into Sam’s hair, encouraging him to go deeper.

Sam slowly increased the tempo, letting his tongue dance faster and more demanding over her clitoris. He sucked lightly on her, watching with pleasure as Julie’s body quivered and tensed beneath him. Her breathing quickened again and a series of soft, pleasurable moans escaped her lips. Sam felt her arousal increase again, her muscles tensing and Julie’s thighs unconsciously opening and closing as if she wanted more of him.

He placed his hands more firmly on her hips to hold her still and concentrated on tightening and relaxing his tongue over her most sensitive spot. Again and again he tongued over her clitoris, sinking deep into her moist heat, then pulling back to build the tension inside her even further. His every move was designed to drive her to another overwhelming climax.

Julie’s fingers tightened in Sam’s hair, her grip tightening as she surrendered completely to her lust. With a loud, unrestrained moan, she writhed beneath him, her hips heaving against his mouth, and finally her second climax exploded like a volcano. Her whole body trembled and her juices flowed into Sam’s waiting mouth.

Sam drank greedily from her again, devouring every drop of her pleasure as he felt her twitch and slowly guided her back to calm. When her breathing calmed down and her fingers gently detached themselves from his hair, he lifted his head and looked into her exhausted, happy face.

Frank took a step closer and gently placed his hand on Sam’s shoulder. “Enough, Sammy,” he said deeply and firmly. With a firm but friendly gesture, he pushed Sam aside and took his own place between Julie’s open thighs. “Now it’s my turn,” he added, his gaze full of determination and lust.

Sam moved obediently yet reluctantly as he looked once more at Julie’s dazed face, exhausted with pleasure. But he obeyed and moved aside. Frank turned to him and said, “Hold her for me, Sammy. Hold her nice and tight.”

Sam did as he was told. He lay down behind Julie, pulling her gently towards him so that her head rested on his hip, just above the penis cage. Julie’s warm breaths prickled against his skin, and the contrast between her heat and his trapped arousal choked him. With trembling hands, he grabbed her ankles and gently but firmly pulled them back and apart so that Julie’s glistening, wet pussy lay fully and invitingly in front of Frank.

Frank let his gaze glide with pleasure over Julie and Sam’s bound figure. He knelt between Julie’s widely spread thighs and took his dark, firm penis in his hand. The image before him was arousing: Julie’s bright red lips, glistening wet from Sam’s tongue play, and her small entrance opening and closing with desire.

He carefully placed the tip of his black cock at Julie’s entrance and squeezed gently. Julie’s body reacted immediately, her abdomen almost rose up to meet him, demanding, accommodating. With a soft but deep moan, Frank slowly pushed his penis into her. He felt her moist warmth envelop him, centimeter by centimeter, as he penetrated her deeper and deeper.

Julie’s head continued to rest on Sam’s hip, and she moaned loudly as Frank’s hard penis made its way into her throbbing desire. Her legs trembled slightly in Sam’s grip, but with a firm squeeze he held her by the ankles and pulled her back to give Frank the best access.

“Oh Frank,” Julie gasped when he was fully inside her, “so deep ... so good ... I’ve waited so long for a real penis to fuck me properly. Sammy has been in the cage for so long ... I need something that can really satisfy me.”

Her words carried a sharpness that was simultaneously mocking and truth-telling. Sam swallowed hard, unable to deny the truth in her words. He was trapped, unable to satisfy her the way she needed, and now Frank was here to change that.

Frank slowly withdrew almost completely from Julie before sliding back into her with a powerful thrust. “Tell me how much you’ve missed this, Julie,” he demanded as he increased his pace, penetrating her glowing red pussy again and again.

“Yes, Frank,” Julie moaned, her words coming in choppy breaths as he pounded into her mercilessly. “I’ve missed being fucked so much. Your hard, thick cock feels so good inside me. I’m finally being properly satisfied again.”

Sam couldn’t help but watch as Frank took his wife with powerful, penetrating thrusts. He held her legs tightly, feeling her muscles twitch, every twitch and shake of her body as they rose together into a crescendo of lust and desire. Julie’s head rested heavily on his hip, her lips sometimes pressing against the edge of his penis cage, as if she was deliberately reminding him of her dissatisfaction.

Frank took Julie with a strength and determination that was unmistakable. Each thrust brought her closer and closer to another climax, her cries and moans filling the room with a raw, honest eroticism that Sam absorbed deeply.

Frank continued his rhythmic, powerful thrusts, each thrust lifting Julie’s hips a little as his large, black penis penetrated deep into her glowing red vagina. Sam’s hands held her ankles firmly so she didn’t slip as her whole body tensed and squirmed under Frank’s massive presence.

Julie’s sensations were at an all-time high, her nerve endings burning with sensitivity. Each thrust from Frank brought new fireworks of sensation; the tension inside her built, her muscles tightening around Frank’s invading penis as her body reflexively demanded more. She could feel the expansion and fullness as his hard cock pressed and rubbed against her inner walls, moving over her G-spot and sending gentle waves of ecstasy through her body again and again.

“Oh my God, Frank,” Julie gasped as he sped up his movements. “It feels so incredible. So deep ... so hard ... I’ve missed this so much.” Her voice was a brittle whisper, punctuated by loud moans as Frank’s penis shaft drilled deep inside her, each thrust igniting her lust even more.

Frank increased the pace further, his thrusts becoming faster and more merciless. He gripped Julie’s hips tightly, pulling her towards him as he thrust into her with the force of a wild animal. “You love it, don’t you?” he asked, panting, almost demanding. “Tell me how much you love it, Julie.”

“Yes, Frank,” Julie moaned almost hysterically as her body squirmed beneath him. “I love it! Please don’t stop! Fuck me harder!” Her voice was carried by intense emotion, her thighs trembled and every muscle in her body was focused on the pleasure coursing through her.

Sam, kneeling behind Julie and holding her ankles in a firm grip, could see the raw power and passion in Frank’s movements. He watched Frank’s dark shaft slide in and out of Julie’s red, wet pussy as she quivered with pleasure, feeling a mixture of fascination and longing. Each of Frank’s hard thrusts brought out Julie’s ecstatic screams, her fluids flooding his senses and leaving him breathless.

Frank’s thrusts became even more violent, almost animalistic in their intensity. Julie couldn’t help but cry out loudly, her voice rising to a rough, uncontrolled crescendo. Her body writhed under Frank’s merciless efforts, and every fiber of her being tensed as she approached the inevitable climax.

“Yes, Frank! Oh God, I’m coming! Please, please, don’t stop!” cried Julie as her body tensed up in an intense orgasm. Frank continued his thrusts, his body driving him inexorably into her until he could feel her muscles pulsing and twitching around him.

Then, with a loud, ecstatic scream, Julie detonated in an uncontrollable flood of lust and desire. Her whole body shook and twitched as a powerful wave of liquid gushed out of her, splashed over Frank’s penis and poured down the bed in a glistening rain. Sam’s eyes widened in amazement as he watched his wife’s powerful squirting orgasm, her juices the proof of her ultimate lust and satisfaction.

Frank groaned deeply and contentedly as he watched Julie’s fluids coat his dark shaft, and he finally slowed his movements to give her time to recover from the intense sensations. Sam remained still, his hands still tight around Julie’s ankles as he soaked up the raw, powerful eroticism of the scene before him.

Julie, now exhausted and breathless, let her head sink heavily onto Sam’s hip, her limbs limp and satisfied. Her skin shimmered in the dim light as she savored the afterglow of her extreme ecstasy and felt the warmth of Frank and Sam around her.

Frank laughed happily as he watched Julie cum in an impressive orgasm. The sight of her ecstasy filled him with a deep, animalistic pride. He leaned forward and kissed Julie intimately, their lips merging in a passionate dance as she was still affected by the surges of her climax.

Sam watched the spectacle with a slight twinge of jealousy. The sight of his wife turning to Frank with such intense devotion touched depths in him that he could hardly fathom. Frank and Julie seemed almost as one, their kiss full of tenderness and love, like a ritual they shared.

“I love you, Julie,” Frank whispered softly against her lips, laughing lightly as if the words were weightless.

Julie was still moaning slightly, her breathing erratic from her powerful orgasm. “Oh Frank ... I ... I ... I love you too...” Her words came haltingly, yet so honestly that Sam found it hard not to believe them.

After they broke away from each other, Frank looked at Sam with a certain warmth. “I’ve missed you, Julie,” he said, and then he added, “but I’ve missed you too, Sammy.”

He straightened up and looked at Sam with a demanding gaze. “Lie down on the bed, Sammy. Now it’s your turn.” Julie made room and Sam, unsure and a little hesitant, followed the instruction. He lay down on his back on the bed, while Frank just laughed and skillfully turned him onto his stomach.

In one fluid movement, Frank pulled off Sam’s lace panties, completely exposing Sam’s backside. Sam was now on all fours in front of him, his penis cage hanging heavily between his legs. His shaved, smooth buttocks offered a clearly visible view of his anus, which opened and closed slightly as Sam nervously played with his muscles.

Frank took a tube of lube and applied a generous amount to his still hard, bulging member. “I was just waiting for you to finally realize the real you, Sammy,” he said with a smile that expressed both understanding and determination.

Sam, puzzled and with a hint of fear in his voice, asked, “What do you mean, Frank?” Frank remained silent and just smiled, his hand resting reassuringly on Sam’s back.

Julie lay down in front of Sam, held his hands and spoke softly to him. “Sammy, I really think you’re going to love it. You’ve learned so much in the last few days, you’ve opened up so much. Trust us.”

Before Sam could answer, he felt Frank’s large, powerful glans pressing against his sphincter. It slid in slowly, opening him up bit by bit. He felt an intense stretch and a slight burning sensation as the first few centimetres penetrated. Sam’s previous anal training from Julie had prepared him, and the sensation was surprisingly not only pleasant, but satisfying.

“Ahh...” Sam gasped, his muscles trembling and his breath hitching as Frank slid deeper and deeper into him.

“Relax, Sammy,” Julie murmured soothingly, holding her hands tightly wrapped around his. “You’re doing great.”

The pressure and fullness in Sam’s backside intensified as Frank drilled deeper. The darkness of the room seemed almost palpable, the sounds of their entwined bodies and Sam’s occasional gasps filled the silence. Frank’s shaft was fully engulfed in Sam, and every movement sent waves of pleasure through Sam, leaving him breathless and overwhelmed.

“Good girl, Sammy,” he heard Frank say as he stepped up his movements, “you’ll soon understand how nice it is to surrender completely.”

At that moment, Sam felt both safe and disarmed.

The pace of Frank’s thrusts quickened noticeably, his powerful black shaft penetrating Sam’s tight, shaved hole deeper and faster. Each thrust caused Sam’s body to push further forward, only to fall back to Frank’s hard, demanding rhythm. Sam, on all fours in her pink lace dress, pulsed to this hypnotic beat as his small testicles swung wildly back and forth in their penis cage, as if trying to escape from this exciting captivity.

Julie’s eyes were wide with a mixture of astonishment and lust. She held Sam’s trembling hands tightly, feeling every tension in his body as Frank took him with the strength and precision of a possessive colossus. The sight of her once strong husband now in a pink, feminine dress moaning under Frank’s relentless thrusts was overwhelming. Sam’s face was a mask of pleasure and pain, his lips forming incessant sounds of pain and pleasure.

“Ah, ah, ah! Please, Frank, I ... I can’t take any more...” Sam whimpered, interrupted by each powerful thrust that tore his words apart. His body trembled incessantly, the intense feelings taking possession of him.

Frank did not let up, however. He gripped Sam’s hips tighter and increased the tempo further, his hard, deep thrusts were liberating and demanding at the same time. “You’re going to keep going, Sammy. You’re going to enjoy this whether you realize it now or not,” Frank said firmly, a slight trace of amusement in his voice.

Julie looked deep into her husband’s eyes, her hands holding his tightly as she spoke reassuringly. “Sammy, you’re doing so well. You can do this. Just let go and surrender to the feeling.”

Frank continued to thrust into Sam, his movements becoming more animalistic and ruthless. Each impact sent new waves of tension through Sam’s body. He could feel the powerful penetration as Frank’s mighty glans pushed his sphincter apart again and again, penetrating him deeper and faster. The pain and pleasure merged into a frenzy that overwhelmed Sam as his testicles followed their wild rocking motion incessantly each time Frank took him deep and hard.

“I can’t take any more ... please...” Sam kept moaning, his body crying out for a release that was denied him. Frank leaned over Sam’s quivering body, his voice a soothing but determined whisper. “You can take it, Sammy. You’ll see how much you need this. Listen to me.”

Julie’s eyes shone with lust and pride as she watched Sam slide back and forth, her face reflecting a mixture of deep understanding and her own excitement. “It’s going to be okay, Sammy. Let it happen.”

Frank increased the pace even more, his thrusts relentless and deep, as if he wanted to penetrate Sam’s soul. Each thrust sounded like a thunderous beat in the silence of the gloomily lit room, and Sam’s constant moans became louder, more piercing.

“Yes, that’s better, Sammy,” Frank whispered, panting as he continued to thrust into him incessantly. “You’ll love it, you’ll give yourself to us completely.”

In that moment, all Sam could do was accept the unstoppable tide of pain, pleasure and the feeling of total submission. He lost himself in the intense experience, his body completely in Frank’s hands, while Julie soothingly and lovingly guided him through what was probably the most intense experience of his life.

Frank continued his powerful, bestial thrusts, and Sam felt every inch of the large, dark shaft penetrating deeper inside him. Suddenly, however, Sam noticed a new, overwhelming sensation. Each thrust from Frank was now hitting specifically against his prostate, sending an intense, electric tingle through Sam’s body. The feeling was hard to describe; it was as if waves of pure pleasure were rushing through his entire body, literally drowning him in ecstasy. He knew this feeling only too well from the last few weeks.

This intense, pulsating pleasure continued to build with every powerful thrust. Frank continued to thrust mercilessly, hitting that special spot deep inside Sam again and again. Sam could clearly feel the rhythmic throbbing and squeezing against his prostate, like a metallic bell echoing throughout the church with each impact.

“Oh God, Frank ... please...,” Sam gasped almost pleadingly, his voice laced with a mixture of pain and incomparable lust. Julie’s soothing murmur barely helped to keep him in this tumbling swamp of emotions. His hands clutched Julie’s tighter, searching for a foothold in the storm of feelings that swept through him.

Frank intensified his thrusts, hitting Sam’s prostate more and more precisely and violently. The way he took him was overwhelming. With each deep, powerful penetration, Sam felt his inner lust being driven to unimaginable heights until he was almost out of his mind. An intense, uncontrollable trembling ran through his body, as if his nerves were electrified with overflowing ecstasy.

The extreme pleasure was so powerful that Sam could barely stand it. His breathing came in heavy, choppy bursts and he felt something deep inside him building up, ready to release with shocking intensity. Suddenly he felt this grandiose moment when his suppressed desire broke free. His penis, which had been trembling in the cage-like prison, suddenly began to twitch and pulsate violently.

Sam gasped out loud as he felt his own erection squeeze uncontrollably and was finally released by the brutal thrusts. The violent movements caused the small penis cage to slip and the rearing glans to escape. A cool breeze brushed Sam’s exposed glans, which only made him even more aroused. With a final, deep moan, he ejaculated into the air, white spurts spilling over the sheets as the metal ring hung loosely around his swinging testicles.

“Oh my God, this is incredible,” Sam gasped, his eyes tightly closed as he felt the reverberations of his explosive orgasm. The relaxation afterwards was barely tangible as Frank continued to thrust with a deep, animalistic growl, unstoppable and focused.

Then, in a powerful moment, Frank pulled Sam tighter against him and with an intense, guttural moan, he began to unload deep inside Sam. Frank held Sam’s hips tightly, pressing deeper into his quivering figure, feeling his own ejaculation squirt warmth and fullness deep into Sam’s bowels. The hot liquid flowed in an unstoppable, pulsing stream, and the moment was the embodiment of complete, dominant connection.

Sam could feel waves of Frank’s hot cum filling him from the inside, as if every cell in his body felt this crushing, essential power. He groaned with each pulse that filled his inner wall, leaving a solid imprint. Frank’s deep, unceasing movement anchored this feeling - a covenant, unshakable and blessing in Sam’s deepest senses.

The hair-raising feeling of Frank’s semen pulsing inside him nevertheless brought him a disconcerting sense of relaxation.

Frank noticed how Sam sank onto the bed, breathing heavily, after slowly withdrawing from him. At the sight of Sam’s exposed, small glans, now visibly protruding from the end of his flaccid member, he realized that the penis cage was only loosely dangling from Sam’s testicles. “That’s it,” Frank thought to himself, “the penis cage has come loose. That only happens when he’s finished with his work.”

Meanwhile, Frank leaned back and relaxed and looked at Sam’s trembling pearl of pleasure. The tiny glans looked almost ridiculously small, as if it had retained nothing of its former potency. Although Sam had just cum heavily, his penis seemed to have almost completely disappeared, with only the small ball of his glans still sticking out.

“Look, Sam, your cage fell off,” Frank said calmly as Sam dropped onto the bed, exhausted. “Oh, really?” Sam turned onto his back and joined Julie in looking in amazement at his freed penis. The cage was hanging loosely from his testicles.

“How is that possible?” Sam asked, confused. Julie smiled, slightly amused but still amazed. “It looks like the intense experience just made your cage redundant, Sammy.” Her voice was soft, but curious. She could hardly believe what she was seeing.

Frank watched the whirring mystery unfolding before him and finally said, “Sam, you just had the orgasm of your life, didn’t you? And yet your penis has gotten smaller and smaller.”

Sam and Julie looked at him in confusion. “What do you mean?” they asked almost simultaneously.

Frank smiled sympathetically and began to explain. “Sam, the reason the cage is out of place is because your penis has shrunk. The real you has shown itself. The cage is now too big for your little clitoris.”

He held the penis cage to Sam’s glans, and it was clear to see that the glans now had far too much room to move in the cage. Sam seemed more like a shrunken clitoris than a penis.

Julie took a closer look at Sam’s genitals and shook her head as she let the thought circle inside her. “Sam’s penis didn’t fit in the cage without ice before. The other day it suddenly went in without any problems, and now it just falls out because it’s gotten too big. It’s almost as if his penis has simply disappeared except for the tip.”

She stared at Sam’s tiny, soft glans, which was barely moving. The rest of his member was almost imperceptible, a change that had obviously happened gradually but inexorably. Julie’s head was spinning with the thought of what this would mean for their relationship and for Sam’s own identity.

“Sam,” she said slowly and deliberately, “maybe you really have found your true self. My gut has been telling me for a while that you’re going to change, but this has gotten even more intense than I thought.”

Sam looked at Julie with uncertainty, but also curiosity. “What does that mean for us, Julie? What should we do now?” Frank smiled mildly and reassuringly. “It means that we accept and love you for who you are, Sam. You’ve discovered something deeper and truer in yourself. It’s a journey, and you’re not alone. Julie and I are with you to support and love you no matter where this journey takes you.”

Julie found Sam’s hand and held it tightly. “No matter what happens, we’re here, Sammy. We’re going through this together.” Her gaze was full of love and acceptance, and she knew she would love and accept him for who he was - no matter what changes were to come.

Frank got up from the bed and went to a drawer, from which he took a small silver key. With calm, practiced movements, he returned to Sam and knelt beside him. Sam and Julie lay together, their bodies nestled close to each other, while Frank inserted the key into the tiny lock of the penis cage. With a soft click, the cage opened, freeing Sam’s testicles from the constricting metal. Frank removed the cage and carefully put it aside.

“There, the cage is gone now,” Frank said reassuringly, stroking Sam’s thigh. Sam immediately felt relief, which was replaced by discomfort when he saw how small and shrunken his member had really become.

Julie held Sam’s head to her chest and whispered soothingly, “I love you.

Frank went to the bedside table and reached for his cell phone. “I’ll text Janet and ask her to come over tomorrow. She can help us with something that will help you a lot too, Sam.”

Sam didn’t understand what Frank meant, but before he could think about it, he felt a sudden urge coming from the semen left inside him. “I ... I have to go to the bathroom,” he said hastily, breaking free from Julie’s embrace. He ran to the bathroom and defecated with a mixture of relief and humility. It was a strange sensation to feel Frank’s seed flowing out of him, noticing his reduced member, which felt somehow foreign.

While he was in the bathroom, he briefly thought about what Frank had meant, but the fatigue of the evening overwhelmed him. Back in the bedroom, he saw Julie and Frank already lying in bed. They were snuggled up together, looking at him lovingly and making room for him.

“Come here, Sammy,” Julie murmured softly and pulled him next to her. Sam lay down carefully, his skin still sensitive and his emotions still reverberating from the intense experiences of the evening. Julie wrapped her arms around him while Frank lay down behind Julie in a protective gesture.

Sam felt safe and secure in her midst, even though everything felt new and different. His member hadn’t been free for months, and the feeling of air and freedom around his shrunken member was special, if disorienting.

The thought that his penis had shrunk so much that it was little more than a small glans was fascinating and disturbing in equal measure. But in that moment, snuggled between the two people he cared about, Sam let go of those thoughts and relaxed.

The evening ended with the three of them falling asleep snuggled up close together. Julie and Frank cuddled up close and Sam at Julie’s side.
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The first rays of sunlight gently broke through the morning mist as Sam opened his eyes. He blinked into the golden light that crept through the half-closed curtains of the bedroom and bathed the bed in warm colors. Next to him lay Julie and Frank, still deep in their dreams. Sam felt the tingle of excitement that had been with him for days as he carefully crept out of bed so as not to wake them.

A special meeting was to take place today. It had been planned for weeks, but Sam didn’t know exactly what to expect. That thought might have worried him more, but this morning brought him an unexpected freedom - for the first time in a long time he was no longer trapped in his penis cage. When he went into the bathroom and stood in front of the mirror, his gaze involuntarily fell on his sex.

He looked at it for a moment, feeling the relief, the freedom of no longer having any restrictions, but something was different. His penis seemed smaller, almost tiny compared to what he was used to. Sam suppressed the fleeting thought, pushing his insecurities aside. Today was going to be different - a step in an unknown direction, but one he was prepared to take.

After showering and putting on a bathrobe, he returned to the bedroom, where Julie was already awake. She smiled mischievously at him, her eyes sparkling with anticipation.

Frank lay relaxed next to Julie, his massive, muscular body shimmering slightly in the soft early morning light. His broad shoulders and the defined lines of his chest were clearly visible under the blanket, while his powerful biceps wrapped around Julie’s slender body. His hand rested gently on her hip, while his gaze was calm and content. Between his legs, his impressive penis hung in a relaxed state, but even now, at rest, it was large and heavy, almost majestic in its presence. Julie lay in Frank’s arms, her legs slightly open and her vagina still glowing a little reddish, a delicate sign of the passion they had shared the previous night.

“Good morning, Sammy,” she said gently, brushing a strand of hair out of her face. “We’re meeting up with Tom and Becky again today. Are you looking forward to it too?”

“Yes, I think so,” Sam replied hesitantly, his nervousness returning. “But I’m not sure exactly what to expect.”

“Don’t worry,” Julie replied and took his hand, gently pulling him towards the bed. “I’ll make you beautiful and you’ll feel amazing. Everything will be fine.”

Sam knew that he would be wearing women’s clothes today - that was part of the plan. The thought of it made his heart beat faster, a mixture of uncertainty and excitement spread through him. Julie was already arranging the clothes: a silky dress in soft pink, matching stockings and high heels. She looked at him lovingly, her voice soft but firm.

“You’re going to look fantastic, Sammy. Trust me.”

The morning began quietly and peacefully as all three slowly gathered in the kitchen. Julie, leaning slightly against Frank, had a smile on her lips as the smell of freshly brewed coffee filled the room.

Sam, still a little shy, took his time to shed the last traces of nervousness as they enjoyed breakfast. Frank prepared fried eggs and crispy bacon, while Julie filled small bowls with fresh fruit.

The conversations were light and informal, almost as if the day would bring nothing out of the ordinary. They laughed together, talked about everyday things and enjoyed the peace and quiet of the morning. The moment was warm and familiar, a brief respite before the preparations for what was to come began.

When breakfast was over, Sam and Julie went into the bedroom where everything was ready for the day. With a smile, Julie led Sam to the bed where the carefully selected clothes lay. “Let’s get you all dressed up,” she said gently as she helped him undress.

Sam now stood naked in front of her as Julie began to pull out the first delicate items of clothing. The silky fabric of the rose-colored dress shimmered in the sunlight streaming through the window as Julie pulled the stockings over Sam’s legs.

Her fingers slid playfully over his skin, and Sam could feel the tingle of her touch as the soft material hugged his calves. The dress followed, gently hugging his body, and Julie helped him adjust the straps before giving him an admiring look.

Sam sat down on the edge of the bed while Julie knelt in front of him and took the stockings in her hand. Slowly, she pulled the first stocking over his legs, the cool, silky fabric smooth against his skin. Her touch was gentle, almost tender, and Sam couldn’t stop a slight tremor from running through his body.

“Feels good, doesn’t it?” Julie asked with a seductive smile as she playfully slid her fingers over his calves before pulling up the second stocking.

Sam just nodded, unable to speak as his excitement mingled with a deep sense of vulnerability. Julie then pulled the dress over his head, the fabric wrapping easily around his slender figure, making him look almost fragile. She adjusted the straps as her fingers stroked his shoulders and took a step back to look at him.

“You look beautiful,” she whispered, her eyes shining as she scrutinized him in the mirror. Sam turned slowly and looked at his reflection. The soft dress, the delicate stockings - he felt strange, but there was something attractive about this transformation. Something that took him into a world he barely understood.

Julie stepped behind him, put her arms around his waist and pressed him gently against her. “Everything will be fine,” she whispered reassuringly before kissing him on the forehead.

Once she had finished herself - her elegant black dress hugged her curves tightly - Julie put on his high heels, which matched his look perfectly. Her hands slid gently over his ankles as she fastened the straps.

“Ready?” she asked, winking at him as they finished the final preparations.

Sam nodded, his heart pounding wildly. He didn’t know what to expect, but the mixture of excitement and nervousness held him firmly in its grip. Together they walked to the car, where Frank was already waiting. The sky was clear and sunny, and the fresh breeze blowing through the streets made Sam feel the coolness on his skin even more pronounced.

The drive was quiet, and Sam tried to ignore the growing tension inside him. Julie was talking cheerfully about the upcoming meeting, but Sam couldn’t quite focus on the conversation. Something felt ... strange, as if he had a hunch he couldn’t quite grasp yet.

They drove through the streets of the town, which gradually became more familiar, but Sam paid no attention. It was only as they drove along the long, tree-lined driveway that he slowly realized where they were going.

“The club,” he whispered softly as the magnificent building loomed before them. His heart began to beat faster while Julie, who was sitting next to him, stared happily at the landscape, unaware of what awaited her.

“Are you ready?” Frank asked as he parked the car, looking at Sam through the rearview mirror. Sam nodded, although his nervousness was eating him up inside. The women’s clothes, the high heels, the fact that they were at the club - it all weighed heavily on his chest.

Julie, who still didn’t realize that they were going to the club, got out of the car and stretched in the warm sun. “Let’s go then,” she said cheerfully, unaware of the world she would be entering in a few minutes.

Sam followed her slowly, uncertainty growing inside him. As they walked towards the entrance, he could hardly ignore the throbbing feeling in his chest. He knew that the evening would be different from what they had imagined.

As the heavy doors of the club opened to let the three of them in, Sam was greeted by a wave of warm air and subdued light. The room they were now in was elegantly and luxuriously furnished. Sam could hear the soft music playing in the background, overlaying the low murmur of conversation. The club had an upscale, almost private atmosphere that was both exciting and intimidating.

Julie looked around, still unsuspecting, while Sam felt his tension growing with every step. Frank put a reassuring hand on Sam’s shoulder as they entered the reception hall. “Everything will be fine, Sammy. Relax,” he said quietly, his deep voice sounding reassuring, but it didn’t calm Sam’s heartbeat.

A familiar laugh rang through the room and Sam turned to find Becky and Tom standing at the edge of the room. Becky looked her usual flawless self, in a tight dress that emphasized her curves and red hair, while Tom stood beside her, calm and confident. But when their eyes fell on Sam, the smile on Becky’s face faded.

“Sam?” Becky’s voice sounded surprised, almost incredulous. She looked him over from head to toe and her eyes widened as she took in the delicate, feminine appearance of Sam in the rose-colored dress. It was a moment of silence as Becky and Tom realized that Sam had changed - that he was not the same man they had known before.

Tom also seemed speechless. His eyes darted back and forth between Sam and Frank, as if searching for an explanation. “What ... what’s going on?” he finally asked, his voice faltering slightly.

Julie, who hadn’t noticed anything until that moment, turned around in surprise. “Becky! Tom!” she called out cheerfully and walked towards them. But then she also noticed the look on their faces.

Frank stepped forward, his presence immediately dominating the room. “Sammy has decided to try something new today,” he said calmly, his voice full of authority. “We’re here to celebrate this change together.” He could barely suppress a laugh.

Becky blinked in confusion, her green eyes still fixed on Sam. “But ... Sam? I don’t know you like that.” She shook her head, as if trying to comprehend the image before her.

Tom, who had been standing silently by, took a step forward. “You look ... different, Sam,” he murmured, his eyes scrutinizing Sam’s feminine appearance. It was obvious that the change surprised him as much as Becky.

Sam felt the weight of her gaze on him, and although he felt vulnerable, he slowly lifted his head. He wanted to explain himself, wanted to say that this was part of his journey, but the words seemed to fail him. Instead, it was Julie who finally broke the silence.

“Yes, it’s different, but Sam has finally found the courage to discover and live out his true self,” Julie said with a loving smile. Her voice was calm but determined as she took Sam’s hand and gave him a supportive look. “We’re all behind him. It’s a big change, but it feels right.”

Frank nodded in agreement and put a hand on Sam’s shoulder again. “Sammy has come a long way, and we’re proud of her. This isn’t an easy step, but she’s doing what feels right for her.”

Larry, who had been watching the scene, now took a step closer, his eyes sparkling with amusement, but not dismissively. “It takes courage to accept yourself, especially if that means going against the expectations of others.” He winked at Sam. “You’re doing well, Sammy. You should be proud of yourself.”

Sam suddenly felt like he was being watched from all sides. His uncertainty was clearly visible on his face, and although he felt that everyone around him supported his decision, he felt infinitely small and vulnerable at that moment. Finally, he forced himself to smile faintly and mumbled, “I think ... I think it’s okay. It’s just ... Still new to me.”

Becky and Tom, still looking stunned, looked at each other before Becky finally took a deep breath and said, “It’s a lot to take in, Sam, but if that’s your way ... then we accept it.” She nodded, as if trying to convince herself of that, and finally smiled a little forcedly. “We just want you to be happy.”

Tom, who had so far remained reserved, nodded slowly. “Yes, if that’s what you want, then we’re behind it.” He still looked a little unsure, but there was no judgment in his words, just surprise. “How could it escalate like this?” Tom asked himself as he felt his penis cage begin to squeeze.

Just as the tension began to ease a little, Janet entered the room, her presence exuding a natural authority. She wore an elegant black dress that emphasized her slender figure, and her lips curved into a broad smile when she saw the group. “Ah, my dears, I am pleased to see you here.”

Janet stepped up to them, her eyes wandering over Sam before she smiled warmly. “Sammy, you look beautiful. I hear you’ve taken a big step.” Her voice was calm, and her words gave Sam a sense of reassurance that he desperately needed.

Sam, still a little embarrassed, just nodded, unable to find the right answer. Janet sensed his uncertainty and put a hand on his shoulder and hugged him, whispering in his ear: “You’re in good hands here, Sam. Everything you’re experiencing today is part of your journey. Just let it happen.”

“So this is Janet, who I’ve heard so much about,” Julie thought to herself as she looked at the other blonde with the shorter hair. “Nice to meet you in the flesh,” Janet suddenly said to Julie, snapping her out of her thoughts. “I’ve heard a lot about you and you’re even more beautiful in real life than in the stories,” Janet continued somewhat lasciviously, which made Julie blush and only a brief “thank you” escaped her lips.

With these words, she pointed to a discreet entrance at the edge of the room that led into a private area of the club. “Come on, let’s go to a quieter room. We can be undisturbed there.” Her tone was reassuring, and she led the group through the elegantly designed club to a separate, luxuriously appointed area.

The room was bathed in soft, warm light and thick curtains ensured that they were protected from prying eyes. Comfortable sofas and armchairs stood together in a cozy seating area, while glasses of champagne were laid out on a table. Janet let the group take their seats and sat down in an armchair herself, her eyes intently watching the proceedings.

“I think tonight is a wonderful opportunity to celebrate,” said Janet, raising her glass.

Julie and Frank also raised their glasses, while Becky and Tom hesitantly joined them. Sam felt everyone’s attention on him, but in the midst of this new reality, he could also sense that these people were sympathetic to him. Despite his uncertainty, he felt a strange sense of relief slowly filling him.

“Here’s to you, Sammy,” Janet said lovingly, her eyes shining with pride.

Sam raised his glass and murmured a quiet “Thank you” before taking a sip. The group smiled at each other and the evening took a quieter, yet meaningful turn. Sam knew that this was just the beginning of a long journey, but with Julie, Frank and his friends by his side, for the first time he didn’t feel alone on this path.

While the group sat comfortably on the sofas and the first conversations relaxed, Becky couldn’t quite seem to let go. Her eyes kept wandering anxiously to Sam, who was sitting silently next to Frank. She had long suspected that Frank was exerting too much influence over Sam, and now that she saw him in women’s clothes, her suspicions grew.

Becky leaned slightly over to Tom and whispered to him, “I don’t know, Tom. Look at him. It’s not like Sam. Do you really think that’s his free will?”

Tom shrugged his shoulders slightly and tried to look at the situation soberly. “Maybe he’s just discovered a side to himself that we didn’t know,” he said, but even he couldn’t quite hide the uncertainty in his voice. He had always seen Sam as a rather quiet but self-confident man, and this sudden change didn’t fit in with his image.

Larry, who had noticed the quiet conversation, placed his hand gently on Becky’s knee. He sensed the tension in her posture and knew that something was unsettling her. With a quiet smile, he leaned over to her and Tom, his deep voice slipping into the conversation almost casually. “Becky, I know what you’re thinking. You’re wondering if this was all Sam’s own decision.”

Becky raised her head in surprise and stared at Larry. How could he know what she was thinking? She was sure she had hidden it well, but Larry always seemed to have an instinct for such things.

“You think Frank is pushing him into this role, don’t you?” continued Larry, holding Becky’s gaze. “But I can assure you that’s not the case. Sam made up his own mind about this. I’ve been watching him, and this is something he wants to do for himself.” Tom, who had always perceived Larry as someone who saw things through without saying much, nodded slowly. “Do you really think that’s what Sam wants?”

Larry leaned back, his smile widening, almost as if he was sharing a secret with them. “I’m sure of it. Frank may seem confident, but he would never force Sam to do anything he didn’t want to. You have to understand that Sam has discovered a new side to himself. He needs support, and Frank is just the one to give him the space to do it. Becky hesitated. She wanted to believe what Larry was saying, but something inside her still resisted. “It just doesn’t look like the Sam I know,” she murmured, “It feels like he’s changed ... And I don’t know if it’s really him.”

Larry nodded in understanding as he took Becky’s hand and gave it a reassuring squeeze. “Change isn’t always easy to accept, Becky. Sometimes someone changes in ways we don’t immediately understand. But there’s nothing forced about it. If you watch Sam, you’ll see that he’s fine. He just needs some time to feel comfortable in this new role.”

Becky looked over at Sam, who was sitting quietly on the sofa while Julie lovingly held his hand. It almost seemed as if he was radiating some kind of relief, but there was no mistaking the uncertainty in his expression. Nevertheless, he didn’t seem like someone who was being forced against his will.

Tom was the first to shed the last of his skepticism. “You know, Larry’s right,” he said quietly to Becky. “Sam looks ... more relaxed than I would have thought. Maybe there really is more to this than we know.”

Larry put his arm around Becky’s shoulder and spoke quietly so that only she and Tom could hear: “You have to trust Frank, Becky. He wouldn’t push Sam into a role he didn’t like. Look at the way he supports him. That’s real caring, not manipulation.”

Becky cast one last skeptical glance at Sam, who was now talking to Julie and seemed a little more relaxed. She sighed deeply and finally nodded, albeit somewhat reluctantly. “Maybe you’re right,” she finally said. “Maybe I just have to accept that Sam has changed.”

Larry smiled with satisfaction. He knew it was a delicate balancing act, but he was sure that Becky and Tom would eventually accept that Sam had found his own way. It was a process, but in time they would understand that this change had actually come from Sam himself.

Janet, who had noticed the conversation, rejoined them at that moment. “Everything all right?” she asked with a friendly smile.

Larry nodded slightly. “Yeah, it’s all good. We’re just talking about Sam’s new path. It’s not easy for everyone, but we’ll manage.”

Janet grinned. “That’s good to hear.” In the cozy, luxuriously appointed room, the conversation slowly became more intimate, but there was an underlying tension in the air that no one quite dared to address. Janet, who was keenly observing the dynamic between those present, noticed Becky’s recurring glances at Sam and the unspoken concern in her eyes.

Janet knew it was time to release this tension. She leaned back in her chair and surveyed the group before raising her voice - calmly, but with the clear authority that characterized her dominant presence.

“It seems there are some things left unsaid here,” she began with a slight smile. Her gaze rested briefly on the red-haired Becky, then wandered to Sam and Tom. “I think it would be good if we clarified things a little. Sam and Tom, I’d like you to undress.”

Her words struck the group like a lightning bolt. Becky looked at Janet in amazement, while Tom shifted nervously in his seat. Sam, on the other hand, felt his tension return instantly as he looked uncertainly at Frank and Julie. Both gave him reassuring looks, but Janet gave them no time to resist.

“Becky” Janet continued “I get the impression that you think Sammy is being forced into something like this, but I want to show you that it’s not the case. She’s doing this of her own free will and you’ll see that”. Becky, who was watching the whole scene with growing discomfort, bit her lip. She had heard about the penis cage Julie had mentioned and wondered how much it had changed Sam in the last few months.

“Get up,” she said in a slightly sharper tone that brooked no argument. Her eyes wandered to Tom, who was the first to obey. He rose hesitantly and took a step into the center of the room, the eyes of the group on him.

Tom stood nervously in the middle of the comfortable seating area, when he opened his pants and slowly pulled them down, the view of Tom’s genitals was revealed.

The small metallic penis cage that tightly encased his penis shone slightly in the dim light of the room. Tom’s testicles, however, hung heavy and bulging between his legs, and the tightness of the cage made them appear even larger than they actually were. Becky shuddered slightly at the sight, although she was used to it from her husband. Tom was visibly nervous, but stood with his head down while Janet scrutinized him.

Julie couldn’t help but smile slightly when Tom’s small penis cage appeared. She hadn’t expected Tom to be in the same state as Sam, and the sight clearly surprised her, even though she knew that Becky and Larry had locked Tom’s penis up. Her eyes wandered briefly to Becky, who was sitting there with a slightly embarrassed expression. Julie took a moment to look at Tom’s bulging testicles, which stood out in contrast to the small cage. There was no judgment in her eyes, however, but rather a kind of quiet amusement - almost as if she had discovered a secret truth about Tom that she was keeping to herself.

“Well done, Tom,” Janet said with a barely perceptible nod. “That’s what I wanted to see. Your discipline has improved considerably in the last few months.”

Becky wasn’t sure how to feel. Although she was the one who regularly dressed her husband in the cage, it was still disconcerting to see him on display like this, especially in this setting. Her gaze involuntarily wandered to Sam, whose turn it was now.

“Sam,” Janet said with a gentle but unmistakable request. “Now it’s your turn.”

Sam felt his hands trembling slightly as he slowly stood up. His heart was pounding in his chest and the thought of undressing in front of everyone downstairs almost took his breath away. But Frank gave him an encouraging nod and Julie placed a reassuring hand on his arm.

With hesitant movements, Sam lifted the rose-colored dress he was wearing, revealing his slender legs in the suspenders. When the dress was pulled up to his hips, he slowly reached for the waistband of his briefs. It seemed as if time stood still for a moment as Sam pulled the briefs down over his hips and finally slipped them off.

What emerged made Tom and Becky’s eyes widen, especially theirs. Contrary to expectations, Sam was not wearing a penis cage. Instead, an extremely small, almost tiny penis was revealed, hanging soft and limp between his legs. His testicles were also remarkably small, almost inconspicuous, which made the sight even more disconcerting.

Becky, who had firmly assumed that Sam would be wearing a cage similar to Tom’s, was speechless. She hadn’t expected Sam’s genitals to be so ... minimal. Tom, who was also surprised, stared at Sam’s small genitals, unable to hide his astonishment.

Larry and Frank couldn’t take their eyes off the scene as Tom and Sam undressed. The sight of Tom’s member forced into the tiny penis cage and Sam’s natural but surprisingly small penis made the two men react to the situation with an almost mocking glint in their eyes.

Larry shook his head slightly, a broad, almost triumphant smile on his lips. “Wow, Tom, you’re really wearing that with dignity,” he said with a hint of amusement in his voice. “It’s hard to believe you’ve lasted this long in it.” His gaze then wandered to Sam and he couldn’t help but laugh softly. “And Sammy ... so petite, almost like a little clitoris. That’s quite a sight.”

Frank, who was standing next to Larry, leaned forward slightly and gave them both an appraising look. “Now that’s what I call humility,” he commented, his voice laced with a smug undertone. “It seems we have two very ... humble men in front of us.” He winked at Larry before adding: “It’s amazing how small white penises are, isn’t it?”

Both men exchanged a brief, amused glance as they savored the feeling of superiority at that moment. They knew that their words would hit the mark, but they couldn’t pass up the opportunity to comment on the situation in their own dominant way.

Janet, who had been watching everyone’s reactions closely, slowly stepped forward. “As you can see Becky,” she began, “Sam is not wearing a penis cage. What you see is Sam’s natural appearance. Tom, on the other hand, is wearing a cage” Her voice was calm, but there was a certain emphasis in her words that left no doubt that she was in control here. “There’s nothing he needs to hide.”

Becky tried to hide her confusion, but she couldn’t help but ask: “But ... Julie, you were talking about a cage. Doesn’t that have anything to do with it?”

Julie, who had remained quiet until now, shook her head gently. “Sam was wearing a cage, Becky. The cage I mentioned was an earlier phase. What you see now is the result of Sam’s journey. It was his choice to go this way and we don’t need a cage for that either.”

Becky looked at Sam again, this time with a soft expression in her eyes. “I’m sorry, Sam,” she said softly. “I thought ... I thought Frank had pushed you into it. But now I see that it really was your decision.”

Sam, still feeling naked and vulnerable, nodded weakly. “Yes, it was my decision,” he murmured.

Janet stepped up to him and put a hand on his shoulder. “And that’s the most important thing, Sammy. You go your own way. No one is forcing you to do anything.” She let her words sink in before turning back to the group.

The atmosphere in the room changed. The initial uncertainty slowly dissipated and Becky and Tom began to understand that Sam’s trip was indeed a personal decision. Janet had made it clear in a subtle but firm way that no one here was being forced. Sam and Tom had revealed their intimacy, but it was more than just exposing bodies. It was a revelation of their innermost identities.

The atmosphere slowly changed as Janet’s words raised the tension to a new level. It was as if the air suddenly became thicker as everyone’s eyes shifted back and forth between Sam, Tom and the others. The room filled with an unspoken anticipation that seemed to tickle everyone’s nerves.

Janet, who was still firmly in control of the situation, let her gaze glide over those present and a slight smile played on her lips. “It does seem a bit unfair that only Tom and Sam are so free here, while the others are still dressed.” She paused for a moment, letting her words sink in, before looking directly at Larry and Frank. “So, what do you think, Larry? Frank? It’s time for you to undress too.”

Becky’s eyes widened slightly in delight and she couldn’t hide a happy smile. The idea that the two tall, muscular men would also be undressing made her slide back and forth in her seat excitedly. “Oh yes,” she said, her voice sounding almost playful. “That would only be fair, wouldn’t it?”. She thought of the comments she had heard about Frank, who was said to be extremely well-hung.

Larry laughed deeply and shook his head slightly as he stood up. “Janet, you know exactly how to heat things up around here.” He began to undress slowly, first unzipping his pants, which slid to the floor. He wasn’t wearing any underwear underneath, and when he undressed completely, his imposing, muscular figure was revealed. His large penis hung limply between his muscular legs and Julie could hardly take her eyes off it, while for Becky it was now a familiar sight.

Frank, who still had a quiet smile on his face, followed Larry’s example and undressed too. His powerful stature and equally impressive member stood in stark contrast to Sam and Tom’s modest appearances. It was an image of superiority that fueled the erotic tension in the room even more.

Becky couldn’t help but laugh softly as she looked at the two men. “That’s quite a sight,” she murmured quietly as she blushed slightly. She was completely surprised, Larry was already well endowed, but Frank put the icing on the cake.

Janet, who was watching the whole scene with a satisfied expression, nodded. “That’s much better. Balance is important.” She took a step closer to the men and let her gaze glide over the entire group once more. “But this is just the beginning. The club is about to open, and in this area, as you know, the motto is to be naked. So...”

She paused meaningfully before continuing: “It would only be appropriate if everyone undressed.” She looked sharply at Becky and Julie. Becky was aware of this rule, having been here many times before, but for Julie and Sam it was something completely new.

Sam, who was still standing naked and insecure in the middle, felt caught off guard by the sudden turnaround. But the look Janet gave him didn’t allow any contradiction. Tom also looked embarrassed, but the erotic tension in the room was now so strong that no one could escape it.

Becky, who could hardly wait, was the first to willingly peel herself out of her tight clothes. Her red mane fell over her shoulders in seductive waves as she stripped off her dress and finally stood there completely naked. Tom watched her nervously for a moment, then followed her example and dropped the rest of his clothes.

Julie and Sam couldn’t take their eyes off Becky as she slowly undressed. Although they had seen Becky many times before, this was the first time they had seen her naked body in all its glory. Becky’s skin was flawless and porcelain white, her slim waist flowed in gentle curves to wide hips that were perfectly proportioned to the rest of her body. Her breasts were shapely and plump, with firm, pink nipples that perked up slightly as she felt the air of the room. Her red hair fell in wild curls over her shoulders and down to her lower back, and there was a subtle strip of fine red pubic hair between her thighs that blended perfectly with her seductive appearance.

Julie stared in fascination, almost envy, at Becky’s lithe, toned legs and the way her body presented itself so confidently in its nakedness. Even Sam, who had been nervous at first, couldn’t help but admire her. Her natural charisma and sensual beauty made him forget his own insecurities for a moment. “It’s hard to believe she has two children, isn’t it,” Larry said mockingly to Frank, who licked his lips at her.

Julie hesitated for a moment, but when she caught Frank’s confirming glance, she too began to remove her elegant dress. She undressed slowly and deliberately as the eyes of the group focused on her. Her movements were elegant, almost as if in slow motion, as she slipped the dress over her narrow shoulders. Her snow-white skin shimmered in the soft light of the room and formed a fascinating contrast to her blonde, straight hair, which fell just above her shoulders. Julie was petite in build, with a delicate waist and narrow hips that gave her body an almost elfin grace. Her breasts were small, firm and perfectly matched her delicate figure, which was characterized by a touch of natural elegance. She was completely clean-shaven between her legs, which emphasized her flawless, porcelain-like skin.

The group looked at her almost reverently, struck by her fragile but graceful beauty. Her daintiness and the pale sheen of her skin gave her an almost ethereal aura that was very different from the more powerful bodies of the others, and yet in her nakedness she radiated a subtle, seductive strength.

When she finally stood naked next to Sam and finally dropped her dress and stood naked in front of the group, Larry, Becky and Tom couldn’t take their eyes off her. Larry’s eyes widened slightly as a satisfied smile played around his lips. His eyes slowly glided over Julie’s snow-white, petite body and he couldn’t hide the hint of admiration in his eyes. “Wow,” he murmured softly as he took in her delicate, almost fragile grace, “Frank you lucky bastard,” he thought to himself. He was fascinated by her porcelain skin in combination with her fragile, almost ethereal appearance - she looked like a sensual, unreal figure that could have come from another world.

Becky, who was now standing naked next to Tom, also ran her eyes over Julie and a slight, amused smile came to her lips. “She looks really hot,” she whispered to Tom as she savored the image of Julie’s slender figure and the delicate contours of her body. Becky found Julie’s fragile physique and flawless, smooth skin irresistible - so different from her own powerful sensuality, but equally alluring in its daintiness.

While Becky whispered in Tom’s ear, she couldn’t keep her hands off him. She gently stroked her slender fingers over the cold, metallic cage that encased Tom’s penis, deliberately making her touch slow and seductive. “Do you see how hot she looks?” she whispered softly, her lips close to his ear. “So petite, so perfect ... You think she’s incredible too, don’t you?”

Tom’s breath hitched slightly as Becky’s fingers slid over the tight cage, the touch sending an intense tingle through him. The weight of her words and the allure of her touch made him feel how much she was enjoying her control over him, while at the same time enticing him with the naked beauty before them.

Tom, who was also gazing fixedly at Julie, couldn’t help but gasp softly. His eyes sparkled with excitement as he took in the pure beauty of her petite body. “Incredible...” he whispered, almost reverently. The contrasts of her smooth, snow-white skin and delicate, supple forms made Julie seem like a tender temptation in his eyes that was hard to resist.

Janet was the last to undress, almost unnoticed. With a calm, almost sensual movement, she let her black dress slide to the floor while all eyes were on Julie. “Now,” she said with a satisfied smile, “we’re ready.”

Janet watched the scene with a quiet, almost imperceptible smile as the tension in the room continued to build. Her gaze wandered to Becky, who was playing playfully with Tom’s caged member, letting her fingers glide gently over the cage. The way she whispered in his ear, enjoying her dominance, seemed to amuse Janet. She could see the lust in Becky’s eyes, the tingling desire that noticeably electrified the atmosphere in the room. Janet found the dynamic between Becky and Tom hot in a subtle way - a silent display of power that only turned her on more.

“It looks like there’s already a bit of a game going on here,” Janet said in a husky, seductive tone, her eyes on Becky and Tom before taking in the whole group. “But I think we can make things even more interesting.”

Janet took a step forward, her presence in the room strong and authoritative. “We all sense that there’s a special energy here,” she continued, catching the eyes of Sam, Tom, Frank and Larry. “And I think we should seize this moment.”

She left a short, meaningful pause before continuing. “Sam, Tom - you’ve shown a lot of courage today, but now it’s time to go further. Show your wives how much you can give them by taking a step back. Leave them to Larry and Frank. Show them what true submission means.”

The words hung heavy in the air and the tension in the room was palpable. Sam and Tom exchanged nervous glances as the erotic mood continued to rise. They could feel the power that Janet radiated and knew that this was a decisive moment.

Becky, who was still playing with Tom’s cage, smiled broadly when she heard Janet’s suggestion. She found the idea arousing - the idea of forcing Tom fully into the role of submissive while Sam and Julie were around. Her emerald green eyes sparkled as she turned to Tom and said quietly but firmly, “This is your chance to show me how much you’d do for me.”

Tom couldn’t ignore the throbbing sensation in his cage, the combination of Becky’s gentle touch and her words almost driving him crazy with desire. He felt his own arousal intensify from the confines of the cage, while at the same time he felt the overwhelming dominance that both Becky and Janet exuded. It was a moment of complete submission, and although he was nervous, he knew that this was part of his role - part of what Becky wanted.

Sam, who was watching the whole scene with wide eyes, also felt the inescapable attraction of this situation. His gaze wandered to Julie, who was looking at him with an almost gentle smile. She understood that this was a moment when he needed to let go of his insecurities. Julie took a step towards him and placed her hand gently on his cheek. “It’s okay, Sammy,” she whispered softly. “This is part of our journey.”

Frank and Larry exchanged amused glances, their eyes sparkling with anticipation. It was clear that they were in control of the situation, and the idea that Sam and Tom would leave their wives to them made their excitement rise. Larry sat back and relaxed and waited patiently while Janet enjoyed her dominance with a satisfied look on everyone’s faces.

“It’s time,” Janet said calmly but firmly. “Tom, Sam - step back. Let your wives enjoy what they want.”

Sam and Tom, both noticeably aroused and at the same time overwhelmed by the situation, nodded slightly.

Becky and Julie slowly sat down on the large, soft couch, their bodies tense with anticipation. The atmosphere in the room was filled with crackling tension as Frank and Larry knelt between the two women’s legs without a word. Their movements were calm, almost reverent, as if they knew that this was the moment when they would take complete control.

Frank knelt in front of Julie, his hands resting gently on her thighs as he looked at her lovingly. His face moved closer to her lap and Julie relaxed into the cushions of the couch, her eyes half closed as she felt his hot breath brush against her sensitive skin. Slowly, Frank began to lick her, his tongue moving gently yet firmly over her soft, smooth skin until she let out a soft sigh of pleasure.

At the same time, Larry knelt in front of Becky, his strong hands running over her thighs as he also positioned himself between her legs. Becky’s body tensed slightly as she felt the tingling sensation of Larry’s tongue moving deep into her moist heat. She closed her eyes and leaned back with a satisfied smile as Larry skillfully and intensely pleasured her.

Janet, who was watching the scene closely, smiled with satisfaction as she looked at Sam and Tom, who were standing a little to one side. “Sam, Tom,” she said in her calm but penetrating voice, “it’s time you made yourselves useful. Keep your wives’ legs up so they can fully enjoy this.”

Sam and Tom, overwhelmed by the situation, nodded silently. They stepped forward and approached their wives. Sam carefully lifted Julie’s legs, his hands gently placed under her knees as he held her legs apart so that Frank had easier access to her. His eyes were fixed on Julie, who was enjoying the pleasure Frank was giving her with her eyes closed and a dreamy smile.

Tom, sensing Becky’s demanding gaze, did the same. He lifted her legs, his hands trembling slightly with excitement as he gripped her thighs and opened them wide, allowing Larry’s tongue to penetrate her deeper. Becky breathed heavily, her hands running through Larry’s hair as she felt the pleasure he was giving her.

The scene was full of intensity. Sam and Tom stood there, holding their wives’ legs up, while Frank and Larry used their tongues to pleasure the women. It was a moment of total surrender and submission as the men focused on their wives being completely pampered.

After some time watching the scene with a satisfied smile, Janet decided it was now time to get more actively involved herself. Her presence in the room was undeniably dominant and she knew that all eyes were on her. She stood up, moved elegantly and confidently around the room and finally stopped right behind Sam and Tom, who were still holding up their wives’ legs. Her eyes wandered over the bodies of Julie and Becky, who were gripped by lust as Frank and Larry continued to pleasure them with their tongues.

With a soft but penetrating laugh, Janet placed her hands gently on Sam and Tom’s shoulders. “You’ve both acknowledged your roles well,” she said, her voice soft but full of unspoken power. “But I think there’s more you can do.”

Slowly, she walked around the couch so that she could see both Frank and Larry without losing sight of Sam and Tom. “You know, there’s something special about not just watching, but actively participating.” Her eyes sparkled as she looked meaningfully at Sam and Tom.

“I think you can go one step further,” Janet continued as she stroked Julie’s leg with her hand, fixing Sam’s gaze. “Imagine what it would mean for your wives if you didn’t just watch, but actively gave them even more pleasure. Maybe something with your hands or even your mouths, while Frank and Larry do their bit.”

Janet leaned forward slightly so that her hands slid to Sam’s chin. “What do you think, Sam? Are you going to do it?”

Her eyes then wandered to Tom, who was looking at her nervously but full of excitement. “And you, Tom? You’ve already spoiled Becky so much. It would only be fair to give her even more, wouldn’t it?”

The tension in the room continued to rise as Janet tightened her control over the situation. Her words and closeness were not just an invitation, but an almost inescapable directive. Sam and Tom knew that this was another moment for them to prove their devotion, while Janet continued to direct the game with her undeniable dominance.

Janet, who had completely taken control of the room, looked deep into Sam’s eyes before speaking softly but unmistakably. “Sam, I think it’s time you showed even more how far you’re willing to go. Go to Frank and give him a blow job.”

A shock went through the room for Becky and Tom, whose eyes widened. Both were speechless, while Janet continued to speak with a calm matter-of-factness. Sam stared briefly at Julie, who gave him an almost encouraging look, before hesitantly, but obediently, walking over to Frank. Frank, still working Julie’s body with his mouth in his kneeling state, leaned back slightly as Sam settled down in front of him.

Becky stared in disbelief at Tom, but he could do nothing but continue to hold his wife’s legs while Larry worked incessantly and intensely on Becky. Her mixture of shock and arousal was palpable as she watched Sam settle down in front of Frank and carefully begin to take Frank’s hard member into his mouth.

The room seemed to stand still for a moment as Sam slowly and methodically set about blowing Frank. His movements were hesitant at first, but with each moment he became more confident. Frank moaned softly, placing a hand gently on Sam’s head as Sam’s lips closed tightly around Frank’s penis. The sound of Sam’s intense blow job filled the room, and Becky and Tom couldn’t take their eyes off the scene. Becky bit her lip, unable to decide whether she was more shocked or aroused.

Meanwhile, Janet took the opportunity that presented itself in front of her. The space between Julie’s thighs was now free, as Frank was leaning back and Sam was busy with him. Without hesitation, Janet stepped forward and settled elegantly between Julie’s legs. Her fingers slid gently over Julie’s inner thighs before she lowered her mouth to Julie’s wet, aroused center.

Janet knelt elegantly between Julie’s wide-open thighs, her movements fluid and confident. With a slow, sensual gaze, she glided over Julie’s body, which quivered with desire. Janet placed a hand on Julie’s petite hip, her fingers gently digging into the soft skin as she tilted her head down. Her warm breath grazed Julie’s sensitive area before she gently slid her tongue over Julie’s moist lips in a deep, controlled movement.

Julie moaned softly as Janet began to pleasure her intensely with her tongue. Janet knew exactly how to make every nerve in Julie’s body quiver. With precise, circular movements, her tongue circled Julie’s clitoris, which hardened more and more under her gentle touch. Her hands slid over Julie’s thighs, gripping firmly to stabilize her body weight as she guided her tongue deeper into Julie’s sensitive center.

She skillfully alternated between quick, short tongue thrusts and slow, extended movements that repeatedly brought Julie to the brink of ecstasy. Every touch was so precise and controlled, it was as if Janet was playing a melody with the sole intention of losing Julie in a whirlpool of pleasure.

Julie squirmed under Janet’s incessant licking, her hands clawed into the cushions of the couch as waves of pleasure flooded her body. Janet didn’t let up, she was like an artist working on her creation with absolute control and dedication. Her mouth remained firm on Julie’s moist heat, her tongue gliding over and over the sensitive spots that made Julie moan intensely.

Janet knew exactly when to pick up the pace, and just when Julie thought she had almost reached her climax, she slowed her movements again, increasing the tension even more, only to draw Julie even deeper into the spell of pleasure.

Julie let out a deep sigh of pleasure as Janet continued to pleasure her with her tongue. Janet’s movements were precise and seductive as she worked Julie’s clitoris with gentle but intense movements. Julie squirmed with pleasure, her hands gripping the cushions of the couch tightly as she surrendered to the stimulation Janet was giving her.

The scene was now fully unfolding: Sam sucking Frank off profusely and devotedly, Tom continuing to hold Becky’s legs up while Larry licked them intensely, and Janet pleasuring Julie with her mouth with absolute naturalness. The room was filled with the sounds of heavy breathing, soft moans and the intense excitement rippling through the room.

Janet sensed that Julie was about to reach her climax. Her tongue moved faster, the circular movements more precise, while her fingers gripped Julie’s thighs even tighter. Julie’s breathing became faster and faster, her body tensed and she clawed with all her might into the cushions of the couch. With a loud, uncontrolled moan, she finally came, her muscles trembling as waves of orgasm rolled through her body. Janet let her tongue glide gently over Julie’s clitoris a few more times before she withdrew, giving Julie a satisfied, triumphant look.

Julie lay exhausted and breathless on the couch, her chest rising and falling rapidly as she tried to catch her breath. Janet straightened up, her eyes now wandering to Sam, who was still kneeling next to Frank and giving him a blow job. She held out a hand and motioned for him to stand up.

“Sam, come with us, we still have to get you ready for the show,” Janet said in a firm tone, without waiting for any objections. Sam hesitated briefly, but then stood up and followed her, his eyes full of nervousness and curiosity. Janet led him out of the room, her hand firmly around his wrist. They walked through a narrow, dimly lit corridor that led to another, separate area of the club. Sam could hear the faint sounds of music and voices echoing behind closed doors, but he said nothing. Janet strode resolutely forward without explaining where she was leading him.

Left in the room were Tom, Julie, Becky, Frank and Larry, all still caught up in the intensity of the moment. Tom gave Julie a worried look, but she seemed confused, still unsure exactly what was going to happen. She sat up, drew her legs up and looked back and forth between the others, while Becky leaned into Larry’s arms, a contented smile on her lips.

Frank, who sat down next to Julie, glanced at Janet and Sam, who left the room, before looking at the others. It was clear that he knew what was coming, as did Larry and Becky. The three of them exchanged a knowing look before Janet stopped and turned to them before leaving the room.

“You’re going to put on the show tonight,” Janet explained with a satisfied smile, her eyes sparkling with anticipation. “They’re about to pick you up, the audience is getting ready. Prepare yourselves.”

Julie frowned, completely taken aback by the statement. “What ... What show?” she asked confused, her eyes wandering back and forth between the others, but no one answered her immediately. Becky just smiled slightly as Tom and Frank quietly, almost imperceptibly, prepared themselves for the events to come.

“Don’t worry, Julie,” Becky finally said with a gentle smile. “It’ll all be clear once it starts.” But there was a kind of mystery in Becky’s voice that unsettled Julie. Frank placed his hand reassuringly on Julie’s thigh and nodded slightly, a sign that she could trust him.

Julie was still looking around questioningly, but the others knew exactly what was going to happen.

Sam followed Janet, his thoughts whirling as they walked through the gloomy corridor. The doors they passed gave him repeated glimpses of the rooms beyond. Some of them were ajar, and Sam couldn’t help but squint curiously through the gaps. The rooms had a sterile, medical atmosphere, cold and inhospitable, which only fueled his nervousness.

Suddenly he heard a muffled scream from one of the rooms that made his blood run cold. A desperate male voice shouted loudly: “You bastards, let me go!” Sam stood frozen, his heart pounding wildly as he turned his gaze to the door where the screams were coming from. Janet barely seemed to touch it, she turned to him and smiled coldly.

“Wait here,” she said with an imperturbable tone that brooked no argument. She opened the door to the room where the screams had come from and disappeared without another word. Sam now stood alone in the hallway, his nerves stretched to breaking point.

Curious and frightened at the same time, he blinked through some of the half-open doors nearby. In one of the rooms, he saw a man tied tightly to a cot, his body wrapped in a straitjacket. Large VR goggles covered his face and he moaned heavily, as if he was in another, unbearable reality. Despite his restraints, he tried to squirm in the cot, but it was no use. Then Sam noticed something that sent a shiver down his spine - a machine was attached to his member, pumping rhythmically and mechanically.

Next to him lay a woman in the same position - also tied down and wearing VR goggles, while a similar device worked on her, two cylindrical machines hanging from her breasts while another machine, unidentifiable to Sam, worked on her crotch. Her heavy breathing and the tense squirming in the restraints made Sam feel like he was trapped in a nightmare. Before he could fully comprehend the bizarre scenes, his attention was diverted by a young man who stepped out of the room, naked and visibly embarrassed.

“Sorry,” Sam stammered, caught off guard, as he looked the young man in the eye. The man blushed slightly and looked sheepishly at the floor. “It’s all right,” he said shyly as he glanced hastily down the corridor.

Sam couldn’t help but notice that the man was also wearing a cage around his member - a solid metal construction that swallowed everything on his member completely underneath. The sight of the man and his behavior made Sam shiver, but before he could think about it any further, Janet came back out of the room where the screams had come from earlier. It was quiet now, almost eerily quiet.

Janet noticed the young man immediately and nodded coolly at him. “Ah, John, it’s a good thing you’re here right now,” she said with a slightly menacing smile. “Please watch the nursing case in room Z for a moment and let me know if he starts causing problems again.” John nodded hastily, without looking Janet in the eye, and obediently disappeared into the room with the thick Z painted on the door. He closed the door behind him and disappeared without saying another word.

Janet then turned back to Sam and smiled apologetically. “Some people aren’t so cooperative,” she said with a cool undertone, “and have to be pushed into their happiness.” Sam sensed the subtle threat in her voice, which added to his uncertainty.

Sam, still overwhelmed by the strange events, asked cautiously, “Who was that? John?”

Janet dismissed it almost casually. “John? His mother brought him here, just like his sister. They’re both in training at the moment. A classic white family here.”

These words gave Sam an oppressive feeling, but before he could ask any more questions, they had already reached the room Janet wanted to show him into. Janet opened the door and motioned for him to enter.

The room they entered was less sterile than the others Sam had seen before, but no less menacing. There was dark, leather furniture and several metal fixtures that Sam couldn’t place. Hanging on the walls were instruments whose purpose he preferred not to imagine. In the center of the room was a large, upholstered chair that looked like a cross between a dentist’s chair and a recliner, and next to it were cabinets full of materials that seemed harmless only at first glance.

“Sit down,” Janet said coolly, pointing to the chair in the middle of the room. Sam hesitated, but finally obeyed, his heart beating faster as he sat down on the cold leather.

Janet stepped closer, her eyes sparkling as she looked down at him. “Now let’s get started.”

Sam sat tensely in the cold, upholstered chair, which seemed more threatening to him with every passing moment. His thoughts were racing and he understood less and less of what was happening around him. Janet stood in front of him, her eyes fixed on him with a mixture of authority and cool calculation. Sam tried to calm down, but the room and the situation weighed heavily on him.

“You don’t quite understand what’s going on, do you?” Janet asked, her voice calm but penetrating. Sam opened his mouth to say something, but the words stuck in his throat. He shook his head slightly.

Janet smiled coldly. “Did you really think you could just carry on like this without a cage? You need the cage don’t you?” She paused for a moment and stepped closer to the chair, her eyes boring into Sam’s. “No, Sam. You’ve chosen a certain path, and that path requires discipline.”

Sam swallowed hard and couldn’t stop his body from trembling slightly. “What ... what do you mean?” he finally asked quietly.

Janet sighed and went to one of the cupboards against the wall. With calm, determined movements, she opened one of the cupboard doors and took out a small, shiny metallic pink device. She held it up in the air, turned it slightly in her hand and came back towards Sam.

“This,” she began, “is a Fufu Clip.” She held the device right in front of Sam’s face so he could look at it closely. It was made of shiny metal and had an unusual shape - almost like a clamp with various small rings and brackets. “This is a special chastity cage,” she continued, her voice becoming slightly teacher-like. “It’s designed to modify the penis to look like a vagina.”

Sam stared at the device, unable to organize his thoughts. “What ... what exactly...?” he stammered, but Janet wouldn’t let him finish.

“The Fufu Clip,” she explained, “is a tool that tightens and remodels the penis by pushing the testicles into the body and pulling the skin of the scrotum upwards. This creates an optical illusion - it looks like a vagina, but it’s your penis. It’s designed to give you a new identity and shape, which you obviously need.”

Sam felt his heart beat faster, his hands clutching the armrests of the chair nervously. “But ... why ... I don’t know if I want to,” he whispered, his voice trembling.

Janet leaned down to him, her eyes hard and unyielding. “Oh, you’ll want it, Sam. You’ve chosen a path that can’t be reversed. You’ve decided to break out of the norm, and this,” she raised the Fufu clip in the air, “is the next step. You will need it to find the control and discipline you seek.”

She stepped around the chair and set the device aside while she gently stroked Sam’s leg as if to reassure him. “Now, Sam,” she said in a soothing but insistent tone, “sit back. I’ll show you how it works.”

Sam was unable to move while Janet picked up the Fufu clip again and prepared to put it on.

The Fufu clip looked simple but effective - shiny metallic pink and yet discreet.

Janet gently but firmly grabbed Sam’s testicles and began to stretch the skin of the scrotum. She moved with precise, practiced movements, as if she had done this many times before.

Janet looked intently at Sam as she prepared to explain to him exactly what would happen next. Her fingers gently touched his testicles, her touch firm but not uncomfortable. “Now, Sam, I’m going to push your testicles back into what are called the inguinal canals. They are located in the lower abdomen and are the natural path the testicles take during development before descending into the scrotum.”

Her voice had a soothing, almost clinical tone as she spoke. “It may feel strange, but it’s perfectly safe. There’s no danger, but you’ll feel a deep tug as I push it back. That will empty your scrotum so the Fufu Clip can do its work.” “Oh God,” Sam stammered.

Janet started with the first testicle. She stretched the skin of the scrotum slightly so that she could get better access to the testicle, then applied gentle but firm pressure. Her fingers found the opening of the inguinal canal and with slow, steady movements she pushed the testicle upwards. Sam winced slightly as the unfamiliar sensation of deep pressure moved through his lower abdomen.

“Can you feel that?” Janet asked calmly, her eyes fixed on Sam’s face. “That’s the testicle sliding into the inguinal canal. It’s now held securely in your body.”

When the first testicle had completely disappeared, she repeated the process with the second. Sam felt the deep tug again as the pressure increased and the second testicle was pushed back into his body through the narrow inguinal canal. The scrotum now hung empty and limp, just as Janet had described.

“And there we have it,” Janet said with satisfaction as she examined Sam’s now empty scrotum. “Now you’re ready for the Fufu clip.”

Janet stretched Sam’s testicle skin, gently pulled it upwards and pushed the excess skin through the inner ring of the clip and then through the outer ring again.

Her movements were gentle but firm as she fastened the skin securely and snapped the clip into place. “That feels really ... different,” Sam stammered, half curious and half worried.

Janet smiled reassuringly and pressed a small kiss to his forehead. “Just let it happen, Sammy. You’ll get used to it and it will help you feel more comfortable in your new role.” Janet knew that the next step was particularly important and proceeded with extreme caution.

She took Sam’s small, shrunken glans between her fingers and stroked it gently to relax him. “Now comes the most delicate part, Sammy. We’re going to position your glans so that it looks like a clitoris,” she whispered soothingly.

She opened the clip once more and gently guided Sam’s glans through the small ring specially designed for it. It was a slow, careful movement and the tension increased noticeably. Janet simultaneously affected Sam’s sense of shame and gave him a feeling of relief as the ring mechanism finally closed around the base of his glans and she locked and secured it with another key.

“Do you feel that?” she asked gently, her voice a soothing caress in the silence of the room. Sam nodded slightly, the new sensation of the fixed glans in the tight but not uncomfortable grip of the clip causing a tingling sensation in his abdomen.

Next, Janet guided the remaining empty scrotum so that they presented themselves as two small flaps of skin along the scrotal skin fixed by the clip. These flaps of skin looked like labia, just below the exposed glans, which was now perched above the “labia” like a clitoris. Janet made sure that everything looked smooth and precise before finally snapping the clip into place so that the tension was perfectly distributed. “Look, Sammy,” Janet said gently as she held a mirror up to him. “Your glans now looks like a real clitoris and your testicles like labia. You’ve created the perfect illusion of a female anatomy. Only the light pink clip hidden behind the upturned skin of the scrotum suggests that it is an aid.
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Janet slowly stepped up to the wall and flicked a switch that activated the large screen in the room. The image immediately flashed up and Sam froze. On the screen, he saw a stage that was all too familiar to him. It was the same stage he had once watched with Janet when she had given him a hand job while another couple had sex on it. But this time it was different. This time the people on the stage were none other than his wife Julie, Becky, Larry, Frank and Tom.

Sam couldn’t believe what he was seeing. Julie and Becky took center stage, their bodies moving in rhythmic pleasure as Larry and Frank worked them from behind, Tom kissing Julie and holding her hands. The women moaned loudly, their faces contorted in ecstasy as they were taken by the two big, muscular men.

The scene on stage was intense, and the audience watching in the club applauded and cheered in ecstatic approval. It was a picture of Sam’s deepest fantasies, but also his greatest fears. His wife - and his neighbors - part of a public spectacle of lust.

“Do you like it, Sam?” Janet asked suddenly, her voice cold but almost curious as she stood next to him. Her eyes were fixed on the screen, but she expected an answer from him.

Sam wrestled with his emotions, his heart hammering in his chest as he watched the scene before him. He wanted to say something, but the words stuck in his throat. His mind struggled with what he was feeling - arousal, shock, jealousy, and something he couldn’t quite put his finger on. The images on the screen were intense, and it felt like the rug was being pulled out from under him. His body was reacting to the scene, but his thoughts were jumbled.

“I ... don’t know,” Sam finally stammered, his eyes still fixed on the screen. Julie groaned as Larry took her with unceasing force, and Becky next to her was experiencing the same with Frank. Janet stepped even closer to him, her eyes sparkling as she leaned slightly over him. “You don’t know?” she asked mockingly, almost amused. “You feel it, don’t you? You see your wife enjoying it with others and you’re not sure how you feel?” Her words had a manipulative, almost hypnotic undertone as she continued to play on Sam’s insecurity.

Sam couldn’t stop staring at the screen. The audience in the club went wild, applauding and shouting applause as Larry and Frank continued to work Julie and Becky into ecstasy. Sam felt caught up in the scene, unable to look away, but an inner conflict raged within him.

Janet saw the emotions welling up inside him and she smiled. “Maybe,” she continued, “you want to go on stage yourself, Sam?” Her voice was quiet but penetrating as she sat down next to him. “Imagine yourself up there. The crowd staring at you as you expose yourself to them. Would you enjoy it, Sam?”

Sam swallowed hard, not knowing how to answer. The thought of being on stage himself, in front of all those people - and especially in front of his own wife and neighbors - was overwhelming. Especially now that he was wearing the Fufu clip, which made his manhood disappear completely and made his member look like a vagina. He was still wearing the lingerie his wife had put on him this morning.

“I ... don’t know,” he mumbled again, his eyes dropping to the floor as shame and uncertainty overcame him. Janet placed a hand gently on his shoulder and squeezed it reassuringly, but demanding at the same time. “You’re insecure, I understand that,” she said calmly. “But this is your opportunity, Sam. To show yourself, to give in to what you really want, even if you can’t quite accept it yet.” Her gaze was stern, but also enticing as she pushed the situation further. “You can be a part of the show too, Sam. Think about it - is that what you want?”

Sam was breathing heavily, his head full of conflicting thoughts. The scene on the screen, the excited cries of his wife, the pressure of the clip constantly reminding him of his new form.

Sam sat on the chair while Janet continued to stand next to him, the screen in front of them continued to show the provocative scene of Julie, Becky, Larry, Frank and Tom on stage. The audience in the club went wild, applauding and shouting loudly as Larry and Frank enjoyed their wives. Sam couldn’t stop staring at the TV, his heart was beating fast and the confusion inside him was growing. The lust and excitement pouring out of the show at the club collided with uncertainty about his own situation - caught up in a moment that simultaneously energized and frightened him.

Janet, who had been watching Sam’s reactions carefully the whole time, seemed to know exactly what was going on in his head. She smiled gently, but her eyes radiated a mixture of control and desire. Slowly and with deliberate movements, she opened the cupboard next to her again and pulled out a shiny, purple vibrator. The sight made Sam’s breath catch, and his eyes widened as Janet pushed herself closer to him.

Sam lay on the chair, still tense and frightened, while Janet calmly held the vibrator in her hand. His new anatomy - the glans reshaped by the Fufu clip, which now looked like a clitoris - was pointing upwards and spread out before her without protection. Janet looked down at him, a reassuring, almost motherly smile on her lips.

“There you go, Sammy,” Janet whispered soothingly as she activated the vibrator in her hand and let it hum gently. “Now I’m going to show you how wonderful it can feel to feel like a woman.”

With her delicate fingers, she slowly brought the vibrator to Sam’s exposed “clitoris”. The tip of the vibrator hit the sensitive glans and Sam immediately flinched. Janet moved the device with gentle, circular movements so that the vibration acted directly on the most sensitive part of Sam’s reshaped genitals. The intensity of the sensation was almost overwhelming and Sam’s eyes widened as the vibrations raced through his body.

It had been a long time since his glans had felt such sensations - the sudden stimulation was almost too much. He groaned softly, his hands involuntarily clawing into the soft material of the chair as Janet’s movements continued. Her fingers guided the vibrator in a steady rhythm, slowly and methodically, so that Sam’s body surrendered to the increasing sensation of pleasure.

“Do you feel that, Sammy?” Janet asked softly, her eyes sparkling with pleasure as she watched Sam’s reactions. “That’s what it’s like to feel a woman. That deep, burning desire...” Her words mingled with the gentle hum of the vibrator as it continued to press against Sam’s exposed glans.

Sam could hardly think straight. The intense tingling and deep vibrations emanating from his glans sent waves of pleasure through his whole body. He felt overwhelmed by the sensations, and yet there was a part of him that wanted to give in to it. Janet didn’t let the vibrator rest, her gentle touches drove him further and further into a spiral of pleasure that he could no longer control.

“Do you like it, Sammy?” Janet asked softly as she moved the vibrator slightly and varied the pressure to intensify the sensations. “It’s all right to enjoy it. You just have to let yourself.”

Sam couldn’t answer, his body tense as the sensations grew stronger. Janet continued to guide the vibrator and Sam’s moans became louder, his breathing faster. The intense pleasure coursing through his exposed ‘clitoris’ felt like an explosion inside him and he couldn’t hold back any longer.

Janet smiled with satisfaction as she watched Sam’s reactions. “That’s right, Sam. Just let it happen.”

She watched Sam’s reactions carefully, a controlled smile playing on her lips as she continued to press the vibrator gently but relentlessly against his exposed ‘clitoris’. She varied the pace, keeping it up just enough to make Sam feel moved to the edge of relief, but without reaching the liberating climax. Each new circular pressure of the vibrator intensified the tingling in Sam’s body and he couldn’t stop his back from arching slightly, his breathing becoming heavy and irregular.

“Do you feel that, Sammy?” whispered Janet with an almost mocking undertone, her eyes fixed on his twitching “clitoris”. “Your little white penis is completely helpless now, isn’t it? Locked in this illusion. There’s nothing more you can do except feel. Just like a woman.” She held the vibrator in place for a moment before resuming the circular movements, slowly and mercilessly.

Sam’s hands clawed deeper into the couch and he struggled to keep his composure, but Janet’s words cut deep. She spoke in a hypnotizing tone that pushed him even further into the role he had so unwillingly assumed. “Look at you,” she continued. “No more big, hard cock. Just a petite clit that can do nothing but quiver and moan. How does that feel, Sam? Do you still feel like the man you used to be?”

Sam could barely breathe, his eyes widened with arousal and shame as Janet’s words continued to wear him down. The constant edging she inflicted on him with the vibrator kept him in a state of constant desire, but she wouldn’t let go, keeping him trapped in the moment. Each new movement seemed to bring him closer to climax, only to pull him back again.

“Look at what’s happening there,” Janet ordered, pointing at the screen with one hand. “See what’s happened to your wife while you’re lying here helpless.”

Sam forced himself to turn his eyes to the screen, and what he saw intensified his inner confusion and the overwhelming feeling of powerlessness. On stage, the show continued unabated. Julie and Becky were now even more immersed in ecstatic pleasure. Julie lay on her back, her legs wide open, while Larry took her from behind. His body bounced rhythmically against hers, and Julie’s moaning cries filled the air, accompanied by applause from the raging audience.

Beside them, Becky was on her knees, her face contorted in an expression of pure lust as Frank worked her just as tirelessly from behind. Her hands gripped the soft leather of the stage tightly as her body rocked forward in time with his thrusts. The two women seemed completely lost in the moment, their faces contorted with lust as the crowd cheered them on.

“You see that, Sam?” asked Janet, her voice low and hypnotic. “Your wife is enjoying it. She’s being taken by someone else while you lie here. You’re nothing more than an observer, trapped in your own helplessness.” She ran the vibrator over Sam’s sensitive spot, bringing him to the edge again, but the climax failed to materialize - release remained out of reach.

Sam’s breathing quickened as he stared at the screen. He couldn’t take his eyes off Julie and Becky’s twitching bodies. The way Larry and Frank were taking them, the volume of the audience cheering them on - it was a chaotic jumble of emotions in Sam’s head. Jealousy mingled with arousal, and the constant stimulation from the vibrator intensified the unbearable tingling in his body.

“Helpless,” Janet whispered again, her voice a soft but authoritative whisper. “You can’t do anything. Only feel. Only watch your wife lust with other men while you tremble here. A little white man trapped in his own body.”

Sam couldn’t answer, his thoughts were a jumbled mess. The edging Janet was inflicting on him with unrelenting precision left him stuck on the brink of ecstasy, yet unable to achieve the release he craved.

Sam’s body shook uncontrollably, his “clitoris” - which was now his sensitive glans, reshaped by the Fufu clip - dripped violently. The constant edging that Janet inflicted on him with the vibrator pushed him to the limits of his self-control. Thick, clear fluid oozed from the tip of his “clitoris”, forming long strings that dripped onto his thighs and wetted the leather of the chair. Each new, gentle circle of the vibrator caused his sensations to rise further, but Janet held him right there, on the threshold, without letting him cross it.

“Look at you, Sammy,” whispered Janet with a hint of mockery in her voice as she briefly removed the vibrator from his glans once more, only to place it back in the most sensitive spot immediately afterwards. “You’re already dripping so heavily and yet you’re still denied release. You want to come, don’t you? You want all this pent-up lust to finally burst out.” She let the vibrator circle more slowly, the tingling intensified and Sam moaned loudly as his hands dug deeper into the couch.

“But you know, Sammy,” Janet continued, “you won’t get this redemption just like that. You’ll only experience it if you give yourself fully to your role.” Her eyes bored into his as she increased the speed of the vibrator again, causing even more fluid to ooze from his ‘clitoris’. Long, clear strings dripped down as Sam’s body writhed in pure desperation for climax.

“You know what you have to do,” Janet said quietly but firmly, her voice urgent. “If you really want to come, you have to be bold. You have to surrender to your role and go on stage, Sammy.” She paused the vibrator briefly to increase the tension before starting again with intense movements. “Go to your wife. Support her. Show the world you’re ready.”

Sam’s breathing was intermittent and he could barely think straight. The images of Julie on stage, giving herself to Frank and Larry, flickered before his eyes as he felt the inhuman pleasure building in his body. His “clitoris” was so sensitive that every little contact, every tiny pressure was almost too much. And yet - Janet wouldn’t let him go, holding him captive in this unbearable state between pleasure and pain.

“Do you want it, Sam?” Janet asked again, her voice calm but firm. “Do you want the freedom you’re looking for? Do you want to finally let go? Then say it. Tell me you want to go on stage.”

Sam groaned, his head full of confusion, shame and desire. He could no longer resist, no longer think. He wanted the release, the release that Janet was denying him. His voice was brittle as he finally stammered, “Yes ... I want ... on the stage...”

Janet smiled contentedly as she ran the vibrator over Sam’s dripping, twitching “clitoris” one last time. “Well done, Sammy,” she whispered, “now you’re ready.”

The curtain slowly opened and Sam stepped into the bright, blinding spotlight. The white light enveloped him, blinding him so much that he could barely make out the details around him. His steps were unsteady, his nerves on edge as he stepped into the center of the stage. In front of him were the dark rows of seats of the club, the balconies above him were also shrouded in shadow. Sam couldn’t see the crowd behind the blinding light, but he could feel their presence - a vibrant, expectant audience waiting for him.

Suddenly, the commentator’s voice rang out over the microphone, his words echoing through the room: “And here comes Sammy!” The crowd went wild, laughing and applauding loudly as the commentator’s words captured their attention. “Once he was the husband of the beautiful Julie, but now ... he’s her wife!”

The audience erupted in cheers and whistles, the sounds grew louder and more overwhelming. Sam felt the heat rising in his face, shame and excitement mingling as he stepped further into the spotlight. The commentator’s words echoed in his head, “wife” ... the word burned deep into his consciousness. The cheers of the crowd propelled him forward, though his heart was heavy with uncertainty and shame.

As Sam stepped closer to the group, he recognized the scene on stage more clearly. Julie and Becky were lying on top of each other in a 69 position, their bodies entwined in an act of pure lust. Julie’s head lay between Becky’s open thighs as her tongue slid over Becky’s wet, quivering heat.

Becky’s head was lowered, and her tongue worked Julie’s sensitive spot with the same intense abandon. Their bodies moved in unison, each touch, each flick of the tongue amplifying the moans that emanated from them.

Above them stood Larry and Frank, both thrusting their massive bodies into the women. Larry held Julie’s hips tightly, his grip strong and demanding as he took her from behind, his powerful thrusts driving Julie’s body deeper into Becky’s tongue. Frank did the same to Becky, his hands gripping her hips as he thrust incessantly into her, her moans growing louder as he thrust deep into her again and again. The sounds of skin on skin, moans and the ecstatic energy filled the air.

Standing next to the scene was Tom, who was visibly aroused as he cheered both women on. His eyes were fixed on the spectacle, his hands clenched in excited anticipation as he moved even closer to the women. “Keep it up, Becky! Yes, Julie! You’re doing great!” he shouted, his voice full of excitement and lust as he cheered the two women on as they tirelessly pleasured each other.

The crowd in the club went wild, their screams and cheers echoing through the room as the scene on stage reached its climax. Sam stood just a few steps away, the spotlight on him as he hesitantly watched his wife and neighbors intertwined in an act of extreme lust on stage.

Janet’s words were still echoing in his head. This was the moment when he finally had to surrender.

Sam stood stock-still in the glare of the spotlight, the sounds of the cheering crowd around him seeming to merge into a single, overwhelming roar. His gaze was frozen on the scene before him - Julie and Becky, their bodies entwined as they licked each other, their tongues sliding over each other’s most sensitive spots in a sensual rhythm. Their moans, mixed with the deep, demanding grunts of Larry and Frank thrusting incessantly into them, made the air crackle with raw, unashamed lust.

Julie lay on her back, her head between Becky’s spread thighs, and her hands gripped Becky’s hips tightly as she slid her tongue deep and insistently into Becky’s wet heat. Becky’s body jerked with each contact, her tongue working Julie’s clit in the same rhythmic beat, while her own legs trembled slightly as Frank thrust incessantly deep inside her. The scene was so intense that Sam could feel the air around him as she seemed to shimmer with arousal.

Larry, kneeling behind Julie, held her hips tightly, his strong hands digging into her soft skin as he thrust relentlessly into her. Each of his thrusts drove Julie deeper into Becky’s tongue, her moans growing louder as she felt the hard, steady rhythm. Frank, kneeling behind Becky, followed the same rhythm, his hands stroking her back before pulling her tightly against him and penetrating her further. The two men were unstoppable, their powerful bodies dominating the stage, and the audience couldn’t get enough of it.

Tom stood next to the scene, his eyes widening with excitement and arousal. His hands clapped and he cheered the two women on as they sank into pleasure. “Yes, keep it up, Becky! You’re doing great!” he shouted, his voice almost hoarse with excitement as his eyes sparkled with lust. There was no mistaking his enthusiasm and he made no secret of how excited he was by the spectacle.

Sam felt his body grow heavy and numb as he looked at everything in front of him. His eyes wandered back and forth between Julie and Becky, unable to take in the intensity of the scene. Lust simmered inside him, mixed with a wave of shame and arousal that he couldn’t place. His own role here felt hazy and unclear, as if he was part of a game he didn’t understand. And yet he couldn’t take his eyes off it.

The audience in the club was beside themselves with joy, screaming, hooting and cheering with every movement of the bodies performing on stage. It was a spectacle of pleasure that went to the limit and completely captivated the audience. The crowd demanded more, loudly calling for the climax to be reached - and Sam could feel the pressure building on him.

Suddenly he heard Janet’s voice again, whispering in his ear behind him as she stood quietly next to him. “So, Sammy ... do you like what you see?” Her voice was soft, but there was a sharp, penetrating coldness in it that made Sam shiver. “Your wife ... she enjoys it so much. And you? Are you ready to finally surrender? Ready to accept your role in this game?”

Sam trembled slightly as he continued to watch the scene. Every thrust, every moan, every shout from the audience intensified the feeling of powerlessness inside him. He didn’t know what to feel. He didn’t know what he wanted. But the urge inside him, the simmering desire that Janet had inflicted on him before, continued to burn deep within him.

“Do you want to be part of this show, Sammy?” Janet asked again, her hand resting gently on his shoulder as her eyes remained fixed on him. “Watch it.”

Sam struggled with himself, his head buzzing with all the conflicting feelings that were overwhelming him. The world around him blurred and he felt the weight of anticipation weighing down on him.

The cheering crowd seemed to grow quieter, as if waiting for Sam’s decision, while the stage in front of him continued to shake with pure lust.

As the show went on, Julie and Becky slowly broke away from each other, their bodies sliding apart, breathing heavily, still marked by the ecstasy they had just shared. They looked at each other, their faces glistening with lust and sweat, before lying down together on the large, soft XXL bed that stood in the center of the stage. The bed was covered in silky sheets, soft and seductive under the club lights, a place ready for the next act.

Larry and Frank barely gave them time to catch their breath. With smooth movements, the two men approached the bed, their powerful bodies still driven by lust. They assumed their positions over Julie and Becky, and without hesitation they penetrated the two women deeply again. Larry gripped Julie’s hips tightly, his thrusts powerful and determined as Julie’s head fell back and a loud moan erupted from her throat. Frank followed with equal intensity, his body bent over Becky, his movements rhythmic and deep as Becky’s hands clawed at the sheets.

Tom, standing beside the bed, watched the spectacle with rapt attention. His wife Becky moaned incessantly, their bodies writhing in time with the pleasure Larry and Frank were inflicting on them. But Tom’s role was no longer just that of a spectator. He stepped closer, his eyes burning with lust as he leaned over Julie. Without hesitation, he let his tongue glide gently over her sensitive spot, licking it parallel to Frank’s deep thrusts as she cried out in pleasure.

At the same time, Sam moved, driven by Janet’s words and the anticipation of the crowd. His body was still marked by the arousal Janet had inflicted on him earlier, and his steps were unsteady as he joined Becky on the bed. Her legs were spread wide and her hips moved in sync with Frank’s powerful thrusts. Sam hesitated for a moment before leaning over her, his hands resting shakily on her thighs.

But the pressure simmering inside him left him no choice. He let his tongue glide slowly over Becky’s moist skin, and the salty sensation of her pleasure filled his mouth. He could feel Frank’s movements behind her, each thrust increasing the trembling in her body that Sam could feel right in his face. Her moans grew louder as Sam’s tongue penetrated her deeper, working its way along her clitoris and wet lips.

The stage was an incessant frenzy of pleasure and bodies moving in pure ecstasy. The women lay on the bed, breathing heavily, while their men pleasured them from all sides. Larry and Frank continued to thrust deep into the two women, while Tom and Sam tirelessly slid their tongues over their most sensitive spots.

The audience went wild, their screams and cheers filling the room as the scene intensified before their eyes. The women’s bodies writhed, their moans mingling with the men’s deep, demanding grunts as Sam and Tom licked their wives in parallel in total abandon.

The commentator spoke again, his voice through the microphone echoing loud and clear across the stage: “And now, ladies and gentlemen, the highlight of the evening!” The crowd began to go wild, the shouts and cheers of the spectators grew louder and the tension in the room reached its peak. Sam, who had just been busy pleasuring Becky with his tongue, suddenly felt Janet gently but firmly pulling him away from the scene.

Only now did Sam realize that there was a single chair on the stage, placed in the spotlight and clearly intended for him. Janet held his hand firmly and led him to the chair. As Sam looked around, he realized that Janet was wearing something that completely freaked him out: she had put on a large, black strapon dildo. The thick, shiny dildo swung slightly with every step, and the crowd, noticing this too, erupted into loud jeers and applause.

Sam’s heart was pounding, his head a whirl of excitement and fear as Janet led him further towards the chair. The audience screamed in anticipation, their eyes fixed firmly on him and Janet. She lowered herself into the chair, her movements fluid and controlled, and looked at Sam promptly. Her hand slid over the black strapon as she motioned for him to come closer.

“Come on, Sammy,” Janet whispered softly, but demanding. “Show them how ready you are.”

The crowd roared even louder as Sam stood heavily in front of Janet. His breathing was quick and shallow as he slowly climbed onto her lap. Janet grabbed his hips and pushed him closer to her, her grip firm but reassuring as she prepared him for the large, black dildo. Sam felt the cold material of the dildo touch his entrance and a shiver ran down his spine. The crowd watched his every move intently, cheering and calling out to him as Janet slowly pulled him deeper towards her.

Sam carefully lowered himself onto Janet, his legs trembling slightly as the thick dildo slowly entered him. He moaned softly as Janet pulled him deeper until he was fully seated on her lap and the strapon was deep inside him. Janet smiled in satisfaction as the crowd exploded in front of them, loud cries of excitement echoing through the room.

“Yes, Sammy,” Janet whispered in his ear, her voice calm but firm. “Now you really belong.”

Janet began to move, her hips swaying back and forth as she began to fuck Sam in front of the enthusiastic audience. Sam moaned again, the feeling of deep penetration and the overwhelming arousal almost making him lose his mind. Janet pulled him tighter against her, her movements becoming faster and more intense as she pushed him deeper and deeper onto the dildo. The audience couldn’t get enough of the spectacle, their screams and cheers growing louder as the scene continued to unfold before them.

Meanwhile, another spectacle unfolded on the large bed next to them. Frank and Larry continued tirelessly to penetrate Julie and Becky, their powerful thrusts driving the women deeper and deeper into ecstasy. Julie’s and Becky’s moans filled the air, their bodies twitching under the raw power of the men taking them from behind. The audience not only got the image of the two women being taken by the powerful men, but also Sam sitting on Janet’s lap, with the Fufu clip and in full lingerie, while Janet penetrated him anally on the chair in front of everyone.

It was a spectacle of pure lust that was performed for the audience - on one side the two women, who were taken incessantly, and next to them Sam, who completely surrendered to his new role.

It was as if the tension on stage had reached its absolute peak. The air was literally vibrating with excitement as Frank and Larry relentlessly thrust into Julie and Becky, their movements wild and unbridled. The women moaned louder and louder, their bodies tensing as they headed towards their powerful climax. Each of their touches, each thrust of the men drove them closer to the limits of their control. The blonde and red-haired women lay in each other’s arms and held hands.

Then, with a synchronized scream of ecstasy, it literally exploded. Julie and Becky screamed loudly, their bodies trembling under the intense thrusts of Frank and Larry. Suddenly, a huge gush of liquid shot out of both women - they began to squirt and it was as if a tidal wave was sweeping across the stage. The amounts of water pouring out of their bodies were enormous, their legs shaking and trembling as their screams punched the air and sent the audience into an ecstatic frenzy. The liquid splashed in all directions, wetting the silky sheets of the bed and the men who continued to penetrate her incessantly.

The spectators cheered and screamed with excitement, their shouts growing louder and louder as the masses of water continued to shoot out of the women’s bodies. Frank and Larry paused for a moment, their faces contorted into wide, triumphant grins, before looking at each other in a moment of pure brotherhood. In a brief, almost raw act of triumph, they gave each other a “Bro Fist”, their fists slamming hard against each other before they immediately started moving again, continuing to take the women incessantly from behind.

Julie and Becky lay exhausted and breathless on the bed, their bodies still shaking from the intense orgasms they had just experienced. But Frank and Larry didn’t give them a break. They continued to thrust deep inside them, their movements powerful and relentless, as if they wanted to conquer the women completely. The stage was a single, sweaty spectacle of pleasure and the audience couldn’t get enough of it.

And while all this was going on, Sam was still sitting on Janet’s lap, his legs trembling and his body shaking under the deep, powerful penetration of the black strapon. Janet’s movements were precise and controlled, but also full of power. She kept pulling Sam firmly onto the large dildo, which penetrated deep inside him, and Sam couldn’t fight back - he was completely caught up in the power of this moment.

Sam’s body was a flood of contradictory sensations. The steady, deep penetration of his anus, the friction, the heightened sensitivity of his ‘clitoris’ from the Fufu clip - all combined to create an almost unbearable intensity. His eyes widened with lust and shame, and his breathing came in short, hurried gasps. Each new thrust from Janet pushed him closer to the edge, but the relief remained unattainable, just as before. Janet enjoyed holding Sam in this state, keeping him trapped on the cusp of pleasure while the audience watched raptly.

Janet whispered softly in Sam’s ear, her voice sounding sweet but imbued with power: “Do you feel that, Sammy? Do you feel yourself getting deeper and deeper into your role? What it feels like to be completely controlled?” Her hands gripped tighter around his hips as she increased her movements, the dildo slid even deeper into him and Sam’s body jerked under the unfamiliar intensity.

Sam’s breathing became shallower, his body quivered with excitement. His ‘clitoris’, made unnaturally sensitive by the clip, continued to drip, clear liquid running in long threads from its tip and wetting his lap. It was a feeling of total helplessness that gripped Sam completely - his lust was unstoppable, but release continued to be denied him. Janet continued to move relentlessly as the scene around him exploded in pure, raw lust.

Amidst the roaring crowd, the gushing fluids of Julie and Becky, and the incessant thrusts of Larry and Frank, Sam lost himself completely in the moment.

Frank and Larry continued to thrust deeply and incessantly into the two women, their bodies glistening with sweat as they approached the inevitable climax. Their movements became even more intense, each thrust deeper and more powerful, while the onlookers barely remained still with anticipation. Julie and Becky lay beneath them, their bodies in complete ecstasy as they felt the final thrusts. The excitement in the air was palpable.

Then, in a final act of raw power, Frank and Larry simultaneously thrust deep into the women and came with an animalistic grunt. Their massive limbs twitched as they released their hot seed deep into Julie and Becky’s bodies. The women moaned loudly, their legs shaking violently as they felt the warm cum pulsing inside them. The fluid seemed to fill their bodies until it finally began to leak out of their pink orifices as the men slowly withdrew with one movement.

The audience went wild with excitement, their screams and cheers filling the room as Frank and Larry slowly withdrew their now limp, massive limbs from the exhausted women. Cum sloshed from their pink, open slits, thick, white streams running down Julie and Becky’s inner thighs and staining the silky sheets of the bed. The women lay there breathing heavily, their bodies still trembling with the after-effects of ecstasy as they looked into each other’s eyes, laughed and kissed each other once more.

Without a word, Julie placed a hand tenderly on Becky’s cheek and their lips met in a soft, loving kiss. The moment was tender and intimate, a complete reversal from the rough intensity they had just experienced. They kissed intimately as the cum continued to flow out of their bodies, their tongues gently playing with each other, and their hands stroking each other soothingly as they wiped wet sweaty strands from each other’s faces.

Tom, who was standing nearby, watched the spectacle with a broad grin. Without hesitation, he leaned down to Becky, his tongue sliding over her inner thighs before he began to lick the cum from her opening. Becky moaned softly as Tom’s tongue penetrated deep inside her, drawing the remains of Frank’s ejaculate out of her. After taking his time to clean Becky completely, he turned his attention to Julie. His tongue also ran over her still wet, pink opening, collecting Larry’s semen and making Julie tremble with pleasure again.

While these tender scenes were taking place on the bed, Sam was in a completely different moment of intensity even though he was watching the scene up close. Janet continued to hold him firmly on her lap, the black strapon dildo moving deep inside his anus, her movements steady and powerful. Each new thrust drove Sam deeper into a world of pleasure and shame that he could no longer control, occasionally staring briefly at the faces of the spectators in the audience, who stared back at him and sometimes cheered him on.

And then it happened. The constant pressure, the incessant stimulation of his sensitive “clitoris” and the deep, anal penetration finally pushed him over the edge. With a sudden, violent jerk, Sam’s body jerked, and without touching his member at all, he ejaculated. His “clit”, held so tightly by the Fufu clip, suddenly spurted, long strings of clear fluid shooting out of him and landing on Janet’s lap and his own legs.

Sam groaned loudly, his body twitching uncontrollably as the orgasm completely overwhelmed him. Janet held him tightly, her movements slowing as she felt Sam collapse in her arms, overwhelmed by the intense climax. The crowd in the club went wild with excitement, screaming and applauding loudly as they watched Sam ejaculate from the anal thrusts. It was the climax of the evening, the grand finale, and the audience couldn’t get enough of it.

Sam’s body was still shaking as he slowly came to rest. Janet held him tightly in her grip, her smile satisfied as she continued to hold him gently on her lap. The audience’s cheers echoed through the room as the final movements of pleasure died away on stage.

After the finale had reached its climax on stage, an elusive calm slowly settled over the room. The audience, who had previously been lost in ecstasy and loud cheering, gradually began to calm down as the scenes on stage slowly came to rest. The air was still filled with intense energy, but the movements of the participants became slower, more exhausted.

Julie and Becky lay breathing heavily next to each other on the large bed, their bodies glistening with sweat and the cum that had flowed from their bodies wetting their thighs. They looked at each other, their gazes gentle, almost loving, as they found themselves in another tender kiss, their lips sliding gently and reassuringly against each other. It was a quiet moment of intimacy after the overwhelming physical intensity they had just experienced. Frank and Larry stood next to them, breathing heavily, their bodies still tense as they looked at each other with satisfied smiles. Their massive presence was undeniable, but the triumph was now in the silence that followed them.

The heavy curtain of the stage fell back, separating the audience from the stage. The show was over.

Tom was the first to withdraw from the scene. He stood up slowly, his movements still hesitant and marked by exhaustion, but there was a look of satisfaction on his face. He looked down at Becky and Julie, his wife and Julie, whom he had just pampered. A final, gentle kiss on Becky’s forehead, then he stepped aside to withdraw for a moment and leave the stage to the others.

Sam, on the other hand, was still reeling from the aftermath of his own intense climax. He sat exhausted and weak on Janet’s lap, his body leaning heavily against her, his breathing shallow and erratic as he tried to regain control of himself. The black strapon still lodged deep inside him was a constant reminder of the total surrender he had just endured. His legs trembled and his hands clutched at the arms of the chair as if he was searching for support.

Janet, on the other hand, was calm, almost serene. She stroked Sam’s back reassuringly, her gaze gentle but firm as she slowly lifted him from her lap. She was the one who had been in control from start to finish, and she knew it. “You did well, Sammy,” she whispered softly, her voice a mixture of soothing praise and subtle dominance. “But now it’s time to rest.”

Sam felt the emptiness as Janet gently pushed him away, the cold dildo slowly released from him, and a strange feeling of lightness and loss came over him at the same time. He stood unsteadily on his feet, still marked by the intense sensations that had overwhelmed him.

The audience behind the curtain gradually began to disperse, the conversations and quiet laughter filling the room as the spectators left, many still filled with the spectacle they had witnessed. It was as if the pleasure and ecstasy that had dominated the evening was now dissipating in a wave of contentment that was slowly but surely ebbing away.

Julie and Becky were still lying next to each other, exhausted, but their hands found each other in silence as they shared the last moments of the evening. Frank and Larry, who had now stepped back a little, exchanged glances and a few words before they too slowly moved away from the stage. Their dominant bodies retreated, but the presence they left behind was unforgettable.

Janet finally helped Sam carefully to his feet. “It’s over for today,” she said calmly but firmly. “You’ve proved yourself. Welcome to the club.” Her words echoed in Sam’s head, and although he was exhausted, he knew she was right.

The stage became emptier, the last lights began to fade and the room became quieter. It was the aftermath of an evening that had pushed the boundaries of pleasure and control, dominance and surrender. Sam, Julie, Becky, Frank, Larry and Tom had been part of this spectacle, and each of them now bore the indelible marks of that evening.

It was late when everyone gathered backstage. The air was still heavy from the aftermath of the intense events, but a sense of relief had settled over the group. Julie, Becky, Tom, Frank, Larry, Janet and Sam stood in a semi-circular room, shielded from the eyes of the audience, wordlessly taking in the evening. The atmosphere was strangely familiar, almost intimate, although the room was filled with the extremes of lust and abandon of the evening.

But then Julie suddenly noticed something. Her eyes wandered to Sam, who was leaning unsteadily against the wall. She saw it immediately - the unusual appearance that Sam’s genitals had now taken on. “Sammy...” she whispered as she approached him. Her eyes widened when she saw the Fufu clip. “What’s that? Your member ... it looks like a vulva.”

Sam felt his face burn with shame as Julie’s eyes took in his reshaped ‘clitoris’. The skin of his scrotum was pulled tightly upwards, and the Fufu clip stretched around his genitals actually made them look like a small vulva. It was a sight Julie had never seen before, and the confusion in her eyes was clear to see.

Frank and Larry stood next to them and gave each other an amused look. They suppressed a laugh that they couldn’t quite hide. “Man, Sammy,” Frank said with a big grin, “that’s quite a sight. Who would have thought you’d end up like this?”

“Yeah, looks like we’ve got a new lady on the block,” Larry added with a wink.

Sam felt even smaller, embarrassment growing in him, and he turned nervously to Janet. “When can I ... take this off?” he asked quietly, his voice uncertain and hopeful. He felt the constant pressure of the clip and the restriction that kept him not only physically, but mentally, stuck in a role he was beginning to find difficult to accept as he wiped his cum with a towel.

Janet, standing quietly beside him, smiled slightly, but her eyes sparkled with control. “Oh, Sammy,” she said in her usual penetrating voice. “That’s not up to you. Frank will get the key. It’s entirely up to him when you get the freedom to take it off.”

Sam’s heart beat faster as he looked at Frank. Frank just lifted his shoulders slightly and grinned. “Well, Sammy, I think we’ll leave it like this for now. You’ll get used to it. Don’t worry, I’ll take good care of the key and I’ll see you again next weekend.” He grinned and slapped Julie’s still naked bottom.

Julie watched the scene with a puzzled expression. She had never expected her relationship with Sam to take such a turn, but it was clear that the evening had changed more than she could have imagined. Becky, standing next to Tom, smiled slightly, almost knowing, as if she understood where things were going.

The evening was finally drawing to a close and the group prepared to leave the club. Julie, Sam, Tom and Becky walked to the car together, while Frank and Larry said their goodbyes, satisfied with how the night had gone.

“So I’ll see you again next week?” Larry asked Becky. “Sure!” said Becky happily, “besides, Tom would be happy to get some freedom again, wouldn’t he?” She looked over at her husband, who was wearing the penis cage the whole time.

“Oh please Larry” said Tom almost pleadingly “you can come to us any time, as long as you bring the key with you please, my balls are really blue” said Tom laughing. Larry just laughed mockingly “that’s how I like it”. With that, Larry and Frank said goodbye to the other four and stayed in the club.

In the car, the mood was quiet and reflective. No one spoke immediately as they drove through the night streets, but the events of the evening hung heavy in the air. Becky leaned back and relaxed in the back seat while Tom sat next to her, a thoughtful smile on his face. Julie drove the car, her hands firmly on the steering wheel, while Sam sat next to her, deep in thought.

“That was ... really gross,” Julie finally said quietly, her eyes on the road. “I never thought it would go that far.”

Sam nodded, but said nothing. He felt exhausted, mentally and physically drained, and thoughts of how they were going to cope in this new reality plagued him. The night had changed a lot of things - their dynamics, their roles and the way they saw themselves.

“What happens now?” Sam finally asked, his voice quiet and hesitant as he looked to Julie.

Julie gave him a quick glance before turning her attention back to the road. “I don’t know,” she said honestly.

Becky, who was stretched out comfortably in the back seat, smiled slightly. “Maybe this is the start of something new. Who knows where it will lead. But for now, welcome to the club!”

The night shrouded the streets in silence as they finally reached their home on Maple Street. They got out of the car, still gripped by the thoughts of the evening.

“Do you want to come in for a drink?” asked Julie. Becky and Tom agreed, a little detour at the end of the evening.

When they entered the house, the exhaustion in their bodies was clearly noticeable. Julie, Sam, Tom and Becky went into the living room while Sam got something to drink.

The evening ended with a cozy small talk over a few drinks for everyone involved and the club grew by another white couple that evening.

Weeks passed on Maple Street and life took on a new shape for Julie and Sam, which soon became normal. What was strange and exciting at first now became part of their everyday lives. Sam, now permanently wearing the Fufu clip, settled into his new role, while Julie settled into dominating him. It was a silent understanding between the two of them, a new balance that characterized their everyday life.

Frank and Larry became regular visitors in their lives. At least once a week they stopped by to see Julie and Sam, often at unexpected times, but their visits were never unintentional. It was an arrangement that felt almost natural, an extension of the life they had known before. Becky and Tom were there often, too, and the dynamic between the neighbors continued to develop.

Sam and Julie went back to the club, more and more often, until it eventually became a regular routine. They became full members, and the club that was once an exciting, foreign world to them became a familiar place where they felt freer than anywhere else. They regularly attended events there, and what had once been just an intense evening became an important part of their lives together.

It was a life that became normal for the two of them. For Sam, the Fufu clip had become a constant companion. Frank was the one who decided when he was allowed to take it off, but that rarely happened. Frank still had the key.

Becky and Tom sometimes visited the club with Sam and Julie, sometimes without them. The two couples had found a deeper connection with each other. It was a new kind of community, where they understood each other on a level they hadn’t known before.

But while everyone was getting used to their new life, they realized how many neighbors were still in the club;

One day, in the midst of this established everyday life, a new couple moved into Maple Street. A young man and a woman, full of anticipation for their new home. They seemed curious, eager to see what life in this quiet street would hold for them. Julie, Sam, Tom and Becky watched the new couple from a distance and exchanged glances - glances full of knowledge and expectation.

They knew immediately what that meant. A new chapter was about to begin and the lives of a white couple on Maple Street were about to change again. Julie and Becky went to introduce themselves to their new neighbors full of anticipation.

But that’s a story for another book.

The End
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