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The warm glow of Christmas lights filled the Chandler family dining room, while steaming dishes lined the green and red holiday tablecloth. I shifted uncomfortably on the hard wooden chair, feeling my cock try in vain to harden in its metal cage. I discreetly adjusted my pants as Stacy winked at me from across the table. Barely four hours ago, I had been kneeling in a dimly lit room in a hotel on Main Street, watching my girlfriend's ex-boyfriend, Rob, wildly fuck her gorgeous ass. The thought made my cock tense again, pressing painfully against the cold metal cage.

"Duncan, would you like some more bread?" Stacy's mother, Roberta, smiled kindly at me as she handed me the basket. She was wearing an elegant dark blue dress that accentuated her shapely figure. She had to be around fifty, but she looked really fit, a true MILF in her high heels and elegant dress, and when she smiled, she reminded me of Stacy.

"Thank you, Mrs. Chandler," I said, taking a slice of homemade bread, trying to appear perfectly normal, not like someone who, a few hours earlier, had been eating a stranger's cum out of her daughter's freshly fucked pussy.

"Come on, how many times do I have to tell you to call me Roberta?" She laughed kindly. "After all, you've been dating my daughter for over a year now."

Steven, Stacy's father, acknowledged his wife's words with a quiet hum as he swirled the glass of wine in his hand. He was a gray-haired man with a serious gaze who seemed a little distant, but he was never unfriendly to me. He was the perfect opposite of his cheerful and lively wife and daughter, quiet and reserved, and I even sometimes wondered how he and Roberta had managed to stay together for so many years.

I adjusted my napkin in my lap, and the tormenting memories returned: Rob fucking Stacy as she had been kneeling in front of me, both hands gripping her hips. His thick, veiny cock had slid in and out of her pussy, each thrust filling the hotel room with a wet, squelching sound.

"Would everyone like to try the salad?" Roberta asked, interrupting my reverie, and picked up the bowl. "It's my own recipe, with a lemon and dill dressing."

Stacy leaned forward, the neckline of her little dress revealing her firm, small breasts. The faint marks of Rob's bites were still visible on her neck and chest. I wondered if her parents had noticed them or if they had become too accustomed to the changes in their daughter's appearance.

"I love Mom's salad," Stacy said cheerfully as she held out her plate. "Duncan, you'll love it too! Isn't my boyfriend thoughtful, Mom? He always compliments everything I do."

Stacy emphasized the last sentence, looking at me with sparkling eyes and a wide grin. She knew exactly what I was thinking—not about her mother's salad, but about how I had praised her perfect ass a few hours ago as she had taken Rob's huge cock in that hotel.

"He's a very attentive young man, that's for sure," Roberta nodded and served me some salad after her daughter.

The fork and knife trembled in my hands as I tried to concentrate on the present, but my thoughts returned to the hotel room where Stacy had taken me that afternoon. Rob, the muscular, dark-haired ex-lover of Stacy, employee of the local bowling alley, the real alpha male, as Stacy always called him, had been waiting for us there. Stacy had been whining for weeks that she wanted to see him, so I finally agreed. "Last time before Christmas," she said with sparkling eyes, and I just couldn't resist her.

"How was your semester at college, Duncan?" Steven asked, breaking the silence, and suddenly all eyes were on me.

"Good... it went well, thank you," I swallowed hard. "My thesis is coming along, and I passed my final exams."

The words came out with difficulty as my caged cock tensed again. I hadn't been able to cum for a week, ever since Stacy locked the cage. "It'll be your Christmas present if you can hold out," she whispered in my ear as she attached the key to her necklace. It was still hanging around her neck, glistening, reminding us both of our secret.

The fork clattered loudly against my plate as I sank into another memory. Sitting on the hotel's red plush chair, I had watched Stacy kneel and suck Rob's thick cock, drooling wildly. The huge rod had barely fit in her mouth, but Stacy's eyes had sparkled as she looked up at Rob, who had praised her technique with rough words.

"Aren't you hungry, Duncan?" Roberta's voice snapped me out of my reverie. "You've barely touched your salad."

"Yes, of course, I was just thinking," I smiled forcedly and speared a tomato wedge with my fork. "It's very tasty, seriously."

Stacy giggled, and I knew she knew exactly what I was thinking. When our eyes met, she slowly licked her lips, then gently ran her tongue over her upper lip. Just like Rob had done on her clit that afternoon. My body tensed, the cage squeezing my hardening cock wildly.

I stifled a sigh and concentrated on my salad. On the white porcelain plate, the red tomatoes glowed alongside the green leaves, like Rob's shiny red acorn in my girlfriend's mouth. No matter how hard I tried to look at the food, everything reminded me of that dirty afternoon adventure.

I remember Rob turning his back to us and taking a small bag out of his back pocket. I had seen Stacy's eyes light up as he had handed her the contents of the bag.

"Would you like some wine?" Steven's voice brought me back to the present as he held out the bottle of red wine to me.

"Yes, thank you," I said, holding out my glass and watching as it was filled with the red liquid. It was the same color as the blood that suddenly rushed to my face when I remembered what had happened on the hotel floor.

After Stacy had snorted some white line, she seemed like a different person. Her eyes had widened, and her behavior had become even more provocative. Rob had ordered her to undress, which she had immediately obeyed. Her toned body had been glowing in the dim light, her small, pointed breasts straining as she had dropped her black thong to the grey carpet. At Rob's command, she had got down on all fours on the carpet and had  turned to look at me.

"Look, Duncan, look how I'm fucking your little slut," Rob said, smiling lustfully as he had pressed his cock into Stacy's wet pussy.

Stacy laughed, snapping me out of my memory. I noticed that everyone was looking at me.

"Pardon?" I asked, confused.

"I just said how beautifully we decorated the tree this year," Roberta smiled, pointing to the Christmas tree in the living room. "It's been up for a week, a real pine tree. Stacy insisted we get a real one this year.”

"When I was a kid, we always had a real tree," Stacy said, playing with her fork. "I loved the smell of pine in the house."

They continued talking, but I was lost in my thoughts again. Rob had roughly skewered Stacy's pussy, and she had screamed with pleasure. His cock had looked terrifyingly big, and as he had fucked her faster and faster, Stacy's moans and screams had been echoing loudly off the walls of the elegant hotel room.

"Duncan, are you okay?" Roberta asked, her voice pulling me back to reality.

"Sure, I'm just a little tired," I smiled forcedly.

"You've had a long day, haven't you?" Stacy asked slyly, and I knew exactly what she meant. She pressed her leg against mine under the table and gently stroked my calf with her foot.

"Yes, it's been a long day," I replied, trying to concentrate on my meal. Meanwhile, I couldn't stop thinking about how Rob's cock had been sliding in and out of Stacy's wet pussy as she had screamed his name. I couldn't take my eyes off them. With every thrust, he had brought Stacy closer to orgasm, and when my partner had finally come, her body had shaken as if she had been struck by lightning. Her juices had trickled down her thighs in tiny streams.

"We're visiting Grandma next week," Steven said as he ate his salad. "Maybe Duncan should come with us to meet the family."

"That would be great," Roberta smiled, and my cock tensed again in its cage as the thought crossed my mind: what would Grandma say if she knew that her granddaughter's boyfriend regularly licked other men's cum out of her pussy?

The table fell silent, only the clinking of forks and knives could be heard. Stacy looked at me over her glass, and I knew she was thinking about the afternoon too. As Rob had finally pulled his cock out of Stacy, he had looked at me and said,

"Now it's your turn, little cuckold. Lick your girlfriend clean."

I had obeyed involuntarily, kneeling on the floor and burying my face between Stacy's spread legs. I could taste the hot mixture of my girlfriend's and Rob's juices as I had ran my tongue over her swollen lips. Stacy's hand had found my head and had pressed my face hard against her pussy while Rob had been watching us, laughing and slowly jerking his limp but still huge cock.

"I wish your mother could see what her son has become," Rob had said, and his words still rang in my ears as I had the Christmas dinner with Stacy's parents.

"Now for the main course!" Roberta announced with a smile and stood up to clear the salad plates.

As Stacy's mother went into the kitchen, her foot touched mine again under the table, this time sliding higher, all the way up to my knee. My cock throbbed painfully in its cage as Stacy smiled contentedly.

My throat was dry, my cock throbbed in my pants, and I was very grateful that the tablecloth hid the outline of my crotch. I felt the cage getting tighter and tighter as I remembered how Stacy had been screaming with pleasure on Rob's cock.

Roberta returned from the kitchen with the main course, a huge bowl of steaming roast meat. The smell filled the room and for a moment I managed to wipe the memories of the afternoon from my mind.

"I hope everyone will like it," she smiled as she passed the bowl around.

"Mmmm, this is delicious, Mom," Stacy said as she tasted the meat. "It turned out especially well this year."

As I began to eat, I tried to focus on the present, but the events in the hotel room played over and over in my head. My cock throbbed in its cage as Stacy looked at me with sparkling eyes, knowing exactly what I was thinking. And despite all my shame and confusion, I knew I would watch Rob fuck her over and over again. Because that's who I was: a cuck who loved to suffer for his girlfriend's sexual adventures.

"Thanks for dinner, Mrs. Chandler. It's delicious," I said, trying to sound normal, even though the tightness of the cage and the memories of the afternoon were driving me crazy. Stacy just smiled at me contentedly.
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Stacy wiped her mouth with her napkin elegantly, then turned to her parents with that perfectly innocent expression that only she could feign—and which played a big part in making me fall in love with her. Her foot brushed against my thigh under the table, the tip of her shoe coming dangerously close to my caged, throbbing cock. I knew she was doing it on purpose and enjoying every second of my torment.

"Excuse me, but I need to go to the bathroom," she said kindly, then stood up and walked gracefully out of the dining room. As she walked away, my eyes lingered on her firm buttocks, which were perfectly outlined under her tight skirt. I was left alone with Roberta and Steven, who both smiled kindly at me. The dining room suddenly seemed too small, and the Christmas decorations and lights felt to shine on my face like interrogation lamps.

"So, Duncan," Steven broke the silence as he adjusted his tie, "we haven't heard much about your family. What do your parents do?

The question took me by surprise, and for a moment I caught my breath. The images from that afternoon were still swirling in my head, and I found it difficult to switch to everyday conversation.

"My father is an accountant," I finally said, my voice more hoarse than I would have liked. "He works for a large company downtown. My mother is a teacher at an elementary school."

"Oh, teaching is a very noble profession," Roberta smiled. "I considered it myself before deciding on psychology."

I nodded as another memory flashed into my mind. Rob standing behind Stacy, who had been on all fours on the soft carpet of the hotel. Her hair spread out on her back, her butt high in the air, waiting for Rob's hard cock.

"Bro, don't just stand there watching, come and hold your partner's hand," Rob had ordered me, and I had obeyed like a well-trained dog. I had knelt in front of Stacy and had taken her hand. Her eyes had been teary with desire, her lips swollen from all the sucking and kissing.

"Duncan?" Roberta's voice brought me back to the present. "Are you okay? You seem so distant."

"Sorry," I mumbled. "It's just been a long day. I've been studying hard for my final exams."

"Sure, sure," her mother nodded understandingly. "Stacy mentioned how hard you're studying. What exactly are you majoring in?”

"Economics," I replied, trying to shake off the image of Rob's huge cock penetrating Stacy's pussy raw. "And I'm specializing in business management."

"Serious studies," Steven nodded appreciatively and adjusted his glasses. "Do you have any plans for after graduation?"

As I tried to collect my thoughts, I flew back to the hotel room. Rob had already been fucking Stacy hard, his hips slamming into her ass so hard that the sound had filled the room. I had squeezed Stacy's hand while stroking my caged cock through my pants with my other hand.

"Little wanker, like what you see?" Rob had laughed as he had pushed his cock even deeper into my girlfriend. "Look how your slut is enjoying it. She never moans like that with your little weenie, does she?"

Stacy had moaned loudly as she had raised her ass even higher so Rob could penetrate her even deeper. Her firm little tits had been bouncing back and forth with each thrust, and her mouth had twisted into a grimace of passion.

"Duncan?" Steven's voice brought me back to reality.

"Sorry, what did you ask?" I blinked, confused.

"I asked if you have any plans after graduation," he repeated patiently.

"Yes, of course," I swallowed hard. "I'd like to get a job at a consulting firm, maybe right here in town. Or if Stacy and I decide to, maybe somewhere else."

"Stacy has always loved living here," Roberta remarked. "But of course, you're still young, the whole world is ahead of you."

The thought of planning a future with Stacy, while just a few hours ago she had been happily riding another man's cock, created a strange conflict within me. But this was my life, this was my choice, and somehow I enjoyed this duality.

"Do you have any siblings, Duncan?" Roberta asked, clearly trying to keep the conversation going.

"I have a sister," I replied. "She's still in high school."

As I talked about my family, my caged cock throbbed painfully. Rob's voice echoed in my head as he had commanded Stacy:

"Turn around, you little whore, I want your other hole now," Rob had said, and Stacy had turned around obediently, had laid on her back, and had spread her legs.

Rob had leaned forward and had licked Stacy's pussy with his large tongue, and she had moaned with pleasure. I had just knelt beside them and had watched as Rob's slobbery lips eagerly had covered my girlfriend's most sensitive parts.

"This apartment is very beautiful," I said suddenly, trying to think of anything that would distract me from those fresh memories of Rob humiliating me and my girlfriend. "Especially the Christmas decorations."

"Thank you," Roberta smiled. "Stacy and I decorated it together. It's a tradition for us every year."

I nodded again and took a sip of wine to moisten my dry throat. My legs were twitching nervously under the table, and my pants were visibly bulging with my throbbing cock locked in its cage.

Rob had finally stopped licking and had sat up. His huge, shiny cock had hovered over Stacy's wet pussy, then had thrusted inside with one decisive movement. Stacy had screamed with pleasure, her hands gripping the carpet as Rob had begun to fuck her wildly.

"Look how she's enjoying it, cuck," Rob had said, glancing at me. "Your little girlfriend loves big cocks. Look how she's taking it all the way to her cervix, like she never did with yours!"

I had groaned as my caged cock tensed even more. With every thrust, I had seen Stacy's face contort with pleasure, her body tremble, and her toes curl. That image had burned into my mind as I talked to her parents over Christmas dinner.

"And how did you meet Stacy?" Steven asked, sipping his wine. "I don't think we've heard that story in detail yet."

"At a college event," I replied, grateful for the topic, which might distract my thoughts. "It was a literary evening, although neither of us is a literature major. But we both love to read."

"Stacy has always loved books," Roberta smiled. "Even as a little girl, she read her storybooks until they were worn out."

There was a soft rustle from the door, and we all turned to look. Stacy walked back into the room, a faint blush on her cheeks and a sparkle in her eyes.

"What were you talking about?" she asked innocently as she sat back down.

"Just how you met Duncan," her mother replied.

"Oh, yes," Stacy smiled and winked at me. "Duncan has a... special effect on me. From the very first moment.

Her foot found mine again under the table, and I felt the tip of her shoe brush against my calf. My cock tensed again in its cage.

"I'm glad to hear it," Roberta smiled and stood up. "I think it's time to serve the main course. Steven, would you help me?"

"Sure, honey," the man nodded and followed his wife into the kitchen.

As we were left alone, Stacy leaned closer to me.

"Enjoying the evening, cuck?" she whispered in my ear, her voice full of mockery. "I guess it's hard to talk to my parents when your head is full of how Rob fucked me."

"Stacy, not now," I whispered back, but my cock betrayed me, straining against its cage.

"I can still feel him inside me," Stacy continued, her hand sliding up my thigh under the table. "His big, thick cock. You know, I've never felt you as deep as I felt him.

Her words were torturous, yet they turned me on. My hand trembled as I reached for the glass.

"I miss him, you know?" Stacy whispered. "Rob's cock. The size of it, the way he fucks me hard. But I love you too, Duncan. I love you for letting me live out my desires."

Before I could answer, her parents returned from the kitchen with plates and bowls. Stacy quickly pulled away from me, but her face still reflected that satisfied, lustful expression.

"The main course," Roberta announced proudly, setting the bowl on the table. "Roast turkey with cranberry sauce and mashed potatoes."

As the plates were being handed out, Stacy leaned toward me as if to whisper in my ear how delicious the food was. Instead, she gently licked my ear with her tongue and whispered softly,

"I did something in the bathroom that I knew you would like."

She pulled back and turned to her mother, who was piling food onto her plate. Stacy's gaze met mine, and I saw the challenge, the sparkling flirtation in her eyes.

As the plates were being filled and our parents were deep in conversation about their Christmas plans, Stacy suddenly leaned toward me. Her hand moved under the table, and before I could comprehend what was happening, her lips pressed against mine. It was a quick but passionate kiss, during which her hand slipped something into mine.

"This is a sign of my love," she whispered, but her eyes told a different story.

I looked down at the object in my hand, and my heart nearly jumped out of my chest. It was Stacy's black lace thong, soaked with moisture—her own juices and Rob's cum. The fabric, still warm from her body, rested in my palm, and I felt my cock tense painfully in its cage once more. Stacy smiled smugly, knowing full well what she had done to me. I quickly slipped the thong into my pants pocket, but the feel of it, its wetness, and the smell of Rob's cum still clung to my hand. My cock throbbed wildly inside its cage as I tried to appear normal in the middle of Christmas dinner.

"Try the turkey, Duncan," Stacy said sweetly. "Mom makes it special."

I obediently looked at my plate, but there was only one thing on my mind: the wetness in the thong, the proof that my girlfriend had let another man inside her a few hours ago, and that I, her cuckolded, humiliated boyfriend, was secretly enjoying it.

I tried to focus on the present by tasting the food, but the thong in my pocket and my caged cock reminded me of who I really was: a cuckold who finds his own satisfaction in his girlfriend's satisfaction, even if it comes from another man.

The turkey bites were hard to swallow, even though they were perfectly cooked. Stacy's wet panties in my pocket burned my thigh, and my caged cock throbbed painfully every time my girlfriend glanced at me from across the table. I knew she was enjoying my torment and had deliberately dropped her fork so she could bend over and flash me her firm breasts, still red from Rob's bites, peeking out from under her blouse.

"This turkey is fantastic, Mom," Stacy said as she slowly, almost provocatively, licked her fork. With every lick, I remembered how she had licked Rob's cock just like that a few hours earlier.

"Thank you, dear," Roberta smiled. "I used special spices for the marinade this year."

Steven nodded contentedly and reached for the mashed potatoes. The family picture was perfect: happy parents, their loving daughter, and her boyfriend sharing Christmas dinner together. No one could have guessed what was hidden behind this perfect picture.

"Duncan, aren't you going to eat?" Roberta asked, giving me a worried look. "Don't you like it?"

"Yes, of course, it's delicious," I replied hastily, putting a large bite of turkey in my mouth to prove it. "I was just thinking."

"What are you thinking about?" Steven asked, using his knife to cut another piece of meat.

About how your daughter had just knelt in front of another man this afternoon and had sucked a cock so big it barely had fit in her mouth—I thought, but all I said was:

"About college, exams. The usual."

Stacy chuckled softly, knowing full well what was really on my mind. Another memory flashed into my mind: Rob sitting on the edge of the hotel's double bed with his legs spread apart. Stacy had knelt in front of him, her head moving up and down in Rob's lap as she had tried to swallow his huge cock.

"Lick my balls too, you little slut," Rob had ordered her, and Stacy had obediently slid down to circle Rob's testicles with her tongue. The guy had groaned and had grabbed Stacy's hair with his hand to control her movements. He then had ordered me to sit in the cuck chair and watch from there. "The view is best from here," he had said with a laugh, and I had been watching them speechlessly as my girlfriend had been deep-throating a guy I hadn’t even known before.

"The weather is supposed to get colder after Christmas," Steven remarked, interrupting my reverie. "It might even snow on New Year's Eve."

"That would be wonderful," Stacy enthused. "We haven't had a real snowy New Year's Eve in years."

"Do you remember, Roberta, when Stacy was little and couldn't wait to build a snowman in the garden?" Steven asked nostalgically.

"Of course I remember," Roberta smiled. "She always sneaked out at dawn when it had snowed overnight.

As they reminisced about family memories, another image flashed through my mind: how Rob had stood up, and Stacy had been still kneeling in front of him, drooling, her lips red.

"I really missed this," Rob had laughed. "I swear, you've always been the best cocksucker in town!"
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The atmosphere in the dining room suddenly changed as Steven's phone rang. The glass of wine in his hand stopped halfway as the man fished out the device with his other hand and glanced at the display. Stacy's face tensed and she looked at me as her father got up from the table. The wet thong was still in my pocket, my cock was throbbing in its cage, and something told me that this peaceful family dinner was about to turn into something completely different.

"Excuse me," Steven said, looking at us over his glasses. "My parents are calling, probably to wish us a Merry Christmas. I'll take it in the study, the reception is better there."

"Of course, dear," Roberta nodded lightly, but there was something in her gaze that I couldn't quite figure out. "Give my regards to your mother!"

After Steven left the room, the door closed behind him with a soft click. The mood changed immediately. Roberta's gaze hardened, and as she turned to me and then to her daughter, there was no trace of the kind, hospitable hostess. It was replaced by something else, something much more intense, sharper.

"So..." Roberta began, her voice now deeper, more demanding. "I think now that we're alone, we can talk honestly."

My heart pounded wildly as her gaze swept over me and then settled on Stacy. My girlfriend was visibly tense, but there was a defiant sparkle in her eyes.

"What do you want to talk about, Mom?" she asked innocently, but I knew we could both feel the tension.

"Don't play dumb, Stacy," Roberta leaned closer, her voice soft but firm. "You know what. Your relationship with Duncan. And what you were doing this afternoon."

My throat went dry. How could she know? We hadn't mentioned where we'd been. Stacy's face twitched, but she quickly regained her composure.

"I don't know what you're talking about," she tried to deflect, but her mother just raised her eyebrows.

"Really?" Roberta asked, putting down her glass on the table, then turned to me. "Duncan, you don't know either?"

The question hit me like a punch in the stomach. I sat there completely stunned, unable to answer. The thong in my pocket burned like a telltale sign that Roberta had somehow noticed.

"I think we need to talk about those meetings with Rob," Roberta finally said, and I flinched at the mention of his name.

Stacy's eyes widened, then narrowed.

"Are you spying on me?" she hissed angrily.

"Don't be ridiculous," Roberta picked up her glass and took a sip of wine. "The hotel receptionist's son is my patient. His father told him he saw you and Duncan going into a room with Rob today. This is a small town, dear, people gossip."

My stomach clenched. So she knows. Stacy's mother knows that this afternoon I watched her daughter's ex fuck her in a hotel room.

"So?" Stacy raised her eyebrows defiantly. "I'm an adult, I do what I want."

"That's not the point," Roberta replied in a surprisingly calm voice. "I'm not judging you." I just want you to be more careful. Rob isn't the most trustworthy man in town.”

"That's why it's good that I have Duncan," Stacy smiled, her hand touching my thigh under the table. "He's trustworthy. And he knows how to share."

The comment caused another painful throb in my caged cock. Roberta's gaze slid over my face and back to my eyes, as if she knew exactly how her daughter's words affected me.

"I see," she nodded slowly. "And you, Duncan? Is that also how you feel about your relationship? Do you enjoy this... arrangement?"

I couldn't dodge the question. There was something in her gaze that demanded an honest answer. I swallowed hard.

"Yes," I replied in a hoarse voice. "I like to see Stacy enjoy herself. Even if it's with another man."

Roberta's gaze deepened, as if she could see into the depths of my soul.

"And this afternoon? Did you like that too? Watching Rob fuck my daughter?"

The question sounded harsh and blunt, and her words made me tremble. Stacy's mother didn't beat around the bush. She got straight to the point, and for some reason, I felt there was no point in lying.

"Yes," I admitted, my voice trembling with the confession. "I really liked it."

"Duncan is the perfect cuck," Stacy said proudly, as if it were some kind of special achievement. "He loves it when I humiliate him. And when other men fuck me in front of him. The harder the better!"

"Stacy!" I said, but Roberta just raised her hand.

"Let her tell everything. I'm interested in her opinion."

The girl straightened up and continued confidently.

"Duncan has had this fetish for a long time. He loves being a cuckold. Before we met, he watched a lot of porn like this. Then when I told him that Rob still fucks me sometimes..." Stacy smiled. "Well, it turned him on more than it pissed him off. And he even loves watching it."

"I see," Roberta nodded, her gaze becoming thoughtful. "And what exactly happened this afternoon?"

"Mom!" Stacy's voice was now annoyed. "Why do you care?"

Roberta sighed deeply and closed her eyes for a moment. When she opened them again, her gaze had changed. Something deeper, more personal was reflected in it.

"Because I'm worried about you, Stacy. And because..." She paused, as if searching for words. "Because I'd been through this too."

Her words came as a shock to Stacy and me. Stacy's mouth fell open and her eyes widened.

"What?" she asked incredulously.

"You think you invented Spanish wax?" Roberta smiled faintly. "When I was younger... before I committed myself to your father... I also had a relationship where my partner liked to watch me with other men.”

"Oh my God," Stacy whispered, and for the first time, I saw her lose her confidence. "You... you also... you also cheated on Dad?"

"No," Roberta shook her head. "That was before. But I know the dynamics, the fetish. That's why I don't judge. But I need to know that you're safe and that it doesn't go too far."

The conversation suddenly took a turn I hadn't expected. Stacy's mother not only knew about our hobby, she knew it from experience. My cock tightened in its cage again as I imagined a younger Roberta lying beneath another man while her partner watched and jerked off in the corner just as I had been doing it this afternoon. 

"Rob fucked me really hard this afternoon," Stacy finally said, her voice regaining its confidence. "Hard and deep. And Duncan watched. Then he licked Rob's cum out of my pussy."

There was no surprise on Roberta's face, just a deep, understanding look.

"Did you use protection?"

Stacy's face twitched and she swallowed a big one..

"Not really."

"That's really irresponsible," Roberta remarked sternly. "You know very well that Rob has other partners besides you."

"But that's why Duncan is here," Stacy retorted. "He makes sure with his tongue that there's no sperm left inside me. Right, honey?"

My face burned, but I nodded. Roberta's gaze was searching.

"And you, Duncan? Are you really okay with my daughter being with other men? With you being..." She searched for the word, but finally said it outright. "With you being humiliated?"

The question was simple, but the answer was complex. My heart was pounding as I tried to put my feelings into words.

"I love Stacy very much," I began, my voice stronger than I expected. "And yes, I have a fetish that makes me... makes me enjoy this very much. Not just watching her fuck other men, but the whole situation. The cock cage, the humiliation, licking the cum out of her...

I stopped talking, the subject was too intimate. But Roberta's gaze was not judgmental.

"I see," she nodded, then added thoughtfully. "And are you wearing one of those... cages right now?"

The question surprised me. How did she know?

"Yes," I replied, embarrassed.

"Yes," I replied, feeling confused.

"And since when has my daughter been denying to let you... relieve yourself?"

"For a week," I replied, looking down.

Roberta stood up and walked to the other side of the table. She stopped next to me and put her hand on my shoulder.

"Stand up, Duncan," she said, her voice firm but not harsh.

I obeyed, feeling embarrassed. Stacy also stood up and watched with interest to see what would happen. Roberta's gaze swept over me, then settled on my pants, where the outline of the cage was faintly visible.

"Take it off," she ordered simply.

"What?" I asked, sure I had misunderstood.

"The cage, Duncan. Take it off." Roberta's voice was commanding now, but there was something else in her eyes. Something... playful? "Stacy, give him the key."

My partner's eyes sparkled as she took the chain with the key from around her neck. She handed it to me, but Roberta stopped her hand.

"Take off his pants first," she said.

Stacy knelt in front of me with a grin, unbuttoned my belt, and pulled down my zipper. My face burned, but my cock throbbed at the thought of taking off my pants in front of Stacy's mother. My pants slid down to my ankles, and there I stood, at the holiday table, with my cock locked in a metal cage, trying desperately to get hard in its confines.

Roberta's gaze lingered on my cock cage for a moment, then she smiled.

"You picked just the right size, Stacy," she praised her daughter. "Not too small to completely squeeze my future son-in-law's cock, but not so loose that it could wiggle around freely inside. Perfect!"

"Thanks, Mom," said Stacy as she inserted the key into the lock. The click as the lock opened sounded loud in the quiet dining room. Stacy carefully unfastened the metal device, and my cock was finally free. It immediately began to bob, standing almost painfully erect after a week of forced confinement, staring straight ahead toward the center of the table.

"Hmm," Roberta said appreciatively as she took a good look at my hard cock. "Not bad, Duncan. I can see why my daughter is satisfied with you when she's not playing with Rob."

Her words were both humiliating and exciting. Stacy laughed and gently touched my cock with her fingers, making me flinch.

"She hasn't had sex in a long time," she explained to Roberta. "That's why it's so hard. And she must have a lot of cum built up."

Roberta nodded and pointed to the eggnog bowl on the edge of the table, filled with thick yellow liquid.

"I know this is your favorite, Stacy," she said to her daughter. "But now Duncan needs to let off some steam too."

I stepped over to the bowl, my throbbing cock in my hand.

"Ready to squirt, Duncan?" Stacy asked playfully, and I involuntarily touched the rim of the bowl with the head of my cock. I groaned at the touch of the cold glass.

"So much ready..." I groaned, the words stuck in my throat.

"Come on, Duncan," Roberta's voice was now clearly commanding. "I want you to spray your load into this bowl. Right now. After a week, it's time for you to relieve yourself."

My hand closed around my cock, gently moving the skin up and down. It felt incredibly good after so much restraint. My legs trembled as I stroked my cock over the bowl.

"It's hard to do it... in front of everyone..." I groaned hoarsely, but the first drops of precum were already appearing on my cock.

"It's just us here, sweetie," Stacy whispered. "Show me and Mom what a good little cuck you are."

Roberta leaned closer and watched intently as my hand slid up and down my cock. Her gaze was somehow both maternal and lustful.

"That's it, Duncan," she said softly. "Let yourself go. I know you've been waiting for this for a long time."

My hand moved faster and faster as I leaned over the bowl. The situation of standing there in the dining room, in front of my girlfriend's mother, with my pants down, over a bowl of Christmas eggnog... proved to be too much.

"I'm coming," I moaned, and my cock began to throb in my hand.

"Yes, honey, yes!" Stacy encouraged me with a giggle and sat back in her chair. "Shoot out your load! Give us all your cum!"

The first stream shot forward, straight into the eggnog. Then came another, and another. After a week of restraint, a lot had accumulated, and a really vigorous stream trickled down the other side of the bowl. Thoroughly, without a care in the world, I relieved myself with a sense of relief, with my eyes closed, thinking about what I had experienced in that hotel room with Stacy and Rob. As the last drops dripped out, my knees trembled and I almost collapsed right there.

"Very good," Roberta nodded appreciatively and took another sip of her wine. "You're a good boy, Duncan."

Stacy looked at the bowl where my sperm was slowly mixing with the thick, yellow liquid.

"That worked out well," she said with satisfaction, then looked at her mother. "Would you like a sip, Mom?"

Roberta just smiled and shook her head.

"I think that's yours, honey. But maybe you should give some to Duncan, since he gave you something from Rob this afternoon."

Her words made my desire flare up again. Stacy stepped closer and poured me some of the liqueur.

"Drink up, Duncan," she said, holding the glass in front of me. "Drink your cum cocktail."

And as I stood there, half-naked from waist below, in front of my girlfriend's mother, with Stacy holding the glass to my mouth, I knew there was no escape. I gulped down the sweet, thick liquid, tasting the bitter flavor of my own semen. Stacy smiled with satisfaction as I swallowed the last drop.

"Good boy," she said appreciatively, then pressed a kiss to my lips. "You're the best little cuck I could ever wish for."

Roberta watched us silently, and although her face betrayed nothing, I could see understanding in her eyes. She knew this world, this fetish, and although she may not have agreed with her daughter on everything, she didn’t judge us for it.

"I think your father will be back soon," she remarked, breaking the spell of the moment. "You'd better get yourself sorted out, Duncan."

I nodded, and as I pulled up my pants, we heard Steven's footsteps approaching in the hallway. Stacy quickly put the cage away in her purse, and I pulled up my pants and sat back down just as the door opened and Steven stepped back into the room.

"Sorry," he smiled. "My mother just wanted to wish everyone a Merry Christmas."

"No problem, dear," Roberta said lightly, as if she hadn't just seen her daughter’s boyfriend cum in the eggnog bowl. "Would you like some eggnog? Unfortunately, Duncan and Stacy already poured themselves the most of it."

Stacy laughed and glanced at me. The excitement sparkling in her eyes told me that the night was far from over. And even though my cock was now hanging loosely in my pants, I knew this was just the beginning of something new—a deeper, more intense relationship with Stacy, where our secrets were no longer just ours, but her mother's as well.

"No problem," Steven waved. "I'll stick with the wine. How about dessert, ladies?"

"Oh, I think we've already had dessert," Stacy winked, touching my knee with her foot under the table. "But I could go for a little cake."

And as we continued our Christmas dinner as if nothing had happened, I knew that this day had changed our relationship forever. My secret, my fetish, was no longer mine alone—and strangely, that didn't bother me. In fact, it was somehow liberating to finally be myself without having to pretend anything. Stacy and Roberta accepted me for who I was: a cuck who loved his girlfriend and loved the way she humiliated and used him as she pleased.
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I woke up with my head throbbing, my mouth dry as sandpaper. Stacy was snoring softly beside me, her blonde hair spread across the pillow like a golden halo, completely at odds with what we'd done last night. I rubbed my eyes, trying to clear the fog from my brain. The digital clock on the nightstand showed 8:43. Too early after our late night, but I couldn't fall back asleep with the memories of Rob and Marcus fucking Stacy senseless still playing on repeat in my mind.

My cock twitched under the sheets as flashes of Stacy's moaning face appeared behind my closed eyelids. I turned to look at her sleeping form, her perfect small tits barely visible under the thin fabric of her tank top, rising and falling with each breath. She'd been insatiable last night, begging for more even after both bulls had emptied their balls multiple times. No wonder she was still passed out.

I carefully slipped out of bed, not wanting to wake her. My legs felt wobbly as I stood up, my muscles sore from kneeling for so long in that hotel room. I grabbed my glasses from the nightstand and pulled on a pair of sweatpants and a t-shirt. Stacy didn't even stir as I quietly opened the bedroom door and stepped into the hallway of her parents' house.

The Chandler home was quiet in the morning light that filtered through the windows. Family photos lined the walls of the upstairs hallway – Stacy in her graduation gown, the Chandlers on various vacations, all smiling innocently at the camera. If they only knew what their perfect daughter had been up to last night. Well, at least her dad didn't know. Her mom... that was more complicated.

I crept down the stairs, careful to avoid the third step that always creaked loudly. The house had that peaceful morning stillness that made me feel like an intruder. The living room was empty, sunlight streaming through the large windows onto the comfortable furniture. I made my way to the kitchen, desperate for coffee to clear my head.

The coffee machine hummed to life as I filled it with water and scooped in the grounds. While it brewed, I leaned against the counter and closed my eyes, the events from last night flooding back involuntarily. Stacy's lips stretched around Marcus's thick black cock while Rob pounded her from behind. Her screams of pleasure as they both entered her at once. The humiliation and arousal I felt as they made me watch, unable to touch myself until they gave permission.

My cock stiffened in my sweatpants, and I adjusted myself quickly. This wasn't the time or place. I focused on the coffee brewing, the rich aroma filling the kitchen, grounding me back in the present. Once it was done, I poured a large mug and added a splash of milk. The first sip burned my tongue but cleared some of the fog from my brain.

I carried my coffee into the living room, intending to sit quietly and maybe check my phone until Stacy woke up. That's when I saw Roberta Chandler curled up in the corner of the sofa, dressed in a silky robe that barely reached mid-thigh. She was working on a crossword puzzle, her reading glasses perched on the end of her nose. I froze in place.

"Good morning, Duncan," she said without looking up from her puzzle. "Sleep well?"

"Uh, good morning, Mrs. Chandler," I stammered, suddenly very aware that I was alone with my girlfriend's mother, who was wearing next to nothing. "Yeah, I, uh, slept okay."

Roberta glanced up then, her eyes meeting mine with a knowing look that made my cheeks burn. At fifty, Stacy's mom was still an attractive woman – the kind they call a MILF in porn videos. Her dark hair was streaked with silver but still thick and lustrous, and she kept herself in shape. The robe she wore clung to her curves in a way that made me feel guilty for noticing.

"You don't look like you slept much," she observed, setting her crossword aside. "Coffee might help, though. May I?" She gestured to my mug.

I handed it to her, and she took a small sip before passing it back. "Perfect. You make good coffee, Duncan."

"Thanks," I mumbled, taking a seat in the armchair across from her. I tried not to stare as she shifted position, the robe slipping to reveal more of her thigh. "Is, uh, Mr. Chandler up yet?"

Roberta smiled and shook her head. "Steven's still fast asleep. We went to the street festival downtown last night, but we didn't stay late. Not like you young people." She adjusted her robe casually, but not before I caught a glimpse of the curve of her breast. "We were home by eleven. I think I heard you and Stacy come in much later."

I swallowed hard, wondering how much she knew, how much she suspected. "Yeah, we, uh, we met up with some friends after we lost track of you guys at the festival."

"Friends?" Roberta raised an eyebrow, a smile playing at the corners of her mouth. "Anyone I know?"

I shifted uncomfortably in my seat. "Just some people Stacy knows from before college."

Roberta nodded slowly, studying my face with the practiced eye of a psychologist. "You know, Duncan, Stacy was always popular. Always had lots of... friends."

The way she emphasized the word made it clear she wasn't talking about casual acquaintances. I felt my face grow hot again.

"She likes to have fun," I said lamely, staring into my coffee.

"And you?" Roberta leaned forward slightly, her robe gaping just enough to show the swell of her cleavage. "Do you have fun too, with these friends of hers?"

I couldn't believe we were having this conversation. I took a long sip of coffee, buying time. "I, uh, I just want Stacy to be happy."

Roberta smiled, a genuine smile that reminded me so much of Stacy it was uncanny. "That's sweet, Duncan. Really. But that's not what I asked."

I cleared my throat. "It's complicated."

"Life usually is." She reached for her own mug on the side table and took a sip. "Especially when it comes to relationships. And especially when it comes to certain... arrangements."

My heart was pounding in my chest. Did she know? Had Stacy told her? Or was she just fishing?

"I'm not sure what you mean," I said, trying to sound casual and failing miserably.

Roberta sighed and set her mug down. "Duncan, I'm a psychologist. I've heard it all. Nothing shocks me anymore. And more importantly, I'm Stacy's mother. We're... closer than most mothers and daughters."

I swallowed hard. "How close?"

"Close enough that I know you two didn't just 'meet up with friends' last night." Her voice was gentle, not accusatory. "You went to the Riverside Hotel, didn't you?"

I nearly dropped my mug. "How did you—"

"The festival ended at the river. There's only one hotel there." She shrugged, adjusting her robe again. "And Stacy's always had a thing for that place. The red velvet. The dark wood. The staff that doesn't ask questions."

I stared at her, not knowing what to say. My cock was rock hard now, trapped painfully in my sweatpants.

"And relax, Duncan,” she smiled again, warming her face. “I'm not judging you. Or Stacy. I just want to understand."

I took a deep breath. "What exactly do you want to understand?"

She uncrossed and recrossed her legs, the robe slipping to reveal more thigh. "I want to understand if you're happy with this arrangement. If Stacy is taking things too far. If you feel... coerced in any way."

"No!" I said quickly. Too quickly. "No, it's not like that. I'm... I'm into it too." I couldn't believe I was admitting this to my girlfriend's mother.

Roberta nodded slowly. "And these friends... Are they good to her? Safe?"

I nearly choked on my coffee. My mind was reeling. How much did Roberta know? What details had Stacy shared with her mother?

"They're... yeah, they're good to her," I said finally. "They use protection. Most of the time. And they respect our boundaries."

"Your boundaries," Roberta corrected gently. "Or hers?"

I looked down at my hands, clenched around my coffee mug. "Both, I guess. But mostly mine. Stacy doesn't have many boundaries when it comes to... to sex."

Roberta nodded. "She's always been adventurous. Even as a teenager, she pushed limits." She paused, studying my face. "So you two split off from us at the festival, and then what happened? You went straight to the hotel?"

I shifted uncomfortably. "Not exactly. We, uh, we met Rob and Marcus at the bowling alley first. For drinks."

"Ah, yes. Rob works there, doesn't he?" Roberta said casually, as if discussing the weather. "And Marcus owns the gym downtown."

I nodded, stunned by how much she knew.

"And then?" she prompted.

I hesitated, but something in her expression made me continue. "Then we went to the hotel. They had already booked a room. The same one we used at Christmas."

"The one with the black leather chair in the corner?" Roberta asked with a knowing smile, her voice steady.

I felt light-headed. "Yes. How did you know?"

She smiled enigmatically. "Let's just say that hotel has been around a long time, Duncan. And some rooms have... specific purposes."

The implication hit me like a truck. Had Roberta been to that same room at the adventure she recalled at our Christmas dinner?

"We call it the cuck chair," I said, the words tumbling out before I could stop them.

Roberta didn't even blink. "Yes, I imagine you do."

The silence stretched between us as Roberta leaned forward, her expression serious.

"Duncan, I need you to be honest with me. What happened at that hotel last night? I need to know if Stacy is okay. If you're okay."

I took a deep breath. Something about Roberta's calm, non-judgmental demeanor made me want to tell her everything.

"It started the same as usual," I began slowly. "Drinks at the bowling alley, then to the hotel. But last night was... more intense than usual."

Roberta nodded encouragingly. "Go on."

I glanced toward the stairs, making sure there was no sign of Stacy or her father. "Are you sure you want to hear this? It's pretty graphic."

Roberta's lips curved into a smile that was so much like her daughter's it was eerie. "Duncan, I've been a psychologist for twenty-five years. I've heard it all. And besides..." She paused, adjusting her robe again. "I care about both of you. I want to make sure no one's getting hurt. Physically or emotionally."

I nodded, took another sip of my now-lukewarm coffee, and began to tell her what had happened after we arrived at the hotel.
2

"It started pretty much like usual," I said, my voice low even though Stacy and her father were both still asleep upstairs. "Rob and Marcus already had the champagne waiting when we got to the room. They made Stacy strip as soon as we walked in the door while I just stood there watching. She loves that part – being told what to do while I watch, unable to touch her. Her eyes were already glazed with lust as she peeled off her tight dress, no bra underneath, just those tiny black lace panties she wore for them."

Roberta nodded, her expression neutral, professional. She shifted on the couch, crossing her legs under her thin robe. "And how does that make you feel, Duncan? Watching other men command your girlfriend?"

I swallowed hard. "Humiliated. Excited. Both at the same time."

"That's a common reaction," she said, as if we were discussing a case study rather than her own daughter. "Please, continue."

I took a deep breath. "Rob, he's always the more aggressive one, he grabbed Stacy by the hair and told her to get on the coffee table. She climbed up there and lay on her back while Marcus opened the champagne. The cork hit the ceiling, and they all laughed while I just stood there with my hard-on straining against my pants."

Roberta's eyes flicked briefly to my crotch, then back to my face. "They were establishing the power dynamic early."

I nodded. "Rob held the bottle over Stacy and started pouring it slowly over her tits. She gasped from the cold, her nipples getting rock hard instantly. The champagne ran down her stomach, pooled in her belly button, then kept flowing lower. Marcus pulled her panties off, and Rob poured more champagne between her legs. It was soaking into the coffee table, dripping onto the carpet, making a mess everywhere."

"And they didn't care about the damage?" Roberta asked, leaning forward slightly.

"No. That's part of their thing. Showing they can afford to pay for whatever they wreck. Making me feel... inadequate." My cock twitched in my sweatpants as I remembered the scene. "Then they both started licking the champagne off her body. Marcus on her tits, Rob between her legs. Stacy was moaning, grabbing their heads, pushing them where she wanted. The champagne was all over the carpet by then, but nobody cared."

Roberta's face remained impassive, but I noticed her breath had quickened slightly. "And where were you during this?"

"They ordered me to the corner, to the cuck chair. Told me I could watch but couldn't touch myself yet. Just sit there with my cock straining in my pants while they pleasured my girlfriend."

"And did you obey?" she asked softly.

"Yes. I always do. That's... that's my role." I looked down at my hands. "I stayed in the chair and watched as Marcus flipped Stacy over. She was on all fours on the table now, champagne dripping from her tits onto the soaked carpet. Rob got under her, his face between her legs, eating her pussy while she moaned. And Marcus... he made her suck his cock."

"He has a huge one, correct?" Roberta asked, her tone clinical.

"Yeah. He's... well, he's huge. Thick. Much bigger than me." I felt my face burning as I admitted this. "Stacy could barely fit him in her mouth, but she tried. She always tries so hard to please them."

"And that excites you? Seeing her struggle to accommodate another man's size?"

I nodded, unable to look Roberta in the eye. "Yes. Especially when they talk about it. Make comparisons."

"Tell me more," she urged gently.

I swallowed hard. "Marcus grabbed her head and started fucking her mouth. Not gentle, just using her. She was gagging, drooling all over his huge black cock, mascara running down her face. Rob was still underneath, licking her pussy like a hungry wolf."

I paused, waiting for Roberta to look shocked or disgusted, but she just nodded for me to continue.

"Marcus kept facefucking her. She moaned eagerly, moaning around Marcus's cock. Then Marcus pulled out, and his cock was covered in her spit, strings of it connecting to her lips. He slapped her face with his cock, calling her a good little slut, telling her how much better she was at sucking dick than her uptight college friends."

"And Rob?" Roberta asked, her voice steady.

"He kept eating her pussy, and probably her ass, too. Then he stepped up, and spit on her face then began fucking her face." I felt my cock throbbing at the memory. "Meanwhile, Marcus came over to me. He stood right in front of me, his wet cock at my eye level, and started telling me what a pathetic boyfriend I was. How Stacy needed real men to satisfy her."

Roberta leaned forward. "And how did that make you feel, Duncan?"

"Like shit. And turned on at the same time. It's confusing." I ran a hand through my hair. "He kept going, telling me my dick was a joke compared to his, that Stacy laughed about it with him when I wasn't around. I don't know if that part's true, but... it gets me so hard when he says it."

"It's the humiliation," Roberta said matter-of-factly. "It's a common trigger. The psychological term is erotic humiliation. Many men find it arousing, especially in controlled contexts like this."

I looked at her, surprised by her clinical explanation. "Yeah, I guess that's it. Anyway, they weren't done with her. Rob finally let her up from sucking his cock, and they positioned her in what they call 'bull riding position.' Marcus lay on his back on the bed, and they had Stacy straddle him, facing away. His cock pushed into her pussy, and she sank down on it, gasping at the size."

"And where was Rob?" Roberta asked, uncrossing and recrossing her legs.

"Standing in front of her, making her suck his cock while she bounced on Marcus. She was sandwiched between them, getting fucked from below and having her face used from the front. Her eyes were rolled back, and she was making these desperate little whimpering noises around Rob's cock."

I paused to take a breath, noticing that my heart was racing and my mouth was dry.

"They spit roasted her: Rob fucking her mouth while Marcus kept pounding her pussy from below. Rob would spit on her face, slap her cheeks lightly, call her his little cumslut. Marcus would reach up and pinch her nipples hard, making her squeal. And me... they made me stay in the corner, but by then they'd given me permission to stroke my cock. Slowly. No cumming."

"That must have been difficult," Roberta observed.

"You have no idea," I said with a bitter laugh. "Watching your girlfriend get used by two hung studs while you can barely touch yourself? It's torture. But the good kind, you know?"

She nodded, her expression still neutral. "What happened next, Duncan?"

I took another deep breath. "They decided they wanted to double-penetrate her. But first, they wanted to humiliate me more. Rob came over, pulled me out of the chair, and made me kneel in the corner. He tied my hands behind my back with duct tape—"

"Duct tape?" Roberta interrupted, looking concerned for the first time. "That can be dangerous."

"They're always careful," I assured her. "They never cut off circulation or anything. Anyway, they taped my hands behind my back, and then Rob stuffed this New Year's Eve paper horn in my mouth. You know, the kind that unrolls when you blow it?"

Roberta nodded, relaxing slightly. "And what was the purpose of this?"

"They wanted me to blow the horn every time Stacy came. Like I was celebrating her orgasm with these other guys." I couldn't help but smile at the memory, despite the humiliation. "So there I was, kneeling in the corner, hands bound, with this ridiculous horn in my mouth, watching as they positioned Stacy for the main event."

"Which was?"

"Marcus lay on his back on the bed. Rob lubed up his cock and Stacy's asshole. Then they lowered her onto Marcus's cock, letting it fill her pussy again. She was moaning, saying how good it felt, how full she was already. But then Rob started pushing his cock into her ass, slowly stretching her open."

I paused, remembering the sight of Stacy's face as both men entered her. "She looked like she was in another world. Her mouth open, eyes unfocused, this expression of total bliss mixed with a little pain. Rob kept pushing until he was all the way in. Both of them were inside her at the same time, her pussy and ass completely filled."

"And how did she react?" Roberta asked, her voice still steady but a little softer.

"She fucking loved it," I said, forgetting to moderate my language. "Sorry for swearing."

"It's fine," Roberta waved dismissively. "Go on."

"She started begging them to move, to fuck her harder. They established this rhythm, with Marcus thrusting up from below and Rob pumping into her ass from behind. Every thrust made her whole body shake. Her tits were bouncing, she was screaming about how good it felt, how she needed more."

I swallowed, my cock painfully hard now as I recalled the scene. "That's when she had her first orgasm. It hit her like a truck. Her entire body went rigid, and she let out this primal scream. I had to blow the stupid horn while she came on their cocks. They thought it was hilarious."

"And did you find it humiliating?" Roberta pressed.

"Yes. And incredibly hot." I admitted. "They kept fucking her through the orgasm, not giving her any time to recover. Rob was slapping her ass, leaving red handprints, calling her his little anal slut. Marcus was pinching her nipples, telling her what a good fuckdoll she was. And she just kept cumming. One orgasm rolling into the next."

Roberta shifted in her seat. "And you remained in the corner the whole time?"

"Yeah, blowing that stupid horn every time she came. Which was a lot, like three or four times. They'd trained her body to respond to them so completely. Marcus would hit this spot inside her, and she'd explode again. I lost count of how many times she came."

"That's quite impressive," Roberta murmured, almost to herself.

"They kept at it for what felt like hours. Eventually, they decided to finish. Marcus announced he was going to cum inside her, fill her pussy with his load. Rob said he'd do the same to her ass. Stacy was practically delirious by then, just babbling about how much she needed their cum, how she wanted to be filled up."

"And did they?" Roberta asked, leaning forward slightly.

"Yes. Marcus came first, thrusting up hard into her pussy, groaning as he emptied himself inside her. Rob followed right after, burying himself deep in her ass, calling her his anal whore as he pumped her full. Stacy had another massive orgasm as they filled her, and I blew that stupid horn one last time."

I paused, remembering what came next. The most humiliating—and arousing—part.

"After they pulled out, they made me clean her up."

Roberta raised an eyebrow. "Clean her? How?"

I felt my face burning. "With my tongue. They untied me, took the horn away, and ordered me to lick their cum from her pussy and ass. And I did it. I knelt between her legs and licked everything clean while they watched and laughed."

"And how did that make you feel?" Roberta's voice was gentle now, no judgment in her tone.

"Degraded. Emasculated. And harder than I'd ever been in my life." I shook my head, still trying to make sense of my own reactions. "I don't understand why I love it so much. Being treated like that. Watching Stacy with them. Cleaning up after them. It should disgust me, but instead, it's the hottest thing I've ever experienced."

"Sexuality is complex, Duncan," Roberta said, her tone professional again. "Especially when it involves power dynamics and taboos. There's no right or wrong, as long as everyone consents and no one is being harmed." She paused. "Did they allow you release after all this?"

I nodded. "Eventually. But not until later. And not how you'd expect."

"Tell me," she said, leaning forward again.

"After I'd licked Stacy clean, they still wouldn't let me cum. Rob said I hadn't earned it yet. They said they'd tell me when."

"That's a significant power play," Roberta observed.

"Yeah. They love controlling when and how I get to cum. They had one more round with her before they let me finish."

Roberta looked surprised. "Even after all that, they weren't done with her?"

I shook my head. "No. They always go for one last humiliation. They made me go downstairs to the front desk to pay for the damage to the carpet. The champagne stained it pretty badly."

"They sent you alone?" Roberta asked.

"Yeah. Said a cuck should clean up the bulls' messes. The trip to the reception desk was one of the most humiliating parts," I continued, my voice low as I glanced toward the stairs to make sure Steven wasn't coming down. "Rob practically pushed me out the door with my hair still a mess, clothes rumpled, and probably smelling like sex. I had to explain to the night manager that we'd spilled champagne on the carpet and were willing to pay for the cleaning. The guy just smirked at me, like he knew exactly what was happening up there. He probably did—that hotel sees all kinds of action."

Roberta nodded, a knowing smile playing at her lips. "The Riverside Hotel has quite the reputation. The staff there are... discreet."

"You sound like you know that from experience," I said before I could stop myself.

Roberta's smile widened slightly, but she didn't answer directly. "Continue with your story, Duncan."

I cleared my throat, embarrassed at my boldness. "Right. So I'm standing there at the reception desk, and this guy is just looking at me with this shit-eating grin. He says, 'Room 312? The one with the special chair?' And I wanted to die on the spot."

"What did you say?" Roberta leaned forward, genuinely curious.

"What could I say? I just nodded and asked how much the damage would cost. He quoted me some ridiculous amount—three hundred dollars for a fucking carpet cleaning—but I paid it without arguing. I knew Rob and Marcus would give me the money later, but still, it was humiliating standing there with my credit card while this guy was obviously imagining what was happening in that room."

"And all while Stacy was still upstairs with them," Roberta observed.

I nodded, swallowing hard as I remembered what came next. "When I got back to the room, I heard her moaning before I even opened the door. They hadn't wasted any time while I was gone. I let myself in, and..." I paused, the image still vivid in my mind.

"Go on," Roberta encouraged softly.

"They had her kneeling on the floor between them. Both of them standing, taking turns fucking her mouth. She was completely gone by then—eyes glazed over, mascara streaked down her cheeks, lips swollen from hours of use. They didn't even acknowledge me when I walked in. Just kept using her mouth like I wasn't there."

I shifted in my seat, my erection straining painfully against my sweatpants as I recalled the scene. "Rob saw me watching and said something like, 'The cuck's back. Perfect timing for the finale.' Then he grabbed Stacy's hair and pulled her head back. She opened her mouth automatically, and he started jerking himself off right in front of her face."

Roberta's expression remained neutral, but I noticed her breathing had quickened slightly. "And Stacy? How did she react?"

"She was begging for it," I said, my voice hoarse with the memory. "Literally saying, 'Please cum on my face, please give it to me.' Her voice was wrecked from all the screaming and moaning she'd done. Marcus was on her other side, also jerking off, aiming at her face. It was like they'd choreographed it."

I took a deep breath, the memory so vivid I could almost smell the sex in the air again. "They came almost simultaneously. Rob first, spraying all over her right cheek and lips. Then Marcus, his load hitting her forehead and left cheek. She had her tongue out, trying to catch what she could, moaning like it was the best thing she'd ever tasted."

"And you?" Roberta asked quietly. "What were you doing during this?"

"Just watching. They hadn't given me permission to move or touch myself. I was still hard as a rock, had been for hours at that point, but I couldn't do anything without their say-so." I ran a hand through my hair, still processing the mixture of humiliation and arousal I'd felt. "After they finished, Rob looked at me and said, 'Clean her up, cuck.' And I knew what that meant."

"You mentioned this earlier," Roberta said. "They made you lick their semen from her face?"

I nodded, unable to meet her eyes. "Yes. I had to kneel in front of her and lick every drop off. Her cheeks, her lips, her forehead. She just knelt there, eyes closed, smiling slightly while I did it. The taste was... well, it wasn't pleasant, but the act itself, the humiliation of it, the submission—that was what got me off."

"And did they allow you to orgasm after this service?" Roberta asked, her voice still professionally detached despite the explicit nature of our conversation.

"Not yet. Marcus handed me a paper cup from the bathroom—one of those waxed ones for rinsing after brushing your teeth. He said, 'You can jack off into this, but don't you dare get a drop anywhere else.' So I did. Standing there while they watched, jerking off into a tiny paper cup. It took maybe thirty seconds after all that build-up."

"And then?" Roberta prompted.

"Then Rob took the cup from me, looked inside, and made some comment about how pathetic my load was compared to theirs. Then he 'accidentally' tilted the cup, spilling some of my cum onto my jacket sleeve. He laughed and said, 'Oops. Guess you'll have something to remember the night by.' I had to wear that jacket home. With my own dried cum on the sleeve."

I glanced up at Roberta, half expecting to see disgust in her eyes, but found only understanding and what might have been a flicker of recognition.

"After that, we all got dressed. Rob and Marcus left first—they always do. They don't like the 'awkward aftermath,' as Rob calls it. Once they were gone, Stacy and I took a quick shower together, but she was so exhausted she could barely stand. I had to help her get dressed."

"That was considerate of you," Roberta said softly.

"It wasn't just consideration. It's part of the dynamic too. After they're done using her, it's my job to take care of her. To hold her, clean her, dress her, bring her home. It's like... I don't know, like I'm reclaiming her in a way. But also acknowledging that she needs things from them that I can't provide."

Roberta nodded. "That's actually quite a healthy perspective, Duncan. Many people in your situation would feel only jealousy or resentment. The fact that you see it as complementary rather than competitive speaks to your emotional intelligence."

Her words made me feel unexpectedly validated. "Thanks. I guess I've never thought about it that way. It just feels right, you know? Watching her get what she needs, then being there to take care of her afterward."

"And the drive home?" Roberta asked. "Was Stacy conscious enough to talk?"

"Barely. She was half-asleep in the passenger seat, mumbling about how good it felt and how she loved me for letting her have this. We came straight back here. I practically had to carry her upstairs to bed. She was out cold as soon as her head hit the pillow."

Roberta was quiet for a moment, studying my face. "Duncan, I have one more question, and I want you to be completely honest."

I nodded, bracing myself.

"Do you enjoy this arrangement? Truly enjoy it? Or are you just going along with it to please Stacy?"

I considered the question carefully. This was Stacy's mother asking, after all. But after sharing everything else, there was no point holding back now.

"I love it," I admitted, my voice barely above a whisper. "I've never been more sexually fulfilled in my life. The humiliation, the denial, watching her pleasure, serving them all – it satisfies something deep inside me that I didn't even know was there until Stacy brought it out." I looked directly into Roberta's eyes. "I'd do it all again tonight if they called."

A small smile played at the corners of Roberta's mouth. "That's what I needed to hear," she said softly. "That you're a willing participant, not a victim. That this dynamic works for both of you."

I nodded, relieved that she understood. "It does. It really does."

"Good." Roberta uncrossed her legs and adjusted her robe. "Because happiness is rare, Duncan. When you find something that brings you joy, even if others might not understand it, you should embrace it. Life is too short for shame."

For a moment, I wondered if she was speaking from personal experience. The knowing look in her eyes suggested she might understand more than she was letting on.
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I looked down at my coffee mug, now empty and cold. Roberta laughed softly. "Life rarely goes according to plan, Duncan. But I appreciate your honesty. It can't have been easy to share all of this with me."

"Weirdly, it was easier than I expected," I admitted. "You're very... non-judgmental."

"I'm a psychologist," she reminded me. "And more importantly, I care about my daughter's happiness. And yours." She paused, seemed to consider something, then added, "And I understand more than you might think."

Before I could ask what she meant by that, we both heard heavy footsteps on the stairs. Roberta smoothly adjusted her robe to cover more of her legs just as Steven Chandler appeared in the doorway, yawning and scratching his stomach through his pajama shirt.

"Morning," he mumbled, his gray hair sticking up in all directions. "Thought I heard voices."

"Good morning, sleepyhead," Roberta said, her tone shifting effortlessly from our intimate conversation to casual morning chitchat. "Duncan and I were just having coffee and catching up."

Steven nodded at me, then shuffled toward the kitchen. "Any coffee left?"

"I'll make a fresh pot," I said quickly, grateful for the excuse to move. My erection had finally subsided, but I felt awkward sitting there with Steven after everything I'd just told his wife about fucking his daughter.

As I passed him in the doorway, Steven stopped me with a hand on my shoulder. "You and Stacy had a good time at the street festival last night? We lost track of you guys pretty early."

I froze, unsure how to respond. "Uh, yeah. It was... fun. We met up with some friends afterward."

Steven nodded, apparently satisfied with my vague answer. "Good, good. Stacy is still sleeping?"

"Yes," I managed to say. "She was pretty tired when we got back."

Steven smiled and patted my shoulder. "Well, you young folks have more energy for these late nights than we do. Roberta and I were in bed by eleven."

From the couch, Roberta caught my eye over her husband's shoulder and gave me a knowing look. "Yes, but I'm sure Stacy will sleep in quite a bit longer. Last night was... particularly exhausting for her, I imagine."

The double meaning in her words made my cheeks burn, but Steven just nodded and continued toward the kitchen. "I'm starving. I think I'll make some eggs. You want some, Duncan?"

"Sure," I said, following him. "Let me get that coffee started first."

As I filled the coffee maker with fresh water and grounds, I glanced back into the living room. Roberta was watching me, a small smile playing on her lips. She raised her empty mug in a subtle toast, then mouthed something that looked like "Our secret."

I nodded gratefully, then turned back to the coffee maker. My mind was reeling from the morning's revelations—not just reliving the intense night with Rob and Marcus, but discovering that Roberta knew far more than I'd ever suspected. And maybe, just maybe, she had her own experiences with the lifestyle that made her so understanding of ours.

As the coffee began to brew, filling the kitchen with its rich aroma, I felt a strange sense of peace. For the first time, I didn't feel like I had to hide this part of myself, at least not from everyone. Stacy's mother knew, understood, and accepted me—accepted us—for who we were and what we needed.

Steven was cracking eggs into a bowl, completely oblivious to the conversation that had just taken place. "How do you like your eggs, Duncan?"

"However you're making them is fine," I said, suddenly struck by the surreal normality of the moment. Here I was, making breakfast with my girlfriend's father after confessing to his wife that I'd licked multiple men's semen off his daughter's face just hours earlier.

Life was strange. And despite all the humiliation, despite everything society said I should be ashamed of, I wouldn't have changed a thing.
–-
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Stacy finally woke up around noon, groggy and clearly sore from the night before. We had breakfast with her parents – possibly the most surreal meal of my life, sitting across from Steven while Roberta gave me knowing looks over her coffee cup. By two o'clock, we'd packed up our overnight bags and were headed back to our apartment. The first few miles passed in comfortable silence, Stacy reclining her seat and closing her eyes against the afternoon sun while I navigated the familiar country roads that would take us back to the city.

I kept stealing glances at her. Even with her mascara completely gone, her blonde hair pulled back in a messy ponytail, and wearing nothing but a loose t-shirt and yoga pants, she was still the most beautiful woman I'd ever seen. Hard to believe that less than twelve hours ago, I'd watched her take two huge cocks simultaneously while begging for more.

"You're staring," she said without opening her eyes, a small smile playing at her lips.

"Can't help it," I admitted, turning back to the road. "Just thinking about last night."

She finally opened her eyes, stretching like a satisfied cat. "Mmm, it was pretty intense, wasn't it?" She reached over and placed her hand on my thigh, giving it a gentle squeeze. "You were so good, Duncan. The way you cleaned me up afterward..." She let the words hang in the air between us.

I felt my cock stir at the memory. "I aim to please."

Stacy shifted in her seat to face me better. "So, I'm dying to know... did you talk to my mom this morning? You guys were both up early."

I swallowed hard. No point lying to her. "Yeah, we talked."

"About?"

"About last night. About us. About the whole arrangement with Rob and Marcus."

Stacy's eyes widened for a moment, then she burst out laughing. "Holy shit, Duncan! You told my mother how we celebrated New Year’s Eve?"

My face burned. "She already knew! Or at least she suspected. She kept asking these leading questions, and before I knew it, I was telling her everything."

"Everything?" Stacy's voice pitched higher. "Like, everything everything?"

"Pretty much," I admitted, cringing at the memory. "I told her about the hotel room, the champagne, the double penetration, the horn thing... even about cleaning you up afterward."

Stacy covered her face with her hands, but I could see she was smiling behind them. "Oh my God. My boyfriend told my mother he licks other men's cum out of me. This is so fucked up." She didn't sound upset, though – more amused than anything.

"She was surprisingly cool about it," I said defensively. "Very professional, like a therapist. Non-judgmental."

Stacy lowered her hands, her expression softening. "Of course she was. We're close. Closer than most mothers and daughters, I guess. I've always been able to talk to her about sex stuff. She's a psychologist. She understands that sexuality is complicated." Stacy's fingers traced small circles on my thigh. "Plus, she had her own wild period back in the day. She never told me the details, but I get the impression she experimented with similar things."

My mind flashed back to Roberta's knowing smile when I mentioned the black leather chair at the Riverside Hotel. What exactly had she meant when she said some rooms had "specific purposes"?

"Anyway," Stacy continued, "I'm glad you two talked. It's better to have it all in the open, at least with her. Dad would probably have a heart attack if he knew."

I nodded, thinking of Steven's oblivious smile as he made eggs that morning. "Yeah, let's keep him in the dark."

We lapsed into silence for a few minutes, the only sound the soft hum of the car engine and the occasional passing vehicle. Then Stacy spoke again, her voice more serious.

"We've never really sat down and talked about the rules of our arrangement, have we? I mean, it just sort of evolved naturally."

I glanced at her, surprised by the sudden shift. "I guess we haven't, not formally. Does it need rules?"

"Every relationship does, especially ones with... unconventional aspects." She tucked a loose strand of hair behind her ear. "I think it might be good to get everything out in the open, make sure we're on the same page."

"Okay," I agreed, oddly touched by her concern. "What kind of rules do you want to establish?"

She thought for a moment. "Well, first, I think we should be clear about who I can see and when. So far it's just been Rob and Marcus, and always with you present. Is that how you want to keep it?"

My grip tightened on the steering wheel. The thought of her with men I didn't know, or without me there to watch, made my stomach clench with a mixture of jealousy and arousal. "I... I think I'd prefer to keep it to guys we both know and trust. And yeah, I want to be there."

Stacy nodded. "That works for me. I like having you watch, anyway." Her hand moved higher on my thigh, dangerously close to my growing erection. "What about protection? We've been pretty lax about that, especially with Rob and Marcus."

"Actually, I really love seeing that fresh cum pouring out of you?" I said, recalling how these bulls filled her orifices completely.

“I know, it’s so hot!“ she added with a smile. “The best part of this whole thing is to feel those huge loads inside me!“

She smiled, seeming pleased with my response. "And what about your limits? Is there anything that's absolutely off the table for you?"

I thought about this carefully. "I don't think I'd be comfortable with them hurting you – like, actually hurting you beyond some light spanking or hair pulling. And I wouldn't want them to force me to do anything sexual with them directly. I'm fine cleaning up after, but I don't want their cocks in my mouth or anything."

"Noted," Stacy said, nodding seriously. "Though I have to admit, the thought of you sucking one of them while the other fucks me is pretty hot."

My cock twitched at her words, surprising me. "I... I didn't say I'd never consider it," I admitted. "Just not yet."

"Fair enough." Her smile turned wicked. "Now tell me, Duncan. What parts of this whole arrangement do you enjoy most? I know you get off on the humiliation, but what specifically drives you crazy?"

I swallowed, finding it hard to put into words the complex tangle of emotions our cuckolding play evoked in me. "I like... I like seeing you completely lost in pleasure. Seeing you take these massive cocks that I know I could never measure up to. I like the feeling of being made to watch, being told I'm not man enough to satisfy you."

"Go on," she urged softly.

"I love when they make comparisons," I continued, my voice dropping to almost a whisper. "When they point out how much bigger they are, how much better they fuck you, how pathetic my dick is in comparison. It makes me feel so small and worthless, but in this weird, liberating way."

"And the cleanup?" Stacy asked, her cheeks flushing slightly. "You seem to really get into that part."

I nodded, too aroused now to feel embarrassed. "It's the ultimate submission. Tasting another man's cum inside you, knowing he's marked you in a way I never could. It's degrading and humiliating, but it's also like... like I'm reclaiming you somehow, proving that in the end, you still come home with me."

Stacy's eyes had darkened with desire. "Fuck, that's hot," she breathed. "You want to know what I love about it?"

"Tell me," I said, my mouth suddenly dry.

"I love the power," she said immediately. "Not just having multiple men wanting me, but having you all wrapped around my finger. The bulls think they're in charge, but really, I'm the one pulling all the strings." She leaned closer, her breath hot against my ear. "I love seeing you on your knees, Duncan. I love how hard you get when they humiliate you, how eager you are to please everyone in the room, including me."

Her hand finally found my erection, palming it through my jeans. "I love that I can fuck other men right in front of you, and instead of getting mad, you get harder than you've ever been in your life. Do you know how rare that is? How special?"

I was so turned on I could barely focus on the road. "I think we're pretty lucky to have found each other."

"We are," she agreed, squeezing my cock through the denim. "And we're lucky to have my mom's support, too. Not every mother would understand her daughter having bulls and a cuck boyfriend."

I laughed despite myself. "Yeah, that was definitely not a conversation I ever expected to have with my girlfriend's mother."

"And now that we do have her understanding..." Stacy's voice took on a dreamy quality. "There's so much more we could explore."

"Like what?" I asked, genuinely curious.

"Well, I've been fantasizing about a bigger group scene," she admitted. "Maybe four or five guys at once, all taking turns with me while you watch from the corner. Or maybe we could explore some public play – like me giving one of them a handjob under the table at a restaurant while you sit across from us."

My cock throbbed painfully against my zipper at her words. "Those both sound incredibly hot."

“Really?“ she asked. “What if I told you as a true cuck, you’ll have to pay for everything? Restaurant, hotel room, cab?“

“That just adds to the humiliation,“ I answered, looking straight at the road but playing these images in my head.

"What about you?" she asked. "Any fantasies you haven't shared yet?"

I hesitated, then decided to be honest. "I've thought about... about them making me wear a chastity cage. Locking me up for weeks at a time, only letting me out when they decide I've earned it."

Stacy's eyes widened, and a slow smile spread across her face. "Oh my God, Duncan, that's perfect. We could get you a little pink cage, make you wear it for a whole month. You'd be completely at our mercy."

"It sounds terrible," I said, my cock straining painfully against my jeans. "I want to try it so badly."

Stacy laughed, a delighted sound that made my heart swell. "You're such a perfect little cuck. I'm so lucky to have found you." Her hand squeezed my erection again, harder this time. "God, all this talk is making me so wet. And you're fucking rock hard."

I groaned, finding it difficult to concentrate on driving. "We'll be home in about forty minutes."

"I don't think I can wait that long," she said, her voice husky with desire. She looked around at the passing scenery, then pointed ahead. "Pull in there."

I followed her finger to see an abandoned motel just off the highway, its parking lot cracked and overgrown with weeds. The faded sign read "Pine View Lodge," though there were no pines in sight and certainly no view worth mentioning.

"Are you serious?" I asked, already slowing down.

"Completely," she said, her hand still working my cock through my jeans. "I need to taste you right now."

I didn't need to be told twice. I turned off the highway onto the crumbling driveway that led to the motel's empty parking lot. The place had clearly been closed for years – windows boarded up, paint peeling, nature slowly reclaiming the property. I parked behind what had once been the office, out of sight from the highway.

As soon as I cut the engine, Stacy was unbuckling her seatbelt and leaning across the center console. Her fingers expertly unbuttoned my jeans and tugged down my zipper. I lifted my hips to help as she pulled my jeans and boxers down just enough to free my aching cock.

"Look how hard you are," she murmured, wrapping her hand around my shaft. "Just from talking about being humiliated and locked up." She stroked me slowly, watching my face. "When's the last time you came, Duncan? Did they let you finish after cleaning me up last night?"

"Technically, yes," I admitted, breathing heavily as her thumb circled the sensitive head of my cock. "They made me jack off into a paper cup, but that was it."

"Well," she purred, lowering her head toward my lap, "I think you've more than earned it now. After everything you did for me last night, after being so honest with my mom this morning..." Her hot breath ghosted over my cock, making it twitch in anticipation. "I think my good little cuck deserves a reward."

Without further preamble, she wrapped her soft lips around the head of my cock and took me into her warm, wet mouth. I groaned loudly, my head falling back against the headrest as pleasure shot through my entire body. It had been so long since I'd felt her mouth on me – Rob and Marcus always insisted I watch without participating, and they rarely allowed Stacy to touch me sexually during our sessions.

"Fuck, Stacy," I moaned as she began to bob her head, taking me deeper with each downward stroke. Her blonde ponytail bounced with her movements, and I couldn't resist reaching out to tangle my fingers in her hair, not guiding her, just connecting.

She hummed around my cock, the vibrations sending shockwaves of pleasure through me. Her technique was flawless – she knew exactly how I liked it, alternating between deep, slow strokes and quick, focused attention to the sensitive head. Occasionally she'd pull off entirely to lap at the underside of my shaft, her blue eyes looking up to gauge my reaction.

"Does that feel good, baby?" she asked, her lips shiny with saliva as she stroked me with her hand. "Different from watching me suck Rob and Marcus?"

"So different," I gasped, my hips involuntarily thrusting up into her grip. "So much better."

She smiled wickedly. "I don't know any better. They're much bigger than you, after all." Her words sent a jolt of humiliating pleasure straight to my cock. "But you're mine, Duncan. My perfect little cuck boyfriend."

With that, she took me all the way into her mouth, her nose pressing against my pubic bone as she swallowed around the head of my cock. The sensation was too much after so long without release – I felt my orgasm building rapidly at the base of my spine.

"Stacy, I'm gonna cum," I warned, my fingers tightening in her hair.

Instead of pulling away, she doubled down, bobbing her head faster, her hand working the base of my shaft in perfect rhythm with her mouth. I couldn't hold back any longer. With a strangled cry, I exploded, my cock pulsing as I shot jet after jet of cum into her eager mouth.

Stacy moaned around me, swallowing everything I gave her, her throat working as she gulped down my release. Even after I was completely spent, she continued to gently suck and lick, cleaning me thoroughly until I had to push her away, too sensitive to endure any more stimulation.

She sat up, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand, a satisfied smile on her face. "Mmm, I've missed that. Rob and Marcus taste different."

"Better or worse?" I couldn't help asking.

"Just different," she said diplomatically, but her smile turned teasing. "Though they do give me a lot more to swallow."

I groaned, half in embarrassment and half in renewed arousal. "You're insatiable."

"And you love it," she countered, leaning in to kiss me deeply. I could taste myself on her tongue, a tangy reminder of what we'd just done.

When we broke apart, she settled back in her seat, looking supremely pleased with herself. "We should get home. I want a proper shower and maybe a nap before we tackle the rest of the day."

I tucked myself back into my jeans and started the car, feeling more relaxed and content than I had in weeks. As we pulled back onto the highway, Stacy reached over and took my hand, intertwining our fingers.

"I love you, Duncan," she said, her voice soft and sincere. "Because you understand me and accept me completely."

I squeezed her hand, overwhelmed with affection for this incredible woman who had unlocked parts of myself I never knew existed. "I love you too, Stacy. More than I ever thought possible."

The rest of the drive passed in comfortable silence, both of us lost in our own thoughts. But our hands remained linked across the center console, a small but significant reminder that no matter how many other men she might take to her bed, at the end of the day, we belonged to each other.
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​Cuckolded at the Wedding
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I woke up with a splitting headache, my tongue feeling like sandpaper stuck to the roof of my mouth. Stacy's warm body pressed against mine, her blonde hair splayed across the pillow like a halo around her angelic face. Fuck, we'd gotten married yesterday. The realization hit me again, along with fragments of memories from the reception – too many shots, Stacy grinding against me on the dance floor, her whispered promises of what she'd do to me later. But the night had ended with both of us passing out in her parents' guest room, too drunk to consummate our vows. Some fucking wedding night.

I tried to move, but even the slightest shift sent daggers through my skull. Stacy groaned beside me, her small perfect tits rising and falling with each breath under the thin sheet. Last night marked the first time in months we hadn't fucked. Usually, she was insatiable, constantly wanting my tongue, my fingers, my cock – or sometimes, when she was feeling particularly cruel, wanting me to watch as someone else gave her what she claimed I couldn't.

"Rise and shine, newlyweds!"

The cheerful voice sent fresh pain shooting through my brain. I squinted against the sudden flood of light as the door swung open. Roberta, Stacy's mother, stood framed in the doorway, looking impossibly fresh. Her blonde hair – the same shade as her daughter's – was styled perfectly, not a strand out of place. She wore an elegant little suit, tailored to showcase her still-impressive figure, and delicate satin gloves on her hands. The whole sophisticated MILF look was completed by the breakfast tray she carried.

"Jesus, Mom," Stacy muttered, pulling the sheet over her head. "Knock much?"

"Oh please," Roberta laughed, sweeping into the room like she owned it – which, fair enough, she did. "Nothing I haven't seen before. Besides, you're married now! Time to start acting like adults."

I managed to sit up, acutely aware that I was wearing only boxers. Roberta set the tray down on the nightstand, giving me a warm smile that held something I couldn't quite place. Amusement? Knowledge?

"Coffee?" she offered, pouring from a silver pot into delicate china cups. "Strong and black, just how you both need it this morning, I imagine."

"Thanks, Mrs. Chandler," I mumbled, accepting the steaming cup.

"Duncan, please," she said, laying a gloved hand briefly on my bare shoulder. "I told you yesterday, it's Roberta now. We're family."

The breakfast tray held toast, scrambled eggs, and some pastries that made my stomach lurch. But the coffee was good – strong and hot, exactly what my pounding head needed.

"Where's Dad?" Stacy asked, finally emerging from under the covers, her hair a tangled mess and last night's makeup smudged under her eyes. She still looked fucking beautiful.

"Already up and about," Roberta replied, perching on the edge of the bed with an ease that made me uncomfortable. "He had breakfast hours ago. He's gone to return the cake stand to the bakery and pay the servers from last night. Knowing your father, he'll probably end up bowling with his buddies afterward."

She smoothed her skirt, an oddly formal gesture for someone sitting on a rumpled bed with her hungover daughter and son-in-law.

"Which gives us the perfect opportunity," she continued, "to take those family photos we missed yesterday. Just a few nice ones in the living room by the fireplace."

Stacy groaned again, louder this time. "Mom, seriously? We just woke up. I look like shit, and I feel worse."

I glanced at Stacy, then at her mother. "Maybe later would be better?" I suggested, trying to be diplomatic. "After we've had a shower and—"

"No, no," Roberta interrupted, her tone still light but with a firmness I was learning not to argue with. "It needs to be in your wedding clothes. The photographer's already gone, and we didn't get any good shots of just the three of us with the cake."

"The cake's still here?" I asked, stupidly.

"Of course it is," Roberta smiled. "We barely cut into it before you two disappeared upstairs. There's plenty left on the coffee table."

Stacy sat up fully now, the sheet falling away to reveal her perfect small tits with their pink nipples. She made no move to cover herself, and I noticed Roberta didn't seem surprised or bothered by her daughter's casual nudity.

"Mom, I'm not putting that fucking dress back on just for a few pictures," Stacy said, reaching for her coffee cup. "My head is killing me, and that thing weighs a ton."

I sipped my coffee silently, watching the exchange. This was familiar territory – Stacy pushing back, her mother insisting. I'd seen it play out dozens of times over the past year. Usually, Roberta won.

"Language, Stacy," Roberta scolded gently. "And yes, you are putting the dress back on. It's important to me. To your father too."

"Dad's not even here," Stacy pointed out.

"He'll see the photos," Roberta countered. "Duncan, be a dear and help convince your wife, won't you?"

Both women looked at me, and I felt the weight of expectation. I'd married into this family yesterday, officially becoming part of whatever strange dynamic existed between mother and daughter. There was something in Roberta's eyes – a challenge? An invitation?

"It would be nice to have the photos," I said carefully, earning a betrayed look from Stacy. "We were pretty wasted by the time the photographer left."

Stacy threw off the covers completely and stood up, naked and magnificent. My cock twitched despite my hangover as I watched her stretch, her tight ass flexing as she raised her arms above her head.

"Fine," she spat. "But I'm taking a shower first."

"No time," Roberta said, standing up smoothly. "Your father could be back any minute, and I want these done before he returns. Just freshen up a bit in the bathroom and put the dress on."

Stacy looked like she might argue further but then just rolled her eyes. "Whatever. Let's just get it over with." She stalked to the bathroom, slamming the door behind her.

Roberta turned to me, her smile never wavering. "Your suit is hanging in the closet, Duncan. I had it pressed while you were sleeping."

I nodded, still trying to process everything through my hangover fog. "Thank you."

She lingered a moment longer than necessary, her eyes trailing down my chest to the obvious bulge in my boxers – Stacy's naked display had left me half-hard. "She's always been difficult in the mornings," Roberta said finally. "But worth it, wouldn't you say?"

Before I could formulate a response, she glided out of the room, closing the door softly behind her.

I sat there for a moment, trying to make sense of what had just happened. There was something off about Roberta this morning – not just her unusual formality but something in her eyes, in her manner. Like she knew something I didn't.

The bathroom door opened, and Stacy emerged, her face washed clean but her eyes still bloodshot. "Can you fucking believe her?" she demanded, stomping to the closet where her wedding dress hung. "Who the fuck cares about more pictures?"

I shrugged, getting up to find my suit. "It's important to her."

"Everything's important to her," Stacy muttered, yanking the dress off its hanger. "Fucking control freak."

I found my suit exactly where Roberta had said it would be. The shirt was wrinkled and stained with sweat from yesterday, but the jacket and pants looked freshly pressed. My stomach turned at the thought of putting the clammy shirt back on, but I didn't have much choice.

As I dressed, I watched Stacy struggle with her wedding gown. It was a beautiful thing, all white lace and satin, perfectly showcasing her tight, athletic body. She'd looked like an angel walking down the aisle yesterday – an angel all the guys in the room wanted to fuck, including her father's friends who'd leered at her throughout the ceremony.

"Help me with the zipper," she demanded, turning her back to me.

I crossed the room and carefully zipped up the dress, kissing the back of her neck as I finished. She smelled like sex and perfume, a combination that always drove me wild.

"Not now," she said, but leaned back against me for a moment. "Later, I promise. I'll make up for passing out last night."

"I'll hold you to that," I murmured, my hands sliding around to cup her small, perfect tits through the satin bodice.

She pulled away with a laugh. "Pervert. I'm fucking dying here, and you're still thinking with your dick."

"Can't help it," I admitted, adjusting myself in the uncomfortable suit pants. The shirt felt as bad as I'd expected, cold and stiff against my skin.

Stacy finished getting ready, stepping into her white heels and fixing the veil into her tangled blonde hair. Even hungover and hastily dressed, she looked stunning – the kind of girl guys like me aren't supposed to end up with. The kind who usually goes for guys like Rob or Marcus, her former flings who still texted her regularly, even though she claimed those days were behind her.

"Let's get this bullshit over with," she said, taking my hand. "Then we can go back to bed and fuck properly."

I nodded, but as we headed for the door, something stopped me. A feeling, a premonition. Something about the way Roberta had looked at me, about her insistence on these photos.

"What?" Stacy asked, catching my hesitation.

"Nothing," I lied, shaking off the feeling. "Just hungover as fuck."

She squeezed my hand. "Me too. Come on, the sooner we do this, the sooner we can get back to being disgusting newlyweds."

I followed her out of the room, unable to shake the nagging suspicion that something wasn't right. But with Stacy's perfect ass swaying in that white dress ahead of me, it was hard to focus on anything else. I'd married this incredible woman yesterday, this wild, sexual creature who for some reason had chosen me. Whatever Roberta had planned with these photos, it couldn't be that bad.

Could it?
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The living room of the Chandler house looked like something out of a home decoration magazine – Persian rug on hardwood floors, leather sofa and matching armchairs, antique furniture and original oil paintings on the walls. And there, in the middle of the coffee table, sat what remained of our wedding cake, the little bride and groom figurines still perched on top, smiling their frozen marzipan smiles. Everything looked so normal, so proper – the complete opposite of what I'd discover was really going on in this house.

Stacy trudged in beside me, her white heels clicking on the hardwood floor where it wasn't covered by the expensive Persian. She still looked hungover and pissed off, but somehow that just made her more beautiful – this raw, real creature in the pristine white dress.

"By the fireplace, I think," Roberta directed, already setting up her phone on a tripod. She'd clearly prepared for this in advance. "Stacy, stand between the men."

"There's only one man here, Mom," Stacy pointed out dryly, gesturing at me. "Unless Dad's hiding somewhere."

Roberta smiled that strange smile again – the one that made me feel like I was missing something important. "You know what I mean, dear. Now come along, let's get this done."

We positioned ourselves as instructed, with Stacy between me and her mother. I put my arm around my new wife's waist, feeling the stiff satin of her dress, while Roberta stood on her other side, still looking impossibly fresh and proper in her suit and gloves.

"Smile!" she called, using a remote to take several shots. I tried to look happy despite my pounding headache and growing unease.

"Now with the cake," Roberta instructed, moving us to stand behind the coffee table. She carefully cut a slice, placing it on a small plate. "Hold it together, you two."

Stacy and I dutifully posed with the cake, her fake smile matching mine. The whole thing felt strange – Roberta's insistence, the formality of it all the morning after a wedding, the way she kept checking her watch.

After a few more poses, Roberta finally set the remote down and looked directly at her daughter, her expression shifting to something more serious.

"You know, Stacy," she began, her voice carrying a note of disappointment, "I was very proud of how you handled the ceremony yesterday. You were every bit the beautiful bride. But I have to say, I was quite surprised by one thing."

Stacy sighed, clearly not in the mood for criticism. "What now, Mom?"

"You didn't invite your bulls to the wedding."

The words hit me like a physical blow. Did her mother just say what I thought she said? I looked between them, waiting for someone to laugh, to indicate it was a joke.

"Mom!" Stacy hissed, glancing at me. "What the fuck?"

"Oh, please," Roberta waved dismissively. "Duncan agrees with me on this. Don't you, Duncan?"

I swallowed hard. Yes, the thought had crossed my mind – Stacy's ex-boyfriends who still occasionally fucked her when she was in the mood for something rougher than what I provided. Inviting them to the wedding and seeing their knowing smile while I danced with my new wife was a crazy idea.

"I, uh..." I stammered, feeling my face flush.

"See?" Roberta said to Stacy. "I think he's quite excited by the idea. Aren't you, Duncan?"

Before I could answer, Roberta called out, "You can come in now, boys!"

The kitchen door swung open, and I felt my heart stop. Rob and Marcus – both completely naked, their cocks fully erect – sauntered into the living room with confident grins. Rob was tall and muscular with a farmer's tan and a thick, veiny cock that jutted out proudly. Marcus, black and powerfully built, had a cock that matched his imposing physique – long, thick, and intimidating.

"What the fuck is happening?" I whispered, though I knew exactly what was happening. This had been planned – Roberta's strange behavior, her insistence on the photos, her knowing smiles.

"Surprise, wedding present!" Roberta announced cheerfully. "I thought the happy couple deserved something special the morning after."

I looked at Stacy, expecting her to be as shocked as I was. Instead, her eyes were locked on the two naked men, her tongue darting out to wet her lips. There was no surprise in her expression – only hunger.

"Stacy?" I said, my voice barely audible.

She finally looked at me, a mixture of guilt and excitement in her eyes. "I didn't know she invited them," she said quickly. "But... fuck, Duncan. Look at them."

And I did look. I couldn't help it. Their cocks stood proud and ready, so much more impressive than my own. Rob stroked his lazily, a smirk playing on his lips as he watched Stacy.

"Heard you got married, princess," he drawled. "Come say hello properly."

The command in his voice was unmistakable, and to my shock and arousal, Stacy immediately responded. Without a word, she walked over to the two men and sank to her knees between them, her white wedding dress pooling around her on the hardwood floor.

"That's it," Marcus encouraged, his deep voice resonating through the room. "You know where you belong, don't you, girl?"

My cock hardened instantly at the sight of my new wife, still in her wedding dress, kneeling before two naked men. It was humiliating, it was wrong, and it was the hottest thing I'd ever seen. I should have been furious, should have dragged Stacy away, should have kicked these guys out of her parents' house. Instead, I stood frozen, my breath coming in short gasps as my erection strained against my suit pants.

"Duncan," Roberta's voice came from right behind me, startling me. I hadn't even noticed her approach. "Give me your hands."

Before I could process what was happening, she had grabbed my wrists, pulling them behind my back. I felt the smooth silk of my own necktie being wrapped around them, binding them together with surprising strength and skill.

"What are you doing?" I asked, though I didn't resist.

"Making sure you enjoy the show properly," she replied, her voice low and intimate in my ear. "That's what you want, isn't it? To watch your beautiful bride service real men?"

I couldn't answer, couldn't admit the truth – that yes, this was exactly what I wanted, what I'd fantasized about even as I'd proposed to Stacy, even as I'd said my vows.

With my hands secured behind my back, Roberta guided me to one of the armchairs, pushing me down into it. From this position, I had a perfect view of Stacy on her knees, her hands now reaching for both men's cocks.

"Good boys," Roberta said, though whether she was talking to the bulls or to me, I wasn't sure. "Now show Duncan what his wife really needs."

Stacy looked over at me then, her blue eyes meeting mine. There was apology there, but also defiance, and most of all, raw desire. She knew I was watching, knew I was bound and helpless, and it excited her.

"Is this okay?" she asked, her hands already stroking both massive cocks.

Was it okay? My brain screamed no, but my throbbing erection said yes. This was beyond humiliating – my wife of less than twenty-four hours preparing to service other men while I watched, tied up by her mother. And yet I nodded, a small, almost imperceptible movement that Stacy immediately recognized.

Her face broke into a wicked grin. "Watch me, husband," she said, before turning her attention back to the bulls.

Rob grabbed a handful of her blonde hair, messing up the carefully arranged veil. "Less talking, more sucking," he commanded, guiding her face toward his cock.

I watched, breathless, as my wife opened her mouth and took him inside. Her lips stretched around his girth, her cheeks hollowing as she began to suck. Marcus moved closer, his massive black cock brushing against her cheek as he waited his turn.

"Fuck, I've missed that mouth," Rob groaned, thrusting shallowly between Stacy's lips.

Beside me, Roberta perched on the arm of the chair, her gloved hand coming to rest on my shoulder. "She's quite talented, isn't she?" she remarked conversationally, as if we were discussing Stacy's piano playing or her grades. "Always has been, even as a teenager. So eager to please."

I couldn't tear my eyes away from the scene before me – Stacy, my wife, my beautiful bride, enthusiastically sucking another man's cock while a second waited impatiently. Her wedding dress, the symbol of our commitment to each other, pooled around her like a twisted halo.

"Does it excite you?" Roberta asked, her voice dropping lower. "Watching her like this? Knowing she needs more than you can give her?"

"Yes," I admitted, the word escaping before I could stop it. My cock throbbed painfully in my pants, begging for release.

"I thought so," Roberta said smugly. "You're the perfect match for her, you know. She needs bulls, real men to satisfy her physically. But she needs a husband too – someone who understands, who gets off on watching her fulfill her needs." She paused, her gloved fingers squeezing my shoulder. "Someone like you."

On the floor, Stacy had switched to Marcus's cock, her small white hands barely able to wrap around its girth. She moaned around him, the sound muffled but unmistakably one of pleasure.

"Look how happy she is," Roberta whispered in my ear. "This is what she needs, Duncan. What she's always needed."

And she was right. I'd never seen Stacy look so fulfilled, so completely in her element, as she did right now – on her knees between two dominant men, servicing them eagerly while her husband watched.

Rob had moved behind her, his hands groping her tits through the bodice of her wedding dress. "These fucking tits," he groaned, roughly pinching her nipples through the fabric. "Still as perfect as I remember."

Stacy moaned again, the sound vibrating around Marcus's cock as she sucked him deeper. She pulled off briefly, looking back at Rob. "Don't tear the dress," she warned, before returning her attention to the massive black cock in front of her.

"Always worried about the clothes," Rob laughed, but he moved his hands to her hair instead, gathering it in his fist and using it to control her movements as she sucked Marcus.

"She's always been particular about her things," Roberta commented, as casually as if we were discussing Stacy's childhood habits. "But she doesn't mind being treated roughly otherwise. Do you find that, Duncan? That she likes it when you're a bit... forceful?"

The question caught me off guard. Was Stacy's mother really asking about our sex life while we watched Stacy service two other men?

"She likes it rough sometimes," I admitted, unable to lie with the evidence right before us – Stacy eagerly taking direction from both bulls, allowing Rob to control her head with his grip on her hair.

"Of course she does," Roberta said, satisfaction evident in her voice. "She's her mother's daughter after all."

That statement raised a hundred questions in my mind, but before I could voice any of them, the scene before us escalated. Marcus pulled his cock from Stacy's mouth with a wet pop and nodded to Rob. In a smooth, practiced motion, they maneuvered Stacy onto the sofa, her wedding dress bunching up awkwardly around her waist.

"Time to get serious," Marcus said, his deep voice sending shivers down my spine. "Show your husband what you really need, girl."

Stacy looked over at me again, her lips swollen and wet, her eyes glazed with lust. "Watch me, Duncan," she said again, this time with even more intent. "Watch me get what I need."

And all I could do was nod, bound and powerless in the armchair, my cock straining painfully against my pants, as I prepared to watch my new wife get fucked by two men who weren't me – all under the approving eye of her mother.

"Perfect," Roberta whispered, her gloved hand moving from my shoulder to rest on the back of my neck. "This is exactly how it should be."

And in that moment, despite everything, I couldn't help but agree.
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My heart pounded in my chest as I watched my wife eagerly service both men. The wet, sloppy sounds of her mouth working over their cocks filled the room, punctuated by her moans and their grunts of approval. Rob still had his fist tangled in her blonde hair, controlling her movements as she bobbed up and down on Marcus's thick black shaft. The contrast of her pale skin and white wedding dress against his dark body was hypnotic – like watching a porn scene I'd fantasized about a hundred times, except this was real, and the star was my new wife.

"Look how she takes it," Roberta whispered in my ear, still perched beside me on the arm of the chair. "So much better than you ever got, isn't it?"

I couldn't deny it. Stacy had never sucked my cock with such enthusiasm, such hunger. With me, it was always perfunctory, a brief prelude before we moved on to something she enjoyed more. But now, watching her worship these two massive cocks, I realized this was her real passion.

Marcus gripped the back of Stacy's head, forcing her deeper onto his length until she gagged, her eyes watering. Instead of pulling back, she pressed forward, taking him into her throat, her nose pressed against his pubic hair.

"Fuck," Marcus groaned. "This bitch can really suck."

"The best," Rob agreed, guiding Stacy's head off Marcus's cock and toward his own. "Come here, princess. Show your husband how much you've missed this dick."

Stacy turned obediently, her lips shiny with saliva, and engulfed Rob's cock. Her technique changed for him – faster, more aggressive, her hand working the shaft while she sucked the head. They clearly had a history, knew what the other liked.

"She's been sucking his cock since high school," Roberta commented, reading my thoughts. "They know each other very well."

The casualness with which she discussed her daughter's sex life should have shocked me, but nothing seemed normal anymore. I just sat there, my hands bound behind me, my cock painfully hard, watching my wife alternate between the two men.

"Time to taste that sweet pussy," Marcus announced, moving behind Stacy and lifting her wedding dress up over her ass. She hadn't worn panties – something I discovered with the bulls. "Damn, girl. Still got the best ass in the county."

He gave her a sharp slap, the sound echoing through the room. Stacy moaned around Rob's cock, pushing her ass back toward Marcus.

"On the couch," Rob commanded, pulling his cock from her mouth. "Want to see you spread those legs."

They maneuvered her onto the leather sofa, arranging her so she was lying on her back, her head hanging off one end. The wedding dress was bunched around her waist now, revealing her bare pussy and ass to Marcus while Rob positioned himself at her head.

"Perfect," Rob said, upside-down to Stacy as she lay back on the couch. He slapped his cock against her face before guiding it back into her mouth, the angle allowing him to push deeper into her throat.

Marcus knelt between her spread legs, his large hands gripping her thighs. "Look at this pretty pussy," he said, his thumbs spreading her open. "All wet and ready for me."

Without warning, he lowered his face to her cunt and began licking her with long, deep strokes of his tongue. Stacy's whole body jerked at the contact, a muffled cry escaping around Rob's cock.

"He's always been good at that," Roberta remarked, her gloved hand now resting on my thigh, dangerously close to my straining erection. "Such a talented tongue."

I could only watch as Marcus devoured my wife's pussy, his dark face buried between her pale thighs, his big hands holding her open. Stacy was writhing now, her body responding to his skilled mouth, all while Rob continued to fuck her throat from above.

"She's gonna cum on your face," Rob told Marcus with a laugh. "She always squirts when you eat her out."

Marcus didn't respond, too busy working his tongue deeper into Stacy's cunt. I could see from where I sat how he was lapping at her, his nose pressed against her clit, his tongue delving inside her.

"Does she ever squirt for you, Duncan?" Roberta asked, her voice low and intimate. "Or is that a pleasure she reserves for real men?"

I swallowed hard. "She never has with me," I admitted, the words burning in my throat.

"Of course not," Roberta said, not unkindly. "Some things require a certain... expertise." Her hand moved higher on my thigh, almost touching my cock now. "But that's why this arrangement is so perfect. You give her what you can – stability, devotion – and they give her what she needs physically."

On the sofa, Rob had pulled his cock from Stacy's mouth and was now teasing her lips with it. "Lick my balls," he ordered.

Stacy complied eagerly, extending her tongue to lap at his heavy sac while he stroked his cock just inches from her face. The sight was obscene – my beautiful bride, still wearing her wedding veil, eagerly tonguing another man's balls while a second man ate her pussy.

"Such an obedient girl," Roberta commented. "She always did love to please."

Rob shifted position slightly, turning so his ass was now positioned above Stacy's face. "Rim me," he commanded, reaching back to spread his cheeks.

I held my breath, certain this would be the line Stacy wouldn't cross. But to my shock, she lifted her head eagerly, her tongue extending to lick at his asshole without hesitation.

"Fuck yeah," Rob groaned, pushing back against her face. "Get that tongue in there deep, princess."

Stacy moaned, the sound vibrating against his ass as she enthusiastically rimmed him. Her hands reached up to grip his thighs, pulling him closer as she worked her tongue against his hole.

"She loves that," Roberta told me, as if I couldn't see for myself. "Always has. There's something about the submission of it that gets her so wet."

Between Stacy's legs, Marcus had added his fingers to the mix, sliding two thick digits into her pussy while his tongue worked her clit. The wet sounds of his sucking mingled with the obscene noises of Stacy's tongue working Rob's ass.

"Look at her," Roberta urged, her hand finally making contact with my erection through my pants. "Look how happy she is servicing them both."

And she was right. Despite the degradation, or perhaps because of it, Stacy was clearly in ecstasy. Her body trembled, her thighs tensed around Marcus's head, and even as she licked Rob's ass, I could see the pleasure contorting her features.

"She's gonna cum," Rob announced, grinding his ass against Stacy's face. "Fuck her harder with those fingers, Marcus."

Marcus complied, his thick fingers pumping faster into Stacy's cunt while his tongue flicked rapidly against her clit. The combination was too much for her – with a muffled scream against Rob's ass, Stacy's body convulsed in orgasm. Her back arched off the couch, her legs clamping around Marcus's head as she came hard, her juices visibly flowing around his fingers.

Rob moved away from her face, allowing her cries to fill the room. "That's it, princess," he encouraged, stroking his cock as he watched her come undone. "Let your husband see how hard you cum for real men."

Marcus didn't let up, continuing to lick and finger-fuck her through her orgasm and beyond, pushing her into a second peak almost immediately. Stacy's screams turned to gasping sobs of pleasure, her hands clawing at the leather sofa as her body thrashed under his relentless attention.

"Too much!" she finally gasped, pushing weakly at Marcus's head. "Please, I can't..."

Marcus finally relented, lifting his face from between her legs. His chin glistened with her juices, a triumphant grin on his face. "Still the sweetest pussy I've ever tasted," he declared, looking over at me. "Your wife's a fucking delicacy, man."

I couldn't respond, could barely breathe. Watching Stacy orgasm so violently for another man – for both men – was both the most humiliating and arousing experience of my life.

Rob moved back to Stacy's head, his cock rigid and veiny. "My turn," he said, feeding his length back into her waiting mouth. "Gonna fill that throat with cum."

Stacy, still dazed from her intense orgasms, opened obediently, taking him deep again. Rob wasted no time, fucking her face roughly, his balls slapping against her nose as he drove in and out of her throat.

"That's it, Duncan," Roberta whispered, her hand now openly rubbing my erection through my pants. "Watch him use your wife's mouth. Watch him claim her."

I couldn't look away as Rob's pace increased, his thrusts becoming more erratic. Stacy gagged around him but didn't pull away, taking whatever he gave her.

"Fuck, I'm gonna cum," Rob announced, his face contorting with pleasure. "Take it all, princess."

With a final thrust, he buried himself to the hilt in Stacy's throat, his body tensing as he emptied himself into her mouth. He held her head in place, ensuring she took every drop, before slowly withdrawing.

"Don't swallow," Roberta suddenly commanded, leaving my side and hurrying over to Stacy. "Keep it in your mouth, dear."

Stacy looked confused but complied, her cheeks bulging slightly with Rob's load. Roberta quickly went to the coffee table and picked up a slice of our wedding cake, the one with the little bride and groom figures on top.

"Come here," she ordered Stacy, who carefully sat up, still holding the cum in her mouth.

I watched in disbelief as Roberta held the cake in front of Stacy's face. "Now, spit it onto the cake," she instructed.

Stacy hesitated for just a second before opening her mouth and letting Rob's cum drip out onto the white frosting. The thick white semen pooled on top of the cake, soaking into the frosting and running down the sides.

"Perfect," Roberta said with satisfaction, turning toward me with the cum-covered cake. "Now it's time for the groom to enjoy his wedding cake."

She approached me slowly, the defiled cake held out like an offering. I stared at it in horror and fascination – the pristine white frosting now marred with globs of another man's semen.

"Open wide, Duncan," Roberta said, her voice soft but commanding. "Time to taste the fruits of your wife's labor."

I looked past her at Stacy, who was watching me with a mixture of arousal and apprehension. She gave a small nod, her silent permission or encouragement, I wasn't sure which.

"Be a good boy," Roberta urged, breaking off a small piece of the cum-soaked cake and bringing it to my lips. "Show everyone how much you love what your wife does for these men."

I hesitated, my mind reeling at the depravity of what was happening. But my cock throbbed painfully in my pants, betraying my true feelings.

"It's okay," Roberta whispered, her voice oddly gentle. "This is who you are, Duncan. Embrace it."

Slowly, I opened my mouth, allowing her to place the cum-covered cake on my tongue. The taste was a strange mixture – the sweetness of the frosting combined with the salt and bitterness of Rob's semen.

"That's it," Roberta encouraged as I chewed and swallowed. "Good boy. You're making Stacy so happy right now."

I glanced at my wife, who was watching me with unmistakable lust in her eyes. The sight of me eating another man's cum from our wedding cake had obviously excited her.

"More?" Roberta asked, already breaking off another piece.

I nodded, unable to speak, and accepted another bite of the degrading treat. As I chewed, Roberta leaned close to my ear.

"You're the perfect husband for my daughter," she whispered. "So understanding of her needs. So willing to participate in her pleasure."

She continued feeding me the cum-soaked cake, piece by piece, while Stacy and the bulls watched. With each bite, I felt myself sinking deeper into my role – the willing cuckold, the supportive husband who got off on his wife's infidelity.

"I think he likes it," Marcus observed, stroking his massive cock back to full hardness as he watched.

"Of course he does," Roberta replied, feeding me the last bite. "That's why he's perfect for Stacy."

As I swallowed the final mouthful, I saw Marcus approach Stacy, his erection pointing straight at her. "Ready for round two, girl?" he asked.

Stacy nodded eagerly, her eyes darting to me as if seeking approval. Despite everything – or perhaps because of it – I gave a small nod. Her face lit up with pleasure at my acquiescence.

"Time to switch," Rob announced, moving between Stacy's legs while Marcus positioned himself at her head. "Let's see if your throat can handle a real challenge."

Stacy licked her lips, eyeing Marcus's enormous black cock with anticipation. "I can take it," she promised, opening her mouth wide in invitation.

As Marcus fed his cock into my wife's waiting mouth, I realized there was no going back. This was our marriage now – Stacy with her bulls, and me watching, participating in my own humiliation. And God help me, I didn't want it any other way.
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I watched in a trance-like state as Marcus sat down on the leather sofa, his massive erection pointing straight up. Stacy, still in her now-disheveled wedding dress, approached him with eager anticipation, her eyes locked on his enormous black cock. With Roberta's guiding hand on her back, she straddled him, positioning her dripping pussy just above his shaft. The contrast was striking – my petite blonde wife in white, about to impale herself on this muscular black man's massive member. My cock throbbed painfully in my pants as I realized I was about to watch my new wife get fucked properly for the first time in our marriage.

"Take it slow, honey," Roberta advised, helping to arrange Stacy's wedding dress so it wouldn't get in the way. "You know how big he is."

Stacy nodded, her breathing already heavy with anticipation. She reached between her legs to guide Marcus's cock to her entrance, the purple head disappearing between her swollen lips. With a deep breath, she began to lower herself, taking him inch by inch.

"Fuck," Stacy gasped, her face contorting with a mixture of pain and pleasure. "So big... so fucking big..."

Marcus gripped her hips, his large hands looking enormous against her small frame. "That's it, girl," he encouraged. "Take this dick. Show your husband what you need."

I couldn't tear my eyes away as Stacy slowly sank down, taking more and more of his massive cock into her pussy. Her mouth hung open in a silent scream, her eyes glazed with pleasure. It was the look I'd always wanted to give her but never could – that mix of fullness, slight pain, and overwhelming pleasure.

"She's been dreaming of this," Roberta whispered, returning to my side after helping position Stacy. "Ever since she met you, she's been comparing you to them."

The comment should have hurt, but instead, it sent a fresh surge of arousal through me. I watched as Stacy finally bottomed out, fully impaled on Marcus's cock, her small body stretched to its limit around his girth.

"Oh my god," she moaned, her head falling back. "So full... so fucking full..."

Marcus began to move, lifting her slightly before pulling her back down on his shaft. Each thrust drew a new cry from Stacy, her hands clutching at his muscular shoulders for support.

"Look at her take it," Roberta commented, her gloved hand returning to my thigh. "She's built for this, wouldn't you say?"

I could only nod, mesmerized by the sight of my wife bouncing on another man's cock, her wedding dress bunched around her waist, her veil still askew on her tousled blonde hair.

Rob moved behind Stacy, his cock rigid in his hand. "Time for the real fun," he announced, producing a small bottle of lube from somewhere and squirting it liberally over his shaft.

"Yes," Stacy breathed, leaning forward against Marcus's chest to present her ass. "Please, yes."

Rob positioned himself behind her, spreading her ass cheeks to expose her tight hole. "Been a while since I've had this ass," he commented, pressing the head of his cock against her entrance.

"Take it slow," Roberta cautioned him. "We want her to enjoy this."

Rob nodded, applying more lube to Stacy's asshole before beginning to push inside. The pressure caused Stacy to gasp, her body tensing around Marcus's cock.

"Relax, princess," Rob encouraged, pushing steadily forward. "You know you can take it."

I watched in awe as Rob's thick cock slowly disappeared into my wife's ass, stretching her in ways I'd never been allowed to. The sight of both men entering her simultaneously, filling her completely, was the most erotic and humiliating thing I'd ever witnessed.

"Oh god," Stacy moaned, her voice barely audible. "I'm so full... so fucking full..."

Once Rob was fully seated inside her, both men paused, allowing her to adjust to the double penetration. Stacy's entire body trembled between them, her face a mask of intense pleasure.

"Perfect," Roberta murmured, reaching for the wedding cake again. She picked up the small marzipan bride and groom figures from the top, now coated with Rob's semen from earlier. "Look, Duncan. Here's you and your bride."

She approached me with the defiled figurines, holding them before my face. "Open up," she commanded softly. "Time for the groom to join the celebration properly."

I opened my mouth obediently, allowing her to place the cum-covered groom figure on my tongue. The taste of sugar and semen filled my mouth as I chewed, my eyes never leaving the scene on the couch.

The bulls had begun to move in tandem now, establishing a rhythm that had Stacy crying out with each thrust. Marcus drove up into her pussy while Rob pulled out of her ass, then Marcus withdrew as Rob pushed forward. The coordination was perfect, keeping her constantly filled, constantly stretched.

"They've done this before," Roberta explained unnecessarily, feeding me the bride figure next. "Many times, with many women. But Stacy is special to them. Their favorite."

I chewed and swallowed, accepting this new humiliation as I watched my wife being used by two other men. Her cries grew louder, more desperate, as they increased their pace.

"Look at me, Duncan," Stacy called suddenly, her eyes finding mine through the haze of her pleasure. "Watch me... watch what I need..."

Our gazes locked, and in that moment, despite everything, I felt connected to her. She wanted me to see this, wanted me to know this part of her. It was twisted and perverse, but it was also strangely intimate.

"She's close," Roberta observed, setting down the empty plate and turning her attention to my straining erection. With practiced movements, she unzipped my pants and reached inside, her satin-gloved hand wrapping around my cock. "And so are you, I see."

The touch of her hand, even through the glove, sent shockwaves through me. I'd been hard for so long, watching my wife with these men, that even this light contact was almost enough to make me cum.

"Not yet," Roberta cautioned, sensing my arousal. "I want you to hold off until Stacy cums. Can you do that for me?"

I nodded, gritting my teeth against the pleasure of her stroking hand. On the couch, the bulls had increased their pace, slamming into Stacy from both ends. Her cries had turned to screams, her body shaking violently between them.

"I'm gonna cum!" she wailed, her face contorted in pleasure. "Oh fuck, I'm cumming!"

Her entire body convulsed as the orgasm ripped through her, far more intense than anything I'd ever given her. She screamed so loudly I was sure the neighbors would hear, her hands clawing at Marcus's chest as she rode out the wave of pleasure.

Rob, still thrusting into her ass, grabbed a handful of her hair and yanked her head back. "Take it, bitch," he growled, before spitting directly into her open mouth.

The degradation seemed to intensify Stacy's orgasm, her body trembling uncontrollably as she accepted his saliva, swallowing it eagerly before screaming again in pleasure.

"Beautiful," Roberta murmured, her hand working faster on my cock. "Look how happy you've made her by sharing her."

I was beyond speech, beyond thought. The sight of my wife in complete ecstasy, filled with two men's cocks, combined with Roberta's skilled hand on my own erection, had me teetering on the edge of my own release.

"Wait," Roberta said suddenly, releasing my cock and reaching for her phone. "I need a picture of this for the family album."

She stepped away, positioning herself for the perfect shot of Stacy sandwiched between the two bulls, her wedding dress in disarray, her face a mask of pure pleasure as Rob continued to hold her by the hair.

"Smile, dear," Roberta directed, snapping several photos in quick succession.

The absurdity of it – my mother-in-law photographing my wife being double-penetrated by two other men on our wedding day – should have shocked me. Instead, it only heightened my arousal, my cock throbbing painfully without Roberta's touch.

After taking the photos, Roberta stepped closer to the trio, reaching out to give Rob's ass a playful slap. "Good job, boys," she praised. "You're making this a wedding day to remember."

Rob laughed, the sound deep and confident. "Always happy to help," he replied, never breaking his rhythm as he continued to pound into Stacy's ass.

Stacy was beyond coherent speech now, her body limp between the two men as they used her, occasional whimpers and moans escaping her lips as aftershocks of her orgasm rippled through her.
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I watched helplessly as Rob and Marcus finally withdrew their thick, glistening cocks from my wife's ravaged holes. My wedding suit was creased and stained, my hands bound behind my back with my own tie, and my cock strained painfully against my pants. Stacy collapsed onto the leather couch, her wedding dress hiked up around her waist, her makeup smeared, and her chest heaving as she tried to catch her breath. The living room reeked of sex and sweat, and I couldn't tear my eyes away from my bride's thoroughly used body. This wasn't how most people spent the day after their wedding, but then again, we weren't most people.

"Mmmmm..." Stacy moaned as she lay back, her legs still splayed open. Her once-pristine white wedding dress was now stained with sweat, lube, and cum. Her blonde hair, perfectly styled yesterday for our ceremony, now stuck to her flushed face in damp tendrils. "That... was... fucking... incredible."

Rob, still naked and sweating, laughed and high-fived Marcus. His muscular body glistened under the living room lights, and his semi-hard cock swung heavily between his legs as he moved.

"Told you we'd give the newlyweds a proper send-off," he said, grabbing a beer from the coffee table. "Nothing says 'congratulations' like getting double-stuffed in your wedding dress, right, Stacy?"

"God, yes..." my wife mumbled, her eyes still closed in bliss. I could see a mixture of their cum leaking from her pussy and ass onto the expensive leather couch her parents had bought years ago.

Marcus, the gym owner, flexed his impressive muscles and grinned at me. "How you doing over there, husband? Enjoy the show?" His black skin contrasted with his white teeth as he smiled mockingly at me.

I nodded, unable to speak. My throat was dry, and my heart was still pounding from watching my new wife being taken by two men right in front of me. The humiliation burned through me, but my cock was harder than it had ever been.

Roberta, my mother-in-law, rose gracefully from the armchair where she'd been watching the entire scene. Her stylish dress and perfect makeup made her look more like she was headed to a charity function than supervising her daughter's post-wedding gangbang. She approached me first, her eyes warm but determined.

"Let's make this a bit more special, shall we?" she said, her voice soft but commanding. She reached for my left hand, still bound behind my back, and carefully slid my wedding ring off my finger. The gold band gleamed in the sunlight streaming through the windows.

I swallowed hard. "What are you doing?"

Roberta just smiled mysteriously and moved toward Stacy, who was still sprawled on the couch. Her wedding dress was bunched around her waist, and her thighs were slick with a mixture of bodily fluids. Roberta leaned down and gently took Stacy's hand, removing her wedding ring as well.

"Mom?" Stacy asked dreamily, her eyes fluttering open. "What's going on?"

"Just a little ceremony of our own, darling," Roberta replied, holding both gold bands in her palm. She gestured to Rob and Marcus, who moved closer, their cocks beginning to harden again at whatever they anticipated was coming next.

I watched, transfixed, as Roberta carefully pulled down the top of Stacy's wedding dress, exposing her small, perky breasts. My wife's nipples were hard and pink, still sensitive from the rough handling they'd received earlier.

With the precision and reverence of a priest handling sacred objects, Roberta placed my wedding ring on Stacy's left nipple, balancing it perfectly on the erect bud. Then, with the same care, she positioned Stacy's ring on her right nipple.

"There," she said, stepping back to admire her work. The gold bands glistened against my wife's pale skin, creating a bizarre yet strangely erotic sight. "Now, gentlemen, would you do the honors?"

Rob grinned and began stroking his cock, which rapidly grew back to its impressive full size. "Fuck, that's hot. You Chandler women really know how to make things interesting."

Marcus laughed and followed suit, his massive black shaft growing in his hand as he stroked it. "Damn right. Never had a mother-in-law direct the show before."

Roberta stepped back, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction. "Consider it my wedding gift. Now, aim for those rings, boys. I want to see them baptized properly."

The word "baptized" sent a shiver through me. This was so wrong, so fucked up, and yet I couldn't look away. My cock throbbed painfully against my wedding pants as I watched the two men position themselves on either side of my wife, stroking their cocks over her exposed breasts.

"Ready for your wedding gift, Stacy?" Rob grunted, his hand pumping faster.

My wife bit her lip and arched her back, pushing her breasts up toward their cocks. "Fuck yes, cover my rings. Show Duncan who I really belong to."

Those words stung and aroused me simultaneously. I pulled against my restraints, not to escape but in frustration that I couldn't touch myself as I watched.

"Uhhhh... getting close..." Marcus groaned, his muscular arm flexing as he jerked his huge cock over my wife's right breast, aiming for the gold band that symbolized our marriage.

Rob was right there with him, his face contorted with pleasure. "Me too... gonna mark those fucking rings..."

Stacy closed her eyes and stuck out her tongue, waiting. "Do it... I want it all over me..."

I held my breath, watching as both men reached their climax almost simultaneously.

"Fuuuuuck!" Rob shouted, his cock erupting in thick, white ropes that splashed across Stacy's left breast. The first jet hit the wedding ring dead center, covering the gold band in his semen. The next spurts landed on her breast, some catching on her wedding veil which was still partially attached to her hair.

"Shit, yes!" Marcus bellowed, his massive cock pulsing as he came. His cum was even thicker, covering Stacy's right nipple and the ring balanced there, before spattering across her chest and some reaching her face. A few drops landed on her outstretched tongue, which she eagerly swallowed.

Stacy moaned in delight, her body quivering as the warm semen covered her breasts, the rings, and parts of her wedding dress and face. The sight was simultaneously degrading and the most erotic thing I'd ever seen – my beautiful bride, defiled on her wedding night, our symbols of commitment literally covered in other men's cum.

Roberta clapped her hands together like a satisfied director after a perfect take. "Beautiful. Absolutely beautiful." She turned to me, her eyes gleaming with purpose. "Duncan, I think it's time for you to clean up your bride, don't you?"

Before I could respond, she was behind me, untying my hands. As the tie fell away, she guided me forward, toward my cum-covered wife.

"On your knees, Duncan," she instructed gently but firmly. "Show Stacy how much you appreciate the gift she's given you."

I didn't hesitate. I dropped to my knees in front of my wife, my cock still painfully hard in my pants. Stacy looked down at me with heavy-lidded eyes, a satisfied smile playing on her lips.

"Clean me up, hubby," she whispered. "Start with the rings."

I leaned forward, my heart pounding, and extended my tongue. The first taste of Rob's semen was salty and bitter as I licked it from the gold band on Stacy's left nipple. I heard him chuckle behind me, but I didn't care. All I could focus on was the task at hand, the humiliation turning into pure arousal as I lapped up another man's cum from my wife's breast.

"That's it," Roberta encouraged from beside me. "Make sure you get it all. Those rings are sacred now."

I moved to the right nipple, cleaning Marcus's thick load from the second ring and Stacy's breast. My wife moaned softly as my tongue worked over her sensitive skin, gathering every drop of the bull's semen.

"He's getting good at this," Marcus commented, watching me work. "Trained him well, Stacy."

My wife's fingers threaded through my hair, holding me against her chest. "He's had practice. Haven't you, Duncan?"

I nodded, my mouth too full of cum to reply properly. The taste was overwhelming, but I didn't stop until I'd cleaned both rings and most of her breasts. Some of the semen had dripped down onto the wedding dress, creating stains that would never come out – a permanent reminder of what had happened here.

As I finished, I looked up at my wife, her face flushed with satisfaction. She leaned down and kissed me deeply, tasting the mixture of both men on my lips and tongue.

"Good boy," she whispered. "I love you so much."

Those words made my heart swell, even in these bizarre circumstances. Stacy might enjoy being taken by other men, but I knew she loved me – in her own unique way.

“Now pull those rings back,” Roberta said like a perverted priestess. “Just like you did when you asked her to marry you,“ she added with a wicked smile and watched as I nodded, and pulled back the cleared yet saliva covered ring on my new wife’s ring finger. Stacy followed suit, pulling the other one on mine, and we shared a quick kiss while the two bulls cheered besides us.

Roberta wasn't finished with us yet. She knelt beside me, her hand moving to my crotch where my erection was still straining against my wedding pants.

"I think someone deserves a reward," she said, unzipping me with practiced ease. My cock sprang free, painfully hard and leaking pre-cum. "But we need to make it special."

She reached over to the coffee table where, incongruously among the beer bottles and lube, sat a box of leftover pastries from our wedding reception. She selected a cream-filled pastry and held it beneath my cock.

"Stacy, darling, help your husband," she instructed.

My wife, still lying back on the couch, reached down and began stroking my cock with her cum-slicked hand. The sensation was incredible after watching everything that had happened. I knew I wouldn't last long.

"Think about what you just witnessed," Roberta whispered in my ear as Stacy's hand moved faster. "Your beautiful bride, taken by two real men, their cum on your wedding rings. This is your life now, Duncan."

Her words pushed me over the edge. I groaned loudly as my orgasm hit, my semen shooting into the pastry Roberta held beneath me. She expertly angled it to catch every drop, the white cream filling now mixed with my own cream.

"Perfect," she said, carefully placing the pastry back in the box. "This will be your breakfast tomorrow at work, Duncan. A sweet reminder of your wedding night."

The thought of eating my own cum at my desk the next day should have disgusted me, but in my post-orgasmic haze, it just added to the delicious humiliation of it all.

Roberta stood up, suddenly all business. "Now, we need to clean up. Stephen will be home soon, and I hope you all agree he doesn’t have to know about our ... arrangements."

She handed Stacy a tissue. "Go shower, darling. You look like a thoroughly fucked whore – which is delightful in this setting, but not appropriate for lunch with your father."

Stacy giggled and stood up shakily, her wedding dress falling back down over her thighs, though the stains were clearly visible. "Yes, Mom." She kissed me on the forehead before heading toward the bathroom.

Roberta turned to Rob and Marcus. "Gentlemen, thank you for your services. The clothes you left in the guest room are still there if you want to shower before you go."

Both men nodded appreciatively.

"Thanks for organizing this, Roberta," Marcus said, picking up his underwear from the floor. "Best wedding after-party ever."

"Seriously," Rob added. "You Chandlers know how to celebrate. Let us know when they get back from the honeymoon – we should do a welcome home party too." He winked at me as he said this.

"Thank you," I found myself whispering to Roberta.

She smiled knowingly, patting my cheek with her clean gloved hand. "No need to thank me, Duncan. This is just the beginning. You're family now, and we take care of our own."

I began straightening my rumpled wedding suit, trying to look somewhat presentable despite what had just happened. Roberta put her hand on my shoulder.

"Duncan, there are clean clothes for you in the guest bathroom. And don't worry about the pastry – I'll wrap it properly so it stays fresh for tomorrow."

"Thank you," I managed to say, finally finding my voice. "For... everything."

She smiled warmly at me. "It's my pleasure. I'm just happy to see Stacy with someone who understands her needs." She lowered her voice. "And if you need any help during the honeymoon – advice, arrangements, anything at all – just call me. I've been where you are, in my own way, and I know how to make these situations work."

As everyone dispersed to clean up, I stood alone in the living room for a moment, taking in what had just happened. The room still smelled of sex, the leather couch bore wet stains, and somewhere in a pastry box was my cum-filled breakfast for tomorrow.

I had just watched my wife of less than 24 hours get thoroughly fucked by two men, had licked their semen from our wedding rings, and had jerked off into a pastry at my mother-in-law's instruction. And somehow, bizarrely, I felt content – even happy. This was the life I had chosen with Stacy, and despite its unconventionality, it felt right for us.
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The office microwave beeped, announcing that my special breakfast was ready. I carefully pulled out the warm pastry, watching as the cream filling – now mixed with my own cum from yesterday – began to ooze slightly from one end. My cock twitched in my pants at the memory of how this pastry had become "enhanced" – Roberta holding it under my cock while Stacy jerked me off, right after I'd watched Rob and Marcus thoroughly use my new bride. I glanced around the break room nervously, but none of my coworkers seemed to notice anything unusual about my breakfast as I carried it back to my desk along with my coffee.

It was surreal being back at work just two days after my wedding. The familiar fluorescent lights and bland cubicle walls were jarringly normal compared to what I'd experienced yesterday. I'd arrived early, partly from habit and partly because Stacy was still asleep when I left, her body exhausted from the pounding she'd received.

I settled at my desk and placed the pastry on a napkin, steam still rising from it. The box Roberta had packed it in sat to the side with a handwritten note: "Enjoy your special treat, son-in-law. A sweet reminder of your new life." My mother-in-law was nothing if not thorough in her commitment to our unusual arrangement.

As I sipped my coffee, vivid images from yesterday flashed through my mind. Stacy bent over the leather couch, her wedding dress hiked up around her waist, Rob's thick cock plunging into her ass while Marcus worked his massive black shaft into her pussy from below. The sounds she'd made – half pain, half pleasure – as they stretched both her holes simultaneously. The way she'd looked back at me with those glazed, ecstatic eyes while being stuffed full by two men who weren't her husband.

"Morning, Duncan! Back so soon? I thought newlyweds were supposed to take at least a week off."

I snapped back to reality to find my coworker standing beside my desk. He was young, maybe mid-twenties, stylishly dressed with perfectly coiffed hair and a friendly smile that always seemed just slightly flirtatious. I knew he was gay – he'd mentioned his boyfriend several times – but he was always respectful and kind.

"Oh, hi," I replied, trying to sound normal despite the pornographic images still playing in my head. "Yeah, we're saving our main vacation days for later."

"Smart! So how was the big day?" He perched on the edge of my desk, genuinely interested. "I bet Stacy looked gorgeous."

"She did," I nodded, smiling at the memory of my bride walking down the aisle in her pristine white dress – the same dress that less than 24 hours later would be stained with the cum of two other men. "The ceremony was perfect. Everything went according to plan."

Well, the ceremony had gone according to plan. What happened afterward definitely hadn't been in the standard wedding timeline distributed by our planner.

"Got any pictures?" asked another voice. I looked up to see another coworker approaching, coffee in hand. She was in her early thirties, a divorced mother of one who always dressed impeccably in form-fitting business attire. Today she wore a pencil skirt and silk blouse that highlighted her curves. She smiled warmly as she joined our conversation.

"Uh, not yet," I stammered. "The photographer said we'd get the proofs in a couple weeks."

What I didn't say was that the most memorable images from my wedding weekend would never make it into any official album. The sight of Stacy's wedding rings balanced on her nipples, about to be "baptized" with cum. The feeling of Roberta's gentle but firm hand guiding me to my knees to clean up after them.

"Well, I can't wait to see them," the woman said, leaning against the wall of my cubicle. Her perfume wafted toward me – something expensive and subtly sexy. "How's married life treating you so far?"

I took another sip of coffee to buy myself time. How to answer that? 'Great, I watched two men double-penetrate my wife yesterday while I was tied to a chair, then I ate their cum off her wedding rings'?

"It's... intense," I finally said, which was certainly true. "Still getting used to saying 'my wife' instead of 'my girlfriend.'"

They both laughed at that, obviously interpreting my awkwardness as typical newlywed adjustment.

"So what did you guys do yesterday?" the male coworker asked innocently. "Anything fun to celebrate?"

I nearly choked on my coffee. In my mind, I suddenly saw Rob's huge cock stretching Stacy's tiny little asshole while Marcus pounded her from below, her wedding dress bunched around her waist, her makeup smeared from sweat and tears of pleasure.

"Just... spent time with family," I managed. "Stacy's mom made us brunch."

That much was true, technically. After everyone had showered and cleaned up from the morning's activities, Roberta had indeed made brunch. We'd all sat around the dining table – Stacy, Roberta, her father Stephen (who'd been out running errands during the sex), and me – eating quiche and fresh fruit as if we hadn't all (except Stephen) been involved in a depraved sexual encounter just an hour earlier.

"That sounds nice," the woman said. "Family time is important. My ex never wanted to spend time with my parents."

While she launched into a brief complaint about her former husband, I took the opportunity to break off a piece of my special pastry. The cream filling – now mixed with yesterday's cum – was warm and slightly saltier than it should have been. The knowledge of what I was eating, right in front of my unsuspecting coworkers, made my cock harden in my pants. This was exactly the kind of twisted humiliation that got me off, that made my arrangement with Stacy work so well.

I chewed slowly, savoring the taste while nodding at appropriate moments in the conversation. Another flash of memory: Stacy on her back, legs spread wide, cum leaking from both her holes onto the expensive leather couch. "That... was... fucking... incredible," she'd moaned. The pastry cream slid down my throat, and I imagined it was Rob's or Marcus's cum instead.

"So when's the honeymoon?" the male coworker asked, bringing me back to the present.

I swallowed the last of my bite. "Summer. We're thinking Hawaii, but haven't booked anything yet."

What I didn't add was that I was already imagining Stacy flirting with muscular beach boys, perhaps bringing one back to our hotel room while I watched from the corner. Or maybe Roberta could suggest something even more perverse. The possibilities made me take another large bite of the cum-laced pastry.

"Hawaii is gorgeous," the woman said with a sigh. "The beaches, the sunsets... so romantic."

I nodded, my mind filling the word "romantic" with images completely different from what she probably meant. Romance for Stacy and me included her being filled by other men while I watched. It included the sting of humiliation and the thrill of taboo. It included pastries filled with cum.

"Did Stacy like the ring?" my male coworker asked, looking at the simple gold band on my finger – the same ring that had been balanced on Stacy's nipple yesterday, covered in Marcus's thick load before I licked it clean.

"She loved it," I said, twisting the band on my finger. "We went with matching simple gold bands. Traditional, you know?"

What wasn't traditional was how those rings had been christened. I finished the last bite of my pastry, licking a spot of cream from my fingers. The mixture of sugar, pastry cream, and my own cum created an intoxicating taste that sent blood rushing to my groin. Combined with the memories flashing through my head, I was now fully hard and uncomfortable in my office chair.

"Well, we should let you get back to work," the woman said, standing up straight. "Just wanted to say congratulations."

"Thanks," I replied, genuinely appreciative of their kindness despite my distracted state. "It means a lot."

"Let us know when those photos come in," my male coworker added with a smile as they both turned to leave. "I bet you two looked perfect together."

As soon as they were out of sight, I quickly drained my coffee and stood up, strategically holding a folder in front of my tented pants. I needed release, and I needed it now. I hurried down the hallway to the men's room.

Thankfully, it was empty. I locked myself in the furthest stall, leaned against the wall, and unzipped my pants. My cock sprang free, already leaking pre-cum. I closed my eyes and wrapped my hand around my shaft, memories from yesterday playing like a porno in my head.

I saw Stacy's face as both men entered her simultaneously – that mixture of pain, shock, and absolute ecstasy that I'd never be able to give her myself. "Fuck yes, fill me up!" she'd screamed as Rob and Marcus established their rhythm, one pulling out while the other pushed in, never leaving her empty for even a second. Her small breasts had bounced with each thrust, nipples hard and pink against her pale skin.

My hand moved faster on my cock as I recalled how Rob had grabbed her hair, yanking her head back. How he spat into her open, wanton mouth. How she'd moaned as Marcus slapped her ass hard, leaving a red handprint.

Each degrading memory had made my cock harder, as I jerked myself furiously in the bathroom stall. I remembered how Marcus's powerful thrusts had lifted Stacy slightly off the couch, how Rob had gripped her hips so tightly they'd left bruises.

I was getting close now, my hand a blur on my shaft. I remembered Roberta watching the whole thing with calm approval, directing the action like a perverted film director.

And then the moment both men had come, spraying their thick load on our wedding rings on Stacy’s tits. The sight of their cum leaking on her face.

"Fuck!" I gasped, barely managing to aim at the toilet as I erupted. Spurt after spurt of cum shot from my cock, the orgasm almost painful in its intensity. I bit my lip to stay quiet, my body shaking with release as the last drops dribbled onto the toilet water.

For a few moments, I just stood there, breathing heavily, my softening cock still in my hand. The reality of what turned me on – what made me happier than I'd ever been – was so far from "normal" that sometimes it shocked even me. But the evidence was undeniable: I'd just had one of the most intense orgasms of my life jerking off in a bathroom stall while thinking about my wife being used by other men.

I cleaned up, flushed, and fixed my clothing. As I washed my hands, I looked at myself in the mirror. I didn't look different than I had a week ago, before I was married, but everything had changed. I was a husband now – a husband who got off on watching his wife have sex with other men. A husband who ate pastries filled with his own cum. A husband who planned to make his honeymoon as perverse and degrading as possible.

Speaking of the honeymoon... I needed to call Roberta. If yesterday was any indication, my mother-in-law had a talent for arranging these scenarios. She understood this lifestyle in a way that suggested personal experience. What did that mean? Had Stephen watched while other men fucked her? Or was their arrangement something different but equally taboo?

Either way, I knew she could help make our honeymoon unforgettable. Maybe she knew someone in Hawaii who could join us, or perhaps she had suggestions for scenarios even more twisted than what we'd already experienced. The possibilities made my recently spent cock twitch with renewed interest.

I dried my hands and straightened my tie. Time to get back to work, to act normal for a few more hours before going home to my thoroughly defiled bride. Soon, I'd call Roberta and start planning the honeymoon. I couldn't wait to see what perverse ideas she might suggest, what new levels of degradation and pleasure awaited us in married life.
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I couldn't believe our luck when we boarded the first-class cabin to Hawaii. My new wedding ring still felt foreign on my finger as I guided Stacy to our seats, her blonde hair bouncing with each step. The honeymoon upgrade had been a surprise gift from her mother, Roberta, who seemed to understand our lifestyle better than my own parents ever would. As we settled into the plush leather seats, I noticed the muscular Black man across the aisle glance appreciatively at my wife's tight shorts and the curve of her perfect ass. A familiar twitch stirred in my pants—the same sensation I always got when other men looked at Stacy. She caught his gaze and smiled, a mischievous glint in her eyes that told me our honeymoon adventures might be starting sooner than expected.

"Champagne before takeoff?" The flight attendant appeared with two flutes, her uniform stretched tight across her chest. I nodded, taking both glasses and handing one to Stacy, who was already adjusting her seat to face slightly toward our neighbor.

"To marriage," I said, clinking my glass against hers.

"And everything that comes with it," she added with a wink that made my cock pulse with anticipation. Three months married and already I was hoping to watch my wife with another man. This wasn't typical newlywed behavior, but we weren't typical newlyweds.

The man across from us cleared his throat and raised his own glass in our direction. "Congratulations," he said, his voice deep and confident. "Honeymoon?"

"Is it that obvious?" Stacy laughed, twisting her new ring around her finger.

"The glow gives it away," he replied, his eyes lingering on Stacy's cleavage where her tank top dipped low. "I'm Jamal, by the way. Jamal Langston."

"I'm Stacy, and this is my husband Duncan." The word 'husband' sounded strange coming from her mouth, especially as she said it while eyeing another man. My cock twitched again.

"Business or pleasure?" I asked, trying to sound casual as the plane began taxiing.

Jamal's laugh was rich and genuine. "Always pleasure when possible. I run a chain of fitness centers, but I'm heading to Hawaii for a friend's wedding."

"You look like you spend a lot of time in your own gyms," Stacy observed, her eyes trailing over his broad shoulders visible through his fitted shirt.

"I practice what I preach," he replied, flexing slightly. "What about you two? Any plans for the honeymoon besides the obvious?"

Stacy glanced at me with that look—the one that asked permission without words. I nodded subtly, and she shifted to face Jamal more directly.

"We have some... unique interests as a couple," she began, her voice dropping to ensure only Jamal could hear her over the plane's engines. "Duncan and I enjoy exploring certain dynamics with other people."

Jamal raised an eyebrow, intrigued but not shocked. "Newlyweds with an open marriage? That's progressive."

"Not exactly open," I clarified, leaning forward. "More specific than that. I enjoy watching Stacy with other men. Particularly men who are..." I glanced meaningfully at his crotch, "...well-equipped."

The plane leveled off at cruising altitude as Jamal processed this information, his expression shifting from surprise to interest. "That's quite the honeymoon activity."

"It's how we express our sexuality," Stacy said, taking another sip of champagne. "Duncan really enjoys watching me with others, the harder the better. He jerks off like crazy!"

My face flushed at a memory—Stacy bent over, Rob's thick cock pounding her from behind, her eyes locking with mine as I froze in the doorway. My shock turning to arousal as I sank into a chair and freed my already hard dick.

"We've been exploring it for over a year now," I added. "I know it’s not usual, but... we really enjoy it!"

Jamal nodded slowly, his gaze intense. "And this is something you both enjoy? Not just him making you do it?"

Stacy laughed, the sound light and genuine. "God no. I love it. There's nothing better than being thoroughly fucked by a man who knows what he's doing while Duncan watches. The attention, the pleasure, the power of it all..." She leaned closer to Jamal. "And I love the contrast—the visual of dark skin against mine."

The flight attendant passed with drinks for the row behind us, glancing curiously at our huddled conversation.

"Any memorable experiences?" Jamal asked once she had moved on, clearly invested in the conversation now.

I nodded. "There was this guy, Marcus, from our local gym. He's the owner actually. He and Stacy had an arrangement for months."

"Tell him about the locker room," Stacy urged, her hand now resting on my thigh, dangerously close to my growing erection.

"Marcus texted me to come to the gym after closing," I explained, my voice growing hoarse at the memory. "When I got there, he led me to the men's locker room. Stacy was on her knees in front of three of his personal trainers, completely naked except for a collar around her neck."

"They'd already been at it for an hour," Stacy interjected, her breathing becoming heavier. "My jaw was sore, my pussy was dripping, and I had cum drying on my tits and face."

Jamal shifted in his seat, and I noticed the impressive bulge forming in his pants. "And you liked watching that?" he asked me.

"I came twice without touching myself," I admitted. "Just watching her serve those men, seeing how much she enjoyed being used like that."

Stacy's hand moved to cover Jamal's where it rested on his armrest. "What about you, Jamal? Ever been with a couple like us?"

He shook his head. "Can't say that I have, but I'm not opposed to new experiences."

The flight attendant announced that we'd reached cruising altitude and the seatbelt sign turned off. Stacy immediately unbuckled hers.

"If you'll excuse me," she said, standing up and making it as if to go to the bathroom. Instead, she leaned down to whisper in Jamal's ear, loud enough for me to hear: "I'd love to show you what I can do with my mouth."

My heart pounded as Jamal looked to me for confirmation. I nodded, my throat dry with anticipation.

"The bathroom's too small," Jamal whispered, glancing around the cabin. Most passengers were already engrossed in movies or dozing off.

"Right here works for me," Stacy replied boldly. "Duncan can keep watch."

I scanned the cabin. The flight attendants were in the galley preparing the meal service. Our section of first class had only a few other passengers, all either sleeping or wearing headphones. The risk made it even more exciting.

Stacy didn't wait for further discussion. She smoothly slid to her knees in the space between our row and Jamal's, hidden from the aisle by his seat. My breathing quickened as she reached for his belt, looking up at him with those innocent blue eyes that belied her filthy intentions.

"Your husband is right there," Jamal murmured, glancing at me as Stacy unzipped his pants.

"He likes to watch," she said simply, reaching into Jamal's underwear. Her eyes widened, and she bit her lip. "Fuck, you're huge."

I shifted to get a better view as she extracted his cock—thick, long, and impressively veined. Stacy looked back at me, her eyes gleaming with excitement.

"Look at this cock, baby," she whispered. "Much bigger than yours, isn't it?"

I nodded, swallowing hard. "Yes," I managed, my own painfully average dick straining against my pants.

"This is what a real man feels like," she continued, stroking Jamal's length with both hands. She turned back to him. "I need this in my mouth right now."

Without waiting for a response, she lowered her head, taking the swollen head between her lips. Jamal let out a low groan, his large hand coming to rest on the back of her head, not pushing, just holding her there.

I watched, mesmerized, as my young wife began bobbing up and down on a stranger's cock. Her technique was flawless—she alternated between taking him deep, her nose brushing against his stomach, and focusing on the head, her tongue swirling around it while her hands worked the shaft.

"Fuck, your wife knows what she's doing," Jamal whispered to me, his eyes half-closed in pleasure.

Pride swelled in my chest alongside my arousal. "She's had practice," I replied, discreetly palming my own erection through my pants.

Stacy pulled back momentarily, a string of saliva connecting her lips to his glistening cock. "His cock tastes so good, Duncan," she said. "Better than yours!"

Her words sent a jolt straight to my groin regardless. She returned to her task with renewed vigor, taking him deeper than before, gagging slightly as he hit the back of her throat.

I glanced around nervously, making sure no one was watching. The cabin was still quiet, the hum of the engines masking the wet sounds of Stacy's enthusiastic blowjob. Jamal's breathing grew heavier, and his hips began to thrust slightly to meet her movements.

"I'm close," he warned, his fingers tightening in her blonde hair.

Stacy moaned around his cock, the vibrations apparently pushing him over the edge. His body tensed, and I knew he was cumming as he pushed his cock balls deep into my wife’s eager mouth. Stacy didn't pull away; instead, she pushed down further, taking him entirely into her throat as he emptied himself.

I watched my wife's throat work as she swallowed every drop, her eyes watering but fixed on Jamal's face. When she finally pulled back, she made a show of licking her lips, catching a stray drop of cum on her finger and sucking it clean.

"Delicious," she declared, smiling up at him.

It was at that moment I noticed the flight attendant standing at the end of our row, a tray of drinks forgotten in her hands. Her expression was one of shock and disapproval, but she said nothing—likely unsure how to handle such a situation with first-class passengers.

Stacy noticed her too and calmly slid back into her seat, wiping her mouth with a napkin as if nothing unusual had happened. Jamal hurriedly adjusted himself, tucking his still-impressive member back into his pants.

The flight attendant finally moved on, her cheeks flushed, and I let out the breath I'd been holding.

"That was close," I whispered.

Stacy grinned, leaning over to kiss me deeply, the taste of Jamal's cum still on her tongue. "Worth it," she said when she pulled away. "Don't you think so?"

I nodded, my cock painfully hard in my pants.

Jamal looked at us both with new respect. "You two are something else," he said, shaking his head in amazement. "If that's how you start your honeymoon, I can't imagine how you'll finish it."

Stacy's eyes lit up. "Speaking of which," she said, reaching into her purse and extracting a business card, "why don't you give us your number? We'd love to continue this in Hawaii. Maybe in a more private setting."

Jamal took the card, writing his number on the back before handing it to me. Our fingers brushed, and a current of understanding passed between us—man to man, an acknowledgment of the unusual dynamic we now shared.

"I'd be honored to help you celebrate your marriage," he said, his voice rich with promise.

As I pocketed the card, Stacy squeezed my thigh. "This honeymoon is going to be even better than we planned," she whispered, her lips brushing my ear. "And I can't wait for you to clean me up after he's done with me."

My cock twitched painfully at her words, and I knew then that our honeymoon was going to be an adventure neither of us would ever forget.
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The hotel lobby was a paradise of tropical scents and soft Hawaiian music, but all I could think about was Stacy's hand in mine, her thumb absently stroking my palm as we waited to check in. We'd barely recovered from our adventure on the plane, her lips still slightly swollen from servicing Jamal, and I found myself already anticipating what the rest of our honeymoon would bring. Roberta had promised us the honeymoon suite—a luxury neither of us could have afforded on our own—and as the receptionist handed us our key cards with a knowing smile, I wondered how much Stacy's mother had told the hotel about our "special requirements."

"You're all set, Mr. and Mrs. Taylor," the receptionist said, her flowery lei bouncing as she nodded. "The Orchid Suite has been prepared according to your... specifications."

Stacy squeezed my hand tighter, and I felt my face flush. The way the woman emphasized "specifications" made it clear that this wasn't a standard honeymoon setup.

"Thank you," I managed, taking the key cards and guiding Stacy toward the elevator.

Our suite was on the top floor, with floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the pristine beach. The king-sized bed dominated the room, adorned with rose petals and—I noticed with a jolt—several discreet metal rings embedded in the headboard and footboard. A cabinet near the wall stood slightly ajar, revealing glimpses of leather and metal implements inside.

"Holy shit," Stacy whispered, dropping her carry-on and rushing to inspect the cabinet. "Duncan, look at this! Mom really thought of everything."

She pulled out a leather collar, several sets of restraints, and what looked like a riding crop. My cock stirred at the sight of my new wife handling these items with such excitement.

"We should call her," I suggested, sitting on the edge of the bed. "Thank her properly."

Stacy nodded, already pulling out her phone. She put it on speaker as it rang, sitting beside me and resting her head on my shoulder.

"Hello, lovebirds!" Roberta's warm voice filled the room after two rings. "Did you make it to paradise?"

"We did, Mom," Stacy replied. "The hotel is amazing. The suite is... well, it's exactly what we needed."

"I thought you'd appreciate the special accommodations," Roberta chuckled. "The hotel manager is an old friend. He understands alternative lifestyles."

My cheeks burned at the thought of Stacy's mother discussing our sexual preferences with hotel staff, but my embarrassment was quickly overtaken by gratitude.

"Thank you for the first-class tickets too," I added. "They, uh, made for an interesting flight."

"Oh?" Roberta's voice held a note of curiosity. "Do tell."

Stacy laughed, her hand sliding up my thigh. "Let's just say I made a new friend named Jamal. Duncan got to watch me thank him properly for being such pleasant company."

"Already starting the adventures!" Roberta sounded genuinely pleased. "That's my girl. Speaking of adventures, did you notice the card on the nightstand?"

I reached over and picked up a small envelope I hadn't noticed before. Inside was a business card with just a name—Kai—and a phone number.

"Who's Kai?" I asked, already suspecting the answer.

"He's a local who works at the hotel," Roberta explained. "He specializes in... dominant experiences. I thought he might add some excitement to your honeymoon."

"Mom!" Stacy exclaimed, but her tone was more impressed than scandalized. "You arranged a bull for us?"

"Well, you two have such specific tastes, and I want your honeymoon to be perfect. Kai comes highly recommended in BDSM circles. He's an expert at humiliation scenes—which I know you both enjoy."

My cock hardened at her words. The fact that my mother-in-law understood our kinks so thoroughly should have been mortifying, but instead, it was incredibly arousing.

"He usually works by the pool in the afternoons," Roberta continued. "Tall, Hawaiian, usually wearing a staff shirt with the sleeves rolled up to show his tribal tattoos. You can't miss him."

"We'll look for him," Stacy promised, her free hand now actively massaging my crotch through my shorts. "Thanks, Mom. For everything."

After a few more minutes of conversation about travel details, we hung up. Stacy immediately turned to me, her eyes bright with excitement.

"Let's change and head to the pool," she suggested, already peeling off her travel clothes. "I want to meet this Kai."

Twenty minutes later, we were settled on lounge chairs by the hotel's infinity pool. Stacy wore a tiny white bikini that left little to the imagination, her perky breasts barely contained by the triangles of fabric. I watched as men's eyes followed her when she walked to the bar for drinks, pride and arousal mingling in my chest.

"Looking for someone?" a deep voice asked.

I looked up to find a man standing beside our chairs. He matched Roberta's description perfectly—tall, muscular, with intricate tribal tattoos wrapping around his forearms where he'd rolled up his hotel staff shirt. His warm brown skin glowed in the Hawaiian sun, and his easy smile revealed perfect white teeth.

"You must be Kai," I said, extending my hand.

His grip was firm as he shook it. "And you must be Duncan and Stacy. Roberta told me to expect you."

Stacy returned with our drinks, her eyes widening appreciatively as she took in Kai's appearance. "Well, hello," she said, her voice dropping to that sultry tone I knew so well.

"Mrs. Taylor," Kai nodded respectfully, but his eyes traveled slowly down her body. "Roberta mentioned you might be interested in some... local experiences during your stay."

"Please, sit," I offered, gesturing to the empty chair beside us.

Kai glanced around the pool area. "I'm technically working, but I can take a short break." He sat on the edge of Stacy's lounge chair, his thigh brushing against hers. "Roberta explained your particular interests to me."

"Did she now?" Stacy raised an eyebrow. "And what exactly did she tell you?"

"That you enjoy being dominated while your husband watches. That you both appreciate the humiliation aspect." His voice was matter-of-fact, as if discussing the weather rather than our most intimate desires. "She also mentioned you're quite new at this—only been exploring for about a year."

I nodded, surprised at how detailed Roberta's briefing had been. "That's correct."

"You look like you need some sunscreen," Kai observed, nodding toward Stacy's pale shoulders, already turning slightly pink in the tropical sun. "May I?"

Stacy handed him the bottle without hesitation, turning to lie on her stomach and reaching behind to untie her bikini top. "Be thorough," she instructed him, which he accepted with an evil grin.

I watched as Kai poured the lotion into his palm and began spreading it across my wife's back. His large hands moved with practiced confidence, kneading her muscles as he worked the sunscreen into her skin. Stacy let out a small moan of appreciation.

"So, what are your limits?" Kai asked, his fingers dipping dangerously close to the sides of Stacy's breasts as he worked. "Everyone has them, and I like to be clear upfront."

"No permanent marks," I said immediately. "Nothing that would prevent us from enjoying the rest of our honeymoon."

"No blood or extreme pain," Stacy added, her voice muffled against the lounge chair. "But I like being restrained, spanked, called names."

"And what about you, Duncan?" Kai's eyes met mine as his hands slid down to Stacy's lower back, fingers slipping just under the waistband of her bikini bottoms. "What do you enjoy about watching your wife with other men?"

The directness of the question caught me off guard. "I... I like seeing her pleased in ways I can't provide. I like feeling... inadequate, I guess."

"Humiliation," Kai nodded. "That's common. Do you participate, or just watch?"

"Usually just watch," I admitted. "Sometimes clean up after."

Stacy turned her head to look at me, her eyes dark with desire. "He's very good at cleaning up messes with his tongue."

Kai smiled, his hands now openly massaging Stacy's ass under the pretense of applying sunscreen. "Would you be open to more direct participation? Being given tasks to perform while I'm with your wife?"

My cock strained against my swim trunks at the thought. "Yes, I would really love that," I whispered.

"Good." Kai stood up, wiping his hands on a towel. "Why don't we continue this conversation somewhere more private? My shift ends in fifteen minutes."

We met him at our suite half an hour later. Kai had changed from his work clothes into casual shorts and a tank top that showcased his muscular build. He carried a small duffel bag that clinked when he set it down.

"House rules," he stated, his demeanor shifting subtly as he closed the door behind him. Gone was the friendly hotel worker, replaced by something more commanding. "Once we begin, I'm in charge. If either of you wants to stop, the safe word is 'pineapple.' Clear?"

"Clear," we both answered.

"Stacy, strip and get on the bed, face down," he ordered without preamble. "Duncan, sit in that chair in the corner."

I moved to the indicated chair while Stacy quickly shed her sundress and underwear, positioning herself as instructed. Kai opened his bag and began removing items—ropes, a flogger, a small vibrator, and a larger dildo.

"Hands above your head," he instructed Stacy, who complied immediately.

With practiced efficiency, Kai secured her wrists to the headboard rings I'd noticed earlier. He then moved to the foot of the bed, spreading her legs and tying each ankle to the lower corners, leaving her completely exposed. I could clearly see from my chair her pussy glistening with her wetness from arousal.

"Look at your wife, Duncan," Kai said, his voice now stern. "Spread open for a man she just met. What does that make her?"

My throat went dry. "A... a slut."

"Say it louder. Tell her what she is."

"You're a slut, Stacy," I said, my voice gaining confidence. "My slutty wife."

"Your slutty hotwife," Kai corrected. "But right now, she's my slut. Isn't that right, Stacy?"

"Yes, sir," she moaned, already squirming against her restraints.

Kai ran his hands up the backs of her thighs, stopping just short of her pussy. "Tell your pathetic husband how wet you are for me already."

"I'm soaked," Stacy admitted, turning her head to look at me. "Wetter than I get for you, Duncan. His hands are so much bigger, so much stronger."

The words sent a jolt of pleasure-pain straight to my groin. I shifted uncomfortably in the chair.

"Take out your cock, cuck," Kai commanded me. "But don't you dare stroke it unless I say so."

I fumbled with my shorts, freeing my painfully hard erection.

"Look at that," Kai laughed, glancing at my exposed member. "No wonder you can't satisfy her." He turned to Stacy. "Is that what you've been settling for?"

"It's all he has," Stacy replied, playing along perfectly. "It's cute, isn't it?"

Kai stripped off his tank top, revealing a torso rippled with muscle. "Let's show your husband what a real man looks like."

He removed his shorts next, and I couldn't help but stare at his cock—thick and long, with a pronounced upward curve. It wasn't as massive as Jamal's had been, but it was still significantly larger than mine.

"Keep your eyes on this, cuck," Kai said as he positioned himself behind Stacy. Without warning, he brought his hand down hard on her ass, leaving a red handprint.

Stacy yelped, then moaned deeply. "Again, please," she added, looking into my eyes over her shoulder.

Kai obliged, spanking her other cheek with equal force. "You like being punished in front of your husband, don't you?"

"Yes, sir," she gasped.

"Tell him why."

"Because he's—ah!—not enough for me," Stacy managed between spanks. "I need a real man to put me in my place."

After turning her ass a bright red, Kai reached for the vibrator. He switched it on and pressed it against Stacy's clit, making her buck against her restraints.

"Look how responsive she is, Duncan," Kai said, his free hand stroking his cock. "This is what a woman looks like when she's truly aroused."

I watched, mesmerized, as Kai teased Stacy mercilessly. He would bring her to the edge of orgasm with the vibrator, then pull it away, making her whimper and beg.

"Please," she finally cried out. "Please fuck me, sir."

"Do you think she deserves my cock, Duncan?" Kai asked, locking eyes with me.

"Yes," I whispered, my own cock leaking pre-cum onto my thigh.

"Beg for it," Kai demanded. "Beg me to fuck your wife."

"Please," I said, the word catching in my throat. "Please fuck my wife with your superior cock."

"Come here," Kai ordered.

I rose on shaky legs and approached the bed.

"Get on your knees."

I obeyed, kneeling beside the bed where Stacy could see me.

"Take my cock in your hand," Kai instructed. "Guide it into your wife's pussy."

My hand trembled as I reached out, wrapping my fingers around his thick shaft. It pulsed in my grip, hot and hard. I positioned it at Stacy's entrance, feeling the heat and wetness of her arousal.

"Push it in," Kai commanded.

I did as I was told, watching as his thick cock stretched my wife's pussy. Stacy moaned loudly, her body shuddering as he filled her.

"Now back to your chair," Kai said. "Watch how a real man fucks a woman."

I returned to my seat, cock throbbing painfully as Kai began to thrust into Stacy. His movements were powerful and deliberate, each stroke drawing louder cries from my wife than I had ever managed to elicit.

"Is this what you needed, slut?" Kai demanded, slapping her ass as he pumped into her.

"Yes! God, yes!" Stacy screamed. "Fuck me harder!"

Kai increased his pace, grabbing her hair and pulling her head back. "Look at your husband while you cum on my cock."

Stacy's eyes found mine, glazed with pleasure. "I'm cumming, Duncan," she gasped. "He's making me cum so hard!"

Her body convulsed in orgasm, her screams of pleasure filling our suite. Kai didn't slow down, continuing to pound into her through her climax and driving her immediately toward another.

"This is what a real man does," he grunted, looking directly at me. "Watch and learn, cuck."

As Stacy approached her second orgasm, Kai addressed me again. "Stroke yourself now, pathetic husband. Show your wife how excited you are watching her get properly fucked."

I grasped my cock, stroking frantically as I watched Kai dominate my wife. It took only seconds before I was on the edge.

"I'm going to cum inside your wife," Kai announced. "And then you're going to clean her up like a good cuck."

The thought pushed me over the edge, and I came hard, spurting onto my stomach as Kai thrust deep into Stacy one final time, emptying himself inside her.

For several moments, the only sound in the room was our collective heavy breathing. Then Kai carefully untied Stacy, massaging her wrists and ankles where the ropes had left marks.

"Come here, Duncan," he said, his voice gentler now but still commanding.

I approached the bed on wobbly legs.

"Clean your wife," he instructed, pointing to where his cum was beginning to leak from Stacy's well-used pussy.

As I bent to perform my task, tasting the mixture of their essences on my tongue, I realized this was only the beginning of what promised to be an unforgettable honeymoon.
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It was our third day in Hawaii when Kai suggested we "experience some local culture." I knew immediately that whatever he had planned would involve more than just typical tourist activities, especially given the predatory smile he wore when he said it. My cock had barely recovered from our previous night's activities—Kai had spent hours teaching Stacy exactly how to edge me while he fucked her—but the thought of another adventure already had me half-hard in my shorts as we climbed into his sleek black SUV.

"So where exactly are we going?" Stacy asked, settling into the passenger seat. She wore a light summer dress that showed off her tanned shoulders and plunged just low enough to reveal the tops of her breasts. Her blonde hair was pulled back in a ponytail, making her look both innocent and fuckable at the same time.

"There's a comedy club near the north shore," Kai explained, pulling out of the hotel driveway. "They bring in mainland talent, but the local comics are actually the best. Thought you might enjoy something different after all the... physical activities."

I caught his gaze in the rearview mirror, a silent understanding passing between us. Even our "normal" tourist activities would somehow end up serving his dominant needs.

"Sounds fun," I said, trying to sound casual. "How long have you been doing this, anyway? The whole bull thing?"

Kai chuckled, one hand on the wheel while the other rested casually on Stacy's bare thigh. "About two years now. Got started when a hotel guest—an older guy, actually—approached me at the pool. Said his wife had been eyeing me all day and asked if I'd be interested in joining them in their room."

"And you just said yes?" Stacy asked, her hand now resting on top of his.

"Not immediately. I was intrigued, but cautious. I mean, I'd had threesomes before, but nothing quite so... structured." He turned onto the coastal highway, the ocean glittering to our right. "But then he explained their dynamic—how he got off watching her with other men, how he'd sometimes clean up after. The power exchange aspect fascinated me."

My cock pulsed at his words. Hearing him discuss our kink so matter-of-factly both embarrassed and aroused me.

"The first time was awkward," Kai continued. "I didn't really understand my role, you know? I was just fucking this guy's wife while he watched. But then I saw how he reacted when I took control—when I gave him orders, made him feel inadequate. It was like something clicked."

"How did you learn to be so good at it?" I asked, genuinely curious about his development as a dominant.

"Practice," he laughed. "And I met this guy, Vincent, who'd been a bull for years. He took me under his wing, taught me the psychology of it. How to read cucks, how to push just far enough without going too far. The balance of humiliation and respect."

Stacy's breathing had quickened noticeably. I could see her squirming slightly in her seat as Kai's hand inched higher on her thigh.

"Tell us about one of your favorite experiences," she suggested, her voice husky with arousal.

Kai smiled, his eyes on the road but clearly aware of the effect he was having on both of us. "There was this couple from Japan, about six months ago. He was a wealthy businessman, she was this tiny, petite thing—couldn't have been more than five feet tall. They'd been married for ten years, but apparently, he'd only recently discovered his cuckold tendencies."

I leaned forward, eager to hear more despite myself.

"They booked me for three nights," Kai continued, his hand now visibly under the hem of Stacy's dress. "The first night was all about breaking him down. I made him watch as I explored every inch of his wife's body with my tongue. She barely spoke English, but 'more' and 'please' seemed to be in her vocabulary."

Stacy let out a small moan as Kai's fingers presumably found her panties.

"The second night is when it got really interesting," he said, a devilish grin spreading across his face. "I brought a friend of mine—another bull—to their suite. Didn't tell them he was coming. The husband nearly had a panic attack when we explained we were going to double-team his precious wife."

"But he let you?" I asked, my own cock now fully hard in my shorts.

"Oh, he more than let us. Once we started, he couldn't tear his eyes away. We put her on the bed, me in her pussy, my friend in her ass. She'd never done double penetration before—you should have heard her screams. Not of pain, mind you, but pure fucking ecstasy."

"Jesus," Stacy whispered, her legs now visibly parted.

"The best part was watching her husband. He was on the floor, jerking his little dick, crying and moaning as we stretched his wife in ways he never could. When we both came inside her—at the same fucking time, I might add—he actually passed out. Just slumped over, cock still in hand."

I couldn't help but picture the scene—the tiny Japanese woman impaled on two thick cocks, her husband reduced to a masturbating puddle on the floor. The image made my own cock throb painfully.

"What about cum?" Stacy asked suddenly. "Do you make a lot of wives swallow?"

Kai laughed. "It's practically my calling card at this point. I've trained couples where the wife will take my load, then snowball it into her husband's mouth. One woman, this hot Puerto Rican MILF, she literally begged for it. 'Please cum in my mouth, papi,' she kept saying. 'I want to taste you.'"

His impression of the woman made Stacy giggle, her hand now openly rubbing his crotch. I could see the bulge forming in his shorts.

"And then?" I prompted, both ashamed and desperate to hear more.

"And then I painted her tongue white. Filled her mouth until she couldn't swallow fast enough. Then I turned her to her husband, made her open wide, and show him what a real man's load looks like before she swallowed it all down."

The car fell silent for a moment, save for our heavy breathing. I could feel my heartbeat in my cock, a persistent throbbing that demanded attention.

"We're here," Kai announced, pulling into a parking lot beside a modern-looking building. The theater was dimly lit and intimate, with small tables arranged in tiers facing the stage. Kai led us to a table near the back, positioning Stacy between us. A waitress brought us drinks—strong Mai Tais that Kai ordered without consulting us.

The lights dimmed further as the emcee took the stage, introducing the first comic. Kai's hand disappeared under the table, and I saw Stacy's breath catch. Throughout the first performer's set, he whispered things in her ear that I couldn't hear, but I could see their effect on my wife—her nipples hardening visibly through her dress, her thighs pressing together then relaxing.

During the break between comics, Kai leaned over to both of us. "Stacy, take off your panties. Now."

She hesitated only briefly before reaching under her dress and sliding her thong down her legs. With trembling hands, she balled the lacy fabric up and placed it on the table.

"Not there," Kai corrected. "Give them to your husband."

Stacy passed her underwear to me, the material still warm and visibly damp in the center. I clutched them in my fist, the musky scent of her arousal reaching my nostrils.

"Put them in your pocket, cuck," Kai ordered quietly. "I want you to smell her pussy on your hands all night."

I did as I was told, stuffing the panties into my pocket just as the lights dimmed again for the second comic. This performer was a local, his jokes filled with Hawaiian references that had the crowd roaring. I barely heard any of it, too focused on what was happening at our table.

Kai had moved his chair closer to Stacy's, his arm now openly around her shoulders. His other hand was somewhere under the table, and from Stacy's flushed face and slightly parted lips, I knew exactly where.

"Touch yourself," he whispered to her, loud enough for me to hear. "Let me see how wet you are for me."

In the darkness of the back table, Stacy's hand disappeared beneath her dress. I watched in awe as my wife began pleasuring herself in public, her eyes half-closed, her breathing shallow. After a minute, Kai grabbed her wrist, pulling her hand up. Her fingers glistened with her arousal.

"Taste yourself," he commanded.

Stacy put her fingers in her mouth, sucking them clean with a soft moan that was thankfully covered by a burst of laughter from the audience.

Kai then took her hand, guiding her still-wet fingers to his own mouth. He locked eyes with me as he sucked each digit clean, making a show of savoring my wife's taste. My cock strained painfully against my shorts, begging for release.

When the comic finished his set, there was a brief intermission. Waiters circulated with trays of fruit and appetizers. Kai snagged a large slice of pineapple from a passing tray, examining it with a mischievous glint in his eye.

"Both of you, follow me," he ordered, standing up. "I need to show you something backstage."

We followed him through a side door marked "Staff Only" and down a narrow hallway. The sounds of the audience grew fainter as he led us deeper into the building, finally stopping at a door labeled "Storage."

"In here," he said, ushering us inside and closing the door behind us.

The room was dimly lit by a single bulb, stacked with boxes of liquor and theater supplies. Kai wasted no time, pushing Stacy against a stack of crates.

"Bend over," he commanded.

Stacy complied immediately, bending at the waist and bracing herself against the wooden boxes. Kai flipped her dress up, revealing her bare ass and pussy to both of us.

"Look at how wet your wife is, Duncan," he said, running a finger along her slit. "Soaking for me. Has she ever been this wet for you?"

"No," I admitted, the word catching in my throat.

Kai dropped to his knees behind Stacy, spreading her ass cheeks with his hands. "I'm going to eat your ass, slut. You'd like that, wouldn't you?"

"God, yes," Stacy moaned, pushing back against him.

I watched in fascinated arousal as Kai buried his face between my wife's cheeks, his tongue darting out to lick her most private opening. Stacy's moans grew louder, her fingers gripping the edge of the crate until her knuckles turned white.

"Fuck, that feels amazing," she gasped.

After thoroughly wetting her asshole with his tongue, Kai stood up and reached for the pineapple slice he'd placed on a nearby tray. He pressed the flat slice against her puckered hole, slowly working it in. The juice ran down her thighs as the fruit disappeared inside her. "There's a good slut. Taking whatever I give you."

Stacy whimpered, her body trembling as she adjusted to the foreign object.

"Now, let's see how well you can keep that inside while I fuck your pussy," Kai said, unbuckling his pants. His cock sprang free—thick, veined, and already leaking pre-cum. "Duncan, come closer. I want you to see every detail of this."

I moved to the side, where I could see both Stacy's face and Kai's cock as he positioned himself at her entrance. With one powerful thrust, he buried himself inside her. Stacy screamed in pleasure, the sound coinciding perfectly with a burst of applause from the audience above us.

"You like that, don't you?" Kai grunted, establishing a brutal rhythm. "Like being fucked by a real cock while your husband watches?"

"Yes!" Stacy cried out. "God, yes! Harder!"

Kai obliged, his hips slamming against her ass with each thrust. I could see the pineapple slice shifting with each impact, juice and her natural wetness dripping down her inner thighs. The sight was debauched and filthy, and I couldn't look away.

"Your wife's pussy feels fucking amazing," Kai said to me, never slowing his pace. "Tight and wet. Made for big, hard cocks like mine."

I nodded mutely, my hand instinctively reaching for my own erection.

"Don't you dare touch yourself," Kai snapped, noticing my movement. "You'll get your turn to participate soon enough."

I dropped my hand, watching helplessly as Kai continued to pound my wife. Stacy's moans grew louder, her body tensing in that familiar way that told me she was close to orgasm.

"I'm cumming!" she finally cried out, her body convulsing around Kai's cock. "Oh fuck, I'm cumming so hard!"

Her scream of pleasure aligned perfectly with the audience's laughter above us, as if the entire theater was applauding her climax. Kai slowed his thrusts, allowing her to ride out her orgasm before pulling out. His cock gleamed with her juices, still rock hard and unsatisfied.

"Now for your participation, cuck," Kai said, turning to me. "Get on your knees and take that pineapple out of your wife's ass. With your mouth."

I hesitated, the degradation of the act hitting me full force. But the throbbing in my pants and the desire to please both of them pushed me forward. I dropped to my knees behind Stacy, facing her spread ass and the partially visible fruit.

"Do it," Kai ordered. "Show your wife what a good cuck you are."

I leaned forward, grasping the edge of the pineapple slice with my lips. It tasted of fruit, musk, and something uniquely Stacy. I pulled gently, extracting it from her hole as she moaned above me. Once I had it fully in my mouth, I didn't know what to do.

"Chew and swallow it," Kai commanded, his voice leaving no room for disobedience.

The slice was soft and soaked with Stacy's essence. I chewed it slowly, the tangy sweetness mixing with the earthier taste of my wife's most intimate area. I swallowed, the act feeling like a sacred ritual of submission.

"Good boy," Kai praised, patting my head like a dog. "Now watch as I fuck your wife's ass."

He positioned his cock at Stacy's now empty hole, pressing forward slowly but insistently. Stacy gasped, her hands gripping the crate tighter as he breached her.

"So fucking tight," Kai groaned, pushing deeper. "Your husband's little dick could never fill you like this, could it?"

"No," Stacy moaned, her voice strained but eager. "You're so much bigger. So much better."

I watched in awe as Kai's thick shaft disappeared into my wife's ass, stretching her in ways I never could. He established a steady rhythm, each thrust drawing a deep moan from Stacy's lips.

"I'm going to fill your ass with cum," Kai announced after several minutes of relentless pounding. "Going to shoot so deep inside you that you'll feel me for days."

"Please," Stacy begged. "Cum in me. Fill me up!"

Kai's movements became erratic, his breathing harsh as he approached his climax. With a final, powerful thrust, he buried himself to the hilt in Stacy's ass, his body tensing as he emptied himself inside her.

"Fuck!" he groaned, grinding his hips against her as he pumped her full of his seed.

When he finally pulled out, his cum immediately began leaking from Stacy's gaping asshole, dripping down toward her pussy.

"Clean her up, cuck," Kai ordered, tucking himself back into his pants. "Every last drop."

Without hesitation, I moved forward, pressing my tongue against Stacy's abused hole. The taste was bitter and salty—Kai's essence mixed with the lingering sweetness of pineapple. I lapped eagerly, cleaning every drop from her ass and thighs as she sighed contentedly above me.

"That's it," Kai encouraged. "Swallow another man's cum from your wife's ass like a good little cuck."

I did exactly that, the humiliation of the act only intensifying my arousal. When I finally finished, my face was slick with a mixture of saliva, cum, and pineapple juice. I sat back on my heels, looking up at Kai for approval.

"Not bad," he said with a smirk. "We'll make a proper cuck out of you yet."

Stacy turned around, her face flushed and her dress disheveled. She looked thoroughly fucked and absolutely glowing with satisfaction. "You were amazing," she said, cupping my face in her hands. "I love watching you serve like that."

The praise, even in the context of my humiliation, made my heart swell with pride. Kai checked his watch. "We should get back. The headline comic is about to start."

As we made our way back to our table, smoothing our clothes and trying to look normal, I couldn't help but feel a profound sense of rightness about our arrangement. The taste of Kai's cum and pineapple still lingered on my tongue—a reminder of my place and my purpose. And from the way Stacy clung to my arm, her eyes shining with love and satisfaction, I knew she felt the same.

We settled back into our seats just as the headline comic took the stage. Under the table, Stacy reached for my hand, squeezing it tightly.

"Thank you," she whispered. "For everything."

I squeezed back, my heart full. "Anything for you," I replied. And I meant it. Anything at all.
4

The airport terminal buzzed with activity around us, but all I could focus on was Stacy's head resting on my shoulder, her soft blonde hair tickling my neck as she dozed. The past week had left us both exhausted in the most satisfying way possible. She wore a high-necked shirt to hide the collar marks and hickeys that decorated her neck and chest—souvenirs from our final night with Kai and Jamal. My phone felt heavy in my hand as I scrolled to Roberta's number, my thumb hovering over the call button. I glanced at our boarding passes: still forty-five minutes until we needed to line up. Plenty of time to properly thank my mother-in-law for arranging what had become the sexual adventure of our lives.

I pressed call, careful not to disturb Stacy. Roberta answered on the third ring, her voice warm and familiar.

"Duncan! I was hoping to hear from you before you boarded. How was the rest of your honeymoon?"

I glanced at my sleeping wife, her lips slightly parted, a small bruise visible just below her ear where Kai had bitten her the night before.

"It was incredible, Roberta. Seriously, we can't thank you enough. Not just for the hotel and flights, but for... everything else."

She chuckled softly. "I take it you met Kai, then?"

"We did." I lowered my voice, conscious of other travelers nearby. "And we reconnected with Jamal from the flight. Actually, that's why I'm calling. I wanted to thank you properly and let you know just how... productive your arrangements were."

"Oh?" I could hear the interest in her voice. "Is Stacy there? Can I talk to her?"

"She's sleeping beside me," I explained, watching my wife's chest rise and fall with each breath. "Completely worn out. We had a particularly intense final night."

"I'd love to hear about it," Roberta said, her tone shifting slightly. "If you're comfortable sharing, of course."

My cock twitched at the invitation. There was something undeniably erotic about describing my wife's sexual exploits to her own mother, especially knowing that Roberta not only approved but had helped facilitate them.

"Well," I began, shifting in my seat and angling away from the nearest passengers, "it started when I texted Jamal yesterday afternoon. You may recall him as our company on the plane here."

"Mhm," Roberta hummed encouragingly.

"So I arranged for him to get into our hotel. When we got to our room after dinner, both Jamal and Kai were waiting for us."

The memory flashed vividly in my mind: opening our suite door to find the two muscular men sitting casually on our couch, Stacy's sharp intake of breath beside me, the immediate tension that filled the air.

"Rather than being competitive, they decided to collaborate," Roberta surmised, and I could almost hear her smile.

"Exactly." I glanced around again, making sure no one was paying attention to my conversation. "Stacy was wearing this little sundress—no underwear, like you suggested—and they made her stand in the middle of the room while they explained what they had planned."

"Which was?" Roberta prompted when I paused.

I swallowed hard. "They wanted to... use her together. Make her serve both of them at once while I watched." My voice had dropped to barely above a whisper. "They told her to strip right there, which she did without hesitation. Then Kai pulled out this leather collar—"

"The one I sent to you?" Roberta interjected.

"Yes. He fastened it around her neck, attached a leash, and handed it to Jamal." The image made my breath catch: my naked wife, collared and leashed, standing between two powerful men. "Then they had her kneel and... service them both, alternating between them while they compared notes on her technique."

"And you?" Roberta asked. "What were you doing during this?"

"They ordered me to sit in the corner chair.”

“Ah, the... cuck chair, right?“

“Exactly,“ I nodded, looking at the news stand of the airport. “I wasn't allowed to touch myself or speak unless spoken to." The humiliation of that moment washed over me again, sending another pulse of arousal through my groin. "They kept asking Stacy which of them had the better cock, which tasted better, making her rate them while looking at me."

"And did she have a preference?"

I closed my eyes, remembering. "She said Jamal was thicker, but Kai knew exactly how to use what he had. They found that hilarious."

A flight announcement blared over the speakers, and I waited for it to finish before continuing.

"After she'd gotten them both fully hard, Kai took her to the bed. He—" I paused, choosing my words carefully despite being explicit. "He positioned her on all fours and entered her from behind while Jamal stood at the head of the bed so she could... use her mouth on him."

"They spit-roasted her," Roberta said matter-of-factly, the crude term sounding strange in her sophisticated voice.

"Yes." I was grateful she'd said it so I didn't have to. "And they weren't gentle about it. Kai was pounding her so hard that she kept gagging on Jamal, but she loved every second of it. She kept moaning that she'd never been so full, never been used so thoroughly."

I remembered watching my wife impaled at both ends, her body jerking with each powerful thrust from Kai, Jamal's hands gripping her hair to control her movements. The sounds she made—part moan, part choke—had been unlike anything I'd heard from her before.

"At one point," I continued, my voice growing hoarse, "Jamal looked directly at me and said, 'Your wife sucks cock better than any woman I've ever met. What does that say about you, letting her practice on so many men?'"

"And how did that make you feel?" Roberta asked, her psychologist training evident in the question.

"Humiliated. Aroused. Proud, in a strange way," I admitted. "It was so hard it hurt, but they wouldn't let me touch myself yet."

A woman walking past gave me an odd look, and I realized my face was flushed. I turned further toward the window before continuing.

"After Stacy came the first time—Kai made sure of that before he finished—they switched positions. Jamal laid on his back and had Stacy ride him. His cock is... substantial." I cleared my throat. "Stacy was facing away from him, toward me, so I could see everything—see him stretching her open."

"And then?" Roberta prompted when I hesitated.

"Kai stood in front of her, and she started using her mouth on him again. But then he had another idea." I lowered my voice even further. "He told Jamal to hold her still, and he began to... prepare her other entrance."

"I see," Roberta said softly. I shifted uncomfortably, my erection growing despite the public setting. "Kai was surprisingly gentle at first, using lots of lube, working her open slowly while she continued riding Jamal."

The memory was seared into my brain: Stacy's face contorted in a mix of pain and pleasure, her eyes locked with mine as Kai slowly pressed into her ass while Jamal remained buried in her pussy.

"When he was fully inside her, both of them just stayed still for a moment. Stacy was making these little whimpering sounds, saying she'd never felt so stretched, so completely filled." I took a shaky breath. "Then they started moving. Slowly at first, then building a rhythm."

"And you were still just watching?" Roberta asked.

"Yes, until Jamal noticed how desperate I was. He laughed and told me I could touch myself, but only through my pants. Not directly." The humiliation of that moment had only intensified my arousal. "I was so close to the edge just from watching that I nearly came as soon as he gave permission."

"Did they finish inside her?" Roberta's voice had a slight tremor now.

"Yes," I whispered. "They had discussed it earlier—they're both clean, they showed us test results, and Stacy's on birth control. But they... they talked about breeding her the entire time. Called it 'putting a baby in the cuck's wife' while looking right at me."

I remembered Jamal's words as he approached climax: "Gonna fill your wife with my seed, cuck. Gonna pump her so full it'll be dripping out for days." And Kai, equally crude: "Your wife's gonna be leaking our cum on the plane ride home. Everyone will know what a slut she is."

"Kai came first," I continued, "but stayed inside her. Then Jamal followed almost immediately. I could actually see her stomach distend slightly from the amount they pumped into her."

"And did you...?" Roberta left the question hanging.

"I came in my pants like a teenager," I admitted, the shame of it reigniting the pleasure. "Without even touching myself directly. Just from watching my wife take two men at once and hearing them talk about breeding her."

"What happened after they finished?" Roberta's breathing was audibly quicker.

"They pulled out and had Stacy lie on her back, legs spread wide. Her... her holes were gaping, leaking their cum. That's when Kai turned to me and said, 'Clean up time, cuck.'"

Stacy stirred slightly beside me, mumbling something in her sleep. I paused until she settled again.

"I crawled over to the bed," I continued, "and did what I was told. I cleaned her with my tongue, swallowed everything they'd left inside her. Both of them watched, commenting on what a perfect cuck I was, how well I'd been trained. Stacy was still sensitive from her multiple orgasms, so she came again while I was cleaning her."

"That sounds like quite the finale to your honeymoon," Roberta said, her voice returning to its normal cadence. "How do you feel about it all now?"

I considered the question seriously. "Fulfilled. Connected to Stacy in ways I never imagined possible. She keeps telling me she's never felt more satisfied or more loved."

"That's the beauty of this lifestyle when it's done right," Roberta said. "The physical pleasure combined with the emotional trust—it creates a bond most vanilla couples never experience."

"You sound like you speak from experience," I observed.

Roberta chuckled. "Let's just say Stacy's proclivities didn't come from nowhere. But that's a conversation for another time."

The loudspeaker announced the pre-boarding for our flight.

"We'll be boarding soon," I told her. "But I wanted to thank you again. For understanding us, for helping make this happen."

"Duncan, this is just the beginning," Roberta said warmly. "When you get back, we should all sit down together. I have some... connections in your area that might interest you both. Friends who host private parties for couples with your interests."

My cock, which had finally begun to soften, stiffened again at her words. "You'd help us find more... opportunities?"

"Of course," she replied. "I want my daughter and son-in-law to be happy. If this lifestyle fulfills you both, I'll do everything I can to support it."

"Thank you," I said, genuinely moved by her acceptance and assistance. "That means a lot."

"One last thing before you go," Roberta added. "Make sure Stacy drinks plenty of water on the flight. After the workout she had last night, she'll need to stay hydrated."

I laughed softly. "I'll take care of her."

"I know you will," Roberta said. "In every way she needs. That's why you're perfect for her, Duncan. Not despite your proclivities, but because of them."

We said our goodbyes as the boarding announcement for our section came over the speakers. I gently shook Stacy awake, her eyes fluttering open to look at me with sleepy affection.

"Time to board?" she murmured.

"Yes," I replied, helping her to her feet. "I just got off the phone with your mom."

"Mmm, what did she say?" Stacy asked, leaning against me as we joined the boarding line.

"She's going to introduce us to some like-minded friends when we get home," I told her quietly. "People who host parties."

Stacy's eyes widened, now fully awake. "Really? Mom's going to help us find more bulls?"

"Apparently so," I confirmed.

A slow, sensual smile spread across Stacy's face. "God, I love that woman," she whispered, pressing her body against mine. "Almost as much as I love you for being the perfect husband."

As we moved forward in the line, I felt her hand brush deliberately against the front of my pants, finding the hardness there.

"Thinking about last night again?" she asked, her voice a teasing whisper.

"About last night," I admitted, "and about all the nights to come."

Stacy squeezed my erection lightly through my pants. "This lifestyle suits us, doesn't it?"

I nodded, sliding my arm around her waist and pulling her close. "It's only the beginning," I promised, echoing Roberta's words as we handed our boarding passes to the gate agent and prepared to return to our regular lives—which, thanks to my mother-in-law, promised to be anything but regular from now on.
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