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Chapter 1

The soft glow of the dashboard lights faded as I pulled our SUV into the driveway of our modest two-story home in a quiet suburb. It was just past ten on our sixth anniversary, and the Italian restaurant we’d chosen—dim lighting, overpriced Chianti, and perfectly al dente pasta—had been pleasant enough. But as I killed the engine, a familiar weight settled in my chest. Six years married, and everything felt... safe. Comfortable. Predictable.

Sarah unbuckled her seatbelt beside me and let out a contented sigh. At twenty-eight, she was still breathtaking. The little black dress she’d bought specifically for tonight hugged her body like a second skin—full, perky breasts straining against the neckline, a narrow waist flaring into hips that swayed with every step, and long, toned legs that seemed to go on forever thanks to her regular gym sessions. Her hazel eyes caught the porch light as she smiled at me.

“That was really sweet, Mark. Thank you for planning everything.”

I leaned over the console and kissed her, tasting the faint remnants of red wine on her lips. “You deserve it, babe. Six years already. Can’t believe how fast it’s gone.”

We stepped inside, the cool air-conditioned house a welcome relief from the lingering humidity. Sarah kicked off her heels in the entryway, sighing as her bare feet hit the tile. The dress rode up slightly as she stretched her arms overhead, giving me a teasing glimpse of smooth thigh. My eyes lingered there longer than they should have for a married couple who’d been together this long.

I was thirty-two, average in almost every way—average height, average build from my desk job in IT, average paycheck that kept us comfortable but never extravagant. And if I was honest with myself in the quiet moments, our sex life had settled into the same comfortable rut. Missionary on weekends, the occasional blowjob when she was in the mood, and me finishing quicker than I wanted to admit. Sarah never complained outright, but I could feel the restlessness building in her.

We moved to the living room and collapsed onto the oversized sectional couch. I grabbed the half-empty bottle of Cabernet we’d brought home and poured us each another glass. Sarah curled her legs beneath her, the hem of her dress sliding higher. She looked relaxed, happy, but there was a spark in her eyes I hadn’t seen in months.

“Mark,” she said softly after a sip, her fingers tracing the rim of her glass, “can I be honest with you?”

My stomach tightened just a little. “Of course. Always.”

She hesitated, then met my gaze. “I love you. You know that. But sometimes... I wish things were more exciting. In the bedroom, I mean. More passionate. Like being completely swept away. Taken. Overpowered by someone who doesn’t ask permission—he just does what he wants.”

The words hit me like a quiet thunderclap. Jealousy flared first, hot and sharp, but right behind it came something else. Something darker and far more arousing. My cock stirred in my slacks as unwanted images flickered through my mind: Sarah pinned beneath a stronger body, moaning in ways she rarely did with me.

I took a longer drink of wine. “What kind of ‘taken’ are we talking about?”

Sarah’s cheeks flushed pink. She shifted closer, her thigh pressing warmly against mine. “Someone bigger. Stronger. More confident. The kind of man who makes a woman feel like she’s the only thing that matters in that moment.”

The air between us thickened. I could hear my own heartbeat. This wasn’t the usual anniversary pillow talk. This felt like the start of something dangerous.

Encouraged by the wine and the rare honesty, I decided to match her vulnerability. “I’ve... thought about stuff like that too,” I admitted, my voice low. “Not in a way that means I don’t want you. But fantasies. Online. Cuckold videos—where the wife is with another guy, a bigger, more dominant bull, and the husband just watches.”

Sarah’s eyebrows lifted, but instead of shock or anger, curiosity and heat filled her expression. She set her glass down and turned fully toward me, one hand resting on my knee. “Really? Tell me more. What turns you on about it?”

Heat flooded my face. This was crossing a line we’d never approached before. “The contrast. The way the wife loses control and moans louder than she ever does with her husband. The bull taking charge, stretching her, making her come so hard she can’t think straight. And the husband... sitting there, humiliated but so turned on he can’t stop stroking himself.”

Sarah’s breathing had grown shallower. She pressed her thighs together subtly, and I noticed the way her nipples had hardened against the fabric of her dress. “God, Mark... that’s so filthy. Hearing you describe it...” Her fingers drifted higher on my thigh, brushing the growing bulge in my pants. “It’s making me really wet.”

I swallowed hard and kept going, the words spilling out easier now. “I imagine you like that. Some tall, muscular guy who knows exactly how to handle you. Making you scream his name while I watch from the corner.”

She bit her lower lip, eyes darkening with arousal. “There’s this guy at the gym. Derek. He’s been flirting with me for weeks. Tall—like six-four—built like a football player, broad shoulders, thick arms. Every time I see him in those tight shorts...” She paused, letting the implication hang. “He’s definitely not average down there. The outline is impossible to miss.”

My stomach did a slow flip. Sharp jealousy stabbed through me, but my cock throbbed painfully against my zipper at the same time. The mental picture was instant and vivid: Sarah on her back, legs spread wide around this stranger’s powerful body, her cries echoing as he claimed what was supposed to be mine.

“You think about him fucking you?” I asked, voice hoarse.

Sarah nodded slowly, watching my reaction carefully. “In my fantasies, yes. He looks like the type who’d pin me down and just take what he wants. No hesitation. No asking if it’s okay.” Her hand squeezed me gently through my pants. “Does hearing that bother you... or excite you?”

“Both,” I confessed. “It scares me how much it excites me.”

We talked for over an hour, the wine bottle emptying as the fantasy solidified between us. Rules came up naturally, a safe word (“red”), and the agreement that emotions stayed out of it. This was just exploration. Just a game.

But the energy in the room had shifted. Sarah grabbed her phone from the coffee table and opened Instagram. “Want to see him?”

My heart pounded as she pulled up Derek’s profile. Gym selfies dominated the feed: shirtless shots showing carved abs and a wide, powerful chest; posed photos highlighting thick biceps and confident posture. He had a cocky grin that screamed alpha male.

“See?” Sarah zoomed in on one particularly revealing shot. “That’s Derek.”

He was everything I wasn’t. Taller, broader, radiating the kind of raw physical presence that made women weak. My mouth went dry. Sarah’s hand never left my lap, stroking me slowly as we looked at the photos together.

“Poor baby,” she whispered teasingly, feeling how hard I was. “Already leaking at the thought of sharing your wife with a real man.”

The words should have stung more, but they only made me throb harder. Before I could overthink it, the suggestion left my mouth: “What if we made it real? Just once. Invite him over for drinks this weekend. Nothing has to happen. We can back out anytime.”

Sarah’s eyes widened, a mix of shock and unmistakable thrill flashing across her face. “You’d really let another man come into our house and... take me? While you watch?”

“I think so,” I breathed, my pulse racing. “It terrifies me. But fuck, Sarah—it turns me on more than anything in years.”

She searched my face for a long moment, then smiled—a wicked, excited little smile that sent another jolt straight to my cock. “Okay. I’ll text him tomorrow. See if he’s free Saturday night. Just drinks. We’ll feel it out.”

We sealed the decision with a deep, hungry kiss that left us both breathless. As we finally climbed the stairs to our bedroom, Sarah curled against me under the sheets, her hand resting possessively on my chest.

“I’m really going to message him in the morning,” she whispered into the darkness.

I didn’t stop her. I didn’t want to.

Instead, I lay awake long after her breathing evened out, staring at the ceiling fan spinning lazily overhead. My mind raced with vivid, forbidden images: Derek’s hands on my wife’s body, her moans filling our bedroom, me sitting helpless and aching in the corner.

The night I might actually let him take her was suddenly very real.

And deep down, in a twisted place I was only beginning to understand, I couldn’t wait to see what happened.


Chapter 2

The next morning, I woke to the sound of Sarah humming in the kitchen. Sunlight streamed through the blinds of our suburban home, casting warm stripes across the bed. My head felt a little fuzzy from the wine, but the memory of last night hit me like a freight train. Had we really decided to invite another man into our lives? Into our bedroom?

I found Sarah at the breakfast bar, wearing one of my old t-shirts that barely covered her ass. Her hair was still messy from sleep, and she looked effortlessly sexy. She glanced up from her phone with a bright, knowing smile.

“Morning, husband,” she said playfully, sliding a mug of coffee toward me. “Sleep well?”

“Not really,” I admitted, sitting down across from her. My eyes drifted to her bare legs. “Kept thinking about... everything we talked about.”

Sarah’s smile widened. She tapped her phone screen and turned it toward me. “I already texted Derek. He replied a few minutes ago.”

My stomach dropped. There it was—a simple message thread. Sarah had kept it casual: “Hey Derek, it’s Sarah from the gym. A few of us are doing drinks at my place Saturday night. Want to swing by around 8?” His reply was almost immediate: “Sounds fun. I’ll be there. Looking forward to it”

“He said yes,” she announced unnecessarily, her voice carrying a mix of excitement and nerves. “Just drinks, like we said. But... God, Mark. This feels real now.”

Throughout the day, the teasing began almost immediately. Sarah changed into a tight tank top and yoga shorts that hugged her ass perfectly—outfit she knew drove me crazy. While I tried to work from home at my laptop, she kept finding excuses to brush against me, bending over in the kitchen so the shorts rode up, or “accidentally” letting the tank top slip off one shoulder.

By afternoon, she escalated. She cornered me in the living room, pressing her body against mine. “I’ve been thinking about what I want Derek to do to me,” she whispered hotly in my ear. “How he’ll probably grab my hips hard and pull me onto him. Make me feel every inch.”

My cock hardened instantly. I reached for her, but she stepped back with a teasing laugh. “Not yet, baby. This week is about anticipation. I want you aching by the time he gets here.”

That evening, she made me watch her prepare. In our master bathroom, Sarah stood naked in front of the mirror, slowly shaving her pussy smooth. She made me sit on the edge of the tub, eyes fixed on every stroke of the razor.

“This is all for him,” she said casually, glancing at me in the mirror. “I want it perfect when he sees it. When he touches it.” She ran her fingers over the freshly shaved skin, letting out a soft sigh. “Do you think he’ll like how I taste?”

I could barely speak. My erection strained against my shorts as jealousy and arousal warred inside me. Sarah noticed and smiled wickedly.

The teasing continued over the next few days, growing bolder each night. Wednesday evening, Sarah came home from the gym in her tight leggings and sports bra, flushed and glowing from her workout. She smelled faintly of sweat and her usual floral body wash—a intoxicating mix.

“Guess who I saw?” she asked innocently, dropping her gym bag. “Derek. We chatted for a bit. He asked about Saturday. I told him my husband would be there too.” She laughed softly. “He seemed intrigued.”

We ordered takeout and sat on the couch to negotiate the “rules” more seriously. Sarah curled up against me, her hand idly stroking my thigh as we talked.

“First,” she said, her tone turning more serious but still playful, “you can watch, but you don’t touch unless I say so. This is about me exploring. Okay?”

I nodded, throat tight. “Okay.”

“Safe word is ‘red’ for any of us. And no falling in love or anything stupid. This is just sex. Hot, dirty sex.”

Then she grinned and reached down to palm my cock through my pants. “And you, my sweet husband, are going to stay respectful. No jealousy tantrums. If you get too worked up, you can stroke yourself... but only if I allow it.”

Her words sent a fresh wave of humiliation through me. She squeezed gently, feeling me throb. “Poor Mark. Already so hard thinking about a real man taking your wife. Be honest—is your dick smaller than you think Derek’s is?”

The question hit like a slap. I hesitated, face burning. “Probably,” I muttered.

Sarah’s eyes lit up with delight. “Mmm, that’s what I thought. From the way his shorts bulge at the gym, he’s thick. Long. The kind that stretches a girl properly.” She stroked me faster, her voice dropping to a whisper. “While you’ve always been... comfortable. Nice, but never enough to make me scream.”

I groaned, hips bucking involuntarily. The degradation should have killed my arousal, but it only made me harder. That night, after she went to shower, I couldn’t resist. I locked myself in the guest bathroom and jerked off furiously to the mental image of Derek fucking Sarah, her legs wrapped around his waist, moaning his name louder than she ever had for me. Guilt and shame flooded me afterward, but the orgasm was one of the most intense I’d ever had.

By Friday, the anticipation was unbearable. Sarah bought new lingerie online—black lace that barely covered anything—and made me enter my credit card details. “This is what I’ll wear for him,” she said, showing me the photos. “You’re paying for the outfit another man is going to fuck me in. How does that feel?”

It felt humiliating. Degrading. And impossibly arousing.

Saturday finally came. The house was spotless. I’d spent the afternoon nervously cleaning while Sarah got ready upstairs. She emerged around 7:30 in a tight red dress that clung to every curve—low neckline showing generous cleavage, hem short enough to reveal plenty of thigh. Her hair was down in soft waves, makeup perfect, and she smelled like expensive perfume.

“You look incredible,” I said, voice thick.

She kissed my cheek. “Thank you, baby. Remember the rules. Just watch tonight. Let’s see where it goes.”

At exactly 8:00, the doorbell rang. My heart slammed against my ribs as Sarah sauntered to the door, hips swaying. I sat on the couch, trying to look casual, a beer in my hand that I barely tasted.

Derek stepped inside, and the reality hit me like a punch. He was even bigger in person—easily six-four, broad shoulders filling the doorway, muscular arms stretching the sleeves of his fitted black polo shirt. Dark hair, strong jaw, and that same cocky confidence from his photos. He carried a bottle of whiskey as a gift.

“Hey, Sarah,” he said, his deep voice smooth as he pulled her into a quick hug. His hand lingered a second too long on her lower back. “You look amazing.”

Sarah giggled—actually giggled—and returned the hug warmly. “Thanks, Derek. Come on in. This is my husband, Mark.”

Derek turned to me, extending a large, powerful hand. His grip was firm, almost crushing. “Mark. Nice to meet you, man.” There was a subtle smirk in his eyes as he glanced between us, clearly picking up on the unusual vibe. “Interesting setup for drinks.”

We moved to the living room. Sarah poured drinks—whiskey for Derek, more wine for us. She sat on the couch right next to Derek, crossing her legs so her dress rode high. I took the armchair across from them, feeling suddenly small and out of place in my own home.

Conversation started light—gym talk, traffic, sports—but the energy shifted quickly. Derek’s eyes kept drifting to Sarah’s cleavage and legs. He complimented her openly. “You always look good at the gym, but damn... tonight is next level.”

Sarah blushed but leaned closer to him. “Flatterer.”

Derek chuckled, then looked straight at me with that knowing smirk. “So, Mark... you cool with me being here? Hanging out with your beautiful wife like this?”

The question hung heavy. Sarah’s eyes sparkled as she waited for my answer.

I swallowed hard, my cock already stirring traitorously in my pants. “Yeah,” I managed. “I’m cool with it.”

Derek raised his glass. “Good man.” Then, under his breath but loud enough for me to hear, he added with a low laugh, “This is gonna be fun, little cuck.”

Sarah bit her lip to hide her smile. The first real spark of humiliation burned through me as the night truly began.


Chapter 3

The whiskey flowed easily, loosening tongues and raising the temperature in our living room. Derek sat comfortably on the couch like he owned the place, his large frame taking up space in a way that made our sectional seem smaller than usual. Sarah was right beside him, her red dress riding high on her thighs as she laughed at something he said about his latest gym PR. I remained in the armchair across from them, nursing my second glass of wine, feeling more like a spectator than the host of my own home.

Derek’s eyes kept roaming over Sarah’s body—lingering on the swell of her breasts, the curve of her hips, the smooth expanse of leg she kept crossing and uncrossing. He wasn’t subtle about it, and Sarah didn’t seem to mind. In fact, she leaned into it, turning her body toward him so her knee brushed his thigh.

“You know,” Derek said, his deep voice carrying that effortless confidence, “I’ve been noticing you at the gym for a while, Sarah. Always working hard on those legs. They look even better up close.”

Sarah blushed but didn’t pull away. Instead, she placed a hand lightly on his arm, feeling the hard muscle beneath his polo shirt. “Flattery will get you everywhere. Mark doesn’t compliment my legs nearly enough anymore.”

I shifted in my seat, a sharp pang of jealousy cutting through the haze of alcohol. My wife was openly flirting with this stranger right in front of me, and instead of anger, my cock was starting to thicken in my pants. The contrast was maddening—Derek’s broad shoulders and thick arms versus my average build. He looked like he could bench press Sarah without breaking a sweat.

Sarah glanced over at me, her hazel eyes sparkling with mischief. “What do you think, honey? Does Derek have a point about my legs?”

I swallowed, my mouth suddenly dry. “They look great,” I managed.

Derek chuckled, low and rumbling. He draped one muscular arm along the back of the couch, his fingers lightly brushing Sarah’s shoulder. “Come on, Mark. Be honest. You’re okay with me appreciating your wife like this? Touching her a little?”

The question landed heavy. Sarah turned fully toward me now, waiting. Her cheeks were flushed, nipples visibly hard against the thin fabric of her dress. The air felt charged, electric.

I nodded slowly, heart hammering. “Yeah... I’m okay with it.”

“Good,” Derek said, his smirk deepening. He turned back to Sarah and, without hesitation, leaned in and kissed her.

It wasn’t a polite peck. It was deep, hungry, his hand sliding to the back of her neck as their lips met. Sarah moaned softly into his mouth, her body melting toward him. I watched, frozen, as his other hand rested on her bare thigh, slowly sliding higher under the hem of her dress.

When they broke apart, Sarah was breathing harder. She looked over at me again. “Mark, tell him. Tell Derek you want to watch me get fucked tonight.”

My face burned. The words stuck in my throat for a second, but the sight of her lips swollen from his kiss pushed me over. “I... I want to watch you get fucked,” I said, voice barely above a whisper.

Derek laughed softly, clearly enjoying my discomfort. “That’s what I thought. Good little husband.”

Sarah’s hand drifted to Derek’s chest, tracing the hard lines of muscle through his shirt. The flirting had crossed into something much more dangerous, and there was no turning back now.

The kissing grew heavier. Derek pulled Sarah closer, his big hands roaming over her body while she pressed against him. I sat transfixed in the armchair, my cock now fully hard and straining against my pants as I watched my wife make out with another man like a teenager in heat.

Sarah finally broke the kiss, her eyes glassy with lust. She stood up on slightly shaky legs and looked between us. “Let’s take this upstairs. But first...” She turned to me with a wicked smile. “Mark, come here.”

I obeyed without thinking, standing on unsteady legs. Sarah positioned me right in front of Derek, who remained seated on the couch, legs spread wide.

“Help me undress him,” she ordered softly. “I want you to see what a real man looks like.”

My hands trembled as I reached for the hem of Derek’s polo shirt. He lifted his arms, allowing me to pull it off. His torso was a masterpiece of gym-honed muscle—broad chest, defined abs, powerful shoulders. A light trail of hair led down toward his waistband. Sarah ran her hands over his chest admiringly, then kissed his pecs.

“Now the pants,” she whispered.

I knelt slightly, unbuckling Derek’s belt with shaking fingers. The zipper sounded impossibly loud. I tugged his jeans down along with his boxer briefs in one motion.

And there it was.

Derek’s cock sprang free, thick and heavy even while only half-hard. It was easily twice the length and girth of mine—long, veiny, with a fat mushroom head already glistening with a drop of precum. Sarah gasped audibly, her eyes widening in genuine shock and hunger.

“Oh my God,” she breathed, reaching out to wrap her fingers around it. Her hand barely closed around the thick shaft. “Mark... look at this. It’s so much bigger than yours. So much thicker.”

Derek leaned back, smirking down at me. “Yeah, cuck. That little thing in your pants could never satisfy a woman like Sarah. This is what she’s been missing.”

Sarah stroked him slowly, watching in fascination as he grew fully hard under her touch—reaching a full nine or ten inches, intimidatingly thick. She compared it visually to her forearm, giggling. “It’s going to stretch me so good. I can already tell.”

The humiliation burned hot through my veins. My own cock felt pathetically small in comparison, leaking uselessly in my underwear. Yet I couldn’t look away. Sarah leaned down and placed a soft, teasing kiss on the head of Derek’s massive dick, her eyes flicking up to meet mine.

“Thank you for this, baby,” she said sweetly. “For letting me have a real cock tonight.”

Sarah stood, still holding Derek’s thick cock in her hand like a trophy. “Come on, big boy. Let’s take this to the bedroom—our marital bed.”

She led Derek by the hand, her red dress still on but disheveled. I followed behind like an obedient puppy, my heart pounding so hard I could hear it in my ears. The walk up the stairs felt surreal. Every step brought us closer to the point of no return.

In our bedroom, Sarah flicked on the soft bedside lamps, bathing the room in a warm glow. Our king-sized bed—the same one where Sarah and I had made love hundreds of times—now felt like foreign territory.

“Sit there,” Sarah instructed me, pointing to the upholstered chair in the corner at the foot of the bed. “And don’t touch yourself unless I say so. Just watch.”

I sank into the chair, feeling small and exposed. Derek wasted no time. He pulled Sarah into another deep kiss, his hands roaming freely now. He unzipped her red dress and let it pool at her feet, revealing the black lace lingerie she’d made me buy. The bra barely contained her full breasts, and the matching thong disappeared between her perfect ass cheeks.

Derek whistled appreciatively. “Fuck, Sarah. You dressed up for me. Good girl.”

He unclasped her bra with one hand, letting her breasts spill free. His mouth descended on one nipple, sucking hard while his fingers pinched the other. Sarah moaned loudly—louder than she ever did with me—her head tilting back in pleasure.

“Look at her, Mark,” Derek said between licks, his voice mocking. “See how wet she already is for a real man? Your wife is dripping, and I haven’t even touched her pussy yet.”

Sarah glanced over at me, her eyes heavy with lust. “He’s right, baby. I’m soaked. Derek’s hands feel so much stronger than yours.”

Derek hooked his fingers in her thong and slid it down her legs. Sarah stepped out of it, now completely naked except for her heels. She looked incredible—flushed, aroused, empowered.

Derek shed the rest of his clothes, his massive cock standing proud and ready. He picked Sarah up effortlessly, her legs wrapping around his waist as he carried her to the bed and laid her down.

“Time to watch your wife get properly fucked,” Derek said, looking straight at me with that arrogant grin. “Pay attention, little cuck. This is how it’s done.”

Sarah spread her legs invitingly, her shaved pussy glistening with arousal. She reached down and guided Derek’s thick cock to her entrance, rubbing the fat head against her slick folds.

“Come closer if you want a better view, Mark,” she called softly, her voice already breathy with anticipation. “This is just the beginning.”

The power shift was complete. In our own bedroom, on our own bed, my wife was about to be taken by a superior man while I sat helpless in the corner.

And the worst part? I had never been more turned on in my life.


Chapter 4

Derek stood at the edge of our marital bed like a conqueror, his massive cock jutting out thick and heavy, veins pulsing along the thick shaft. Sarah lay back on the sheets we’d picked out together years ago, her legs spread wide, black heels still on, her freshly shaved pussy visibly swollen and glistening with arousal. The sight of my wife so openly offered to another man sent a fresh, devastating wave of humiliating heat through my body. I sat frozen in the upholstered chair at the foot of the bed, hands gripping the armrests so tightly my knuckles turned white. My own smaller dick strained painfully against my pants, leaking steadily into my underwear.

Derek climbed onto the bed with confident ease, his muscular body dwarfing Sarah’s smaller frame. He didn’t rush. Instead, he took his time claiming her mouth in a deep, possessive kiss. One of his big hands roamed freely over her full breasts, squeezing and pinching her nipples until she whimpered desperately into his mouth. Sarah’s hands explored his broad back and powerful shoulders, her nails digging into his skin as she pulled him even closer.

When they finally broke for air, Sarah was already breathing hard. “Fuck, you feel so strong,” she moaned, her voice thick with need. “Mark’s never been able to manhandle me like this.”

Derek chuckled, glancing over at me with a smug, arrogant grin. “Hear that, cuck? Your wife needs a real man to handle her properly.” He lowered his head and sucked one of her nipples hard into his mouth, making Sarah arch her back sharply and cry out in pleasure. His free hand slid down her stomach, fingers teasing along her slick folds before two thick digits dipped inside her.

“Oh God,” Sarah gasped, her hips bucking up involuntarily. “Your fingers are so thick… already stretching me more than Mark’s cock ever does.”

The words cut deep, slicing through my pride, but they only made my erection throb harder. I watched helplessly as Derek worked his two thick fingers in and out of her pussy with practiced skill, curling them to hit her G-spot while his thumb circled her swollen clit. Sarah’s moans grew louder, more desperate — raw, animalistic sounds of pleasure I rarely, if ever, drew from her during our years together. Her juices coated his hand generously, the wet, obscene squelching sounds filling the bedroom and making my face burn with shame.

“Look at how wet she is for me,” Derek said proudly. He pulled his fingers out slowly and held them up so I could clearly see them glisten in the lamplight. Without hesitation, he brought them to Sarah’s lips. She eagerly sucked them clean, her eyes locked directly on mine the entire time, a wicked little spark in her gaze.

“Tell your husband how much better this feels,” Derek commanded, his voice low and dominant.

Sarah turned her head toward me, her face flushed deep red, lips parted and shiny. “It feels so much better, baby,” she breathed. “His fingers are thicker, longer… hitting places you’ve never reached. I’m already so close and he’s barely even started.”

Derek smirked with satisfaction and positioned himself between her trembling legs. He rubbed the fat, leaking head of his enormous cock up and down her dripping slit, coating himself thoroughly in her wetness. Sarah whimpered loudly, trying to push her hips up to take him inside, but he held her down firmly with one strong hand pressed against her stomach.

“Not yet, slut,” he growled. “Beg for it. Beg me to fuck you while your husband watches like the pathetic little cuck he is.”

Sarah’s voice came out breathy and broken with desperate need. “Please, Derek… fuck me. Stretch my pussy with that big cock. Show my husband how a real man takes what’s his.”

I couldn’t believe the filthy words coming out of my sweet wife’s mouth. The humiliation burned like fire in my chest, but the arousal was even stronger. My cock leaked steadily into my underwear as I watched Derek line up the massive head of his cock with her entrance.

Derek pushed forward slowly at first, the thick, bulbous head of his cock parting Sarah’s slick lips. She gasped sharply, her eyes widening in a potent mix of shock and pure ecstasy as he began stretching her open.

“Fuck… it’s so big,” she moaned, her hands gripping the sheets tightly. “Mark, you have to see this. He’s opening me up so wide.”

I leaned forward in the chair without thinking, desperate for a clearer view as inch after thick inch of Derek’s massive cock slowly disappeared inside my wife. He went deliberately slow, letting her adjust to his size, but even then Sarah’s moans quickly turned into loud, throaty cries I had never heard from her before. When he finally bottomed out — his heavy balls resting snugly against her ass — Sarah’s whole body trembled violently.

“Oh my God… I’m so full,” she panted, her voice shaking. “It feels like he’s in my stomach. Your cock could never fill me like this, baby. Never.”

Derek started thrusting then — long, powerful, controlled strokes that made the bed creak loudly beneath them. He gripped Sarah’s hips hard, pulling her onto his cock with every deep thrust. The wet, rhythmic slapping sounds of skin on skin mixed with Sarah’s increasingly loud and uninhibited moans. She wrapped her long legs around his waist, her heels digging into his muscular back as she urged him even deeper.

“Harder,” she begged shamelessly. “Fuck me harder than Mark ever could.”

Derek obliged without hesitation, picking up speed and power. He pounded into her with deep, rhythmic thrusts, his muscular ass flexing powerfully with every stroke. Sarah’s full breasts bounced wildly with the force, her head thrown back in complete abandon. She came hard for the first time — her pussy clenching visibly and rhythmically around his thick shaft as her whole body convulsed. She screamed his name at the top of her lungs.

“Derek! Fuck, I’m coming!”

I watched every single second of it, shame and unbearable arousal twisting together violently inside me. My wife had never come that intensely with me. Never screamed like that. Never lost control so completely.

Derek didn’t stop or even slow down. He flipped her onto her hands and knees so she was facing me directly. Sarah’s eyes locked onto mine, glassy with lust, as Derek mounted her from behind and slammed back into her soaked pussy in one smooth, brutal thrust. Her breasts swayed heavily beneath her, her face contorted in overwhelming pleasure.

“Look at your husband while I fuck you,” Derek ordered, slapping her ass hard enough to leave a bright red handprint. “Tell him exactly how much better my cock feels.”

Sarah’s voice came out in broken, gasping bursts between his powerful thrusts. “It’s so much better… so much thicker… hitting my cervix with every stroke… making me come again and again… Mark, your little dick could never do this to me! I’m sorry, baby… but I love it!”

She came a second time almost immediately, her arms giving out so her face pressed into the mattress while Derek kept pounding her relentlessly through the orgasm. Sweat glistened on both their bodies. The heavy, musky smell of raw sex filled the entire room — intoxicating and overwhelming.

Derek wrapped her long hair around his fist, arching her back sharply as he growled dirty praise right next to her ear. “That’s it, hotwife. Take every fucking inch while your pathetic husband sits there and watches.”

Derek’s thrusts grew erratic and even deeper, his powerful hips slamming forward with animalistic intensity. Sarah pushed back against him desperately, moaning incoherently as another orgasm built rapidly inside her.

“I’m gonna come inside you,” Derek grunted through gritted teeth. “Fill this married pussy up completely.”

Sarah didn’t hesitate for even a second. “Yes! Come inside me! Breed me while my husband watches!”

Those words sent a final, devastating humiliating jolt straight through me. We had talked about using condoms, but in the raw heat of the moment, the rule no longer existed. Derek roared like a beast as he buried himself to the absolute hilt and came hard. His heavy balls contracted visibly as he pumped rope after thick, hot rope of cum deep into my wife’s womb. Sarah cried out in pure ecstasy, her third powerful orgasm crashing over her at the exact same time. Her pussy spasmed and milked him greedily, drawing out every last drop.

I watched the entire thing in stunned silence — every twitch of Derek’s thick cock buried inside her, every visible spasm of Sarah’s pussy as it squeezed and welcomed his load. When he finally pulled out with a wet sound, a thick, creamy stream of his white cum immediately leaked from her stretched, puffy pussy lips, dripping obscenely onto the sheets below.

Sarah collapsed onto her back, chest heaving, a deeply satisfied and glowing smile spreading across her face. She looked thoroughly fucked — hair messy and wild, makeup smudged, her body marked with red handprints, hickeys, and a light sheen of sweat.

“Come here, Mark,” she said softly, still trying to catch her breath.

I stood on shaky legs and approached the bed. Sarah spread her legs wider without shame, proudly showing me the creamy, overflowing mess between her thighs.

“Look what he did to me,” she whispered, her voice filled with pride and lingering pleasure. “So much warm cum… and it felt absolutely incredible. Better than anything you’ve ever given me, baby.”

Derek stood beside the bed, his still-half-hard cock glistening with their combined juices. He smirked down at me arrogantly. “Clean up duty starts now, cuck. But not yet. I’m not finished with your wife tonight.”

He climbed back onto the bed for a second round, this time grabbing Sarah and pulling her on top of him. She sank down onto his thick cock with a long, satisfied moan, taking him deep inside her cum-filled pussy while looking straight at me with heavy-lidded eyes.

“Watch me take another load, baby,” she said breathlessly, already starting to ride him. “Then you can clean me up like a good little husband.”

Derek gripped her ass firmly, guiding her movements as she began bouncing on his thick shaft with increasing enthusiasm. I sat back down in the chair, aching, humiliated, and painfully aroused, forced to watch my wife give herself completely and enthusiastically to her bull while his first load still leaked steadily from her well-fucked pussy.

The night had gone far, far beyond “just drinks.”

And Sarah had never looked happier or more alive.


Chapter 5

Derek finally pulled out after his second intense round, leaving Sarah sprawled on the bed in a sweaty, thoroughly satisfied heap. Thick strands of his cum still leaked slowly from her well-used pussy, mixing with her own juices on the sheets. The bedroom air was heavy with the raw, musky scent of sex. Sarah’s chest rose and fell rapidly, her skin flushed pink, hair wildly tousled, and her body marked with faint red handprints and hickeys from Derek’s strong grip.

Derek stood up casually, stretching his muscular frame like he’d just finished a satisfying workout. His thick cock, still semi-hard and glistening, swung heavily as he reached for his clothes. “Damn, Sarah,” he said with a low, appreciative chuckle. “You’re a natural. That pussy gripped me like it was made for bigger cock.” He glanced over at me, still sitting motionless in the chair, my pants tented and my face burning. “And you, little cuck — good job staying in your seat. Watching you squirm was almost as hot as fucking your wife.”

Sarah laughed softly, a bright, contented sound I hadn’t heard in years. She rolled onto her side, looking up at Derek with sparkling eyes. “You were incredible. I lost count of how many times I came. My legs are still shaking.”

Derek leaned down and gave her one last deep, possessive kiss, his hand cupping her breast possessively for a moment. “Text me when you want more. Next time we can take it slower… or rougher. Whatever my hotwife wants.” He shot me a final smirk as he headed for the door. “Take care of cleanup, Mark. Make sure she’s nice and ready for round two soon.”

The front door clicked shut downstairs a minute later. Silence settled over the house, broken only by Sarah’s soft, satisfied breathing. She patted the bed beside her invitingly.

“Come here, baby,” she said, her voice warm but carrying a new layer of quiet authority.

I stood on unsteady legs and climbed onto the bed. Sarah immediately pulled me close, curling her naked, still-damp body against mine. I could feel the sticky warmth of Derek’s cum smeared against her inner thighs as she pressed into me.

“That was… intense,” she whispered, tracing lazy circles on my chest with her fingertip. “I didn’t expect it to feel that good. The way he stretched me, the way he just took control… God, Mark. I came harder than I ever have in my life. Multiple times. It was like my body woke up.”

Her honest words stung, but she delivered them with genuine affection, stroking my hair gently. “You were so good tonight, sitting there watching without interrupting. I saw how hard you stayed the whole time. Be honest with me — did you like seeing me get fucked like that?”

I swallowed hard, my throat tight. “It was humiliating… but yeah. I liked it. More than I thought possible.”

Sarah smiled and kissed my forehead tenderly. “Good boy. That makes me so happy.” She shifted slightly, and more of Derek’s thick load trickled out of her. “Look at the mess he left inside me. So much warmer and thicker than anything you’ve ever given me.”

She took my hand and guided it between her legs, letting my fingers feel the creamy evidence. The reality of another man flooding my wife settled heavily over me.

Sarah cuddled closer, her voice turning dreamy. “This changes things, doesn’t it? In the best way.”

Sarah’s fingers threaded through my hair with gentle but unmistakable firmness. She guided my head downward until my face hovered between her spread thighs. “Time for your first cleanup, baby. I want you to lick me clean. Taste everything a real man left inside your wife.”

Humiliation crashed over me again, but my caged arousal — still painfully hard from watching everything — made resistance impossible. I hesitated only a moment before leaning in. Up close, the sight was overwhelming: her pussy lips puffy and red from the rough fucking, still slightly gaping, with thick white cum slowly oozing out.

“Go on,” Sarah encouraged, her voice a mix of tenderness and growing dominance. “Eat every drop. Show me how much you accept this.”

I dragged my tongue along her slit, tasting the salty-bitter mix of Derek’s cum and Sarah’s sweet arousal. The flavor was strong and overwhelming. Sarah moaned softly above me, her hips twitching with aftershocks.

“Mmm, that’s it. Deeper now. Suck it out. He came so deep inside me.”

I pushed my tongue inside her, sucking and swallowing as more cum flowed. The act felt profoundly degrading — cleaning another man’s seed from my own wife — yet the sheer wrongness of it kept my cock throbbing desperately in my pants.

Sarah narrated every sensation in a breathy, teasing voice. “God, he was so deep… I can still feel where his thick cock stretched me open. You’re tasting a superior load right now, Mark. Thicker. More potent. While your little dick never even gets me close anymore.”

Tears pricked at the corners of my eyes as the humiliation peaked. I kept licking, sucking gently on her clit between long strokes, eventually bringing her to one final, softer orgasm. Sarah’s thighs clamped around my head as she came, moaning Derek’s name quietly under her breath.

When she finally relaxed, I lifted my head, my face shiny and sticky. Tears were now running freely down my cheeks — a chaotic storm of shame, love, arousal, and defeat.

Sarah pulled me up gently and wiped my face with the edge of the sheet. She cradled my head against her breasts, stroking my hair soothingly. “It’s okay, baby. Let it out. I know this is a lot to process. You were so brave tonight — watching me get railed, then cleaning me like a devoted husband. I’m so proud of you.”

“I feel so pathetic,” I choked out between sobs. “But I couldn’t stop watching. I’ve never been more turned on in my life.”

She kissed the top of my head. “That’s because deep down you’re a natural cuckold. You love seeing me happy and satisfied, even if it means another man does what you can’t. And that’s okay. I still love you — more than ever, actually. This is making our marriage exciting again.”

Her words both comforted me and pushed me deeper into submission. I nodded against her chest as the tears slowly subsided.

Sarah held me close for a long while, her fingers playing gently with my hair while my breathing steadied. Eventually, she tilted my chin up so our eyes met. There was a new, confident spark in her gaze — the quiet power of a woman who had just discovered a side of herself she loved.

“We’re going to do this again,” she said matter-of-factly, yet with affection. “Derek already wants another night. But there will be new rules going forward.”

My heart raced. “What rules?”

She smiled sweetly but firmly. “First, we’re introducing chastity. I ordered a cage online — it should arrive in a few days. You’ll stay locked while Derek fucks me. No touching yourself until I decide you’ve earned release. It might be weeks.”

The thought sent a fresh jolt of humiliated arousal through me.

“Second,” she continued, “you’ll do more than just watch. You’ll help prepare me — shaving me smooth, dressing me in the lingerie you’ll buy, and maybe even getting me ready for him. After, you’ll always clean me up. Every single time, no exceptions.”

Sarah kissed me softly, tasting the remnants of Derek on my lips. “Third, this becomes a regular part of our life. Maybe every couple of weeks to start. I want to explore more with him — different positions, maybe even letting him take me while you’re tied to the chair or wearing the cage. Would you be open to that, my sweet cuck?”

I hesitated only briefly before nodding. The resistance inside me had crumbled. In its place was a deep, aching craving for more of this twisted new dynamic.

“Yes,” I whispered. “I think I would.”

Sarah’s smile widened with genuine delight. “Good boy. I knew you’d understand.” She reached down and gave my still-hard cock one slow, teasing stroke through my pants. “Poor thing. So desperate and denied already. But no release tonight. You can stay frustrated until the cage gets here.”

She pulled the covers over us and snuggled against me contentedly. “This is our new beginning, Mark. You as my loving, devoted cuckold husband, and me as your satisfied hotwife. I’m already thinking about what I’ll wear next time.”

As her breathing evened out into sleep, I lay awake staring at the ceiling, replaying every moment of the night. The jealousy, the shame, the overwhelming arousal. The way Sarah had transformed right before my eyes from my sweet, prim wife into a confident, pleasure-seeking hotwife.

I realized with startling clarity that I wasn’t just accepting this anymore.

I was starting to crave it.

And somewhere in the back of my mind, I wondered how much further this journey would take us.


Chapter 6

The small black box arrived via discreet packaging three days after our life-altering first night. Sarah made a ceremony out of it. She had me strip naked in the bedroom and kneel on the carpet while she opened the package with a wicked smile.

“Look at this, baby,” she said, holding up the pink steel chastity cage. It was small, secure, and designed to keep even a desperate erection tightly confined. “This is going to help you focus completely on my pleasure from now on.”

My hands trembled as she fitted the ring behind my balls and slid the cage over my already twitching cock. The click of the lock echoed loudly in my ears. Sarah dangled the tiny key on a delicate chain around her neck, letting it rest between her breasts.

“There. All locked up for your hotwife.” She stroked the smooth plastic teasingly. “No more touching until I say so. How does it feel knowing Derek is coming over tonight… and you can’t even get hard properly?”

The denial hit instantly. My cock tried to swell but was cruelly trapped. The pressure was constant and maddening.

Sarah dressed carefully for the evening — a tight black cocktail dress that hugged her curves, thigh-high stockings, and the red heels from our first night. No panties. She made me help zip her up and even apply her perfume, all while my caged dick strained uselessly.

The doorbell rang at exactly 8 PM. I opened it expecting only Derek.

Instead, Derek stood there with a tall, muscular friend beside him — Jake, another gym regular with short dark hair, broad shoulders, and an easy, cocky grin. Both men were dressed casually but looked imposing.

“Hey, Mark,” Derek said, stepping inside like he owned the place. “Hope you don’t mind — I brought Jake along. He’s been dying to meet my new hotwife after I told him how incredible Sarah was.”

My stomach dropped. Sarah appeared behind me, her eyes lighting up with surprise and immediate interest as she took in Jake’s powerful build.

“Well… hello,” she purred, clearly intrigued. “The more the merrier, right?”

Jake’s gaze roamed appreciatively over Sarah’s body. “Damn, Derek wasn’t exaggerating. You look even better in person.”

Sarah laughed, a bright, excited sound, and invited them both into the living room. I followed numbly, my caged cock throbbing as I realized the night had just become far more intense than I’d imagined.

Drinks flowed quickly in the living room. Sarah sat on the couch between Derek and Jake, her dress riding high on her thighs. The two men flanked her confidently, their large frames making her look small and delicate in comparison.

Conversation turned flirty almost immediately. Derek’s hand rested possessively on Sarah’s knee while Jake complimented her openly. “Derek told me how loud you got last time,” Jake said with a grin. “I want to hear that for myself.”

Sarah blushed but didn’t pull away. Instead, she leaned into Derek’s touch and glanced at me sitting across from them in the armchair. “Mark, tell them how much I enjoyed myself last time.”

I swallowed hard, the cage biting into me. “She… she came harder than I’ve ever seen.”

Sarah’s eyes sparkled with power. She turned to kiss Derek deeply, then surprised me by leaning over and kissing Jake as well — a long, hungry kiss that made both men groan appreciatively.

Soon the kissing turned into heavy petting. Derek’s hand slid under her dress while Jake cupped her breasts through the fabric. Sarah moaned into Jake’s mouth as Derek’s fingers found her already wet pussy.

“Look at her, Mark,” Derek said, holding up his glistening fingers. “Your wife is soaking just from two real men touching her.”

They moved her dress up, exposing her bare pussy. Jake dropped to his knees in front of the couch and buried his face between her thighs, licking her eagerly while Derek kissed her neck and played with her nipples.

Sarah’s moans filled the room — loud, shameless, and even more uninhibited than the first night. “Oh fuck… two mouths on me… this feels incredible.”

She came quickly on Jake’s tongue, her body shaking as she gripped Derek’s shoulder. When she came down, she looked straight at me with heavy-lidded eyes.

“Take my dress off, baby,” she commanded softly. “Help me get ready for both of them.”

My hands shook as I unzipped her dress and helped her step out of it, leaving her in only stockings and heels. Naked and glowing, Sarah took both men by the hand and led them toward the bedroom.

“Come watch, cuck,” she said over her shoulder. “Your wife is about to get taken by two bulls tonight.”

In the bedroom, Sarah became the center of attention. Derek and Jake stripped quickly, revealing two thick, impressive cocks — both significantly larger than mine. Sarah’s eyes widened with hungry delight as she knelt between them, taking turns sucking and stroking both men.

“Look at me, Mark,” she said between licks. “Your prim wife sucking two big cocks while you sit there locked up.”

The humiliation burned hotter than ever as I watched from the chair. Sarah was no longer shy or reserved — she was a confident hotwife reveling in her power.

They moved her to the bed. Derek lay back while Sarah straddled him, sinking down onto his thick cock with a long moan. Jake positioned himself behind her, rubbing his cock against her ass.

“Relax, baby,” Derek murmured as Jake slowly pushed into her pussy alongside him. Sarah gasped sharply at the intense stretch of two thick cocks filling her at once.

“Oh my God… I’m so full,” she cried out, her voice breaking. “Two cocks… stretching me so wide!”

They found a rhythm — Derek thrusting up from below while Jake took her from behind. Sarah’s moans turned into constant, broken screams of pleasure as they fucked her in perfect sync. Her body shook with powerful orgasms, one after another, far more intense than anything she’d experienced before.

“Harder!” she begged. “Fuck your hotwife together!”

I watched helplessly, my caged cock leaking and aching as Sarah completely surrendered to the two bulls. They took turns in different positions — one in her mouth while the other fucked her pussy, then switching again. Sarah came repeatedly, her voice hoarse from screaming their names.

Finally, both men reached their limits. Derek came first, flooding deep inside her. Jake followed moments later, pulling out and spraying thick ropes of cum across her breasts and stomach.

Sarah collapsed onto the bed, glowing and covered in their seed, a blissful smile on her face. She looked over at me, eyes full of love and dominance.

“Come here, baby,” she whispered. “Time for your cleanup… but this time there’s twice as much.”

The night had pushed us even further into our new lifestyle.

And Sarah had never looked more satisfied.


Chapter 7

Sunlight filtered through the bedroom curtains the next morning, casting a soft glow over the disheveled bed. Sarah lay nestled against me, her naked body warm and relaxed, still carrying the faint scent of Derek and Jake from the night before. I hadn’t slept much. The pink chastity cage kept a constant, aching pressure between my legs, a reminder of everything that had happened — and everything I was now denied.

Sarah stirred, stretching like a satisfied cat. She rolled over to face me, her hazel eyes bright and full of a new kind of confidence. The prim, slightly reserved wife I had married seven years ago was gone. In her place was a radiant hotwife who had just been thoroughly shared by two strong bulls.

“Good morning, my sweet cuck,” she whispered, tracing a finger down my chest. “How are you feeling after watching your wife get fucked by two men last night?”

I swallowed, the memory flashing vividly — Sarah moaning between Derek and Jake, her body stretched and used in ways I could never provide. “Overwhelmed,” I admitted. “Humiliated. But… turned on. More than I’ve ever been.”

Sarah smiled tenderly and kissed me softly. “That’s exactly what I wanted to hear.” She reached down and gently cupped the chastity cage, feeling the frustrated heat trapped inside. “Poor locked-up boy. You were so good last night — sitting there watching while two real men took care of me. I came so many times I lost count.”

She shifted closer, pressing her breasts against my chest. “I loved it, Mark. Being the center of attention, feeling two thick cocks at once… it was intense. Liberating. I feel more alive and desired than I have in years.”

Her honesty still stung, but it also deepened the strange new bond between us. Sarah continued stroking the cage teasingly. “This is our life now. Me exploring my sexuality with strong, confident men like Derek and Jake. You supporting me as my devoted cuckold husband — locked, serving, and cleaning up afterward.”

I nodded slowly, the submission settling deeper into my bones. “I want that. For you.”

Sarah’s eyes sparkled. She sat up, the sheet falling away to reveal her beautiful body — still marked with faint hickeys and handprints. “Good boy. Today you’re going to help me get ready for whatever comes next. But first… breakfast in bed. Then you can start the laundry. All the sheets need washing after last night.”

As I moved to obey, Sarah watched me with possessive affection. The power dynamic had shifted permanently, and we both knew it.

After breakfast, Sarah made me strip the bed while she lounged in her robe, sipping coffee and texting. She showed me the messages — photos she had taken during the night and sent to Derek and Jake. One showed her smiling between the two men, another captured her face mid-orgasm.

“Look how happy I am,” she said proudly. “They both want to see me again. Soon. Maybe even together again.”

My caged cock throbbed at the thought. Sarah noticed and smiled. “You like that idea, don’t you? Your wife getting shared regularly.”

“Yes,” I whispered, folding the cum-stained sheets.

She set her phone down and pulled me onto the bed beside her. “I’ve been thinking about our new rules. From now on, you’ll help me prepare for every date — shaving me smooth, choosing my outfit, even fluffing the bulls if I ask you to. After every session, you’ll clean me completely. And the cage stays on until I decide you’ve earned an orgasm. It could be weeks… or longer.”

The denial sent another wave of humiliated arousal through me. Sarah kissed me deeply, her tongue exploring my mouth. “I still love you, Mark. This doesn’t change that. It actually makes me love you more — knowing you’re willing to give me this freedom while staying loyal and devoted.”

She stood up and led me to the shower. “Help me wash up. I want to feel fresh for whatever happens next.”

Under the warm water, I carefully soaped her body, paying special attention to her pussy and breasts. Sarah moaned softly as my fingers gently cleaned the last traces of the previous night. “Mmm, good cuck. This is your new role — taking care of your hotwife after she’s been properly fucked.”

As we dried off, Sarah became more explicit about the future. “I want to try more things. Maybe a weekend away with Derek. Or inviting Jake over again for a longer session. I might even let them take me while you’re tied to the chair watching. How does that sound?”

The images flooded my mind. I felt small, submissive, and strangely content. “It sounds… right.”

Sarah beamed. “Perfect. Now go make the bed with fresh sheets. Tonight we’ll relax together — just you and me. But tomorrow… I think I’ll text the boys and see if they’re free again soon.”

That evening, we curled up on the couch like any normal married couple — except I was locked in chastity and Sarah wore nothing but one of my old t-shirts. We watched a movie, her head resting on my shoulder, but the energy between us had changed forever.

During a quiet moment, Sarah turned to me seriously. “I need you to understand something, Mark. I’m not going back to the way things were. I love being a hotwife. I love the excitement, the attention, the way real men make me feel. And I love that you’re embracing your role as my cuckold.”

She took my hand and placed it over the chastity cage. “This is permanent — at least for now. The denial, the service, the cleanup… it all turns me on almost as much as the sex itself. Knowing you’re suffering and aching while I get satisfied makes everything hotter.”

I squeezed her hand. “I accept it. I want you to be happy.”

Sarah’s eyes softened with genuine love. “That’s why this works. Because you truly want what’s best for me.”

She kissed me slowly and deeply, then pulled back with a playful, dominant smile. “But don’t think it stops here. Derek mentioned he has another friend who might be interested. And I’ve been fantasizing about going to a nice hotel with both of them — making you wait in the next room while they take turns with me all night.”

The thought sent a powerful mix of dread and excitement through me. Sarah noticed my reaction and laughed softly.

“See? You’re already getting used to it.” She straddled my lap, grinding gently against the hard plastic of the cage. “One day soon, when you’ve been very good, I might let you out and watch you stroke yourself while I tell you every detail of what they did to me. But only if you beg nicely.”

She climbed off and took my hand, leading me back to the bedroom. As we slipped under the fresh sheets, Sarah curled against me contentedly.

“This is our new normal, baby. Me as your confident hotwife, you as my loyal, locked cuckold. I can’t wait to see where this journey takes us.”

As her breathing slowed into sleep, I lay awake, staring at the ceiling. The chastity cage throbbed with denied need. My mind raced with images of future nights — Sarah with Derek and Jake, or even more men, while I watched, served, and cleaned.

A small, submissive smile formed on my lips.

I was no longer just letting it happen.

I was embracing it.

And somewhere deep inside, I knew this was only the beginning of our hotwife journey.
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