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Chapter 1

The mirrored glass doors of the skyscraper reflected the early morning sun as I stepped from the curb. A sea of bustling professionals parted instinctively, their heads bowing slightly, their conversations fading to murmurs. My bespoke suit, meticulously tailored to perfection, whispered authority with every stride. Black leather Oxfords echoed confidently across the marble flooring as I entered the building.

"Good morning, Mr. Harding," the security guard stammered, standing a little straighter as I approached.

I nodded curtly, barely acknowledging the gesture, my focus unwavering. The biometric scanner lit up as I pressed my thumb to the sensor, granting me access to the private executive elevator. As the polished steel doors closed, I caught my reflection, a man carved from ambition and power. Broad shoulders, chiseled jaw, and the aura of a man who didn’t just walk into rooms—he owned them.

When the elevator doors opened to the executive floor, the silence was palpable. Heads turned as I stepped out. The soft hum of office chatter ceased. It wasn’t fear alone that silenced them—it was respect, reverence even. They knew I wasn’t a man to be crossed, not with the weight of the company, the industry, and their livelihoods resting on my shoulders.

"Good morning, Mr. Harding," the receptionist greeted with an almost breathless smile.

I nodded briskly, walking past her without pause. My stride was purposeful, commanding, the sound of my footsteps punctuating the polished hallway like a metronome of control. I didn’t need to bark orders—my presence alone dictated action. By the time I reached my corner office, the skyline stretching out beneath me like a conquered kingdom, I felt the familiar rush of dominance. This was my empire, my domain. Here, I was the apex predator.

But as the day stretched on, emails, meetings, and negotiations piling up, a nagging awareness lurked beneath the surface. They didn’t know. None of them did. They would never suspect the truth of the man behind the tailored suit.

When the clock struck six, I left my desk, my exit just as choreographed as my arrival. The receptionist stood, offering a warm farewell. Security nodded again, their eyes watchful. The sun was setting as I stepped into the sleek black taxi waiting at the curb. My driver knew better than to speak unless spoken to.

The ride home was quiet, but my thoughts were loud, a slow drumbeat building anticipation for what awaited me.

The penthouse elevator opened directly into my apartment, where marble floors gleamed under the glow of city lights. I set my briefcase down, shedding the armor of my suit—jacket, tie, cufflinks—as if peeling away the layers of the man the world believed me to be. My heartbeat quickened when I saw her.

Victoria stood by the floor-to-ceiling windows, silhouetted against the glittering skyline. Her silk robe barely clung to her shoulders, framing her body like a masterpiece. She turned her head just enough to meet my gaze, her lips curling into a smirk.

"On your knees," she commanded, her voice rich with authority.

The sound was electrifying. No pleasantries, no acknowledgment of the day I had just endured. I obeyed without hesitation, dropping to my knees on the cool marble floor. My throat felt dry, but my body surged with heat as I crawled toward her.

She walked to the balcony, letting the robe slide from her shoulders and pool at her feet. Her bare body, lit by the city’s glow, stole my breath. She leaned forward over the railing, her hands gripping the cool metal as she arched her back, presenting herself to me. The curve of her ass was flawless, her skin smooth, inviting.

"Show me how much you’ve missed me," she said, a teasing edge to her voice.

I lowered my head, my lips brushing her cheeks in reverence before I pressed a kiss to the base of her spine. My hands gently parted her, exposing her tight, puckered hole, the center of her perfection. My mouth watered at the sight. I leaned in, inhaling her scent—a mix of her natural musk and the faint, luxurious perfume that clung to her skin. My tongue darted out tentatively at first, tracing circles around her rim, soft and slow.

She sighed, the sound of her pleasure sending a thrill through me. "Deeper," she ordered, her tone brooking no argument.

I obeyed, pressing my tongue firmly against her hole, tasting her fully. The texture, the warmth—it was intoxicating. I swirled my tongue, pushing inside her, my hands gripping her hips to steady myself. She moaned, her voice low and sultry, her pleasure a reward I would have done anything to earn. I licked her with long, deliberate strokes, savoring every moment, every shiver of her body beneath my touch.

"You’re such a good boy," she murmured, her praise laced with condescension. My cock strained against the confines of the cage she’d locked me in, throbbing with frustration and need. But this wasn’t about me. It never was. My pleasure was irrelevant. My purpose was singular: to serve her, to bring her the bliss she demanded.

She rocked her hips slightly, pushing back against my face, her body dictating the rhythm. I plunged my tongue deeper, flicking and teasing, my mouth wet with devotion. The cool night breeze swept over us, mingling with the heat of our intimacy, the city stretching out beneath us like a silent witness.

"Good," she sighed, her voice tinged with satisfaction. "Don’t stop until I tell you."

Her words were law. I lost myself in her, the power of my day forgotten. Here, I was no longer the man who commanded boardrooms and inspired fear. Here, I was hers—submissive, obedient, and utterly at her mercy.

Yes, I am totally pussy whipped and submissive to the wants, needs, and desires of my smoking hot wife. Let me explain. Victoria is 15 years younger than me, a whirlwind of beauty, brains, and an effortless sexual confidence that had me hooked from the moment I laid eyes on her. We met at work, though she doesn’t work directly under me—or even in my division. She’s a specialist in data security, one of the best in the business, navigating an ever-evolving field with precision and expertise. If anyone in the company has a problem, she’s the one they turn to, and she always delivers. Her sharp mind and unrelenting drive command respect, but it’s the way she moves—the way she owns a room—that leaves everyone, myself included, in awe.


Victoria is the epitome of discipline. Every morning, without fail, she’s up before the sun, lifting weights, running miles, and honing a body that defies logic. The first time I saw her naked, I couldn’t believe my eyes. Her abs are carved, a perfectly defined six-pack that would make professional athletes jealous. Yet, despite her athleticism, her body is a celebration of curves. Her ass is an impossible masterpiece—round, firm, and so perfectly proportioned it’s as if it was sculpted by the gods. Even in her pencil skirts and fitted dresses, it commands attention, bouncing subtly with every step, leaving jaws on the floor and traffic metaphorically halted.


Her breasts are small but exquisite, a perky pair of B cups with little pink nipples that are as inviting as they are tantalizing. They suit her frame perfectly, hinting at her strength beneath her femininity. And then there are her tattoos—six small, hidden works of art that you’d never notice unless she was bare before you. Each one is intimate, a secret she chooses to reveal only when she wants to. I’ve memorized every line and curve of them, just as I’ve memorized every inch of her body.


Victoria’s beauty isn’t just physical—it’s in the way she carries herself. She’s professional, always poised, and undeniably sexy. Her tight pencil skirts and silky blouses hug her body like a second skin, teasing just enough to drive me crazy. She always finishes the look with five-inch heels that showcase her toned calves and long, slender legs. Her ankles alone make my cock ache with need.


But her ass—her ass is the crown jewel. In a skirt, it’s like two balloons kissing, a perfect bubble butt that sways with a hypnotic rhythm. There’s no exaggeration when I say it can stop traffic. And when she’s naked, that ass is a vision—firm yet soft, muscular yet inviting, the embodiment of contradiction and perfection.


She’s everything I could have dreamed of and more, and I’d do anything to worship her properly, exactly as she deserves.
  

I immediately fell head over heels for her. It was unlike anything I had ever experienced—an irresistible pull that clouded my judgment and dissolved the professional boundaries I had upheld for years. Dating her violated every work-related rule imaginable. I was her superior, and yet, with Victoria, I couldn’t care less. The thrill of it consumed me. Our relationship moved fast, too fast to second-guess. Every moment with her was intoxicating, every touch electric.

And then, not long after we were married, as we sat together in my apartment one evening, her eyes softened, and she leaned closer. There was something in her gaze—a mix of vulnerability and unshakable confidence—that made my heart race. She said she had a secret, something I needed to understand before our relationship could progress further. I felt my chest tighten. Her tone was steady, but the weight of her words sent an electric charge through the air.

“I think about sex all the time,” she began, her voice calm but heavy with meaning. “I can’t help it. My pussy drips constantly. At work, at home, everywhere.”

My pulse quickened. She went on, confessing that she regularly played with herself at her desk, in the bathroom, even during meetings. The image of her, so composed and professional on the outside, secretly indulging her desires in the middle of the day, sent my mind spinning. I couldn’t hide my arousal. My cock hardened instantly, throbbing against my pants, but I struggled to maintain composure. I nodded, feigning calm, and urged her to continue.

Her lips curled into a faint smile, and for the first time, I noticed a flicker of hesitation. She was always so self-assured, but this moment was different. She took a deep breath before speaking again.

“There’s more,” she said. “Something I need you to understand before this goes any further.”

Her words hung in the air like a storm about to break. I felt my throat go dry, my mind racing with possibilities. I braced myself, though I could never have anticipated what came next.

“I fantasize about fucking other men,” she said, her voice steady, her eyes locked on mine. “But not just fucking them. I fantasize about doing it while my boyfriend—or husband—watches.”

Time seemed to stop. Her words echoed in my mind, louder and louder until they drowned out everything else. She admitted she was an exhibitionist, that the idea of making her partner watch her with another man drove her wild. My world tilted on its axis, the ground beneath me threatening to give way. I tried to respond, to say something—anything—but I couldn’t find the words.

And then, something unexpected happened. My cock, already hard, pulsed painfully against my pants, as if my body had betrayed me. My arousal was undeniable, as was the shame that followed. How could this excite me? How could I want something so completely at odds with the man I thought I was? I forced myself to keep a neutral expression, masking the torrent of emotions raging inside. I feigned surprise and asked her to explain further.

“I can see us as a couple forever,” she said, her tone softening, almost pleading. “But you need to know…I’m so sexual, I could never be faithful. If we’re going to make this work, you’d have to share me. I need this. My hunger for sex—it’s unquenchable.”

Her words were raw, honest, and terrifying. The logical part of me screamed to run, to end this before it went any further. But another part of me—the part I had buried beneath years of discipline and control—was captivated. Her confidence, her unfiltered desires, and the sheer audacity of her honesty pulled me in.

I felt something inside me snap, or perhaps it was more of a release, like a dam breaking after years of pressure. The thought of relinquishing control, of surrendering the carefully crafted image of myself as the man in charge, thrilled me in a way I had never known. My entire life had been defined by power—commanding rooms, steering companies, always maintaining the upper hand. And yet, here I was, on the brink of willingly stepping into the unknown.

“I…I think I want this,” I admitted, the words tasting foreign on my tongue. I could barely recognize my own voice. “I want to let go. To give in.”

The tension in the room was suffocating, but beneath it was an undeniable current of excitement. For the first time, I allowed myself to imagine what she was describing. The thought of someone else taking control, of pushing me to the edge of my comfort zone, was intoxicating. It wasn’t just about her; it was about me, about breaking free from the confines of the man I had always been.

Victoria leaned in, her lips brushing against my ear. “Then you’ll be mine,” she whispered. “Completely mine.”

I nodded, my heart pounding. I was hers already, though neither of us had said it aloud. The man I thought I was—the powerful, untouchable alpha—had cracked. And for the first time, I felt free.

I pulled her close, kissing her deeply, my hands trembling as they cupped her face. “Take me,” I whispered against her lips, my voice raw with vulnerability. “Take me wherever you want. I trust you.”

Her eyes lit up with a fiery intensity, her lips curling into a smile that sent shivers down my spine. “You have no idea what you’ve just agreed to,” she murmured, her voice laced with amusement and power. She kissed me again, harder this time, her tongue claiming mine with an urgency that left me breathless.

Before I could regain control of my senses, she took my hand and led me to the bedroom. Her movements were confident, almost predatory, and I felt a flicker of unease beneath the thrill coursing through me. I had always been the one to lead, the one in charge. But tonight, she had flipped the script entirely.

When we reached the bed, she turned to face me, unbuttoning my shirt with deliberate slowness. Her eyes never left mine, her gaze burning with intent. When my shirt slid from my shoulders, she pushed me gently onto the bed, her strength surprising me. I landed on my back, looking up at her as she stripped out of her clothes. Her body was a masterpiece—lean, sculpted, and commanding. My heart pounded in my chest, caught between arousal and trepidation.

“You’re mine tonight,” she said, her voice low and unwavering. “And you’re going to show me just how much you want to please me.”

Before I could respond, she climbed onto the bed, straddling my chest. Her thighs, firm and strong, framed my vision as she crawled forward, positioning herself over my face. The heat of her pussy was palpable, intoxicating, and her scent filled my senses. She looked down at me, her hands gripping the headboard for balance, and her tone left no room for argument.

“Lick me,” she commanded. “Don’t stop until I’m satisfied.”

I hesitated for the briefest moment, caught off guard by her brazenness. This was new, different, and completely uncharted territory for me. But as her hips lowered and her wetness pressed against my lips, instinct took over. I flicked my tongue over her folds, the taste of her flooding my senses. She moaned above me, a deep, throaty sound that spurred me on. My hands moved to her hips, holding her steady as I delved deeper, my tongue tracing every inch of her.

She rode my face with abandon, grinding herself against me, her dominance absolute. I was drowning in her, my cock throbbing painfully as I struggled to reconcile the man I thought I was with the man I was becoming under her control. My arousal was undeniable, but so was my confusion. How had I ended up here, beneath her, utterly at her mercy?

When she finally pulled away, her lips were parted, her cheeks flushed. She climbed off me and moved down the bed, gripping my cock with a firm hand. Without a word, she positioned herself and sank down onto me in one fluid motion, her pussy enveloping me in tight, wet heat. I gasped, my hands instinctively reaching for her hips, but she brushed them away.

“Let me do the work,” she said, her tone teasing yet commanding. She began to ride me, her movements slow and deliberate at first, then faster, harder, until I was teetering on the edge of release.

“I’m going to cum,” I gasped, my hands clutching at the sheets.

But just as I reached the precipice, she pulled herself off me, gripping the base of my cock to deny me the release I so desperately needed. My head fell back against the pillows, a mix of frustration and disbelief washing over me. Before I could protest, she straddled my face again, her voice dripping with satisfaction.

“I’m not done yet,” she said, lowering herself onto me once more.

I had no choice but to comply, my tongue darting out to please her again, even as my cock throbbed painfully with unfulfilled need. My mind raced, torn between the intense arousal of the moment and the nagging discomfort of surrendering so completely. This wasn’t who I was—was it? I had spent my entire life as the dominant one, the alpha. But here, with her, I was something else entirely. And though I wasn’t sure how I felt about it, I couldn’t bring myself to stop.

Her moans filled the room as she reached her climax, her body trembling above me. When she finally pulled away, she collapsed beside me, her chest rising and falling with each labored breath. She turned to me, her smile soft but knowing, as if she could see every thought racing through my head.

“We’ll take it slow,” she said, brushing a hand over my cheek. “I don’t want to scare you away. But this is only the beginning.”

The room was quiet now, save for the soft hum of the city outside and the sound of our breathing slowly evening out. I lay on my back, staring at the ceiling, my body spent yet my mind racing. Beside me, Victoria shifted, propping herself up on one elbow to look at me. Her expression was soft, affectionate, but there was an unmistakable glint of authority in her eyes.

“Do you know what your problem is?” she asked gently, her fingers trailing down my chest, leaving a path of heat in their wake.

I swallowed, unsure of how to respond. She didn’t wait for an answer.

“You think too much with this,” she said, her hand sliding lower until her fingers wrapped around my still-hard cock. Her touch was light, teasing, sending a jolt of electricity through me. “You need to stop letting this control you.”

Her words were loving, almost tender, but they cut through me like a blade. She began to stroke me slowly, her grip just firm enough to keep me on edge without offering real relief. I groaned, my hips lifting instinctively, but she pressed her free hand against my stomach to hold me down.

“Focus on me,” she murmured, her voice a soothing melody. “Not on your cock. Not on what you think you want. On me. My needs. My pleasure.”

Her words were intoxicating, pulling me into her orbit even as they unsettled me. Her hand moved with agonizing precision, her strokes deliberate and unhurried. Every nerve in my body was on fire, my breath hitching as she pushed me closer and closer to the edge.

“I want you to beg,” she said softly, her lips brushing against my ear. “Show me how much you want this. How much you need me.”

The tension in my body was unbearable. My cock throbbed in her hand, my skin slick with sweat as I fought against the urge to surrender completely. But her touch was relentless, her words a siren call I couldn’t resist.

“Please,” I whispered, my voice breaking. “Please let me cum.”

“Louder,” she demanded, her hand tightening slightly around me. “Let me hear you.”

“Please,” I said again, my voice trembling with desperation. “Please, Victoria. I need to cum. Please.”

She smiled, a look of satisfaction crossing her face as she continued to stroke me. “Good boy,” she said, her tone almost soothing. Her hand quickened just enough to send me spiraling over the edge, my body seizing as the first pulse of release hit me.

But then, as the first spurt left me, she let go.

The sensation was unbearable—pleasure and frustration mingling in a way that left me gasping. My cock twitched helplessly, the remnants of my orgasm spilling onto my stomach as she leaned back, watching me with a satisfied smile.

“Good boy,” she repeated, her voice soft but firm. She leaned down, pressing a gentle kiss to my forehead. “You’re learning.”

Before I could respond, she settled back into the pillows, her breathing slowing as sleep began to claim her. I lay there, my mind a storm of emotions—confusion, arousal, shame, and an unfamiliar sense of exhilaration. My cock, still achingly hard, throbbed again as I replayed the moment in my mind. I didn’t know what to feel, didn’t know who I was becoming.

Beside me, Victoria slept peacefully, her body relaxed and glowing with contentment. And I, her powerful, dominant CEO, lay beside her, utterly undone.


Chapter 2

About a week passed before things began to change in ways I couldn’t have anticipated. Victoria had been affectionate but coy during that time, her demeanor lighthearted yet charged with a subtle undercurrent of dominance. She would tease me with lingering touches and knowing smiles, her words carefully laced with innuendo that left me both aroused and anxious.

One evening, as we sat together in her living room, she placed a small box in my lap. Her smile was enigmatic, her eyes alight with anticipation.

“I have something for you,” she said, her tone sweet but laced with authority. “A gift.”

I hesitated for a moment, the weight of the box in my hands somehow heavier than it should have been. When I opened it, my breath caught. Inside was a device I recognized instantly, though I’d never imagined holding one in my hands—let alone wearing it. A hard-plastic cock cage, small and unassuming, yet radiating a power that left no doubt about its purpose.

Victoria leaned forward, her voice dropping to a sultry whisper. “I want you to wear this for me,” she said, her fingers brushing against mine as she took the box. “Every time I’m with one of my lovers, I want you locked away. Your release is no longer your own. It’s mine. Only I get to decide when you cum.”

Her words struck me like a physical blow, equal parts exhilarating and terrifying. My cock sprang to life at the thought, pressing against the fabric of my pants, betraying my arousal even as my mind struggled to process what she was asking of me. She watched my reaction with an amused smile, her confidence unwavering.

“This is what you need,” she continued, her tone softening but losing none of its authority. “You need to be controlled. To surrender. To let go.”

I nodded, my throat dry, unable to trust my voice. As much as the logical part of me wanted to resist, to push back, a deeper, darker part of me wanted this—craved this. I needed her control, her dominance, to balance the relentless power I wielded in every other part of my life.

“Good,” she said, her smile widening. “Then let’s get started.”

She motioned for me to stand, and I obeyed without hesitation. She unbuttoned my pants with practiced ease, pulling them down along with my boxers, leaving me exposed and vulnerable. My cock, still painfully hard, jutted forward, a testament to my excitement—and my shame.

Victoria knelt in front of me, her movements deliberate and precise as she took the device from the box. She held it up, the hard plastic glinting in the dim light, a symbol of her control. “This might feel uncomfortable at first,” she said, her tone almost soothing. “But you’ll get used to it. And you’ll thank me for it.”

She slipped the ring around my cock and balls, her fingers cool and firm as she adjusted it into place. I winced slightly at the pressure, but she ignored my discomfort, focused entirely on her task. Then, with a practiced hand, she guided my cock into the cage, the tight plastic encasing me completely. She secured the lock with a decisive click, the sound reverberating through the room like a gavel striking a verdict.

“There,” she said, standing and admiring her work. “Perfect.”

I looked down, the weight of the device unfamiliar and overwhelming. My cock strained against its confines, throbbing futilely as it tried to expand. The discomfort was immediate but strangely satisfying, a constant reminder of her control over me.

“How does it feel?” she asked, her eyes twinkling with amusement.

“Tight,” I admitted, my voice hoarse. “And…strange.”

“You’ll get used to it,” she said, her tone kind but firm. “In fact, I want you to wear it for a few days, to get the feel of it. Consider it your initiation.”

That night, I lay in bed beside her, the cage pressing uncomfortably against my body, yet every moment felt electric. My arousal didn’t fade—it simmered beneath the surface, trapped and unresolved. Beside me, Victoria slept peacefully, her control over me absolute.

The next day, as I dressed for work, the cage felt heavier, more present. It was a secret I carried with me, hidden beneath the fabric of my tailored suit. No one in the office knew, of course. To them, I was the same unflinching, authoritative CEO. But every step, every movement, reminded me of Victoria’s dominance.

By mid-afternoon, I was fully immersed in the demands of the day, negotiating deals, signing contracts, and even firing one of my VPs without batting an eye. And all the while, my cock remained securely locked in its plastic prison, my arousal building with every passing hour. The contradiction was thrilling—a powerful man brought to his knees by his girlfriend’s will, even when she wasn’t in the room.

At around five o’clock, my phone buzzed with a text from Victoria: Come to the condo. Now.

Her command was clear, and I didn’t hesitate. The condo was hers, a chic, modern refuge in the heart of the city. It had become our private escape during the whirlwind of our relationship, but tonight, as I drove through the city, I couldn’t shake the feeling that this wasn’t just about spending time together. Victoria had something planned—something that would push me further down the path I had willingly chosen.

The elevator doors opened, and I stepped into the hallway of Victoria’s condo, my heart already pounding. Taped to the door was a small envelope, my name written in her elegant script. My hands trembled slightly as I pulled it free and opened it. Inside was a single note, her words sharp and deliberate:

Honey, come in quietly. I am with my lover. Find us. I want you to watch him take my married pussy away from you.

The blood roared in my ears as I unlocked the door and stepped inside. The condo was dimly lit, the only illumination coming from the faint glow of the city lights streaming through the windows. My shoes were silent on the hardwood floor as I moved cautiously down the hallway, the air thick with an unfamiliar tension.

When I entered the living room, the sight stopped me cold. Victoria was seated on the couch, her body slouched in an almost casual sprawl, yet everything about her radiated raw, sexual energy. Her legs were slightly parted, her skirt pushed up to her thighs, revealing her bare skin glistening faintly in the low light. Her hand rested between her legs, her fingers moving in slow, lazy circles over her clit, her every motion hypnotic.

Standing before her was a muscular man in his early thirties, his tailored suit immaculate, his posture confident. His hands were relaxed at his sides, but his eyes were locked on her, dark and hungry. He exuded a quiet dominance that sent a ripple of unease and arousal through me.

Victoria turned her head, her sultry eyes meeting mine. Her lips curled into a knowing smile. She gestured toward the man, her voice calm but commanding. “Tell him it’s okay to touch me.”

My throat went dry, my mind spinning as I processed her words. She was still watching me, her gaze steady, unyielding. I swallowed hard and looked at him, forcing the words from my lips. “It’s okay. You can touch her.”

Her smile deepened, and my cock pulsed painfully in my pants, betraying the storm of emotions churning inside me—arousal, jealousy, shame, and a strange, dark excitement I couldn’t deny.

The man stepped forward, his movements deliberate as he positioned himself between her legs. He placed his index finger on her lips, and she opened her mouth without hesitation, drawing him in. Her hand reached up to guide his, slowly pumping his finger into her wet, eager mouth, mimicking the act of a blowjob with deliberate sensuality. The sight was intoxicating, her confidence and control over both of us undeniable.

Victoria shifted, sitting up straighter as she leaned toward his crotch. Her hands moved with practiced ease to unbuckle his belt, the metal clinking softly in the quiet room. She looked directly at me, her eyes filled with challenge and mischief, as she slowly unbuttoned his pants and lowered his zipper. Every movement was calculated, a performance designed to drive me mad with desire and torment.

When his pants fell to the floor, she ran her fingers over the bulge in his briefs, her touch light and teasing. “What do you want me to do?” she asked, her voice low and sultry, her gaze never leaving mine.

The words left my mouth before I could think. “Suck his cock.”

Her smile was pure seduction. She pulled his underwear down, revealing a cock that was unlike anything I had ever seen—thick and impossibly long, with veins snaking along its dark, rigid length. It hung heavily against his thigh, his balls low and full, like two tanned golf balls wrapped in smooth leather. My breath caught at the sight, a pang of inadequacy flaring deep in my chest.

Her hand wrapped around it, barely able to encircle its girth as she lifted it to her lips. She turned to me again, her lips parting slightly, and then took him into her mouth.

The sight was devastating. Her tongue swirled around the head before she slid her lips down his shaft, inch by inch, taking him deeper. Her movements were slow, deliberate, her right hand cradling his heavy balls while her left stroked the base of his cock. Her eyes fluttered closed, and she began to move faster, her mouth working him with increasing intensity.

He groaned above her, his hands tangling in her hair as he began to guide her rhythm. Her control never wavered, though. Each time he neared the edge, she slowed, teasing him back from release. The room was filled with the wet sounds of her mouth, the low hum of his moans, and the pounding of my heart.

When she finally released him, his cock slapped against his thigh, gleaming with her saliva. She leaned back into the couch, her fingers sliding between her legs as she began to rub her pussy again. Her gaze returned to me, her eyes filled with amusement and heat as she licked her fingers clean between strokes.

The man watched her in awe, his desire evident in every tense muscle of his body. But he didn’t move. He waited, his patience a testament to her control over him as well.

Every nerve in my body was on fire, my arousal and confusion battling for dominance. She was my wife, yet here I stood, powerless, watching her claim this moment as her own. And despite everything, I couldn’t look away.

Victoria turned her head to look at me, her gaze locking onto mine with that same mix of playfulness and dominance that left me both breathless and paralyzed. She didn’t speak immediately, letting the weight of the moment settle in, making my heart pound louder in the silence. Finally, her lips parted, her voice soft but dripping with command.

“Tell him he doesn’t need a condom,” she said, her tone calm, as if she were asking me to pass the salt. “Tell him to fuck me bare.”

My chest tightened, my breath catching in my throat. My cock throbbed painfully in the cage, straining against its unforgiving confines. Was this really happening? Was she really asking me to do this—to give my consent for another man to take her so completely, so intimately?

She didn’t waver, her sultry eyes boring into mine. “Say it,” she repeated, her voice firmer this time. “Tell him to take me raw.”

I looked at him, standing there with his massive cock already slick with her saliva and the anticipation in his eyes. He wasn’t looking at me. He hadn’t even acknowledged my presence. His focus was entirely on her, on the way her fingers circled her swollen clit, on the way her body seemed to radiate heat and need. I swallowed hard, my mouth dry, and forced the words out.

“Take her,” I said hoarsely. “Take her bareback.”

A smile spread across her face, wicked and triumphant. She turned back to him, spreading her legs wider and pulling her skirt up to her waist. “You heard him,” she purred. “Fuck me. Right here. Right now.”

He didn’t need to be told twice. His movements were quick and deliberate as he grabbed her, lifting her effortlessly and tossing her onto the couch. The force of it sent a thrill through her, her laugh low and throaty as her body sprawled across the cushions. He tore at her blouse, the buttons scattering like confetti across the room, revealing her small, perfectly sculpted breasts. Her nipples were hard and pink, standing proudly against the soft curves of her chest.

Her skirt was already bunched at her waist, and with one swift motion, he yanked her soaked cotton thong down her thighs, the fabric ripping audibly in his hands. She was bare before him now, her smooth, athletic body glistening with a fine sheen of sweat. Her abs, tight and defined, flexed with every movement, framing the curve of her hips and the inviting swell of her thighs. Her pussy was glistening, her lips swollen and parted, her clit a bright, eager beacon at the apex of her sex.

He gripped his cock—thick, veined, and impossibly large. It was a monster, the kind of cock that made everything else seem insignificant. My breath hitched as I took in the sheer size of it, from the bulbous, engorged head to the massive shaft that seemed to defy gravity. His balls hung low and full, heavy with the promise of what was to come. He positioned himself between her legs, pressing the blunt tip against her entrance, and with one powerful thrust, he buried himself inside her.

Victoria screamed, her head falling back against the couch, her legs wrapping tightly around his waist. “Oh fuck!” she cried, her voice raw and primal. Her hands clawed at his back, pulling him deeper. “Fuck me hard, you son of a bitch!”

He obliged without hesitation, his hips snapping forward in a relentless rhythm. The couch creaked and rocked beneath them as he drove his massive cock into her, each thrust punctuated by the wet slap of their bodies meeting. Her cries filled the room, mingling with his low grunts as he worked her over with brutal precision.

Her body writhed beneath him, her muscles taut and quivering with pleasure. Her six-pack flexed with every movement, framing the smooth curve of her waist and the hypnotic bounce of her breasts as he pounded into her. She wasn’t just being fucked—she was being claimed, her body surrendering completely to the sheer power of his cock. And she loved it. She reveled in it.

“Harder!” she screamed, her nails raking down his back. “Don’t stop!”

He growled in response, his hands gripping her hips as he thrust even deeper, his cock stretching her in ways that made my head spin. I watched, helpless and transfixed, as her "tell" appeared—the moment I knew she was close. She grabbed his face, pulling him into a fierce, desperate kiss. Her tongue tangled with his, her lips devouring him as if she couldn’t get enough. Her body trembled, her cries muffled against his mouth as her orgasm tore through her.

Her legs locked around him, her nails digging deep into his skin. She let out a muffled roar, the sound building until she threw her head back and screamed, a raw, primal sound that sent a shiver down my spine. Her lover seemed momentarily startled but quickly followed her lead, his back arching as his body tensed.

I watched, mesmerized, as his balls tightened against his shaft, twitching rhythmically with each pulse. His cock jerked inside her, unloading spurt after spurt of his seed deep into her pussy. The sight was devastating—his massive size, her complete surrender, and the overwhelming realization that I had told him to do this.

When he finally pulled out, his cock glistened with their combined juices, still semi-hard and impossibly large. Victoria lay sprawled on the couch, her legs draped over the armrest, her body glistening with sweat. Her pussy was red and swollen, her lips puffy and still slightly parted, a testament to the pounding she had just taken.

Her lover stood, gathering his clothes in silence before disappearing into the bathroom. Victoria remained where she was, her chest rising and falling as she caught her breath. She turned her head to look at me, her lips curving into a satisfied smile. My cock throbbed painfully in its cage, the weight of my arousal and humiliation pressing down on me like a leaden blanket.

This was Victoria’s world now. And I was powerless to resist.

Now fully dressed, he glanced down at Victoria one last time, gave her a small nod, and turned toward the door. He didn’t say a word. No goodbye. No thank you. Nothing. He simply left, his footsteps echoing softly as he disappeared into the hallway. The sound of the door clicking shut was almost deafening in the silence that followed.

Victoria lay sprawled on the couch, her body glowing with satisfaction, her chest rising and falling in steady rhythm. Her hair was tousled, clinging to her damp forehead, and her flushed skin glistened in the dim light of the room. Her legs remained splayed, her thighs trembling slightly as if they still pulsed with the memory of her lover’s brutal possession. Her pussy, swollen and red, was a vivid, unapologetic display of everything that had just happened.

I stood frozen, my thoughts a maelstrom of emotions—jealousy, arousal, humiliation, and something darker I couldn’t yet name. My cock throbbed painfully in its cage, a relentless reminder of the power she wielded over me. She shifted slightly, turning her head to look at me with an expression that was equal parts amusement and satisfaction.

“Come here,” she said softly, her voice hoarse from screaming but no less commanding. She gestured lazily, motioning for me to kneel between her legs. My body moved before my mind could protest, and I sank to my knees, the hardwood floor pressing uncomfortably against my shins.

Her legs parted wider, the scent of her sex filling the air, heavy and intoxicating. I stared at the swollen folds of her pussy, glistening with the evidence of what had just transpired. My stomach twisted, my heart hammering in my chest as I tried to process the sight before me.

“Look at what he’s done to me,” she said, her tone light, almost playful. “Really look. Tell me what you see.”

I hesitated, my mouth suddenly dry. My eyes darted from her flushed face to the wreckage between her thighs. Her lips were puffy and reddened, still slightly parted, her clit swollen and throbbing faintly. Her entrance, stretched and slick, still seemed to echo the immense size of the cock that had been buried inside her. It was a sight both mesmerizing and devastating.

“It…” I faltered, struggling to find words. “It looks… used. Used and abused.”

She laughed then, a deep, throaty sound that sent a shiver through me. “Good,” she said, her eyes sparkling with amusement. “Because that’s exactly how I feel. But now…” She leaned forward slightly, brushing a hand down her stomach and letting it rest just above her mound. “Now it needs some love.”

My heart leapt at her words, a flicker of hope sparking in my chest. “Unlock me,” I said quickly, almost pleading. “Let me give you that love. Let me—”

Before I could finish, she burst out laughing, the sound filling the room like a whip crack. It wasn’t cruel, but it wasn’t kind either—it was the laugh of someone utterly in control, someone amused by the very thought of relinquishing power.

“Oh, sweetheart,” she said, her tone dripping with condescension. “The love I need isn’t from your cock. It’s from your mouth.”

The words hit me like a blow, sharp and undeniable. My cock pulsed painfully in its cage, straining against the plastic confines, as my mind reeled. This was a new level of submission, a deeper surrender than I had ever considered. I looked up at her, unsure, and saw nothing but expectation in her eyes.

“Well?” she asked, arching an eyebrow. “Are you going to do what I need, or are you going to stand there, useless?”

My hands trembled as I placed them gently on her thighs, spreading her legs further as I leaned in. The scent of her sex, mixed with the remnants of her lover, was overwhelming, filling my senses and making my head spin. My tongue hesitated, hovering just above her swollen lips, as my mind screamed at me to stop, to pull away. But the weight of her gaze, the command in her voice, kept me there.

“Good boy,” she whispered, her voice a soft purr. “Now make me feel loved.”

I pressed my tongue to her folds, tasting the mingled essence of her and her lover. The flavor was sharp, musky, and utterly foreign, yet I couldn’t stop myself. My tongue traced the length of her pussy, dipping inside her, my every movement slow and deliberate. She moaned softly above me, her hips shifting slightly to guide me.

As I worked, the conflict within me deepened. This was my wife, the woman I loved, yet the act felt like both worship and humiliation. I was giving her everything, yet I felt hollow, my own arousal trapped and unfulfilled. The cage around my cock bit into me, a constant reminder of my place in this dynamic, of the man I was becoming under her control.

She sighed contentedly, her hand resting lightly on my head, guiding me but not forcing me. “That’s it,” she murmured. “Just like that.”

Her approval sent a strange thrill through me, a small spark of pride in the midst of my turmoil. I redoubled my efforts, my tongue exploring her swollen clit, teasing it with careful flicks before moving lower to taste her fully. Her moans grew louder, her body tensing beneath my touch as I brought her closer to the edge.

When she finally came, her legs trembled, and her hand gripped my hair tightly, holding me in place. Her cries filled the room, soft and drawn-out, a stark contrast to the primal screams she had unleashed earlier. This was different. This was intimate. And yet, it left me feeling more conflicted than ever.

As her body relaxed, she let out a long sigh, her hand releasing my hair. “Good boy,” she said again, her voice soft and satisfied. “You did well.”

I leaned back, my face flushed and damp, my hands still resting on her thighs. She looked down at me, her smile kind but unyielding, and I felt my cock throb again, harder than ever. The ache was unbearable, but I didn’t dare ask for relief.

Instead, I stayed where I was, kneeling between her legs, as she stretched languidly on the couch. She didn’t say another word, simply closing her eyes with a small, contented sigh. And there I remained, unsure of what to feel, trapped between humiliation and pride, my body trembling with arousal and my mind drowning in conflict.

When it seemed as though every last drop of his cum had been licked clean from her pussy, Victoria shifted her body, lifting herself off my face. Her slick, swollen lips glistened in the low light as she slid down my chest, her body pressing against mine. The scent of her, the heat of her, was overwhelming. Her lips met mine in a gentle kiss, soft and deliberate, her tongue brushing against mine in a way that left no doubt who was in control.

Her hand slid down my torso, her fingers brushing over the locked cage that encased my aching cock. She lingered there for a moment, her touch teasing, before pulling back to meet my eyes. “You’ve been such a good boy tonight,” she said softly, her voice filled with a dangerous mix of affection and dominance. “And good boys deserve rewards.”

She sat up, reaching into the pocket of her discarded skirt to retrieve the tiny key that held the promise of my release. Her movements were unhurried, deliberate, as though she was savoring the moment. The cage clicked open, and the sensation of freedom was almost too much. My cock sprang to life immediately, growing hard and heavy in her hand. I couldn’t suppress the groan that escaped my lips as she stroked me once, her grip firm but teasing.

“Stay on your back,” she ordered, her tone leaving no room for disobedience. She shifted her body lower, positioning herself between my legs, her thighs framing my hips. She held my cock upright in her hand, her eyes flicking up to meet mine as she began to speak.

“You’ve earned this,” she said, her voice a sultry purr. “You’ve been such a good boy, haven’t you? Cleaning me up so perfectly, tasting him, taking everything I’ve given you.” She tilted her head, her lips curving into a wicked smile. “And because you’ve been so good, I think it’s only fair that you get some sloppy seconds.”

My breath hitched as she lowered her hips slightly, pressing the wet, slick head of my cock against her swollen pussy lips. She moved it slowly, teasingly, sliding it up and down her entrance, letting the head catch against her clit before circling back down. I could feel the remnants of her lover’s cum, warm and viscous, dripping onto me, mixing with her wetness. It was overwhelming—humiliating, arousing, and utterly intoxicating.

“Do you feel that, honey?” she asked, her tone playful and mocking. “That’s his cum, still dripping out of me. Do you like how it feels on your cock?”

“Yes,” I choked out, my voice hoarse and trembling. “I do.”

Her smile widened as she pressed the tip of my cock against her entrance, just barely pushing me inside before pulling back. “I thought you would,” she said, her voice sweet but taunting. “But don’t forget—his cock is bigger. Harder. It made me cum in ways you never could.” She laughed softly, her words slicing through me even as my cock twitched with need. “And I can still feel it inside me, you know. You didn’t get all of it with that talented tongue of yours.”

Before I could respond, she sank down on me, taking me fully into her. The heat and wetness of her pussy enveloped me, the sensation unlike anything I’d ever felt before. She moved slowly at first, her hips rolling in gentle, deliberate circles, her nails trailing lightly over my chest. Her taunts continued, each word a dagger wrapped in velvet.

“Do you feel that?” she whispered, her breath hot against my ear as she leaned down. “Do you feel him inside me while I ride you? Does it make you crazy, knowing you’ll never fill me the way he does?”

I couldn’t answer. My body was on fire, my mind spinning as she moved faster, her slick walls gripping me tightly with every thrust. Her words, her movements, the lingering taste of her on my lips—it was all too much. My body tensed beneath her, my back arching off the couch as I reached the edge of control.

My hands gripped her hips tightly as my orgasm ripped through me, my cock jerking inside her as I emptied myself in thick, desperate spurts. My torso lifted her slightly as I drove as deep as I could, every nerve in my body aflame with pleasure. I cried out, my voice raw and broken, as she laughed above me, her body shaking with amusement.

She leaned forward, her hands framing my face as she looked down at me, her eyes filled with triumph. “You’re mine,” she said softly, her voice a mix of affection and cruelty. “Your cock, your pleasure, all of it. It belongs to me.”

I nodded weakly, my body trembling beneath her, the weight of her dominance pressing down on me even as my orgasm subsided. She sat there for a moment longer, her nails grazing my chest, before she climbed off me and stood, leaving me spent and exposed on the couch.

“Good boy,” she said one last time, her voice soft and satisfied. She disappeared into the bathroom, her laughter trailing behind her, and I lay there in the dim light, my body exhausted, my mind drowning in the chaos of my emotions.


Chapter 3

It had been a week since my wife and I shared our first cuckold session. The memory still burned vividly in my mind—her sultry confidence as she seduced a stranger in our condo, teasing me until I was dizzy with arousal and frustration. Watching her give herself so completely, then claiming her afterward, had been nothing short of transformative. The experience had brought us closer in ways I hadn’t imagined, deepening our connection and feeding a fire between us that I thought had already been blazing.

But this week had been hell at work. As the CEO of a major company, my life was already a whirlwind of stress and responsibility, but we were in the final stages of acquiring one of our largest competitors. Months of travel, high-stakes negotiations, and corporate chess had left me drained. Monday morning had arrived too quickly. I packed my bag, kissed my wife goodbye, and braced myself for another grueling week.

Just as I was about to leave, she stepped in front of me, her hips swaying as she closed the distance between us. She had that mischievous glint in her eye, the one that could make me forget my name. Placing her hands on my chest, she leaned in close, her lips brushing against my ear.

“Before you go,” she purred, “I want you to do something for me. Go to my lingerie drawer and pick out something you want me to wear when you come home on Friday.”

Her voice was silk, her words wrapping around me like a tether pulling me back. “When you text me after your flight lands,” she continued, “I’ll put on what you chose. I’ll meet you at the door in it. Sound good?”

I hesitated for a moment, the idea of leaving her suddenly unbearable. But the thought of her in something I picked out, waiting for me, was enough to make my resolve falter. Without a word, I went to her drawer, my hands trembling slightly as I sorted through her collection of delicate silks and lace.

My fingers brushed over one of my favorites—a thong and bra set in a soft, smooth pink that clung to her body like a second skin. The thong, barely there, showcased her bubble butt perfectly, while the matching bra hugged her small, perky breasts in a way that left nothing to the imagination. I pulled them out and handed them to her.

She smiled, running her fingers over the fabric before placing the set on my pillow. “Perfect choice,” she said, her voice low and teasing. “They’ll be waiting for you.”

Her words lingered in my mind as I climbed into the Uber and headed to the airport. The drive was uneventful, but my thoughts were anything but. Images of her body, wrapped in that soft pink silk, flashed in my mind like a reel I couldn’t turn off. By the time I boarded the plane, I was already distracted, my focus pulled between work and the ache of wanting her.

The four-hour flight was agonizing. I tried to concentrate on my laptop, skimming emails and running through financial projections, but every few minutes, my mind drifted back to her—to the way her bubble butt would sway as she walked, the way her nipples would press against the thin fabric of that bra. I shook my head, frustrated with myself, but the anticipation was impossible to ignore.

When I finally landed, I collapsed into my hotel room, exhausted but restless. The week ahead loomed over me like a dark cloud. The next four days were a blur of contentious meetings, aggressive negotiations, and the kind of corporate battles that demanded every ounce of my energy. My "alpha" persona was fully engaged, but beneath the surface, a quiet yearning persisted.

By Friday, I was spent. The thought of returning home was the only thing keeping me going. I boarded my flight back with a mixture of relief and longing, the hours stretching out like an eternity. The in-flight Wi-Fi kept me tethered to the outside world, but my thoughts remained firmly on her. Then my phone buzzed.

It was a text from my wife. I miss you, honey. I can’t wait for you to get home.

I smiled, my pulse quickening as I typed a quick response. I miss you too. I’ll be home soon.

Her reply came almost instantly: What time will you be at the door?

Landing at 5 PM. Should be at the condo by 6.

She sent back a playful smiley emoji, followed by a kiss. Then, after a brief pause, another message appeared: Check your texts when you land.

The anticipation was almost unbearable. I stared out the window, the city lights below shimmering like a promise of what was waiting for me. My thoughts raced. What had she planned? What would she do? My cock stirred uncomfortably in my pants as I imagined her waiting for me, her body wrapped in that silky pink lingerie, her mischievous smile lighting up the room.

As the plane began its descent, my heart pounded with excitement. Whatever awaited me on the other side of that door, I knew it would be worth every grueling hour of the week that had passed.

The plane landed with a gentle thud, pulling me out of my thoughts. My anticipation had been building for hours, my mind consumed with thoughts of her. I quickly gathered my bag and made my way to the Uber pickup area, weaving through the crowd with a sense of urgency I couldn’t quite explain.

As I waited for my ride, my phone buzzed in my pocket. I pulled it out and saw a message from my wife—a picture. The image loaded slowly, the seconds stretching unbearably, until finally, it appeared: her, standing in our living room, wearing the pink thong and matching bra I had chosen for her. My breath hitched. The lingerie hugged her body like a second skin, highlighting the curve of her hips, the tight muscles of her stomach, the smooth line of her thighs. She looked radiant, powerful, and impossibly sexy.

But something else caught my attention. Her hands—both of them—were visible in the photo, resting lightly on her thighs. She wasn’t holding her phone. My stomach flipped.

Who took the photo?

I texted her back immediately: You’re so hot. So sexy. Who took the picture?

Her reply came almost instantly: Nanny Cam.

My heart raced as I stared at those two words. About a year ago, she had purchased a set of nanny cams for the condo after some of her jewelry went missing. She suspected the cleaning crew and had placed the cameras discreetly around the living room, bedroom, and even the kitchen. When the jewelry eventually turned up, the cameras had remained, largely forgotten—at least by me. But now, the realization hit me like a freight train. She had been watching. Watching herself. Watching… us.

My Uber arrived, and I climbed into the back seat, barely registering the driver’s greeting. My mind was spinning as I settled in, opening the nanny cam app on my phone. The screen loaded, showing a grid of live feeds from the cameras placed around the condo. Most of the squares were dark, but the living room feed was active, the image grainy but unmistakable. My heart stopped.

She wasn’t alone.

A tall, muscular man stood next to her, his posture relaxed but his presence commanding. He was dressed casually in a fitted button-up shirt and tailored slacks, his broad shoulders filling the frame. I tapped the square, expanding it to full size, and quickly popped in my earbuds, turning the volume all the way up.

At first, there was nothing but silence. They were just standing there, looking at each other. The stillness was unnerving, the tension palpable even through the tiny screen. Then she moved, closing the distance between them with a slow, deliberate grace. She reached up and began to unbutton his shirt, her fingers working methodically, her eyes never leaving his. Her expression was calm, confident, and completely in control.

He didn’t move. His arms hung loosely at his sides, his face unreadable as he watched her. When the last button was undone, she slid the shirt off his shoulders, letting it fall to the floor in a whisper of fabric. She placed her hand on his chest, her palm resting over his heart. The contrast between her small, delicate hand and his broad, muscular chest was striking, almost jarring. She traced her fingers downward, following the line of his torso, the motion slow and deliberate.

When her hand reached his belt, she paused, her lips curving into the faintest smile. Then, with a flick of her fingers, she unbuckled it. The metallic click of the belt seemed deafening in the quiet room. She unfastened the button of his pants with practiced ease, her movements fluid and assured. His zipper followed, the sound sharp and final, and his pants joined the growing pile of clothing on the floor.

My chest tightened as I watched her. She hadn’t said a word, but her actions spoke volumes. This wasn’t just seduction; this was a performance, a demonstration of her power, her control. I could see it in her eyes, in the deliberate way she moved, in the way he stood there, utterly still, letting her take the lead.

The Uber moved through traffic, but I barely noticed. My entire world had shrunk to the small screen in my hands, the scene playing out in real time. My pulse thundered in my ears, my thoughts a chaotic mess of jealousy, arousal, and confusion. What was I watching? What was she doing?

And why couldn’t I look away?

She reached out with deliberate grace, her fingertips grazing the prominent bulge in his tight Lycra briefs. The material left absolutely nothing to the imagination. It was almost obscene, the way it stretched to accommodate the sheer size of him. The outline of his cock was unmistakable—a thick, veined shaft pressing insistently against the fabric, curving downward like an overripe banana. Below it, his balls hung low and heavy, straining the seams, round and full like a pair of grapefruits.

My breath caught in my throat as I watched her, her movements slow and deliberate, like a predator toying with its prey. She rubbed him gently at first, her palm sliding up and down the length of his cock, testing the weight of him through the thin fabric. Her lips curved into a small, knowing smile as she leaned in, her head hovering just inches from his covered length. Her hair fell around her face, framing her expression of curiosity and hunger.

She reached up with both hands, her fingers hooking into the waistband of his shorts. Without hesitation, she tugged them downward, the fabric sliding over his hips and thighs in one smooth motion. The material pooled at his ankles, and his cock flopped forward, the weight of it almost startling in its freedom. His balls followed, swaying slightly with the motion, impossibly large and full, their size making my stomach churn with both envy and arousal.

I tapped the plus button on the nanny cam app, zooming in on her face and his now-bared cock. He was massive, as I had expected—thick and impossibly long, the kind of cock that made me feel inadequate by comparison. But what caught my attention, and hers, was the foreskin. Unlike me, or most of the men I knew, he was uncircumcised. The tip of his cock was completely covered, the foreskin long and smooth, tapering slightly to a rounded point that obscured the head beneath.

Her reaction was immediate and unguarded. The look on her face told the whole story. This man’s cock wasn’t just big—it was something new, something intriguing, something she was eager to explore. Her eyes widened slightly, her lips parting in silent appreciation as her fingers reached up to wrap around his shaft.

She stroked him slowly at first, testing his length and girth with her delicate hands. Even with both wrapped around him, there was room to spare. His cock began to respond immediately, swelling beneath her touch, growing longer and significantly thicker. His foreskin stretched slightly with the growth, the covered tip pressing forward, the weight of it causing his cock to dip momentarily before rising again.

She shifted her position, moving closer, her knees pressing into the carpet as she brought her face level with his length. Her movements were slow, almost reverent, as she leaned in and placed a soft, deliberate kiss on the covered tip of his cock. It was a small, tender gesture, yet the sound it elicited from him was anything but. His low, guttural moan reverberated through the room, the first sound either of them had made.

Her lips curved into a satisfied smile at his reaction. She adjusted her grip, her left hand sliding to the base of his cock while her right hand grasped him a few inches below the tip. Her fingers, slender and deft, worked with precision, pulling gently at his foreskin. She pushed him back slightly with her left hand as her right began to slide the foreskin downward, revealing the bulbous, glistening head beneath.

It was a slow unveiling, deliberate and teasing, as if she were unwrapping a gift meant only for her. The head of his cock emerged gradually, dark and swollen, its size almost intimidating. She looked up at him as she finished, her smile widening, her expression a mix of mischief and awe. Their eyes met, and in that moment, it was as if the rest of the world fell away. She was entirely focused on him, and he on her.

Her hand began to move again, stroking him from base to tip with practiced ease, her fingers gliding over the now-exposed head with delicate precision. She leaned in once more, her lips parting slightly, her tongue darting out to tease the sensitive flesh. His hips jerked involuntarily at the contact, and another low moan escaped him, the sound sending a shiver down my spine.

I sat frozen in the back seat of the Uber, the tiny screen in my hands holding my entire world captive. My cock throbbed painfully against the confines of my pants, the ache almost unbearable as I watched her explore this man in a way that was both foreign and achingly familiar. The jealousy burned in my chest, but beneath it was something darker—something that both shamed and aroused me. I couldn’t tear my eyes away.

Her lips parted as she leaned toward his erect cock, her tongue darting out to tease the swollen head before she took him into her mouth. Slowly, deliberately, she slid her lips down his shaft, her eyes locked onto his the entire time. He moaned deeply, his hands twitching at his sides as though resisting the urge to grab her immediately. Her confidence was magnetic, her movements deliberate and unhurried, savoring every inch of him as her lips glided over his thick length.

For the next few minutes, she worked him with a precision that could only be described as expert. Her tongue swirled around the head, tracing the ridge before dipping lower, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked with just the right amount of pressure. His moans grew louder, his hands finally finding their way to her head, tangling in her hair as he began to take control. He thrust into her mouth, slow at first, then harder, deeper, each movement more insistent than the last.

From the tiny screen on my phone, I could barely make out the details, but one thing was clear: my wife had no gag reflex. She could take any cock, no matter the size, all the way to the base. His massive tool was no exception. I could see the faint outline of it in her throat with every thrust, pressing against her Adam’s apple as he buried himself completely. Her lips met the base of his cock with every stroke, her throat accommodating him with ease. It was hypnotic, maddening, and utterly arousing. My cock throbbed painfully in its locked cage, the ache almost unbearable as I watched.

The ride was taking forever. Traffic crawled, each red light feeling like an eternity. All I wanted was to be there, not with them—no, with her. The thought of being close to her, even in this moment of betrayal, consumed me. I was jealous, aroused, humiliated, and captivated all at once. My hand tightened around my phone, my knuckles white as I stared at the screen, unable to tear my eyes away.

Her lover’s breaths grew shallow, his thrusts more erratic, and I could tell he was close to release. Just then, my wife pulled back, her lips releasing him with a soft, wet pop. She stood gracefully, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand, and turned toward the floor-to-ceiling windows of our condo. My heart skipped a beat as I realized what she was doing. Her movements were slow, deliberate, almost theatrical as she stepped toward the glass.

From the camera’s angle, I could now see the full picture. She was wearing the 6-inch patent leather pumps that always made her legs look like they belonged to a supermodel. The ones she knew drove me insane. Her calves were taut, her toned thighs flexing with every step as she positioned herself in front of the window. For a moment, she simply stood there, looking out at the city below, her reflection a ghostly silhouette against the dark glass.

Then, she turned her head, casting a smoldering look over her shoulder at him. It wasn’t a question; it was an invitation. Her eyes said everything: Come and take me. He didn’t need to be told twice. He moved toward her with purpose, his bare chest gleaming in the dim light, his cock jutting forward, still slick from her mouth.

When he reached her, she spread her legs slightly, arching her back as she presented her thong-covered ass to him. Her hands lifted above her head, pressing against the window in a spread-eagle position, her body fully on display. The city lights glittered beyond her, the backdrop making her look like a goddess offering herself to be worshipped.

For a moment, my view was blocked, and I frantically searched through the nanny cam feeds. Finally, I found the right angle, switching to the camera on the end table near the window. The new perspective was breathtaking. I could see everything—her arched back, her ass pressed against him, his hands gripping her hips as he took control.

He reached down and hooked a finger under the edge of her thong, pulling it aside to reveal her glistening pussy. Her arousal was evident, her lips swollen and wet, her readiness undeniable. He stroked his cock once, pulling his foreskin back to expose the thick, bulbous head, and then guided it to her entrance. Without hesitation, he thrust forward, burying himself inside her in one smooth motion.

Her head fell forward against the glass, and I heard her take a deep breath before letting out a long, sensual moan. “Oh, fuck,” she murmured, her voice muffled but still audible through the tiny speaker in my earbuds. “You feel so fucking good inside me.”

Her words spurred him on. His rhythm increased, his hips snapping forward with precision and force. Each thrust pushed her harder against the glass, her breasts flattening slightly as her body pressed against the window. The city stretched out below them, the streets bustling with life, completely unaware of the passionate scene unfolding 32 stories above.

He gripped her hips tighter, pulling her back against him as he drove into her with relentless intensity. The sound of their bodies meeting filled the room, a wet, rhythmic slap that was almost hypnotic. She moaned louder, her cries of pleasure echoing faintly through the feed. Her body writhed against his, but there was no escape. Not that she wanted one. She was exactly where she wanted to be—pinned between her lover and the glass, completely at his mercy.

My heart pounded in my chest as I watched, every emotion warring within me—jealousy, desire, shame, and an undeniable fascination. This was my wife, my beautiful, confident, insatiable wife, giving herself completely to another man. And yet, in this moment, she was more radiant, more alive, than I had ever seen her.

She wasn’t just being taken. She was putting on a show—for him, for herself, for me. She was an exhibitionist, and this was her stage.

I felt the car hit a pothole, jolting me from my haze. I glanced up and saw we were just ten minutes from the condo. My heart raced. I’d be there soon. My stomach churned with a mixture of excitement, dread, and unbearable anticipation. What would I find when I walked through the door? How much of it would I have to see before it ended?

Unable to resist, I looked back down at my phone. The nanny cam feed loaded instantly, and my breath caught. Her lover was ravaging her now, his thrusts unrelenting as he pounded her against the glass. My wife’s cries filled my earbuds, loud and raw, echoing through the small space between my ears.

“Yes!” she screamed, her voice cracking with intensity. “Yes! I want your cum! Fill me up! I want to feel you explode in me!”

Her words cut through me like a blade, sharp and humiliating, yet my cock throbbed painfully in its cage, the ache deepening with every passing second. How could I feel this way? How could I hate it and want more at the same time? My thoughts warred within me as I watched her, completely lost in the moment, taunting him with every scream.

Her lover responded with a deep, guttural groan that sent shivers down my spine. “You ready for it?” he growled, his voice low and primal.

“YES!” she yelled, her tone desperate and commanding. “Cum for me! Fill me up!”

With a final thrust, he flung his arm around her neck, pulling her upright against his chest so tightly it seemed as if he might snap her in two. Her back arched unnaturally, her toned stomach taut against his muscled frame. He let out a roar, a feral, animalistic sound that seemed to shake the very glass they were pressed against.

“ARRRRGH!” he bellowed, his hips bucking violently as he buried himself deep inside her. His cock pulsed visibly, each spasm sending thick blasts of his seed into her waiting pussy. Her cries mingled with his, a symphony of pleasure and domination. I counted each pulse—one, two, three—until I lost track around fifteen. The sheer intensity of his orgasm left me stunned, my mind spinning with the knowledge that he was pouring himself into her completely.

The force of his release seemed to trigger hers. I watched as her knees began to shake, her legs trembling uncontrollably. Her head fell back against his shoulder, her mouth open in a silent scream as her body convulsed around him. Her thighs quivered, and for a moment, it seemed the only thing keeping her upright was his cock, still buried deep inside her, like an anchor. The sight was devastatingly beautiful, a portrait of raw, unfiltered pleasure.

They pressed against the glass for support, their sweaty bodies clinging together as they breathed heavily, coming down from the overwhelming high. He held her there for a moment longer, his cock still nestled inside her, before slowly pulling back. A wet sound filled the air as he slid out of her, and her thong snapped back into place like a silky barrier, covering the evidence of what had just transpired.

She turned to face him, her expression soft but still smoldering with post-orgasmic glow. Without hesitation, she wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled him into a deep, passionate kiss. The kiss lingered, her body pressed against his as if reluctant to let him go. When she finally pulled back, her voice was low and sweet. “Thank you,” she said, her tone dripping with satisfaction. “That was… perfect.”

My Uber came to a stop outside the building. I barely had time to thank the driver as I scrambled out of the car, my mind racing, my chest tight with anticipation. My phone buzzed weakly in my hand, the battery on its last breath. I glanced down at the screen just as it flickered and died. My lifeline to what was happening upstairs was gone. My battery had been drained, fucked as hard as my wife had been. I was blind now, left only with my imagination as I made my way inside.

The elevator ride felt like an eternity, each floor ticking by at a maddeningly slow pace. My thoughts spiraled, alternating between humiliation and anticipation. What would I walk into? Would they still be in the living room, tangled together, or would she be alone, waiting for me? The tension was unbearable.

Finally, the elevator doors opened, and I stepped into the hallway, my footsteps echoing against the quiet walls. As I reached the door, it swung open abruptly. Standing in front of me was her lover, towering and muscular, his shirt unbuttoned, revealing a chest still glistening with sweat. His presence was commanding, and for a moment, I felt completely dwarfed by him.

She stood behind him, her fingers entwined with his. Her hair was a mess, her makeup slightly smudged, but her smile was radiant, her eyes sparkling with satisfaction. She looked at me, holding my gaze for a moment, before turning back to him. Without a word, she wrapped her arms around his neck, pulling him into another kiss, this one slow and languid. The intimacy of it sent a pang through my chest, my cock throbbing painfully against its cage.

“Thank you,” she whispered softly, her lips brushing against his. “For everything.”

He nodded, a small, self-assured smile on his face. As he turned to leave, we were suddenly face to face. His eyes met mine, and for a moment, neither of us spoke. Then, with a smirk, he leaned in slightly and said, “I left you a mess to clean up.”

My cock twitched violently at his words, a fresh wave of humiliation washing over me. He straightened up, his smirk widening as he turned and walked toward the elevator. I stood frozen in the doorway, unable to move, unable to speak, my heart pounding as the door closed behind him.

She stood in the doorway, watching me with a sly, knowing smile that sent a jolt of both anticipation and shame through me. Slowly, she reached out her hand, her delicate fingers curling around mine as she guided me into the condo. Her touch was firm yet teasing, her confidence palpable in every movement. The faint scent of sex lingered in the air, thick and unmistakable, making my heart race.

Without a word, she led me to the bedroom, the heels of her patent leather pumps clicking softly against the hardwood floor. When we reached the bed, she turned to face me, her eyes sparkling with amusement. Placing her hands on my chest, she gave me a gentle shove, sending me tumbling backward onto the mattress. I barely had time to catch my breath before she climbed on top of me, her thighs straddling my head, her body radiating heat and dominance.

Her thong was inches from my face, the delicate fabric damp and clinging to her swollen lips. The smell hit me immediately—raw, musky, undeniably sexual. My cock strained painfully in its cage, throbbing against the unyielding plastic. She leaned forward, her hands resting on the headboard for balance, and looked down at me with a smirk.

“Do you know what I want, baby?” she asked, her voice dripping with condescension. “I want you to smell me. Smell what a real man did to your wife.”

Before I could respond, she lowered her hips, pressing the crotch of her thong against my nose. The fabric was soaked, sticky with the evidence of her recent encounter. “Sniff,” she commanded, her tone sharp and unyielding. “Come on, I want you to really take it in.”

I hesitated for a moment, the humiliation burning hot in my chest, but the ache in my cock betrayed me. Obediently, I took a deep breath, the scent flooding my senses. It was intoxicating—a mix of sweat, cum, and her familiar perfume, all combining into something both shameful and irresistibly arousing.

“Good boy,” she cooed, her smile widening as she watched my reaction. “Doesn’t it smell amazing? That’s the smell of a satisfied woman.”

“Yes,” I croaked, my voice muffled against her. “It smells… good.”

Her laugh was soft but cutting, a sound that sent a shiver down my spine. “Good enough to eat?” she asked, arching an eyebrow. “Or are you going to make me ask twice?”

“Good enough to eat,” I admitted, the words catching in my throat. My face burned with humiliation, but my body betrayed me, the cage around my cock biting painfully into my skin.

“Well then,” she purred, reaching down to pull aside the damp fabric of her thong, exposing her swollen, glistening pussy. Her lips were red and puffy, her clit standing out like a beacon, the remnants of her lover’s cum still clinging to her entrance. “What are you waiting for?”

Before I could respond, she lowered herself onto my mouth, her heat and wetness overwhelming me. The taste of her, mingled with the unmistakable tang of another man, filled my senses. My tongue moved instinctively, tracing her folds, dipping inside her, desperate to please her. She let out a soft moan, her hips grinding against my face, her nails digging into the headboard as she took what she wanted.

“That’s it,” she murmured, her tone low and mocking. “Clean me up. Make yourself useful. After all, isn’t this exactly where you belong?”

Her words stung, each one digging into my pride, but I couldn’t stop. My tongue worked harder, sliding over her clit, dipping deeper, trying to earn her approval. She moaned louder, her hips moving faster, her thighs pressing against the sides of my head. I was drowning in her, humiliated and aroused beyond belief, completely at her mercy.

As her pleasure built, she looked down at me, her voice soft but commanding. “Remember this moment, baby. Remember what it feels like to taste me after I’ve been satisfied by a real man. This is your role now. This is who you are.”

Her words sent a shiver through me, my cock throbbing painfully in its cage, the ache unbearable. But I didn’t stop. I couldn’t. She was everything, and I was hers.

I began to lick her opening, my tongue tracing the swollen folds of her pussy, tasting the mix of her arousal and the remnants of him. I probed deeper, seeking the mess he had left inside her. It didn’t take long. A small, slippery pellet of his cum slid across my tongue, its texture foreign and unmistakable, and then effortlessly down my throat. I swallowed instinctively, my body reacting before my mind could process the act.

Moments later, a larger glob of salty, viscous seed filled my mouth, the sheer volume catching me off guard. My cock throbbed painfully in its cage as I struggled to swallow, the taste and texture lingering. It made me wonder just how much one man could produce. As I gulped it down, her hips began to move, grinding slowly against my tongue, her juices mixing with his in a heady cocktail of dominance and surrender.

I assumed the large mouthful was the bulk of what remained inside her and thought the moment was coming to an end. My anticipation grew; surely, this meant we would soon be making love. But my wife had other plans. Without warning, she shifted, spinning herself around until she straddled my face in reverse. Her bubble butt, perfect and round, framed my view entirely. The soft curve of her cheeks pressed against my nose, her thong-covered asshole brushing against me, the faint scent of her perfume and sex overwhelming my senses.

I felt her hands working below, and a soft click signaled the unlocking of my cage. My cock sprang free, throbbing with painful urgency. Before I could process what was happening, she bent forward, her mouth enveloping me in one swift, wet motion. Her tongue swirled around the head of my cock as she took me deeper, her lips gliding effortlessly down the shaft.

Her mouth was warm, slick, and impossibly skilled. I could barely breathe, overwhelmed by the sensations. Her silky bra brushed against my stomach, the smooth fabric adding to the sensory overload. My nose pressed against her thong, the scent of her perfumed asshole mingling with the salty musk of her cum-filled pussy. The view of her bubble butt, framed perfectly against the dim light of the room, consumed my vision. It was too much—her taste, her smell, her touch, all combined into a storm of arousal that left me utterly at her mercy.

She fondled my balls with one hand as her other gripped the base of my cock, her movements purposeful and precise. I could feel the tension building in my core, my body responding involuntarily to her mastery. My hips thrust upward, desperate to meet her pace, and she took me to the base, her throat contracting around me as she deep-throated my entire length. My balls tingled, the tightness unbearable as the sensation crested.

And then, it happened. My body stiffened, my back arching off the bed as ribbons of hot cum erupted from me, shooting deep into her mouth and throat. She moaned softly, the vibration adding to the intensity of my release. Her hand gripped my balls hard, squeezing them as if to drain every last drop from me. The pressure sent shockwaves through my body, amplifying the sensation to the point where I couldn’t control myself. I shook violently, my limbs flailing as I came harder than I ever thought possible.

Just as the waves of pleasure began to subside, another shock hit me. A thick, sticky slug of her lover’s cum ejected itself from her pussy, landing squarely on my tongue. The taste was sharp and overwhelming, a stark reminder of the man who had filled her just hours before. I choked momentarily, struggling to swallow, but her hips pressed down against my face, forcing me to accept it.

When my orgasm finally ebbed, she slid forward, her wet pussy leaving a trail of juices across my face from chin to forehead. Her laughter was soft and indulgent as she looked down at me, her eyes glinting with satisfaction. “You did so well,” she murmured, her tone equal parts loving and mocking.

She leaned down, her face hovering above mine as she kissed me deeply, her tongue sliding into my mouth, sharing the mix of fluids we had both tasted. Our kiss was passionate, intense, filled with an intimacy that defied the humiliation I had just endured. When she pulled back, she smiled wickedly, her eyes never leaving mine.

“I’m not done with you yet,” she whispered. She licked the mess from my face, her tongue tracing every inch, before tilting her head back and letting the mixture of juices and cum drip from her mouth into mine. I swallowed reflexively, my humiliation complete yet strangely fulfilling.

She rolled off me and stood, her lithe, naked body glowing in the dim light. Her destroyed thong and bra hit the floor as she slipped into one of my shirts, the hem barely covering her perfect ass. She turned back to me, her expression softening as she leaned down and kissed my forehead.

“Have a nice, sexy dream,” she said with a smirk. Then, as if sealing her dominance, she grabbed her cum-soaked panties and tucked them into my pillowcase. “I want you to remember tonight every time you take a breath.”

She slid into bed beside me, her warmth pressing against my side as I lay there, spent and conflicted. My body ached, my cock throbbed, and my mind swirled with thoughts I couldn’t untangle. She was my dominatrix, my lover, my soulmate. And despite everything—the humiliation, the arousal, the shame—I knew I wouldn’t have it any other way.


Chapter 4

The love affair with my wife has continued to evolve into something unique, something that would likely baffle most people. Our relationship is far from traditional. As the CEO of a major corporation, I live my public life as the epitome of an Alpha Male—confident, decisive, and in control. But behind closed doors, the dynamic shifts completely. My wife, an incredibly intelligent and beautiful woman, no longer works outside the home. In public, she plays the role of the demure, supportive housewife. In private, she is my mistress, my goddess, the center of my world. She dominates me completely, sexually and emotionally, and I, her willing cuckold husband, thrive in the surrender.

For me, this duality is a lifeline. My job is demanding, unrelenting, and filled with stress. Every day, I make countless decisions that shape the future of my company and the lives of thousands of employees. There are times when I crave an escape—when the weight of leadership feels like it might crush me. At home, I don’t want to be in charge. I want to be told what to do. I want someone else to make the decisions, to take control, to free me from the endless responsibilities of the day. My wife, my brilliant and insatiable wife, has embraced this role with zeal. She thrives on control, and I thrive on surrendering it to her.

Her sexual appetite is like nothing I’ve ever encountered. She’s the most sensual, uninhibited person I’ve ever met, and her mind is constantly consumed by thoughts of pleasure—how to experience it, how to amplify it, how to make it last. Some might call her a sex addict, and they wouldn’t be wrong. But to me, it’s a gift. I get to share in her addiction, to help feed it, and to be part of her thrilling sexual adventures.

Over the past year, my work has been particularly grueling as I navigated the acquisition of our largest competitor. The deal finally closed, and for the first time in months, I could breathe. No more late-night flights to the West Coast, no more endless meetings. My wife, ever perceptive, sensed my need for a break before I even voiced it.

“We should get away for a while,” she suggested one evening as we lay in bed. “A week or two to decompress. Just the two of us.”

Her idea was perfect. When I asked her where she wanted to go, she didn’t hesitate. “Kauai,” she said, a twinkle in her eye. “I’ve been dreaming about the beaches there.”

I couldn’t say no. The lush beauty of Kauai had always held a special place in my heart, and the thought of spending time there with her was irresistible. We quickly made arrangements, and before long, we were on a flight, bound for the island paradise. As we packed, she stood behind me and clasped my cage around my cock with a playful smile.

“If you’re good,” she said, her voice teasing, “I might unlock you. And if you’re very good, we’ll play.”

I couldn’t help but grin like a kid being promised candy. It was her way of reminding me who was in charge, even on vacation, and I loved her for it.

The eight-hour flight was long but bearable, thanks to the lay-flat seats in first class. We arrived at our condo on the island’s north shore after dark, the warm, salty breeze welcoming us as we stepped out of the car. Exhausted from the journey, we settled in quickly. That night, she had me rub her clit and finger her until she came, her body shuddering beneath my hands before we both drifted off to sleep.

The next morning, we woke early and decided to take a walk along the beach. The golden light of dawn bathed everything in a soft, ethereal glow as we made our way from Tunnels Beach to Ke‘e. The sound of the waves and the feeling of her hand in mine were grounding, a much-needed escape from the chaos of our usual routines. As we walked, I noticed her eyes wandering, scanning the men we passed with a spark of curiosity. She wasn’t subtle about it, and I couldn’t help but smile.

“What do you think of him?” I asked, gesturing toward a tall, muscular man jogging shirtless along the shore.

She tilted her head, her lips curving into a sly smile. “Nice body. A little too sculpted for my taste, though. I prefer something a bit more rugged.”

Her honesty always thrilled me. She wasn’t shy about her desires, and I loved her openness. As we continued, she spotted someone else—a man with broad shoulders and a scruffy beard walking with a surfboard under his arm. Her eyes lingered, and I couldn’t resist asking.

“What about him?”

Her grin widened. “Now he is interesting.”

Her tone was light, playful, but there was a glint in her eye that told me she was already imagining things. We walked a little further, but I could tell she wasn’t ready to head back. Something had caught her attention, though she didn’t say what. When we reached the end of the beach, she paused and turned to me.

“I want to go back toward Ke‘e,” she said casually. “You don’t mind, do you?”

“No, of course not,” I replied, squeezing her hand. “Do you want me to come with you?”

She shook her head, her expression soft but resolute. “No. I’d like to go alone this time.”

I hesitated for a moment, unsure what to make of her request, but her smile reassured me. She leaned in, pressing a quick kiss to my cheek. “Go back to the condo. Relax. Go to the spare bedroom.”

Her words were simple, but their meaning wasn’t lost on me. She was making a decision, taking control, and I knew better than to question it. I let go of her hand, and without another word, she turned and walked away, her hips swaying with purpose as she headed back toward Ke‘e.

I watched her until she disappeared from view, the anticipation and uncertainty settling heavily in my chest. What would this day bring? What was she planning? My mind raced as I turned back toward the condo, my body already aching with a mix of jealousy, arousal, and the deep, unshakable love I had for her.

I stood frozen on the sand for a moment, watching her as she moved swiftly down the beach, her confident stride drawing attention from every direction. She was heading toward a group of men who had just come in from surfing, their boards stuck upright in the sand like markers on a battlefield. It didn’t take long for her to zero in on one of them—a tall, bronzed Adonis in a pair of blue board shorts. He couldn’t have been older than 25, his body sculpted like a Greek God, every muscle defined and shimmering in the sunlight.

My chest tightened as I watched the scene unfold. She approached him with the ease of someone who knew exactly what she wanted. Her hips swayed just enough to command his attention, and within seconds, she had it. I saw the moment his gaze locked onto her tight, toned body, the bubble butt barely contained by her thong bikini. She was in her element, effortlessly seductive, her hand brushing his arm as she laughed at something he said. Damn, she was good. Too good. She always knew how to make herself the center of someone’s world, even if only for a moment.

Once it was clear she had made her mark—his body language said it all, the way he leaned in, his eyes fixed on her—I turned and made my way back to the condo. My heart was pounding, my emotions a tangle of jealousy, arousal, and helplessness. I knew what was coming. I didn’t need to see the rest of the beach encounter to know where it would lead. I climbed the stairs to the spare bedroom, my feet feeling heavy with anticipation, and sat on the bed, waiting. The minutes stretched out, each second ticking by like an eternity.

It wasn’t long before I heard her voice downstairs. My stomach tightened. She was talking to someone, and from the tone of her voice, light and playful, I knew it was him. I crept quietly to the door, cracking it open just enough to hear better. The soft clink of glasses followed—she was getting them both a drink. My pulse quickened as I imagined her leading him into the living room, her tanned, toned body barely covered by her bikini.

Curiosity got the better of me. I crawled out of the spare bedroom, careful to keep to the shadows, and peeked around the corner. There they were, sitting together on the couch. He was as impressive as I’d imagined—his broad chest glistening with the faint sheen of seawater, his board shorts riding low on his hips. My wife, in her barely-there bikini top and thong, was all curves and confidence. There was little left to the imagination, and yet, it was the air between them—the way she leaned into him, the way his hand brushed her thigh—that sent a jolt through me.

Their conversation began at a normal volume, light and casual, but soon grew quieter. Then it stopped altogether. I peeked again, my heart pounding, and saw her leaning toward him. Their lips met, slow at first, then deeper, more insistent. His hands moved to her waist, sliding over the smooth curve of her hips as their kiss grew heated. She responded eagerly, her body pressing against his, her hands running over his broad shoulders and down his chest.

He was exactly her type—tall, muscular, handsome. The kind of man she fantasized about, the kind she always chose for these encounters. Watching them, I felt the familiar sting of humiliation and arousal, the conflicting emotions warring within me. I hated it, and yet I couldn’t look away.

As their kissing turned to heavy petting, his hands roaming over her body, I saw the moment she decided to take things further. She pulled back slightly, her lips curving into that mischievous smile I knew so well. She took his hand, lacing her fingers with his as she stood.

“Not here,” she said softly, her voice dripping with suggestion. “Let’s go upstairs.”

I ducked back into the spare bedroom just in time to avoid being seen. My heart raced as I heard their footsteps ascend the stairs, her light and playful, his heavier, more deliberate. Once the sounds faded, I slipped out of the room and crept up the stairs after them, staying low and quiet.

I reached the master bathroom, slipping inside and leaving the door cracked just enough to see into the bedroom through the reflection in the mirror. They were standing by the bed, their bodies close, their energy electric. She ran her hands over his chest, her fingers tracing the ridges of his muscles before sliding lower. She cupped his cock through his board shorts, her touch deliberate, signaling that he was about to receive the golden ticket. His head tilted back slightly, his jaw tightening as she stroked him through the fabric.

Her voice was soft but clear as she leaned in and kissed him. “Get undressed,” she said, her tone both playful and commanding. “Get into bed. I’ll be right back.”

He obeyed without hesitation, pulling off his board shorts and climbing into bed, his bronzed, chiseled body now fully exposed. My wife turned and walked toward the bathroom, her eyes meeting mine briefly in the mirror. There was a flicker of amusement in her gaze, a silent acknowledgment of my presence before she turned away. My pulse thundered in my ears as I pressed myself against the wall, waiting for what would come next.

My wife entered the bathroom quietly, her lips curving into a mischievous smile as she placed a finger to her mouth, signaling me to stay silent. Her presence was electric, her confidence radiating as she moved with purpose. She opened the bathroom drawer and retrieved the small key to my cage. Without a word, she knelt down and unlocked it, the soft click of the lock sending a jolt of relief and anticipation through me.

My cock sprang to life immediately, hard and throbbing, the sudden freedom almost overwhelming. She leaned in close, her lips brushing against my ear as she whispered, “Sit on the toilet. Watch me fuck him. And it’s okay—you can stroke yourself while you do.”

My breath hitched at her words, my heart pounding in my chest. The idea of watching her with another man while I pleasured myself was both humiliating and deeply arousing. I hesitated, glancing toward the open door, worried he might see me.

“Don’t worry,” she said softly, her tone reassuring but commanding. “I’ve got it handled.”

Obediently, I sat down on the toilet, my cock standing at full attention, and she left the bathroom door wide open. From where I sat, I had a clear view into the bedroom. He was lying flat on his back, his muscular frame stretched out on the bed. His head was angled toward the ceiling, completely oblivious to my presence. My wife climbed onto the bed, her movements fluid and confident, and straddled his body. Her thong had been discarded, and her bare ass was a vision of perfection, the curves of her hips accentuated by the soft glow of the bedside lamp.

As she settled herself on top of him, I finally caught a glimpse of his cock. It wasn’t long—shorter than mine, even—but it was thick, shockingly thick, with a girth that seemed almost impossible. Its veins bulged against the taut skin, the sheer size of it making her fingers look delicate as she guided it toward her entrance. My wife moaned loudly as she sank down onto him, her body stretching to accommodate his girth.

I watched, transfixed, as she began to move, slowly bouncing up and down on his cock. Her ass rose and fell rhythmically, the curve of her back arching as she rode him. His hands found her perky tits, kneading them through the thin fabric of her bikini top before sliding beneath it to pinch her nipples. The more she moved, the more he seemed to lose himself, his groans of pleasure filling the room.

“Fuck,” he said, his voice rough with arousal. “You’re so fucking hot. Such a good fuck.”

Her pace quickened in response to his words, her hips grinding harder against him. The sound of their bodies meeting—the wet slap of her pussy against his cock—filled the air, mingling with her moans and his encouragement. I couldn’t help myself. My hand wrapped around my cock, stroking slowly as I watched the show. The mix of arousal and humiliation coursing through me was intoxicating, the sight of her giving herself so completely pushing me to the edge of control.

It didn’t take long for him to approach his peak. His hips bucked beneath her, his hands gripping her waist tightly as his breathing grew ragged. But just as he seemed ready to explode, my wife slowed her movements, her hips rolling in slow, deliberate circles. She leaned forward, her lips brushing against his ear as she whispered something I couldn’t make out. He nodded, his expression dazed with pleasure, and she shifted, swinging her legs around to straddle him in reverse.

Now in reverse cowgirl, her ass was fully on display, every bounce and roll of her hips a symphony of eroticism. From my vantage point, I could see her body stretch to take his girthy cock, her slickness coating him completely. She turned her head, her eyes locking onto mine. There was a playful glint in her gaze, a spark of amusement as she caught sight of my hand slowly stroking my cock. She smiled broadly, her lips curving into that wicked, knowing grin I loved and feared in equal measure.

“Good boy,” she mouthed, the words almost making me lose it on the spot.

Her encouragement sent a shiver through me, my cock throbbing painfully in my hand as I tried to hold back. She continued to ride him, her movements hypnotic, her body the perfect blend of power and sensuality. The sight of her taking him so confidently, so completely, while acknowledging me with that simple phrase was both humiliating and exhilarating. She was in control, and I was exactly where she wanted me to be—watching, stroking, and utterly captivated.

Her lover groaned, his hands roaming over her curves until they found their way to her ass. His fingers dug into her cheeks, massaging them roughly as though he couldn’t get enough of her. “Goddamn, you’ve got the most beautiful ass I’ve ever seen,” he said, his voice thick with arousal.

She giggled at his admiration, tossing her hair back over her shoulder. “Oh, you like this ass?” she teased, wriggling her hips against him. “Good. Because I’m about to bury your cock so deep inside it’ll ruin you for anyone else.”

With that, she began to ride him harder, her movements deliberate and commanding. Her body rose and fell with an intensity that made the bed creak beneath them. One of her hands slid between her legs, finding his balls and cupping them firmly. His body jolted at the touch, a sharp intake of breath betraying his surprise.

“I’m going to squeeze every last drop of cum out of these,” she purred, tightening her grip slightly. Her tone was playful but laced with dominance. “I want to feel you filling me up.”

He let out a soft laugh, though it was strained. “Oh yeah?” he said, his voice edged with challenge. “I’d like to see you try.”

That was all the encouragement she needed. Her playful smile turned into something more wicked, and without warning, she slapped his balls with a sharp, deliberate motion. He let out a startled cry, his body jerking beneath her.

“Fuck!” he shouted, his hands gripping her thighs. “What the hell?”

She laughed again, her tone full of mischief. “What’s wrong, big guy? Can’t handle a little pressure?”

Before he could respond, she slapped him again, harder this time. He screamed in protest, his face contorting in both pain and disbelief. “You bitch!” he growled, his voice trembling with a mixture of anger and arousal.

She leaned forward, her breasts brushing against his chest as she pressed her pussy down onto his cock, taking him as deeply as she could. Her hand tightened around his balls, eliciting another guttural groan from him. “That’s it,” she taunted, her voice low and seductive. “Give me what I want. Fill me up, you big, strong man.”

The taunt seemed to push him over the edge. With a snarl, he grabbed her wrists, yanking them above her head, and threw her onto the bed. His body loomed over hers, his muscles taut with tension as he mounted her, his cock driving into her with a force that made her gasp.

“You want it rough?” he growled, his voice low and dangerous. “I’ll show you rough.”

He began to fuck her violently, his hips slamming against hers with unrelenting intensity. The bedframe rattled with each thrust, the sound filling the room along with her cries and moans. Her face twisted with a mixture of pleasure and defiance as she yelled back at him, her words goading him further.

“Is that all you’ve got?” she taunted, her voice breathless. “Are you even man enough to fuck a woman like me?”

The challenge only seemed to fuel his rage. His thrusts grew harder, his grip on her wrists tightening as he leaned down, his breath hot against her neck. Her body writhed beneath him, her cries shifting from protest to encouragement as she clawed at his back and slapped his chest. She was playing him like a fiddle, pushing him to the edge of control and taking everything he had to give.

As much as I thought I should intervene, I couldn’t tear myself away. My hand was a blur as I stroked myself, my arousal building with every thrust, every cry, every slap. I knew this was her favorite fantasy—to taunt her lover, to reject him just enough to drive him mad, and then to let him take what he thought was his. She was in complete control, even as she gave the illusion of submission.

Suddenly, she reached up, grabbing a fistful of his long blond hair, and yanked his face down to hers. Her lips crashed against his in a deep, searing kiss, her tongue exploring his mouth with unrestrained passion. I knew that kiss. It was her tell—a signal that she was about to come. She always needed to be kissing her lover during her orgasm, connecting with him in the most intimate way as she lost herself completely.

Her legs locked around his waist, her ankles crossing tightly behind him as her body stiffened. Her arms wrapped around his neck, pulling him closer as a muffled scream escaped her lips. Her ass cheeks clenched, quivering as the waves of her orgasm rolled through her.

The sensation was too much for him. He let out a guttural growl, his body tensing as his thrusts became erratic. “Fuck,” he muttered, his voice hoarse and desperate. “Fuck, you’re going to make me—”

Before he could finish, he buried himself deep inside her, his body trembling as he came, his groans muffled against her mouth. The two of them moved together in perfect rhythm, their bodies locked in a primal dance of pleasure. Her fingers tangled in his hair, her legs tightening around him as she milked him for everything he had.

From my vantage point, I could see his tight ball sack and muscular ass, both glistening with exertion. As he moaned deeply, his ass cheeks tightened, and the area between his balls and his ass began to spasm rhythmically. Within seconds, his ball sack started to pulse in time with his movements. He drove into her deeply, each thrust deliberate, his body signaling the inevitable. It was clear he was unloading into her, placing a hot, heavy deposit deep inside.

I watched as his hips jerked with each spasm, and it seemed as though he pumped at least ten thick shots into her before she finally released her grip on his neck and their lips parted. He gasped for air, throwing his head back as the tension drained from his body. My wife was breathing heavily beneath him, her chest rising and falling in time with her own post-orgasmic bliss.

After a few moments, he collapsed on top of her, their sweaty bodies tangled together. They kissed deeply and passionately, lost in the afterglow, until his softening cock eventually slipped free. She instinctively pressed her legs together, as though to keep every drop of his warm seed inside her, savoring the sensation as they lay together in silence.

Her lover rolled off her, his chest heaving as he sat on the edge of the bed, his back to me. My wife lay sprawled on the sheets, her legs still parted, her body glistening with the sweat of their shared exertion. She turned to him with a soft smile, her voice low and sweet as she said, “Thank you. That was exactly what I needed.”

She reached for his shorts, handing them to him with the casual intimacy of someone who had complete control over the situation. He nodded, leaning down to kiss her once more, his hand lingering on her thigh before he stood and dressed. As he made his way toward the bedroom door, he passed the bathroom without so much as a glance, completely unaware of my presence just a few feet away.

I stayed frozen, barely breathing as I watched him leave, the sound of his footsteps growing fainter until the condo door clicked shut. The silence that followed was deafening, broken only by my wife’s soft laughter. She turned her head toward the bathroom, her eyes locking onto mine. “Come to bed,” she commanded, her voice playful yet firm.

My cock throbbed painfully, my hand hovering over it, mere seconds away from release. But her words stopped me cold. I stepped out of the bathroom, naked and erect, and climbed onto the bed as she watched me with a knowing smile. Her legs were still spread, her pussy glistening with her arousal and the remnants of him. The sight of her, open and inviting, was too much to resist.

I positioned myself over her, my cock sliding easily into her slippery pussy. She gasped softly as I filled her, her warmth enveloping me completely. The deeper I pushed, the wetter she became, and I quickly realized why. My cock was coated in his seed, the evidence of their passion clinging to me as I moved inside her. The sensation was overwhelming, a mix of arousal and humiliation that sent my mind spinning.

She placed her hands on my chest, stopping me mid-thrust. Her eyes sparkled with mischief as she asked, “How does it feel to get sloppy seconds?”

“It’s… amazing,” I admitted breathlessly, the words catching in my throat.

Her smile widened as she began to tease me, her voice low and taunting. “He’s so big, isn’t he? I could feel every inch of him stretching me. And the way he filled me up… God, he felt so good.”

I tried to move, desperate to keep fucking her, but her hands pressed harder against my chest, holding me still. “Not so fast,” she said, her tone firm. “I’m not done talking.”

My heart pounded as she continued, her words cutting through me like a knife. “You know what I want next? I want him to fuck my ass. I want to feel him stretch me there too, filling me so deep I can barely breathe. And I want him to cum inside, just like he did in my pussy.”

Her words hit me like a freight train. My cock twitched violently inside her, my mind racing with jealousy and arousal. She had always denied me that pleasure, always told me no when I begged to fuck her ass. Her ass—the bubble butt that had fueled countless fantasies, the one part of her I had always longed for but could never have.

“Why him?” I blurted out, my voice trembling. “Why does he get what I can’t? Why does he deserve that?”

Her smile was wicked, her eyes glinting with amusement. “Because I want it,” she said simply. “And because he’s earned it.”

The thought of him taking what I had always been denied, of her giving him something so intimate, was too much. My body began to tremble, my cock throbbing uncontrollably as the image played out in my mind. I could see it vividly—him sliding into her tight ass, his thick cock stretching her as she moaned beneath him. The sheer intensity of the fantasy sent me over the edge.

Without warning, my orgasm exploded through me, my body convulsing as wave after wave of pleasure coursed through me. My cock pulsed inside her, releasing nothing but the air of frustration, as I realized I had climaxed without truly fucking her. My mind reeled as my body spasmed, the overwhelming mix of emotions driving me to the brink.

She wrapped her legs around me, pulling me close as she kissed me deeply, her lips soft and warm against mine. My body shook uncontrollably, each spasm more intense than the last. I had never felt anything like it—a release so powerful, so consuming, fueled entirely by her dominance and my submission.

When it finally subsided, I collapsed against her, panting heavily. She giggled softly, brushing a strand of hair from my face. “I’ve never seen you cum like that before,” she teased. “I didn’t even have to fuck you to make it happen. Just a little reminder of who’s really in control.”

Her words stung, but I couldn’t deny the truth of them. She had completely unraveled me, using nothing but her words and the lingering presence of her lover. I was hers, utterly and completely.

As I lay there, trying to catch my breath, she pushed me down between her legs. “You’re not done yet,” she said with a smirk. “Clean me up.”

I obeyed without hesitation, my tongue sliding over her red, puffy lips and swollen clit. Her juices mingled with the salty taste of his seed, a potent reminder of what had just happened. She held my head firmly against her, guiding me deeper as I cleaned every inch of her. It was humiliating, degrading, and absolutely perfect.

When she finally released me, she leaned back against the pillows, a satisfied smile on her face. “You did well,” she said softly. “Now, get some rest. You’re going to need your energy.”

I nodded, my body and mind completely spent. As I lay beside her, the events of the evening played over and over in my mind. The humiliation, the arousal, the release—it was everything I had ever wanted, and more than I could have imagined. I loved her so deeply, so completely, that I would do anything for her.

She was my goddess, my Alpha Female, and I wouldn’t have it any other way.


Chapter 5

My wife and I had settled into the life of a hot wife and cuckold husband with surprising ease. What might seem unconventional or even unthinkable to others had become our normal—a dynamic that fed both of our deepest desires. For me, the lifestyle was liberating. As the CEO of a major corporation, my days were consumed by decisions, responsibilities, and an unrelenting need to stay in control. But at home, I could shed that mantle of authority. With her, I could surrender completely, relinquishing all power to the one person I trusted more than anyone else.

For her, the lifestyle fed something even more primal. My wife’s sex drive bordered on insatiable, her thoughts constantly orbiting around pleasure—when, where, and how her next orgasm would happen. Some might call it an addiction, and maybe they’d be right, but for me, it was a gift. I adored her intensity, her passion, the way she embraced her desires without shame or hesitation. And though she had other lovers, I was still the one who shared her world—the one she teased, tormented, and ultimately loved.

Despite being more than a decade older than her, my sex drive had never wavered. In fact, it felt sharper, more focused, than it ever had. Being with her reignited something in me, a raw hunger that kept pace with her relentless appetite. She loved nothing more than to tease me to the brink of insanity, to play with my arousal like a cat with a toy, holding me on the edge of release until I was practically begging for it. When she finally let me cum, it wasn’t just physical; it was emotional, a powerful release of everything I held inside.

But it wasn’t just the teasing that drove me wild. It was the humiliation she slipped into our encounters, the way she wielded her power over me with an edge of cruelty that left my heart racing. It was subtle at times—a knowing smirk, a cutting remark whispered in my ear—or overt, like making me watch as she pleasured another man. The sting of it was sharp, but the pleasure that followed was sharper. It was a mindfuck, a perfect storm of arousal and vulnerability that made me feel more alive than anything else.

Her cruelty wasn’t malicious; it was calculated, intentional, designed to push me into a space where control didn’t exist. And in that space, I found freedom. The humiliation added a dimension to our lovemaking that was both thrilling and taboo. It was a heady mix of surrender and anticipation, of giving myself to her completely and trusting her to take me wherever she wanted.

Every time we were together, she found new ways to surprise me, to challenge me, to take our dynamic to deeper, more intimate places. Whether it was through her teasing, her dominance, or the way she made me crave her even as she denied me, she held me in the palm of her hand. And I wouldn’t have it any other way.

Within 24 hours of arriving on the island, she had already seduced a 25-year-old surfer and taken him to our bed. I secretly watched as she welcomed the hard, young stud deep inside her, her body moving with the ease of someone completely in control. He left his seed in her, a vivid display of his conquest, only for her to make me clean it out moments later. The entire scene was an erotic mindfuck—equal parts humiliation and arousal, a sensory overload that left my mind spinning and my body trembling.

That afternoon, we spent hours on the beach, letting the soothing rhythm of the waves wash over us. We walked miles along the shoreline, the sand soft beneath our feet, and sat quietly together, letting the sun warm our skin. For the first time in weeks, I felt myself beginning to unwind, the tension of work fading as I immersed myself in her presence. It wasn’t just the beauty of the island that calmed me—it was her, the way she brought me back to the moment, grounding me in our shared connection.

As we sat in the sand, gazing out at the endless horizon, our conversation turned deeper. She rested her head on my shoulder, her voice soft and thoughtful. “Do you think I go too far?” she asked, her question catching me off guard.

“Too far?” I echoed, turning to look at her. “What do you mean?”

“With us. With the things I do,” she said, her expression uncharacteristically serious. “I don’t ever want to hurt you—not mentally, at least. Do I?”

Her concern surprised me, the vulnerability in her words a sharp contrast to the confident, playful woman who had dominated our bed hours earlier. I reached for her hand, squeezing it gently. “You’ve never hurt me,” I assured her. “I would tell you if something was wrong. I promise.”

She studied me for a moment, her eyes searching mine, before breaking into a soft smile. “I just needed to hear that,” she said, her tone lighter now. She nestled closer, her arm slipping around my waist. “I love this life we’ve built together. It makes me so happy. But I always want to make sure you feel the same.”

“I do,” I said without hesitation. “Every minute of it.”

Her smile deepened, and she tilted her head up to press a soft kiss to my cheek. “Good,” she murmured. Then, after a pause, she added, “Do you have any boundaries? Anything you don’t want me to do?”

The question lingered in the air, heavy with implication. I hesitated, not because I doubted my answer, but because it was such an unexpected thing for her to ask. Finally, I shook my head. “I love you,” I said simply. “You can do whatever you feel comfortable with. I trust you completely.”

Her sly smile returned, and she leaned in to give me a long, wet kiss, her tongue teasing mine as if to seal the deal. When she finally pulled away, her eyes sparkled with mischief. “That’s what I love about you,” she said softly. “You’re mine.”

We spent the rest of the day enjoying each other, the conversation leaving us both feeling more connected than ever. As the sun began to set, casting golden light across the sand, I realized how lucky I was to have her—to share this life with a woman who challenged me, thrilled me, and understood me in ways no one else ever could.

The day began as sensually as it had the day before. Victoria stood under the steaming spray of the shower, the water cascading over her tanned, toned body, every curve glistening in the soft morning light. I knelt behind her, my hands resting lightly on her hips as my tongue explored her wet folds. The faint, unmistakable tang of cum from the night before still lingered, mixing with her natural sweetness. The taste was both a reminder and a humiliation, and as I licked her eagerly, I felt my cock twitch against the confines of its cage. She moaned softly, her hands braced against the tiled wall as she let me serve her, her dominance palpable even in the quiet intimacy of the moment.

When she was satisfied, she tilted her head back to look down at me, her eyes sparkling. “Good boy,” she murmured, running her fingers through my hair before stepping out of the shower and leaving me kneeling there, dripping wet and utterly devoted.

After breakfast, we started our day much like the previous one. We walked from Tunnels Beach to Ke‘e Beach and back, the rhythmic sound of the waves crashing against the shore providing a soothing backdrop. Once again, the surfer boys were out on the north shore, their lean, bronzed bodies gliding effortlessly over the waves.

We stopped to watch them, the ocean breeze ruffling her hair as she scanned the lineup. It didn’t take long for her to spot him—the surfer from yesterday, the young stud who had taken her so thoroughly in our bed. He caught sight of her too, his eyes lighting up as a slow smile spread across his face. Then, as if remembering the circumstances of their encounter, his gaze shifted to me. His smile faltered, and he quickly looked down, a flicker of embarrassment crossing his features.

Little did he know that I had watched every moment of their passion, seen him fill her with his seed, and had cleaned her of him afterward. The thought sent a thrill through me. As I stood there, his cum was still a part of me, lingering from the taste of her in the shower. It was a twisted, exhilarating reminder of my role, one that made my cock stir uncomfortably in its cage.

We watched them surf for a while longer before Victoria, never one to shy away from taking what she wanted, waved at him, signaling him to come ashore. He hesitated for a moment before paddling in, catching a small wave, and sliding effortlessly onto the sand.

As he approached, she let go of my hand and broke into a run, her excitement palpable. She met him just beyond the waterline, wrapping her arms around his neck and pulling him into a kiss that left no room for ambiguity. He stiffened in surprise but quickly reciprocated, his hands settling on her waist as their bodies pressed together.

I watched from a distance, my heart racing, my emotions a tangled mix of jealousy, arousal, and anticipation. When they pulled apart, he glanced over her shoulder at me, his expression unreadable. Victoria leaned in, whispering something in his ear. He responded with a quizzical look, but she just laughed, her gestures animated as she bounced on her toes, her excitement infectious. She touched his arm several times, the intimacy of the gesture making my stomach churn with both longing and acceptance.

Then, with a mischievous grin, she turned and pointed at me, saying something that made him laugh. Whatever she said, it was enough to ease his uncertainty. She grabbed his hand, lacing her fingers with his as she began to lead him back toward me.

My heart pounded as they approached, my cock straining uselessly against its cage. I knew her well enough to recognize the look in her eyes, the way her hips swayed with a little more confidence, the gleam of excitement in her smile. She was on the move again, her mind already fixed on the next orgasmic high. And from the way she held his hand, the way she glanced back at me with that sly smile, it was clear she intended for me to be a part of it.

They were soon standing in front of me, the young surfer towering slightly over my wife, his golden tan contrasting with her glowing, fair skin. She introduced him with a cheerful smile. “Brad, this is my husband,” she said casually, as though this was the most natural introduction in the world. He extended his hand hesitantly, his grip tentative as we shook.

Brad looked skittish, his eyes darting between us like a deer caught in headlights. I decided to break the tension, addressing the unspoken truth hanging between us. Gripping his hand a little tighter, I smiled and said, “I hope you had a good time fucking my wife.”

His eyes widened, and he instinctively tried to pull his hand away, his expression a mix of guilt and surprise. He looked as if he’d been caught red-handed, caught in an act he hadn’t yet figured out how to justify. I held his gaze, letting the comment linger in the air before offering him an escape.

“She’s a great fuck,” I continued with a grin, easing the tension. “I don’t mind sharing her with others. In fact, I enjoy it.”

Brad hesitated for a moment, the shock of my openness slowly giving way to a grin of his own. “That’s… that’s fucking amazing,” he said finally, shaking his head in disbelief. His gaze dropped briefly to the sand before meeting mine again. “You know, man, she’s the wildest woman I’ve ever been with. Totally unreal.”

I laughed, the camaraderie of the moment unexpectedly genuine. “Well,” I said, “if you play your cards right, you might get another ride on that pony.”

Without thinking, Brad raised his hand for a high five, the exuberance of youth breaking through the awkwardness. His enthusiasm was contagious, and I couldn’t help but laugh as our hands slapped together. My wife chuckled at the display, shaking her head in amusement before taking Brad’s hand and leading him back down the beach.

She stopped by his board, where his two surfer buddies were hanging out, and chatted with them for a few minutes. From where I stood, I could see her gestures, her easy laughter, and the way all three men hung on her every word. Before returning to me, she hugged each of them, her body pressing against theirs in a way that left little to the imagination. Then, with a bounce in her step, she jogged back to where I was standing.

She grabbed my hand, her smile radiant, and we continued our walk toward the condo. On the way, she squeezed my fingers and said, “We’re going to have a visitor for drinks tonight.”

Her words didn’t surprise me. It was obvious she wanted Brad again, and I was more than happy to let her have him. The thought of her excitement, her hunger for pleasure, was enough to make my cock throb painfully in its cage. I could already picture the night unfolding, and the anticipation made the rest of the afternoon feel like an eternity.

As the day went on, she kept giving me knowing looks, her smile full of mischief. Whatever she had planned, she wasn’t letting on. After dinner, she disappeared into the bedroom to change. When she emerged, I nearly dropped my drink. She was wearing a pair of tight, Lycra yoga shorts that clung to every curve, leaving absolutely nothing to the imagination. Her tank top, thin and braless, showed the perfect outline of her perky tits.

She twirled for me, her hair falling over her shoulders as she asked playfully, “Do I look good?”

“Good?” I managed, my voice cracking slightly. “You look fucking incredible.”

I let out a loud wolf howl, making her laugh as she sauntered over to me, clearly reveling in her effect. She knew exactly how hot she looked, and she wanted me to say it. If my cock hadn’t been locked, I would have been painfully erect, standing at full attention for her. She leaned down, kissed me lightly on the lips, and whispered, “Good. I want you to remember that tonight.”

At exactly 9 p.m., there was a knock at the door. My wife glanced at me and pointed to the couch. “Sit down,” she said simply. I obeyed, grabbing my drink and settling into the cushions as she strode confidently to the door.

When she opened it, Brad stood there with a broad grin, his blonde hair slightly tousled from the breeze. Without hesitation, she stepped forward and kissed him deeply, her arms looping around his neck. He kissed her back eagerly, his hands finding their way to her ass and giving it a firm squeeze. My cock twitched painfully at the sight, a familiar mix of arousal and jealousy coursing through me as I watched them.

She pulled back from the kiss, taking his hand and leading him inside. They walked straight to the kitchen, ignoring me entirely, their laughter and low murmurs drifting through the air. As she moved ahead of him, Brad’s eyes were glued to her ass, the Lycra shorts accentuating every bounce and sway of her hips. He was already ready for sex; his body language said it all.

I could hear them giggling and talking in the kitchen, their voices soft and teasing. Every so often, the conversation would dip into a hushed silence, and I could only assume they were kissing. My stomach twisted in anticipation as I imagined the scene, my cock straining uselessly against its cage. After a few minutes, they entered the room, my wife leading Brad by the hand.

She walked over to the couch where I was sitting and lowered herself beside me, her fingers still laced with his. Brad stood in front of her, his tall frame towering over us, his expression a mix of confidence and nervous energy. Her eyes sparkled with mischief as she turned her gaze to me, a sly smile playing on her lips.

Without a word, she reached for Brad’s waistband, her fingers deftly unbuttoning his pants. The sound of his zipper filled the quiet room as she pulled it down slowly, deliberately. His pants fell to his ankles, revealing his tight boxer briefs, which barely contained the impressive outline of his cock. Even soft, it was clear that he was well-endowed—thick and heavy, a size that demanded attention.

She glanced at me, her expression playful, before reaching up and hooking her fingers into the waistband of his boxers. “Be a good husband,” she said sweetly, her tone tinged with dominance. “Pull these down for me.”

My breath caught at the request. She had never asked me to be directly involved in her encounters before, and the humiliation of her command sent a shiver through me. For a moment, I hesitated, my mind racing with conflicting emotions. But her eyes held mine, daring me to obey.

Slowly, I leaned forward and grasped the waistband of his boxers, the fabric warm from his body. As I tugged them down, his cock sprang free, slapping heavily against his thigh. It was enormous—long and thick, with a weight that made it hang low even as it began to harden. I felt a pang of humiliation and arousal as I exposed him for her, my hands trembling slightly as I let the fabric drop to the floor.

She smiled, clearly pleased with my compliance. Her hand reached out to wrap around his thick shaft, her fingers barely able to close around its girth. “Thank you,” she said softly, her tone dripping with amusement. Then she turned to me, tilting her head as she asked, “What do you want me to do now?”

Her question was unnecessary—she already knew the answer. But the act of making me say it out loud was part of the game, part of her way of asserting control. My throat felt dry as I forced the words out. “I want you to suck him off,” I said hoarsely, my heart pounding in my chest.

Her smile widened, and without breaking eye contact with me, she brought the tip of his cock to her lips. Slowly, she opened her mouth, taking him in inch by inch until her lips stretched around his girthy shaft. She moaned softly as she began to work him with her mouth, her head bobbing in a steady rhythm as she pleasured him.

Brad groaned, his hands instinctively moving to her hair, tangling in the dark strands as she took him deeper. Her lips glided along his length, her tongue swirling around the head before sliding back down again. I sat frozen, my eyes glued to the scene before me, the mix of arousal and humiliation overwhelming. My wife was in complete control, and I couldn’t look away.

She glanced at me briefly, her eyes gleaming with triumph as she continued her work. Her hand stroked the base of his cock, her mouth working expertly to draw out his pleasure. I sat back, my drink forgotten, as the show unfolded before me—a performance designed to both arouse and remind me of my place in her world.

Brad closed his eyes, his head falling back as my wife’s skilled mouth worked over his cock with expert precision. Her tongue teased the sensitive tip, swirling around it before she engulfed his thick shaft completely. She repeated the motion with deliberate rhythm, each pass sending him deeper into a haze of pleasure. His hands moved to her head, his fingers tangling in her hair as his hips began to swivel gently, pressing himself further into her eager mouth.

My cock throbbed painfully in its cage, the pressure almost unbearable as I watched her worship his massive size. Every wet sound, every groan he let out, sent another wave of humiliation and arousal crashing through me. She had completely captivated him, her confidence and skill leaving no doubt who was in control, even as she knelt before him.

“You’ve got one hell of a mouth,” Brad groaned, his voice rough with pleasure. “Way better than anything I’ve had before. No wonder your husband lets you do this—he probably couldn’t keep up anyway.”

Victoria pulled back briefly, her lips slick and swollen, as she looked over at me with a smirk. “He’s right, you know,” she said, her voice dripping with amusement. “This is what a real cock feels like. Thick, hard, and worth every second.”

Brad chuckled, glancing at me for the first time, his expression a mix of amusement and pity. “How the hell do you even compete, man?” he said, shaking his head. “No offense, but I’m starting to see why she needs this.”

Her laugh was light but wicked. “Oh, don’t feel too bad,” she said, turning her attention back to his cock. “You’re just not built for this kind of job. But that’s okay—it’s why I find guys like Brad.”

I swallowed hard, my face burning with humiliation as her words cut deep. She leaned in again, taking him into her mouth once more, her hands cradling his heavy balls as she worked him with relentless enthusiasm. Brad moaned loudly, his hips bucking slightly as she took him deeper, her throat accommodating his girth without hesitation.

“You’re such a slut,” he muttered, his hands tightening in her hair. “You love this, don’t you? Treating your husband like a little cuck while you take a real man.”

Victoria pulled back again, laughing softly as she reached up and slapped his thigh playfully. “Watch it,” she warned, though the glint in her eyes betrayed her amusement. “Don’t forget who’s in charge here.”

“Oh, I know,” Brad replied, smirking as he thrust forward again. “But it’s hard to tell when you’re so busy choking on my cock.”

She didn’t miss a beat, responding with a sharp slap to his ass. “You’re lucky I like them mouthy,” she teased before taking him back into her mouth, her lips sliding down his shaft with practiced ease.

The tension between them built quickly, the mix of her dominance and his rough handling pushing both of them to their limits. Brad groaned louder, his hips moving faster as he started to lose control. “Fuck, you’re so good at this,” he muttered. “I bet your husband wishes he could make you feel half as good.”

Her eyes flicked to mine, her expression one of pure triumph. “Oh, he knows he can’t,” she said, pulling back just long enough to taunt me. “That’s why he’s sitting there, watching like the good little cuck he is.”

I squirmed on the couch, my cock aching as her words hit me like a freight train. The humiliation was overwhelming, yet I couldn’t look away. My wife was in her element, using every tool at her disposal to keep us both completely under her spell.

Suddenly, she reached up, her hand wrapping around Brad’s balls and giving them a firm squeeze. His body jerked, and he let out a surprised yelp. “What the hell?” he barked, looking down at her.

“Behave,” she said simply, her tone sharp. She punctuated the command with a playful slap to his cock, sending it bouncing against his thigh before she resumed her work.

Brad’s protest quickly turned into a groan as she sucked him harder, her hands gripping his ass tightly to hold him in place. He grabbed her hair again, thrusting into her mouth with renewed urgency. “You love this cock,” he muttered through gritted teeth. “You love how much better it feels than your husband’s little dick.”

She moaned in response, the sound vibrating around him and driving him wild. His movements grew frantic, his body trembling as he reached the edge. With one final thrust, he stiffened, his head tilting back as his cock erupted in her mouth.

As Brad’s orgasm began to subside, my wife continued sucking him relentlessly, her lips still wrapped tightly around his oversensitive cock. He groaned loudly, his body twitching with each flick of her tongue as he tried to pull away. “Jesus, stop—too much,” he protested, his voice strained. But she ignored his pleas, her nails digging into his ass cheeks, holding him firmly in place as she continued her assault. His sharp yelps filled the room, but she was merciless, teasing him past the point of comfort, her dominance clear.

Finally, she relented, releasing him with a loud pop as her lips slid off his thick shaft. Brad stumbled back slightly, his chest heaving as he tried to catch his breath. He stood there trembling, a sheen of sweat glistening on his body, his cock still twitching from the intense stimulation. My wife turned her attention to me, her eyes blazing with mischief as she moved toward the couch.

She pushed me back onto the armrest, her movements deliberate and commanding, and hovered over me. Her hand grabbed my face, her fingers squeezing my cheeks until my mouth hung open. Her lips curled into a wicked smile as she brought her face close to mine, her warm breath brushing against my skin. “Open wide,” she purred, her tone both seductive and taunting.

She puckered her lips, and a thick ribbon of Brad’s cum began to drip from her mouth, hanging precariously in the air before landing squarely on my waiting tongue. The warm, salty bead slid down the back of my throat, and before I could react, another drop joined it. Then she opened her mouth fully, letting a large gush of his seed spill into mine, filling my mouth to capacity.

Her eyes locked onto mine, her gaze unrelenting as she whispered, “Swallow it. Be a good boy and swallow your place in this.”

I obeyed, closing my mouth and swallowing hard. The taste was intense—salty, slightly sweet, and overwhelmingly warm. I felt the heat of his cum slide down my throat, pooling heavily in my stomach. The humiliation of the act left me breathless, but the thrill of her dominance made my caged cock ache painfully.

Satisfied, she leaned down and kissed me deeply, her tongue tangling with mine as she shared the lingering taste of Brad. Her lips were soft, but the intensity of her kiss made my head spin. Her mouth still tasted like him, a reminder of the power she held over both of us. My arousal surged to unbearable heights, and I could have cum right then and there, locked cage or not.

When she finally pulled away, her gaze shifted back to Brad. “Go upstairs,” she told him, her voice softer but still commanding. “Get into bed. I’ll be up in a minute.”

Brad nodded slowly, his movements sluggish as he turned and made his way up the stairs. He was still in a post-orgasm haze, his body moving on autopilot. I watched him disappear, my thoughts a chaotic mix of jealousy, arousal, and humiliation. Before I could fully process what had just happened, my wife turned her attention back to me.

She stood and peeled off her tank top and tight yoga shorts, revealing her glistening, wet pussy. The sight of her naked body left me dizzy, her toned curves and perfect skin glowing in the dim light. She climbed onto the couch, straddling my face with an almost predatory grace. Her slick folds hovered just above my lips as she looked down at me, her hands gripping the back of the couch for balance.

“Get busy,” she ordered, her voice low and husky. “I want to cum.”

I didn’t hesitate, my tongue darting out to meet her wetness. The taste of her arousal mixed with faint traces of Brad, a potent combination that fueled my need to serve her. I sucked her clit gently at first, then with more fervor, my tongue exploring every inch of her. She ground her hips against my face, her movements growing more urgent as she chased her orgasm.

Her fingers tangled in my hair, pulling hard as she rode me like her personal toy. “That’s it,” she moaned, her voice sharp and breathy. “Make me cum, you good little cuck.”

The words sent a jolt through me, my cock throbbing in its cage as I doubled my efforts. Her hips pressed down harder, her thighs gripping my head tightly as her moans escalated into a sharp cry. She bucked against me, her body trembling as her orgasm washed over her. Her pussy pressed firmly against my mouth and nose, cutting off my air as she rode out her climax, her hands pulling my hair painfully tight.

I felt myself growing lightheaded, the lack of oxygen mixing with the intensity of the moment. Just as I thought I might pass out, she released me, lifting herself slightly to let me breathe. I gasped for air, my chest heaving as she looked down at me, her smile softening.

“Good boy,” she murmured, brushing a damp strand of hair from my forehead. “Now, I’m going upstairs. Don’t keep me waiting too long.”

With that, she hopped off me, her bare skin glistening in the light, and walked toward the stairs. I lay there for a moment, catching my breath, my body still trembling from the experience. When I finally felt steady enough, I got up and followed her, ready for whatever came next.

I crept upstairs quietly, the soft sounds of movement and muted voices guiding me toward the bedroom. When I reached the doorway, I froze, the scene before me captivating and humbling in equal measure. Victoria was straddling Brad on the bed, her back to me, her body moving in a slow, deliberate rhythm as she rode him in reverse cowgirl.

Her perfect, perky breasts bounced with each movement, her toned stomach flexing as she adjusted her angle to take him deeper. The soft light of the bedside lamp highlighted the sheen of sweat on her skin, making her look like a goddess in motion. Brad’s hands gripped her waist tightly, his fingers digging into her hips as he groaned with pleasure, his thick cock sliding in and out of her dripping pussy.

I stepped further into the room, drawn in despite myself. From my vantage point, I could see everything—the way her pussy stretched to accommodate his girth, how her lips clung to him with every upward motion, and the glistening slickness coating his cock each time she rose. It was mesmerizing, and my cage throbbed painfully as I watched.

“Oh my God, Brad,” she moaned, throwing her head back. “You’re so fucking thick. I can feel every inch of you stretching me.”

Her words hit me like a punch to the gut, the humiliation sharp and all-consuming. She looked over her shoulder, her eyes locking onto mine as she smirked. “He fills me up in a way you never could,” she said, her voice dripping with mockery. “This is what a real cock feels like. So big, so thick. It’s no wonder I cum so much harder with him.”

Brad grinned at her words, his confidence swelling as he bucked his hips upward, meeting her movements with powerful thrusts. She gasped loudly, her body jolting as he hit a particularly sensitive spot. “Fuck, yes!” she cried out, her nails raking down his thighs. “Right there! God, you’re going to make me cum again!”

She began riding him harder, her movements erratic as her pleasure built. Her breasts bounced wildly, her nipples hard and flushed, and she reached back to grab Brad’s knee for leverage. “Do you see this?” she panted, glancing at me again. “This is what I need. This is what you’ll never be able to give me.”

Her words sent a wave of shame and arousal crashing over me. I wanted to look away, but I couldn’t. I was completely captivated by the sight of her losing herself in pleasure, by the sounds of her moans and the wet slap of her pussy against Brad’s cock.

“I’m close,” she gasped, her voice breaking as her body began to tremble. “Fuck, Brad! Don’t stop—make me cum!”

Brad grunted in response, his grip tightening on her hips as he thrust up into her with renewed vigor. Her cries grew louder, her movements frantic as she neared her peak. Then, with a high-pitched moan, she froze, her entire body tensing as her orgasm overtook her. She threw her head back, her hair cascading down her back as she let out a primal scream.

Her pussy clenched around Brad’s cock, the rhythmic spasms drawing deep groans from him as he held her still, letting her ride out her climax. Her legs shook, her hands gripping the sheets as wave after wave of pleasure coursed through her. When she finally stilled, she collapsed forward slightly, her breathing heavy and uneven.

“Fuck,” Brad muttered, his voice thick with arousal. “You’re incredible.”

Victoria giggled breathlessly, looking back at him with a sultry smile. “I know,” she teased, before glancing at me once more. “Did you see that?” she asked, her tone mocking. “That’s what it looks like when a woman cums hard. Maybe one day you’ll figure out how to do that.”

Before I could respond, she straightened up again, rolling her hips as she resumed her movements. Brad groaned, his head falling back against the pillows as she worked him with precision. “Your cock feels so good inside me,” she said, her voice low and seductive. “I want you to fill me up. Give me everything.”

Brad’s hands moved to her ass, spreading her cheeks as he thrust up into her. “You want my cum?” he asked, his tone teasing. “You want me to breed you, huh?”

“Yes!” she cried out, her head tilting back. “Fuck me harder—make me yours!”

The sight was overwhelming, and I could feel tears of frustration and arousal welling up as my cage throbbed painfully. Brad’s pace quickened, his movements becoming erratic as his groans grew louder. “Fuck, I’m gonna cum!” he shouted, his body tensing beneath her.

“Do it,” she urged, slamming her hips down onto him. “Fill me up, Brad. I want to feel you cum inside me.”

With a deep, guttural moan, Brad froze, his cock buried deep inside her as he came. His body shook with the force of his orgasm, and I could see the slight twitch of his cock as he pumped her full of his seed. Victoria moaned softly, grinding against him to prolong his release, her expression one of utter satisfaction.

When he finally stilled, she collapsed forward onto his chest, her body spent. “You’re amazing,” she murmured, her voice drowsy. He kissed her shoulder in response, his breathing still heavy.

After a moment, she rolled off him, her legs spreading wide as she settled onto the bed. Her pussy, swollen and red, oozed his cum, the thick white fluid glistening in the soft light. Every so often, a faint queef escaped, the sound both humiliating and arousing. She made no move to clean herself, her body limp and content as she drifted off to sleep.

I stood there for a long moment, my cock aching in its cage, my mind racing with the events of the night. Finally, I turned and left the room, the sound of her soft breathing following me as I descended the stairs.

I collapsed onto the couch, my body trembling with frustration and longing. The image of her, spent and full of another man’s cum, burned into my mind, a potent reminder of my place in her world.


Chapter 6

The next morning, I was pulled from sleep by the soft, unmistakable sounds of my wife making love. For a brief moment, I thought I might be dreaming, but as I peeled my eyes open, the reality hit me like a wave. There she was, lying on top of Brad, her body moving in a slow, sensual rhythm. This wasn’t her usual style—this wasn’t the rough, fast-paced fucking she typically sought out with her lovers. She was making love to him. The realization sent a jolt of unease through me, and my heart began to race.

She was taking her time, savoring the feel of him inside her as she rode him with unhurried passion. Her hands explored his chest, her fingers tracing the lines of his muscles as she gazed down at him with an intensity I hadn’t seen before. Normally, she craved the feral, dominant side of sex with her lovers and came to me afterward for tenderness and intimacy. But this—this was different. She was giving Brad the softness, the love, that I had thought was reserved for me.

My chest tightened as I watched her lean down to kiss him softly, their lips meeting in a languid, unhurried embrace. A surge of jealousy flared in me, followed swiftly by shame. This was too much—this was further than I had ever imagined. My mind screamed at me to intervene, to tell Brad to leave, to reclaim some sense of control. Just as I was about to speak, her eyes flicked to mine, and she caught me watching.

Her gaze locked onto mine, and a sly smile curled across her lips. She brought a finger to her lips, signaling for me to stay quiet. Then, without breaking eye contact, she shifted Brad’s body so that his head was closer to my side of the bed. The movement was deliberate, calculated. Now she could watch me as she rode him, her dominance over both of us unmistakable.

Her hips continued their slow, deliberate motion as she gazed into my eyes, her expression one of utter control. “God, Brad,” she moaned, loud enough for me to hear. “You feel so good inside me. You’re so hard, so thick. I love the way you fill me up.”

Brad groaned in response, his hands gripping her hips as he thrust upward slightly. “You’re amazing,” he murmured, his voice rough with arousal. “So tight, so perfect.”

She smiled down at him, running her hands over his chiseled chest. “I love your body,” she purred. “Every muscle, every inch of you. You make me so wet.”

Her words sliced through me, each one a dagger of humiliation and arousal. She was completely in control, and she knew exactly how to play us both. Her gaze flicked back to mine, her smile turning wicked. “Do you see this?” she asked, her tone mocking. “This is what it feels like to be with a real man. His cock is so much thicker than yours—it hits spots you never could.”

Brad chuckled softly, his confidence swelling at her praise. He thrust upward into her, making her gasp loudly. “Yeah?” he said, his voice teasing. “You like how deep I can get?”

“Oh, fuck yes,” she cried out, throwing her head back. “Don’t stop—keep fucking me like that.”

My hands gripped the arms of the chair I sat in, my knuckles white as I struggled to process the mix of emotions flooding me. Jealousy, humiliation, arousal—it all swirled together in a storm that left me dizzy and aching. My caged cock throbbed painfully, the pressure unbearable as I watched her lose herself in pleasure.

Then she leaned down, her lips brushing against Brad’s ear as she whispered something. He groaned loudly, his hands tightening on her hips. “Fill me up,” she said, her voice husky and commanding. “I want all of your cum inside me. I want to make my husband clean it out so he can know what a real man tastes like.”

Her words sent Brad over the edge. With a deep, guttural moan, he arched his back off the bed, his cock plunging deep into her. His body trembled as he came, his hands gripping her tightly as he emptied himself inside her. “Fuck,” he growled, his head tilting back as he shuddered through the aftershocks. “Take it all.”

Victoria moaned softly, grinding her hips against him to prolong his release. “That’s it,” she murmured. “Give me everything. Leave a mess for him to clean.”

As the scene unfolded, I felt my body betray me. My caged cock began to twitch uncontrollably, and a familiar tightening sensation spread through my core. I looked down in horror as a small bead of cum formed at the tip of my cock, dripping down and pooling onto the chair beneath me. My balls pulsed weakly, releasing a pathetic stream of cum that brought no pleasure—only shame. I was having a ruined orgasm, my body surrendering to the humiliation of the moment.

Victoria glanced over at me and burst into laughter, her voice ringing out loudly. “Oh my God, look at you,” she said, pointing at the growing puddle beneath me. “You’re so pathetic, you can’t even control yourself. You came just from watching a real man fuck me.”

Brad looked confused at first, but when she gestured toward me, he followed her gaze. His eyes landed on my locked cock and the sticky mess beneath it, and a grin spread across his face. “No fucking way,” he said, shaking his head. “That’s hilarious. You’re welcome, buddy.”

The two of them laughed together, their shared amusement only deepening my humiliation. When their laughter subsided, Victoria kissed him deeply before whispering something in his ear. He nodded and sat up, stretching before gathering his clothes.

“Go play with your friends,” she said, her voice affectionate. “I’ll see you later.”

Brad grinned, pulling on his shorts before leaving the room. As the door closed behind him, Victoria turned her attention to me, her expression shifting to one of stern command. “Get on your knees,” she ordered.

I obeyed without hesitation, kneeling beside the chair as she pointed to the puddle of cum on the leather. “Lick it up,” she said simply. “Clean up your mess like a good little cuck.”

My face burned with shame as I leaned down, my tongue darting out to lap up the sticky pool. When the chair was spotless, she grabbed my hair and pulled me toward the bed. “Now clean me,” she demanded, spreading her legs to reveal her cum-filled pussy.

She pressed her hips into my face, grinding against my mouth as I obediently licked her clean. Her hands gripped my hair tightly, holding me in place as she rode my tongue. “Do you like the taste of a real man’s cum?” she asked, her voice sharp and taunting. “Does it make you feel like the good little cuck you are?”

The humiliation was overwhelming, but I didn’t stop. I worked her until she cried out, her body shaking as she came again, her grip on my hair almost painful. When she finally released me, she collapsed onto the bed, her breathing heavy.

“Come here,” she said softly, pulling me into the bed beside her. She wrapped her arms around me, her tone suddenly tender. “I love you,” she murmured, her lips brushing against mine. “I hope you know that.”

“I do,” I whispered back, my voice trembling. As we drifted off to sleep, I realized something had shifted. This was more than I had ever imagined, but somehow, I had accepted it. This was who we were now. This was my place.


Chapter 7

Day three of our vacation started with an unexpected thud. As I stirred awake, my wife rolled over and informed me matter-of-factly, “I started my period.” Her tone was light, but the news carried a sense of finality. Well, that meant one thing for sure—I’d finally be free from my cock cage for the week.

Typically, when my wife has her period, she unlocks me and allows me a rare reprieve to relieve myself. Sometimes we play light, teasing games to keep things interesting, but more often than not, I find myself jerking off to internet porn, grateful for even the smallest taste of release. She stretched beside me, then slipped out of bed and headed to the shower, leaving me to doze off for a while longer.

The sound of water running was a familiar background lullaby as I drifted into a semi-conscious state. Time blurred, and at some point, I vaguely registered her moving around the room, her presence punctuated by the soft rustle of her luggage at the foot of the bed. I groggily cracked one eye open and looked down toward her.

There she was, standing completely naked, the morning light filtering through the blinds and accentuating every flawless curve of her body. She was breathtaking—her toned stomach, perky breasts, and long legs formed a perfect silhouette that I could never grow tired of. My heart swelled, and I couldn’t help but blurt out, “God, I’m so lucky to have you in my life.”

She turned her head slightly, her lips curling into a shy, endearing smile. “I feel the same way about you,” she said softly, her words carrying the kind of warmth that reminded me why I loved her so much. She grabbed a few items from her suitcase and disappeared into the bathroom, leaving me to marvel at how someone so beautiful, so confident, could be mine.

I closed my eyes again, intending to savor a few more minutes of sleep, but soon enough, I felt her presence beside me. Though my eyes were still shut, I could sense her standing there, close enough to feel the warmth of her body. Slowly, I opened my eyes to see what she was up to.

She was standing just two feet from the bed, a playful smile tugging at the corners of her lips. She was naked from the waist up, her flawless skin glowing in the soft light, but it was the striking red boyshort panties she wore that immediately caught my attention. They hugged her hips perfectly, the soft, stretchy fabric accentuating her curves. The design mimicked a pair of men’s briefs but was unmistakably feminine, with a snug fit that left little to the imagination. The fly-hole detail added an intriguing, almost cheeky touch.

“What do you think?” she asked, her voice light and teasing. She turned slightly, giving me a better view of her figure, her toned legs and perfect bubble butt framed beautifully by the playful lingerie. “Aren’t they cute?”

My mouth went dry as I propped myself up on one elbow, drinking in the sight of her. “Cute?” I said, my voice still thick with sleep. “You look fucking incredible.”

Her grin widened, and she turned her hips slightly, giving me a full view of her backside. “You like?” she asked, her tone dripping with mock innocence. She ran her hands over her hips, smoothing the fabric as she posed for me. “They’re new. I thought they’d be fun.”

“Fun is an understatement,” I managed, my voice barely above a whisper. If my cock hadn’t been locked in its cage, it would have been painfully hard at the sight of her. Even through the haze of sleep, I felt the familiar ache of desire stir within me, the sight of her teasing presence lighting a fire in my chest.

She chuckled softly, clearly reveling in the effect she was having on me. “Good,” she said, leaning down to place a light kiss on my forehead. “I wasn’t sure if you’d approve.”

“Approve?” I said, shaking my head in disbelief. “You look like a goddamn fantasy.”

Her laugh was light and melodic as she straightened up, her confidence shining through as she gave me one last, lingering smile. “Well, I’m glad you like them,” she said simply, turning to grab something from her nightstand. The way the boyshorts hugged her hips and stretched over her curves made it nearly impossible to look away.

As she moved around the room, I couldn’t help but marvel at her. She was stunning in every way—confident, playful, and completely unapologetic about her beauty. Even in moments like these, when the teasing was light and the mood playful, she managed to remind me just how deeply she held me under her spell.

A few seconds later, she was bouncing back to the bathroom like an excited baby deer, the door shutting behind her with a soft click. I lay back, staring up at the ceiling, a grin spreading across my face as I marveled at how lucky I was to have her. She was beautiful, confident, playful, and completely unapologetic in her teasing—everything I could ever want.

I had just begun to drift back into a haze of thoughts when the door opened again. She stepped out, standing in the same spot as before, but now her expression was mischievous, her hands resting on her hips. “So,” she said with a dramatic pause, “what do you think about them now?”

I turned my head toward her, and the sight made me burst out laughing. She had stuffed her favorite dildo—her infamous "Johnny"—into the boyshorts. It was a hilariously poor fit. The large balls tugged awkwardly at the crotch, stretching the fabric taut, while the thick shaft jutted comically out of the top of the waistband.

“You’re ridiculous,” I laughed, shaking my head. “Johnny doesn’t exactly blend in, does he?”

She grinned, clearly enjoying my reaction, and strutted over to the bed. “Well, maybe you can show me how it’s done,” she teased, leaning down slightly, her voice a mix of challenge and amusement.

I sat up, grabbing her by the hips and pulling her closer. “Alright,” I said, unable to keep the grin off my face. “Let me show you how a man wears it.”

I reached out and carefully pulled Johnny from the boyshorts, adjusting the fabric back into place. Then, with a deliberate slowness, I slipped the shaft through the fly hole of the underwear, letting it stick out proudly. I repositioned the balls low in the crotch, smoothing the fabric over them until they rested naturally. Finally, I pulled the waistband snugly back into place, stepping back slightly to admire my handiwork.

“There,” I said, giving her hips a playful squeeze. “That’s how you wear it. Much better, don’t you think?”

She giggled, turning to look at herself in the mirror. “Do I look good?” she asked, striking a pose and glancing at me over her shoulder. Her grin was wide and infectious, her cheeks flushed with playful energy.

“You’re the most beautiful boy I’ve ever seen,” I teased, earning an exaggerated gasp from her.

She spun back toward me, clearly reveling in the absurdity of the moment. “Flattery will get you everywhere,” she said, her eyes sparkling as she sauntered over to the nightstand. From the drawer, she retrieved the small key to my cage, dangling it between her fingers with an exaggerated flourish.

“Guess what,” she said, her tone sing-song as she knelt beside the bed. “You’ve been such a good sport, I think you’ve earned a little freedom.”

My heart skipped a beat as she leaned forward, unlocking the cage with a satisfying click. The moment the device was removed, my cock sprang to life, the sensation of being free after so long sending a wave of relief and arousal coursing through me. “Fuck,” I muttered, taking a tentative stroke as blood rushed into it, leaving me semi-hard almost instantly. “That feels so good.”

She stood, crossing her arms and watching me with a playful smirk as I stroked myself. Her gaze was intense, unrelenting, and filled with an amused curiosity that sent a shiver down my spine. “Looks like someone’s ready to go,” she said, her voice dripping with mock innocence.

I looked up at her, my cock now stiffening fully under my hand. “You have no idea,” I said breathlessly.

She tilted her head, her lips curling into a teasing smile. “Tell me,” she said, her tone soft but commanding. “Do you want to cum?”

“Yes,” I replied immediately, my voice filled with raw need.

Her grin widened, and she stepped closer, her hand gently resting on my shoulder as she leaned down, her lips inches from mine. “Good,” she whispered. “But not yet.”

The words sent a mix of frustration and excitement through me as she straightened, her eyes glinting with playful dominance. She wasn’t done teasing me yet, and I knew better than to expect an easy release.

She stood over me, her presence commanding, her eyes gleaming with mischief. “Get out of bed,” she said firmly, her voice leaving no room for argument. “And get on your knees.”

I didn’t hesitate, sliding off the bed and onto the floor in front of her, my heart already pounding with anticipation. I assumed she wanted her pussy licked, a routine we both enjoyed, especially during her period. But as I settled onto my knees, she moved closer, her hips swaying slightly as she stopped just in front of my face. The outline of Johnny, her favorite dildo, jutted proudly from the red boyshorts she still wore, its tip protruding through the fly hole.

“Do you like my hard cock?” she asked, her tone teasing but firm.

I blinked, startled by the question. “Yes,” I said cautiously, deciding to play along with whatever game she was initiating.

She smiled, her expression both playful and predatory. “Good. Then kiss it.”

My heart skipped a beat, my chest tightening with a mix of surprise and arousal. I leaned forward, pressing my lips gently against the tip. The soft material of the dildo felt strange, foreign against my mouth, but the act itself sent a jolt of excitement through me.

“Do it again,” she commanded, her voice sharper this time.

I obeyed, kissing it again, the humiliation of the act intertwining with an undeniable thrill. My body betrayed me, my cock straining painfully in its semi-erect state.

“Do you like my hard cock?” she asked again, her tone almost mocking.

“Yes,” I replied, my voice barely a whisper.

She reached down, gripping my chin and tilting my head up until our eyes met. Her gaze was unrelenting, filled with authority and a glimmer of amusement. “Good,” she said. “Because I want you to suck it.”

My breath caught in my throat. My immediate instinct was to refuse, to say no and push back. But before I could react, her hand cracked across my cheek in a sharp slap, leaving my skin stinging. “Do it,” she ordered, her voice ice-cold. “Be a good boy and suck it.”

The slap shocked me, not just from the force but from the way it sent a wave of heat straight to my groin. My mind screamed at me to resist, but my body betrayed me yet again, my cock springing to full attention as if responding to her command.

She pressed the tip of Johnny against my lips, the slight pressure making my heart race. I hesitated, but her hand on the back of my head pushed me forward, the dildo slipping past my lips. The sensation was strange, almost surreal. I closed my eyes, sucking gently at first, unsure of what to do.

“Look at me,” she demanded, her tone sharp.

I opened my eyes, locking onto hers as she began to move her hips, sliding the dildo in and out of my mouth. “That’s better,” she purred. “Now, jerk yourself off while you’re at it.”

I reached down with my right hand, wrapping it around my cock. The combination of being freed from my cage and the humiliating act of sucking Johnny had left me harder than I’d been in years. I began stroking myself slowly, my mind spinning as I tried to process the conflicting emotions coursing through me.

“You’re such a bad boy,” she said, her voice dripping with mockery. “And bad boys deserve to be punished. Your punishment is servicing my cock. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” I croaked around the shaft, the words muffled but clear.

She smiled wickedly. “Good.” With that, she pushed Johnny deeper into my mouth, her movements becoming more deliberate, more forceful. “Take it deep,” she ordered. “Show me how much you love it.”

The power dynamic was overwhelming. For nearly 30 years, I’d been the one giving commands, the one in control. I’d told countless women to get on their knees and take me into their mouths, never considering what it felt like to be in their position. Now, with Johnny thrusting into my mouth, I understood—truly understood—what it meant to relinquish control.

The humiliation was potent, but so was the thrill. My cock throbbed painfully in my hand as I stroked faster, the combination of submission and arousal creating a heady cocktail of emotions. She watched me intently, her eyes filled with satisfaction as I serviced her, her dominance absolute.

“Good boy,” she cooed, her voice laced with sarcasm. “You’re getting better at this. Maybe one day, you’ll even be half as good as I am.”

Her words stung, but they also spurred me on. I sucked harder, relaxing my jaw to take more of the dildo into my mouth. She moaned softly, clearly enjoying the show. “That’s it,” she said, her fingers tangling in my hair as she held my head steady. “Just like that.”

I was so lost in the moment, so consumed by the act, that I didn’t notice her pull Johnny from my mouth until I felt the sudden emptiness. She stood over me, her breathing slightly uneven as she looked down at me with a smirk.

“Get into bed,” she said, her tone leaving no room for argument.

I laid down in bed, my heart pounding as I tried to anticipate what was coming next. “Get on your hands and knees,” she commanded, her tone leaving no room for argument. I complied, positioning myself in the center of the bed, my body tense with a mix of anticipation and anxiety.

She climbed onto the bed, kneeling in front of me. Without hesitation, she pushed Johnny back into my mouth, her movements deliberate and commanding. “Suck it,” she ordered, her voice sharp. I obeyed, taking the shaft between my lips as she began moving her hips, mimicking the way her lovers used her.

Her hand moved over my back, a brief caress that shifted suddenly into a hard slap on my ass. I let out a muffled scream, the sting of her palm catching me off guard. “Shut up,” she snapped, her tone cutting through the air. “Take it like a bitch.”

The words sent a jolt through me, equal parts humiliation and arousal. My cock throbbed beneath me, achingly hard despite the cage. She slapped me again, harder this time, and I felt a strange mix of submission and defiance rise within me. She was fully in control, pushing boundaries I hadn’t even realized existed.

She continued fucking my mouth, her pace quickening as her dominance grew. My jaw ached, but I kept going, my body responding to her commands even as my mind struggled to keep up. Just as I was nearing the edge of what I could handle, she pulled Johnny from my mouth with a wet pop, leaving me gasping for air.

Grabbing a fistful of my hair, she yanked my head upward, forcing me to meet her gaze. Her lips crashed against mine in a rough, almost punishing kiss, her tongue invading my mouth with an intensity that left me breathless. When she finally pulled back, her eyes were alight with a dangerous glint. “Do you like being a bitch?” she asked, her voice dripping with mockery.

“Yes,” I admitted, my voice shaky but sincere.

She smirked, clearly satisfied with my answer, and reached over to the nightstand. From the drawer, she pulled out a small bottle of lube, holding it up for me to see before repositioning herself behind me. A chill ran down my spine as I felt the cold wetness of the lubricant against my asshole.

“What are you doing?” I asked nervously, glancing over my shoulder.

“Shut up,” she snapped, her tone brooking no argument. I felt her thumb press against my opening, the sensation strange and invasive. I yelped, but she didn’t relent, working the lube into me with firm, purposeful movements. “Don’t be a pussy,” she said, her words cutting as she pushed deeper.

I squirmed beneath her, my body conflicted between resistance and submission. She pulled her thumb out and poured more lube onto Johnny, coating the shaft with meticulous care. “Tell me you like my big cock,” she demanded, her voice sharp and unyielding.

“No,” I said, shaking my head. “You’re pushing it too far.”

Her hand shot out, gripping my waist tightly as she leaned over me. “Say it,” she hissed. When I refused again, she didn’t hesitate—she grabbed my hips and thrust Johnny into me in one swift motion.

I howled in protest, the intrusion overwhelming. “Shut up and take it,” she barked, her hand slapping my ass hard enough to leave a mark. She pulled back slightly and thrust again, the dildo sinking deeper this time. The pain was sharp, radiating through my body, and I begged her to stop.

She refused, her voice cold and unrelenting. “Women get raped all the time,” she said, her tone laced with disdain. “And men don’t stop when women beg. You’ll take it, just like they do.”

Her words sent a shiver through me, the harsh reality of her statement cutting deep. She was in a zone I’d never seen before—completely in control, her dominance absolute. I realized there was no stopping her, and I decided to let go, to surrender fully and let her do what she needed to do.

She began moving with a deliberate rhythm, pushing Johnny deeper with each thrust. “You’re such a bitch,” she taunted, her voice dripping with cruelty. “Are you a big cock slut? Do you love having my cock inside you?”

“Yes,” I gasped, my voice strained. Playing along seemed like the only way to ease the tension, but to my surprise, the act of saying it sent a strange thrill through me. The humiliation, the surrender—it was intoxicating in a way I couldn’t quite explain.

Then Johnny hit something inside me—a spot that sent a jolt of pleasure through my entire body. My cock jumped, straining painfully against the confines of the cage, and I let out an involuntary moan. The pain in my ass hadn’t disappeared, but the sensation was now mixed with something else, something strange and oddly enjoyable.

“Oh, look at that,” she said, her voice mocking. “You like this, don’t you? You’re such a pathetic little bitch, getting off on being fucked in the ass.”

Her words stung, but they also sent another wave of heat through me. I couldn’t deny it—the mix of pain, pleasure, and submission was unlike anything I’d ever experienced. My body was betraying me, responding to her dominance in ways I never thought possible.

I forced myself to relax, trying to ease the strain on my body. The results were immediate and undeniable—my asshole began to stretch, accommodating the relentless thrusting of Johnny with slightly less resistance. Each movement sent a sharp pang of discomfort rippling through me, but mixed with it was an unsettling, growing pleasure. The constant pounding against my prostate triggered a slow, involuntary dribble of pre-cum from my cock, adding to the confusing cocktail of emotions swirling in my head.

I felt her hand snake around my hips, her fingers brushing against my cock. She was checking to see how I was reacting. When her fingers came away wet with my pre-cum, she let out a delighted laugh. “Look at you,” she said, her tone mocking. “Your cock’s drooling all over my fingers. I guess you really are a big cock slut.”

Her hand shot up to my hair, gripping it tightly as she yanked my head back, forcing me to arch against her. Her lips brushed against my ear, her voice low and taunting. “Admit it,” she hissed. “Your body loves this. Your pathetic little cock is so happy it can’t stop leaking. Don’t worry, I’ll make sure you cum like the bitch you are.”

Her words stung, cutting deep into the part of me that still clung to a shred of pride, but they also ignited a spark of something darker, something raw and uncontainable. My cock twitched helplessly at her taunts, betraying my humiliation with every pulse of pre-cum that dripped from its tip.

“Reach down and start jerking off,” she ordered, her voice leaving no room for hesitation. “I want to see you stroke your cock while I fuck you.”

My trembling hand found my cock, wrapping around it as it sprang to life almost instantly. It took only a few strokes before it was fully erect, the tension in my body heightening with each pass of my hand. She reached around again, her fingers wrapping around my shaft as she felt its stiffness. “That’s it,” she cooed mockingly. “Look how hard you are. You’re going to cum for me while I fuck your ass. Keep stroking.”

Her hands returned to my hips, her grip tightening as she began to move with more force. The bed creaked under the pressure as she pounded into me, Johnny slamming against my prostate with unrelenting precision. My cock throbbed in my hand, pre-cum spilling freely in long, sticky strands that dripped onto the sheets. My wife’s taunts grew louder, more pointed, each one driving me closer to the edge.

“Come on,” she barked, slapping my ass hard enough to leave a stinging red mark. “Cum for me, bitch. I know you’re close. Don’t make me wait.”

The sensation was overwhelming. The relentless pounding in my ass, the degradation in her voice, the slick, humiliating mess on my cock—it all built into a storm that I couldn’t control. My body began to tremble, my breath hitching as I tried to hold back. “I... I can’t,” I stammered, my voice breaking.

“Yes, you can,” she snapped, her voice dripping with authority. “You’re going to cum for me like the pathetic little slut you are. Now do it.”

The command broke something inside me. My ass clenched tightly around Johnny as my entire body began to convulse. My orgasm didn’t come with its usual build-up—it hit me like a bolt of electricity, sudden and violent. My toes curled, my hands clenched into fists, and I let out a loud, involuntary scream as the pleasure overwhelmed me.

Cum dripped from my cock in a steady stream, pooling on the sheets below me without any sense of release. My wife’s relentless thrusting drove Johnny deeper, the pressure on my prostate intensifying with each motion. She held onto my hips with a vice-like grip, pushing harder as my body convulsed beneath her.

The orgasm felt endless, each spasm forcing more cum from my cock until the sheets beneath me were soaked. My wife didn’t relent, riding out every last twitch of my body until I was completely spent. Finally, as the last shudder passed through me, she slowed her movements and pulled Johnny from me, leaving me trembling and shivering on the bed.

I collapsed onto the mattress, my limbs weak and uncooperative. My breathing was ragged, my entire body buzzing with overstimulation. She lay down beside me, her arms wrapping around me as she pulled me close. “Good boy,” she murmured, her voice soft and satisfied. “That’s what I like to see.”

As I tried to catch my breath, another aftershock wracked my body, forcing out a small, pathetic ribbon of cum that landed on the sheets. My wife noticed immediately, her hand sliding down to scoop it up with a playful grin. “Look at you,” she teased, rubbing the sticky mess against my lips. “You’re still cumming for me. Such a good little toy.”

She leaned in, her lips pressing against mine in a deep, lingering kiss. Her tongue pushed into my mouth, and I could taste the salty remnants of my own release as she explored me. When she finally pulled away, I was left gasping for air, my body still trembling with the aftereffects of the most intense orgasm I’d ever experienced.

We lay there in silence for a while, her arms wrapped around me as my breathing slowly returned to normal. Even as I drifted off to sleep, I could still feel the dull ache in my ass and the lingering humiliation of what had just happened. But beneath it all, there was something else—a strange, undeniable satisfaction in having surrendered so completely to her control.

As my breathing began to steady and the tremors in my body subsided, she leaned in close, her breath warm against my ear. “How does it feel,” she whispered, “to be completely at the mercy of someone else? To give up all control?”

Her words sent a shiver down my spine. I hesitated, still processing everything that had just happened, before answering honestly. “It was... the most intense orgasm of my life,” I said, my voice shaky. “I’ve never felt anything like it. I didn’t even feel the release coming before I started cumming.”

She smiled, her lips brushing against my neck as she spoke again. “Do you understand now? Do you know what it feels like to be a woman when a man fucks her hard?” Her voice was calm, probing, as if she truly wanted me to reflect on the experience.

I swallowed hard, the memories of the last hour flooding my mind. “It was one of the most uncomfortable things I’ve ever done,” I admitted. “But at the same time, it was... liberating. Erotic. It was terrifying to give up all control, but it also felt freeing.”

I paused, turning my head slightly to meet her gaze. “Yes,” I said softly. “I think I have a small understanding now. The vulnerability, the trust... It’s like being led into the unknown and having to let go completely.” The realization struck me like a bolt of lightning. “Is this what my employees feel like?” I wondered aloud, the thought swirling in my mind. “Putting their faith in me to lead them somewhere they’ve never been?”

She smiled knowingly, brushing a strand of hair from my face. “Maybe,” she said, her voice carrying a touch of humor. “But you’re lucky—you have me. And I’m very good at taking you exactly where you need to go.”

I nodded, still processing her words. I had trusted her completely, and she had taken me to a place I couldn’t have imagined an hour ago. It was frightening, exhilarating, and deeply humbling all at once. Even with the lingering ache and the memory of being stretched in ways I never thought possible, I felt strangely at peace.

She rolled over, facing me, and we both let out a small laugh as Johnny poked against my stomach. She grabbed it and tossed it off the bed with a dramatic flourish, her playful demeanor softening the intensity of the moment. We kissed and hugged for what felt like hours, our connection deepened by the strange, transformative experience we had just shared.

Eventually, she was the first to get out of bed. Stretching languidly, she turned to me with a sly smile. “Stay here,” she said. “I have a gift for you.”

I sat up, a grin spreading across my face. I loved surprises, and the way she teased out the moment made it feel like Christmas morning. She returned with a small bag from the lingerie store and handed it to me. “Open it,” she said, her eyes twinkling with mischief.

Inside was a pair of pink, silk thong panties with a red heart stitched onto the crotch. The fabric was soft and luxurious to the touch. I held them up, admiring their delicate beauty, before looking at her in confusion. “They’re gorgeous,” I said, “but I think you got the wrong size. These are extra-large.”

She bit her lip, stifling a laugh, and shook her head. “They’re not for me,” she said, her voice dripping with amusement. “They’re for you.”

My heart skipped a beat as the realization hit me. “Wait,” I said, blinking in surprise. “You want me to wear them?”

She nodded, stepping closer and placing a hand on my chest. “Yes. From now on, when I’m on my period, I’ll wear boyshorts, and you’ll wear these. It’s only fair, don’t you think?”

I hesitated, the absurdity of the situation warring with the trust and love I felt for her. “Okay,” I said finally, letting out a small laugh. “If that’s what you want.”

She handed them to me, and I slid them on. The silk felt cool and smooth against my skin, the waistband hugging me snugly. My cock and balls bulged obscenely in the front, the fabric straining to contain me. The thin strip of silk in the back pressed against my still-tender asshole, sending a strange thrill through me.

“Turn around,” she said, her voice playful.

I did as she asked, spinning slowly to give her a full view. She let out a delighted giggle, clapping her hands together. “You look adorable,” she said, her eyes sparkling with joy. “Absolutely perfect.”

She jumped into my arms, her laughter infectious, and planted a wet, enthusiastic kiss on my lips. “I love you so much,” she said, her voice warm and genuine.

“I love you too,” I replied, holding her tightly.

She pulled back slightly, her hands resting on my shoulders. “Now,” she said with a grin, “go take a shower. We’ve got a beautiful beach to walk on.”

I nodded, making my way to the bathroom. As I caught my reflection in the mirror, I stopped, taking in the sight before me. A full-grown man, freshly fucked in the ass, standing in a pair of pink silk panties with a red heart on the front. My life had taken a turn I never could have predicted, but as I stood there, a smile crept across my face.

I loved my wife. And strangely, I loved this too.


Chapter 8

Day four of our vacation was pure relaxation. We had no plans other than to soak in each other’s company, walk along the beach, and indulge in the quiet intimacy that had become the hallmark of our time together. For the first time in months, I felt like I was finally shutting off work. My mind, no longer racing with tasks and deadlines, was beginning to settle into a more natural rhythm.

We got up late, savoring the luxury of sleeping in, and took our usual morning walk from Tunnels Beach to Ke'e Beach. The sunrise painted the sand in golden hues, and the sound of the waves was calming, almost hypnotic. Brad and his friends were out surfing as usual, their youthful energy palpable even from a distance.

When Brad saw us, he quickly paddled in, the wide grin on his face making his intentions clear. My wife, ever the exuberant flirt, ran down the beach to meet him. She threw her arms around his neck, planting a kiss on his cheek before they began chatting animatedly. I stood back, watching the interaction with a mix of amusement and intrigue. Even from afar, I could tell when the mood shifted. His shoulders slumped slightly, his head dropping forward. She must have told him about her period.

When she returned to me, her face was lit with amusement. “He’s bummed,” she said with a laugh. “He said seeing me on the beach with you made him hard as a rock, and he couldn’t wait to split me in half again on our bed. He nearly cried when I told him no.”

I couldn’t help but chuckle at his reaction. “Typical horny, young man,” I said, taking her hand as we continued our walk. She squeezed my hand tightly, her touch grounding me in the moment.

The rest of the day was wonderfully uneventful. We lounged on the porch, talked about nothing and everything, and took turns teasing each other with little touches and stolen kisses. The soreness in my ass lingered, a constant reminder of the previous night, but I found myself oddly unbothered by it. I was still wearing the pink thong she’d given me, and as strange as it was, I was starting to appreciate the way the silk felt against my skin. The fabric cradled my cock and balls gently, the back strip brushing my tender spot with a sensation that was oddly comforting.

The psychological aspect, though, was what really struck me. It was our secret, just between us. No one on the beach, not the strangers we stopped to chat with, nor the friends we greeted, had any idea about the deeply kinky world we inhabited. Only we knew that, in some strange reversal, she had taken on the role of the "boy" while I had become the "girl." Every so often, she’d sneak a grab at my crotch, whispering, “You’re such a sweet little slut.” Her words, delivered with a teasing grin, never failed to leave me rock hard.

After lunch, we curled up on the porch and napped together in the shade. I dreamed of her, vivid and wild images of her body and her voice filling my mind. Even in sleep, she was with me, woven into the fabric of my thoughts. When I woke, she was still curled against me, her face serene and beautiful. She stirred, got up to fetch us a pair of fruity drinks, and returned to her spot beside me.

As we sipped our drinks, she looked at me with a seriousness that broke through the easy calm of the day. “Did I push things too far yesterday?” she asked softly, her voice tinged with genuine concern.

I pretended to be angry, narrowing my eyes and setting my drink down. Her expression faltered for a moment before I broke into a grin. “No,” I said, laughing as I kissed her. “I’ll admit, having you shove a cock down my throat caught me off guard, but… I trust you. I always trust you. And in the end, it was one of the most erotic things I’ve ever experienced.”

Relief flooded her face as she nestled closer to me. “Good,” she said, her voice lightening. “I was worried I’d gone too far.”

I shook my head. “It was intense,” I admitted. “But it made me love you even more.”

We sat in comfortable silence for a moment before I finally asked the question that had been lingering in the back of my mind. “Why did you do it?” I asked. “I mean, what made you decide to… you know…”

She took a sip of her drink, her gaze thoughtful. “Because I’ve been listening to you,” she said finally. “For the past year, you’ve been so stressed, always talking about how you just want someone to make decisions for you, to take control so you don’t have to.”

I nodded slowly, her words hitting home. “That’s true,” I said. “But what made you think of… that?”

A small smile played on her lips. “Because I know you,” she said simply. “You’re the most sexual person I’ve ever met, and you’re so open-minded. I’ve always fantasized about doing it to someone, and with you, I knew I could. I trusted you to trust me.”

I looked into her eyes and told her something I hadn’t fully admitted to myself until that moment: “I actually loved it. Everything. Whatever you want to do with me, I’m okay with it. I trust you completely, and you can play out any fantasy you have with me. I’m yours—a willing participant.”

Her eyes widened, a flicker of surprise giving way to a sly, delighted smile. “Are you sure about that?” she asked, her voice low and teasing, a spark of mischief glinting in her gaze.

“Of course,” I replied, feeling the weight of my words even as I spoke them. “I’m your sexual toy. You own me.”

She let out a laugh, but it wasn’t her usual laugh—it was deeper, almost sinister, and it sent a shiver through me. “You might regret saying that,” she warned playfully. “I have a lot of fantasies.”

“Bring it on,” I said, feeling a mix of excitement and trepidation.

That night, we decided to head to bed early. She disappeared into the bathroom while I lounged on the bed, thinking about how our relationship had shifted so dramatically and yet felt more connected than ever. When she emerged, my breath caught. She was wearing another pair of boyshorts, but this time, Johnny was poking out of the fly. She stood confidently in the doorway, the soft light catching her toned body. Her perky breasts were bare, her skin glowing, and she looked like a goddess stepping into the room to claim her prize.

I played coy, tilting my head and smirking. “What do you have in mind?”

She climbed onto the bed, straddling my body in one smooth motion. “Johnny needs a goodnight kiss,” she purred, leaning down to brush her lips against mine. Then, with no warning, she shoved Johnny against my lips, her hips pushing forward insistently.

The initial thrust made me gag, and I pulled back instinctively. “Don’t be a pussy,” she said, her tone sharp but teasing. “Take it like the cock-sucking slut you are.”

My heart raced. Her dominance was electrifying, and though I was overwhelmed, I found myself surrendering completely. I relaxed my jaw and let her push Johnny deeper, the plastic shaft sliding past my lips. She grinned wickedly, watching me intently as she began to move her hips, mimicking the rhythm of a real cock.

“Good boy,” she cooed, her voice dripping with mockery and praise. “You’re learning. Maybe I should get you a bigger one next time.”

Fuck, I thought, she’s fully leaning into this. Her newfound Alpha energy was undeniable, and I was helpless under it. She took her time, thoroughly enjoying the act of dominating me, before pulling Johnny free.

Without a word, she repositioned herself behind me and ordered me onto all fours. My mind reeled, knowing what was coming but unable to resist. Moments later, I felt the cold wetness of lube on my asshole, followed by the unmistakable pressure of Johnny pressing against me. I gasped as she pushed the tip inside.

“Relax,” she commanded. “Or this is going to hurt a lot more.”

I tried to obey, forcing myself to let go of the tension in my body. Slowly, she worked Johnny deeper, the stretch uncomfortable but not unbearable. She started moving her hips, thrusting steadily, her hands gripping my waist to keep me in place. The sensation was a bizarre mix of pain and pleasure, and I found myself caught between wanting it to stop and craving more.

“Jerk off,” she ordered, her voice firm. “I want you to cum while I fuck your ass.”

I reached down hesitantly, wrapping my hand around my cock. To my surprise, I was already semi-hard, and with a few strokes, I was fully erect. Pre-cum dripped freely from the tip, forming a slick, sticky mess on my fingers. She noticed immediately, reaching around to smear it across my shaft.

“Look at you,” she said, her tone mocking. “You’re leaking everywhere. You must really love being my little bitch.”

Her words stung, but they also sent a thrill through me. I stroked faster, my cock throbbing in time with her thrusts. She reached down and grabbed a fistful of my hair, pulling my head back so she could whisper in my ear.

“From now on,” she said, her voice low and commanding, “you don’t get to cum unless you’ve got a cock in your ass or your mouth. No more jerking off to porn. Your orgasms are mine to control.”

Her words sent a shockwave through me, and I nodded weakly. “Yes,” I said, my voice trembling.

“I need more enthusiasm than that,” she said sharply, shoving Johnny deep enough to hit my prostate. My body jolted as the sensation sent a shiver down my spine.

“Yes!” I cried out, louder this time.

“Good boy,” she said with a satisfied grin. “Now cum for me.”

Her thrusts became rougher, faster, and I felt the pressure building inside me. My body betrayed me completely, and without warning, my orgasm hit. It wasn’t like anything I’d ever experienced before—it started deep in my core, radiating outward in powerful waves. My cock pulsed violently, streams of cum spilling onto the sheets below me. My legs trembled, my arms gave out, and I collapsed onto the bed, my body convulsing with the intensity of the release.

She didn’t stop. Her hands gripped my hips tighter as she continued to pump Johnny into me, drawing out every last spasm. My body was overstimulated, hypersensitive to every movement, and I begged her to stop.

She chuckled softly, giving me a few final, teasing thrusts before finally pulling Johnny free. I lay there, panting and trembling, as she rolled off me and sat on the edge of the bed.

“Go get my vibrator,” she said casually, as if nothing unusual had just happened.

I nodded weakly, stumbling out of bed and retrieving her favorite toy. She smirked as I handed it to her, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction.

“Good boy,” she said again, her voice softer now. “You did well.”

I watched as she turned the vibrator on, pressing it against her clit. Her moans filled the room as she brought herself to a quick, shuddering orgasm, and I couldn’t help but feel a strange mix of pride and humiliation. When she was finished, she pulled me into her arms, holding me close as we drifted off to sleep.

I loved her. And despite everything—or maybe because of it—I was beginning to love this life we were building together.


Chapter 9

The next four days of our vacation settled into a peaceful rhythm. We leaned into the relaxation we’d both been craving, with very little sex or teasing between us. My wife’s period was in full swing, and she wasn’t quite herself, while I was still recovering—both physically and emotionally—from the intensity of the first few days. My body, especially my ass, appreciated the break.

Our routine became predictable, though no less enjoyable. We woke early each morning to walk the stretch of beach from Tunnels Beach to Ke'e Beach and back. The mornings were quiet, the golden light of sunrise casting long shadows across the sand. As always, Brad and his friends were out in the surf, their youthful energy a stark contrast to our leisurely strolls.

My wife made it a point to stop and visit with Brad every single morning. From my position a few paces back, I watched the interactions unfold like a scene from a play. She’d wave him in, and he’d paddle to shore eagerly, his broad grin betraying his excitement. She always greeted him the same way—a warm hug, a kiss on the cheek, and an easy laugh that seemed to put him at ease.

Their conversations were always lighthearted at first, filled with casual touches and playful gestures. I noticed how her hand would linger on his arm or chest, how she’d toss her hair back and lean in slightly as if sharing a secret. Brad, for his part, was clearly smitten. His eyes rarely left her face, except to glance at her body when he thought she wasn’t looking.

But as the days passed, their interactions began to shift. Each time they spoke, their exchanges seemed to grow a little more serious, their tones a touch more subdued. I stood back, respecting their privacy, but couldn’t help but notice the way their conversations ended. Always with a smile, a lingering hug, and a kiss that felt just a little too intimate for mere friends.

It wasn’t hard to guess what they were talking about. Brad, young and full of hormones, was likely pleading his case, hoping she’d let him take her to bed again. She, in turn, was likely explaining, with as much charm as possible, that her period meant she wasn’t available. But there was something in her demeanor that suggested these weren’t simple refusals. She seemed to enjoy his attention, basking in the admiration he so freely gave her. And though she always walked back to me with a smile, there was a flicker of something else in her eyes—anticipation, maybe, or a spark of mischief.

I didn’t ask her about their conversations, partly out of respect and partly because I wasn’t sure I wanted to know. Instead, I focused on the easy moments we shared, holding hands as we walked, talking about everything and nothing, and soaking up the sun. But the tension was there, simmering beneath the surface, a reminder of the dynamic we’d built and the boundaries we’d agreed to push.

Back at the condo, we spent our afternoons in blissful laziness. We’d curl up together on the porch with fruity drinks, the sound of the waves in the distance providing a soothing backdrop. Sometimes we’d nap, her body warm and soft against mine, and I’d wake to find her watching me with a small smile, her fingers tracing idle patterns on my chest.

Despite the lack of sex, the intimacy between us felt stronger than ever. Every now and then, she’d tease me, her hand grazing my thigh or her fingers brushing against the waistband of my pink thong, which I continued to wear at her request. “You’re such a good little slut,” she’d whisper, her eyes sparkling with delight. It was a reminder of her power over me, and though it made my cock stir in its silk confinement, I found comfort in the quiet dominance of those moments.

Still, I couldn’t shake the feeling that something was brewing. Each morning, her conversations with Brad grew a little longer, a little more intense. I noticed the way her posture shifted when she spoke to him, the way she leaned in just a bit closer. There was a familiarity between them now, a connection that hadn’t been there before. And while their interactions always ended with a hug and a kiss, it was the way she lingered in his arms that stuck with me.

On the last full day of our vacation, I woke to the warm sensation of my wife’s body snuggled against mine. Her hand lazily traced patterns on my chest, and she pressed soft kisses against my neck. “Good morning,” she whispered, her voice still husky with sleep. “Guess what?”

I turned to face her, already smiling at her playful tone. “What?”

“My period’s over,” she said, her lips curling into a sly grin.

As if on cue, my cock began to stir beneath the sheets. Her hand slid down to meet it, her fingers wrapping around my growing erection. “Looks like someone’s excited,” she teased, giving it a gentle squeeze.

My body reacted immediately, my hips subtly thrusting upward into her touch. But before I could fully enjoy the moment, she tilted her head and gave me a mock-serious look. “You know what that means.”

I groaned, already knowing the answer. “Not the cage,” I protested weakly.

“The cage,” she confirmed with a wicked smile. “Rules are rules. You’ve had your fun this week.”

I sighed dramatically, but there was no real fight in me. This was part of our dynamic, and as much as I might grumble, the ritual of surrendering control to her was undeniably arousing. She rolled over me and reached for the cage on the nightstand, her body pressing against mine as she retrieved it.

Straddling my legs, she held the locking ring in her hand, her expression playful but determined. “Alright, let’s get this on,” she said, reaching down to position the ring around my balls.

My cock, however, had other plans. It continued to swell under her touch, making it impossible for her to get the device in place. She raised an eyebrow and smirked. “You need to make it deflate.”

“I’d love to, but it’s got a mind of its own,” I said, laughing nervously.

She sighed theatrically. “Fine,” she said, and without warning, she slapped my cock hard. The sharp sting made me yelp, but it had the desired effect—my erection immediately wilted.

“Problem solved,” she said with a mischievous grin, quickly slipping the cage into place and snapping the lock shut. “There. Nice and secure.” She held up the tiny key, dangling it in front of me like a trophy before placing it back on the nightstand.

Grabbing my hand, she pulled me out of bed and led me to the bathroom. She turned on the shower, testing the water temperature with her hand before pulling me in with her. The warm spray cascaded over us as she grabbed a loofah and began washing me, her hands lingering in all the right places.

When it was my turn, I took the loofah and returned the favor, running it slowly over her back, shoulders, and hips. She pushed her bubble butt against my caged cock, wiggling it teasingly. “What’s the matter?” she asked, her tone dripping with mock innocence. “Something bothering you?”

“You’re such a tease,” I muttered, slapping her ass lightly. “One of these days, my cock is going to bust out of this thing on its own.”

She laughed, the sound echoing off the tiled walls. “I’d like to see it try.”

After we showered, we got dressed and headed out for our morning walk. The sun was just beginning to rise, casting a warm glow over the beach. As usual, the surfers were out early, riding the waves with effortless grace. Brad was among them, his tanned, muscular frame unmistakable even from a distance.

The moment he spotted us, he paddled toward shore, his board cutting smoothly through the water. My wife’s face lit up as she bounded down the beach to meet him, leaving me standing alone. She jumped into his arms with a squeal, wrapping her legs around his waist as if she hadn’t seen him in weeks. He caught her easily, his hands resting on her hips as she kissed him deeply. Their connection was electric, and I couldn’t help but marvel at how natural it seemed for her to be in his arms.

They began talking animatedly, her hands gesturing wildly as she explained something. Brad nodded, a grin spreading across his face, and she responded by throwing her arms around his neck and kissing him again. I couldn’t hear their conversation, but it was clear she was telling him something that excited both of them.

She jogged back to me, her cheeks flushed and her eyes sparkling. “We need to get back to the condo,” she said breathlessly. “Brad’s coming over for some playtime.”

Her excitement was contagious, and I couldn’t help but laugh at her enthusiasm. She was practically bouncing with energy, her body humming with anticipation. “You’re like a kid on Christmas morning,” I teased.

She grinned, unbothered by the comparison. “I can’t help it. He’s so much fun. And he’s so…” She trailed off, biting her lip and glancing at me with a knowing look.

I laughed again, grabbing her hand as we turned to head back up the beach. My heart swelled with love for her, for her unapologetic sexuality and the way she embraced life so fully. She was truly one of a kind, and even in moments like these, when the dynamic of our relationship was laid bare, I wouldn’t have it any other way.

As we walked, her excitement bubbled over, and I found myself looking forward to the evening ahead, curious to see what surprises she had in store.

We’d barely been home for half an hour when the doorbell rang. My wife practically skipped to the door, her excitement palpable. She threw it open with a squeal, greeting Brad like a long-lost lover. “Come in!” she beamed, pulling him inside.

“Want a drink?” she offered, leading him toward the living room.

Brad chuckled and shook his head. “It’s not even noon yet. I probably shouldn’t start this early.”

She laughed along with him, tugging him over to the couch like she couldn’t bear to let go of him. “Suit yourself,” she said, then turned her gaze to me. “You, sit in the lounge chair,” she commanded, pointing toward my usual spot. Her tone brooked no argument, so I obeyed without hesitation, settling in to watch the scene unfold.

It didn’t take long for the show to start. The moment they sat down, her hands were on him, her fingers trailing over his chest and shoulders. He leaned in, capturing her lips in a deep kiss. It was the kind of kiss that made time stop—the kind that left no doubt about their hunger for each other.

Brad’s hands moved deftly, untying the strings of her bikini top and tossing it aside. Her perky breasts spilled free, her nipples already hard. His mouth descended on one of them while his hand cupped the other, kneading it gently. She moaned softly, arching her back into his touch, her fingers trailing down his body to find their way into his shorts.

I watched as her hand began stroking him, her movements confident and deliberate. His cock, already straining against the fabric, sprang free with her touch. Even from where I sat, I could see its thickness and length, and the way her small hand barely encompassed it. They were like teenagers, desperate and eager, oblivious to anything else.

Meanwhile, my own cock strained painfully against its cage, the mix of arousal and frustration building with every second. I shifted uncomfortably in the lounge chair, trying to adjust myself discreetly, but there was no relief to be found.

Before long, Brad was on top of her, pressing her back against the couch as he kissed her deeply. His hands roamed her body, sliding down to pull her bikini bottoms free. She was completely naked now, her legs wrapping around his waist as he moved to position himself between her thighs.

It looked like they were about to start fucking right there in front of me. Brad dropped his shorts to the floor, his thick cock standing proudly, ready for her. He began to lower himself onto her, his tip brushing against her entrance.

But then, she placed a hand on his chest, stopping him in his tracks. “Wait,” she said firmly, her voice carrying a teasing edge. “Do you need me to remind you about our deal?”

Brad paused, a flicker of confusion crossing his face. Then, with a small nod, he stood up, his cock still hard and bobbing slightly as he moved. She sat up, smoothing her hair as she turned her attention to me.

Sliding closer to Brad, she rested a hand on his chest, tracing the lines of his muscles with her fingers. “Isn’t he handsome?” she asked, her tone playful but pointed.

I swallowed hard, feeling the heat of their combined attention. “Yes,” I said, my voice steady despite the storm of emotions swirling inside me. “He’s very handsome.”

She smiled, clearly pleased. Her hand drifted lower, brushing over his abs before stopping at the base of his cock. “And doesn’t he have an amazing body?”

I nodded. “He’s very fit,” I admitted. “I can see why you like fucking him.”

Her smile widened into something more mischievous, almost predatory. “And what about this?” she asked, wrapping her hand around his thick shaft. She gave it a slow stroke, her eyes locking onto mine. “Doesn’t he have a beautiful cock?”

I hesitated, the weight of her question pressing down on me. My throat felt dry, but I forced the words out. “Yes,” I said finally, “it’s quite impressive.”

She seemed to savor my response, her hand moving lower to cup his balls. “And what’s in here?” she asked, lifting them slightly.

My pulse quickened as the humiliation of the moment began to set in. “They’re full of warm seed,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

“And how do you know that?” she pressed, her tone laced with wicked amusement.

I felt my face flush as I answered. “Because he’s pumped loads of it into you,” I said, my heart pounding. “And I’ve... I’ve sucked it out.”

Her laugh was soft but triumphant, her eyes dancing with delight. Brad, who had been watching the exchange with a bemused expression, let out a low chuckle, clearly enjoying the dynamic.

The admission, as humiliating as it was, sent a jolt of arousal through me. My cock throbbed painfully in its cage, a constant reminder of my place in this tableau. I hated how much I loved this—how much I craved her control, even as it pushed me to the edge of my comfort zone.

She leaned in, pressing a kiss to Brad’s chest. “Good boy,” she said, her words directed at me but spoken as if to herself. Then, without missing a beat, she turned back to Brad. “Now, let’s give my husband a show he’ll never forget.”

She turned to me, her face glowing with arousal, and extended her hand. “Come here,” she said. I hesitated for a moment but rose from my chair and joined her on the couch. She pulled me close, placing a hand on my thigh, but her attention quickly turned back to Brad, her fingers tracing a line down his chest to his waist.

Her other hand slipped down to Brad’s thick cock, stroking it slowly as she looked back at me. “I need you both to stand up,” she said, her tone commanding. “Right here, next to each other.” My stomach churned, but I complied, standing awkwardly next to Brad as his hard cock jutted out in front of him, visibly pulsing with arousal. My cage felt tighter than ever.

“Now,” she continued, her voice soft and teasing, “I want to see just how much bigger Brad’s cock is than yours.” My heart raced, my face flushing hot with humiliation. “Come on,” she urged, gesturing for both of us to step closer. “Press them together so I can compare.”

“Victoria,” I started to protest, but her sharp look silenced me.

“It wasn’t a suggestion,” she said, her eyes glinting with mischief.

Brad hesitated too, his discomfort evident, but a small nod from her seemed to reassure him. With a deep breath, I shifted closer, and Brad did the same. The sight was almost surreal—his cock, thick and veiny, resting against the thin steel bars of my cage. Even in my semi-soft state, there was no denying the difference. His was a weapon; mine felt insignificant in comparison.

She leaned in, her face alight with mock fascination. “Look at that,” she purred, running a finger along Brad’s shaft. “Yours might be cute, honey,” she teased, glancing at me, “but this... this is what I call a real cock.” She laughed softly, then cupped Brad’s balls, lifting them slightly. “And these,” she continued, “are so full of cum. You’re going to have to work extra hard tonight to clean me up after he’s done.”

The heat of humiliation burned through me, but so did an undeniable thrill. My cock strained futilely against its cage, the ache a constant reminder of my position in this tableau.

Brad shifted uncomfortably. “Victoria, are you sure—”

“Oh, stop,” she cut him off, stroking his chest reassuringly. “You’re loving this as much as I am, aren’t you?” She gave his cock a playful slap, and he let out a nervous laugh. “Now, let’s move this to the bedroom. I want to see just how deep this monster can go.”

Without waiting for a response, she grabbed Brad by the hand and led him toward the bed. As I started to follow, she turned back to me with a sly grin. “Not you, honey. You’ll stay right there in the chair. I want you to have the best view.”

I sank back into the chair as they climbed onto the bed. Brad sat against the headboard while Victoria straddled him, her perky breasts bouncing slightly as she settled into position. Her hand guided his cock to her entrance, and she paused for a moment, locking eyes with me.

“Watch closely, baby,” she said, her voice dripping with smugness. “This is how a real man fucks a woman.”

With that, she slid down onto him, taking him in inch by inch. Her head fell back as a guttural moan escaped her lips. “Fuck,” she groaned, “you’re so thick... I can feel you stretching me like no one else ever has.”

Brad’s hands gripped her waist, steadying her as she began to move. Her hips rolled slowly at first, her movements almost hypnotic, but soon she picked up the pace, riding him with a ferocity that sent her breasts bouncing wildly. “Oh god,” she cried out, her eyes locking onto mine again. “He’s so much thicker than you, baby. I can’t even describe how good it feels.”

Brad groaned beneath her, thrusting upward to meet her movements. “You’re so fucking tight,” he said, his voice strained. “You were made for this cock.”

Her response was to grind down harder, her nails digging into his chest as her orgasm built. “Yes!” she screamed, throwing her head back. “Oh, fuck yes! Fill me up, Brad. Fuck me like I deserve!”

The bed creaked under their combined movements, and I sat frozen in the chair, torn between shame and arousal. My wife’s cries reached a crescendo as her body tensed, and she collapsed onto Brad’s chest, trembling as her orgasm washed over her.

Moments later, Brad’s back arched, and he let out a deep growl. His hips bucked wildly as he emptied himself inside her, the sight leaving no doubt that he was giving her exactly what she had demanded. “Take it all,” he grunted, his hands gripping her hips as he thrust one last time.

Victoria lay sprawled on top of him, her chest heaving as she caught her breath. Slowly, she slid off him, her legs trembling as she settled onto the bed beside him. A soft queef escaped her, and a thick trickle of cum began to ooze from her pussy, pooling on the sheets.

I sat there, caged and frustrated, watching the aftermath. My wife’s eyes fluttered closed, a satisfied smile on her lips as she drifted off to sleep. Brad, too, seemed spent, his breathing slow and even.

I wanted to feel anger, to feel jealousy, but all I felt was a strange, painful arousal. This was my life now, and no matter how much it humiliated me, I couldn’t deny that a part of me craved it.

They were both spent, lying together on the couch for a while, catching their breath. Brad finally shifted, climbing off of her and sitting back on the couch, his body slack with exhaustion. My wife stayed stretched out, her legs still parted, as she turned her head to me. “Do you want to cum, baby?” she asked, her voice soft but teasing.

I nodded eagerly, my caged cock aching with arousal. She smirked. “Alright then,” she said, “but first, I have a job for you.” She spread her legs further, revealing her cum-filled pussy, glistening with a mix of her juices and Brad’s seed. “Get on your knees and clean me up.”

My heart pounded as I moved closer, dropping to my knees beside the couch. Brad shifted slightly, watching me with a sly grin. “Looks like you’ve got some work to do,” he said, his tone dripping with mockery. His eyes dropped to my cage, and he laughed softly. “Damn, your cock’s leaking, man. Guess you like this more than you want to admit.”

I flushed with humiliation, but the ache in my cock was undeniable. As I lowered my face to my wife’s pussy, her hand rested lightly on the back of my head. “That’s it,” she cooed, “be a good boy and lick me clean. I want every drop of Brad’s cum out of me.”

Her taste hit my tongue immediately—a salty, musky mix of their combined fluids. It was both overwhelming and deeply arousing. My wife moaned softly as I licked, her hips shifting slightly to press herself more firmly against my mouth. “That’s it,” she murmured. “Clean your queen like a good little cuck.”

Brad chuckled again, leaning back on the couch to enjoy the show. “Man, this is wild,” he said, shaking his head. “You really got him trained, huh?”

“He loves it,” my wife replied, her voice tinged with amusement. “Don’t you, baby? Tell Brad how much you love licking his cum out of me.”

I hesitated, my face burning with shame, but her firm grip on my head made it clear she expected an answer. “I... I love it,” I stammered between licks, my voice muffled. “I love cleaning you.”

“Good boy,” she purred, running her fingers through my hair. “And don’t forget to thank Brad for filling me up so well.”

I paused, my face still buried between her legs, and mumbled, “Thank you, Brad.”

Brad laughed louder this time. “You’re welcome, man. Glad to help out.”

As I continued licking, my cock throbbed painfully in its cage, a steady dribble of pre-cum leaking onto the floor. Brad noticed and pointed, grinning. “Look at that. He’s dripping like a faucet. Can’t say I blame you, though—she’s a hell of a woman.”

My wife laughed, her body trembling slightly as my tongue found her clit. “He knows,” she said. “And don’t stop until I say I’m satisfied.”

I obeyed, my tongue working tirelessly, tasting every drop of their mingled fluids as Brad leaned back, watching with a satisfied smirk. My wife’s moans grew louder, her hips bucking against my face as her pleasure built. Finally, with a shuddering gasp, she gripped my hair tightly and pressed herself hard against my mouth, her orgasm washing over her.

When she finally released me, I pulled back, gasping for air. My face was slick with her juices, and I could still taste Brad on my tongue. She smiled lazily at me, reaching down to stroke my cheek. “Good job, baby,” she said. “Now go clean yourself up while I get Brad ready for round two.”

As I stood to leave, Brad’s laughter followed me out of the room, a constant reminder of my place in this twisted, thrilling dynamic.

About ten minutes later, my wife walked into the bedroom with an intensity I’d rarely seen before. Her lips crashed onto mine, her tongue invading my mouth as though she were trying to extract Brad's essence from me. Her kiss was fervent, desperate, and her body pressed against mine with unrelenting urgency. Her scent—a mix of her perfume, sweat, and sex—filled my senses, and I was powerless to do anything but respond.

She pushed me back onto the bed with a strength that surprised me, her fingers digging into my chest as she straddled me. Her eyes were wild, her cheeks flushed, and there was a manic energy in her movements. She reached for my soft cock and shook it roughly, her voice sharp and commanding. "Get hard for me," she growled. "Now."

I felt a wave of humiliation and arousal crash over me. Her tone was unlike anything I’d heard from her before—demanding, almost cruel. My cock stirred under her firm grip, responding to her dominance even as my mind wrestled with the shame. It wasn’t the full, throbbing erection she was used to, but it was enough to satisfy her. She lined herself up and sank down on me in one swift, unceremonious motion.

The heat and wetness of her pussy engulfed me, and I gasped. She threw her head back and let out a low, guttural moan, her hands planting firmly on my chest for leverage as she began to ride me. Her eyes fluttered closed, her lips parted in bliss, and I realized with a pang that she wasn’t even looking at me. Her movements were frantic, almost mechanical, her hips grinding down hard as if chasing a high only she could feel.

My own body reacted instinctively, but my mind was in turmoil. Every thrust, every roll of her hips, brought back flashes of the way she’d been with Brad—how she’d moaned for him, the way she’d clung to him, her face lit with unbridled ecstasy. Was she reliving that moment now, using me to relive the thrill of her lover?

Her pace quickened, her nails digging into my chest as she ground herself against the base of my cock. Her moans grew louder, her body trembling as she reached her peak. With a muffled scream, she collapsed onto me, her lips finding mine as she kissed me deeply. Her whole body shuddered, the aftershocks of her orgasm vibrating through her as her muffled cries echoed in my mouth.

I felt my own body betray me, a weak, sputtering orgasm overtaking me. It wasn’t the usual rush of pleasure but a pale imitation, my cock twitching feebly inside her as a pathetic dribble of cum escaped. It wasn’t even enough to claim the moment as mine. It felt like an afterthought, a ghost of satisfaction.

She rolled off me with a sigh, her chest heaving as she curled into my side. Her arm draped across my chest, and she hugged me tightly, her face nuzzling into the crook of my neck. “I love you,” she whispered, her voice soft and raw. “More than you could ever imagine.”

I wanted to believe her, to let her words wash away the sting of what had happened, but the tension in my chest wouldn’t ease. “If you love me so much,” I murmured, my voice thick with emotion, “then why did you humiliate me like that? Why compare me to Brad like that? Why would you do that to me?”

She froze for a moment, then slowly lifted her head to meet my eyes. Tears welled in hers, and her lip quivered as she spoke. “Because you told me,” she said, her voice trembling, “that I had no limits. That I could live out my fantasies and you’d be okay with it.” A tear spilled down her cheek, and she wiped it away quickly. “I thought… I thought you wanted me to feel free. I thought you’d understand.”

Her confession pierced me. I felt like an ass for questioning her when I’d given her permission to explore the darkest corners of her desires. “I… I just didn’t expect that,” I admitted, my voice barely above a whisper.

She looked away, her hands fidgeting with the sheet. “Since I was a teenager,” she began hesitantly, “I’ve fantasized about seeing two men together. It’s so forbidden, so taboo… It drives me crazy just thinking about it.” Her cheeks flushed with shame as she continued. “Sometimes, when you’re traveling, I… I watch gay porn and touch myself. It’s the only thing that gets me off when you’re not around.”

Her vulnerability hit me like a punch to the gut. She was baring her soul, and I’d made her feel ashamed for it. “I just thought…” she said softly, her voice breaking, “that you’d help me make my fantasy real.”

I reached for her, pulling her into a tight embrace. “I’m sorry,” I said, my voice thick with regret. “I told you I’d support you, and I meant it. I just… I didn’t know it would be so intense. But it’s okay. I promise you—it’s okay.”

She sobbed quietly into my chest, and I held her, stroking her hair as the tension between us began to fade. “I love you,” I whispered, kissing the top of her head. “And I’ll always love you, no matter what.”

We fell asleep like that, tangled in each other’s arms, the air between us heavy with unspoken promises. When I woke up, Brad was gone. My wife and I packed our bags in silence, the weight of everything that had happened settling over us. As we headed for the airport, I couldn’t help but wonder where her fantasies would take us next—and whether I’d be ready to follow.


Chapter 10

I awoke Saturday morning to the sound of running water. My head throbbed with a mix of exhaustion and swirling thoughts from the night before. The boundaries of our playful cuckold dynamic had been pushed further than ever, leaving me raw—emotionally and physically. I couldn’t shake the final thing my wife said before bed. Right after her lover, James, had emptied himself down my throat, she warned me about the "consequences" of my actions. Her tone was cryptic, almost foreboding, and it gnawed at my thoughts.

I shifted under the covers and felt the coarse fabric of my pink panties pressing uncomfortably against my skin. When I looked down, I saw the stark evidence of my ruined climax: a large, crusty stain in the middle of the fabric. My cock, trapped in its unforgiving cage, was raw and stuck to the inside, a painful reminder of the torment I had endured. I tried to adjust myself, but the dried cum had created an adhesive-like grip on my skin. The discomfort sent a sharp pang through my groin, and I groaned softly.

As I shuffled toward the bathroom, I heard my wife’s voice, muffled by the sound of running water. Was she on the phone? Curious and unsettled, I cracked the door open, peering inside. The steam filled the air, curling around the glass enclosure of the shower. At first, I didn’t see anyone else. I opened the door a little wider, feeling my heart hammer against my chest.

That’s when I saw her.

She was in the shower, her back arched, her hips grinding against something affixed to the glass. It took me a moment to process what I was seeing. Johny. Her favorite dildo, suction-cupped firmly to the shower wall. She was riding it with deliberate, slow movements, her head tilted back, eyes closed in ecstasy. Her voice, soft but steady, carried over the sound of the water.

"James," she murmured, her tone dripping with lust. "I can still feel your big cock inside me. God, you fuck me so perfectly." She moved her hips forward, then back, her movements hypnotic as she continued her monologue. "I love the way you make me feel so small in your arms, so protected... like your little whore."

I froze, every nerve in my body tingling with a mix of arousal and unease. Her words cut through me like a blade, the raw intimacy in her voice as she fantasized about another man making my chest tighten. My cock strained futilely against its cage, the skin pulling painfully, but I couldn’t look away.

Her grinding grew faster, more urgent. She grabbed the edges of the glass for leverage, her knuckles turning white as she slammed her hips against the dildo. Her voice became louder, her words more vulgar. "Take my married pussy, James," she moaned. "Make me yours. Show my pathetic, sissy husband how a real man fucks a woman."

The words hit me like a sledgehammer. My stomach twisted, a deep ache spreading through my chest. Was this just a fantasy? Or had I crossed a line, and in doing so, lost her to something I couldn’t compete with? The arousal and humiliation mixed like oil and water in my veins, leaving me paralyzed in the doorway.

Her cries reached a crescendo. She pressed her hips hard against the glass, grinding furiously as her whole body trembled. "James," she screamed, her voice echoing against the tiles. Her orgasm washed over her, and I watched, equal parts mesmerized and devastated, as her body convulsed in pleasure. Her fingers trembled as she clung to the shower wall, her breath ragged and heavy.

The room fell silent except for the soft patter of water hitting the tile. She reached out and turned the knob, shutting off the stream. The sudden quiet was deafening. She stood there for a moment, her chest rising and falling as she caught her breath. Then, without warning, she pulled Johny off the glass with a wet suction pop and disappeared behind the shower curtain.

I stepped back from the door, my heart racing. My mind replayed her words over and over again, like a broken record. The humiliation burned hot in my chest, but alongside it was something darker—a thrill I hated to admit I felt. My cock throbbed painfully in its cage, a small bead of pre-cum forming at the tip as I wrestled with the emotions coursing through me.

When she emerged from the bathroom a few minutes later, wrapped in a towel and glowing from the heat of the shower, her eyes met mine. She didn’t say a word, but her sly, knowing smile told me everything I needed to know. She had seen me. She knew I’d been watching.

And she wanted me to.

Once she finished drying off, she entered the room and began rummaging through her luggage, her movements abrupt and hurried. I pretended to stir, yawning theatrically as though I’d just woken up. “Good morning,” I mumbled sleepily.

“Morning,” she replied, barely audible. Her voice was distant, tinged with something I couldn’t quite place.

The tension in the room was palpable. I watched her pull out a blouse and lay it on the bed, avoiding eye contact. A knot formed in my stomach—I hated when something felt off between us. I got out of bed and approached her cautiously, wrapping my arms around her waist from behind. She smelled clean, fresh, her skin still warm from the shower.

“You smell amazing,” I murmured, pressing my cheek to hers.

She didn’t melt into my embrace as she usually did. Instead, she stiffened, muttered a quiet “thank you,” and stepped out of my grasp. The knot in my stomach tightened.

“What’s wrong?” I asked gently.

“Nothing,” she said, her tone clipped, not meeting my eyes.

“Come on,” I pressed. “I can feel it—something’s bothering you. Talk to me.”

For a long moment, she was silent, her hands fidgeting with the hem of the towel draped around her body. Finally, she sighed and sat down on the edge of the bed.

“It’s nothing, really,” she said, her voice softer but still guarded.

I sat beside her, taking her hand in mine. “If it’s about something I did, just tell me. I can’t fix it if I don’t know what’s wrong.”

She glanced at me, her expression conflicted, and for the first time that morning, I saw the vulnerability in her eyes. “It is about you,” she admitted. “It’s about last night.”

My heart sank. “Okay…” I said carefully. “Tell me what’s on your mind.”

She hesitated, drawing in a deep breath as though steeling herself. “You know I love you, right? Like, truly, deeply love you.”

I nodded, trying to keep my expression neutral. “Of course. I love you too.”

She squeezed my hand and smiled faintly. “I know how open you are with me. How much you let me explore these… perversions of mine. Most men would have walked away a long time ago. But you stay. You support me. That means everything to me.”

“So far, so good,” I said, forcing a smile to lighten the mood.

Her expression didn’t change. “But last night,” she continued, her voice quieter, “it got me thinking about… things I didn’t expect.”

A wave of unease swept over me. “What kinds of things?”

Her grip on my hand tightened as she met my gaze. “When I made you clean me after Brad in Kauai, that was… thrilling for me. And when I made you suck James’s cock last night, it wasn’t just thrilling. It was... something deeper. Watching you do that... it was my darkest fantasy come to life. I’ve always wanted to see two men together, and you let me experience it, right in front of me. That’s not something I take for granted.”

I swallowed hard, unsure how to respond.

“To me,” she went on, “Brad was just a horny young guy. He’s a boy who’s good for a hard fuck, but there’s nothing emotional there. That’s how I’ve always wanted these encounters to be—just ships passing in the night. Physical. Nothing more. And then I come back to you, because you’re my true love. My anchor.”

Her words were a salve to my growing anxiety, but her tone carried a weight that kept me on edge. “Okay,” I said slowly. “I get that. And I’ve always trusted you to keep it that way. So… what’s the problem?”

Then she dropped the bombshell.

“James is different,” she said softly, her voice trembling slightly. I froze, her words hanging heavy in the air.

“What do you mean?” I asked cautiously, my heart pounding.

She took a deep breath, avoiding my gaze for a moment before finally meeting my eyes. “He’s not like Brad or the others. James… he’s professional, handsome, well-spoken—he has all the traits of a true Alpha Male.” Her words were deliberate, every syllable like a dagger piercing my carefully maintained façade.

I swallowed hard, unsure where this was going, but dreading the answer.

“When I saw you on your knees before him last night,” she continued, her tone shifting to one of quiet intensity, “I realized something. I saw him as the true man in the room.”

The breath caught in my throat. “What?” I managed to whisper.

She pressed on, her words cutting deeper with every sentence. “You were there, wearing your pretty pink panties, your cock locked in that cage, and kneeling in front of him. At that moment, you weren’t an Alpha Male to me anymore. You weren’t the strong, commanding CEO I see at work functions or the man I married. You were a beta boy. Someone submissive. Someone who could never take me the way James could.”

My chest tightened, the weight of her words pressing down on me like a vice. “What are you saying?” I asked, my voice shaking despite my efforts to steady it.

She reached for my hand, holding it tightly, as if trying to soften the blow. “I love the way you make love to me,” she said, her tone gentle but firm. “It’s beautiful, caring, and intimate. It’s what makes our connection so special. But sometimes…” She hesitated, searching for the right words. “Sometimes I need more than that. I need to be taken. Dominated. Fucked in a way that leaves no room for tenderness or hesitation. And you’ve never been able to give me that.”

Her honesty was like a gut punch. I felt as if the ground beneath me had shifted, leaving me unsteady and unsure. “I thought…” I began, but she quickly silenced me by pressing a finger to my lips.

“Don’t,” she said softly, her eyes searching mine. “Please don’t take this as me saying you’re not enough for me. You are. You’re everything to me. But last night, seeing you with James… I realized how much I need both sides. I need you, my loving husband. But I also need someone like him—someone who can take me in ways that you can’t.”

Her words echoed in my mind, each one a hammer blow to my pride, my identity. Part of me wanted to be angry, to push back, to tell her she was wrong. But another part of me, the part that had been quietly growing since the beginning of our cuckold journey, felt a strange sense of acceptance. She wasn’t saying she didn’t love me; she was being honest about her desires, about what she needed to feel fulfilled.

“I don’t want this to hurt you,” she said, her voice breaking slightly. “I just need you to understand how I feel. That moment… it changed something for me.”

I sat there, stunned into silence. My thoughts were a chaotic swirl of humiliation, hurt, and an unsettling arousal I couldn’t deny. Her finger still lingered on my lips, silencing the protests forming in my throat. All I could do was stare into her eyes, searching for reassurance, for something to hold onto.

“I love you,” she said again, her voice steady now, her resolve clear. “You’re my husband, my partner, my everything. But I need you to accept that sometimes, I need more. And I need you to be okay with that.”

Her honesty was brutal, but it was also undeniably real. As I sat there, processing her words, I realized that this wasn’t just about submission or dominance. It was about trust, about letting go of the traditional roles we’d both grown up believing in, and embracing a dynamic that was uniquely ours.

Her eyes lingered on my crusty, cum-stained panties, then slowly lifted to meet mine. She said nothing at first, but the silence carried the weight of a thousand judgments. I wanted to look away, but her gaze held me captive, as if she were unraveling my very soul with her eyes.

Finally, she spoke, her voice steady yet laced with a kind of realization that felt like a dagger. “I’ve been listening to you for years,” she began, “hearing you talk about how you didn’t want to be the Alpha Male at home. I thought I understood, but… I didn’t. Not fully. Not until now.” Her gaze dipped back to the evidence of my submission—the crusty fabric clinging to my caged cock—and then returned to my face. “This,” she gestured vaguely at me, “this proves it. You didn’t just accept the life of a submissive cuckold—I think you wanted it all along.”

Her words sent a chill down my spine. My mouth opened to deny it, but nothing came out. She didn’t need my admission; the truth was plain to see.

“No real man,” she continued, her voice hardening slightly, “would ever suck another man’s cock, let alone cum while doing it. But you? You enjoyed it. Didn’t you?”

The shame was unbearable. My eyes dropped to the floor, avoiding her piercing gaze. She sighed, almost exasperated, and sat back on the bed. “Look at me,” she commanded. I obeyed, lifting my head to meet her intense stare.

“You’re not just helping me live out my fantasies,” she said, her tone softening, “I think I’ve been helping you live out yours. Am I wrong?”

I couldn’t answer. The words wouldn’t come. She leaned closer, her eyes searching mine, waiting for me to deny it, to fight back, to prove her wrong. But we both knew the truth. Slowly, I nodded.

A sad smile crossed her face as if this confirmation brought her both clarity and regret. “That’s what I thought,” she said quietly.

Then she took a deep breath and dropped the real bombshell. “I don’t think you can ever be the Alpha Male in our relationship again. And honestly? I don’t mind. But…” She hesitated, as if weighing her next words. “I need you to understand something: I need more. More than what you can give me. I need a steady stream of men who can fuck me the way I need to be fucked—hard, rough, without hesitation.”

My stomach dropped. I felt like the wind had been knocked out of me. She reached for my hand, squeezing it tightly as if to reassure me. “I love you,” she said, her voice earnest. “I love you more than anything in this world, and I want to be with you forever. But sex… sex needs to be different.”

“Different how?” I asked, my voice barely a whisper.

She gave me a sad smile. “From today on, you’ll stay locked in your cage indefinitely. I’ll decide when I want to make love to you, and when I do, it’ll be on my terms. But when it comes to being fucked…” She paused, her eyes glinting with something between mischief and resolve. “That’s where my lovers come in.”

Her words sliced through me like a knife. I couldn’t breathe. I couldn’t think. “You’ll always be there to watch,” she added. “I need you there. It makes me feel safe, no matter how rough things get. And…” Her lips curled into a sly smile. “You’ll always be my clean-up boy.”

The room fell into a tense silence. My thoughts spiraled into chaos, humiliation warring with arousal, fear battling acceptance. “You really mean this?” I finally managed to croak.

She nodded firmly. “I do. I need this. And I think, deep down, you need it too.”

I couldn’t argue with her. Not really. My heart raced, a mix of dread and excitement coursing through me. I wanted to protest, to assert some kind of control, but I knew it would be futile. This was who we were now.

She stood up suddenly, pulling me to my feet and wrapping her arms around me. “I love you,” she said again, her voice soft and genuine. “And I know this is a lot, but I know you can handle it.”

Her eyes flicked down to my stained panties, and she chuckled. “But first,” she said with a teasing grin, “go clean yourself up and put on some new panties.”

I blinked in confusion. “I only have the one pair,” I said.

Her laughter rang out, light and carefree. “Oh no, you’ve got plenty now,” she said, reaching into her luggage and pulling out a small pile of silky panties in various colors. She tossed them at me with a gleeful smile. “Pick the ones with hearts today. They’ll suit you.”

I caught the panties clumsily, my face burning with humiliation as I stared at the pile. She leaned in, planting a soft kiss on my cheek. “Now, go clean up, my sweet little sissy.”

I stumbled to the bathroom, my mind spinning. As I peeled off my crusty panties and stepped into the shower, I caught sight of myself in the mirror—pink, silky hearts in hand, my caged cock drooping pathetically. I let out a bitter laugh, shaking my head in disbelief.

What had my life become? A part of me was horrified, yet another part—the darker, secret part—felt something dangerously close to excitement. As the water poured over me, I stared at my reflection and whispered to myself, “We really are a pair of fucked-up deviants.”

The rest of the evening was a strange mix of tension, arousal, and unease. My wife’s energy was electric as she flitted around the condo, checking her reflection in the mirror and adjusting her outfit. She seemed almost giddy, like a teenager preparing for a big date. Meanwhile, I tried to focus on the golf tournament on TV, but my mind was racing with the realization of what was about to happen.

When she reappeared from the bedroom dressed as a schoolgirl, the air seemed to leave the room. Her pleated skirt barely skimmed her thighs, offering teasing flashes of the curve of her ass as she moved. The white button-down shirt, tied in a tight knot just below her breasts, revealed her toned stomach and left little to the imagination. Her twin ponytails and ankle socks completed the look, an image so provocative it was almost absurd.

She bounced over to me, her skirt swishing with every step, and planted herself in front of the couch. “Well?” she asked, spinning slowly. “Do I look cute?”

I swallowed hard, my eyes trailing over her body. “Holy fuck,” was all I managed to say.

Her face lit up with a wicked grin. She leaned down, pressing a quick kiss to my lips, and whispered, “Good. That’s the reaction I was going for.”

My cock strained against its cage, throbbing in frustration as she twirled and laughed, fully aware of the effect she was having on me. I wanted to grab her, pin her to the couch, and show her that I still had some control in this relationship—but I knew better. This wasn’t about me. It hadn’t been about me for a long time.

Her voice was calm but firm, cutting through the tension that already hung heavy in the air. “James will be here any minute,” she said, slipping her hands down her hips to smooth her skirt. “Take off your clothes. Everything except those cute white panties with the red hearts.”

I hesitated, not because I was surprised—this ritual was as familiar as breathing—but because my chest tightened with a mix of anticipation and dread. She glanced at me, her eyebrow arching, daring me to disobey. I swallowed hard and began to undress, folding my shirt and trousers neatly on the chair as she watched me, her lips curling into a knowing smile.

The doorbell rang just as I’d finished. She turned without a word, her skirt swaying hypnotically with each step as she moved to answer it. Her confidence was electric, the kind of magnetism I’d never been able to replicate outside the boardroom.

She opened the door to find James standing there, tall and imposing, his broad frame filling the doorway. A grin spread across her face as she popped up on her toes, throwing her arms around his neck like a giddy schoolgirl. The kiss she gave him was unrestrained, her body molding to his in a way that made my throat tighten.

When she stepped back, she twirled once, her skirt flaring briefly as she asked, “What do you think, James? Do you like what you see?”

He didn’t answer. He didn’t need to. With a predatory hunger, he grabbed her waist and pushed her back against the wall, his lips crushing hers in a kiss that was all tongue and dominance. His large right hand covered her left breast, squeezing it firmly through the thin fabric of her blouse.

I stood frozen in the hallway, my breath shallow, my heart pounding in my chest. My eyes were glued to them, to her, to the way her body seemed to respond instinctively to him. Her muffled moan reached me like an electric jolt, making my already tense muscles lock tighter.

James’s leg slid between hers, pinning her firmly to the wall as she arched into him, her head tilting to the side to deepen the kiss. Her hand slid down his torso, fingers confidently finding the growing bulge in his jeans. She rubbed him in slow, deliberate strokes, her movements calculated to drive him—and me—crazy.

My hands clenched at my sides as I stood there, silent and powerless, watching her give herself to him. I wanted to look away, but I couldn’t. The sight of her skirt riding higher, her body pressed against his, and her muffled whimpers as he claimed her—it was impossible to ignore.

Things escalated quickly. Victoria and James kissed with a hunger that left no space for hesitation. Her fingers ran over his chest, tracing his muscles, before sliding lower to tease his waistband. His lips moved to her neck, drawing a sharp gasp from her as she tilted her head back, offering herself entirely to his touch.

After several minutes of this heated exchange, Victoria grabbed his hand and, with a sly smile, led him toward the living room. They walked right past me, as though I didn’t exist. Her heels clicked against the hardwood floor, punctuated by her soft laughter as she glanced back at James with a look of pure desire.

Once in the living room, they resumed their passionate embrace. His hands roamed her body while she pressed herself against him, her breathing heavy, her moans barely muffled. At one point, she turned her head, locking eyes with me for the first time since this began. Her smile widened. “Come here,” she said, her tone dripping with authority. “Get on your knees. I want you to see everything up close.”

I hesitated but obeyed, lowering myself onto the rug a few feet away from them. She laughed softly, shaking her head. “No, no, closer,” she said, gesturing with a flick of her fingers. “Right here.” She pointed to a spot directly in front of her.

I shuffled forward until I was mere inches from where they stood. Victoria turned her back to me, her hands moving to James’s belt. She made a show of slowly unbuckling it, drawing the moment out as she glanced over her shoulder at me. “This,” she purred, “is what a real man looks like. Watch closely—you might learn something.”

She unzipped his fly, pulling his pants and briefs down in one fluid motion. His cock sprang free, massive and thick, and she let out a delighted laugh. “God, James,” she said, wrapping her hand around him. “I can barely get my fingers all the way around it. Isn’t that incredible?” She turned her head, looking straight at me with mock pity. “Bet you’ve never seen anything like this up close, have you?”

I swallowed hard, my throat dry, unable to respond. She didn’t wait for an answer. Instead, she leaned forward, her lips grazing the tip of his cock before she took it fully into her mouth. James groaned, his hand coming down to rest on her head, guiding her movements.

She pulled back briefly, glancing at me as she stroked him with her hand. “You wish you could do this, don’t you?” she taunted, her voice laced with cruel amusement. “But this isn’t for you. This is what I deserve. What a real woman deserves.”

Her lips wrapped around him again, her head bobbing slowly at first, then with increasing intensity. She moaned softly, her sounds filled with satisfaction, as though she was savoring every moment. Occasionally, she would glance at me, her eyes filled with triumph. “You’re pathetic,” she said, her voice muffled but cutting. “Sitting there, watching, like the little cuck you are. Take a good look. This is what a man’s cock looks like, not that pitiful thing between your legs.”

James groaned louder, his hand tightening in her hair as she deep-throated him effortlessly. She pulled back just enough to lick up his shaft, her eyes never leaving mine. “He tastes so good,” she said, her voice dripping with mockery. “You wouldn’t know anything about that, though, would you? No. You just sit there, like a good little bitch, and watch me enjoy him.”

I knelt there, silent and humiliated, as she continued, her moans echoing in the room. The sound of her wet lips and his deep groans filled the air, each noise driving the knife of shame deeper into my chest. I wanted to look away, but I couldn’t. She wouldn’t have allowed it. My role was clear: to bear witness to her pleasure and his dominance.

As her movements quickened, she gripped the base of his cock tightly with one hand, the other reaching up to caress his balls. “You’re going to give me everything, aren’t you, James?” she cooed, her voice sweet but commanding. “Fill me up. Show him what it means to be a real man.”

A low, primal growl escaped James as his body tensed, his hips jerking forward with unrestrained force. Victoria’s throat bobbed as he buried himself fully, his cock pressing to the very back of her throat. She let out a muffled gasp, her hands instinctively moving to his hips, but his grip tightened on her head, holding her firmly in place.

Her eyes watered, her face flushed as he claimed her completely. She gagged briefly, but he didn’t relent, keeping her locked against him as his climax overtook him. His groans grew louder, more guttural, and with a final thrust, his body shuddered violently as he released. The sound of his satisfaction filled the room, raw and unfiltered.

I knelt nearby, forced to witness every detail. The sight of her being used so forcefully, so completely, sent a surge of conflicted emotions coursing through me. Her eyes flicked to mine as she struggled to breathe around him, her expression somewhere between discomfort and exhilaration.

When he finally released her, she gasped for air, her chest heaving, her lips slick and swollen. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, then glanced at me with a smirk that made my stomach twist. “Did you see that?” she asked, her tone dripping with mockery. “That’s what it means to please a real man. Not that you’d ever understand.”

I swallowed hard, the sting of her words cutting deep. I hated how small I felt, how powerless. Yet, there was no denying the heat that pooled low in my stomach at her unapologetic dominance, at the sight of her giving herself so freely to him.

She turned back to James, placing a soft kiss on the tip of his cock as if to thank him. “I told you he’d watch,” she said with a teasing laugh, her voice sweet but laced with cruelty. “He’s good for that much, at least.”

I remained silent, my knees aching from the cold floor, as they shared a look of satisfaction that excluded me entirely. My humiliation was complete, and yet, deep down, I couldn’t deny how much I craved this—the stark reminder of my place beneath her power.

As James’s orgasm subsided, his grip on her hair loosened, and she slowly pulled away, her lips slick with his release. Her eyes were bright, filled with satisfaction as she turned to me, still kneeling a few feet away. With a sly smile, she leaned in close, her lips capturing mine in a deep, cum-filled kiss. The salty, slightly sweet taste of him was unmistakable as her tongue teased against mine, her dominance in this act undeniable.

“Don’t you just love how a real man tastes?” she whispered against my lips, her tone dripping with mockery. I could only nod, utterly powerless to resist her. She kissed me again, more forcefully this time, as though cementing my place beneath her.

Breaking the kiss, she reached over to James’s now-soft cock, still glistening with her saliva and the remnants of his climax. With deliberate slowness, she brought him closer to me, her hand guiding his spent length until it was just inches from my face.

“You see this?” she said, tilting her head to study me. “This is perfection. This is what I deserve. So much better than anything you could ever give me.”

My breath hitched as she leaned forward and placed a tender kiss on the tip of James’s cock, her eyes never leaving mine. The gesture was both intimate and humiliating, a final reminder of my inadequacy. I couldn’t look away, even as the weight of my shame bore down on me.

She released him with a satisfied sigh, her fingers trailing down his thigh before turning her full attention back to me. Her gaze was predatory, her smirk triumphant as she placed her hand on my cheek. “You’ll never be enough for me,” she said softly, her words cutting deep. “But you’re perfect for this.”

The raw power of the moment overwhelmed me, the heat of her kiss, the sharp sting of her words, and the sheer dominance she wielded over me. My body betrayed me completely. Without her even touching me, I felt the pulse of my climax building, unstoppable and undeniable. My breath hitched, my body shuddered, and I came hard, my release a humiliating testament to how thoroughly she controlled me.

She laughed softly, shaking her head as she leaned back on her heels. “Pathetic,” she muttered, her voice dripping with disdain, though there was an unmistakable gleam of satisfaction in her eyes. She had reduced me to nothing more than an observer, a servant to her desires, and I knew I would crave it all over again.

James grabbed her off her knees with effortless strength, pulling her mouth to his in a kiss that was as forceful as it was passionate. Her body visibly shivered at his display of dominance, her hands clutching his shoulders as though she might melt under his touch. Together, they collapsed onto the couch, her skirt riding up as she straddled him, her breaths quick and shallow.

In one fluid motion, James reached under her skirt, his large hand finding the thin band of her white thong. With a single, sharp tug, he tore it away, the sound of ripping fabric echoing in the room. She gasped audibly, her eyes wide with a mix of shock and arousal. Before she could catch her breath, his fingers were inside her, thrusting deep and fast, each movement deliberate and commanding.

Her head fell back against the couch as a scream tore from her throat, her hands instinctively reaching for his wrist, though she didn’t try to stop him. “James!” she cried, her voice breaking with raw need. He pinned her down, his free hand pressing firmly against her shoulder to keep her in place as his fingers worked her relentlessly.

The room was filled with her cries, her body writhing as he pushed her closer and closer to the edge. In less than two minutes, her back arched, and she let out a shattering scream, her entire body convulsing as an orgasm tore through her with an intensity I had never seen before. She trembled violently, her hands grasping at the couch cushions as her thighs quaked around his hand.

Tears streamed down her face, but they weren’t from pain. They were tears of release, of ecstasy so overwhelming it left her breathless. As she came down from the high, her chest rose and fell rapidly, her lips parted as though trying to form words but failing. James slowly pulled his hand away and sat back, watching her with an expression of smug satisfaction.

She lay there, trembling, her eyes wide and unfocused as though she were still reeling from what had just happened. Her body was spent, her emotions raw, and yet she looked at him with an expression I could only describe as awe. “That…” she whispered hoarsely, her voice barely audible. “I’ve never…”

James stood, towering over her, and scooped her into his arms as though she weighed nothing. She wrapped her arms around his neck, her body still shivering, and rested her head against his chest. Without a word, he carried her down the hallway toward our bedroom. I followed a few steps behind, powerless to do anything else but watch.

He placed her gently on the bed, her body limp and pliant as he climbed in beside her. Pulling her into his arms, he cradled her against his chest, stroking her hair softly as she nestled closer to him. She sighed, her eyes fluttering shut as if he were the only safe harbor she had ever known.

I stood at the door, watching silently as they lay entwined in our marital bed, their bodies pressed tightly together. She had never looked so content, so utterly at peace. My wife—the woman I thought I knew better than anyone—was now utterly lost in him.

As her breathing slowed and they drifted into sleep, I felt a mixture of emotions I couldn’t fully process: jealousy, humiliation, and a twisted, undeniable arousal at witnessing her total surrender to him. It was a sight I would never forget—and one that would forever remind me of my place.

I made my way to the chair and sank into it, the weight of everything I had witnessed pressing down on me. As I shifted, I felt a sticky wetness between my legs. Looking down, I saw the damp patch spreading across my white panties, the red hearts now clinging to the thin fabric. My caged cock throbbed weakly, straining uselessly against its confines, a pathetic reminder of how little control I had over my own body. My arousal was not mine to command; it belonged to her and, by extension, to him.

The sticky mess soaking my panties was a cruel mockery of pleasure. My body had betrayed me again, expelling its useless offering without even the barest hint of release. It was as if my body had fully embraced what my mind already knew—submission meant servitude, and my pleasure was irrelevant. I existed to witness her pleasure and his dominance. Nothing more.

I remembered her warning from our vacation, her voice ringing in my ears. “During my period, the only way you’ll cum is with a cock in one of your holes,” she’d said, her tone casual, as though it were the most natural thing in the world. At the time, I’d laughed nervously, thinking it was a passing phase, some game she’d devised for her amusement. I hadn’t realized it was a rule that would define my existence, not just then, but forever.

Her lovers were not just temporary playthings; they were the embodiment of everything I was not. James had solidified that role with an unshakable authority. He wasn’t just a man who shared her bed—he was the Alpha Male. The one who gave her what I never could. His strength, his dominance, his sheer physical presence—it overwhelmed her, consumed her, completed her. And, God help me, it thrilled me too.

Now I sat in the chair, watching her in his arms. Her hair fell in soft waves around her face, her expression one of pure bliss as she nestled against his chest. He had given her everything she craved—pleasure so intense it left her trembling, tears of ecstasy still glistening on her cheeks. She looked utterly spent, yet completely at peace.

My heart raced as I replayed the scene over and over in my mind. The way her body responded to him, the sounds of her cries, the sheer abandon with which she submitted to his touch—it was intoxicating. She had willingly surrendered to him, not just her body but her very essence. He wasn’t just her lover; he was her god. And I, powerless to do anything but watch, had no choice but to accept my place beneath them.

The realization filled me with a sick, twisted excitement. How could I want this? What kind of man would not only allow but crave the humiliation of watching his wife surrender to another man in their own home, in their own bed? The answer was clear: me. I was that man.

My arousal wasn’t born of pleasure but of submission, of the undeniable truth that I existed to witness their union, to feel the weight of my inadequacy and revel in it. Her pleasure was my punishment, and his dominance was my reminder. I was nothing more than a tool—a silent, obedient witness to their connection.

As I sat there, my damp panties clinging to my useless cage, I couldn’t look away. The way she melted into his arms, the way he held her with the kind of effortless authority I could never muster—it was intoxicating. She was complete in his presence. And, though it sickened me, I realized I was too.


Chapter 11

For the second morning in a row, I woke up wearing dried, cum-encrusted women’s underwear. The fabric clung to my skin, and the cage encasing my cock stuck uncomfortably, a sticky reminder of my submission. I shifted in the chair, stretching stiff limbs, but the ache in my body was nothing compared to the pangs in my chest as I turned my gaze toward the bed.

There they were: my wife and her lover, still entwined in each other’s arms, their breathing slow and synchronized in the quiet morning light. They looked natural together, like they belonged that way. She was stunning—her soft, fit curves perfectly nestled against his powerful, muscular frame. He had the kind of presence I could never match: handsome, virile, and effortlessly dominant.

My heart clenched as jealousy surged through me, a bitter mix of envy and yearning. She should have been in my arms, not his. But I knew the truth—last night had been everything she wanted, and I had no place in the intimacy they now shared. He had given her rough, passionate sex, the kind she craved, the kind I could never deliver.

I couldn’t stop staring. Her skirt was still hiked up to her waist, the remnants of her schoolgirl outfit a stark reminder of how she’d seduced him. The white fabric of her blouse clung to her, slightly disheveled, the top buttons undone. Between her legs, the soft folds of her pussy peeked out, glistening faintly in the morning light. His strong arm rested possessively across her exposed stomach, his fingers lightly grazing her skin even in sleep.

She looked so small, so sweet, and yet so completely satisfied in his embrace. The contrast was surreal—her innocent appearance in that schoolgirl outfit against the raw passion she’d unleashed the night before. She had orchestrated it all so perfectly, her calculated seduction a masterful performance designed to give her exactly what she wanted.

My mind replayed the events of the night. I could still see her teasing smile, the way she’d twirled in front of him, the plaid skirt swaying just enough to reveal the curve of her thighs. She had played her part flawlessly, the coquettish schoolgirl tempting the dominant man who couldn’t resist her charms. And he had responded with unrelenting power, taking her with a confidence and strength I could only envy.

She had been radiant in her surrender, giving herself to him completely, while I was relegated to the sidelines, forced to watch. My body betrayed me then, as it did now, with the sticky evidence of my arousal soaking into the already ruined panties I wore. She had told me before that this was the life she wanted—the dynamic she craved—and last night, she had made it a reality.

Now, as I watched them, I couldn’t deny the truth. My wife had found something with James that I could never provide. She had given herself to him, body and soul, and I had willingly stepped aside to let it happen. The pangs of jealousy mixed with a strange, twisted pride in knowing she had gotten exactly what she desired. My role was clear: to support her, to watch, and to accept my place on the outside of their perfect union.

She stirred slightly in his arms, her lips curling into a faint smile as she pressed herself closer to him. My heart ached at the sight, but I couldn’t look away. This was her happiness, her fulfillment, and I couldn’t deny how much it thrilled me to witness it—even if it left me hollow inside.

I slowly got up from the chair, my body stiff from the awkward night of sleep. My panties clung uncomfortably to me, the dried mess from the night before a reminder of my role in this new dynamic. Shaking off the haze of sleep, I quietly made my way to the bathroom to relieve myself.

The rush of water from the toilet echoed loudly in the stillness of the morning, far louder than I intended. I froze, realizing my mistake, and peeked nervously around the corner. Victoria stirred, her eyelashes fluttering as she shifted under the sheets. I held my breath, unsure whether to retreat or stay hidden.

She rubbed her eyes and blinked a few times, her gaze slowly focusing on the man beside her. A broad smile spread across her face, the kind of smile I hadn’t seen directed at me in years. She rolled over into his arms, her head resting lightly on his chest as if she belonged there. Her fingers traced lazy circles on his chiseled torso, her touch soft and reverent.

He didn’t stir at first, his breathing steady, his face calm and relaxed. But Victoria didn’t seem to mind. She pressed a gentle kiss to his lips, her hand drifting lower, grazing the hard ridges of his stomach before stopping at the base of his cock.

I could see her movements clearly from where I stood, though she couldn’t see me. Her small hand encircled him, her touch light and teasing as she began to stroke his soft length. The way she moved was almost hypnotic—slow, deliberate, as though savoring every moment. Her thumb glided over the head, tracing the contours with an ease that spoke of familiarity, while her other fingers wrapped loosely around his shaft, coaxing him awake with patient strokes.

Her efforts were rewarded almost instantly. His cock responded to her touch, thickening and lengthening in her hand with each gentle motion. The transformation was mesmerizing, and I felt a pang of envy at how effortlessly she brought him to life. She tightened her grip slightly as he hardened further, her movements still unhurried, as though she had all the time in the world.

As his cock grew to its full, impressive size, he let out a low, sleepy groan. His eyes fluttered open, and for a moment, he looked disoriented. Then his gaze landed on her, and a slow, pleased smile spread across his face.

“Good morning,” she whispered, her voice soft and sultry. She kissed him again, her lips lingering on his as her hand continued its slow, purposeful rhythm. He moaned in response, his hips shifting slightly under her touch.

The connection between them was palpable, an unspoken understanding that made me feel invisible. Victoria’s hand moved with practiced precision, stroking him with a mix of tenderness and control that seemed to drive him wild even in his half-awake state. His breathing quickened, his chest rising and falling beneath her touch.

She leaned in close, her lips brushing against his ear as she whispered something I couldn’t hear. He smiled lazily, his hand coming up to rest on her hip, his fingers sliding under the hem of her skirt. For a moment, I thought she might climb on top of him right there, but instead, she pulled back, leaving him hard and wanting.

“Hold that thought,” she murmured with a playful smirk, planting one last kiss on his lips before slipping out of bed. Her skirt swayed slightly as she walked toward the bathroom, her movements unhurried and graceful.

I darted out the other door into the hallway, my heart pounding in my chest. I wasn’t sure why I ran or why I stopped just outside, but I stayed there, peeking back through the slightly open doorway. I watched as Victoria finished in the bathroom, wiped herself, and then called out to him to join her. Her voice was light and playful, carrying a tone of pure invitation.

He meandered into the room as she began to unbutton her schoolgirl blouse, her movements slow and deliberate, as though she knew he was watching her every move. She slipped the blouse off her shoulders and let it fall to the floor, revealing her bare skin underneath. Turning on the shower, she beckoned him with a sly smile. “Come on,” she said, “join me.”

Her words carried a weight he couldn’t ignore. He followed her, stepping into the shower where the warm water streamed over her body. She rose onto her toes, looping her arms around his neck and pulling him into a kiss. Their bodies pressed together under the cascading water, her hands sliding over his chest and shoulders as she deepened the kiss. They were like two teenagers who couldn’t get enough of each other.

She pulled back slightly, her eyes sparkling as she trailed her fingers down his stomach. “I think someone’s a little distracted this morning,” she said with a playful tilt of her head. Her hand found its way to his cock, which was already thickening under her touch. She gave him a teasing stroke, her fingers barely grazing him as she watched his reaction.

He groaned softly, his hips twitching forward instinctively. “You’re impossible,” he muttered, though the smirk tugging at his lips betrayed his enjoyment.

She dropped to her knees without another word, the water from the shower streaming over her as she knelt before him. “Maybe,” she said, her voice sultry, “but you love it.” Her hand wrapped around his shaft, stroking him slowly as she leaned in, pressing a soft kiss to the tip.

He sucked in a sharp breath, his hand moving to her wet hair as she began to work him with agonizing slowness. Her lips parted, her tongue flicking out to taste him before she took him into her mouth. She moaned softly as she slid her lips further down his length, her movements unhurried and deliberate.

Her eyes flicked up to meet his as she pulled back slightly, her tongue circling the head of his cock before she took him back in, a little deeper this time. “Is this what you needed this morning?” she teased between strokes, her voice dripping with seduction. “You seemed tense.”

“Victoria,” he growled, his fingers tightening in her hair as she continued her slow, sensual assault. She chuckled softly, the vibration of her laughter sending a shiver up his spine.

She set a rhythm, alternating between gentle strokes of her hand and deep, deliberate pulls of her mouth. The way she moved was mesmerizing, her wet hair clinging to her face, water dripping from her lashes as she focused entirely on him. His groans grew louder, his breathing heavier as she worked him closer to full hardness.

When she finally pulled back, she placed one last lingering kiss on the tip of his cock, her hand still wrapped around him. “There,” she said, her voice soft but triumphant. “Now you’re ready for me.” She stood gracefully, her body glistening under the water, and gave him a knowing smile before stepping closer to press herself against him.

He pulled her up from her knees and spun her around with a commanding motion, his large hands gripping her hips as he pressed her against the shower glass. The sound of her soft gasp filled the small space. Without hesitation, he slapped her ass hard, the sharp sound echoing in the steamy shower. She shivered, her breath hitching as he leaned in close, his lips brushing her ear. “You like that, don’t you?” he growled.

“Yes,” she whispered, her voice trembling with arousal.

He slid one hand down between her thighs, his fingers finding her wetness with ease. She moaned in appreciation as he began to work her slowly, deliberately, teasing her as she arched her back and pressed herself further into his hand.

“You’re a little slut, aren’t you?” he asked, his tone low and commanding.

“Yes,” she replied breathlessly.

“Who owns this pussy?” he demanded, his fingers curling inside her. Her body jerked against the glass, and she exhaled sharply.

“You do,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

“Who gets to have this pussy whenever they want it?”

“You do,” she repeated, her answer immediate, almost instinctive.

He paused, his lips curling into a satisfied smirk. “Good. And who else gets to fuck you?”

She hesitated for only a moment before answering, “No one but you.”

“Damn right,” he said, his tone firm. “Don’t forget it.”

The words seemed to resonate deeply with her, her body trembling as she pressed her forehead against the fogged-up glass. Her breath came in short, sharp bursts as her body tensed, a soft cry escaping her lips as a small orgasm overtook her. The combination of his dominance and her submission seemed to send a thrill through her unlike anything I had ever seen. She wasn’t just responding to him; she was surrendering entirely.

My heart pounded in my chest as I watched from the hallway, unable to look away. He wasn’t just asserting himself over her body—he was staking his claim in a way that left no room for doubt. She was his, and the ease with which she accepted that left me both jealous and painfully aroused.

After a moment, he stepped back, letting her move away from the glass. “Now,” he commanded, “wash me.”

Without hesitation, she reached for the soap, her movements graceful and obedient. She lathered her hands and began to rub it over his broad chest, trailing the suds down his defined torso. Her touch was thorough, reverent even, as though she were worshipping him with each stroke. He watched her intently, his dark eyes filled with satisfaction.

“Every inch,” he instructed. “Don’t miss a spot.”

“Yes, James,” she said softly, her hands moving lower. She washed him completely, her touch lingering as she worked her way down to his legs, then back up to his arms and shoulders. She seemed lost in the act, her focus entirely on him.

When she finished, he stepped out of the shower, grabbing a towel and drying himself off. He left her there to wash herself, her body still trembling slightly as the water cascaded over her. I slipped away quietly, my heart racing, and returned to the bathroom after they were done.

Once I was alone, I showered quickly, my mind replaying everything I had just seen. When I stepped out, I selected a pair of panties from the pile on the sink—white with green shamrocks this time. A small, foolish part of me hoped today might bring me some kind of luck.

Dressed and feeling a mix of nerves and longing, I walked into the kitchen. James was seated at the table—in my spot—drinking coffee like he owned the place. He didn’t acknowledge me, his presence a constant reminder of my new reality. Victoria greeted me with a casual smile, as if nothing had happened. “Good morning,” she said brightly. “Want some breakfast?”

I nodded, mumbling a quiet thanks, and took my plate to the couch. I ate alone, my appetite dulled by the tension lingering in the air.

As I glanced around, something on the floor caught my eye. It was her torn panties, discarded like an afterthought. He had ripped them off her the night before, treating them as if they were nothing, and now they lay there, a stark symbol of the passion they had shared. I felt a pang of loss. I had always loved seeing her in those panties. Now they were ruined, just like so much else between us.

Victoria moved around the condo, wearing a pair of yoga pants that clung perfectly to her curves and a tight t-shirt that showed off her flawless figure. She looked like a supermodel, radiant and untouchable. I watched her silently from the couch, my thoughts drifting to fantasies of her that I knew would never come true.

I glanced at James, wondering what he would do if he knew what was going through my head. The answer was obvious—he’d make sure I never forgot my place.

At 10 a.m., my wife told me she needed something from the store and that I had to accompany her. I hesitated, asking where we were going, but her response was curt and cryptic: "You’ll know when we get there. Bring your credit card."

I got ready quickly, unease already tightening in my chest as I waited by the door. When she finally appeared, it wasn’t alone. James was with her, his hand entwined with hers. My breath hitched. She smiled sweetly, as if this was the most natural thing in the world, and told me it was time to go. "Open the door," she said, her voice carrying the authority I normally wielded in boardrooms. I obeyed, as I always did when she looked at me like that.

The hallway felt stifling. My heart pounded as I imagined what the neighbors might think if they saw us—her, radiant and carefree, holding James’s hand, and me trailing behind like a forgotten shadow. Our lifestyle had always been our secret. In public, we were the perfect couple: a power CEO and his beautiful wife. No one would understand this side of us, the perversion and submission that defined our private life. I quickened my pace, praying no one would appear, that we could escape the building unnoticed.

The elevator doors closed, and for the first time in years, we were alone. I exhaled heavily, the brief reprieve from prying eyes a small mercy. But when the doors opened to the bustling street, my relief evaporated. She instructed me to follow at a distance, about six feet behind them. I obeyed, watching as they strolled ahead, hand in hand like lovers in a romantic film.

My wife walked with a spring in her step, radiating confidence and satisfaction. It wasn’t enough that she had him—she wanted the world to see her with him, to witness her triumph. Her body language was a proclamation: This is mine now. She practically preened, her head held high, her hips swaying as if every step was a performance.

We reached the shopping district near our condo, and she led James into Victoria’s Secret. My stomach churned as I followed them inside, the bright, feminine décor a sharp contrast to the weight of my humiliation. She turned to me, her smile saccharine yet sharp. "I want to buy something sexy to wear for James," she announced, her voice loud enough to turn a few heads. My cheeks burned. "You’ll pick something out for him to approve," she added, her tone leaving no room for argument.

"What should I look for?" I asked weakly, my voice barely audible.

"Something he’ll like," she replied, her attention already back on James, who was idly caressing her waist.

I wandered the aisles, my fingers brushing over lace and silk as I searched. My mind replayed fragments of last night, the image of James tearing her panties off with his teeth burned into my memory. I found an identical pair and picked them up, the delicate fabric feeling like an anchor in my trembling hands.

"Can I help you?" a cheerful voice interrupted. I turned to see a clerk, her bright smile faltering slightly at my discomfort.

"No, I’m fine," I mumbled, but she persisted.

"Do you know her size?" she asked, glancing at the panties in my hand.

"I’m… not sure," I admitted, my face hot.

She studied me for a moment, then followed my gaze to my wife. "Would she be about her size?" the clerk asked, gesturing to Victoria.

"Yes," I said quickly. "Petite. Small."

The clerk nodded, pulling the correct size from the display. "Here you go," she said warmly. "Let me know if you need help with anything else."

I nodded stiffly, clutching the panties like a lifeline as I walked back to them. My wife glanced at the selection, then handed them to James. He barely looked at them before shaking his head. "No," he said simply. "Something else."

My humiliation deepened as I returned to the clerk, handing the panties back. She tilted her head, curiosity flickering in her eyes. "Didn’t she like them?"

"They’re… for her friend," I said awkwardly, gesturing toward them.

The clerk’s eyes widened slightly as she looked past me, just in time to see my wife lean into James, kissing him deeply. When she turned back to me, her smile was broader, her eyes sharp with understanding. "I see," she said softly, her voice almost conspiratorial.

I swallowed hard, the knot in my throat tightening as I returned to the racks, the clerk’s knowing smile lingering like a brand on my skin.

We spent the next hour hunting for lingerie that James wanted my wife to wear. By the end, we had a small pile of bras, panties, silky stockings, and garters. James, ever demanding, said that before I purchased them, my wife needed to model everything for him to ensure it was to his liking.

The three of us made our way to the dressing rooms. My wife entered first and beckoned James to join her. Then, to my surprise, she told me to come in as well. The room was larger than typical, with mirrors on three walls, amplifying every detail of what was about to unfold.

Without hesitation, she began undressing, her movements slow and deliberate, as if performing for an audience. Her top slipped off her shoulders, revealing the smooth curves of her skin. She tossed it aside with a playful glance at James, who leaned against the wall with an air of casual ownership.

She picked up the first set—a frilly pair of panties and a matching lace bra—and slipped into them. Turning toward James, she posed, her hands running down her sides. James smirked but shook his head dismissively. “It’s nice, but not enough,” he said coolly.

The next set was sheer: translucent panties paired with an equally revealing bra. She twirled slowly, letting the light catch the delicate fabric, but again, James remained unimpressed.

Then she tried the third outfit: a silky black bra, a matching thong, silk stockings, and a garter belt. She slipped into the ensemble with practiced ease, adjusting the straps and smoothing the stockings before standing in front of the mirrors. James's demeanor shifted. He sat up straighter, his eyes darkening as he openly admired her. My wife spun around, showing off her backside, and met his gaze in the mirror.

“Is this what you want?” she asked teasingly, her voice dripping with seduction.

James nodded approvingly. “That’s more like it.”

She smiled and turned back around, stepping closer to him. James reached out and grabbed her waist, pulling her into him. He kissed her deeply, his hand sliding down to cup her ass, claiming her as if I weren’t even there. My humiliation only deepened as I watched them, helpless and out of place in the intimate display.

Then James turned his attention to me. “You’re paying for this,” he said, his tone commanding, as he tossed the tags from the outfits onto the bench. He pulled her closer, whispering something in her ear that made her giggle. She looked over at me, her eyes sparkling with amusement, as if inviting me to take in every degrading detail of my role.

“Do you think he’s earned the right to watch me in this?” she asked James, her voice playful but edged with cruelty.

James laughed. “Not yet. Maybe after he swipes his card.”

It was clear once again that she was going to get what she wanted, and I was going to be relegated to the role of a bystander, subjugated by the dynamics she had so expertly engineered. The balance of power tilted entirely in her favor, leaving me to endure the sting of my own helplessness.

Out of nowhere, we heard a voice from outside the dressing room. “Is everything okay in there?” the clerk asked, her tone tinged with concern and curiosity.

My wife stiffened momentarily, then quickly composed herself. “Everything’s fine,” she replied sweetly, though her cheeks flushed slightly. “We’ll be out in a minute.”

James smirked, leaning back casually against the dressing room wall as if nothing unusual had occurred. My wife hurriedly removed the lingerie, slipping back into her yoga pants and t-shirt. The air in the room felt stifling as we exited, my wife carrying the pile of chosen items. She handed them to me with a pointed look. “Go pay for these,” she said, her tone leaving no room for argument.

I walked to the register, my hands trembling slightly as I placed the items on the counter. The clerk scanned them, her expression neutral until she read the total: nearly $200. As I fumbled for my credit card, I felt her gaze flick past me to where James and my wife stood. She smiled slyly at them, then turned her attention back to me.

“I hope they enjoy these,” she said with a knowing giggle, her voice dripping with implication. Then, as I signed the receipt, she looked me directly in the eyes and shook her head, a faint smirk of disgust curling her lips.

The humiliation burned deep, but I didn’t say a word.

We left the store and headed back toward the condo. At the elevator, a pizza delivery man was waiting with a steaming box in hand. He glanced at us, his face impassive—until we stepped into the elevator.

Inside, James took full advantage of the confined space. He slid his arm around my wife’s waist, pulling her close, then brazenly grabbed her ass. She let out a soft giggle, tilting her head up to kiss him deeply. His other hand found her chest, kneading her perky tits as if I weren’t standing right there.

The pizza guy stared, wide-eyed, frozen in place as the scene unfolded. I avoided his gaze, my face burning with embarrassment. When the elevator reached our floor, James glanced at me dismissively. “Go unlock the door,” he said, his voice carrying the same authority I used to wield in the boardroom.

As I fumbled with the keys, the pizza guy’s confused gaze lingered on me. He didn’t say a word, but his expression spoke volumes. To him, this was incomprehensible, bizarre. To me, it was a stark reminder of the life I now lived. James made no effort to hide his claim over my wife. He didn’t care about discretion. She was his, and he wanted the world to know it.

Inside the condo, the two of them wasted no time, heading straight for the bedroom. James shut the door behind them with a quiet finality, leaving me standing alone in the living room, staring at the closed door. I could hear my wife’s giggles, the lilting sound of her voice as she cooed and laughed.

Unable to resist, I slipped into the bathroom, cracking the door open just enough to see into the bedroom. My wife was perched on the edge of the bed, rolling her new silk stockings up her shapely legs. She snapped them into the garters with a sharp, satisfying sound, then adjusted the black bra and panties she’d just purchased. Finally, she stepped into her black patent leather six-inch heels, completing the look.

She was breathtaking. Every curve, every detail, was accentuated to perfection. James, seated on the edge of the bed, watched her intently, his gaze possessive and hungry.

She stepped in front of him, swaying her hips in a slow, deliberate dance. Her hands roamed over her body, caressing her curves as she moved. She turned in a slow circle, arching her back to emphasize the round perfection of her bubble butt. Facing him again, she placed the pointed toe of her stiletto against his crotch, teasing him as she moved it in a lazy, taunting circle.

James chuckled, reaching out to take her ankle in his hand. He kissed it with reverence before letting her pull away. She spun around once more, her hips rolling in sensual, deliberate circles, the light catching on the delicate silk of her stockings.

Every movement, every glance, was calculated to tantalize him—and to remind me of my place.

Victoria moved deliberately, her movements slow and teasing as she inched closer to him. The air in the room seemed heavier, charged with anticipation. She placed herself on his lap, her curves aligning perfectly with the bulge in his pants. At first, she only wiggled slightly, her hips shifting back and forth, testing his reaction. Then, with a deliberate motion, she ground her ass down into his lap, rubbing against the growing outline of his cock.

Her expression was one of playful control, a mix of seduction and mischief, as if she knew exactly how to unravel him. She arched her back, pressing her body against him and letting her ass roll against his erection with maddening precision. Each movement was calculated, her confidence growing as she felt him harden beneath her.

I stood frozen, my fists clenched, a storm of emotions crashing over me. This wasn’t just a show; this was her giving herself to him in a way she had never given herself to me.

Victoria leaned back slightly, her movements slow and deliberate, her body undulating as she pressed her ass more firmly into his lap. A soft gasp escaped her lips as she shifted her weight, her head tilting back to meet his gaze. His hands rested lightly on her hips, as if he were letting her dictate the pace, but his fingers twitched, betraying his need to take control.

Finally, she climbed off him, her movements unhurried, almost languid, as she sank gracefully to her knees. She reached for his belt, unbuckling it with a confidence that made my stomach churn. Each motion felt exaggerated, every metallic clink of the buckle an audible reminder of what was about to happen. She unzipped his pants, the sound impossibly loud in the quiet room, and reached inside.

With a delicate touch, she freed his growing cock, pulling it out and holding it reverently. It wasn’t hurried or frantic—it was deliberate, as if she wanted him to feel every ounce of her devotion. She leaned forward and let her tongue flick over the tip, her eyes glancing up to meet his for a brief, smoldering second before she closed her lips around him.

Her movements were tender at first, slow and methodical, as if savoring the act. She sucked him gently, her tongue swirling along the underside of his cock, coaxing it to full hardness. His head tilted back, his eyes fluttering closed, and he let out a faint groan of approval. She worked him with care, her hands caressing the length of his shaft as her mouth slid up and down.

I watched, my heart pounding, every fiber of my being aching with a mix of jealousy and arousal. This wasn’t just sex. This was intimacy, submission, and power, all rolled into one agonizing display.

When she finally had him fully hard, Victoria rose with a feline grace, crawling back onto his lap. She straddled him, her lips brushing against his ear as she whispered something I couldn’t hear. Whatever she said made him grin broadly, his smile feral and triumphant.

She slid off him again, walking slowly to the nightstand, her hips swaying hypnotically. She opened the drawer and retrieved a bottle of lube, the motion casual, as though this were something she had done a hundred times before. My stomach dropped. I knew exactly what was about to happen, but I couldn’t believe it.

Victoria returned to him and climbed back onto his lap, her thighs on either side of his hips. This time, she reached down and hooked her fingers into the waistband of her panties, tugging them aside to reveal the tight, untouched hole between her ass cheeks. My breath caught in my throat.

She poured lube onto her fingers, the thick liquid glistening as she worked it between her cheeks. Slowly, she slid her finger along the tight ring of her asshole, circling it with gentle pressure before pushing it in. Her head tilted back, her lips parting in a soft gasp as her finger disappeared deeper. She withdrew it slowly, then added more lube, her movements sensual and unhurried, as though savoring every second.

Then she turned her attention to him. She grasped his cock, now slick and glistening from the lube, and stroked it methodically, making sure it was as slippery as possible. Once satisfied, she climbed off him and turned around, positioning herself with agonizing slowness.

No. No, no, no. My mind screamed in protest as I watched her kneel before him, presenting herself in a way I had begged for years. She had always said no to me, that she was afraid it would hurt, that it wasn’t something she was interested in. Yet here she was, willingly offering it to him, her body pliant and eager. It wasn’t in the heat of passion or a moment of frenzied desire. She wanted this. She wanted him to have it.

Victoria reached back, guiding the head of his cock to her tight, puckered hole. She paused, her breath hitching as she pressed the tip against herself. Her ass resisted, the tightness of her untouched ring refusing to yield. He placed his hands on her hips, steadying her as she tried again. Her lips parted in a soft moan, her brows knitting in concentration.

She lowered herself slightly, the head of his cock pushing against her. And then it happened—a soft pop as the tip breached her. Her eyes flew open, wide with surprise, and she gasped, her body going still for a moment. The tight ring of her sphincter clung to him, a stark contrast to her usual ease and confidence.

“Fuck,” she whispered, her voice trembling. She glanced back at him, a mixture of pain and exhilaration on her face, as she adjusted to the intrusion. He tightened his grip on her waist, holding her steady as she began to move again, her body slowly taking him deeper.

She sat still for a moment, her breathing uneven as her body adjusted to the intrusion. Her back arched slightly, her hands gripping his thighs for support. Her face was flushed, her chest rising and falling as she let the sensation wash over her.

I couldn’t look away, every muscle in my body frozen as I watched her perched there, impaled on him, her tightest, most forbidden place yielding to his cock. This was something she had never offered to me. The realization hit me again, sharp and stinging—this was her gift to him, her ultimate submission.

Slowly, she began to move, lifting herself up just an inch before easing back down. The tight ring of her asshole resisted, her movements tentative as she tested her limits. Each thrust was careful, controlled, as though she were measuring her ability to take more of him.

“Easy,” James murmured, his hands gripping her waist firmly, holding her steady. “Take your time.”

She nodded, her teeth sinking into her lower lip as she focused. She pushed herself down a little farther, the stretch visible on her face as she gasped softly. Then she rose again, only to descend slightly deeper. Inch by inch, she worked herself down his shaft, her breathing shallow, her body trembling. The sight of her determination, her absolute willingness to push through the discomfort for him, was intoxicating—and agonizing.

When her hips finally met his, a sharp gasp escaped her lips. She sat there, fully impaled, her petite body shuddering slightly as she adjusted to his size. Her hands relaxed, resting lightly on his chest as her head tilted back. For a moment, she was still, catching her breath. Then, with a sly smile, she turned her head and captured his lips in a deep, lingering kiss.

When she broke away, her voice was soft but steady. “James,” she said, her tone reverent, “I want you to take my ass—my virgin ass. I saved it for a real man. I want you to show me how a real man takes what’s his.”

The words hit me like a thunderclap. She had never spoken to me like that, never offered herself with such abandon. My chest tightened, jealousy and arousal warring within me as I watched her surrender completely.

James’s lips curved into a grin, his eyes darkening with lust. “You’re mine now,” he growled, his hands tightening on her hips. “I’ll take you any way I want.”

She shivered at his words, her breath hitching as she began to move again. This time, there was no hesitation. She started to ride him with purpose, her hips rolling in slow, deliberate circles. Her head tilted back, soft moans escaping her lips as she worked him deeper, grinding against him with each thrust.

James’s grip on her waist tightened, and soon he was guiding her movements, lifting her slightly and thrusting her back down onto his cock. Her cries grew louder, her voice a mix of pleasure and pain as she stretched to accommodate him. “Yes,” she moaned, her voice breathless. “Fuck me harder.”

Her enthusiasm fueled him. His hands gripped her firmly, helping her ride him faster and harder. He began to speak, his voice rough and commanding. “You’re one crazy bitch,” he growled. “Look at you—letting me fuck your tight little ass. You’re nothing but a filthy slut.”

She let out a soft, breathless laugh, her body writhing against him. “Tell me more,” she cooed. “I want to hear it. Tell me what I am.”

“You’re my slut now,” he snarled, thrusting up into her with brutal precision. “You’re mine, and I’ll take you however I want.”

Her cries grew louder, her body moving in sync with his as he took control. But it still wasn’t enough for him. His body tensed, his movements becoming more urgent as he shifted beneath her. Then, with a sudden burst of strength, he stood, lifting her effortlessly off the floor. She gasped, her legs dangling in the air, still impaled on his cock.

He turned and carried her to the bed, her body completely at his mercy. With a deliberate motion, he laid her face down on the mattress, his large hand pressing between her shoulder blades to pin her in place. Her ass remained in the air, his cock still buried deep inside her.

James adjusted his position, leaning over her as he began to thrust again. This time, there was no restraint. He pounded into her with a force that made her body bounce on the bed, her cries echoing off the walls. Each thrust was a declaration, a reminder that she was his now.

Her screams filled the room, a mix of pain and ecstasy that sent a shiver down my spine. She clawed at the sheets, her body trembling under his weight. He didn’t stop. His dominance was absolute, and she submitted fully, her body surrendering to every punishing thrust.

I stood in the doorway, my hands trembling, my throat dry. The sight was mesmerizing, overwhelming. She had always been so in control, so deliberate in her actions. But now, she was completely unmoored, her body responding instinctively as she accepted everything he gave her.

James leaned down, his breath hot against her ear. “You take it so well,” he murmured, his voice a mix of admiration and ownership. “This is mine now.”

She whimpered, her voice barely audible. “Yes,” she gasped. “I’m yours.”

I stood frozen, my breath shallow, watching the scene unfold before me. Their movements were raw, almost animalistic, as James drove into her with relentless force. My wife, pinned beneath his powerful frame, seemed utterly lost in him. Her cries grew louder, her words indistinct at first, muffled by the rhythmic pounding of his hips against her.

Then I heard her say something softly, her voice trembling with need. I couldn’t make it out, but James clearly understood. He responded by thrusting harder, his hands tightening their grip on her waist as he pushed himself deeper into her. She said it again, this time louder, her voice cutting through the room like a blade.

“Take it,” she whispered, her voice thick with desperation.

James grunted, his body surging forward with even more intensity. She moaned again, louder this time, her words spilling out in breathless gasps.

“Take it! Take my virginity away!”

My stomach lurched. Those words—those sacred, forbidden words—hung in the air, a stark declaration of her complete submission. She wasn’t just giving him her body; she was begging him to claim what had always been denied to me. Each plea was louder than the last, her desperation mounting with every thrust.

Finally, she screamed it, her voice raw and filled with surrender. “TAKE IT!”

James’s response was primal. His rhythm quickened, his hips moving with a ferocity that bordered on brutal. His hands roamed over her body, gripping her ass, sliding up her back, tangling in her hair. She had him in a frenzy, her cries driving him to the edge of control. His head tilted back, a low growl building in his throat as he buried himself fully inside her.

The moment of climax was explosive. It began with a sharp, guttural cry from James as his body went rigid, his hips pressing hard against her. Then, like a dam breaking, he let out a roar of release. His powerful frame trembled as wave after wave of orgasm wracked his body. Each shudder seemed to send a new surge of his virility deep into her, his cock pulsing rhythmically as he filled her.

My wife shook beneath him, her body trembling uncontrollably as her own climax overtook her. Her screams were muffled, smothered by his weight pressing her into the mattress, but the sounds of her ecstasy were unmistakable. She clawed at the sheets, her back arching as she surrendered completely to the moment.

They were one. Their bodies moved as a single entity, locked together in perfect, primal harmony. Her cries and his howls blended into a symphony of passion, their simultaneous release so profound that the air itself seemed to hum with the intensity of it. I couldn’t move, couldn’t think. I was an unwilling voyeur to their bliss, consumed by a mixture of humiliation, arousal, and despair.

My cock throbbed painfully in its cage, a sticky wetness pooling in my panties as pre-cum oozed out in response to the overwhelming scene. A small, humiliating wet spot appeared, a silent testament to the power James held over her—and over me. My body betrayed me, paying its tribute to his dominance and undeniable prowess.

As their orgasms began to subside, the room grew quieter, save for their heavy breathing. James’s body relaxed, his hands sliding around her waist to hold her close. He kissed her neck tenderly, his lips lingering as if to savor the moment. She tilted her head to the side, turning just enough to meet his gaze.

“Thank you,” she whispered, her voice thick with emotion. “Thank you for taking my ass. It was yours to take.”

Her words pierced me like a dagger. She said them with such sincerity, such reverence, that I knew they came from the depths of her heart. She wasn’t just speaking in the heat of passion; she meant every word.

“You’re the most amazing lover I’ve ever had,” she continued, her voice soft but steady. “I never want anyone else inside me. Ever.”

My heart sank. I knew it wasn’t just a passing sentiment, something said in the throes of pleasure. It was the truth. Her submission to James was complete, her loyalty to him absolute. She had given herself to him in every way that mattered, and there was nothing left for me.

I stood there, hollow and defeated, as they lay entwined on the bed. My wife’s body, still trembling from the intensity of her climax, melted into his embrace. He held her like she was his most prized possession, and she looked up at him with an adoration that used to be reserved for me.

In that moment, I knew. I would never make love to her again. She was his now—mind, body, and soul. And there was nothing I could do to change it.

I stood frozen, my breath shallow, watching the scene unfold before me. Their movements were raw, almost animalistic, as James drove into her with relentless force. My wife, pinned beneath his powerful frame, seemed utterly lost in him. Her cries grew louder, her words indistinct at first, muffled by the rhythmic pounding of his hips against her.

Then I heard her say something softly, her voice trembling with need. I couldn’t make it out, but James clearly understood. He responded by thrusting harder, his hands tightening their grip on her waist as he pushed himself deeper into her. She said it again, this time louder, her voice cutting through the room like a blade.

“Take it,” she whispered, her voice thick with desperation.

James grunted, his body surging forward with even more intensity. She moaned again, louder this time, her words spilling out in breathless gasps.

“Take it! Take my virginity away!”

My stomach lurched. Those words—those sacred, forbidden words—hung in the air, a stark declaration of her complete submission. She wasn’t just giving him her body; she was begging him to claim what had always been denied to me. Each plea was louder than the last, her desperation mounting with every thrust.

Finally, she screamed it, her voice raw and filled with surrender. “TAKE IT!”

James’s response was primal. His rhythm quickened, his hips moving with a ferocity that bordered on brutal. His hands roamed over her body, gripping her ass, sliding up her back, tangling in her hair. She had him in a frenzy, her cries driving him to the edge of control. His head tilted back, a low growl building in his throat as he buried himself fully inside her.

The moment of climax was explosive. It began with a sharp, guttural cry from James as his body went rigid, his hips pressing hard against her. Then, like a dam breaking, he let out a roar of release. His powerful frame trembled as wave after wave of orgasm wracked his body. Each shudder seemed to send a new surge of his virility deep into her, his cock pulsing rhythmically as he filled her.

My wife shook beneath him, her body trembling uncontrollably as her own climax overtook her. Her screams were muffled, smothered by his weight pressing her into the mattress, but the sounds of her ecstasy were unmistakable. She clawed at the sheets, her back arching as she surrendered completely to the moment.

They were one. Their bodies moved as a single entity, locked together in perfect, primal harmony. Her cries and his howls blended into a symphony of passion, their simultaneous release so profound that the air itself seemed to hum with the intensity of it. I couldn’t move, couldn’t think. I was an unwilling voyeur to their bliss, consumed by a mixture of humiliation, arousal, and despair.

My cock throbbed painfully in its cage, a sticky wetness pooling in my panties as pre-cum oozed out in response to the overwhelming scene. A small, humiliating wet spot appeared, a silent testament to the power James held over her—and over me. My body betrayed me, paying its tribute to his dominance and undeniable prowess.

As their orgasms began to subside, the room grew quieter, save for their heavy breathing. James’s body relaxed, his hands sliding around her waist to hold her close. He kissed her neck tenderly, his lips lingering as if to savor the moment. She tilted her head to the side, turning just enough to meet his gaze.

“Thank you,” she whispered, her voice thick with emotion. “Thank you for taking my ass. It was yours to take.”

Her words pierced me like a dagger. She said them with such sincerity, such reverence, that I knew they came from the depths of her heart. She wasn’t just speaking in the heat of passion; she meant every word.

“You’re the most amazing lover I’ve ever had,” she continued, her voice soft but steady. “I never want anyone else inside me. Ever.”

My heart sank. I knew it wasn’t just a passing sentiment, something said in the throes of pleasure. It was the truth. Her submission to James was complete, her loyalty to him absolute. She had given herself to him in every way that mattered, and there was nothing left for me.

I stood there, hollow and defeated, as they lay entwined on the bed. My wife’s body, still trembling from the intensity of her climax, melted into his embrace. He held her like she was his most prized possession, and she looked up at him with an adoration that used to be reserved for me.

In that moment, I knew. I would never make love to her again. She was his now—mind, body, and soul. And there was nothing I could do to change it.


Chapter 12

The sound of my phone vibrating on the desk snapped me out of my thoughts. Monday mornings were always intense, but this one was a gauntlet. The boardroom hummed with tension as the clock ticked closer to 9:00 a.m. Executives filed in, their expressions tight, their polished shoes tapping against the marble floor. I straightened my tie, settling into the leather chair at the head of the table.

My voice cut through the room like a blade, commanding attention. “Let’s get started.”

The presentation unfolded in meticulous detail. Charts, projections, financial strategies—I dissected each one with precision, grilling my team with questions that left no room for error. By mid-morning, the stress had reached a boiling point. The deal we’d been chasing for months was on the line, and the client was teetering on indecision. I leaned forward, locking eyes with their lead negotiator.

“This is a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity,” I said, my tone steady but forceful. “If you walk away now, you’ll regret it. We’ve delivered everything you asked for, and I expect you to honor your commitments.”

The room fell silent. Seconds felt like hours as the weight of my words hung in the air. Finally, their nod signaled agreement. A flicker of triumph sparked in my chest, but I didn’t let it show. Not yet. There was still more to do.

The rest of the day blurred into a series of high-stakes decisions. By noon, I had terminated a senior executive whose repeated failures had jeopardized the company’s reputation. His face was pale as I delivered the news, but I didn’t flinch. “This isn’t personal,” I said, my voice as cold as the air-conditioned office. “It’s business.”

By evening, the deal was signed, the team celebrated, and the tension in my shoulders eased just enough to notice the ache. I smiled politely through the congratulations, shook hands, and nodded at their gratitude. But inside, I was empty, my mind already drifting to home.

The penthouse elevator opened directly into my apartment, the familiar scent of leather and cedarwood greeting me. I set my briefcase down and began shedding the armor of the day—jacket, tie, cufflinks. Each piece felt heavier than usual, the weight of my role dissipating with every discarded item.

My heart quickened when I saw her.

Victoria stood by the floor-to-ceiling windows, the glittering skyline framing her like a masterpiece. She wore her silk robe, the delicate fabric clinging to her curves, barely concealing the perfection beneath. Her back was to me, her figure illuminated by the city lights.

I cleared my throat softly, but she didn’t turn. Instead, her voice, rich and commanding, drifted across the room.

“On your knees.”

The command was electrifying, a jolt that shot through me, erasing the power and control I’d wielded all day. Without hesitation, I obeyed, dropping to my knees on the cool marble floor. The man who had closed a multi-million-pound deal, the man who had fired an executive without blinking, was gone. Here, I was hers.

I crawled toward her, my head low, my caged cock dangling uselessly between my legs. She stepped onto the balcony, the faint breeze catching the hem of her robe and lifting it slightly, revealing a tantalizing glimpse of bare skin. I followed her outside, the night air cool against my flushed skin.

Victoria reached for the railing, letting the robe slip from her shoulders. It pooled at her feet, leaving her completely exposed. She leaned forward, gripping the railing with both hands, her back arched, presenting herself to me. The curve of her ass was flawless, her tight, puckered hole a forbidden temple I had been allowed to worship but never possess.

“Show me how much you’ve missed me,” she said, her voice low and teasing.

I moved closer, my lips brushing against her cheeks in reverence. My hands gently parted her, revealing her perfect hole. My mouth watered at the sight, and I leaned in, inhaling her intoxicating scent—a mix of her natural musk and the faint remnants of her perfume. My tongue darted out tentatively, tracing soft, wet circles around her rim.

She sighed softly, her body relaxing under my touch. “Deeper,” she ordered, her tone leaving no room for hesitation.

I pressed my tongue firmly against her hole, swirling and teasing, pushing inside. The warmth and texture of her body overwhelmed me, my hands gripping her hips for balance as I worshipped her with my mouth. Her moans, low and sultry, were a melody I craved to hear, my only reward for my devotion.

“You’re such a good boy,” she murmured, her praise tinged with condescension. My cock throbbed painfully in its cage, pre-cum leaking onto the cold marble beneath me. But this wasn’t about me. It never was. My pleasure was irrelevant; my purpose was singular. To serve her. To obey her. To bring her the bliss she demanded.

She rocked her hips slightly, her body guiding my rhythm. The city lights sparkled behind her, the world below oblivious to my submission, my humiliation. I lost track of time as I licked her, the act both degrading and exhilarating. My tongue flicked and probed, desperate to please her, to fulfill her every need.

Finally, she sighed contentedly, her body stilling as she released the railing. I pulled back, my lips and chin wet with the evidence of my devotion, my knees aching from the hard marble floor.

She turned her head slightly, her voice calm and matter-of-fact. “Go get showered up, babe,” she said with a smirk. “James is coming over in a bit.”
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Power: Taken 

Power. It's just a five-letter word. A simple concept on the surface. But the deeper you dig, the harder it gets to define. And the more you struggle to hold onto it, the more it starts to slide through your fingers.

Well, that’s how I felt as I sat next to Becky, my pretty, much younger new girlfriend. Now I know what you're thinking: a thirty-something-year-old man, sitting on the sofa with his 20-year-old girlfriend playing with his cock, can't exactly complain. And normally, I'd say you're right.

But I wasn't just sitting there with her playing with my cock. No, I was sitting there as she dragged every detail of my wife's affair out of me. Every brutal, embarrassing detail. How I knew what she was doing. How I used to go down on her after she did it. How I just couldn't say stop.

It's like every time Becky made me cum, she took another small part of that power. As she pushed my face down between her legs, telling me to clean up the mess I'd just made while I told her how I used to do this to my wife while she was cheating on me, I don't know what happened.

But I didn’t fight. I didn’t struggle. I just let the embarrassment wash over me, letting that power slide through my fingers as I surrendered all of it to Becky.

Female Led Marriage: A Husband Is Introduced To Those Three Little Words

I'm struggling to catch my breath; the pain radiating through me is intense, and tears stream down my face uncontrollably.

I'm completely exposed, naked, draped over a chair in the middle of our living room.

My cock is confined in a cold, unyielding steel chastity cage, and my ass burns fiercely from the spanking my wife and her friend have just administered. Now they just stand over me, finishing their wine, casually discussing the next steps.

How did we end up here? How did I end up in this Female Led Marriage?

Submission: A Couple's Brutal Journey Into Big Black Submission

For a second I started to think back, wondering how we got to this point. Back on the balcony, the cool night air washing over us. The city lights twinkled below, but the scene was anything but peaceful. My wife Kelly was bent over the railing, her body trembling as Leon powerful black body crashed into her from behind. His hands gripped her hips tightly, his thrusts deep and powerful as Kelly’s moans echoed softly in the night air, her fingers digging into the railing for support.

And beside her, I was in the same position, bent over the railing as Venice pounded me from behind. Her strap-on filled me completely, each thrust sending shivers of discomfort and shame through me. My hands gripped the railing, knuckles white as I tried to steady myself, but there was no escaping the feeling of her inside me.

Kelly’s hand slipped into mine, our fingers intertwining as we both moaned, our bodies trembling with the rhythm of the fucking. In that moment, as humiliating as it was, I turned my head slightly and caught her gaze. She mouthed the words softly, her lips forming the shape I knew so well: I love you.

I squeezed her hand, my heart pounding in my chest. “I love you too,” I mouthed back.
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