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TAKEN BY THE ARTIST


I gripped Sophia’s hand a little tighter as the plane touched down on the runway at Kahului Airport. The wheels screeched against the tarmac, and outside the window the bright Hawaiian sunlight exploded across green mountains and turquoise ocean. Ten days in Maui. I’d been planning this trip for months. This was supposed to be our reset. Our second honeymoon. Sophia squeezed my fingers back and leaned over to kiss my cheek. “We’re really here, babe,” she whispered, her voice bright with excitement. “I can already smell the ocean.”

She looked incredible even after a five-hour flight from Los Angeles. Her long, dark hair was pulled into a messy bun, a few strands framing her heart-shaped face. The simple white tank top she wore hugged her full, heavy breasts, and her yoga pants clung to the generous curve of her hips and ass. At twenty-nine, Sophia was the kind of woman who turned heads without even trying. Curvy in all the right places, with smooth olive skin, full lips, and those big brown eyes that always seemed to sparkle with mischief. I was the lucky one - the shy, introverted guy who somehow convinced her to marry me.

The airport was a blur of leis, ukulele music, and warm trade winds. We collected our luggage and climbed into the private shuttle I’d pre-booked. This vacation had to work. Our sex life back home had become... mechanical. Once every couple of weeks, usually on a Saturday night after a bottle of wine. I’d finish fast too fast and she’d cuddle me and say it was fine. But I could feel the restlessness in her. The way she’d linger on her phone at night scrolling through Instagram, liking photos of muscular guys on gyms. I told myself it was nothing. I told myself this trip would fix everything.

The Four Seasons Wailea was even more spectacular than the pictures. Lush tropical gardens, infinity pools cascading toward the ocean, and our oceanfront suite with a private lanai that overlooked the beach. The moment the bellman closed the door behind us, Sophia kicked off her sandals and spun in a circle.

“Ethan, this is insane,” she laughed. “Look at that view!”

I wrapped my arms around her from behind, burying my face in her neck. She smelled like coconut sunscreen and the faint vanilla of her perfume. “I wanted it to be perfect for us,” I murmured against her skin. My hands slid down to rest on her hips. I felt myself getting hard already, just from holding her.

That first night, I tried.

We had a romantic dinner at the resort’s oceanfront restaurant. Sophia wore a slinky red sundress that plunged low between her breasts and stopped high on her thighs. Every man in the place glanced at her. I caught a few lingering stares and felt that familiar mix of pride and insecurity. She was mine. But I was the quiet guy in the linen shirt who looked like he belonged behind a computer screen.

Back in the suite, the lanai doors open to the warm night air and the sound of waves, I pulled her close. We kissed slowly at first, then deeper. I slipped the straps of her dress down her shoulders and cupped her heavy breasts, thumbs brushing over her hardening nipples. Sophia moaned softly and arched into me. I was rock hard. I guided her to the king-sized bed, kissing down her body, tasting the salt on her skin from the day. When I pushed inside her, she was wet and warm and perfect. For a few minutes it felt incredible - the way her legs wrapped around me, the soft gasps she made. But then the familiar pressure built too fast. I tried to slow down, to focus on her, but my body had other ideas. Within minutes I was groaning and spilling into her, trembling with release.

Sophia lay still beneath me, her breathing steady but unsatisfied. I could feel it in the way her hips didn’t move, in the quiet way she didn’t moan my name.

I rolled off her, embarrassed, my face burning. “I’m sorry... I tried to last longer.”

She turned her head to look at me.

“Clean me up. Lick your cum out of my pussy like a good boy.” There was no anger in her voice, only calm authority.

My stomach twisted with humiliation and a dark, helpless arousal. She knew exactly what this did to me. She had known for years that I was submissive to her - that being made to taste my own failure turned me on even as it shamed me.

I hesitated only a second before sliding down the bed. Sophia spread her legs wider, her pussy glistening with my cum. The scent of sex and my own release hit me as I lowered my face between her thighs. I pressed my tongue against her folds and tasted the salty, tangy mixture. I licked slowly, swallowing my own cum as I cleaned her, my cock already twitching back to life despite having just come.

Sophia sighed in pleasure, her hand resting on the back of my head, guiding me.

“That’s it,” she murmured. “Lick deeper, baby. Get every drop. You know how much I love when you do this.”

I obeyed. I licked her folds, her clit, pushed my tongue inside her to get more of my cum. Sophia moaned softly, her hips rolling against my face as I brought her closer.

When she came, it was with a long, satisfied moan, her thighs clamping around my head. I kept licking through her orgasm, swallowing everything until she finally relaxed and pulled me up beside her.

She kissed my forehead, stroking my hair like I was her good pet.

“You’re such a sweet husband,” she whispered. “I love that you’ll do anything for me.”

I lay beside her afterward, face sticky, heart racing with shame and love. She knew exactly how to push my buttons, and she did it so naturally now.
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The next morning, we slept in, had breakfast on the lanai, and spent the day by the pool. Sophia looked like a goddess in her tiny white bikini. The top barely contained her breasts, and the bottoms rode high on her round ass. I rubbed sunscreen on her back and tried not to notice the other men staring. By afternoon we moved down to the beachfront bar, shaded by palm trees, sipping mai tais and watching the ocean.

That was when she saw him.

“Oh my God, Ethan look over there,” Sophia whispered, her voice suddenly excited. She nodded toward a secluded stretch of sand near the palms. “That guy is actually painting. Like, right here on the beach.”

I followed her gaze. A tall black man in his mid-thirties stood in front of a large easel, brush in hand. He wore a loose white linen shirt unbuttoned halfway down his muscular chest, strong jaw, broad shoulders. Even from thirty yards away he had presence - the kind of effortless authority that made people notice.

Before I could say anything, Sophia stood up. “Come on, let’s go watch. I’ve always wanted to see a real artist work up close.”

she was already walking across the sand, her hips swaying in that confident, extroverted way she had. I scrambled to pay the tab and hurried after her.

As we got closer, the man turned. His sharp blue eyes locked onto Sophia immediately. A slow smile spread across his face.

“Well, hello there,” he said, voice deep and smooth.

“The island just decided to send me its best view of the day.”

Sophia laughed, that bright, flirty laugh I rarely heard directed at me anymore.

“Hi, I’m Sophia. This is my husband, Ethan. We saw you painting and got curious. We didn’t want to disturb you though.”

“Not at all,” he replied with a charming smile.

“I’m Victor Sam. Nice to meet both of you.” He shook Sophia’s hand first, then mine, with a firm but pleasant grip. “Are you two visiting Maui?”

“We just got here yesterday,” Sophia said. “It’s our first time. The island is so beautiful.”

Victor nodded, glancing back at his canvas. “It really is. The light here is special - it changes everything.” He looked at Sophia again, his expression appreciative but respectful. “You know, you have a wonderful presence. The way the sunlight is hitting your features right now... you’d make a fantastic subject for a painting.”

Sophia blushed slightly, clearly flattered.

“Really? That’s so kind of you to say.”

“I mean it,” Victor continued effortlessly, his tone warm and natural. “I’ve painted hundreds of people over the years, but every once in a while, someone comes along with a natural light about them. You have that.”

Sophia giggled. I can see her blushing heavily.

“So where are you two from?” Victor asked.

“Seattle,” Sophia replied.

Victor smiled. “That’s nice. Quite a change from Maui though. Bet you’re enjoying trading rain for sunshine.”

Sophia laughed softly. “Definitely.”

Victor smiled at both of us. “If you’re ever interested, I’d love to paint you sometime while you’re here.”

I stood quietly beside Sophia, feeling a strange mix of emotions. Victor seemed like a perfect gentleman - friendly, confident, and easy to talk to. The way he spoke to her was smooth and charming without being pushy. “That sounds really interesting,” Sophia said. “I’ve never modeled before.”

Victor chuckled lightly. “Most of my favorite muses hadn’t either, until they tried it. It can be quite freeing.” 

“I was thinking... if you’re free this evening, I’d love to have you both over for dinner at my villa. Nothing too formal - just some good food, wine, and ocean views.”

Sophia’s face lit up. “That sounds lovely.”

Sophia turned to me with excited eyes. “What do you think, honey? It could be fun.”

I hesitated for a second. Part of me wanted to keep our vacation just for us. But Victor had been nothing but polite, and Sophia looked genuinely thrilled.

“Sure,” I said quietly. “We’d love to come.”

“Wonderful,” Victor replied with a warm smile.

“Great. The villa is at 1842 Oceanfront Drive, Kapalua. just follow the coastal road north.”

He looked at both of us with the same effortless charm. “I hope you can make it.”

Sophia smiled brightly. “Of course, we will come. Thank you for the invitation, Victor.”

“Perfect,” he replied, looking pleased. “I’ll see you both at 7 then.”

With that, Victor gave us a small wave and turned back toward the beach, already focused on his painting again. He got busy setting up his easel once more, completely absorbed in his work.

As we walked back toward the bar, Sophia slipped her arm through mine, still smiling.

“Can you believe that?” she whispered. “He seems like such a nice guy. And he’s a real artist! This vacation is already turning out to be more exciting than I expected.”

“Yeah,” I said, managing a small smile. “He was very friendly.”

Inside, though, my mind kept replaying the conversation. The easy way Victor spoke to Sophia, the way she lit up when he complimented her... it stirred something complicated in me. A quiet jealousy, but also a strange, warm flutter I didn’t fully understand.

[image: ][image: ][image: ]

We spent the rest of the evening mostly on the beach.

It was just after 6 PM, when I sat on the edge of the king-sized bed in our resort suite, watching Sophia get ready. The golden Hawaiian sunlight was beginning to soften into evening hues, casting a warm glow across the room. Sophia stood in front of the full-length mirror, applying her makeup. She looked gorgeous. She had chosen a elegant red side-slit maxi dress that hugged her body beautifully. Every time she moved, the high slit on the side revealed her smooth, perfect white thighs. The neckline dipped tastefully low, showing the soft upper curves of her cleavage. Her long dark hair fell gracefully over one shoulder as she worked.

I felt a mix of admiration and nervousness as I watched her.

“Should we really need to go?” I asked quietly.

Sophia paused, glancing at me through the mirror. “Why not, honey? We should go. It’ll be fun.”

I shifted uncomfortably on the bed. “He’s a stranger, Sophia. We don’t really know him anyway.”

She smiled softly and continued applying her bold red lipstick. She pressed her lips together, then picked up her comb and started running it through her hair.

“Hey, don’t be silly, honey,” she said reassuringly. “He’s a gentleman. You saw how polite he was. We’ll have fun. Good food, nice views, and interesting conversation. What’s the harm?”

I watched her for a moment, then sighed. “Okay then.”

Sophia turned around and smiled at me warmly. She knew I would agree. I never said no to her, and she was well aware of it.

The short drive to Victor’s villa along the scenic coastal road was quiet. Sophia looked relaxed and happy beside me, her red dress glowing in the soft evening light.

We arrived at 1842 Oceanfront Drive just before 7. The villa looked older than I expected - a beautiful, historic-style mansion with weathered stone walls, large wooden shutters, and a long driveway lined with palm trees. Victor came out through the large wooden front door. He looked relaxed and confident in a crisp white shirt with the top two buttons open, revealing a hint of his tanned chest. When he saw us, he smiled warmly and walked down the steps to greet us.

“Sophia... welcome,” he said, his deep voice smooth and pleasant. He shook my hand first, firm but friendly, then turned to Sophia. His eyes lingered on her for a moment longer. “You look even more beautiful than I remember.”

Sophia smiled, clearly pleased. “Thank you, Victor. Your villa is stunning.”

“It’s been in my family for generations,” he replied, gesturing toward the old stone building.

We followed him through the heavy wooden doors into a spacious foyer with high ceilings and warm lighting. The inside was even more impressive, dark polished wood floors, antique furniture, and large paintings on the walls. It felt rich, lived-in, and expensive. I couldn’t help but think that Victor was clearly a wealthy man.

A middle-aged maid in a simple uniform appeared quietly from a side hallway. Victor nodded at her. “Maria, we’re ready for dinner.”

“Yes, sir,” she replied softly and disappeared toward what I assumed was the kitchen.

Victor led us through a wide hallway into a grand dining room. A long wooden table was already set with candles, fine china, and crystal glasses. The large windows offered a stunning view of the darkening ocean. “Please, sit,” Victor said, pulling out a chair for Sophia first. She sat down gracefully, her red dress shifting and revealing a flash of her smooth thigh through the slit. I took the seat across from her, while Victor sat at the head of the table, between us but clearly closer to Sophia.

As the maid placed the last dish and stepped back, Victor glanced at her and gave a small, subtle signal with his hand, she nodded once, turned, and quietly left the room. I took a sip of the cold wine. It was excellent.

Sophia seemed completely at ease. She picked up her wine glass and smiled across the table at Victor. “This looks amazing. Thank you again for inviting us.”

Victor leaned back slightly in his chair, his eyes on her. “The pleasure is mine. I don’t often get such lovely company.” His gaze moved over her face, then briefly lower to the neckline of her red dress. “That color suits you perfectly, by the way.”

Sophia glanced down at her dress and smiled. “Thank you. I wasn’t sure if it was too much for dinner.”

“Not at all,” Victor said smoothly. “In fact, it’s perfect. You should always wear things that make you feel beautiful. And you do.”

The conversation between them started flowing easily, as if I wasn’t even there.

“So,” Victor said, picking up his chopsticks, “what do you do, gorgeous?”

Sophia laughed softly, a little embarrassed but clearly flattered by the way he called her “gorgeous.” “Nahh, I’m just a housewife.”

Victor: “Just a housewife? That’s a full-time job in itself. But I have a feeling there’s much more to you than that.” He paused, then added with a charming smile, “From now on, you are my muse.”

Sophia giggled, her cheeks turning a light pink. She was clearly enjoying Victor’s company. The way she looked at him - attentive, smiling, almost glowing made something twist inside me. She hadn’t looked at me like that in a long time.

I wanted to join in. I cleared my throat and started to speak. “So, how long have you...”

But neither of them seemed to mind or even notice. Victor continued as if I hadn’t spoken.

“Have some sushi,” he said to Sophia. He picked up a piece with his spoon and held it out toward her across the table. Sophia leaned forward slightly, her red dress shifting and exposing more of her thigh. She opened her mouth and let him feed her the sushi. Her lips closed around the spoon for a moment before she pulled back, chewing slowly. A small smile played on her lips as she tasted it.

“Mmm,” she said, her eyes meeting his. “That’s really good.”

I felt invisible. They were in their own little world now - the easy conversation, the shared smiles, the way Victor kept finding excuses to compliment her. I tried again to join in, asking something about the villa, but my words seemed to disappear into the air. Neither of them turned to me. It was like I was just... there. A stranger at the dining table.

Victor reached for his wine glass but didn’t take his eyes off Sophia. “You look gorgeous in this dress,” he said quietly, his voice lower now, more intimate.

Sophia smiled, her blush deepening. “Thank you, Victor.”

He reached across the table and caressed the back of her hand with his fingers. She didn’t pull away. Instead, she let her hand stay under his.

“I mean it,” Victor said, his thumb gently stroking her skin. “You are too gorgeous, sweetheart.”

Sophia’s cheeks flushed a deeper red. She looked down for a second, then back up at him, her eyes sparkling with something I hadn’t seen in her for a long time - excitement, attraction, maybe even a little nervousness.

I sat there across from them, my wine glass in hand, feeling the heat rise in my chest. Part of me wanted to say something, to remind them I was there. But another part of me - a quieter, more confusing part, couldn’t look away. Watching Sophia like this, being desired so openly by a man like Victor... it stirred something deep inside me. Something I didn’t want to name.

Sophia’s fingers curled slightly under Victor’s touch. She was still blushing, still smiling, still completely captivated by him.

Sophia finally pulled her hand back gently and looked down at her plate. “I’m full,” she said softly, smiling at Victor.

“Not yet,” victor replied. He picked up the serving spoon, took a large, juicy piece of grilled chicken from the central platter, and placed it directly onto Sophia’s plate.

“Eat, gorgeous.”

Sophia let out a soft, surprised laugh. “Noo...” she protested lightly, but there was no real resistance in her voice. She glanced at me for half a second, then back at Victor. Under his steady gaze, she picked up her fork, cut a piece of the chicken, and brought it to her mouth.

Victor watched her as she chewed. Sophia ate slowly, almost self-consciously, but she kept going until the entire piece was finished. I could see the subtle shift in her body language - the way her shoulders relaxed, the way she sat a little straighter when he praised her with just a small nod. I could feel it clearly now - the submissive energy radiating from Sophia around Victor. She was behaving in a way I had never seen before. Playful. Compliant. Almost eager to please this man we had met only hours ago.

As soon as she finished the chicken, Victor  spooned a generous portion of fresh tuna onto her plate, the pink fish glistening under the candlelight.

Sophia cooed softly. “Noo, Victor... I really can’t.”

“Eat, gorgeous,” he said again, his tone gentle but firm, leaving no room for argument.

To my surprise, Sophia didn’t argue further. She gave him a shy little smile and started eating the tuna. Piece by piece. Slowly. Victor watched every bite with quiet satisfaction, occasionally sipping his wine. The way she obeyed him so easily - this stranger we had only met today  sent a strange wave through me. Victor had this irresistible aura. Confident. Calm. Completely in control. And Sophia was responding to it naturally, almost instinctively.

I sat there in silence, my own plate mostly untouched. They barely looked at me. It felt like I was watching a private moment between them, even though I was sitting right across the table. Every time Sophia took a bite under Victor’s watchful eyes, I felt a confusing mix of jealousy and unwanted arousal twisting in my stomach.

The doorbell rang through the old villa.

Maria appeared from the side door and quietly went to answer it. A few moments later, a group of six people entered the dining area - three young men and three young women, all in their early to mid-twenties, carrying sketchpads and small bags.

Victor  smiled at them. “Come in, students.”

The group greeted him. They looked excited.

Victor turned toward Sophia, his voice warm and confident. “I give painting classes. I called them earlier because you were coming tonight.” He smiled at her. “You will be their muse today.”

Sophia’s eyes widened in surprise. “Ohh... “I’m not prepared at all...”

Victor smiled reassuringly.

“There is nothing to be prepared for, sweetheart. Just be yourself. That’s more than enough.”

He then turned to the students. “Go ahead and set up your easels. We’ll join you shortly.”

The six students  walked down the hallway, disappearing into another part of the villa.

We finished dinner in a heavy, charged silence. Victor stood up first, offering his hand to Sophia like a true gentleman. She took it without hesitation. I followed behind them as Victor led us through a long, dimly lit corridor. The wooden floors creaked softly under our feet. The walls were lined with framed paintings - some landscapes, some portraits of women in various states of undress. I tried not to stare.

At the end of the corridor, Victor pushed open a heavy wooden door.

The painting room was large and beautifully lit. Soft, warm golden light poured from several adjustable studio lamps positioned around the space. Six easels were arranged in a semi-circle, each with a young student already seated in front of it. Three young men and three young women, looked up as we entered.

They smiled when they saw us.

Victor placed his hand lightly on the small of Sophia’s back and guided her to the center of the room, where a low, circular platform stood under the brightest light. She looked nervous but curious.

“Dear students,” Victor announced in his deep, smooth voice, “this is your muse tonight. Sophia.”

Everyone said hi in a chorus of young, excited voices.

Sophia smiled shyly at them. “Hii...”

“So,” Victor continued, “today we are going to draw a nude woman.”

The words hit me like a punch.

I froze. My mouth went dry.

Sophia’s head snapped toward him, eyes wide with surprise. “Victor... but...”

The students reacted immediately.

“That’s great!” one of the boys said.

“Finally,” one of the girls whispered with a grin.

Sophia looked at Victor, then at me, her face a mix of confusion and embarrassment.

“I think it’s...” I started, my voice weak.

Victor didn’t let me finish.

“Ethan,” he said calmly, pointing to a simple wooden chair in the far corner of the room, “can you go and sit on that chair?”

I stood there for a second, stunned. My legs felt heavy, like they didn’t belong to me. But I moved. I actually moved. One step, then another. I couldn’t believe I was walking toward that chair like some obedient guest while my wife stood in the center of the room about to be drawn naked by six strangers.

Sophia watched me go, her lips slightly parted in surprise. Then she smiled - a small, nervous, almost embarrassed smile. I felt my face burn as I sat down in the corner chair, hands gripping my knees.

Sophia stood in her red maxi, looking more beautiful and more vulnerable than I had ever seen her. She nervously smiled at the students, trying to appear calm. Her husband had gone and sat on the chair like an obedient guy. Victor stepped close to her. He gently caressed her chin with two fingers, tilting her face up toward him. His touch was tender but possessive.

“Don’t be shy,” he said softly, his voice low. “It’s just art.”

His other hand moved to her back. I heard the slow, deliberate sound of the zipper being pulled down. The red maxi loosened around her body. Victor’s dark hands slid the straps off her shoulders. The dress slipped down her arms, over the swell of her hips, and fell in a soft red pool around her feet. Victor picked it up and tossed it aside.

She stood there now in just a delicate pink bra and matching pink panties. Her full 36B breasts rose and fell with her quickened breathing, the pink lace of the bra barely containing them. Her nipples were already hard, pressing visibly against the thin fabric.

The students were silent for a moment, then the boys leaned forward slightly in their seats, eyes bright with excitement. Victor didn’t rush. He reached behind her and unhooked her bra. The straps loosened. He slid them down her arms and let the bra fall. Her boobs came free - full, soft, and perfect, with those pretty pink nipples standing out prominently in the cool air of the room.

Sophia’s breath caught. She stood completely still, arms at her sides, as her most intimate parts were slowly revealed to the room.

Victor leaned in close and whispered in her ear.

“Honey, will you remove the panty... or should I help?”

She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her pink panties and slowly pushed them down. Inch by inch, the fabric slid over the smooth curve of her hips, revealing the soft, clean-shaven skin of her mound. Her beautiful, pink pussy came into full view - smooth, delicate, and already showing a faint glistening that made my stomach clench with a painful mix of jealousy and unwanted arousal.

She stepped out of the panties.

Victor reached down, picked them up, and tossed them aside with the rest of her clothes.

Sophia stood completely naked in the center of the room.

Her hands twitched at her sides like she wanted to cover herself, but she didn’t. She just stood there, breathing hard, her cheeks flushed deep red, her nipples hard, her smooth pussy on full display under the warm studio lights. The six young students were staring - some with open admiration, some with barely hidden excitement. The girls were smiling in that same knowing way.

This was not supposed to happen.

We were on a vacation to spend some time together. To reconnect. And now my wife was standing completely nude in front of a group of young strangers, obeying this tall, dark-skinned man we had met only a few hours ago.

Victor gently took her left hand and placed it on her hip, guiding her fingers to rest there naturally. Then he slid two fingers under her chin and tilted her head upward, making her look straight ahead with confidence. Sophia obeyed without resistance. Her body trembled slightly as she held the pose. Victor then reached behind her head and slowly untied the loose bun she had made earlier. Her long, dark hair tumbled down in rich waves, cascading over her shoulders and partially covering one of her breasts. The contrast of her dark hair against her pale skin was stunning. She looked like a goddess - sensual, nervous, and completely exposed.

Victor stepped back, admiring his work for a moment. He pulled out a cigarette from his pocket, lit it with a silver lighter, and took a slow drag.

“You can start, guys.”

The students immediately began drawing. Their eyes moved hungrily over Sophia’s naked body - studying the curve of her breasts, the dip of her waist, the smooth mound of her pussy, the roundness of her ass. The three young men were particularly focused, their expressions full of excitement. The girls drew with appreciative smiles, occasionally whispering to each other. Minutes passed in heavy silence, broken only by the sound of drawing and Victor’s occasional exhale of cigarette smoke.

After some time, Victor walked over to her again. He placed one hand on her lower back and gently pushed her ass backward, making her arch it slightly. The movement made her breasts thrust forward and her pussy become even more prominently displayed.

“Better,” he said quietly. “Push your hips back a little more, sweetheart. Yes... just like that.”

Sophia let out a tiny, shaky breath but obeyed. Her face was flushed deep red with embarrassment, but she didn’t protest. Victor then tilted her head slightly to the side, brushing her hair back over her shoulder so both her breasts were fully visible again.

Every time he touched her - even casually, her body responded. Her nipples grew even harder. A faint sheen of nervous sweat made her skin glow under the lights. My cock was painfully hard inside my pants. Throbbing. Leaking. I could feel the wetness against my underwear. I didn’t understand why. This was my wife  - standing completely naked in front of six young strangers while they sketched every intimate detail of her body. She was being posed and adjusted like a piece of art by a man we had met only hours ago.

And I was rock hard.

My face burned with shame. I kept my hands on my thighs, trying to hide the obvious bulge in my pants. I felt jealous. I felt humiliated. But more than anything, I felt a dark, twisted excitement I couldn’t control.

One of the girl students whispered something, and the others giggled softly. Sophia’s eyes flicked toward me for a brief second. There was embarrassment in her gaze... but also something else. Excitement. Almost a silent question: Are you really okay with this?

I couldn’t answer. I remained in the corner, hard, confused, and unable to look away from the erotic scene unfolding in front of me.

Nearly an hour had passed. The soft scratching of pencils and charcoal finally slowed down and then stopped. The students leaned back in their seats, stretching their arms and whispering to each other as they admired their finished drawings.

Sophia was still standing completely naked in the center of the room, holding her pose. Her body was flushed, her nipples stiff, and her smooth pussy visibly aroused from the long exposure. Victor walked over to her and gently took her hand.

“Come, sweetheart. Let’s see what they’ve created.”

He led her, from student to student. Sophia walked gracefully beside him, her full breasts swaying slightly with each step.

At the first easel, Victor stopped. “What do you think, Sophia?”

She leaned forward slightly, studying the drawing. “It’s great,” she said softly, sounding genuinely impressed. “You captured the light on my skin so well.”

The young male student smiled proudly. “Thank you.”

They moved to the next one. Sophia praised each drawing with warmth - “Nice... beautiful shading” while the students replied with excited smiles. Some of the boys couldn’t stop staring at her naked body up close. The girls giggled and complimented her figure. Sophia blushed deeply but kept smiling, clearly enjoying the attention.

I felt a sharp pang of jealousy twist in my chest. This stranger we had met only today was parading my naked wife around the room like she belonged to him. And she was letting him. More than letting him... she seemed to be thriving under his control.

Finally, the students packed up their things, thanked Victor, and left the painting room one by one. The heavy door clicked shut behind the last student.

Now it was just the three of us.

Victor turned to Sophia with a proud smile. “You did great, sweetheart. You were a perfect muse tonight.”

Sophia smiled shyly. “Thanks...”

She glanced down at her body, then back at Victor. “Can I get my clothes back now?”

Victor chuckled softly, his eyes roaming over her exposed breasts and smooth pussy. “You don’t need clothes around here, Sophia.” He took her hand again, his dark fingers wrapping possessively around hers. “Let me show you my bedroom.”

Before she could respond, he started leading her out of the painting room. Sophia followed without protest, walking barefoot and completely nude beside him.

I stood up quickly. “Hey... where...”

Neither of them even glanced back. They continued walking down the corridor as if I hadn’t spoken. My heart pounded as I followed them like a lost puppy. They climbed the wide wooden staircase to the second floor. I trailed behind, my eyes glued to Sophia’s bare ass as it swayed with every step. Her long dark hair brushed against her back. She looked incredibly erotic - vulnerable and aroused at the same time.

We entered a huge master bedroom. It was luxurious and a massive king-sized bed with dark sheets, large windows overlooking the ocean, and soft ambient lighting. The door closed behind us with a heavy click.

Victor looked at me directly. “Ethan, why don’t you go and sit there.”

He pointed to a comfortable armchair in the corner of the room, positioned perfectly to view the entire bed.

I hesitated for only a second... then obeyed. Sophia glanced at me as I settled into the corner. A small, almost teasing smile played on her lips - like she was surprised but also pleased that I was complying so easily.

Victor turned to her. Without another word, he pulled her close and kissed her. His strong hands cupped her face as his lips claimed hers. Sophia stiffened for a brief moment, then melted into him. For one last time, her eyes met mine across the room -wide, nervous, and filled with conflicting emotions. Then she gave in completely.

The kiss grew hungry. Victor’s tongue pushed into her mouth, tasting her deeply. It looked like he was devouring her. Sophia moaned softly into his mouth as he explored her tongue, sucking and licking with dominant passion. His hands roamed down her naked back, gripping her ass possessively and pulling her body flush against him.

Sophia’s hands came up to rest on his chest. She kissed him back with growing eagerness, her naked breasts pressed against his shirt. The wet, erotic sounds of their deep kissing filled the large bedroom. Victor tilted her head back slightly and kissed her even harder, almost eating her tongue as he claimed her mouth completely.

She leans into him, her naked back arching just enough to press her breasts against his chest. His fingers slide into her hair, pulling just a little. A small, desperate noise hums in her throat. I see the glisten of saliva on her chin when he breaks for air. Sophia chases his mouth, rising on tiptoes, but he’s already nudging her backward. The mattress catches her. She sinks down onto the white sheets, legs dangling over the side, looking up at him with half-lidded eyes.

He unbuttons his shirt. The fabric peels away from a wide chest, muscles shifting with each small movement. His belt clinks. The pants drop. Black boxer briefs strain over the thickest erection. Victor towers above her. Victor’s mouth found hers again. Deep. Hungry. His tongue slid past her lips and I watched her swallow him, watched her fingers curl into his shoulders, nails dimpling his skin. She had never grabbed me like that. Not once.

He broke the kiss.

Sophia’s chin lifted, chasing his mouth, but he was already moving. His lips trailed along her jaw, down the column of her throat, and she arched into him, her back bowing off the mattress. Victor’s mouth closed over her right breast. Her nipple disappeared between his lips and her whole body shuddered. Her hand flew to the back of his head, fingers threading through his hair, holding him there. Pressing him deeper into her flesh. His tongue circled. Laved. Sucked. His right hand cupped her other breast. Thumb and forefinger found the nipple, rolled it, pinched gently. Then harder. Sophia gasped, her mouth falling open, eyes half-lidded and glazed. Her chest rose and fell in quick, shallow rhythm. She was already gone. Already swimming in a pleasure I had never been able to give her.

Victor’s left hand slid down her stomach. Over her navel. to the pink pussy. Two fingers pressed against her slit. She was wet. I could see the glisten. His fingers dipped inside her, and her whole body clenched. Her hips bucked upward, grinding against his hand.

“Oh god,” she breathed. “Oh god, Victor.”

His fingers began to move. Slowly at first. Testing. Teasing. He watched her face as he fucked her with his hand, studying every twitch, every flutter of her eyelids. He knew exactly what he was doing.

I knew nothing.

My cock was hard in my pants, painful against the zipper, but I couldn’t look away. Couldn’t move. My wife’s body was writhing beneath another man, and I was seeing her for the first time. Seeing her alive. Every nerve ending firing, every muscle singing. The way her hips matched the rhythm of his fingers. The way her breath caught when he curled them just right. He kept sucking her breast. Kept rolling the other nipple between his thumb and finger. And his fingers kept moving inside her, faster now, the wet sounds filling the room. A rhythmic squelch that made my stomach tighten.

Sophia’s eyes rolled back. Her hands gripped the sheets. “I’m...Victor, I’m...”

He didn’t stop. Didn’t slow. He pushed her.

Her body stiffened.  A cry, raw and ragged, tore from her throat as her hips bucked wildly against his hand. Her pussy flooded, liquid running down her thighs, soaking the sheets beneath her. She pulsed around his fingers. Once. Twice. A third time, softer.

He kept his hand there, fingers still inside her, feeling every contraction.

She lay trembling beneath him, chest heaving, eyes closed. Her lips were parted, slick with spit. Her hair fanned across the pillow in dark waves. She looked ruined. She looked beautiful.

Victor withdrew his fingers slowly. He stripped off his boxers.

His cock stood thick and heavy, the head flushed dark. It was longer than mine. Thicker. Everything about him was more. He knelt between her legs, positioning himself, and she looked up at him with those half-lidded, glazed eyes. Her legs wrapped around his waist, heels digging into the small of his back.

He didn’t make her wait.

The head of his cock pressed against her entrance. She was so wet that he slid in without resistance, a single smooth motion that buried him to the hilt. Her scream was muffled against his shoulder, her nails raking down his back. Her legs tightened around him, pulling him deeper, and he groaned, a low sound that vibrated through his chest.

“Fuck,” he muttered. “You’re so tight.”

Sophia’s response was lost in a moan as he began to move. Slow, deep thrusts that made the bedframe creak. That made the headboard tap against the wall. His hips rolled against hers, grinding, pressing, and she met him stroke for stroke, her pelvis tilting to take him deeper.

I watched. Unblinking. Hands gripping my own thighs hard enough to bruise. Her left hand found his ass, fingers digging into his muscle, guiding his rhythm. Her right hand tangled in his hair. She pulled his mouth down to hers, kissing him sloppily, desperately, her tongue darting against his. She was lost. Completely lost in him.

Victor picked up the pace.

His thrusts became sharper. Harder. The room filled with the sound of skin slapping against skin. Her eyes were open now, fixed on his face, and I saw something in them I had never seen before. Not just pleasure. Recognition. Like she had finally found what she had been searching for.

He angled his hips differently.

Her whole body jerked. “Oh! Right there -Victor don’t stop....”

He didn’t.

He drove into her, over and over, hitting that spot with every stroke. His rhythm was relentless.

Ten minutes. He drove into her for ten minutes without pause, without slowing. His body glistened with sweat, muscles bunching and releasing with each motion. Sophia’s legs wrapped around his waist, locking him in. Her moans became a continuous sound, a wordless melody of pleasure that filled the room. Her right hand tangled in his hair, pulling his mouth to hers. She kissed him hungrily, desperately, her tongue sliding against his.

Victor broke the kiss.

He straightened, his hands gripping her hips, pulling her onto him with each thrust. Her breasts bounced freely. His eyes traced the curve of her body, the way her skin flushed, the way her stomach hollowed with each impact.

“Look at you,” he muttered. “Taking me so well.”

Sophia’s response was a moan, her head falling back, her throat exposed. He leaned down, his mouth finding her neck, biting gently. She whimpered, her hips bucking against him.

His pace quickened. She was close.

I could see it in the way her body stiffened. In the way her breath caught. In the way her fingers dug into his back, leaving red lines across his skin. Her eyes were unfocused, lost, her mouth forming words that never quite sounded.

“Victor...I’m....”

He drove into her harder, faster, his hips slamming against hers. Her back arched off the bed, her body trembling, every muscle tensing.

She came with a scream.

Her pussy clamped down on his cock, pulsing, milking him. Her body shook with the force of it, her legs trembling, her hands gripping him. Her mouth was open, but no sound came out, just a silent cry of release.

Victor groaned.

He pushed deep, buried to the hilt. His jaw clenched. His hips ground against hers, pressing deep, holding. He came inside her, his cock throbbing, pulsing, filling her with his cum. For a long moment, neither of them moved. Victor’s forehead rested against hers, his breathing ragged. His body was heavy on top of her, pinning her to the bed. Her hands stroked his back, slow and soothing, her fingers tracing the lines she had clawed into his skin.

Then he pulled out.

His cock slipped from her, wet and softening. A trickle of cum ran down her thigh, mixed with her own fluids. She just lay there, legs spread, chest heaving, her body glistening with sweat and sex.

He pulled her upright, off his chest, and she rose without resistance, her body moving like it belonged to him now.

“Turn around,” he said.

Sophia blinked. She shifted on the mattress, presenting her back. Her dark hair spilled down her spine, and Victor’s hand found it, gathering the strands, pulling them aside.

He guided her onto her hands and knees.

I watched from the corner, my breath shallow. My wife had never taken this position for me. Not once. I had imagined it, dreamed of it, but never asked. Never had the courage.

Victor didn’t ask.

His hand pressed between her shoulder blades, pushing her upper body flat against the bed. Her ass rose, the cheeks parting slightly. He knelt behind her, his cock jutting forward.

His thumb traced the curve of her ass.

Victor’s hand moved to the nightstand. He pulled out a small bottle, the cap clicking open. Lube. He poured it over his fingers, then reached between her legs, coating her entrance. Sophia whimpered at the cold, then moaned as his fingers slid inside her pussy, gathering her wetness, spreading it back to her ass.

He applied more lube to his cock.

He positioned himself behind her, the head pressing against her tight ring. Sophia’s hands gripped the sheets.

He pushed.

The head penetrated. Sophia gasped, her body stiffening, her fingers twisting in the fabric. Victor paused, letting her adjust. His hands rested on her hips, thumbs stroking her skin, patient.

He pushed deeper.

Her mouth fell open, a long exhale escaping her. Victor sank into her inch by inch, his cock disappearing into her ass, until his pelvis pressed against her cheeks.

He was fully inside her.

Sophia’s body trembled, adjusting to the fullness, the intrusion. Her hands clawed at the sheets, her knuckles white. Then her head dropped forward, and she let out a shaky breath.

He began to move.

Slow at first. Short, shallow thrusts that tested her limits. Sophia’s body rose and fell with each motion, her breasts swaying beneath her, nipples brushing the sheets.  I watched her face. Her cheek was pressed to the mattress, her eyes half-open, staring at nothing. Her mouth hung slack, a string of saliva connecting her lower lip to the sheet. She looked lost. Broken. Beautiful.

Victor’s pace increased.

His hips drove forward, his cock sliding in and out of her ass with a wet, rhythmic sound. Her body rocked with each thrust, her breasts bouncing, her ass rippling with impact. He gripped her hips, fingers digging into her flesh, pulling her onto him harder.

“Yes,” she moaned. “Oh god, yes.”

His hand found her hair.

He grabbed a fistful of dark strands, yanking her head back. Her spine arched, her back bowing, and she cried out. He held her there, her neck exposed, her mouth open, as he fucked her ass from behind.

I saw everything.

The way her eyes rolled back. The way her tongue lolled. The way her body surrendered to him completely. She was no longer my wife. She was his. A vessel for his pleasure, a body for him to use.

And I couldn’t look away.

Victor’s rhythm became punishing.

He slammed into her, over and over, each thrust driving her forward. Her hands slipped on the sheets, her body sliding across the mattress. Victor groaned. He thrust deep, burying himself to the hilt, and held. His body tensed, his hips grinding against her. I saw his cock pulse. Saw his cum fill her ass, leaking around the edges, dripping down her thigh.

He stayed inside her. Victor’s hand loosened in her hair, and her head dropped forward, her forehead resting on the mattress.

Victor pulled out slowly.

His cock slipped from her ass, wet and softening. Victor collapsed beside her. He lay on his back, one arm over his eyes, breathing hard. Sophia remained on her hands and knees for a moment, then slowly lowered herself onto her stomach, her cheek pressing against the wet sheet. Her eyes were closed, her lips parted.

Within minutes, both of them drifted off to sleep - naked, tangled together in his bed.

I remained in the corner chair the entire night, unable to sleep. My mind replayed every moment. Every moan. Every thrust. Every time she called his name. My cock stayed hard for hours before exhaustion finally took me.
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The next morning, the drive back to the resort was quiet. Sophia sat close to me in the back seat. She was still wearing the red side-slit maxi. The silky fabric was slightly wrinkled now.  Her long dark hair was messy and tousled, falling loosely over her shoulders. Her lips were still slightly swollen from Victor’s kisses, and her face had a soft, glowing, thoroughly fucked look.  She looked like pure sex.

Sophia reached over and gently took my hand, intertwining our fingers.

“Sorry, honey,” she whispered, her voice soft. “I wasn’t supposed to do that. But it happened... I don’t know what came over me.”

I didn’t know what to say. My throat felt tight. I just squeezed her hand back. She laid her head on my shoulder, snuggling closer. The faint scent of Victor’s cologne still clung to her skin. I wrapped my arm around her and held her as the taxi wound along the coastal road.

“Maybe we should cut the vacation short,” I suggested quietly. “Go back home.”

Sophia nodded against my shoulder. “Yeah... I think that’s best.”

Back at the resort, we started packing. Sophia moved around the room quietly, folding clothes and putting things into suitcases. There was a different glow on her face - a soft, satisfied radiance I hadn’t seen in years. When she turned her head to reach for something, I noticed a clear bite mark on the side of her neck, dark and fresh from last night. The sight made my stomach twist with jealousy, but it also sent another unwanted throb through me.

It was already 6 PM. We had planned to leave for the airport late tonight.

Suddenly, Sophia’s phone rang. She picked it up quickly.

“Victor,” she answered, her voice bright and warm. “Hi...”

My heart sank hearing her say his name.

She listened for a moment, smiling. “We are going back... but okay. Yeah... we can just drop by.”

She hung up and looked at me.

“Who was that?” I asked, even though I already knew.

“Honey, Victor wants us to come to a party at his place today,” she said.

I stared at her. “What did you say?”

“I said we are going back, but we can just drop by,” she replied, avoiding my eyes a little.

My heart sank further. “Is that necessary, Sophia? We are going back tonight.”

She bit her lip. “We can just drop by and then go straight to the airport from there.”

I stood there for a long moment, feeling defeated.

“Okay,” I said quietly.

I didn’t want to go, but had no option as Sophia has already decided. I could see the happiness in her face when she saw his call.
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We arrived at Victor’s villa around 7 PM. The entire oceanfront property was lit up beautifully, with strings of warm lights hanging across the garden and soft music floating through the air. Sophia had changed into a sleek black maxi dress before we left the resort.  The deep V-neck plunged low between her full breasts, and the high slits on both sides revealed her smooth thighs with every step. She looked stunning and dangerously sexy.

The party was already in full swing. More than fifty people filled the large open hall and spilled out onto the terrace - couples, single men, elegant women, artists, and locals. Laughter and conversation filled the space. As soon as we stepped inside, Victor spotted Sophia immediately.

He walked straight toward her with that confident, commanding stride, completely ignoring me. He pulled her into a warm embrace, kissing her cheek.  

“Sophia, you look incredible.”

He took her hand and led her through the crowd toward the center of the hall, leaving me standing awkwardly near the entrance. I followed at a distance, feeling invisible.

Victor signaled to Maria, the maid. She brought forward a large framed painting and placed it on an easel in the center of the room. It was one of the drawings from last night - a beautiful, sensual nude portrait of Sophia.

Victor raised his voice. “Hey everyone!”

The room gradually fell quiet as people turned toward him.

“This is Sophia,” he announced proudly, his hand resting possessively on her lower back. “And this is the painting one of my students drew of her yesterday.”

A murmur of appreciation rippled through the crowd. Victor continued, “Let’s give her a round of applause.”

Everyone cheered and clapped enthusiastically. I clapped too, my hands moving automatically while my heart pounded.

Victor smiled at the crowd. “Do you guys want to see the model pose live, just like in the painting?”

The response was immediate and loud.

“Yeah!” “Absolutely!” “Let’s see her!”

I was shocked. Sophia looked at Victor with wide, surprised eyes, her mouth slightly open. She clearly hadn’t expected this.

She wanted to say something but words didn’t came out of her mouth.

Victor didn’t wait for her permission. He stepped behind her, his tall frame towering over her. His fingers found the zipper at the back of her black maxi dress and slowly pulled it down. The silky fabric loosened. He slid the straps off her shoulders and let the entire dress fall smoothly down her body, pooling around her feet.

The crowd let out a collective gasp of appreciation.

Sophia stood in the middle of the hall in just a matching black lace bra and panties. Her breasts strained against the delicate fabric, her nipples already visibly hard. The high-cut panties accentuated her long legs and the smooth curve of her mound.

Victor unclasped her bra from behind and removed it, tossing it casually into the crowd. Her round, full 36B breasts spilled free, bouncing slightly. Her pink nipples were stiff and prominent under the bright lights. The guests cheered loudly. Sophia didn’t protest. She stood there, breathing faster, her cheeks flushed deep red with humiliation and excitement.

Victor leaned in and whispered something in her ear.  Her thumbs hooked into the waistband of her black panties. Slowly, she lowered them down her thighs, revealing her thoroughly fucked, smooth pussy. The lips were still slightly swollen from last night.

The entire crowd erupted in loud cheers and applause.

Victor grabbed the panties, held them up for a second like a trophy, then tossed them into the crowd. Someone caught them.

My wife now stood completely nude in the center of the large hall, surrounded by more than fifty strangers. Her head was slightly lowered, hair falling over one shoulder, but her body was on full, shameless display. Victor’s voice rang out again. “Why don’t you pose exactly like in the painting, sweetheart?”

He took her left hand and placed it on her hip, then gently pushed her ass backward, making her arch it seductively. Finally, he tilted her chin up so she looked straight ahead with a proud, sensual expression. Sophia obeyed every touch without resistance.

People started taking out their phones. Flashes went off everywhere. Dozens of guests were photographing and filming my completely naked wife as she held the erotic pose in the middle of the party.

The humiliation burned through me, but my cock was rock hard in my pants. I couldn’t take it anymore. I stepped forward, trying to push through the crowd.

“Hey! Stop this!” I shouted.

Before I could get close, two large security guards grabbed my arms from behind. They lifted me off the ground and carried me effortlessly toward the corner of the room, away from the center. I struggled, but it was useless. They placed me in a chair near the wall, one of them warning me quietly to stay put.

Sophia remained standing nude in the center, posed beautifully under the lights. Victor stood beside her like a proud owner, one hand resting on her bare hip. Guests continued taking photos and videos. Some men openly stared with lust, some women whispered and smiled. Sophia’s face was flushed, but she held the pose, breathing heavily, her nipples hard and her smooth pussy clearly visible to the entire room.

Victor occasionally adjusted her posture - pushing her ass out more, brushing her hair back so both breasts were fully displayed, or running his hand down her spine. Each touch made her shiver visibly.

Victor smiled at the crowd, clearly enjoying every second of it.

Time was slipping away. I kept checking my watch every few minutes, but the guards wouldn’t let me move from the chair in the corner. Our flight was at 10 PM. It was already past 8, then 9. We were definitely going to miss it.

The party continued in full swing around me. Sophia remained completely nude the entire time, standing proudly beside Victor like she belonged there. His large, hand never left her body - it rested possessively on her hip, occasionally sliding down to cup her round ass or brush across her lower back. She looked like a local slut - freshly fucked, glowing, completely owned. Her hair was messy, her lips swollen, and the dark bite mark on her neck was clearly visible under the party lights. Her full breasts jiggled slightly whenever she moved, pink nipples still hard from the constant attention. Her smooth, shaved pussy was on full display, the lips slightly puffy and glistening.

Victor introduced her to everyone as if she were his new trophy.

“This is Sophia,” he would say with pride, pulling her closer so his friends could get a better look. “My new muse. Isn’t she perfect?”

Men shook her hand while openly staring at her naked body. Women smiled knowingly, some touching her arm or complimenting her figure. Sophia blushed deeply. She stood there obediently, smiling shyly, letting Victor’s hand roam freely over her hips, ass, and even occasionally brushing against the side of her breast.

I sat trapped in the corner, the two security guards standing on either side of me like silent statues. Every time I tried to stand or speak, one of them placed a firm hand on my shoulder, pushing me back down. I was forced to watch everything.

The hours dragged on. By 11 PM, the party finally began to wind down. Guests slowly left, many of them still talking excitedly about the naked beauty who had been the center of attention all night. Victor waited until the last guests were gone. Then he turned to Sophia, pulled her close, and kissed her deeply in the middle of the empty hall. His hands roamed freely over her naked body as he devoured her mouth.

“Come,” he said, taking her hand. “Let’s go upstairs.”

Sophia followed him without hesitation, her bare feet padding softly on the wooden floor. Victor glanced at the guards and nodded toward me.

“Make sure he stays comfortable on the couch tonight.”

The two guards dragged me from the chair and forced me onto a large couch in the living area downstairs. One of them brought me a blanket and a pillow before they stepped back into the shadows.

I lay there on the couch, staring at the ceiling, my cock still painfully hard from everything I had witnessed. Soon, I heard footsteps climbing the stairs. Then the bedroom door opened and closed.

It didn’t take long before the moans started.

Sophia’s voice echoed through the old villa - loud, unrestrained, and full of pleasure.

“Ahh... Victor... yes...”

The sound of the bed creaking rhythmically followed. I could picture it perfectly: my wife on her back, legs spread wide, Victor’s dark, powerful body thrusting deep into her. Her full breasts bouncing with every hard stroke. Her smooth pussy stretched around his thick cock.

I squeezed my eyes shut, trying to block it out, but the sounds only grew louder. The wet slapping of skin on skin, Sophia’s desperate whimpers, Victor’s low groans of satisfaction. She was getting fucked senseless just a floor above me while I lay helpless on the couch. Our flight had already left. My wife was upstairs being thoroughly used by the man we had met only two days ago. And I was stuck here, listening to every moan, every cry of pleasure, my cock leaking in my pants.

I forcefully shut my eyes, praying I could somehow fall asleep and escape the sounds of my wife being fucked upstairs.

But sleep wouldn’t come.

Every moan, every slap of flesh, every breathless “Yes, Victor...” reminded me exactly where we were  and how completely Sophia had given herself to him. The long night stretched on, filled with the erotic symphony of my wife’s submission.
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I woke up slowly the next morning, The hall was completely empty and quiet. The party from the night before felt like a distant, humiliating dream. I stood up, stretched my sore back, and began walking upstairs, my heart pounding with a strange mix of dread and anticipation.

The master bedroom was empty. The massive bed was messy, sheets tangled and stained, but Sophia was nowhere to be seen. Victor’s clothes from last night were still on the floor. Confused, I slowly made my way back down the stairs.

As I reached the bottom, Maria appeared from the side hallway. When she saw me, she smiled politely, as if nothing unusual had happened.

“Your wife is at the pool,” she said softly.

I nodded and walked toward the back of the villa. The glass doors leading to the pool deck were open. Warm morning air and the sound of waves drifted inside.

I stepped outside.

From a distance, I saw them.

My jaw dropped.

On the wide wooden deck by the  pool, Victor was fucking Sophia in broad daylight. They were both completely naked. Sophia was lying on her back on a large lounge chair, one of her legs raised high and held upright by Victor’s strong hand. Her other leg was spread wide. Victor was standing between her thighs, pounding into her hard and deep. His dark, muscular body moved powerfully, his hips slamming against her with wet, rhythmic sounds.

Sophia’s head was tilted back, her mouth open in a silent moan. Her full breasts bounced with every thrust. Her smooth, shaved pussy was stretched around his thick cock, glistening in the sunlight. Her toes curled in the air as he fucked her.

I walked closer, unable to stop myself.

Victor was completely focused on her body. He leaned forward, pushing her raised leg even higher, folding her almost in half as he drove deeper. Sophia whimpered and moaned loudly, her hands gripping the sides of the lounge chair.

“Fuck... Victor... yes...” she cried out, her voice carrying across the pool area.

Victor growled and fucked her harder. The wet slapping sound of his body meeting hers filled the morning air. I could see everything - the way his cock stretched her pussy, the way her juices coated him, the way her stomach tightened every time he bottomed out. Sophia’s eyes were half-closed in pleasure. She looked completely lost in it.

Victor suddenly looked up and saw me standing there. He didn’t stop. Instead, he smirked and kept thrusting, even harder. Sophia turned her head and saw me too. For a moment, our eyes met. Her face was flushed with shame and overwhelming pleasure. She just moaned again as Victor slammed into her. Victor leaned down and kissed her roughly, still fucking her deep and steady. Then he pulled back and looked straight at me while he kept moving inside my wife.

Victor groaned, thrust deep one final time, and stayed buried inside her. I watched his ass flex as he came, pumping his load deep into Sophia’s unprotected pussy right in front of me.

He stayed inside her for a long moment, grinding slowly, making sure every drop was buried in her. Then he slowly pulled out. Thick, white cum immediately began leaking from her freshly fucked hole, running down between her ass cheeks onto the lounge chair. Sophia lay there panting, legs still spread, completely exposed. Her chest rose and fell rapidly. Her eyes were glassy.

Victor stood up, his cock still half-hard and shiny with their mixed fluids. He looked at me and smiled.

“Hey Ethan,” he said casually, as if we were discussing the weather, “why don’t you remove your clothes?”

I blinked, my mouth opening and closing uselessly. “Wh... what?”

Victor chuckled, wiping his cock casually with a towel before tossing it aside. “You heard me. Strip.”

I stammered, face burning with humiliation. “I... I can’t...”

Victor glanced at Sophia, who was now sitting up on the lounge chair, her full breasts on full display, cum still dripping down her inner thighs.

Sophia looked at me. There was a new confidence in her eyes, a soft, almost playful dominance I had never seen before.

“Undress, Ethan,” she said softly but firmly.

My heart hammered in my chest. My hands trembled as I reached for the hem of my shirt. Hesitantly, I pulled it over my head and dropped it on the deck. Next came my pants. I unbuttoned them slowly, pushing them down my legs until I stood there in just my boxers. Victor pointed at my boxers with a lazy finger.

“That too.”

Sophia’s smile widened slightly. She didn’t say anything else, but her eyes stayed on me, expectant.

I swallowed hard, hooked my thumbs into the waistband, and slowly pushed my boxers down. My erect cock sprang free, bobbing in the open air. I stepped out of them and stood completely naked in front of Victor and my wife.

I was now as naked as they were.

Victor nodded approvingly. “Good boy. Now you can watch.”

He turned to Sophia and pulled her gently off the lounge chair. He guided her down onto her knees on the wooden deck right in front of him. Victor took his semi-hard shaft in one hand and tapped it against her cheek. “Open your mouth, sweetheart.”

Sophia parted her lips without hesitation. Victor guided the head of his cock into her warm, wet mouth. She wrapped her soft lips around him immediately, sucking gently at first, then taking more as he pushed forward.

“That’s it,” Victor groaned, placing both hands on the back of her head. “Good girl.”

He started fucking her mouth with slow, deep strokes. Sophia’s cheeks hollowed as she sucked him eagerly, her tongue swirling around his shaft. Wet, slurping sounds filled the morning air as Victor pushed deeper, hitting the back of her throat. She gagged slightly but didn’t pull away. Victor’s hands tightened in Sophia’s hair as he began thrusting faster, fucking her face with more force. Saliva dripped from the corners of her mouth, running down her chin and onto her bouncing boobs. Her eyes watered, but she kept sucking him eagerly, looking up at him with pure submission.

I stood there naked, hands at my sides, cock twitching helplessly as I watched my wife worship another man’s dick in broad daylight. The humiliation burned through me, but it only made me harder. Precum dripped steadily from the tip of my cock onto the wooden deck.

Victor’s breathing grew heavier.

“Fuck... I’m close,” he growled.

Sophia moaned loudly around his cock, sucking even harder. With a deep groan, Victor buried himself deep in her throat and came. His cock pulsed visibly as he shot thick ropes of cum straight down her throat. Sophia swallowed desperately, some of it leaking from the corners of her mouth and running down her chin. When Victor finally pulled out, he smeared the last drops of cum across her lips and cheeks like a mark of ownership. Sophia looked up at him, panting, her face messy with spit and semen.

“Come closer, Ethan,” he said.

My legs moved before my brain could protest. I walked toward them, completely naked, my hard cock bouncing with each step. I stopped a few feet away, trembling.

Victor smiled. “Bend over here.”

“Whaa....” I stammered, my voice cracking.

Sophia, still on her knees, let out a surprised giggle. She quickly covered her mouth with her right hand, but her eyes were wide with shock and amusement. She looked genuinely taken aback, but there was clear excitement sparkling in her expression.

Victor didn’t repeat himself. He simply waited, watching me with patient dominance.

I obeyed.

I turned around and bent over the nearby lounge chair, gripping the edges tightly. My ass was now pointed toward Victor. My face burned with humiliation. I could feel Sophia’s eyes on me.

Victor stepped behind me. I felt the heat of his body, then the thick, heavy weight of his huge cock resting against my ass cheeks. He rubbed the slick head up and down my crack, teasing my tight hole. I shivered violently.

He pressed forward.

“Ahhh!” I moaned loudly as the thick head of his cock pushed inside me. The stretch was intense.

Sophia giggled again, softer this time, clearly surprised and aroused by the sight of her husband being fucked by another man.

“Ohhh, my...” she whispered, her voice full of wonder.

Victor gripped my hips firmly and pushed deeper. Inch by inch, his thick cock slid into my virgin ass. I moaned and gasped, my body shaking as he filled me completely.

Victor started thrusting.

He fucked me steadily at first, letting my body adjust to his size. Then his pace increased. His hips slapped against my ass with growing force. Each powerful thrust drove his cock deep into me, stretching my asshole around his thick shaft. I cried out in a mixture of pain and unwanted pleasure. Another man was fucking my ass right in front of my wife.

The last drop of my pride in front of Sophia vanished completely. I was bent over like a slut, moaning while Victor destroyed my asshole. Sophia watched everything - her eyes wide, her hand still partially covering her mouth. Victor fucked me harder. His balls slapped against me with every deep thrust. I moaned helplessly, my voice breaking. My cock was rock hard and dripping, bouncing with every brutal thrust. The pain had mostly faded, replaced by an intense, prostate-milking pleasure that made my legs shake. Sophia moved closer, watching her husband get fucked like a bitch. Her nipples were hard, and I could see fresh wetness glistening between her thighs.

Victor fucked me for ten long minutes of relentless thrusting. He destroyed my asshole, stretching it wide open around his thick cock. I cried, moaned, and whimpered, completely broken. Finally, Victor buried himself deep inside me with a loud groan. He came hard, flooding my insides with his hot cum. I felt every pulse as he emptied himself into me.

He stayed buried for a long moment, grinding slowly, making sure I felt completely owned. Then he pulled out. I collapsed onto the lounge chair, my legs shaking, cum leaking from my ruined asshole. I was panting, broken, and more humiliated than I had ever been in my life.

Victor didn’t even look at me. He simply took Sophia’s hand and pulled her up.

“Come, sweetheart,” he said casually. “Let’s go inside.”

Sophia glanced at me one last time - her face flushed with arousal and a hint of surprise at what she had just witnessed. Then she followed Victor obediently into the villa, completely naked.

I remained collapsed on the chair, naked, used, and leaking Victor’s cum, listening to their footsteps fade upstairs.

My wife was going to get fucked again.

And I was left outside - completely broken, completely submissive, and unable to do anything but accept my new place.

[image: ][image: ][image: ]

That evening, as the sun dipped below the ocean, Victor and Sophia sat together on the terrace, completely naked, sharing a glass of wine. I stood nearby, naked.

Victor casually announced, “Sophia and I have decided to get married.”

I felt like the ground had been pulled out from under me.

“No!” I objected, my voice cracking. “You can’t... she’s my wife!”

Victor looked at me with mild amusement. Sophia simply smiled softly and leaned her head on his shoulder, her hand resting on his thigh. My protest was ignored completely. They continued talking about the wedding as if I wasn’t even there.

Two days later, the beachside wedding took place.

It was a small but beautiful ceremony right on the sand in front of Victor’s villa. I was not a guest. I was the servant. Dressed only in a small white apron, I served champagne to the few close friends and artists who had been invited. I watched as Victor and Sophia exchanged vows. Sophia looked radiant in a stunning white dress that hugged her body perfectly. When they kissed, the small crowd cheered. I felt my heart shatter.

After the ceremony, I was ordered to prepare their first night bed.

I spent hours decorating the master bedroom. I covered the huge bed with fresh rose petals, arranged scented candles, and placed a bottle of chilled champagne on the side table. Everything had to be perfect for Victor and his new bride.

When they finally came upstairs, Sophia was glowing. She had changed into a beautiful, flowing pink gown that made her look like a goddess. Her skin was radiant, her eyes sparkling with pure happiness. Ever since she met Victor, she had completely transformed - more confident, more vibrant, more alive than I had ever seen her during our marriage.

Victor looked at the decorated room and nodded approvingly.

“Well done, dear,” he said to me. “You did a good job.”

They walked toward the bed and sat down together. I stood there in the corner, completely naked and embarrassed, unsure where to look.

Victor turned to me with a calm smile.

“So, you have two options, Ethan. You can go back to New York... or you can live here as my servant. Which one do you choose?”

I looked at Sophia. She was watching me with a playful little smile on her face, her hand resting on Victor’s thigh. I didn’t want to lose her forever. I still loved her so much. Seeing her this happy, truly happy - made something inside me accept the truth.

I lowered my head.

“I will stay, Sir,” I said quietly.”

Sophia’s smile widened slightly, surprised but pleased.

Victor chuckled. “Great. I’ve grown quite fond of that cute ass of yours.” He pulled Sophia closer. “You can stay and watch while I fuck your ex-wife on our wedding night.”

As they fucked passionately on the bed, I stood there silently, my cock hard and leaking, knowing I had chosen this humiliation. Maybe someday Sophia would change her mind. Maybe she would grow tired of this life and want to run away with me again.

But for now, I could only watch as Victor made her scream his name on their wedding night, filling her with his cum while rose petals scattered around them.

––––––––

The End
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