
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter One: The Discovery

Marcus had always considered himself careful. In the eighteen months he'd been fucking Vanessa behind Emma's back, he'd been meticulous about deleting texts, showering before coming home, keeping his stories straight. He'd convinced himself he was protecting Emma - what she didn't know couldn't hurt her. The affair was just physical, just a release valve for stress and boredom. Vanessa was nothing but a warm pussy and an ego boost. It didn't mean anything.

He'd been so fucking careful.

But not careful enough to remember that Emma had access to his iCloud account.

Marcus walked into their apartment on a Thursday evening around seven, tired from another long day at the marketing firm, already thinking about the leftover Thai food in the fridge and maybe catching the game. It was the kind of ordinary evening he'd grown comfortable with - the rhythm of a relationship settled into routine. He loosened his tie as he pushed through the door, calling out his usual, "Babe, I'm home!"

No answer.

The apartment was dark except for the glow from the living room. He assumed Emma was watching TV, probably one of those true crime documentaries she'd gotten obsessed with lately. He kicked off his shoes and headed that direction, already pulling off his tie.

Then he saw her.

Emma sat on the couch with his iPad in her lap, her face illuminated by the screen's cold light. She was still in her work clothes - a white blouse and pencil skirt that hugged her curves in a way that usually made him want to bend her over the nearest surface. But tonight, something was wrong. Even in the dim light, Marcus could see she'd been crying - her eyes were red and swollen, mascara tracked down her cheeks in ugly black streaks. Her hair, usually perfectly styled, hung loose and disheveled around her shoulders.

His stomach dropped before his brain had fully processed what he was seeing.

"Em?" His voice came out uncertain, already guilty.

She didn't look up from the screen. Her thumb kept scrolling, scrolling, reading. When she spoke, her voice was eerily calm - the kind of calm that preceded explosions. "How long?"

Marcus's mouth went dry. His heart started hammering against his ribs. "What are you—"

"How. Long." Each word was precise, controlled, dropped like stones into still water. She still wouldn't look at him.

His mind raced through possibilities, excuses, lies. Maybe she was talking about something else. Maybe this was about him forgetting to pay the electric bill, or missing their anniversary, or—

But the way she was holding that iPad, the way her hands shook despite her controlled voice, the way her jaw was clenched so tight he could see the muscle jumping - she knew. She fucking knew.

"Emma, listen—" he started, taking a tentative step into the living room.

"EIGHTEEN MONTHS?" She finally looked up, and the raw pain in her eyes made him physically flinch. Her voice cracked on the words, breaking through that careful control. "You've been fucking her for eighteen months? Eighteen fucking months, Marcus!"

The iPad flew across the room. It hit the wall with a crack that echoed through the apartment and clattered to the hardwood floor, the screen spiderwebbed but still glowing. Emma stood, and Marcus instinctively took a step back. He'd never seen her like this - vibrating with rage, her whole body tensed like she might launch herself at him.

"Who sent you those messages?" Her voice rose to a near-scream. "Who the fuck is Vanessa? Is she someone I know? Someone from your work? Do I know her, Marcus? Do I fucking KNOW HER?"

"She's—she's nobody," Marcus stammered, and immediately realized how much worse that made it. "I mean, she's just—"

"Just what? Just someone you've been fucking for over a year while coming home to me?" Emma's laugh was bitter, ugly. "While sleeping in my bed? While telling me you loved me? While I made you dinner and did your laundry and sucked your cock and believed every single fucking lie that came out of your mouth?"

She was shaking now, her whole body trembling with rage and hurt. Marcus noticed she'd changed out of her usual post-work clothes - instead of yoga pants or sweats, she wore one of his old college t-shirts, the grey one that hung to mid-thigh on her. It was something she always did when she wanted to feel close to him, when she missed him during late work nights. The realization made shame burn through Marcus's chest like acid.

"I do love you," he said desperately, hating how weak his voice sounded. "Em, I swear, it didn't mean—"

"Don't." Her hand came up, palm out. "Don't you fucking dare tell me it didn't mean anything. You don't fuck someone for eighteen months if it doesn't mean anything. You don't text her that you can't stop thinking about her pussy. You don't tell her she takes your cock better than anyone else. That's what you said, right?"

Emma's voice took on a mocking tone, clearly quoting. "'God, V, you take my cock so fucking good. Better than anyone. Love how tight your cunt grips me.' That's what you said. I read it. I read all of it, Marcus."

She picked up her phone from the couch and started reading, her voice flat and dead. "November fifteenth. 'Can't wait to bend you over your desk again. Still thinking about how you begged for it.' December third. 'My girlfriend's visiting her parents this weekend. Come over. I want to fuck you in our bed.' OUR bed, Marcus. You fucked her in OUR BED?"

Marcus felt like he might vomit. "Em, please—"

"January twenty-second," she continued relentlessly. "'You're so much hotter than her. Love your body. Love your tits. Love how you scream my name.' February ninth. 'She wants to try for a baby soon. Makes me want to pump you full of cum instead.'"

Emma's voice finally broke on the last words. "We talked about having a baby, Marcus. We had a whole conversation about starting to try. And you were texting your side piece about wanting to cum inside her instead? What the actual fuck is wrong with you?"

"I didn't mean—" Marcus started, but Emma cut him off.

"Here's my favorite, though." Her voice dropped back to that dangerous calm. "March seventh. Just a few weeks ago. 'Emma's putting on weight. Getting soft. You're still so tight and fit. Makes me hard just thinking about you.' I read that three hours ago, Marcus. While I was trying on jeans that don't fit anymore because I've been stress-eating since my dad got diagnosed. You know, the thing I've been crying to you about? The thing you've been 'comforting' me through while apparently telling your fuck buddy that I'm getting fat?"

The shame was suffocating now. Marcus remembered that text. Remembered the casual cruelty of it, how it had felt like nothing at the time - just something hot to say to get Vanessa worked up. He'd never thought about Emma reading it. Never imagined her seeing herself through that lens.

"I'm sorry," he choked out. "God, Em, I'm so fucking sorry. It was stupid. It was just—"

"Stop talking." Emma's voice was a whip-crack. She walked to the window, arms wrapped around herself, staring out at the city lights. The t-shirt rode up slightly as she moved, showing the curve of her ass, and Marcus hated himself for noticing. For still finding her beautiful even while she was breaking apart in front of him.

"I've been sitting here for three hours," she said quietly. "Three hours of reading those messages. Do you know what that's like? Finding out the person you love, the person you trusted completely, has been lying to you for a year and a half? Every time you worked late. Every 'guys' night.' Every business trip. I believed you, Marcus. I trusted you completely."

She turned back to face him, and her eyes were dry now. The tears were gone, replaced by something harder. Something that made Marcus's stomach clench with a feeling that wasn't entirely fear.

"I read about how you fucked her against the window of her apartment," Emma continued, her voice taking on an almost clinical tone. "How you made her suck your cock in your car after the company Christmas party - the party I couldn't attend because I was sick with the flu. How you ate her pussy in the bathroom at Jake's wedding while I was dancing with your mother. Every detail, Marcus. Every single filthy detail."

Marcus's face burned. Hearing his sex life with Vanessa recounted in Emma's voice was surreal and horrifying. But underneath the horror was something else - something he didn't want to examine. The way Emma was talking, the explicit words coming from her mouth, the way she was staring at him with those hard, calculating eyes...

"I know you prefer her on top," Emma continued. "I know you like it when she calls you daddy. I know you came so hard when she let you fuck her ass that you told her it was the best orgasm of your life. The best, Marcus. Better than anything with me, apparently."

"That's not—" Marcus tried to interrupt, but Emma kept going.

"I know all your dirty fantasies now. All the things you told her you wanted to do. The things you never asked me for because you thought I'd be too vanilla, too boring, too much of a good girl." She laughed bitterly. "You know what's funny? Half the shit you told her you wanted - I would have done it. If you'd just asked me. If you'd just fucking talked to me instead of going to some other woman."

Emma moved closer, close enough that Marcus could smell her perfume - the one he'd bought her for Christmas, Chanel No. 5, expensive and sophisticated. Close enough to see the anger burning in her eyes like coals.

"But you didn't ask me, did you? You just decided I wasn't enough. Decided you needed someone else's pussy to get off properly." Her voice dropped lower, more intimate. "Tell me, Marcus. When you came home after fucking her and climbed into bed with me - did you think about her? When you fucked me, were you imagining it was Vanessa's cunt instead of mine?"

The question hung in the air like smoke. Marcus's throat was tight. He wanted to lie, to tell her no, of course not. But Emma's eyes were boring into him, demanding truth.

"Sometimes," he whispered.

Her expression didn't change. "Sometimes," she repeated. "Sometimes when your cock was inside me, you were thinking about her. That's good to know. That's really good to know, Marcus."

She turned away again, and Marcus desperately searched for something to say, some way to make this right. But what could he possibly say? There were no words adequate for the betrayal, no apology big enough to cover what he'd done.

"I loved you," Emma said quietly, still not looking at him. "I still love you, as much as I fucking hate myself for it. You were supposed to be it for me. The one. We were talking about marriage, about babies, about buying a house. And the whole time, you were balls-deep in someone else."

"Em, please—" Marcus took a step toward her, reaching out.

"Don't touch me." Her voice was sharp enough to stop him mid-motion. "Don't you dare fucking touch me right now."

She was silent for a long moment, and Marcus could see her shoulders rising and falling with deep breaths, like she was trying to calm herself. When she finally spoke again, her voice was different. Controlled. Almost businesslike.

"I've been thinking about this for three hours," she said. "About what I want. About what would be fair. About whether I can even stay with you after this."

Hope bloomed stupidly in Marcus's chest, painful and desperate. "Okay. Yes. Whatever you think is fair. I'll do anything, Em. Anything."

Emma turned back to face him, and there was something new in her expression. Something that made Marcus's pulse quicken in a way that had nothing to do with fear and everything to do with the predatory look in her eyes.

"Here's the thing." Emma's voice was steady now, almost conversational. "You destroyed my trust. You humiliated me. You made me feel like I wasn't enough for you. Like I wasn't good enough in bed, like you needed someone else to satisfy you. You made me feel small and worthless and inadequate."

"That's not—" Marcus started, but Emma held up her hand.

"I'm talking. You're listening. That's how this works now." She waited until he nodded before continuing. "I loved you. I still love you, as much as I fucking hate myself for it. But I can't be with someone who cheated on me. I can't just forgive you and pretend it didn't happen. That's not an option. I can't be that girl who takes you back like nothing happened."

Marcus's heart sank. "So you're breaking up with me."

"I'm giving you a choice." Emma moved even closer, close enough that he could feel the heat radiating off her body. She tilted her head, studying his face with those hard, glittering eyes. "You can leave right now. Pack your shit and get out. We're done. I tell everyone exactly why - show them the messages, let them know what a piece of shit you are. Or..."

She let the word hang in the air between them, heavy with implication.

"Or?" Marcus prompted desperately, his voice hoarse.

"Or you agree to my terms." Emma's hand came up, one finger tracing along his jawline in a gesture that was almost tender except for the coldness in her eyes. "You wanted to fuck someone else? Fine. You got to have your fun. Now it's my turn. Now I get to fuck whoever I want. Whenever I want. However I want."

Marcus blinked, confused. His brain was struggling to process the shift in her tone, the way her finger was still tracing patterns on his jaw. "You mean... an open relationship?"

"No." Emma's smile was sharp enough to cut, and her hand dropped away. "I mean I get to fuck other men. You don't. You get to stay faithful to me like you should have been doing all along. You get to sit at home and know that I'm out there getting railed by someone else. Someone better than you. Someone who actually deserves my pussy."

The crude language from her mouth was shocking. Emma didn't talk like that - at least, she never had before. She was always careful with her words, a little prim, a little reserved. Hearing her say "railed" and "pussy" sent a confusing jolt through Marcus's system.

"And," Emma continued, her voice dropping lower, more intimate and more cruel at the same time, "you get to watch."

The words didn't make sense at first. Marcus's brain stuttered over them, trying to fit them into some framework that made sense. "Watch?"

"Watch me fuck them." Emma's eyes locked onto his, and there was a heat in them now, a dangerous energy that made his stomach flip. "You get to see me the way Vanessa saw you. You get to watch another man's cock slide into my pussy. You get to hear me moan for someone else. You get to sit there and feel exactly what I felt when I read those fucking messages. When I pictured you inside her. When I imagined how good you must have made her feel while I was at home being your boring, vanilla girlfriend."

"Em, that's—" Marcus didn't even know what to say. The suggestion was so shocking, so completely outside anything he'd ever imagined, that his mind went blank. But underneath the shock was something else. Something that made his cock twitch traitorously in his pants.

"Crazy?" Emma supplied, still watching him with that intense gaze. "Cruel? Fucked up? Yeah. It is. But you know what's more fucked up? Cheating on someone for eighteen months. This is the deal, Marcus. You agree to this, or we're done. Those are your only two options."

"You can't be serious." Marcus stared at her, searching for some sign that this was just her grief talking, that she didn't really mean it. But Emma's face was set, determined, and there was something almost hungry in her expression.

"I've never been more serious." Her hand came up again, this time pressing flat against his chest. He could feel his own heart hammering under her palm. "You want to fix this? You want to prove you're sorry? You want me to even consider forgiving you someday? This is how. You're going to sit there and watch me get fucked by better men. Men who actually appreciate me. Men who know how to make a woman come. Men who make me so wet I can't think straight."

Her hand slid down his chest, slow and deliberate, until it pressed against his crotch. Marcus's breath caught. He was half-hard, had been since she started talking in that crude, explicit way, and now she could feel it.

Emma's eyes widened slightly, then narrowed. Her hand pressed harder against his growing erection. "Oh my god. You're getting hard. I'm telling you I'm going to fuck other men, and you're getting fucking hard."

Shame flooded through Marcus, hot and suffocating. "I'm not—it's not—"

"Don't lie to me." Emma's voice was dangerous. "I can feel your cock. You're hard. Does it turn you on, Marcus? Thinking about me with someone else? Is that one of those dirty fantasies you told Vanessa about but never told me?"

"No!" Marcus protested, but his voice was weak. His cock was fully hard now, straining against his pants, and Emma's hand was still there, feeling every inch of his shameful arousal.

"Liar." Emma's free hand grabbed his chin, forcing him to meet her eyes. "You're hard as a rock. You like this idea. You like the thought of me being a slut for someone else."

"I don't—" Marcus tried again, but Emma squeezed his cock through his pants, making him gasp.

"Here's what's going to happen," she said, her voice low and controlled. "You're going to stand here and listen to exactly what I'm going to do to you. What I'm going to do to other men. And you're going to get even harder, because apparently this is what gets you off. Apparently you're a fucking cuckold and you didn't even know it."

The word hit Marcus like a slap. Cuckold. He'd heard it before, in porn, in jokes, but never applied to himself. Never imagined it could be real.

"I'm going to go out tomorrow night," Emma continued, her hand still holding his cock through his pants. "I'm going to put on the tightest dress I own. The red one that shows off my tits. The one you love. And I'm going to go to a bar and find a man who actually wants me. Who looks at me like I'm the hottest thing he's ever seen."

Marcus's breathing was getting heavier. He wanted to tell her to stop, to say this was too much, but the words wouldn't come. And his cock was throbbing in her grip.

"I'm going to let him buy me drinks," Emma went on, her voice almost hypnotic. "Let him flirt with me. Let him touch my leg under the table. And when he asks to come home with me, I'm going to say yes. I'm going to bring him back here, to our apartment, and I'm going to fuck him."

"Emma—" Marcus managed to choke out.

"I'm going to suck his cock," she continued relentlessly. "Right there on our couch. I'm going to get on my knees and take his dick in my mouth and show him what a good little cocksucker I can be. All the skills I learned on you, I'm going to use on him. And you're going to watch."

Her hand tightened on his erection. "You're going to sit in that chair over there and watch me worship another man's cock. Watch me gag on it. Watch me lick his balls. Watch me beg him to fuck my throat. And you know what? You're not going to be able to look away. Because this is what you wanted, right? You wanted to watch someone get fucked. You just thought you'd be the one doing the fucking."

Marcus was trembling now. This couldn't be happening. This couldn't be real. But Emma's hand was real, and his hard cock was real, and the vivid images she was painting were searing themselves into his brain.

"And then," Emma's voice dropped even lower, more intimate, "I'm going to take him to my bedroom - not our bedroom anymore, mine - and I'm going to let him fuck me. I'm going to spread my legs for him and let him slide his cock into the pussy you thought belonged to you. And you're going to watch every second of it."

"Please—" Marcus wasn't even sure what he was begging for anymore.

"You're going to watch him make me come. Watch me moan and scream and beg for more. You're going to see what I look like when I'm really getting fucked properly. When I'm with someone who actually makes me feel good. Someone who doesn't need to fantasize about other women while he's inside me."

Emma's other hand slid down to join the first, working at his belt. "And you know what else you're going to do?"

Marcus couldn't speak. Could barely breathe.

"You're going to stay hard the whole time." Emma got his belt undone, started on his button and zipper. "You're going to sit there with your cock straining in your pants, watching another man do what you couldn't. Watching me be a slut for someone else. And you're going to love it."

She pulled his zipper down, slid her hand inside his boxers, skin on skin now. Marcus made a strangled sound as her fingers wrapped around his shaft.

"Jesus, you're fucking leaking," Emma said, sounding almost disgusted. "You're dripping precum just from me talking about it. You really are a cuck, aren't you? This really does get you off."

"I'm sorry," Marcus gasped out, though he wasn't even sure what he was apologizing for anymore. For cheating? For being aroused? For existing?

"You should be sorry." Emma started stroking him slowly, her hand moving up and down his length with deliberate precision. "You should be fucking ashamed. But you're not, are you? Or maybe you are, and that's what makes it hot. Maybe you like being ashamed. Like being humiliated."

Her hand moved faster. "Is that it, Marcus? Did you cheat because you wanted this? Wanted me to punish you? Wanted an excuse for me to treat you like the pathetic little cuck you are?"

"No, I—" Marcus tried to protest, but Emma's hand tightened.

"Shut up. I don't want to hear your excuses. I want you to stand here and feel what I'm going to do to you. Feel what it's like to be owned. To be controlled. To have no say in what happens to your girlfriend's pussy."

She was jerking him off now, fast and hard, and Marcus could feel the orgasm building despite everything. Despite the shame and horror and confusion. His hips started moving, fucking into her fist.

"That's it," Emma said, her voice cold. "Get close. Think about tomorrow night. Think about me getting ready for another man. Think about me kissing him. Sucking him. Letting him fuck me raw."

"Em—" Marcus was right on the edge, his whole body tensing.

"Think about me coming on his cock while you watch. Think about how wet I'll be for him. How tight. How much I'll love it. How I'll thank him for giving me what you never could."

Marcus came with a strangled groan, his cock pulsing in Emma's hand, cum spurting across her fingers and onto his own shirt. The orgasm ripped through him with an intensity that felt almost painful, shame and arousal tangled together into something he couldn't separate.

Emma kept stroking him through it, milking every last drop, her expression cold and satisfied. When he finally stopped shaking, she pulled her hand away and held it up between them, showing him his own cum dripping down her fingers.

"Look at that," she said softly. "Look how much you came just from me telling you about fucking other men. You're pathetic, Marcus. But you're my pathetic cuck now."

She wiped her hand on his shirt, smearing his own cum across the fabric, marking him. Then she stepped back, her eyes still locked on his.

"And if I say no?" Marcus asked, his voice barely above a whisper. "What if I can't do this?"

"Then pack your shit and get out." Emma's voice was ice. "I'll tell everyone exactly why we broke up. Your mom, my parents, all our friends, everyone at your office. Everyone gets to know what a cheating piece of shit you are. Everyone gets to see those messages. I'll forward them to your boss, your coworkers, everyone. Let them see what you really think about your 'boring vanilla girlfriend.'"

She crossed her arms, and despite the t-shirt and the disheveled hair and the tear-stained face, she looked powerful. In control. "At least this way, you get to keep me. Isn't that what you wanted? To keep me while still getting your dick wet? Well, now I get to keep you while getting my pussy wet. Seems fair to me."

"That's not fair—" Marcus protested weakly, his cock still hanging out of his pants, still half-hard and covered in his own cum.

"FAIR?" Emma's composure cracked again, her voice rising. "You want to talk about fair? Was it fair when you told Vanessa her cunt was tighter than mine? Was it fair when you fucked her on my birthday while I was waiting at the restaurant you picked? You didn't show up for an hour, Marcus. AN HOUR. And I sat there like an idiot, making excuses for you to the waiter, texting you to make sure you were okay, worried something had happened to you. But you were fine, weren't you? You were just too busy with your cock inside another woman to remember it was my fucking birthday. Was that fair?"

Shame washed over Marcus so intensely he could barely stand. He'd forgotten about that. Had convinced himself it wasn't that bad, that he'd made it to dinner eventually, that it was fine. But hearing Emma describe it - picturing her sitting alone at the restaurant, worried about him while he was fucking Vanessa - made him want to crawl into a hole and die.

"You're right," he said quietly. "You're right. I'm sorry. None of it was fair."

"Sorry doesn't unfuck her." Emma's voice dropped back to that dangerous calm. "But maybe watching me get fucked will make us even. Maybe after you've seen what it feels like to be on the other side, after you've sat there and watched another man's cock disappear into my pussy, after you've heard me scream someone else's name - maybe then we can figure out if there's anything left worth saving."

She moved closer again, close enough that he could see the flecks of gold in her brown eyes, close enough to smell the perfume that he'd always associated with safety and home and love.

"But here's the thing, Marcus." Her voice was soft now, almost gentle, which somehow made it more terrifying. "Once you agree to this, there's no backing out. The first time you complain, the first time you can't handle it, the first time you try to stop me or make me feel guilty - we're done. You don't get to play martyr. You don't get to act like you're doing me some noble favor by 'letting' me fuck other men. You agree to this because you want to stay with me. Because you accept that this is what you deserve. Because deep down, in that twisted little brain of yours, it turns you on. Understand?"

Marcus's mind was reeling. This couldn't be real. Emma - sweet, kind Emma who blushed when he talked dirty, who'd never even suggested trying anal, who always made him be gentle with her - was demanding to fuck other men while he watched? Was talking about other men's cocks and her pussy like it was the most natural thing in the world?

But the alternative was losing her completely. And beneath the shock and horror and shame, that small, traitorous part of him that had gotten hard from her words was whispering: You deserve this. You want this.

"I need time to think," he said finally, his voice hoarse.

"You have five minutes." Emma crossed her arms, her expression implacable. "I'm not negotiating, Marcus. This isn't a discussion. Yes or no. Stay and watch, or pack and leave."

"Em, please—"

"Four minutes and thirty seconds."

Marcus ran his hands through his hair, his thoughts a chaotic mess. This was insane. It was cruel. It was—

It was exactly what he deserved.

He'd destroyed her. He'd lied to her face for eighteen months, had written those cruel things about her weight, had forgotten her birthday because he was too busy fucking someone else. He'd made her feel worthless and inadequate while she loved him faithfully, while she trusted him completely.

And now she was offering him a chance to stay. A fucked up, twisted chance that involved watching her get railed by other men. But a chance nonetheless.

"If I agree..." His voice came out barely above a whisper. "If I agree, we stay together? This isn't just you getting revenge before you leave anyway?"

Emma studied him for a long moment. "If you agree and actually follow through, if you prove to me that you can handle this, that you actually respect what I need, that you can sit there and take it without complaining or making it about you - then maybe. Maybe we can rebuild something. But it won't be what we had before. It can't be. That relationship is dead. You killed it when you stuck your cock in Vanessa. This would be something new. Something where I have the power. Where I get to decide what happens to my body, and you get to watch and accept it."

She moved closer, her hand coming up to cup his face almost tenderly. "And honestly, Marcus? I think you'll love it. I think you'll sit there and stroke your pathetic cock while watching real men fuck me. I think you'll come harder than you ever have in your life. I think you'll beg me for more."

Her thumb traced over his lips. "So you have to decide. Do you want to be my cuckold? Do you want to sign up for a life of watching other men use my pussy? Of knowing that I'm out there getting satisfied by bigger, better cocks while you sit at home? Because that's the deal. Take it or leave it."

Marcus thought about losing her. About packing up his stuff and moving back in with his parents at thirty-two, explaining to everyone what had happened. About Emma showing those messages to their friends, to his coworkers, to his mother. The humiliation would be unbearable.

But more than that, he thought about actually losing her. About never seeing her smile again, never hearing her laugh, never waking up next to her. About her moving on with someone else - someone who deserved her - while he was alone with his guilt and his shame.

He thought about her with another man. The image sent a sick twist through his gut - jealousy and shame and that traitorous arousal all tangled together. Her on her knees. Her legs spread. Her face twisted in pleasure. And him watching it all.

"Okay," he heard himself say. "Okay. I'll do it."

Emma's eyebrows rose slightly, as if she hadn't actually expected him to agree. "You're sure? Because once you agree, there's no backing out. The first time you complain, the first time you can't handle it, we're done. You don't get to play martyr. You agree to this willingly, or not at all."

"I agree." Marcus's voice was steadier now, committed. Some part of him was screaming that this was insane, that he should just walk away, but he couldn't. Wouldn't. "I agree to your terms. You can... you can fuck whoever you want. However you want. I'll watch. I won't complain."

For a long moment, Emma just stared at him, her expression unreadable. Then something shifted in her face - a hardness settling in, a decision made.

"Fine." She stepped back, releasing him. "Tuck yourself back in. You look pathetic with your dick hanging out."

Marcus fumbled with his pants, trying to clean himself up while Emma watched with cold amusement.

"Get your stuff out of our bedroom," she continued. "You're sleeping in the guest room from now on. My bed is for me and whoever I decide to bring home. You don't get to sleep next to me anymore. You don't get to touch me anymore. Not unless I decide you've earned it."

The casual cruelty of it made Marcus flinch, but he nodded. "Okay."

"And Marcus?" Emma's voice stopped him as he turned toward the bedroom, finally zipped and buckled back into his pants. "This starts tomorrow. I'm going out tomorrow night. I'm going to find someone to fuck. And when I bring him back here, you're going to sit in that chair in the corner and watch him give me everything you couldn't. Everything you didn't appreciate. Understand?"

Marcus's mouth was dry. Tomorrow. This was really happening tomorrow. "I understand."

"Good." Emma turned away from him, dismissing him. She picked up her phone from the couch and started scrolling through it, already looking for something. "Oh, and Marcus? I'm going to need you to help me get ready. Pick out my outfit. Tell me which dress makes my tits look best. Help me choose which panties to wear - or whether to wear any at all. You're going to help me prepare to fuck another man. That's part of the deal too."

She glanced back at him, and there was a cruel smile on her face. "After all, you had eighteen months of me helping you look good without knowing you were fucking someone else. Seems only fair you return the favor now that we're being honest about it."

Marcus couldn't speak. Could only nod mutely.

"Now get out of my sight," Emma said, her voice cold and final. "I can't look at you right now. I need to start planning tomorrow."

Marcus walked to the bedroom on numb legs, his mind spinning. This was really happening. Emma was going to fuck someone else. Tomorrow. And he was going to watch.

As he started gathering his clothes from the dresser, piling them into his arms to move to the guest room, he caught his reflection in the mirror. He barely recognized himself. But then again, he barely recognized Emma either - the woman who'd just delivered that ultimatum, who'd jerked him off while describing how she'd fuck other men, who'd called him a cuck and pathetic and made him come harder than he had in months - that wasn't the woman he'd been dating for five years.

That was someone new. Someone he'd created by destroying the soft, trusting woman she used to be.

You did this, he thought, staring at his own guilty, aroused, terrified face. You fucking did this to her. And now you get to live with it.

He loaded his arms with shirts and pants and underwear, the mundane act of moving clothes feeling surreal given what had just happened. From the living room, he could hear Emma on her phone, her voice low and focused. She was texting someone. Multiple someones, from the sound of it - the rapid tap-tap-tap of her typing.

Already looking for men. Already planning her revenge. Already moving forward while he stood here in shock.

Marcus carried his clothes to the guest room and dumped them on the bed. The room smelled musty - they rarely used it, only when Emma's parents visited. Now it was his room. His cage. The place where he'd sleep alone while Emma fucked other men in the bed they used to share.

He sat down on the edge of the guest bed, his head in his hands. Tomorrow night. Less than twenty-four hours from now, Emma would bring someone home. Some stranger. And Marcus would watch that stranger touch her, kiss her, fuck her.

His cock twitched at the thought, and shame flooded through him again. He was hard again, or still hard, he couldn't even tell anymore. Emma was right - he was pathetic. He was a cuckold. And some twisted part of him wanted it.

From the living room, he heard Emma laugh - a real laugh, light and genuine. Then her voice: "Tomorrow night works perfect. Can't wait to see you."

Marcus closed his eyes. Tomorrow night. It was really happening.

And despite everything - the guilt, the shame, the horror of what he'd done and what was coming - his cock was rock hard in his pants, already anticipating it.


Chapter Two: Preparation

Marcus didn't sleep.

He lay in the guest room bed—his bed now, he had to remind himself—staring at the ceiling until the grey light of dawn started filtering through the blinds. His mind wouldn't stop replaying yesterday. Emma's face when she'd confronted him. The messages. The ultimatum. The feel of her hand on his cock while she described what she was going to do.

The way he'd come so hard he'd seen stars.

Every time he closed his eyes, he saw it: Emma on her knees for another man. Emma's legs spread. Emma's face twisted in pleasure for someone who wasn't him. And every time, his cock would harden again, and the shame would wash over him in waves.

He'd jerked off three more times during the night. Once thinking about Emma getting ready for her date. Once imagining her kissing another man. Once picturing her coming home, her pussy full of someone else's cum.

Each orgasm left him more disgusted with himself than the last. But he couldn't stop.

Around six AM, he heard movement from the master bedroom. Emma was awake. Marcus's heart started hammering immediately, anxiety and anticipation flooding his system. Today was the day. Tonight was the night.

He waited, not sure if he should go out there or stay hidden in the guest room. The decision was made for him when Emma's voice called out, sharp and commanding.

"Marcus. Kitchen. Now."

He scrambled out of bed, still in the same clothes from yesterday—wrinkled dress shirt and pants, smelling of sweat and his own cum. He hadn't even bothered to change before collapsing into the guest bed. He caught a glimpse of himself in the hallway mirror and winced. He looked like shit: eyes red and puffy, hair a mess, stubble dark on his jaw.

Emma, by contrast, looked perfectly put together despite also not sleeping. She'd showered—he could smell her body wash, something expensive and floral—and changed into yoga pants and a tight tank top that showed off her curves. Her hair was pulled back in a ponytail, her face makeup-free but glowing. She looked beautiful. She looked powerful.

She looked at him with barely concealed disgust.

"Coffee's on," she said, gesturing to the pot. "Pour me a cup. Two sugars, splash of cream. You remember how I like it, right? Or were you too busy remembering how Vanessa takes her coffee?"

The barb hit its mark. Marcus's hands shook slightly as he poured her coffee, adding the sugar and cream exactly how she liked it. He'd made her coffee a thousand times over five years. This shouldn't feel different. But it did.

He handed her the mug, and she took it without thanking him, sipping it while studying him over the rim.

"You look like shit," she observed. "Didn't sleep?"

"No," Marcus admitted.

"Good." Emma's smile was cold. "You should be thinking about what's coming. You should be obsessing over it. Because tonight is going to change everything, Marcus. Tonight, you're going to watch me become someone else's. And there's no going back from that."

Marcus's cock twitched in his pants. Even now, even exhausted and ashamed, his body betrayed him.

Emma noticed. Of course she noticed. Her eyes dropped to his crotch, and her smile widened.

"Already hard? It's six in the morning and you're already thinking about it." She set down her coffee cup and moved closer, reaching out to cup him through his pants. "God, you really are a pathetic little cuck, aren't you?"

"Emma—" Marcus started, but she squeezed, making him gasp.

"I've been thinking about tonight all night," she said, her voice low and intimate. "Couldn't sleep either. But not because I was guilty or ashamed. Because I was excited. I was planning exactly what I'm going to do. Who I'm going to choose. How I'm going to break you."

Her hand moved, stroking him through the fabric. Marcus's hips moved involuntarily, pushing into her touch.

"I signed up for three dating apps last night," Emma continued. "Tinder, Bumble, Hinge. Posted pictures—the good ones, the ones where my tits look amazing and my ass looks perfect. And you know what happened?"

Marcus shook his head mutely.

"I got two hundred matches in the first hour." Emma's eyes glittered with satisfaction. "Two hundred men who want to fuck me. Two hundred messages telling me how hot I am, how beautiful, how they'd love to take me out. It's been less than twelve hours and I already have more options than I know what to do with."

She pulled her phone out with her free hand, still stroking Marcus with the other. She held it up so he could see the screen—a parade of profile pictures, guys of all types, all sending her messages.

"This one's a personal trainer," she said, scrolling. "Twenty-eight, six-foot-two, absolutely ripped. Says he wants to 'show me what a real workout feels like.' This one's a lawyer, thirty-five, owns his own firm. This one's a bartender who says he gets off work at two AM and would love some company."

Each profile made Marcus's stomach clench tighter. These were real men. Real people who wanted to fuck his girlfriend. And she was considering them, evaluating them like she was shopping.

"I'm meeting one of them tonight," Emma said, closing the app and pocketing her phone. "Haven't decided which one yet. I'm going to spend the day narrowing it down. Finding the perfect first guy to cuck you with."

Her hand tightened on his cock. "But first, you're going to help me get ready. We're going shopping. I need a new dress—something slutty, something that makes it very clear I'm looking to get fucked. And you're going to come with me and help me pick it out."

"Em, I have work—" Marcus started.

"Call in sick." Emma's voice left no room for argument. "You're spending the day with me. This is more important than work. Or are you saying you don't want to help me prepare to fuck another man?"

The crude language from her mouth still shocked him. But his cock throbbed in her grip, and they both knew what that meant.

"I'll call in sick," Marcus said quietly.

"Good boy." Emma released him and stepped back. "Go shower. You smell like guilt and cum. Meet me back here in twenty minutes. And Marcus?"

He paused at the doorway.

"Wear something nice. I want you to look good while we shop for my date night outfit. After all, you're going to be the one watching me wear it. The one watching me take it off for someone else." Her smile was vicious. "Might as well have good memories of buying it together."



The mall was crowded for a Friday morning—lots of other people playing hooky from work, couples shopping together, teenagers cutting school. Marcus felt like everyone could see what they were doing, like his shame was written across his forehead in neon letters: CUCKOLD IN TRAINING.

Emma had her arm linked through his as they walked, playing the part of the happy couple. But her grip was tight, possessive, and every few minutes she'd lean in close and whisper something cruel in his ear.

"That guy's checking me out. Think I should fuck him instead?"

"Wonder if the dressing room attendant would let me blow someone in there. You could keep watch."

"I'm not wearing panties right now. Been thinking about tonight and I'm already so wet. Want to feel?"

Each whisper made Marcus's cock harden in his jeans. He was in a constant state of semi-arousal, unable to focus on anything but Emma's words and the reality of what was coming tonight.

They stopped at a high-end boutique, the kind of place Emma usually avoided because of the prices. But today she walked in like she owned it, immediately flagging down a sales associate.

"I need a dress for tonight," Emma said, her voice bright and friendly. "Something sexy. I have a very important date."

The sales associate—a woman in her thirties with perfect makeup and a sleek black dress—smiled knowingly. "Special occasion?"

"Very special." Emma glanced at Marcus, and he saw the cruelty in her eyes even as she smiled. "My boyfriend here wants to make sure I look absolutely perfect. Don't you, baby?"

The sales associate's smile wavered slightly, confused by the dynamic, but she recovered quickly. "Of course. What kind of style are you thinking?"

"Short," Emma said immediately. "Tight. Something that shows off my tits and my ass. Something that makes it very clear I'm looking to get fucked."

The sales associate's eyebrows rose, but she maintained her professionalism. "We have some great options in cocktail dresses. Follow me."

As they walked through the store, Emma kept up a running commentary, loud enough for Marcus to hear but quiet enough that the other shoppers couldn't.

"I'm thinking red," she mused. "Red is slutty, right? Makes it clear I'm not looking for romance. I'm looking for cock."

Marcus's face burned. He followed behind her like a lost puppy as the sales associate pulled dresses off racks—bodycon dresses that would cling to every curve, dresses with plunging necklines and slits up the thigh, dresses that left nothing to the imagination.

"Oh, this one," Emma breathed, holding up a scarlet dress that was barely more than a scrap of fabric. "This is perfect. Don't you think so, Marcus? Don't you think this will look amazing when another man peels it off me?"

The sales associate cleared her throat delicately. "Would you like to try it on?"

"Absolutely." Emma grabbed three more dresses off the rack—a black one with a cutout over the stomach, a emerald green one with a neckline that plunged to the navel, and a silver one covered in sequins. "Come on, Marcus. You're helping me."

She pulled him toward the dressing rooms. The sales associate started to protest—"Sir, you can't—"—but Emma cut her off.

"He's my boyfriend. He's helping me get ready for a date. With someone else. He needs to see what I'm going to wear when I go out to find a real man."

The sales associate's mouth opened and closed like a fish, clearly not sure how to respond to that. Emma just smiled sweetly and pulled Marcus into the largest dressing room, closing and locking the door behind them.

The dressing room was spacious, with mirrors on three walls and a velvet bench along one side. Emma immediately started stripping, pulling her tank top over her head to reveal a black lace bra that made her tits look incredible.

"Sit," she commanded, pointing to the bench.

Marcus sat, his mouth dry, his cock already hard again. He'd seen Emma undress a thousand times. But this felt different. Forbidden. Like he was stealing glimpses of something that no longer belonged to him.

Emma shimmied out of her yoga pants, revealing a matching black lace thong. She caught his eyes in the mirror and smirked.

"Like what you see? Too bad you don't get to touch anymore. This body is for other men now."

She picked up the red dress first, stepping into it and pulling it up over her hips. It was so tight she had to wiggle into it, and Marcus watched the way the fabric clung to her curves, her ass, her thighs. When she finally got it zipped, she turned to face the mirror.

The dress was obscene. It barely covered her ass, the hem stopping high on her thighs. The neckline plunged between her breasts, showing off her cleavage and the lace of her bra. The fabric was so tight it was practically painted on, leaving nothing to the imagination.

"What do you think?" Emma asked, posing in the mirror. "Think this will get me fucked?"

Marcus couldn't speak. His cock was straining against his jeans, and his mouth had gone completely dry.

"I'll take that as a yes." Emma turned, checking herself out from different angles. "This is the one. I can already imagine some guy's hands pushing this up over my hips. His cock sliding into me while I'm still wearing it."

She reached behind herself, struggling with the zipper. "Help me out of this. I want to try the others on too. Need to make sure this is really the best one."

Marcus stood on shaky legs and moved behind her. His hands trembled as he found the zipper, slowly pulling it down. The dress loosened, and Emma stepped out of it, now standing in just her bra and thong.

"The green one next," she said, handing it to him.

This became a pattern. Emma trying on each dress, modeling it for him, describing in explicit detail how easy it would be for another man to remove it. Marcus helping her in and out of each one, his hands shaking every time he touched her skin, his cock aching in his jeans.

"This one's too complicated," Emma said, gesturing to the black dress with its intricate straps. "I don't want to waste time with complicated. I want something he can rip off me."

"The silver one shows too much," she mused. "I want to be slutty, but I also want to make him work a little for it."

Finally, she stood in the red dress again, nodding with satisfaction. "This is it. This is the one I'm wearing tonight when I go out to find someone to cuck you with."

She turned to Marcus, who was still sitting on the bench, trying desperately to hide his erection. "You agree, right? This is the dress?"

"Yes," Marcus croaked.

"Yes what?"

"Yes, that's the dress you should wear when you go out to fuck someone else."

Emma's smile was triumphant. "Good. Now help me out of it. Carefully. I don't want it wrinkled before tonight."

Marcus stood and slowly unzipped the dress again, peeling it off her body with trembling hands. Emma stood there in her underwear, letting him look his fill, knowing he couldn't touch.

"You know what's funny?" she said conversationally as she pulled her yoga pants back on. "I always thought you liked me best in comfortable clothes. Sweats and t-shirts. No makeup. Natural. Turns out you just liked how it made me feel safe while you went and fucked someone who dressed up for you."

"That's not—" Marcus started.

"Don't." Emma cut him off. "I don't want to hear excuses. I want you to help me check out and then we're going to get shoes. And jewelry. And new lingerie—the kind you never got to see me in, but some stranger will tonight."



Three hours later, they left the mall with bags full of purchases. Marcus's credit card had taken a beating—the dress alone was four hundred dollars, plus shoes, plus a necklace that made Emma's tits look even better, plus a matching set of black lace lingerie that was so sheer it was practically see-through.

"Lunch," Emma declared, pointing to a restaurant across the parking lot. "I need food. Got to keep my energy up for tonight."

They sat at a booth in the back. Emma ordered a salad and water, watching her figure for her date. Marcus couldn't eat anything, his stomach too twisted with anxiety and arousal.

"I've been texting with a few of them," Emma said casually, pulling out her phone. "The guy I'm meeting tonight is named Derek. Twenty-nine, works in finance, six-foot-one. Here, look."

She turned her phone to show Marcus a profile picture. Derek was objectively handsome—strong jaw, bright smile, athletic build. The kind of guy who probably had his pick of women.

"We've been messaging all morning," Emma continued, scrolling through their conversation. "He's very interested. Very eager. Wants to know if I'm into anything specific."

She started reading some of the messages aloud. "'You're gorgeous. Can't believe you're single.' 'I'd love to take you out tonight. Drinks first, then see where things go.' 'Fair warning: I'm very good with my hands.'"

Each message felt like a knife in Marcus's gut. This was real. Derek was real. Tonight was really happening.

"I told him I'm not single," Emma said, watching Marcus's face. "Told him I have a boyfriend but I'm looking for something new. Something exciting."

"What did he say?" Marcus heard himself ask.

Emma's smile was wicked. "He said that makes it even hotter. Said he's always wanted to fuck someone else's girlfriend. Make her forget all about her boring boyfriend."

She kept scrolling. "Oh, here's where it gets good. 'I'm going to make you cum so hard you forget your own name. Going to fuck you so good you'll be ruined for anyone else.'"

Marcus's cock was rock hard under the table. Emma noticed, of course.

"You're hard again," she observed. "You're sitting here, listening to another man talk about fucking your girlfriend, and you're hard. It's almost impressive how pathetic you are."

She reached under the table with her foot, pressing her toes against Marcus's crotch. He gasped, looking around to make sure no one could see, but Emma just smiled.

"Relax. No one knows what we're doing. To everyone else, we look like a normal couple having lunch." Her foot rubbed against him slowly. "But you and I know the truth. You're a cuck. And in a few hours, I'm going to go out and let Derek prove it."

"How do you know you're going to fuck him tonight?" Marcus asked, his voice strained. "What if you just have drinks and that's it?"

Emma laughed. "Oh, Marcus. I'm definitely fucking him tonight. I already told him that. He asked if I wanted to get a hotel room, and I said no. I said I wanted to bring him back to my place. Back to my apartment. He asked if my boyfriend would be there, and I said yes. I told him everything."

Marcus's eyes widened. "You told him about—about me watching?"

"I did." Emma's foot pressed harder. "I told him I have a boyfriend who cheated on me, and now he has to watch me fuck other men as punishment. And you know what Derek said?"

She pulled out her phone again, finding the message. "'That's the hottest thing I've ever heard. I'm going to fuck you so good while he watches. Going to show him what a real man looks like.'"

Marcus felt like he might pass out. His cock was throbbing, his head spinning. "And you're really going to bring him back? Tonight?"

"Tonight," Emma confirmed. "He's picking me up at eight. We're going to a bar downtown, having drinks, getting to know each other. And then I'm bringing him home. To our apartment. And you're going to be waiting there for us. You're going to watch me walk in with another man. Watch me kiss him. Watch him touch me. And then you're going to sit in that chair in the corner while he fucks me in my bed."

Her foot moved faster, and Marcus gripped the edge of the table. "Em, I can't—someone's going to see—"

"Then you better not cum," Emma said sweetly. "Because if you cum in your pants right here in this restaurant, everyone's going to know what a pathetic little pervert you are."

She kept rubbing him, her toes working his length through his jeans, and Marcus bit down on his lip so hard he tasted blood. His orgasm was building, the shame and arousal mixing into something overwhelming.

"Think about tonight," Emma whispered across the table. "Think about me getting ready. Think about Derek picking me up. Think about me kissing him in the bar. Think about his hands on my tits, my ass. Think about me bringing him back here and letting him strip this new dress off me. Think about his cock sliding into my pussy while you watch."

"Em, please—" Marcus was right on the edge, his whole body tensing.

"Think about me cumming on his cock. Screaming his name. Begging him for more. Think about him filling me up with his cum while my pathetic boyfriend sits in the corner with his dick in his hands."

Marcus came with a strangled gasp, his cock pulsing in his jeans, cum soaking into his underwear. Emma felt it happen through her foot and smiled with satisfaction.

"There we go," she said, pulling her foot back. "Good boy. Now sit there in your own cum while I finish my salad. Wouldn't want to rush off. People might wonder why we're leaving so quickly."

Marcus sat there, mortified, his pants wet, his face burning. Emma ate her salad slowly, deliberately, making him sit in his shame for a full twenty minutes before finally calling for the check.

As they walked to the car, Marcus could feel the wet spot in his pants, could feel the fabric sticking to his skin. Emma linked her arm through his again, all smiles.

"We have five hours until Derek picks me up," she said. "Plenty of time for you to help me get ready. I want to take a long bath. Do my hair. Do my makeup. Pick out the perfect jewelry. And you're going to help with all of it."



Back at the apartment, Emma immediately headed to the bathroom, turning on the tub and adding bath salts and oils. The smell of lavender filled the apartment.

"Strip," she told Marcus. "You're disgusting. Get in the shower while I take my bath."

Marcus obeyed, peeling off his cum-stained clothes and getting into the shower. Through the glass door, he could see Emma stripping down, her perfect body on display as she stepped into the tub. She sighed with pleasure as she sank into the hot water.

"I need to relax before tonight," she said, her voice echoing off the tiles. "Need to be nice and loose. Ready for anything."

Marcus showered quickly, trying not to look at Emma in the tub, trying not to think about what was coming. But when he stepped out and reached for a towel, Emma called out.

"Come here."

He walked over to the tub, the towel wrapped around his waist. Emma was reclined in the water, her breasts just visible above the surface, her legs spread slightly.

"I'm horny," she said simply. "Been thinking about tonight all day and I'm so turned on I can barely stand it."

Her hand slipped below the surface of the water, and Marcus could see what she was doing even through the bubbles.

"I'm going to touch myself," Emma said, her eyes locked on his. "I'm going to get myself off thinking about Derek. And you're going to stand there and watch."

Marcus's cock, which had finally softened, immediately started hardening again. Emma smirked.

"Of course you're getting hard again. You're addicted to this now. Addicted to being cucked."

Her hand moved faster under the water. "I'm thinking about what Derek looks like naked. About how big his cock probably is. About how it's going to feel when he first pushes inside me."

She let out a soft moan, her head falling back against the edge of the tub. "God, I'm so wet. Not from the bath. From thinking about him fucking me. About finally getting a real cock inside me after so long with just yours."

"Emma—" Marcus's voice cracked.

"Shut up. I'm talking." Her hand moved in tight circles now. "I'm thinking about how he's going to kiss me. How his hands are going to feel on my tits. How he's going to bend me over and fuck me from behind while you sit there watching like a pathetic little cuck."

Her breathing was getting faster. "He's going to make me cum, Marcus. He's going to make me cum harder than you ever did. He's going to prove that I wasted five years with your mediocre dick."

"That's not fair—" Marcus protested weakly.

"Life's not fair." Emma's eyes snapped open, boring into his. "You cheated on me for eighteen months. You fucked another woman in my bed. You told her she was better than me. So now I get to find out if that's true. Now I get to find someone better than you."

Her hand moved frantically now, the water sloshing. "I'm going to cum thinking about Derek. About his cock. About him using me like the slut I'm going to be for him. And you're going to watch me cum for another man before you've even met him."

Emma's back arched, her free hand gripping the edge of the tub. Her mouth fell open in a silent scream as she came, her whole body shuddering. Marcus watched, his cock achingly hard, as his girlfriend climaxed thinking about someone else.

When she finally came down, her eyes refocused on Marcus with a satisfied smile.

"That was good," she breathed. "But I bet it'll be even better when it's Derek's fingers. Derek's tongue. Derek's cock."

She stood up from the tub, water streaming off her body, and stepped out. Marcus handed her a towel automatically, and she wrapped it around herself.

"Three hours until he picks me up," she said, checking her phone. "Time to start getting ready. Really getting ready. And you're going to help me with every single step."



Emma's "getting ready" process was exquisite torture.

First, she made Marcus help her dry off, patting her body down with the towel while she stood there naked. His hands shook as he dried her breasts, her stomach, between her legs.

"Careful," she said as his hands lingered on her inner thighs. "You don't get to touch my pussy anymore. That's for Derek now."

Then she made him help her with her skincare routine. Moisturizer, serums, all the expensive products she usually saved for special occasions. Marcus rubbed lotion into her skin, his hands sliding over her body while she gave directions.

"Make sure you get everywhere," she said. "I want to be soft for him. Want his hands to just glide over me."

Next came her hair. Emma sat at her vanity while Marcus stood behind her, watching in the mirror as she blow-dried and styled. She talked the entire time, describing what Derek was probably doing right now.

"He's probably getting ready too," she mused. "Showering. Shaving. Wondering what I'll be like in bed. If I'm loud. If I'm tight. If I'll let him do all the filthy things he wants."

She curled her hair into loose waves, the kind that made her look effortlessly sexy. Marcus remembered her doing the same style for their first date, five years ago. The memory made his chest ache.

"Makeup next," Emma declared. "And this is where you really need to pay attention. I need you to tell me if I look slutty enough. If I look like someone who's ready to get fucked."

She started with foundation, then moved to her eyes. Dark, smoky eyeshadow. Black eyeliner. Mascara that made her lashes look impossibly long.

"What do you think?" she asked, batting her eyes at Marcus in the mirror. "Do I look like a good girl or a bad girl?"

"Bad girl," Marcus said quietly.

"Good." Emma smiled. "That's what I'm going for. I want Derek to look at me and know exactly what he's getting."

She added blush to her cheeks, then lipstick—a deep red that matched her dress. When she pressed her lips together and checked the mirror, Marcus felt his cock throb. She looked stunning. Sexy. Dangerous.

"Perfect," Emma said. "Now. Lingerie."

She stood and walked to the bed, where she'd laid out the new lingerie from earlier. The black lace set that was so sheer it barely counted as clothing. She picked up the bra first, holding it up.

"Help me with this."

Marcus's hands shook as he fastened the clasp at her back. The bra pushed her breasts together, creating deep cleavage, and the lace was so sheer he could see her nipples through it.

"And the panties."

Emma stepped into the panties, and Marcus pulled them up her legs. They were high-cut on the hips, with lace that barely covered anything. When she turned to check herself in the mirror, Marcus could see the curve of her ass through the sheer fabric.

"Do you think he'll like these?" Emma asked, posing.

"Yes," Marcus choked out.

"Yeah, I think so too." She ran her hands over her body, cupping her breasts through the lace. "I think he'll rip them off me. Or maybe he'll fuck me while I'm still wearing them. Push them to the side and just slide right in."

She let that image hang in the air for a moment, watching Marcus's face in the mirror. Then she picked up the red dress.

"Help me into this. And be very, very careful. I don't want it wrinkled or damaged. I want it perfect."

Marcus helped her step into the dress, then slowly pulled it up her body. He zipped it carefully, his fingers brushing her spine, and then stepped back to let her see herself.

Emma looked incredible. The dress hugged every curve, showed off her legs, her breasts, everything. With the makeup and the hair and the jewelry—the delicate gold necklace that drew the eye right to her cleavage—she looked like she could have anyone she wanted.

"Wow," she breathed, turning in the mirror. "I look good. Really good. Derek's not going to be able to keep his hands off me."

She slipped on her heels—black stilettos that made her legs look endless—and did one final check in the mirror.

"What time is it?" she asked.

Marcus checked his phone. "Seven forty-five."

"Perfect. He'll be here in fifteen minutes." Emma turned to face Marcus fully. "Here's what's going to happen. Derek is going to text me when he's here. I'm going to go down and meet him at his car. We're going to go to the bar, have drinks, talk, flirt. The whole normal date thing. And you're going to stay here and wait."

"How long—" Marcus started.

"However long it takes." Emma's voice was firm. "Could be an hour. Could be three hours. I don't know. Depends on how things go, how much we drink, how much we talk. But at some point, I'm going to text you. I'm going to tell you we're on our way back. And when I do, you're going to make sure the apartment is ready."

"Ready how?" Marcus asked.

"Lights low. Candles lit if you want to be romantic about it." Emma's smile was sharp. "And you're going to be in that chair in the corner of the bedroom. Fully dressed. Sitting quietly. Not making a sound. When we come in, you're going to be there already, and you're going to stay there. You don't get to leave. You don't get to close your eyes. You watch everything. Understand?"

Marcus nodded, his throat too tight to speak.

"And Marcus?" Emma moved closer, her hand coming up to cup his face almost tenderly. "I'm going to fuck him. I'm going to let him do things to me you've never done. I'm going to scream for him. Beg for him. Thank him for giving me what I need. And you're going to sit there and accept it. Because this is what you deserve. This is your punishment. Your penance. Your new life."

Her thumb stroked his cheek. "But if you do this—if you sit there and take it and don't complain—then maybe, maybe, we can start to rebuild something. Maybe I can start to forgive you. Maybe we can figure out what comes next."

Marcus's eyes were burning. "I'll do it. I'll watch. I won't say anything."

"Good." Emma pulled away as her phone buzzed. She checked it and smiled. "Derek's here. Time for me to go."

She grabbed a small clutch purse from the dresser—just big enough for her phone, ID, and keys—and headed for the door. Marcus followed her to the living room, watching as she checked herself one more time in the hallway mirror.

"How do I look?" she asked.

"Beautiful," Marcus said honestly.

"I know." Emma smiled. "Wish me luck. Or don't. I don't think I'll need it."

She walked to the door, then paused with her hand on the knob. Without turning around, she said, "I'll text you when we're on our way back. Be ready."

And then she was gone.



Marcus stood in the empty apartment, the silence deafening. Emma was gone. She was in Derek's car right now. They were driving to the bar. She was laughing at his jokes, flirting, touching his arm.

He walked to the bedroom in a daze and sat on the edge of the bed—Emma's bed, not his, not anymore. He could smell her perfume in the air, could see her makeup scattered across the vanity.

His phone buzzed. A text from Emma.

Emma: At the bar. He's even hotter in person. Ordered me a dirty martini. Told me I look gorgeous.

Marcus stared at the message, his stomach churning. She was texting him updates. She was going to make him live through this in real-time.

Another buzz.

Emma: He keeps touching my leg under the table. His hands are big. Strong. I'm already wet.

Marcus's cock hardened. He couldn't help it. The image of Emma in that red dress, of some strange man's hands on her leg, of her getting wet for someone else—it was torture and arousal mixed together.

He texted back: Are you sure you want to do this?

The response was immediate.

Emma: Too late to back out now. And yes. I'm sure. I'm excited. I can't wait to feel someone new inside me.

Marcus threw his phone on the bed and paced the room. This was happening. This was really happening. There was no stopping it now.

Thirty minutes passed. Then another text.

Emma: Second drink. He asked if I wanted to dance. Grinding on him on the dance floor. Can feel how hard he is. His cock feels bigger than yours through his pants.

Marcus's hand went to his own cock, rubbing himself through his jeans. He shouldn't be turned on. He should be devastated. But he couldn't stop his body's reaction.

Another text, this time a photo. Emma and Derek in a selfie, her head on his shoulder, his arm around her waist. Derek was handsome—objectively, undeniably handsome. Stronger jawline than Marcus. Better smile. The kind of guy who probably never had to chase women.

Emma: He took this. Wanted proof of our first date. Should I tell him to post it? Let everyone know I'm out with someone new?

Marcus's response: Please don't.

Emma: Relax. I'm not cruel. Just to you. 😘

Another hour passed. Marcus had moved to the living room, then back to the bedroom, then to the kitchen. He couldn't sit still. Couldn't focus on anything but his phone, waiting for the next update.

When it came, it made his heart stop.

Emma: Kissed him. He tastes like whiskey and confidence. His tongue knows what it's doing. We're in the back booth. His hand is under my dress. I'm not wearing panties anymore. Took them off in the bathroom. They're in my purse.

Marcus's mind went blank. She wasn't wearing panties. She was in a public place with a stranger's hand under her dress.

Emma: He fingered me. Right there in the booth. Made me cum so hard I almost screamed. People definitely knew what was happening. Don't care. Told him I want to go somewhere more private. He asked if we should get a hotel. I said no. I want to bring him home. Want my boyfriend to watch.

Marcus's phone rang. Emma. He answered with shaking hands.

"Hi," he managed.

"We're leaving now." Emma's voice was breathless, excited. "We're getting in his car. We'll be there in twenty minutes. You need to be ready."

"Em, I—" Marcus started, but she cut him off.

"Twenty minutes, Marcus. Be in that chair. Be quiet. And remember—you agreed to this. You wanted this. You deserve this."

She hung up.

Marcus stumbled to the bedroom. Twenty minutes. He had twenty minutes to prepare for his girlfriend to bring another man home. To prepare to watch her get fucked.

He lit candles like Emma suggested, then felt stupid and blew them out. This wasn't romantic. This was punishment. He turned on the bedroom lamp instead, adjusted it so it would illuminate the bed but leave the corner chair in shadow.

Then he sat down in the chair and waited.

Fifteen minutes later, he heard the front door open. Voices. Emma's laugh. A deeper voice—Derek's.

"—so beautiful, can't believe I got so lucky matching with you—"

"The bedroom's this way," Emma's voice, sultry and inviting.

Footsteps. Coming closer.

The bedroom door opened.

Emma walked in first, her cheeks flushed, her hair slightly mussed, her lipstick smudged. Behind her was Derek—tall, broad-shouldered, exactly as handsome as his pictures. He had his hand on Emma's waist, possessive.

They both saw Marcus at the same time.

Emma smiled. Derek's eyes widened slightly, but then he smiled too—a predatory smile that made Marcus's stomach drop.

"Derek, this is Marcus," Emma said, her voice casual. "My boyfriend. He's going to watch."

Derek's smile widened. "Yeah, you mentioned that. Gotta say, this is a first for me. But I'm into it."

He pulled Emma against him, kissing her hard while maintaining eye contact with Marcus. Emma melted into him, her hands sliding up his chest, and Marcus watched his girlfriend kiss another man with more passion than she'd shown him in months.

When they finally broke apart, Emma turned to Marcus. "Remember the rules. You sit. You watch. You don't speak unless I tell you to. You don't leave. Understand?"

Marcus nodded mutely.

"Good." Emma turned back to Derek, running her hands down his chest. "Now. Where were we?"

Derek's hands went to her hips, pulling her flush against him. "I think I was about to get you out of this dress."

"Then what are you waiting for?" Emma's voice was pure sex.

Derek reached for the zipper—the same zipper Marcus had carefully done up just a few hours ago—and slowly pulled it down. The red dress fell to the floor in a puddle of fabric, leaving Emma standing in just her heels and that sheer black bra.

"Jesus," Derek breathed. "You're even hotter than I imagined."

"You've been imagining me?" Emma's hands went to his shirt, starting to unbutton it.

"Since the second I saw your profile. Been thinking about what I'd do to you. How I'd make you scream." Derek's hands cupped her ass, lifting her slightly. "Thinking about this ass. These tits. This perfect fucking body."

Emma got his shirt unbuttoned and pushed it off his shoulders. Derek was built—abs, broad chest, muscled arms. He looked like he spent hours in the gym. He looked nothing like Marcus.

"Your turn," Derek said, reaching for Emma's bra clasp.

Emma turned around, presenting her back to him. Derek unhooked her bra with practiced ease—one hand, one try—and it fell away. Emma's breasts came free, her nipples already hard, and Derek immediately cupped them from behind.

"Fuck, these are perfect," he groaned, squeezing them, thumbs rubbing over her nipples. "Perfect handful."

Emma moaned, her head falling back on his shoulder. From the chair, Marcus could see everything—Derek's hands on his girlfriend's tits, the way she was pressing back against him, the obvious bulge in Derek's pants.

"Bed," Emma gasped. "I need you in me. Now."

Derek guided her to the bed—the bed Emma had said was hers now, the bed Marcus no longer got to sleep in. Emma lay back on the pillows, spreading her legs, and Derek stood at the foot of the bed, unbuckling his belt.

"You watching, Marcus?" Derek asked, his eyes flicking to the corner. "You watching me strip for your girlfriend?"

Marcus couldn't speak. Could only nod.

"Good." Derek's smile was vicious. "Want you to see what she's about to get."

He pushed his pants and boxers down in one motion, and his cock sprang free.

Emma gasped. "Oh my god."

Derek's cock was bigger than Marcus's. Noticeably bigger. Thicker and longer, and when he wrapped his hand around it, stroking slowly, Marcus felt something inside him break.

"Like what you see, baby?" Derek asked Emma.

"I love it," Emma breathed. "Come here. I need to taste it."

Derek moved to the side of the bed, his cock at Emma's face level. She didn't hesitate—wrapped her hand around his shaft and guided him to her mouth.

Marcus watched his girlfriend take another man's cock between her lips. Watched her eyes flutter closed in pleasure. Watched her hand stroke what didn't fit in her mouth while she sucked.

"Fuck, your mouth is amazing," Derek groaned, his hand tangling in her hair. "You suck cock like a professional."

Emma pulled off long enough to say, "I've had practice," before taking him back in, deeper this time, gagging slightly.

"That's it, choke on it," Derek encouraged. "Show your boyfriend what a good little cocksucker you are."

Emma's hand reached down between her legs, rubbing herself while she sucked Derek's cock. She was so wet Marcus could see it glistening on her thighs.

"I need to taste you," Derek said, pulling out of her mouth with a wet pop. "Lay back."

Emma immediately obeyed, spreading her legs wide. Derek knelt between them, his face disappearing between her thighs, and Emma's back arched off the bed.

"Oh fuck!" she cried out. "Oh god, Derek, yes!"

From the chair, Marcus could see Derek's head moving, could hear the wet sounds of him eating her out, could see Emma's hands fisting in his hair.

"Right there, don't stop, oh my god you're going to make me cum—"

Emma came with a scream, her whole body convulsing, her thighs clamping around Derek's head. He kept licking her through it, making her ride out every wave, until she finally pushed him away from overstimulation.

"Holy shit," Emma panted. "That was—that was incredible."

"We're just getting started," Derek said, moving back up her body. He reached for his pants on the floor, pulling out a condom from his wallet.

"No," Emma said quickly. "No condom."

Derek paused. "You sure?"

"I'm on birth control. And I'm clean. I want to feel you. All of you." Emma's eyes flicked to Marcus in the corner. "I want you to fill me up. Want to feel you cum inside me. Want my boyfriend to watch you breed me."

Marcus's cock was so hard it hurt. This couldn't be happening. She couldn't be serious.

But Derek just grinned and tossed the condom aside. "Your wish is my command."

He positioned himself at her entrance, and Emma wrapped her legs around his waist.

"Do it," she whispered. "Fuck me. Show him what I've been missing."

Derek pushed in slowly, and Emma's mouth fell open in a silent scream. Marcus watched his cock disappear inside his girlfriend inch by inch until Derek was fully seated.

"Fuck, you're tight," Derek groaned. "Tightest pussy I've had in a long time."

"You're so big," Emma gasped. "So much bigger than—"

She didn't finish the sentence, but everyone knew what she meant. Bigger than Marcus. Better than Marcus.

Derek started moving, slow at first, then faster. The bed creaked with each thrust. Emma's moans filled the room. Marcus sat frozen in the chair, watching it all, his cock straining against his jeans, his shame and arousal so tangled he couldn't separate them.

"Harder," Emma begged. "Fuck me harder."

Derek obliged, his hips slamming into hers. The headboard started hitting the wall. Emma's screams got louder.

"You like that?" Derek growled. "You like getting fucked by a real man while your pathetic boyfriend watches?"

"Yes!" Emma screamed. "God yes, I love it!"

"Tell him," Derek demanded. "Tell him how good my cock feels."

Emma's eyes found Marcus in the corner. "It feels amazing, Marcus. He feels so good inside me. So much better than you. I'm going to cum again. I'm going to cum all over his cock."

And she did. Marcus watched his girlfriend orgasm around another man's dick, watched her eyes roll back, watched her entire body shake with pleasure she'd rarely shown with him.

"Fuck, I'm close," Derek groaned. "Where do you want it?"

"Inside," Emma gasped. "Cum inside me. Fill me up."

Derek thrust a few more times, then buried himself deep with a guttural groan. Marcus knew he was cumming. Knew he was flooding Emma's pussy with his cum. Knew that his girlfriend was being filled by another man while he sat there helpless.

They stayed like that for a long moment, Derek collapsed on top of Emma, both of them breathing hard. Then Derek pulled out slowly, and Marcus saw his cum leaking out of Emma's pussy, dripping onto the sheets.

"Holy shit," Derek breathed. "That was incredible."

"Mmmm," Emma agreed, stretching like a satisfied cat. "You're very good at that."

Derek rolled off her, lying on his back beside her, still catching his breath. Emma propped herself up on one elbow, looking at him with satisfaction, then her eyes drifted to Marcus in the corner.

"Still there?" she asked, her voice teasing.

Marcus nodded.

"Still hard?"

He nodded again.

"Good." Emma's smile was cruel and satisfied. "Because this is just round one. Derek's staying the night. And you're going to sit there and watch every single time we fuck. Understand?"

Marcus understood.

This was his life now.


Chapter Three: The Morning After

Marcus didn't sleep.

He sat in that chair in the corner of Emma's bedroom—not their bedroom anymore, never theirs again—and watched Derek fuck his girlfriend two more times through the night. Once around midnight, when Derek woke up hard and Emma eagerly climbed on top of him, riding him while Marcus sat in the shadows. And again around three AM, when Emma woke Derek up with her mouth on his cock, sucking him until he was ready, then begging him to fuck her from behind.

Each time, Marcus watched. Each time, his cock hardened in his pants. Each time, he felt another piece of his old life crumble away.

Now it was morning. Grey dawn light filtered through the curtains. Derek was asleep on his back in Emma's bed, one arm thrown over his head, the sheet barely covering his waist. Emma was curled against his side, her head on his chest, her hand resting possessively on his stomach.

They looked like a couple. Like they belonged together.

Marcus was still in the chair. His back ached from sitting in the same position for hours. His neck was stiff. His eyes burned from staying open all night. His cock was semi-hard again, had been in various states of arousal all night, and his underwear was crusty with the cum he'd leaked without even touching himself.

He was exhausted. Devastated. Aroused beyond belief.

Emma stirred first. Her eyes opened slowly, focusing on the ceiling, then sliding over to Derek's sleeping face. Marcus watched her smile—a soft, satisfied smile he hadn't seen in months. Maybe years. She looked happy. Content. Fucked out and glowing.

Then her eyes found Marcus in the corner.

The soft smile shifted into something sharper. More knowing. She stretched like a cat, deliberately arching her back, making sure Marcus saw the way her naked body moved against Derek's. Then she carefully extracted herself from Derek's arms and stood up, completely nude, completely comfortable in her nakedness.

Marcus had seen Emma naked thousands of times. But this felt different. She wasn't his anymore. This body—these curves, these breasts, this pussy that still had Derek's cum leaking out of it—belonged to whoever she decided to give it to. And right now, that wasn't Marcus.

Emma walked toward him, her hips swaying, and crouched down in front of the chair so they were eye level. Her voice was barely a whisper.

"Did you watch all night?"

Marcus nodded.

"Did you see me cum on his cock? Three times?"

Another nod.

"Did you hear me scream his name? Did you hear me beg him to fuck me harder? Did you hear me thank him for giving me what you never could?"

"Yes," Marcus breathed.

Emma's hand reached out, cupping his face almost tenderly. "And you're still here. You didn't leave. You sat there and took it like a good little cuck."

Her other hand went to his crotch, feeling his semi-hard cock through his jeans. "And you're turned on. Even now. Even after watching another man fuck your girlfriend all night. You're hard."

"I'm sorry," Marcus whispered automatically.

"Don't be sorry." Emma's smile was vicious. "Be honest. You loved it. Didn't you?"

Marcus's throat was tight. He couldn't speak.

"Say it," Emma commanded softly. "Tell me the truth. You loved watching Derek fuck me."

"I—" Marcus's voice cracked. "I hated it. But I... I couldn't stop watching. I couldn't stop getting hard."

"Because you're a cuckold," Emma said simply. "This is what you are now. What you've always been, maybe. You just needed me to show you."

She stood up, her hand trailing away from his face. "I'm going to make breakfast. Derek will probably wake up soon. When he does, I'm going to suck his cock. Maybe ride him again. And you're going to sit here and watch. Then, after he's cum one more time, he'll probably leave. And then you and I are going to talk about what comes next."

Emma walked to her closet and pulled on a silk robe—one Marcus had bought her for Valentine's Day two years ago. She tied it loosely, the fabric clinging to her curves, leaving little to the imagination.

"Don't move from that chair," she said over her shoulder as she left the room. "I want you exactly where you are when Derek wakes up."

Marcus sat there, alone with the sleeping man who'd fucked his girlfriend all night. Derek's breathing was deep and even. Peaceful. Like he didn't have a care in the world. Why would he? He'd just had an incredible night with a beautiful woman. No consequences. No complications. Just sex.

From the kitchen, Marcus could hear Emma moving around. The coffee maker gurgling. Pans clattering. She was humming something—a song Marcus didn't recognize. She sounded happy.

He'd made her miserable for eighteen months with his cheating, and now she was happy because she'd spent the night with someone else.

The irony wasn't lost on him.

Derek stirred about twenty minutes later. His eyes opened slowly, squinting against the morning light. He sat up, running his hand through his hair, and then his eyes landed on Marcus in the corner.

For a second, Derek looked confused—like he'd forgotten Marcus was there. Then recognition dawned, and he smiled. That same predatory smile from last night.

"Morning," Derek said casually, like this was the most normal thing in the world. "You've been there all night?"

Marcus nodded.

"Damn." Derek stretched, his muscled torso flexing. "That's dedication. Or stupidity. Can't decide which."

He threw off the sheet and stood up, completely naked, completely comfortable. His cock hung between his legs—soft now, but still impressive. Marcus had spent hours watching that cock disappear into Emma, watching it make her scream, watching it give her pleasure Marcus never had.

Derek walked to the attached bathroom like he owned the place. Marcus heard him piss, heard the sink run, heard him gargle with mouthwash. When Derek came back out, he was still naked.

"Emma around?" Derek asked.

"Kitchen," Marcus managed to say.

"Cool." Derek didn't bother getting dressed. Just walked out of the bedroom naked, heading toward the kitchen.

Marcus heard Emma's delighted laugh. "Good morning! Coffee?"

"Definitely. Black, two sugars."

"Coming right up. Did you sleep well?"

"Best sleep I've had in months. Your bed is comfortable as fuck. And you wore me out." Derek's voice was warm, flirtatious.

"You weren't so bad yourself." Emma's voice was playful, teasing. "Actually, you were incredible. Best sex I've had in... god, I don't even know how long."

Marcus's stomach clenched. He stood up from the chair on shaky legs and moved to the doorway where he could see into the kitchen without being obvious.

Emma was at the stove, the silk robe barely covering her. Derek was leaning against the counter, still completely naked, drinking coffee. They looked domestic. Comfortable. Like they'd been doing this for years instead of one night.

"So," Derek said, setting down his mug. "That was fun. Really fun. But I gotta ask—what's the deal with your boyfriend? Is he... okay?"

Emma glanced toward the bedroom, and Marcus stepped back slightly so she wouldn't see him watching. "Marcus? He's fine. Well, not fine. But this is what he agreed to."

"Because he cheated on you?" Derek asked.

"For eighteen months," Emma confirmed. "Lied to my face. Fucked another woman in my bed. Made me feel worthless. So now he gets to watch me do the same. Except I'm being honest about it."

"Fair enough." Derek moved closer to Emma, his hand sliding around her waist. "And you're really okay with him just... sitting there? Watching?"

"I'm more than okay with it." Emma turned in his arms, looking up at him. "I love it. Love the power. Love knowing he has to sit there and take it. Love seeing him get hard from his own humiliation."

Derek's hand slid lower, cupping Emma's ass through the silk. "You're kind of incredible, you know that?"

"I'm just getting started," Emma said. "Last night was test run. If this works—if Marcus can handle it—I'm going to do this regularly. Different guys. Lots of them. Build a whole stable of men who fuck me better than he ever did."

"Damn." Derek's other hand joined the first, both hands now gripping her ass. "That's hot. Like, really hot."

"You could be one of them," Emma suggested, her hands sliding up his chest. "One of my regulars. Come over whenever you want, fuck me while my pathetic boyfriend watches. Would you like that?"

"I would fucking love that." Derek kissed her then, hard and possessive, and Emma melted into it.

Marcus watched them kiss in his kitchen. Watched Derek's hands all over Emma's body. Watched her press against him, her hand dropping to wrap around his hardening cock.

"Mmm, someone's ready for round four," Emma purred, stroking him slowly.

"Can't help it. You make me insatiable." Derek's hands untied her robe, pushing it off her shoulders. It pooled at her feet, leaving her naked in the kitchen.

"We should give Marcus a show," Emma said, loud enough that Marcus knew she was talking to him even though she wasn't looking his direction. "Let him see what it's like when I'm with a real man. In his kitchen. In the place we used to make dinner together."

She hopped up onto the counter, spreading her legs. Derek stepped between them, his cock already hard again, and Emma guided him inside her with practiced ease.

"Oh fuck," Emma moaned as he filled her. "God, you feel so good."

Derek started fucking her right there on the counter, the same counter where Marcus had made Emma birthday pancakes, where they'd shared late-night snacks, where they'd laughed over morning coffee. Now Derek was taking her there, making her moan, making her scream.

"Harder," Emma gasped. "Don't hold back. Show him how a real man fucks."

Derek obliged, his hips slamming into hers. The sound of flesh on flesh echoed through the apartment. Emma's moans got louder, less controlled.

"You like being watched?" Derek growled. "Like knowing your boyfriend is probably jerking off to this?"

"I love it," Emma cried. "Love knowing he's watching. Love knowing he can't have me anymore. Love knowing you fuck me better than he ever could—oh god, right there, don't stop!"

She came with a scream, her whole body convulsing, her nails raking down Derek's back. Derek kept fucking her through it, chasing his own orgasm, and when he came, he buried himself deep with a guttural groan.

"Fuck," he panted. "Jesus Christ, you're amazing."

They stayed like that for a moment, Derek still inside her, both of them catching their breath. Then Derek pulled out slowly, and Marcus could see his cum dripping out of Emma onto the counter.

The counter where they ate. Where they lived.

Emma hopped down, not bothering to clean up, and picked up her robe from the floor. "I should shower. You're welcome to join me, or you can grab another coffee. Whatever you want."

"I should probably get going," Derek said, glancing at his phone. "Got brunch plans with some friends. But this was... fuck. This was incredible. Thank you."

"Thank you," Emma corrected. "For giving me exactly what I needed. For being so good at this. For making my first time cucking my boyfriend absolutely perfect."

Derek kissed her again, softer this time. "Text me. Anytime you want to do this again. I'm so fucking in."

"I will," Emma promised.

Marcus retreated back to the bedroom, sitting in the chair again, trying to process what he'd just witnessed. Derek had fucked Emma in their kitchen like it was nothing. Like he had every right to her body. And Emma had loved every second of it.

A few minutes later, Derek appeared in the bedroom doorway, now dressed in last night's clothes. He looked at Marcus for a long moment.

"Hey, man," Derek said finally. "I know this is weird. But for what it's worth—Emma's incredible. You're lucky she's giving you another chance. Even if it's... unconventional."

Marcus didn't know what to say to that. Didn't know how to respond to the man who'd just spent the night fucking his girlfriend telling him he was "lucky."

Derek seemed to sense his confusion and just shrugged. "Anyway. I'll see myself out. And Marcus? Next time I'm here, try to enjoy it more. You looked miserable all night. But your cock was hard. So clearly some part of you liked it."

Then he was gone.

Emma appeared in the doorway a moment later, watching Derek leave, then turning to Marcus. "Well. That was fun."

Marcus just stared at her.

"You can get up now," Emma said. "Take a shower. You smell like shame and dried cum. And then we're going to talk."



Marcus stood in the shower, letting scalding water pour over him, trying to wash away the feeling of last night. But it wouldn't come off. The images were burned into his brain. Emma's face twisted in pleasure. Derek's cock sliding into her. The sounds she made. The way she begged for more.

He'd jerked off twice in the shower, unable to help himself, cumming to the memory of watching his girlfriend get fucked by another man. The orgasms were intense and left him feeling hollow and ashamed.

When he finally emerged, wrapped in a towel, Emma was waiting in the living room. She'd showered too—he could hear the water running in her bathroom while he was in his. Now she was dressed in yoga pants and one of his old t-shirts, her hair wet and pulled back, looking fresh and beautiful and satisfied.

"Sit," she said, gesturing to the couch.

Marcus sat. Emma settled into the armchair across from him, curling her legs under her, studying him with those intense eyes.

"So," she said. "Let's talk about last night."

Marcus's throat was dry. "Okay."

"Did you watch the whole time? All three times?"

"Yes."

"Did you leave the chair at all?"

"No."

"Did you touch yourself?"

Marcus hesitated, then nodded. "Once. During the second time. I couldn't help it."

Emma's smile was sharp. "And did you cum?"

"No. I stopped myself."

"Why?"

"Because you didn't say I could."

Emma's expression softened slightly—not with sympathy, but with satisfaction. "Good. That's very good, Marcus. You followed the rules. You stayed in the chair. You watched. You didn't interrupt. And you asked permission before touching yourself, even if it was just implied permission."

She leaned forward. "I'm impressed. I honestly thought you'd break. Thought you'd leave the room, or tell me to stop, or have some kind of breakdown. But you didn't. You sat there and took it. Like a good cuck."

The word still made Marcus flinch, but less than before. He was starting to accept it. Starting to accept what he was.

"How do you feel?" Emma asked. "And I want honesty. Real honesty. Not what you think I want to hear."

Marcus took a deep breath. "I feel... destroyed. Humiliated. Ashamed. But also..."

"Also what?"

"Also more turned on than I've ever been in my life," he admitted quietly. "I hated watching it. Every second was torture. But I couldn't stop. Couldn't look away. And my cock was hard almost the entire time. I came in the shower twice just now thinking about it."

Emma nodded slowly. "That's what I thought. You're a cuckold, Marcus. This is your kink. Your sexuality. Maybe it was always there, dormant, and you didn't know it. Or maybe I created it in you. Either way, it's real now. You get off on watching me with other men."

"I don't want to," Marcus said desperately. "I don't want to like it."

"But you do." Emma's voice was firm. "And the sooner you accept that, the sooner we can move forward. Because this is our relationship now. This is what we are. I fuck other men. You watch. And we both get what we need."

"What do I get?" Marcus asked, his voice breaking. "What do I need from this?"

"Punishment," Emma said simply. "Atonement. A way to work through your guilt. You cheated on me for eighteen months, Marcus. You destroyed my trust. You can't just apologize and have everything go back to normal. There has to be consequences. There has to be justice. And this is it."

She stood up and moved to the couch, sitting next to him. Close enough to touch, but she didn't. "But it's not just punishment. It's also pleasure. Admit it. When you watched Derek fuck me, when you heard me scream his name, when you saw me cum on his cock—part of you loved it. Part of you got off on it."

Marcus couldn't deny it. Couldn't lie. "Yes."

"So this works for both of us," Emma continued. "I get to explore my sexuality. I get to feel desired and wanted and worshipped by men who actually appreciate me. I get to reclaim my power. And you get to suffer for what you did while simultaneously getting the most intense sexual experiences of your life. It's perfect."

"It's fucked up," Marcus whispered.

"It is," Emma agreed. "But so is cheating on your girlfriend for a year and a half. So is fucking another woman in my bed. So is telling her she's better than me. We're way past normal, Marcus. This is our new normal. And if you can accept it, if you can embrace it, then maybe we can build something real again. Something honest."

She finally touched him then—her hand on his knee, warm and solid. "Last night was a test. And you passed. You proved you can handle this. Now we need to talk about what comes next."

"What comes next?" Marcus echoed.

"Rules," Emma said. "Boundaries. Structure. This can't just be chaos. We need to figure out how this works long-term."

She pulled out her phone and opened her notes app. "I've been thinking about this all night. Between rounds with Derek. And I have some ideas."

Marcus's stomach clenched. She'd been planning this. Planning their future. Planning how to cuck him systematically.

"First," Emma said, reading from her notes. "You sleep in the guest room from now on. My bed is for me and whoever I bring home. You don't get to sleep next to me anymore unless I specifically invite you, which will be rare."

Marcus nodded. He'd expected that.

"Second. You don't get to have sex with me anymore. My pussy is off-limits to you. If I want to let you touch me at all, it'll be on my terms, when I decide, and it won't be penetrative. Maybe I'll let you eat me out after another man has fucked me. Maybe I'll let you jerk off while watching. But your cock doesn't go inside me anymore."

The words were like knives, but his cock was hardening in his towel. Emma noticed and smiled.

"Third. I'm going to date other men. Multiple men. I'm going to build a roster of guys who fuck me regularly. And you're going to help me. You're going to help me get ready for dates. You're going to wait up for me when I'm out. You're going to be there when I bring them home. You're going to watch every time. No exceptions."

"How many men?" Marcus asked, his voice hoarse.

"As many as I want," Emma said. "Could be two. Could be ten. Could be a new guy every night. That's my decision, not yours. You don't get a say in who I fuck or how often."

"And if I can't handle it?" Marcus asked. "If it gets to be too much?"

"Then we're done." Emma's voice was final. "This is the deal, Marcus. All or nothing. You accept this lifestyle, or you pack your shit and leave. Those are still your only options."

Marcus felt tears prickling his eyes. "This is cruel."

"It is," Emma agreed. "But you were cruel first. You were cruel for eighteen months. Now it's my turn. And the difference is, I'm being honest about it. You always know where I am, who I'm with, what I'm doing. No lies. No sneaking around. Just brutal, honest cruelty."

She stood up, pacing now, energized. "Fourth rule. You're going to take care of the apartment. Cleaning, cooking, laundry. You're going to make sure everything is perfect for when I bring men home. You're going to wash the sheets after they fuck me. You're going to clean up the mess. You're going to make this as easy for me as possible."

"You want me to be your servant," Marcus said quietly.

"I want you to show me you're sorry," Emma corrected. "I want you to prove that you value me, that you respect me, that you'll do whatever it takes to keep me. Actions, Marcus. Not words. You said you'd do anything. Now prove it."

She sat back down, her eyes intense. "Fifth rule. You don't date anyone else. You don't fuck anyone else. You stay faithful to me while I fuck whoever I want. That's the deal. I get freedom. You get monogamy. Fair is fair."

"How is that fair?" Marcus protested.

"You got to fuck someone else for eighteen months while I stayed faithful," Emma shot back. "Now I get to fuck other people while you stay faithful. We're just evening the score. Give it eighteen months, and maybe we'll renegotiate. But until then, my way or the highway."

Marcus felt trapped. Cornered. But also, shamefully, aroused. His cock was fully hard now under the towel, and Emma could definitely see it.

"Last rule," Emma said, her voice dropping lower. "You have to be honest with me. About how you feel. About what turns you on. About your reactions to watching me. I need to know where your head is at. If you're struggling, you tell me. If you're loving it, you tell me that too. No hiding. No pretending. Complete honesty. That's how we rebuild trust."

She paused, letting that sink in. "So. Those are the rules. Do you accept them?"

Marcus looked at her—really looked at her. This wasn't the Emma he'd been dating for five years. This was someone new. Someone harder, crueler, more sexual. Someone he'd created by breaking the old Emma.

And God help him, he wanted her more now than he ever had before.

"I accept," he said quietly.

Emma's smile was triumphant. "Good. Then let's start your new life right now."

She stood up and held out her hand. "Come with me. There's something I want to show you."

Marcus took her hand and let her lead him to her bedroom. The sheets were still messy from last night, still smelled like sex and Derek and Emma. She walked to her nightstand and opened the drawer, pulling out something Marcus had never seen before.

A small black box.

"I bought this yesterday," Emma said, opening it. "While you were at work, after I'd spent hours reading your messages with Vanessa. I was so angry I could barely think. But then I found this online, and something clicked."

She pulled out a metal device from the box. It took Marcus a moment to recognize what it was.

A chastity cage.

"Do you know what this is?" Emma asked, holding it up.

"Yes," Marcus whispered.

"I'm going to lock your cock in this," Emma said calmly. "You're going to wear it all the time. And I'm the only one with the key. That way, you can't touch yourself. Can't jerk off thinking about me. Can't get any relief unless I decide to give it to you."

Marcus's eyes widened. "Em, that's—"

"Part of the deal," Emma interrupted. "If you're really committed to this, if you really want to prove you're sorry, you'll let me lock you up. You'll give me complete control over your orgasms. Over your pleasure. Over your cock."

She held up the cage. "This is non-negotiable. If you want to stay with me, if you want this to work, you wear this. Understand?"

Marcus stared at the cage. It was small—smaller than his cock when hard. It would be uncomfortable. Restrictive. A constant reminder of what he'd lost.

"Okay," he heard himself say. "Okay. I'll wear it."

Emma's smile was radiant. "Good boy. Now drop that towel and let me put it on you."

Marcus's hands shook as he unwrapped the towel. His cock was still hard from their conversation, from the rules, from everything. Emma looked at it with something like pity.

"Last time you'll be hard for a while," she said. "Better enjoy it."

She waited for him to soften—which took several minutes of standing there awkwardly while she watched—and then she carefully fitted the cage onto him. It was cold metal against his skin, foreign and uncomfortable. She locked it with a small padlock, then held up the key.

"I'm going to keep this on a necklace," she said. "Wear it all the time. That way you'll always see it. Always know I have control."

She threaded the key onto a delicate gold chain and fastened it around her neck. The key nestled between her breasts, visible against her skin.

"There," Emma said, stepping back to admire her work. "Now you're really mine. Now you can't even touch yourself without my permission."

Marcus looked down at his caged cock. It was surreal. Humiliating. And his cock was already trying to harden, testing the cage, finding it impossible.

"How does it feel?" Emma asked.

"Uncomfortable," Marcus admitted. "Tight."

"Good. You'll get used to it." Emma walked around him slowly, examining him from all angles. "This is perfect. Now when I bring men home, when I fuck them right in front of you, you won't even be able to touch yourself. You'll just have to sit there and suffer. Build up all that frustration and desire with nowhere to put it."

She stopped in front of him again. "And maybe, if you're very good, if you follow all the rules and prove yourself, I'll unlock you sometimes. Let you cum. But only when I say. Only how I say. You don't own your orgasms anymore, Marcus. I do."

Marcus felt dizzy. This was real. This was happening. His cock was locked in a cage, and Emma had the only key.

"Go get dressed," Emma said, dismissing him. "We're going out."

"Out where?" Marcus asked.

"Shopping again," Emma said cheerfully. "I need more slutty outfits. More lingerie. And I want you to come with me and help me pick things out. Help me choose what other men will get to see. What Derek will get to peel off me next time."

"There's going to be a next time?" Marcus asked. "With Derek?"

"Definitely," Emma said. "He was incredible. And he said he wants to be one of my regulars. So yes, you'll be seeing a lot more of Derek. Better get used to him."

She headed for her closet, pulling out clothes. "But I'm not going to limit myself to just Derek. I'm still talking to other guys on the apps. Might meet someone new this weekend. Or next week. Haven't decided yet."

Marcus felt like the ground was shifting under his feet. "This weekend? It's only been one night—"

"And I loved it," Emma interrupted. "Why would I wait? I've wasted enough time being faithful to someone who didn't deserve it. Now I'm going to make up for lost time. I'm going to fuck as many men as I want, as often as I want. And you're going to help me do it."

She pulled on jeans and a tight sweater, then turned to look at him. "Go get dressed. Nice clothes. We're going to the mall again, and I want you to look presentable while I shop for date outfits."

Marcus went to the guest room and got dressed in a daze. The cage was a constant presence, a reminder of his new reality. Every movement made him aware of it. Every thought of Emma made his cock try to harden, only to be stopped by the metal.

When he emerged, Emma was waiting by the door, her purse over her shoulder, the key to his cage visible on the chain around her neck.

"Ready?" she asked brightly.

"No," Marcus said honestly.

"Good. Let's go."



The mall was busy for a Saturday. Couples everywhere, families with kids, teenagers in groups. Marcus followed Emma through the crowds, acutely aware of the cage locked around his cock, convinced everyone could somehow see it, somehow knew.

Emma led him to a lingerie store—not the boutique from yesterday, but one of those chain stores with racks and racks of bras and panties and negligees. She started browsing immediately, picking up items, holding them against herself, checking sizes.

"What do you think?" she asked, holding up a black teddy that was more straps than fabric. "Too obvious?"

"It's very... revealing," Marcus managed.

"Perfect." Emma added it to her growing pile. "I want obvious. I want men to look at me and know they're going to get lucky."

She moved to the thong section, picking out several—red, black, emerald green, even a white one. "These are fun. Easy to pull to the side. Derek loved that last night."

Marcus's cage tightened as his cock tried to respond. Emma noticed his wince and smiled.

"Does it hurt when you get hard?" she asked, loud enough that a nearby shopper glanced over.

"Yes," Marcus whispered, mortified.

"Good. Maybe you'll learn to control yourself." She picked up a sheer babydoll set. "Oh, this is pretty. Very bridal. Think I should wear this for my next first date with someone? Make them feel special?"

"Emma—" Marcus started, but she cut him off.

"I'm going to try some of these on. You're coming with me."

She grabbed his hand and pulled him toward the dressing rooms. The attendant—a young woman with purple hair—started to say something about men not being allowed, but Emma smiled sweetly.

"He's my boyfriend. He's helping me shop for date nights. With other men. He needs to approve everything I buy."

The attendant's eyes went wide, but she just nodded and waved them through.

In the dressing room, Emma immediately stripped down to nothing. Marcus had seen her naked just this morning, but somehow this felt different. More intimate. More cruel.

"Hand me the black teddy," Emma instructed.

Marcus did, and Emma put it on. The teddy was all straps and cutouts, leaving her breasts completely exposed, with just thin strips of fabric covering her pussy. She looked devastating.

"Well?" she asked, turning to show him all angles.

"You look incredible," Marcus said honestly.

"I know." Emma examined herself in the mirror. "I think Derek would love this. Or maybe I'll save it for someone new. Someone I really want to impress."

She tried on six more sets, each one more revealing than the last. Each time, she asked Marcus's opinion. Each time, she talked about which man might get to see her in it. And each time, Marcus's cock ached in its cage.

After lingerie, they went to a dress shop. Emma tried on cocktail dresses, club dresses, anything short and tight and slutty. She modeled each one for Marcus, asking him to zip her up, unzip her, give his feedback.

"This one makes my ass look amazing," she said, bent over slightly in a tight red dress. "Think Derek would like to fuck me in this? Or should I take it off first?"

"I don't know," Marcus said, his voice strained.

"I think I'll take it off first," Emma decided. "Let him see the lingerie. Make him work for it a little."

In another dress—black and backless, so short it barely covered her ass—she spun around. "This one's very 'fuck me in the club bathroom.' Think I should wear this next weekend? Go out dancing and find someone to take me home?"

Marcus couldn't answer. His throat was too tight, his cock aching against the cage.

Emma noticed his silence and smiled. "You hate this, don't you? Hate that I'm making you shop with me. Making you help me look hot for other men."

"Yes," Marcus admitted.

"But you're also hard, aren't you? Or trying to be. I can see you wincing. The cage is stopping you, but you want to be hard. Because even though you hate it, it turns you on."

She was right. God help him, she was right.

They spent three hours at the mall. By the time they left, Emma had two large shopping bags full of lingerie, dresses, heels, and makeup. Marcus's credit card had taken another beating.

"This was fun," Emma said cheerfully as they walked to the car. "We should do this every time I'm planning a date. Make it our special ritual. You help me get all pretty for someone else."

In the car, Emma pulled out her phone and started scrolling through her dating apps. "Let's see. Derek texted me. Says he had an amazing time and can't wait to do it again. I told him maybe next weekend."

She kept scrolling. "Oh, this guy looks promising. Tyler. Thirty-one, software engineer. Six feet tall. Good-looking. Says he's into fitness and hiking. Very outdoorsy."

She showed Marcus the profile. Tyler looked like he could be in a catalog—symmetrical features, bright smile, muscled arms visible in his profile pic.

"I'm going to message him," Emma decided. "See if he wants to meet up this week."

Marcus watched her type, his stomach churning. This was his life now. Watching Emma flirt with other men. Helping her prepare for dates. Watching her get fucked.

"He responded already!" Emma said excitedly. "Says he'd love to get drinks this week. Asking if I'm free Thursday."

She typed back quickly. "I told him yes. Told him I'm in an open relationship and my boyfriend knows about this. He says that's hot. Says he's always wanted to fuck someone's girlfriend while they watched."

Emma grinned at Marcus. "I think I found number two."



The next few days passed in a blur.

Marcus went to work like normal, sat in meetings, responded to emails, pretended everything was fine. But at home, everything was different.

Emma slept in her bedroom. Marcus slept in the guest room. They ate dinner together sometimes, but Emma was often on her phone, texting with Derek or Tyler or one of the dozen other guys she was talking to.

The cage was a constant presence. Marcus woke up hard most mornings, his cock pressing against the metal, desperate for relief that wouldn't come. He'd spend his showers trying not to think about Emma, about Derek, about what was coming. But he always failed.

Emma seemed to delight in his suffering. She'd walk around the apartment in just her underwear, making sure he could see what he couldn't have. She'd tell him about her conversations with other men—the dirty things they said, the promises they made, the plans they were developing.

Tuesday night, Emma called Marcus into her room.

"I need your help," she said. She was lying on her bed in a sheer nightgown, her laptop open. "I'm trying to decide which guy to meet this weekend. Derek again, or someone new. What do you think?"

She turned the laptop so Marcus could see. She had profiles open for five different men.

"Derek you know," she said. "But there's also Tyler, the software engineer. And Carlos, who's a chef—promises he'll cook for me before he fucks me. And Mike, who's a firefighter—very hot, very built. And Jake, who's in a band. He plays bass. Very artistic, very sexy."

Marcus stared at the profiles. Five men. All wanting to fuck his girlfriend. All planning to, eventually.

"I can't decide," Emma said. "What do you think? Should I give Derek a second chance? Or try someone new?"

"I don't know," Marcus said quietly.

"Come on, Marcus. Help me out. Pretend you're my girlfriend. Which one would you pick?"

The question was absurd and humiliating, but Marcus found himself actually considering it. "Tyler seems... nice. Normal."

"Tyler does seem sweet," Emma agreed. "But maybe too vanilla. I might get bored. Carlos could be fun—dinner and sex. Very romantic. Mike is incredibly hot, but firefighters have weird schedules. Jake is intriguing. Musicians are usually good in bed. Creative."

She sat up, closing the laptop. "You know what? I'll do Tyler this Thursday and Derek again on Saturday. Two dates, two different guys. See how I feel about both of them."

"Two dates in one weekend?" Marcus asked.

"Why not? I'm making up for lost time." Emma smiled. "That means you get to watch me fuck two different men in three days. Lucky you."

She patted the bed next to her. "Come here. Sit."

Marcus sat carefully on the edge of the bed. Emma scooted closer, her hand going to the key around her neck.

"You've been very good this week," she said. "Following the rules. Sleeping in your room. Not complaining. Helping me shop. I'm impressed."

"Thank you," Marcus said automatically.

"I think you deserve a reward." Emma's fingers played with the key. "When was the last time you came?"

Marcus thought back. "Saturday morning. In the shower. After Derek left."

"Five days ago. That's a long time for you. You used to jerk off like three times a day." Emma's smile was teasing. "Must be killing you, being locked up."

"It's hard," Marcus admitted.

"I bet." Emma's hand moved to his crotch, feeling the cage through his pants. "Do you think about me when you're at work? Think about me fucking Derek? Think about me getting ready for Tyler?"

"Yes," Marcus whispered.

"And you can't do anything about it. Can't even touch yourself." Emma's hand pressed harder against the cage. "That must be torture."

"It is."

"Good." Emma pulled her hand away. "I want you tortured. I want you desperate. I want you so hungry for release that you'll do anything I ask."

She stood up and went to her nightstand, pulling out the small key. "But I also want to make sure the cage still fits properly. That you're not hurting yourself. So I'm going to unlock you, check on you, and then lock you back up. Okay?"

Marcus nodded, barely breathing.

Emma knelt in front of him and undid his pants, pulling them down along with his underwear. The cage was there, his cock trapped inside it, semi-hard despite the restriction.

She unlocked it carefully and removed it. Marcus's cock immediately started hardening, freed from its prison.

"There you go," Emma said, watching it grow. "Must feel good to be free."

"It does," Marcus gasped.

Emma wrapped her hand around his shaft, stroking him slowly. "How badly do you want to cum right now?"

"So badly," Marcus admitted. "Please, Em. I need it."

"I know you do." Emma's hand moved faster. "But you don't get to cum yet. I just wanted to check on you. Make sure everything still works. Make sure you're still desperate."

She stroked him to full hardness, her thumb rubbing over the head, making him gasp. Then she pulled away.

"Yep, still works," she said cheerfully. "Back in the cage you go."

"Em, please—" Marcus begged, but Emma was already fitting the cage back on, locking it while his cock was still trying to harden.

"There," she said, standing up. "All better. Now you can go back to suffering."

"That's cruel," Marcus said, his voice broken.

"I know." Emma kissed his forehead like he was a child. "But you love it. Admit it. You loved that I touched you. Even knowing I was just going to lock you back up. Even knowing you weren't going to cum. You loved my hands on you."

She was right. Marcus had loved it. Had been desperate for any touch, any contact with her, even if it came with denial.

"Thursday is Tyler," Emma said, walking back to her bed. "I'm meeting him at seven. You'll help me get ready, same as last time. And then you'll wait here for us. Understand?"

"Yes," Marcus said.

"Good. Now get out. I need to masturbate, and I don't want you watching. That's private. Just for me."

Marcus pulled his pants back up and left the room, his cage tighter than ever, his cock aching. From the other side of the door, he heard Emma's soft moans as she touched herself.

She was getting off thinking about Tyler. About Thursday. About fucking someone new while Marcus watched.

And despite everything, despite the cage and the humiliation and the cruelty, Marcus's cock strained against its prison, wanting more.



Thursday came too fast.

Marcus left work early to help Emma get ready. She was already in the bathroom when he got home, taking a long bath, her phone propped up nearby so she could text with Tyler.

"He's excited," Emma called out when she heard Marcus come in. "Says he can't wait to meet me. Can't wait to see if I'm as hot in person as I am in my pictures."

Marcus didn't respond. Just went to the guest room and sat on the bed, waiting.

An hour later, Emma emerged from the bathroom in her robe, her hair up in a towel. "Help me choose an outfit. Something that says 'I'm easy but not trashy.'"

They went through her closet together. Emma pulled out dresses, held them up, dismissed them. Finally settled on a dark green dress that hugged her curves, showed off her legs, gave a teasing glimpse of cleavage without being obscene.

"This one," she decided. "With the black heels. And the lace bra and panties set—the one that's basically see-through."

Marcus helped her get ready, the ritual now familiar. He watched her do her makeup, her hair. Watched her slip into the lingerie, then the dress. Watched her become someone else. Someone sexual and confident and dangerous.

At 6:45, Emma checked herself in the mirror one last time. "Perfect. Tyler's picking me up in fifteen minutes. Wait here. Same rules as last time. I'll text you when we're on our way back."

"Are you going to bring him back tonight?" Marcus asked.

"If things go well," Emma said. "If he's as hot as his pictures, if the chemistry is there, if he can hold a conversation. We'll see. But probably yes. I'm very horny, and I need to see if Tyler fucks as good as Derek."

She kissed her own reflection, leaving a lipstick mark on the mirror. "Wish me luck."

Then she was gone.

Marcus sat in the living room, waiting. His phone buzzed twenty minutes later.

Emma: At the bar. Tyler is HOT. Like, even hotter than his pictures. Holy shit.

Marcus's stomach clenched.

Emma: He bought me wine. Expensive wine. And he keeps touching my hand while we talk. Very flirty. Very into me.

Another buzz.

Emma: Told him about you. About our arrangement. He thinks it's the hottest thing he's ever heard. Says watching you watch him fuck me is going to make him cum so hard.

Marcus's cock ached in its cage. He paced the apartment, unable to sit still.

An hour passed. Then another.

Emma: We're at his place. Couldn't wait. He's kissing me. Touching me. I'm so wet I can't think straight. Going to fuck him here and then maybe bring him back to ours for round two.

Marcus stared at the message. She was fucking Tyler right now. At his place. Without Marcus there to watch.

Part of him was relieved—he didn't have to see it, didn't have to sit there and witness her with someone new. But another part of him was devastated. She was breaking the rules. She'd said he would watch every time, but she was fucking Tyler without him.

Another message came through.

Emma: I know what you're thinking. But this is my rule to break if I want. And I want to fuck Tyler privately first. See what he's like without an audience. If he's good, you'll get to watch next time. If he's not, you'll never meet him. Fair?

Marcus typed back: Okay.

It wasn't fair. Nothing about this was fair. But he was in no position to argue.

Three hours later, Marcus heard the front door open. Emma stumbled in, her dress wrinkled, her hair messy, her makeup smudged. She looked thoroughly fucked.

Behind her was Tyler—tall, handsome, exactly as advertised. He had his arm around Emma's waist, possessive and comfortable.

"Marcus," Emma said, her voice slightly slurred from alcohol. "This is Tyler. Tyler, Marcus."

"Hey, man," Tyler said, his voice friendly. "Emma's told me a lot about you."

Marcus nodded mutely.

"We fucked at Tyler's place," Emma said, swaying slightly. "Three times. He's incredible. But I wanted him to see our apartment. Wanted him to meet you properly. And I want him to fuck me in my bed. In front of you. So you can see what you're missing."

"You're really okay with this?" Tyler asked Marcus, his tone genuinely curious.

"He doesn't have a choice," Emma said before Marcus could answer. "He cheated. Now he pays. Now he watches me get fucked by better men."

Tyler's eyebrows rose, but he smiled. "That's intense. But hot. Really hot."

Emma pulled Tyler toward the bedroom. "Come on. I need you inside me again."

Marcus followed them, his heart pounding. Tyler and Emma were already stripping by the time Marcus sat in his chair in the corner.

Emma was right—Tyler was incredible. Muscled and tall and confident. His cock was big, comparable to Derek's, and Emma went to her knees immediately to suck it.

"Fuck, your mouth," Tyler groaned, his hands in Emma's hair. "You're so good at this."

Emma pulled off long enough to say, "Lots of practice," before taking him deep again.

Tyler glanced at Marcus in the corner. "Does it turn you on? Watching your girlfriend suck my cock?"

Marcus couldn't answer.

"He's locked up," Emma said, pulling off Tyler's cock with a wet sound. "Can't even touch himself. Just has to sit there and watch and suffer."

"Damn," Tyler said. "That's hardcore."

"It's what he deserves," Emma said. She stood up and pushed Tyler onto the bed, climbing on top of him. "Now fuck me. Show him what a real man looks like."

Tyler grabbed Emma's hips and pulled her down onto his cock. Emma threw her head back with a moan, her hands on Tyler's chest for balance.

"Oh god," she gasped. "You feel so good. So deep."

She started riding him, her tits bouncing, her hair flying. Tyler's hands roamed her body—squeezing her ass, cupping her breasts, pulling her down for kisses.

"You're incredible," Tyler said, his hips thrusting up to meet her. "Best pussy I've ever had."

"Better than Derek?" Emma asked breathlessly.

"Way better," Tyler confirmed, and Emma smiled triumphantly.

She rode him hard and fast, chasing her orgasm, and when she came, she screamed loud enough that the neighbors probably heard. Tyler kept fucking her through it, then flipped her onto her back and pounded into her until he came with a guttural groan.

They lay there panting, tangled together, and Marcus sat in his corner, his cock straining uselessly against the cage.

"That was amazing," Tyler said, kissing Emma's shoulder. "Can I stay the night?"

"Absolutely," Emma purred. "I want you to fuck me again in the morning. Maybe in the shower. Marcus can watch that too."

Tyler glanced at Marcus again. "This is the weirdest shit I've ever been part of. But also the hottest. Thank you for letting me be part of this."

"Thank Emma," Marcus said quietly. "This is her show."

"Damn right it is," Emma agreed. She stretched like a cat, her naked body on full display. "And it's only getting started."


Chapter Four: Acceptance

Marcus woke up in the guest room to the sound of Emma's moans.

For a disorienting moment, he thought he was dreaming. But no—those were real sounds coming from the bedroom down the hall. Emma's voice, high and breathy, crying out in pleasure. And underneath it, a deeper voice. Tyler's voice. Grunting. Encouraging her.

"That's it, baby. Ride that cock. Fuck, you're so tight."

Marcus looked at the clock. 6:47 AM. They were fucking first thing in the morning, just like Emma had promised Tyler they would.

His cock immediately tried to harden in its cage, the metal biting into his flesh. The pain was sharp and immediate, a reminder of his place. He wasn't allowed to get hard. Wasn't allowed relief. Just had to listen to his girlfriend getting fucked by another man and suffer.

He lay there for several minutes, listening to the rhythm of the bed creaking, Emma's escalating moans, Tyler's growled praise. Then Emma screamed—that particular scream that meant she was cumming—and Marcus squeezed his eyes shut.

This was his life now.

Eventually, the sounds quieted. Marcus heard the shower turn on in Emma's bathroom, heard voices and laughter—both Emma and Tyler in there together. He forced himself out of bed and headed to the guest bathroom, deliberately taking the long way around to avoid walking past Emma's bedroom door.

In the shower, he tried not to think about Tyler's hands on Emma's soapy body. Tried not to imagine them fucking again against the tile wall. But his imagination was relentless, and his caged cock ached with frustrated arousal.

When he emerged, dressed for work, Emma and Tyler were in the kitchen. Tyler was shirtless, wearing just his jeans from last night, cooking eggs at the stove. Emma was in Marcus's old college t-shirt and nothing else, sitting on the counter, sipping coffee.

They looked domestic. Comfortable. Like they'd been doing this for years.

"Morning!" Emma said brightly when she saw Marcus. "Tyler's making breakfast. Isn't that sweet?"

"Morning," Marcus managed.

Tyler glanced over his shoulder and smiled. "Hey, man. Hope we didn't wake you. Emma's kind of loud." He said it with pride, like he was bragging.

"It's fine," Marcus said quietly.

"Coffee's fresh," Emma offered, gesturing to the pot. "Help yourself."

Marcus poured himself a cup, acutely aware of how surreal this was. His girlfriend's latest lover was cooking breakfast in their kitchen while casually discussing how loud she screamed during sex.

"Tyler's going to stay for breakfast, then head home," Emma explained. "He has to work this afternoon. But he's coming back tomorrow night. Right, baby?"

The casual endearment—baby—sent a spike of jealousy through Marcus's chest. Emma called Tyler "baby." She used to call Marcus that.

"Definitely," Tyler said, plating eggs and bringing them to the counter. "Can't stay away from this one." He kissed Emma's temple affectionately, and she beamed at him.

They ate together—the three of them—making small talk about Tyler's job, about the weather, about weekend plans. It was aggressively normal except for the fact that Tyler kept touching Emma, his hand on her thigh, playing with her hair, and Emma kept encouraging it.

When Tyler finally left around nine, kissing Emma thoroughly at the door, Emma turned to Marcus with satisfaction written all over her face.

"He's amazing," she said. "Even better than Derek. More attentive. More focused on my pleasure. And his stamina is incredible—we fucked four times total. Four!"

Marcus gripped his coffee cup tighter.

"But I'm not choosing between them," Emma continued. "I'm keeping both. Derek's coming over tomorrow night, remember? Saturday. So you'll get to see them back-to-back. Tyler tonight, Derek tomorrow. Two different cocks in two days. Lucky you."

"You said Tyler was coming back tomorrow," Marcus said, confused.

"I did, didn't I?" Emma tapped her chin thoughtfully. "I guess I'll just have to see both of them. Maybe at different times. Or..." Her eyes lit up. "Maybe at the same time."

Marcus's blood ran cold. "At the same time?"

"Why not?" Emma's smile was wicked. "I've always wanted to try two guys at once. One cock in my pussy, one in my mouth. Or both taking turns. That would be so hot. And you'd get to watch me be a total slut for two men."

"Em—" Marcus started, but she cut him off.

"Don't 'Em' me. This is happening. I'm going to text both of them right now, see if they're interested." She pulled out her phone, already typing. "Derek will definitely say yes. He's into anything. Tyler might need more convincing, but I bet once I tell him how hot it would be, he'll agree."

She was right. Within five minutes, both men had responded enthusiastically. Derek sent back a string of flame emojis and "FUCK YES." Tyler said, "I've never done that before but I'm so down. You're incredible."

Emma showed Marcus the messages, her eyes gleaming with excitement. "Tomorrow night. Seven PM. Both of them. Here. And you're going to sit in that chair and watch me get fucked by two men at the same time."

Marcus felt like he might pass out. This was escalating so fast. One week ago, Emma had caught him cheating. Now she was planning a threesome with two different men while he watched.

"I need to go to work," he said weakly.

"Okay." Emma waved him off dismissively. "Have a good day. Oh, and Marcus? Don't forget to pick up wine on your way home. Good wine. I want everything perfect for tomorrow."



Work was torture.

Marcus sat through meetings barely hearing anything, his mind replaying Tyler fucking Emma, imagining tomorrow night with both Tyler and Derek. His cock kept trying to harden in its cage, painful reminders of his arousal and his helplessness.

Around lunch, Emma texted him.

Emma: Been thinking about tomorrow all morning. Can't decide what to wear. The red dress Derek loved? Or something new?

She followed it with a selfie—her in front of her closet mirror, wearing just a bra and panties, holding up two different dresses.

Marcus's cage bit into his cock. He was at work. People could see his screen. But Emma didn't care.

Emma: Actually, maybe I won't wear a dress at all. Maybe I'll just answer the door in lingerie. Really set the tone. What do you think?

Marcus typed back: Whatever you want.

Emma: That's not helpful, Marcus. I want your opinion. Which would turn you on more? Me in a slutty dress, or me in lingerie from the start?

He stared at his phone. She was asking him what would turn him on most about watching her fuck two other men.

Lingerie, he typed. From the start.

Emma: Good choice. I'll wear that black set. The one that's see-through. They'll be able to see everything before they even touch me.

Another text came through immediately.

Emma: I'm so wet right now just thinking about it. Thinking about having two cocks. Two sets of hands on me. Two mouths. God, I'm going to cum so many times.

Marcus excused himself from his desk and went to the bathroom, locking himself in a stall. His cage was agonizing, his cock desperately trying to get hard, failing, the pressure building with nowhere to go.

He stayed there for ten minutes, breathing deeply, trying to calm down. But Emma kept texting.

Emma: Do you think they'll take turns? Or both fuck me at the same time? I've never had two cocks inside me before. Never done anal. But maybe tomorrow is the night. Maybe I'll let one of them fuck my ass while the other fucks my pussy.

Emma: You'd like that, wouldn't you? Watching me take two cocks at once. Watching me be completely filled. Completely owned by other men.

Emma: I'm touching myself right now. In our bed. Thinking about tomorrow. Going to make myself cum. Wish you could see it. But you're at work, being a good boy, while I'm home being a slut.

Marcus gripped the stall wall, his breathing ragged. This was intentional. Emma was torturing him while he was stuck at work, unable to do anything about it.

His phone buzzed again. This time it was a video.

Marcus knew he shouldn't open it. Knew it would destroy him. But he couldn't help himself.

The video showed Emma on her bed, naked, her legs spread. Her hand was between her thighs, fingers working her pussy. Her other hand squeezed her breast. She was moaning, her head thrown back.

"Fuck," she gasped in the video. "Can't wait for tomorrow. Need two cocks so bad. Need to be filled up. Need Marcus to watch me be a total whore."

She came on camera, her body arching, her moans loud and shameless. Then the video ended.

Marcus leaned his forehead against the cool stall wall and tried not to cry.



The rest of the workday passed in a fog. Marcus went through the motions, responded when spoken to, but his mind was elsewhere. On Emma. On Tyler and Derek. On tomorrow night.

When he finally got home around six, Emma was in the living room with her laptop, browsing something. She looked up when he walked in.

"Good, you're home. Did you get the wine?"

Fuck. He'd forgotten.

"I'll go back out and get it," Marcus said quickly.

"No need." Emma waved him off. "I already ordered some. It'll be delivered tomorrow afternoon. But you're going to have to pick up dinner tonight. I don't feel like cooking, and I need to save my energy for tomorrow."

Marcus ordered Thai food—their usual—and they ate together on the couch. Emma was scrolling through her phone the entire time, texting with Derek and Tyler, coordinating tomorrow's logistics.

"So here's the plan," she said between bites of pad thai. "Derek's coming at seven. Tyler's coming at seven-thirty. That way I can ease into it—spend some time with Derek first, get warmed up, and then when Tyler arrives, we'll all three play together."

"Have they talked to each other?" Marcus asked. "Do they know each other?"

"Not yet. But I introduced them via group text. They're both very excited. Derek suggested they coordinate—like one of them focuses on my pussy while the other gets my mouth. Very thoughtful." Emma's smile was sharp. "They're already planning how to share me. How to make sure I'm completely satisfied."

She set down her food and turned to face Marcus fully. "I need you to understand something. Tomorrow night is going to be intense. More intense than anything we've done so far. You're going to watch me with two men. You're going to see me be completely uninhibited, completely sexual, completely theirs. And you can't break. You can't complain. You can't leave the room. You stay in that chair and you watch everything. Understand?"

"I understand," Marcus said quietly.

"Good." Emma picked up her food again. "Because after tomorrow, this becomes our normal. I'm going to have multiple men regularly. Sometimes individually, sometimes together. And you're going to be there for all of it."

She was quiet for a moment, then added, "And I think it's time we talk about your role in all this. Your active participation."

Marcus's stomach clenched. "What do you mean?"

"I mean you don't just watch anymore," Emma said. "You help. You participate. You serve."

"Serve?" Marcus echoed.

"Clean up after them. Bring them drinks. Help me get ready. Maybe even help them get ready." Emma's eyes were gleaming. "Fluff them if they need it. Help guide their cocks into me. Hold my legs open. Whatever I need, whatever they need, you do it."

The suggestion was so degrading, so humiliating, that Marcus felt dizzy. "You want me to touch them?"

"If necessary," Emma said casually. "If Derek's having trouble staying hard—which he won't, but hypothetically—you'd stroke him to help him out. Or if I want to be fucked in a certain position and need help getting there, you'd help position me. You'd be useful. Contributing."

"I don't know if I can do that," Marcus admitted.

"Then we're done." Emma's voice went cold. "This isn't negotiable, Marcus. You agreed to this lifestyle. You agreed to watch me fuck other men. Now I'm expanding your role. You can accept it, or you can pack your shit. But I'm not arguing about it."

Marcus felt trapped. Cornered. But underneath the fear and humiliation was that shameful arousal—his cock testing the cage, his body betraying him.

"Okay," he whispered. "Okay. I'll do it."

Emma's smile returned. "Good boy. I knew you would. Now finish your dinner. You need your strength for tomorrow."



Saturday morning, Marcus woke to silence. Emma was still asleep—he could hear her soft breathing from down the hall. No Tyler this time. No early morning fucking. Just quiet.

He got up and made coffee, trying to prepare himself mentally for tonight. Two men. Both fucking Emma. Both using her body while he watched. And now, apparently, he was supposed to help. To participate in his own cuckolding.

Emma emerged around nine, stretching and yawning. She was in just a t-shirt and panties, her hair messy from sleep, and she looked beautiful.

"Morning," she said, heading straight for the coffee. "Big day today."

"Yeah," Marcus agreed.

"I need to get a lot done before tonight," Emma continued. "Shower, shave everything, exfoliate, do my nails. I want to look absolutely perfect. And you're going to help me."

They spent the morning in Emma's bathroom. Marcus sat on the edge of the tub while Emma took a long bath, occasionally asking him to hand her things—soap, razor, lotion. She shaved her legs in front of him, then higher, removing every bit of hair between her thighs.

"Need to be perfectly smooth," she explained. "I want them to see everything. Want them to feel everything."

After her bath, Emma stood naked in front of her mirror, examining herself critically. "My tits look good. Ass is still firm. I've been doing squats—can you tell?"

She turned, showing off her body, and Marcus's cage tightened painfully.

"You can look," Emma said, noticing his discomfort. "You just can't touch. But looking is allowed. Looking is encouraged, even. I want you to see what they're going to get. Want you to be jealous."

She was right. Marcus was jealous. Devastatingly, achingly jealous. This body used to be his. Now it belonged to Derek and Tyler and whoever else Emma decided to fuck.

Emma spent an hour on her hair and makeup, making everything perfect. Then she pulled out the lingerie—the black set that was completely see-through, showing her nipples and the freshly-shaved pussy beneath.

"Help me with the stockings," she said, handing Marcus a pair of sheer black thigh-highs with lace tops.

Marcus knelt in front of her, his hands shaking as he rolled the stockings up her legs. His face was inches from her pussy, and he could smell her—that familiar scent he used to know intimately, now forbidden to him.

"Good," Emma said when both stockings were in place. She examined herself in the mirror. "Perfect. They're going to lose their minds when they see me."

She was right. Emma looked incredible—like something out of a fantasy. The sheer lingerie left nothing to the imagination, the stockings made her legs look endless, and her makeup was perfect.

"What time is it?" Emma asked.

"Three," Marcus said.

"Four hours," Emma mused. "I should eat something. Keep my energy up. But something light—don't want to be too full."

They made lunch together—or rather, Marcus made lunch while Emma supervised, still in her lingerie, lounging on the counter like she had when Tyler made breakfast.

"After tonight, things are going to change," Emma said while Marcus cooked. "This is the beginning of something new. Something permanent. I'm not just doing this for revenge anymore. I'm doing it because I like it. Because I love having multiple men. Because it makes me feel powerful and desired and alive."

She hopped off the counter and moved closer to Marcus. "And you're going to keep watching. Keep helping. Keep serving. Because that's your role now. That's what you are. My cuckold husband."

"We're not married," Marcus pointed out quietly.

"Not yet," Emma agreed. "But we will be. Eventually. Once you've proven yourself completely. Once I know you're fully committed to this lifestyle. Then maybe I'll let you marry me. Let you be my cuckold husband officially."

The suggestion should have horrified Marcus. But instead, it sent a thrill through him. The idea of marrying Emma, of making this official, of committing to a lifetime of watching her fuck other men—it was twisted and wrong and he wanted it.

"Would you still want to marry me?" he asked. "After everything?"

"Maybe," Emma said. "If you're good. If you follow all the rules. If you prove you can handle sharing me forever. Then yes, I'd marry you. I'd make it official. You'd be my husband who watches other men fuck his wife. How's that sound?"

"Insane," Marcus said honestly.

"But you want it," Emma observed. "I can see it in your eyes. You want to be locked in this forever. Want to make it permanent."

She was right. God help him, she was right.



At 6:30, Emma sent Marcus to the bedroom.

"I want you in the chair before they arrive," she said. "I want you sitting there, waiting, when I bring them in. It sets the tone."

Marcus sat in the now-familiar chair in the corner, his heart pounding. He could hear Emma moving around the apartment, lighting candles, putting on music—something low and sensual. She was staging the scene, creating an atmosphere.

At 6:55, the doorbell rang.

Marcus heard Emma answer it, heard Derek's voice.

"Holy fuck, you look incredible."

"You like it?" Emma's voice was playful.

"Like it? I'm going to rip it off you with my teeth."

They kissed—Marcus could hear it, wet and hungry—and then Emma said, "Tyler's coming in thirty minutes. We have time for a warm-up."

"I love how you think," Derek said.

Footsteps. Coming toward the bedroom. Emma walked in first, Derek right behind her, his hand on her ass possessively. They both looked at Marcus in the corner.

"Hey, Marcus," Derek said casually. "Good to see you again, man. Ready for the show?"

Marcus nodded mutely.

"Marcus is very ready," Emma said. "He's been thinking about this all day. All week, really. Haven't you, baby?"

The endearment stung, but Marcus managed to nod again.

"Good," Derek said. He pulled Emma against him, kissing her neck. "Because I've been thinking about you all week. About that tight pussy. About making you scream."

Emma moaned, arching into him. "Then stop talking and show me."

Derek wasted no time. He pushed Emma onto the bed and climbed over her, kissing down her body. He pushed the sheer bra up over her breasts and sucked her nipples, making Emma gasp and writhe.

"Fuck, I missed these tits," Derek growled. "Missed this whole fucking body."

He moved lower, pulling off the see-through panties, spreading Emma's legs wide. From the chair, Marcus had a perfect view as Derek buried his face between Emma's thighs, eating her out with enthusiasm.

Emma's hands fisted in Derek's hair, her back arching off the bed. "Oh god, yes, right there, don't stop—"

Derek worked her with his tongue until Emma came, screaming, her thighs clamping around his head. Then he stood up and stripped, his cock already hard.

"Need to be inside you," he said, positioning himself at her entrance.

"Wait," Emma said, breathless. "I want Marcus to help."

Derek raised an eyebrow. "Help how?"

"Marcus," Emma called. "Come here."

Marcus stood on shaky legs and approached the bed. His cage was agonizing, his cock desperately trying to harden.

"Guide Derek's cock into me," Emma said. "Help him fuck me."

The request was so degrading that Marcus almost refused. Almost said he couldn't. But Emma's eyes were challenging him, daring him to back out.

Marcus reached out with a trembling hand and wrapped his fingers around Derek's cock. It was hot and hard, bigger than Marcus's, and holding it felt surreal and wrong.

"Good boy," Emma purred. "Now put it in me. Show him where to go."

Marcus guided Derek's cock to Emma's pussy, positioning the head at her entrance. Then Derek thrust forward, impaling her, and Marcus let go, stepping back quickly.

"Fuck, that's hot," Derek groaned. "Making your boyfriend help me fuck you. That's so fucking hot."

He started pounding into Emma, and she wrapped her legs around his waist, meeting his thrusts.

Marcus backed up to the chair, his hand still tingling from touching Derek's cock, his mind reeling from what he'd just done.

At 7:28, the doorbell rang again.

"That's Tyler!" Emma said breathlessly. "Derek, keep fucking me. Marcus, go let him in."

Marcus stumbled to the door in a daze. Tyler stood on the other side, holding flowers and looking eager.

"Hey, man," Tyler said. "These are for Emma. Is she—"

"Bedroom," Marcus said. "They're already started."

Tyler's eyes widened with excitement. "Fuck, that's hot. Lead the way."

Marcus led Tyler to the bedroom. Derek was still fucking Emma, the bed shaking with the force of his thrusts. Tyler stopped in the doorway, taking in the scene with a huge grin.

"Room for one more?" he asked.

Emma turned her head, saw Tyler, and smiled. "Get over here. I need your cock in my mouth."

Tyler stripped quickly, his cock already hard, and climbed onto the bed. He positioned himself near Emma's head, and she immediately took him into her mouth, sucking enthusiastically while Derek continued pounding her pussy.

Marcus stood in the doorway, watching his girlfriend service two men at once. One cock in her mouth, one in her pussy, both of them using her, both of them groaning with pleasure.

"Fuck, your mouth is amazing," Tyler gasped, his hands in Emma's hair.

"And this pussy," Derek added. "Tightest fucking pussy. God, I'm going to cum soon."

"Cum inside me," Emma pulled off Tyler's cock long enough to say. "Fill me up. I want to feel it."

Derek groaned and thrust deep, his whole body tensing as he came. Marcus watched him pump Emma full of cum, watched Emma moan around Tyler's cock, watched the satisfied smile on her face.

When Derek pulled out, Emma immediately said, "Marcus, come here."

Marcus approached the bed again, his stomach tight with anxiety.

"Clean me up," Emma said, spreading her legs wide. Derek's cum was leaking out of her pussy, obscene and obvious. "Lick it out of me. Show Derek and Tyler what a good cuckold you are."

The request was so degrading, so far beyond anything Marcus had imagined, that for a moment he just froze.

"Now, Marcus," Emma's voice was sharp. "Or pack your shit."

Marcus knelt at the edge of the bed, his face level with Emma's cum-filled pussy. He could smell sex and Derek and Emma all mixed together. His hands were shaking.

He leaned forward and put his mouth on her, tasting another man's cum for the first time.

It was salty and bitter and humiliating. Emma moaned, her hand coming to the back of his head, holding him there.

"That's it," she purred. "Lick it all out. Every drop. Show them what you are."

Marcus did as he was told, licking and sucking, cleaning Emma's pussy while Derek and Tyler watched. He could hear their reactions—Tyler's shocked "Holy shit" and Derek's approving "Fuck yeah."

When Emma finally released him, Marcus sat back on his heels, his face wet, his dignity in shreds.

"Good boy," Emma said, patting his head like a dog. "Now go back to your chair. Tyler's turn to fuck me."

Tyler was already hard again—or still hard—and he wasted no time positioning himself between Emma's legs.

"Your boyfriend just licked my cum out of you," Derek said, laughing. "That's the most cucked shit I've ever seen."

"He's a good cuck," Emma agreed. "Very obedient. Very dedicated to my pleasure."

Tyler pushed into Emma, and she moaned, her arms wrapping around his neck. "Oh fuck, Tyler, you feel so good. So deep."

They fucked while Derek recovered, stroking his cock slowly, getting ready for round two. Marcus sat in his chair, his mouth still tasting Derek's cum, his cock aching in its cage.

This went on for hours.

Tyler and Derek took turns fucking Emma. Sometimes one at a time, sometimes both together—one fucking her pussy while she sucked the other's cock. They tried different positions: Emma on top, riding Tyler while Derek fucked her mouth. Emma on her hands and knees, Derek behind her, Tyler in front. Emma on her back, legs spread wide, taking Tyler while Derek kissed her and played with her tits.

And through it all, Emma called Marcus over periodically to help. To hand Derek a water bottle. To hold Emma's legs open while Tyler fucked her. To guide Tyler's cock back into Emma's pussy when it slipped out. To clean Emma's pussy after each man came inside her.

Each task was more degrading than the last, but Marcus did them all. He was beyond shame now. Beyond pride. He was just following orders, doing what Emma demanded, accepting his role.

Around eleven, Emma was lying between both men, all three of them sweaty and satisfied. She'd cum at least six times—Marcus had lost count. Both Derek and Tyler had cum twice each, filling Emma with what felt like gallons of cum that Marcus had dutifully licked out each time.

"That was incredible," Emma said, her voice hoarse from screaming. "Best night of my life."

"For real," Tyler agreed. "I've never done anything like that. Sharing you with Derek, having your boyfriend help—fuck, that was intense."

"We should do this regularly," Derek suggested. "Like weekly. Both of us come over, fuck you together, make Marcus watch and participate."

"I love that idea," Emma said. "Yes. Weekly threesomes. Every Saturday. Make it a tradition."

They all laughed, comfortable and happy, while Marcus sat in his corner, exhausted and broken and shamefully still aroused.

Eventually, Tyler and Derek started getting dressed. It was late, and they both had things to do tomorrow. Emma walked them to the door, kissing each of them thoroughly.

"Next Saturday," she confirmed. "Same time. I'll text you both during the week."

"Can't wait," Derek said.

"Me neither," Tyler agreed. "Best Saturday ever."

When they were gone, Emma returned to the bedroom. Marcus was still in the chair, hadn't moved.

"Stand up," Emma said.

Marcus stood, his legs stiff from sitting so long.

Emma walked over to him and cupped his face in her hands. "You were perfect tonight. You did everything I asked. Every degrading thing, every humiliating task. You licked cum out of my pussy multiple times. You touched other men's cocks. You helped them fuck me. And you never complained. Never ran away. You stayed and took it all."

Her voice softened slightly. "I'm proud of you, Marcus. You're becoming exactly what I need you to be."

Then she reached for the key around her neck. "I think you've earned a reward."

She unlocked his cage and removed it. Marcus's cock immediately started hardening, the relief intense after being locked up for over a week.

"You can jerk off," Emma said. "Right here. Right now. But I want you to tell me what you're thinking about while you do it."

Marcus wrapped his hand around his cock, the sensation overwhelming after so long without touch. He started stroking, and the pleasure was immediate and intense.

"What are you thinking about?" Emma prompted.

"You," Marcus gasped. "With them. With Derek and Tyler. Watching you get fucked."

"What specifically?"

"When they fucked you at the same time. When you had Derek's cock in your mouth and Tyler's in your pussy. When you were completely theirs."

"And did that turn you on?" Emma asked. "Watching them use me?"

"Yes," Marcus admitted, stroking faster. "God, yes. I hated it but I loved it. I wanted to stop watching but I couldn't. I—fuck—I'm going to cum."

"Cum thinking about me fucking them," Emma commanded. "Cum thinking about next Saturday when they come back and do it all over again. Cum thinking about your life as a cuckold."

Marcus came with a guttural groan, his orgasm ripping through him with devastating intensity. He came all over his own hand, his cock pulsing, his whole body shaking.

When he finally stopped, Emma handed him a tissue. "Clean up. Then put the cage back on."

"What?" Marcus looked at her in disbelief. "Already?"

"You got your reward," Emma said. "One orgasm. Now back in the cage. That's the deal."

With shaking hands, Marcus cleaned himself and fitted the cage back on. The metal was cold and unforgiving, and his cock was already trying to harden again.

Emma locked it and tucked the key back between her breasts. "There. Much better. Now go shower. You smell like sex and shame. Then come sleep in my bed tonight."

"Your bed?" Marcus was surprised. "But you said—"

"I said you sleep in the guest room usually. Tonight is special. You earned it. But don't get used to it."

Marcus showered, washing away the physical evidence of the night but unable to wash away the memories. When he returned to the bedroom, Emma was already in bed, cleaned up, wearing a comfortable t-shirt.

Marcus climbed in next to her—the first time in weeks—and Emma immediately curled against him.

"You did so good tonight," she murmured, her voice sleepy. "My perfect little cuck. My good boy."

She fell asleep in his arms, and Marcus lay there in the dark, his mind spinning.

He'd licked another man's cum out of his girlfriend's pussy. He'd touched other men's cocks. He'd helped them fuck her. He'd accepted his role completely.

And the most terrifying part was that he'd loved every second of it.



The next week passed in a blur of anticipation and dread.

Emma was constantly on her phone, texting with Derek and Tyler, planning next Saturday. She was also still talking to other men on the apps—Carlos the chef, Mike the firefighter, Jake the musician, and several others.

"I'm building my roster," she explained to Marcus one night. "Derek and Tyler are my regulars. But I want variety. Want different experiences. So I'm going to start seeing other guys too. Maybe one or two a week, on top of Saturday with Derek and Tyler."

She was also making adjustments to the apartment. She bought new sheets—high thread count, expensive. "For my lovers," she said. She restocked the wine cabinet, bought good whiskey, even got a nicer sound system for the bedroom.

"I want everything perfect when I bring men home," she explained. "Want them to feel welcome. Want them to know this is a place where they can relax and fuck me properly."

Marcus's role was expanding too. Emma had him deep-clean the apartment, organize the bedroom, even buy new towels. "Everything needs to be pristine," she said. "You're the one who maintains our space. Who makes sure it's always ready."

She also started training him on other tasks.

On Wednesday, she had him practice giving massages. "Derek likes his shoulders rubbed after sex," she explained. "So you're going to learn how to do it properly."

She made Marcus practice on her, critiquing his technique, making him start over when he didn't do it right. Finally, she was satisfied.

"Good. Now when Derek needs a massage after fucking me, you'll be ready."

On Thursday, Emma brought home wine for a tasting.

"We're going to learn about wine," she said. "Because when I bring sophisticated guys home, I want to serve them properly. And you're going to be the one serving."

They spent an hour tasting different wines, Emma teaching Marcus about tannins and body and finish. It was surreal and domestic and twisted all at once.

Friday night, Emma made an announcement.

"I'm seeing Carlos tomorrow afternoon," she said. "The chef. Before Derek and Tyler come over. He's going to cook me dinner, and then fuck me. You're going to watch, obviously."

"Before Derek and Tyler?" Marcus asked. "So three men in one day?"

"Four, technically," Emma corrected. "Carlos in the afternoon, Derek and Tyler in the evening. But don't worry—I'll make sure to save energy for my regulars. Carlos is just an appetizer."

Saturday afternoon, Carlos arrived at two PM. He was handsome in a different way from Derek and Tyler—shorter, more compact, with dark eyes and an easy smile. He brought bags of groceries and immediately set up in the kitchen.

"I'm making you paella," he told Emma. "And a Spanish wine to pair. After that, dessert—but the dessert is you."

Emma laughed, delighted, and perched on the counter to watch him cook. Marcus stood awkwardly nearby, not sure what to do.

"You must be Marcus," Carlos said, glancing over. "Emma told me about you. About your arrangement."

"She did?" Marcus asked.

"Yes. Very honest. Very upfront. I appreciate that." Carlos stirred his pan, adding saffron. "She said you watch. Help sometimes. That you're committed to her pleasure above your own."

"I guess," Marcus said quietly.

"That's admirable," Carlos said, surprising him. "Takes a strong man to put his ego aside like that. To prioritize his partner's happiness even when it's hard."

Marcus didn't know how to respond to that. It was the first time anyone had framed his cuckolding as anything other than pathetic.

Carlos cooked for an hour, the apartment filling with delicious smells. When the paella was done, he plated it beautifully and poured wine. Emma and Carlos ate at the dining table while Marcus cleaned up the kitchen, as Emma had instructed.

After dinner, Carlos took Emma's hand. "Ready for dessert?"

They went to the bedroom, Marcus following. Emma stripped immediately, eager, and Carlos took his time undressing her, kissing every inch of skin he revealed.

"You're beautiful," he said. "Perfect."

He made love to Emma slowly, sensually, completely different from Derek and Tyler's rough intensity. He focused on her pleasure, taking his time, making her cum twice before he finally let himself finish.

When he was done, he kissed Emma thoroughly and got dressed. "Thank you for letting me cook for you. And for everything after."

"Thank you," Emma said. "That was wonderful. Different. I liked it."

"Call me anytime you want a private chef," Carlos said with a wink. "Or anything else."

After Carlos left, Emma stretched luxuriously. "That was nice. Romantic. But now I need the rough stuff. Derek and Tyler will be here in an hour. I should shower and get ready."

She looked at Marcus. "You did well today. Cleaning up while we ate. Staying quiet while we fucked. I'm pleased with you."

She stood and walked to him, her naked body on display. "You've been locked up for a week now. Since last Saturday when I let you cum. How are you feeling?"

"Desperate," Marcus admitted.

"Good." Emma smiled. "Stay desperate. Stay hungry. That's when you're most obedient. Most willing to do anything I ask."

She kissed his cheek. "Now help me get ready for round two. Derek and Tyler are going to destroy me tonight, and I want to look perfect for it."



The second weekly threesome was even more intense than the first.

Derek and Tyler arrived within minutes of each other, and this time they were completely comfortable with the arrangement. They high-fived when they saw each other, like teammates before a game.

"Ready to fuck this beautiful woman together?" Derek asked.

"Always," Tyler agreed.

Emma was wearing the lingerie from last week—the see-through set that showed everything. Both men groaned appreciatively when they saw her.

"Fuck, you're hot," Tyler said.

"We're so lucky," Derek added.

They descended on Emma immediately, both kissing her, both touching her, both claiming her. Marcus watched from his chair as they stripped her, as they each sucked her nipples, as they spread her legs and took turns eating her pussy.

Emma came screaming, her hands in both their hair.

Then Derek fucked her while she sucked Tyler's cock. Then Tyler fucked her while Derek kissed her and played with her tits. Then they switched again, over and over, both taking turns, both making her cum.

At one point, Derek suggested, "We should try something new."

"What?" Emma asked breathlessly.

"Anal," Derek said. "Tyler fucks your pussy, I fuck your ass. Both of us inside you at the same time."

Emma's eyes widened. "I've never done anal."

"We'll be gentle," Derek promised. "Get you ready first. But fuck, the image of both of us inside you—that's so hot."

Emma looked at Marcus. "What do you think? Should I let them both fuck me at once?"

The question was cruel and humiliating, asking Marcus's permission for something she was going to do anyway. But Marcus found himself nodding.

"Yes," he heard himself say. "You should try it."

"Marcus approves," Emma said, grinning. "Okay. Let's do it. But slow. And Marcus—get me the lube from the nightstand."

Marcus retrieved the lube—when had Emma bought lube?—and handed it to Derek.

Derek spent ten minutes preparing Emma, using his fingers, getting her ass ready. Emma moaned the whole time, clearly enjoying it. When Derek finally pushed his cock into her ass, slowly and carefully, Emma cried out.

"Oh fuck! Oh my god, that's—that's intense."

"You okay?" Derek asked, pausing.

"Yes. Keep going. I want to feel it all."

Derek pushed deeper until he was fully inside Emma's ass. Then Tyler positioned himself and slid into her pussy. Both men inside her at once, filling her completely.

Emma screamed. "Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck—"

"You okay?" Tyler asked.

"I'm perfect. I'm so full. I'm—oh god, move. Fuck me. Both of you. Please."

They developed a rhythm, alternating thrusts, filling Emma over and over. She came almost immediately, her whole body convulsing, and they kept fucking her through it.

Marcus watched his girlfriend take two cocks at once, watched her be completely used, completely satisfied by other men. His cage was agonizing, his cock desperate for release that wouldn't come.

When both men finally came—Derek in Emma's ass, Tyler in her pussy—Emma collapsed between them, exhausted and glowing.

"That was incredible," she gasped. "Best sex ever. Holy shit."

"We need to do that again," Derek said.

"Definitely," Tyler agreed.

Marcus was called over to clean Emma up, licking both men's cum out of her, and the degradation of it barely even registered anymore. This was his role. His purpose.

Later, after Derek and Tyler left, Emma unlocked Marcus's cage.

"You can cum," she said. "Tell me what you're thinking about."

Marcus stroked his cock, the pleasure intense, and said, "You. Taking both of them at once. Being completely filled. Completely theirs."

"And did you like watching that?"

"Yes," Marcus admitted. "God help me, yes."

"You're fully mine now," Emma said softly. "Fully committed to this. There's no going back."

Marcus came, agreeing with her, accepting his fate.


Chapter Five: Forever

Three months passed.

Three months of Marcus living his new life. Three months of watching Emma fuck other men. Three months of cleaning up after them, helping them, serving them. Three months locked in his cage, only allowed release when Emma decided he'd earned it—which was approximately once every two weeks if he was very, very good.

Three months of Derek and Tyler coming over every Saturday night for their weekly threesome with Emma. Three months of watching his girlfriend take two cocks at once, hearing her scream their names, licking their cum out of her afterward.

Three months of Emma expanding her roster. Carlos the chef came over every other Wednesday. Mike the firefighter visited on Tuesday nights when his shift allowed. Jake the musician showed up sporadically, usually late at night after gigs, and Emma always let him in, always let him fuck her while Marcus watched from his chair.

Three months of Marcus learning that he loved it.

That was the part that had taken him by surprise. Somewhere in the endless nights of watching Emma get fucked, somewhere between the hundredth and the hundredth-and-first time he'd licked another man's cum from her pussy, something had shifted. The shame was still there—would probably always be there—but underneath it was genuine arousal. Genuine pleasure. Genuine satisfaction in his role.

He was a cuckold. And he loved being a cuckold.

Emma had noticed the shift too. She'd started giving him more responsibilities, more tasks, more ways to participate. He wasn't just watching anymore. He was integral to the experience.

On Saturday mornings, Marcus would clean the apartment from top to bottom, preparing for Derek and Tyler's weekly visit. He'd change the sheets, light candles, chill wine, make sure everything was perfect. Emma had started calling him her "house husband," and the term had stuck.

During the week, he'd help Emma prepare for her dates with other men. He'd help her choose outfits, do her makeup, pick out lingerie. He'd learned which men preferred which looks—Derek liked red, Tyler preferred black, Carlos loved white lace, Mike went crazy for anything leather.

And during the actual sex, Marcus had become essential. He'd hold Emma's legs open for better access. He'd guide cocks into her pussy when positions shifted. He'd fetch water, towels, lube, whatever was needed. He'd massage the men after they'd fucked Emma, working out the knots in their shoulders and backs while they recovered for round two.

He'd clean Emma's pussy after each man came inside her, his tongue working diligently to remove every drop before the next man took his turn. Emma had started calling this "fluffing and cleaning," and she'd made it mandatory—Marcus wasn't allowed to skip this duty, even if multiple men came inside her in one night.

It was degrading. Humiliating. And Marcus came harder than he'd ever come in his life on the rare occasions Emma unlocked him.

Now, sitting in his chair on a Saturday afternoon in late spring, Marcus reflected on how much had changed. Three months ago, he'd been terrified of this life. Now, he was waiting eagerly for Derek and Tyler to arrive, excited to watch them fuck Emma, already anticipating the moment when Emma would call him over to help.

Emma walked into the bedroom, and Marcus's breath caught. She was wearing something new—a white lace bodysuit that was completely sheer, showing every inch of her body. Her hair was styled in loose waves, her makeup perfect, and she looked like a bride.

"What do you think?" Emma asked, turning to show him all angles.

"You look incredible," Marcus said honestly. "Like you're getting married."

Emma's smile was knowing. "Funny you should mention that."

She walked over to him and sat on his lap—something she rarely did anymore—and cupped his face in her hands.

"We need to talk," she said. "About us. About the future. About making this permanent."

Marcus's heart rate spiked. "Permanent how?"

"I want to marry you," Emma said simply. "I want you to be my husband. My cuckold husband. Officially and legally."

The words hung in the air between them. Marcus stared at her, trying to process what she was saying.

"You want to marry me?" he repeated. "After everything?"

"Because of everything," Emma corrected. "Because you've proven yourself. Because you've accepted this lifestyle completely. Because you're perfect for me—not despite being a cuckold, but because you are one."

She stood up and paced the room, her words coming faster now, more passionate.

"I love you, Marcus. I still love you, even after what you did. Maybe even more now, in some twisted way. You hurt me, and I hurt you back, and somewhere in all that pain we found something real. Something honest. Something that actually works for both of us."

She turned to face him. "I don't want a traditional husband. I don't want monogamy. I don't want the fairy tale. I want this. I want you watching me fuck other men. I want you serving me and them. I want you locked in that cage, desperate and obedient. I want you as my house husband who cleans up my lovers' cum and helps me get ready for dates. That's the marriage I want."

"And you think I want that too?" Marcus asked quietly.

"I know you do," Emma said. "I see it in your eyes every Saturday when Derek and Tyler arrive. I see it when you're on your knees licking cum out of me. I see it when I unlock you and you cum harder than you ever did during vanilla sex. You love this life, Marcus. You love being my cuck."

She was right. God, she was right.

"What about them?" Marcus asked, gesturing vaguely toward the door. "Derek and Tyler and the others. What happens to them if we get married?"

"They keep fucking me," Emma said immediately. "Nothing changes except we make it official. Legal. Permanent. I'll be your wife who fucks other men. You'll be my husband who watches and helps. We'll have wedding vows that reflect our real relationship, not some bullshit traditional promises we'd never keep."

Emma knelt in front of Marcus, taking his hands in hers. "I want to marry you. I want to wear your ring while Derek's cock is inside me. I want to say 'I do' knowing that 'forsaking all others' means you forsake all others, but I don't. I want our marriage to be honest about what we are."

Marcus felt tears prickling his eyes. This was insane. Twisted. Wrong by every traditional measure.

And he wanted it more than he'd ever wanted anything.

"Yes," he said. "Yes, I'll marry you. I'll be your cuckold husband. Forever."

Emma's smile was radiant. She kissed him—really kissed him, with tongue and passion—for the first time in months. When she pulled back, there were tears in her eyes too.

"Good," she said. "Because I already bought a ring. Well, two rings. One for you, and one for me."

She pulled a small box from the nightstand and opened it. Inside were two simple gold bands.

"Nothing fancy," Emma said. "Just classic. Simple. Because our relationship might be complicated, but the commitment is simple: I love you, you love me, and we're going to do this forever."

She slipped one ring onto Marcus's finger. It fit perfectly.

"There," Emma said. "You're mine. Officially. And tonight, we're going to celebrate."

"Derek and Tyler are coming," Marcus said.

"I know. They're going to be the first to fuck your fiancée. The first to congratulate us on our engagement." Emma's smile was wicked. "And I have a surprise. I invited someone else too. Someone new. We're doing a foursome tonight. Three bulls and me. And you're going to watch your future wife get completely destroyed by three men at once."

Marcus's cock strained in its cage. "Who's the third?"

"You'll see when he gets here," Emma said mysteriously. "But trust me—you're going to love watching him fuck me."



Derek arrived first at seven, as usual. When Emma showed him the ring, he broke into a huge grin.

"Holy shit! You're getting married?" He pulled Marcus into a hug—an actual, genuine hug—and clapped him on the back. "Congrats, man. That's awesome. Best marriage arrangement I've ever heard of."

"Thanks," Marcus said, surprised by Derek's enthusiasm.

"This calls for champagne," Derek said. "I'll grab some on my way back. Tyler's coming in twenty, right?"

"Right," Emma confirmed. "And our mystery guest should be here around seven-thirty."

Derek raised his eyebrows. "Mystery guest?"

"Someone new. Someone special. Someone I think both you and Tyler will enjoy sharing me with."

Derek grinned. "This is going to be a hell of a night."

He kissed Emma thoroughly, his hands already roaming her body, and Emma melted into him.

"Save some energy for later," she said breathlessly. "Tonight's going to be marathon, not sprint."

When Tyler arrived at 7:20, he was similarly enthusiastic about the engagement.

"That's fucking awesome!" he said, pulling both Emma and Marcus into a hug. "You guys are perfect for each other. This is exactly what a modern marriage should be—honest about what you both need."

He kissed Emma, his hands immediately going to her ass, squeezing through the sheer bodysuit.

"You look like a bride," Tyler said. "A very sexy, very dirty bride."

"That's the idea," Emma purred.

The doorbell rang at exactly 7:30.

Emma's eyes lit up. "That's him. Marcus, go let him in. Derek and Tyler—stay here. I want it to be a surprise."

Marcus went to the door, curious and anxious about who Emma had invited. When he opened it, his jaw dropped.

Standing on the doorstep was Jamal—six-foot-four, built like a linebacker, with dark skin and a smile that could sell toothpaste. He was objectively one of the most handsome men Marcus had ever seen.

"You must be Marcus," Jamal said, his voice deep and smooth. "Emma's told me a lot about you. And congratulations on the engagement."

"Thanks," Marcus managed. "Come in."

Jamal followed him to the bedroom. When Derek and Tyler saw him, their eyes widened.

"Damn, Emma," Derek said appreciatively. "You really know how to pick them."

"This is Jamal," Emma introduced. "We matched on Bumble last week. He's a personal trainer, former college football player, and he's very interested in our lifestyle."

Jamal grinned. "When Emma told me about her setup—engaged to one guy while fucking multiple others, with the fiancé watching and helping—I knew I had to be part of it. This is like every fantasy I've ever had."

He was tall enough that he had to duck slightly under the doorframe. His presence filled the room, masculine and confident and slightly overwhelming.

"I've never shared a woman with other guys before," Jamal admitted. "But Emma says you two are cool." He nodded at Derek and Tyler. "That you guys are all friends now. All on the same team."

"Absolutely," Derek said. "We're here to make Emma happy. That's the whole point."

"Then we're definitely on the same team," Jamal agreed.

Emma clapped her hands together. "Okay! Now that everyone's here and acquainted, let's start this celebration properly. I want all three of you to strip. I want to see what I'm working with."

The three men obeyed immediately. Derek and Tyler were familiar—Marcus had seen them naked dozens of times. But Jamal was new, and watching him strip was something else entirely.

He was massive. Not just tall, but broad and muscled and powerful. His cock, even soft, was bigger than Marcus had ever seen—thick and long and intimidating.

Emma's eyes went wide when she saw it. "Oh my god."

"Like what you see?" Jamal asked, clearly used to that reaction.

"I love what I see," Emma breathed. "Come here. I need to touch it."

Jamal moved to stand in front of Emma, and she immediately wrapped both hands around his cock, stroking it to full hardness. It grew even larger, and Marcus felt his stomach drop.

"This is the biggest cock I've ever seen," Emma said, her voice full of wonder. "How big are you?"

"Nine and a half inches," Jamal said. "And about six inches around."

"Holy fuck," Emma breathed. "I need this inside me. Right now."

"Wait," Derek said, moving closer. "Let us warm you up first. If you try to take Jamal cold, you're going to hurt yourself."

"Good point," Emma agreed. She released Jamal's cock reluctantly and turned to Derek. "Okay. You and Tyler warm me up. Get me nice and wet and stretched. And then Jamal can show me what that monster cock can do."

Derek and Tyler descended on Emma immediately. Derek kissed her while Tyler dropped to his knees, pulling off her bodysuit and burying his face between her legs. Emma moaned into Derek's mouth, her hands in Tyler's hair.

Jamal stood to the side, stroking his massive cock slowly, watching with obvious enjoyment. "This is so hot," he said. "Watching them work together to get you ready for me. Fuck."

Marcus sat in his chair, his cage already agonizing, watching three men prepare to fuck his fiancée. The ring on his finger felt heavy, significant. He was engaged to Emma. This was his future wife being devoured by three bulls.

Tyler worked Emma with his tongue until she came, screaming, her thighs clamping around his head. Then Derek laid her on the bed and slid his cock into her, fucking her slowly and deeply, opening her up.

"That's it," Derek coached. "Relax into it. Let me stretch you out for Jamal."

After Derek made Emma cum again, Tyler took his turn, fucking her from behind, his hands on her hips. Emma's moans filled the room, loud and shameless.

Finally, Emma looked at Jamal with lust-drunk eyes. "I'm ready. I need that big cock inside me right now."

Jamal moved to the bed, his massive cock in hand. He positioned himself at Emma's entrance, and even from the chair, Marcus could see how big Jamal was compared to her pussy.

"Slow," Emma said. "Go slow."

Jamal pushed forward carefully, and Emma's eyes went wide. "Oh fuck. Oh my god. You're so big. So fucking big."

He pushed deeper, inch by inch, and Emma's mouth fell open in a silent scream. Her hands clutched at the sheets, her whole body tensing.

"You okay?" Jamal asked, pausing.

"Don't stop," Emma gasped. "Keep going. I want all of it. I want to feel all of you."

Jamal pushed deeper until he was fully seated inside her. Emma's back arched off the bed, her face a mixture of pain and pleasure and overwhelming sensation.

"Holy shit," she breathed. "I've never been so full. Never felt anything like this."

Jamal started moving slowly, and Emma's moans escalated into screams. Derek and Tyler watched from the side, stroking their own cocks, clearly turned on by watching Jamal dominate Emma's pussy.

"You're taking it so good," Jamal praised. "Taking all of this big dick. Such a good girl."

"Fuck me," Emma begged. "Harder. I can take it. Show my fiancé what a real bull looks like."

Jamal obliged, his hips moving faster, and Emma came almost immediately, her pussy clenching around his massive cock.

"That's one," Jamal said, not stopping. "Let's see how many more we can get."

He fucked Emma through two more orgasms before finally cumming himself, growling as he filled her with what looked like an enormous load. When he pulled out, his cum poured out of Emma's pussy, more than Marcus had ever seen from Derek or Tyler.

"Marcus," Emma called weakly. "Come clean me up."

Marcus moved to the bed and buried his face between Emma's legs, tasting Jamal's cum for the first time. It was different from Derek's and Tyler's—slightly sweeter, more copious. Marcus licked and sucked until Emma pushed him away.

"Good boy," she said. "Now watch me take all three of them. Derek, Tyler—I want you both in me while Jamal recovers."

What followed was hours of the most intense sex Marcus had ever witnessed. Derek and Tyler took turns fucking Emma while Jamal recovered. Then Jamal fucked her again while Derek and Tyler watched. Then they tried combinations—Emma riding Tyler while sucking Derek's cock. Emma on her hands and knees, Derek behind her, Jamal in her mouth. Emma sandwiched between Tyler and Jamal, both of them inside her at once.

Emma came so many times Marcus lost count. Her voice went hoarse from screaming. Her makeup ran from sweat and tears of pleasure. Her body was covered in marks from three sets of hands, three mouths, three men claiming her.

And through it all, Marcus watched. Helped when called upon. Fetched water and towels. Guided cocks into Emma's holes. Massaged sore muscles. Cleaned Emma's pussy after each man came inside her.

Around midnight, all three men lay exhausted on the bed, Emma sprawled between them, glowing with satisfaction.

"That was incredible," Emma said, her voice wrecked. "Best engagement celebration ever."

"Agreed," Derek said.

"Definitely," Tyler added.

"I'm definitely coming back," Jamal said. "This is the hottest setup I've ever been part of."

Emma turned her head to look at Marcus in his chair. "Come here, baby."

Marcus approached the bed, and Emma took his hand, the one with the ring on it.

"This is my fiancé," Emma said to the three men. "This is the man I'm going to marry. The man who lets me fuck whoever I want. The man who watches and helps and never complains. The perfect cuckold husband."

She pulled Marcus down and kissed him. He could taste all three men on her tongue—their cum, their sweat, their essence.

"I love you," Emma said against his lips. "I love you so much. Thank you for being exactly what I need."

"I love you too," Marcus said, and meant it.



The three men left around one AM, all of them promising to return next week. Emma had apparently decided that Saturdays would now be foursome nights—Derek, Tyler, Jamal, and her. Marcus's cage had been tortured all night, his cock desperately trying to harden, the metal biting into his flesh over and over.

Now, alone with Emma, Marcus expected to be dismissed to the guest room. But Emma patted the bed next to her.

"Sleep here tonight," she said. "You earned it."

Marcus climbed into bed, and Emma immediately curled against him, her naked body warm and soft. She smelled like sex and three different men, and Marcus found it intoxicating.

"We should start planning the wedding," Emma said sleepily. "I want it to be perfect. A real celebration of what we are."

"What did you have in mind?" Marcus asked.

"Small ceremony. Just us and maybe a few friends. But the vows need to be honest. None of that 'forsaking all others' bullshit unless it's one-sided—you forsake all others, I don't." Emma yawned. "And I want Derek and Tyler there. Maybe as groomsmen. Or... grooms-men? Bull-men?"

She giggled at her own joke. "We'll figure it out. But I want them there. Want them to be part of it officially."

"You want your bulls at our wedding," Marcus said, testing the words.

"Our bulls," Emma corrected. "They're ours now. You help pick them, help prepare them, help clean up after them. We're a team. You and me against the world, with a rotating roster of men who fuck me."

She was quiet for a moment, then added, "I'm happy, Marcus. Happier than I've been in years. Maybe ever. This life we've built—it's perfect. It's exactly what I didn't know I needed."

"I'm happy too," Marcus admitted. "I never thought I would be. But I am."

"Good." Emma kissed his chest. "Because this is forever now. You're mine, I'm yours, and we're going to live this beautiful, twisted life together until we're old and grey."

She fell asleep in his arms, and Marcus lay there thinking about their future. A wedding where Emma's bulls were invited. A marriage where Emma fucked other men with Marcus's blessing. A life of cuckolding and service and devotion.

He'd never been more content.



The next morning, Emma woke Marcus up with a surprise.

"I'm unlocking you," she said, already reaching for the key around her neck.

"Really?" Marcus was shocked. "But it's only been a week."

"You earned it last night," Emma said. "Watching me take three men at once. Helping with all of them. Cleaning up that much cum. And getting engaged. You've been so good, Marcus. So perfect. You deserve a reward."

She unlocked the cage and removed it. Marcus's cock immediately started hardening, the relief overwhelming.

"But there's a condition," Emma said. "I want you to fuck me."

Marcus stared at her. "What?"

"I want you inside me. It's been months. And I want to remember what it's like. Want to compare you to them. Want to see if vanilla sex with my fiancé can still get me off."

She spread her legs invitingly. "Come on. Fuck me. Show me what you've got."

Marcus positioned himself between her legs, his cock hard and ready. He pushed inside Emma for the first time in months, and the feeling was indescribable. Tight and warm and perfect.

But it was also different.

Emma didn't moan the way she moaned for Derek or Tyler or Jamal. Didn't arch her back or beg for more. She just lay there, watching him with curious eyes, letting him fuck her.

Marcus came within two minutes, the sensation overwhelming after so long without release. Emma smiled.

"That was nice," she said. "But you can see the difference, can't you? You're good, Marcus. You're my fiancé and I love you. But you're not Derek. You're not Tyler. You're definitely not Jamal."

She kissed him softly. "And that's okay. That's perfect, actually. Because I don't need you to be them. I need you to be you. My cuckold husband who watches and helps and loves me anyway."

"Back in the cage?" Marcus asked.

"Back in the cage," Emma confirmed. "You got your release. Now back to normal."

She locked him up again, and Marcus felt the familiar pressure, the familiar restriction. But this time, it felt right. It felt like coming home.



Over the next few weeks, Emma and Marcus started planning their wedding in earnest.

Emma wanted a small ceremony at a bed and breakfast upstate. Just twenty guests—their closest friends and family who would understand their arrangement. And, of course, Derek, Tyler, and Jamal.

"I want them standing up there with us," Emma said. "Want them to be part of the ceremony. They're such a huge part of our relationship—they should be there when we make it official."

Marcus helped Emma pick out a dress—white, obviously, but with a short hem and a low neckline. "I want to look like a bride, but a slutty bride," Emma explained.

They wrote their vows together. Marcus's were traditional—promising to love and cherish Emma, to support her, to be faithful. Emma's were different.

"I promise to love you," Emma's vows read. "To be honest with you. To never hide my desires or my actions. I promise to let you watch, to let you help, to let you be part of my sexual journey with other men. I promise to always come home to you, even when I'm filled with someone else's cum. I promise to be your wife in every way that matters—except for sexual exclusivity, which I will never promise."

They showed the vows to Derek, Tyler, and Jamal for approval. All three men thought they were perfect.

"This is the most honest wedding I've ever heard of," Jamal said. "Most couples lie their asses off at the altar. You guys are telling the truth. That's beautiful."

The Saturdays continued. Every week, Derek, Tyler, and Jamal would come over and fuck Emma for hours while Marcus watched and helped. They'd developed a routine, a rhythm, and everyone knew their role.

Emma also continued seeing other men during the week. Carlos still came by every other Wednesday. Mike the firefighter visited when his schedule allowed. And Emma was constantly matching with new guys on the apps, always looking for her next conquest.

She'd started keeping a journal—a physical notebook where she recorded every man she fucked, with notes about their cock size, their skills, their stamina, what they did well and what they didn't. Marcus had found it once by accident and spent an hour reading through it, his cage tortured, his arousal overwhelming.

Emma had written about him too. The entry was from their first night together after she'd caught him cheating:

"Marcus—5.5 inches, average thickness. Comes too fast. Doesn't eat pussy well. Needs to work on stamina. But good at following orders. Good at cleaning up. Good at being pathetic. Will keep him."

The clinical assessment should have devastated Marcus. Instead, it turned him on. Emma saw him clearly, saw his inadequacies, and chose to keep him anyway. Chose to marry him. Chose to make him her permanent cuckold.

One night, about a month before the wedding, Emma introduced Marcus to something new.

"I've been talking to Derek and Tyler," she said. "About adding something to our Saturday routine."

"What?" Marcus asked.

"They want to fuck you."

Marcus's eyes went wide. "What?"

"Not like, seriously," Emma clarified. "Not full anal or anything. But they want you more involved. Want you to suck their cocks to get them hard for me. Want you to lick their balls while they fuck me. Want you to kiss them after they've kissed me, taste me on their tongues."

"That's—" Marcus didn't know how to finish the sentence.

"Hot," Emma supplied. "It's hot. And it makes sense. You're already touching their cocks to guide them into me. You're already licking their cum out of me. This is just the next step. Making you fully bisexual for my pleasure. Making you service them as well as me."

"I don't know," Marcus said uncertainly.

"I do," Emma said firmly. "This is happening. Next Saturday. You're going to suck Derek's cock. Then Tyler's. Then Jamal's. You're going to get them hard for me with your mouth. And you're going to be good at it, because you're good at everything I ask you to do."

Saturday came too quickly. Marcus was anxious, nervous, not sure he could go through with it. But when Derek arrived and Emma ordered Marcus to his knees, he found himself obeying.

"Open your mouth," Emma commanded.

Marcus opened his mouth. Derek stepped forward, his cock semi-hard, and pressed the head to Marcus's lips.

"Suck it," Emma said. "Get him hard for me."

Marcus closed his lips around Derek's cock and sucked tentatively. The taste was strange—masculine, musky, foreign. But not terrible. Derek groaned appreciatively.

"That's it. Use your tongue. Get me nice and hard so I can fuck your fiancée."

Marcus worked Derek's cock with his mouth, feeling it harden, feeling it grow. Emma watched with satisfaction.

"Good boy," she praised. "You look so good on your knees with a cock in your mouth. Natural."

When Derek was fully hard, Emma had Marcus move to Tyler, then to Jamal. Each cock was different—Derek's was straight and thick, Tyler's had a slight curve, Jamal's was massive and intimidating even just in Marcus's mouth.

After getting all three men hard, Emma had Marcus kneel beside the bed and lick Derek's balls while he fucked her. The position was degrading and intimate, Marcus's face right there while Derek pounded Emma's pussy.

"You like this?" Derek asked Marcus between thrusts. "Like having your face in my balls while I fuck your girl?"

Marcus couldn't answer with his mouth occupied, but his caged cock was straining, which was answer enough.

This became the new routine. Every Saturday, Marcus would suck all three men to get them hard. He'd lick their balls and asses while they fucked Emma. He'd kiss them and taste Emma on their tongues. He'd become fully involved, fully participating, fully gay for Emma's pleasure.

And he found he didn't mind. In fact, he kind of liked it. Liked being useful. Liked being needed by both Emma and her bulls. Liked being the central support system for everyone's pleasure.



Two weeks before the wedding, Emma made another announcement.

"I want to have a bachelorette party," she said. "A really slutty one."

"Okay," Marcus said. "What did you have in mind?"

"I want to go to a sex club," Emma said. "One of those places where people go to fuck in public. And I want to fuck as many guys as possible in one night. Just see how many I can handle. A last hurrah before I get married."

"And you want me there?" Marcus asked.

"Obviously. You have to watch. That's the whole point." Emma smiled. "But I also want Derek, Tyler, and Jamal there. Want them to see me be a complete slut for strangers. Want them to help facilitate. Want it to be a group effort."

She'd already researched clubs and found one that hosted special events for couples in alternative lifestyles. "They have a night specifically for cuckold couples and their bulls," Emma explained. "It's perfect. We can go, I can fuck a dozen guys, and you can watch the whole thing."

The night of the bachelorette party, they all met at the club—Emma, Marcus, Derek, Tyler, and Jamal. Emma wore a short black dress that left nothing to the imagination. No underwear. Just the dress and heels.

Inside the club, there were couples and groups everywhere—people fucking on couches, in private rooms, in the open. The energy was sexual and uninhibited and overwhelming.

Emma immediately attracted attention. Men approached her, complimenting her, asking if she was available. Emma smiled and said yes to all of them.

"I'm here for my bachelorette party," she explained to each man. "Getting married in two weeks. Want to fuck as many guys as possible before I do. You interested?"

Every single man said yes.

Emma fucked seven men that night in various combinations and positions. Some she fucked in private rooms with Marcus and her bulls watching. Some she fucked right there in the open lounge while strangers watched. Derek, Tyler, and Jamal took turns fucking her too, making it an even ten men total.

Marcus watched it all from the sidelines, his cage tortured, his mind reeling. His fiancée was being passed around like a party favor, and she was loving every second of it.

At the end of the night, Emma was covered in cum, her makeup destroyed, her hair a mess. She looked utterly debauched and completely satisfied.

"Best bachelorette party ever," she declared. "Now let's go home so Marcus can clean me up properly."

In the car ride home, Emma couldn't stop talking about the night.

"Did you see that guy with the Prince Albert piercing? That felt insane. And the one who wanted to fuck me against the window where everyone could see? So hot. And when Derek, Tyler, and Jamal all fucked me in a row while those strangers watched—god, I came so hard."

She reached over and squeezed Marcus's thigh. "Thank you for letting me do that. For being there. For watching me be such a slut. You're the best fiancé ever."

"I love you," Marcus said, meaning it completely.

"I love you too," Emma said. "And in two weeks, you're going to be my husband. My cuckold husband who just watched me fuck ten men at my bachelorette party. How's that for a love story?"



The wedding day arrived on a perfect Saturday in June.

The bed and breakfast was beautiful—white everything, flowers everywhere, the ceremony set up in a garden overlooking a lake. Twenty guests sat in white chairs, waiting for the bride and groom.

Derek, Tyler, and Jamal stood at the altar with Marcus, all wearing matching grey suits. They were officially listed as "Men of Honor" in the program—Emma's special attendants.

When Emma walked down the aisle, Marcus's breath caught. She looked stunning in her white dress, radiant and beautiful and his. The dress was short and showed off her legs, the neckline plunging, and Marcus knew that later tonight, Derek, Tyler, and Jamal would peel it off her.

The ceremony was short and sweet. The officiant—a friend of Emma's who knew about their arrangement—led them through traditional elements with their custom vows mixed in.

When it came time for Marcus to speak, he said, "I promise to love you, honor you, cherish you. I promise to be faithful to you and only you. I promise to watch you with other men, to help you, to support your desires. I promise to be your husband in every way that matters."

Emma's vows were more explicit. "I promise to love you, to be honest with you, to always come home to you. I promise to let you watch me with other men, to let you be part of my sexual journey. I promise to never lie to you about where I am or who I'm with. I promise to be your wife, even as I fuck other men with your blessing and encouragement."

There were a few gasps from the guests who hadn't fully understood their arrangement. But there were also smiles and nods from those who did.

When the officiant pronounced them husband and wife, Emma kissed Marcus deeply. Then she turned and kissed Derek, then Tyler, then Jamal. The guests clapped awkwardly, not sure how to respond.

At the reception, Derek gave a speech.

"I've known Emma and Marcus for a few months now," he said. "And I can honestly say they have the most honest, most loving, most functional relationship I've ever seen. They're completely open with each other about what they want and need. They've built something beautiful and real and lasting. And I'm honored to be a part of their lives."

He raised his glass. "To Emma and Marcus. May your marriage be filled with love, honesty, and all the sexual adventures you can handle."

Tyler and Jamal gave similar speeches, both praising the couple's openness and honesty. Several guests looked confused, but most seemed to understand and appreciate the sentiment.

The reception was traditional in most ways—dancing, cake, toasts. But there were subtle differences. Emma danced with Derek, Tyler, and Jamal as much as with Marcus. When it came time for the bouquet toss, Emma deliberately threw it to a single woman in the crowd while whispering to Marcus, "Maybe she'll start her own hotwife journey."

As the night wound down, Emma pulled Marcus aside.

"I want all four of them tonight," she said. "You, Derek, Tyler, and Jamal. A proper wedding night with my husband and my bulls."

"All four of us?" Marcus asked.

"You won't be fucking me," Emma clarified. "But I want you there. Want you to help them. Want you to be part of it. Because you're my husband now. This is our wedding night. And this is how we celebrate."

They'd rented the largest suite at the bed and breakfast. Derek, Tyler, and Jamal were already there waiting when Emma and Marcus arrived. All three men were in various states of undress, clearly ready.

"Gentlemen," Emma said, standing in the doorway in her wedding dress. "I'm a married woman now. But that doesn't change anything. You still get to fuck me. My husband still gets to watch. We're just making it official."

She turned to Marcus. "Help me out of this dress. Carefully. I want to save it."

Marcus carefully unzipped Emma's wedding dress and helped her step out of it. Underneath, she was wearing white lace lingerie—a bra, panties, garter belt, and stockings.

"Wedding night lingerie," Emma said, showing off. "For my bulls to enjoy."

Derek stepped forward first. "You look incredible, Mrs.—" He paused. "What's your last name now?"

"I'm keeping mine," Emma said. "Didn't want to lose my identity just because I got married. I'm still me. Just with a ring now."

She held up her left hand, showing off the simple gold band. "But you can call me Mrs. if you want. I like how it sounds when you fuck me."

Derek kissed her, his hands roaming her body. "Then let's give the newlywed a proper wedding night fucking."

What followed was hours of intense, celebratory sex. Derek fucked Emma first while she was still in her lingerie, then Tyler while Marcus removed the bra, then Jamal after Marcus took off the panties but left the garter belt and stockings.

They took turns with her all night, making her cum over and over, filling her with cum that Marcus dutifully cleaned out each time. Emma screamed and moaned and begged, completely uninhibited, completely satisfied.

Around midnight, Emma lay in the center of the bed, surrounded by all four men—her three bulls and her husband. She was glowing, radiant, happier than Marcus had ever seen her.

"This is perfect," she said. "This is exactly how I wanted my wedding night to be. All of you here. All of you making me feel loved and desired and worshipped."

She turned to Marcus and took his hand, the one with the ring. "You're my husband now. My cuckold husband. Forever."

"Forever," Marcus agreed.



Six months after the wedding, Marcus and Emma had settled into their married life completely.

Emma had expanded her roster to include twelve regular bulls—Derek, Tyler, and Jamal on Saturdays, Carlos and Mike and Jake during the week, and six other men she rotated through depending on her mood. She'd created a calendar system, color-coded by bull, so Marcus always knew who was coming over when.

Marcus had quit his job to become a full-time house husband. Emma made enough money in her career to support them both, and she preferred having Marcus available whenever she needed him. His days were spent cleaning, cooking, preparing the house for Emma's dates, and serving her bulls.

He'd gotten good at sucking cock—could deep throat now, could make men cum with just his mouth. He'd learned massage techniques, how to mix the perfect cocktail, how to anticipate what Emma and her bulls would need before they asked.

Emma had started a blog about their lifestyle—"The Hotwife Diaries"—where she wrote about her experiences with different bulls, gave advice to other women considering cuckolding their husbands, and posted pictures (with faces blurred) of her adventures. The blog had gotten popular, and now Emma was being invited to speak at lifestyle conventions.

Marcus went with her to these conventions, often dressed in a chastity cage visible through his pants so other couples would know his role immediately. He'd participate in panels about being a supportive cuckold husband, answer questions from curious couples, even demonstrate proper cleanup techniques.

The conventions also led to new experiences. Emma would sometimes fuck multiple men in their hotel room while Marcus watched, bringing in strangers from the conference who wanted to experience a real cuckold situation. Once, at a particularly wild convention, Emma fucked seventeen men in one night while Marcus helped coordinate, keeping track of who had gone and who was waiting.

At home, their routine was comfortable and established. Marcus would wake up early to make breakfast, often finding Emma still in bed with one of her bulls from the night before. He'd bring them breakfast in bed, then help the bull get dressed and see him out.

Emma was taking birth control but had started talking about wanting a baby.

"Not yours," she'd clarified when she first brought it up. "One of theirs. I want Derek or Tyler or Jamal to knock me up. Want you to raise another man's baby as your own. Complete the cuckolding."

Marcus had been shocked at first, but the more he thought about it, the more aroused he became. Raising Emma's baby, knowing it was another man's child, watching Emma's belly grow with a bull's seed—it was the ultimate cuckolding.

"We'd have to figure out who the father is," Marcus had said practically.

"We could do a paternity test after," Emma had suggested. "Or we could just not know. Just let it be a surprise. Any of the three would be a good father."

They hadn't made a final decision yet, but Emma had stopped taking her birth control two months ago. Now when Derek, Tyler, or Jamal came inside her, it was with the knowledge that they might be creating a baby. The possibility added an extra intensity to their Saturday nights.

One evening, Marcus was cleaning up after a session with Carlos when Emma called him to the bedroom.

"Sit down," she said. "We need to talk."

Marcus sat on the edge of the bed, nervous. Emma's tone was serious.

"I'm pregnant," Emma said.

Marcus's heart stopped. "What?"

"I took a test this morning. Positive. I'm pregnant with one of their babies." Emma's hand went to her still-flat stomach. "We did it. We're really doing this."

"How do you feel?" Marcus asked.

"Excited. Terrified. Happy. Overwhelmed." Emma smiled. "But mostly excited. This is what I wanted. What we both wanted, right?"

"Right," Marcus agreed. "Do you know whose it is?"

"Not yet. Could be Derek's, Tyler's, or Jamal's. They've all been cumming inside me regularly. We'll do a paternity test after the baby's born." Emma took Marcus's hand. "But you're going to be the father. The dad who raises them, loves them, takes care of them. The biological father doesn't matter—you're the husband. You're the one who's here every day."

Marcus felt tears in his eyes. "I'm going to be a dad."

"You're going to be a cuck dad," Emma corrected with a smile. "Raising your wife's bull's baby. The ultimate submission."

"I love you," Marcus said.

"I love you too." Emma pulled him into a hug. "We're going to do this together. We're going to raise this baby in our lifestyle, and they're going to grow up knowing that love comes in all forms. That families can be unconventional and still be full of love."

They told Derek, Tyler, and Jamal the next Saturday. All three men were thrilled and excited at the possibility of being the biological father.

"Whoever it is, we're all going to be involved," Derek said. "We're all going to be uncles, or godfathers, or whatever. We're all going to help raise this kid."

"Agreed," Tyler said.

"Absolutely," Jamal added.

Emma smiled at the three of them, then at Marcus. "See? This is perfect. Our baby is going to have five parents. Me, Marcus, and all three of you. What kid wouldn't be lucky with that kind of support?"



Epilogue: Five Years Later

Marcus pushed the stroller through the park, his four-year-old daughter Emma Jr. (they'd decided to name her after her mother) chattering happily about the ducks on the pond.

"Daddy, look! Baby ducks!" she squealed.

"I see them, sweetheart," Marcus said, smiling.

Emma Jr. had Derek's eyes—that had settled the paternity question when she was born. But she had Emma's smile and personality. She was bright and happy and loved by everyone in their unconventional family.

Derek visited every Saturday still, along with Tyler and Jamal. Emma Jr. called them all "uncle" and didn't understand why other kids only had one or two uncles instead of a dozen. Marcus and Emma had decided to be honest with her about their lifestyle when she was old enough to understand, but for now, she just knew that Mommy and Daddy had lots of friends who came over a lot.

Emma was pregnant again—six months along with Tyler's baby this time. They'd decided to have a second child, wanting Emma Jr. to have a sibling. This time they'd figured out whose it was early via paternity test, though it didn't change anything about how they'd raise the child.

Marcus's life had changed completely from that day five years ago when Emma had caught him cheating. He was a stay-at-home dad now, raising children who weren't biologically his, watching his wife fuck other men multiple times a week, living in permanent chastity with only occasional release.

And he'd never been happier.

Emma appeared beside him, her pregnant belly prominent, and took his hand. "There you two are. I was looking everywhere."

"We're looking at ducks," Emma Jr. announced.

"I can see that." Emma smiled at Marcus. "Derek's coming over tonight. Tyler too. Thought we could do a nice family dinner before Emma Jr.'s bedtime, then adult time after."

"Sounds perfect," Marcus agreed.

They walked home together—Marcus pushing the stroller, Emma holding his hand, their unconventional family complete and perfect and exactly what they'd built together.

That night, after Emma Jr. was in bed, Marcus sat in his chair watching Derek and Tyler carefully fuck pregnant Emma. They were gentle with her, conscious of the baby, but still passionate and intense.

"God, you're so hot pregnant," Derek said, his hands on Emma's belly.

"Carrying Tyler's baby while I fuck you," Tyler added. "That's so fucking hot."

Emma came with a scream, her whole body shaking, and Marcus felt his cage tighten as always.

When both men had finished and left, Emma called Marcus to bed.

"Come here, husband," she said. "Clean me up, then hold me."

Marcus performed his duties dutifully, then curled up behind Emma, his hand on her pregnant belly.

"I love our life," Emma said sleepily. "I love you. I love our family. I love everything we've built."

"Me too," Marcus said honestly. "I wouldn't change a single thing."

"Even the cheating?" Emma asked. "Even the beginning?"

Marcus thought about it. "Even that. Because it led us here. To this life. To this happiness."

"No regrets?" Emma pressed.

"No regrets," Marcus confirmed. "I'm exactly where I'm supposed to be. Exactly who I'm supposed to be. Your cuckold husband. Forever."

Emma smiled and squeezed his hand. "Forever."

They fell asleep like that—Emma pregnant with another man's baby, Marcus locked in his cage, both of them completely content with the twisted, beautiful life they'd created together.
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