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Chapter 1: The Text That Started It All



I was hunched over my desk, plowing through the endless task list for the week, when my phone buzzed with a text from my boss, Greg. Traveling with your wife doesn’t suck, it read. Greg never passed up a chance to rub my nose in it, and I knew what was coming next. Sure enough, a photo popped up—a shot of my wife, Lisa, sitting across from him at a table, coffee in hand, her smile practically screaming last night was amazing.

The smile says it all, doesn’t it? came his follow-up text. That bastard knew how to twist the knife. Lisa’s tight top hugged her full breasts, the ring I’d given her dangling on a chain around her neck—a look that was sexy as hell. But Greg didn’t go for the obvious jab. No, he zeroed in on her smile, the one that used to be mine alone. Now, he got it more often than I did, and that stung in the best way possible.

Six months ago, Lisa couldn’t stand him. She’d rant about how he overworked me, stole my thunder, and treated her like she was invisible. All that flipped on its head after one dinner. Greg had promoted me—finally—and insisted on taking us out to celebrate, company card in hand. We went, half-expecting a trap, but he surprised us. He was charming, praising my grind, saying I’d aced some test his other lackeys had flunked. He even turned on the warmth with Lisa, chatting her up like she was the star of the night. We left buzzing from good wine and better vibes.

After that, things shifted fast. Greg and I started gelling at work, and Lisa’s icy glares melted into something flirty. I didn’t mind one bit—my dirtiest fantasy was her cuckolding me, and she knew it. Our sex got hotter, too. She’d tease me in bed, whispering how maybe she’d misjudged Greg, how she ought to thank him for my promotion the old-fashioned way. I’d lie there, hard as hell, egging her on. Life was good, and it was about to get better.




Chapter 2: The Happy Hour Spark



About a month ago, we were out for an early happy hour on a Friday—me, Lisa, and Greg. We’d barely settled into our booth and ordered drinks when both our phones lit up. A crisis at work: some big order for a key client was stuck in the mud. That was my mess to fix, so I excused myself, already halfway out the door. I shot Lisa a wink as I left, saying, “Hang tight, I’ll sort it and be back before round two.” In the car, I texted her one word: greenlight. She liked the message, and I had to focus hard not to drive with a raging hard-on, imagining what might unfold.

Greg and Lisa stayed behind to sip the drinks we’d ordered. The plan was for him to drop her off at home and swing by the office if I needed backup. Turns out, the fix was simple but ate up a couple hours. Plans shifted—we’d regroup at our place and order DoorDash instead. By the time I walked through the door, the air was thick with tension. Lisa and Greg were on the couch, thigh-to-thigh. Her shirt had an extra button undone, her cheeks were flushed, and her nipples pressed against the fabric like they were begging for attention.

Most guys would’ve lost it right there—stormed in, made a scene. Not me. My biggest fantasy was watching Lisa with another man, and while her boss was my top pick in that dream, Greg was a damn close second. So instead of flipping out, I grabbed a beer and plopped into the chair across from them, silent, waiting to see how far this would go. I was rooting for it to go all the way, and holy hell, did it deliver.

Lisa glanced at me, and I gave her a nod—my second greenlight of the night. She knew what I wanted. She turned to Greg and kissed him, full-on, no hesitation. He kissed her back like he’d been waiting for it. His hand slid up her shirt, groping her breasts, and soon they were making out like teenagers who’d just discovered sex. Her shirt came undone completely, and I sat there, rubbing myself through my pants, my dick straining as I watched. For a guy like me, dying to be a cuckold, this was the weekend kicking off with a bang.
































Chapter 3: The Bedroom Beckons



After ten minutes of steamy kissing and groping, Lisa stood up, peeled off her shirt, and unhooked her bra. It hit the floor, revealing her DD-cup breasts to Greg in all their glory. She climbed onto his lap, offering them up like a gift. His mouth went straight to her nipples, and she moaned—pure, unfiltered pleasure. I groaned too, my arousal spiking as Greg took his time enjoying her. Everyone was winning here, and it was only getting better.

They kept at it for another ten minutes—kissing, sucking, hands everywhere. Then Greg leaned past Lisa, locking eyes with me. “Which way to your bedroom?” he asked, voice steady like he was ordering coffee. I pointed down the hall, no words needed. They untangled themselves and headed that way, leaving the door wide open. I didn’t follow—gave them their space—but the sounds carried. Lisa screamed as she came, loud and wild. I lost it a second later, spilling into my hand. From the grunts and moans, Greg had stamina, giving her a second orgasm before he roared and finished deep inside her.

A few minutes later, Lisa strolled out, naked, glowing with that freshly fucked look I’d only dreamed of seeing. She leaned in, kissed me soft on the lips, and said, “That was incredible. I hope you enjoyed it as much as I did. Greg’s staying the night, so you’re on the basement couch. Enjoy the show—we’re gonna fuck loud.” Her grin was wicked. “Your boss is hung, and he knows how to use it. I’m in for one hell of a night.”

I smiled back, my dick twitching despite the mess in my pants. “Enjoy yourself,” I said. “Don’t hold back.”

She laughed. “No chance of that.”

She wasn’t kidding. I spent the night jerking off to the symphony of her moans and Greg’s grunts echoing through the house. I crashed late, exhausted, and woke to silence. Heading upstairs for coffee, I heard a moan—not from the bedroom, but the kitchen. I rounded the corner and froze. There was Lisa, perched on the edge of the island, legs spread, with Greg sliding his cock in and out of her, slow and deliberate. He’d pull almost all the way out, then ease back in, and she loved every second of it. I stood there, instantly hard in my pajama bottoms, watching like it was the best porn I’d ever seen.









 


Chapter 4: Breakfast and Rules



Greg and Lisa didn’t care that I was standing there, gawking. He kept fucking her, slow and strong, picking up the pace until they both came hard, locked in a kiss. When he finally pulled out, he turned to me, casual as ever. “We’re gonna grab a shower. Can you make some coffee? We got sidetracked.”

They brushed past me, heading for our walk-in shower. I got to work—coffee, eggs, toast. A good cuckold serves, right? That’s what I’d always wanted, and now it was real. When they came back, damp and relaxed, I plated their breakfast. They ate, and then Greg kicked off the conversation.

“So,” he said, leaning back, “Lisa tells me last night, this morning, and every day coming up is gonna be great. She loved our sex, and you loved it too—your fantasy’s all about her having a lover, with that extra boss twist. That right?”

“It is,” I said. No point in denying it. No need to say more.

“Good,” Greg replied, smirking. “Because I’m not stopping. Today was just the beginning—not a one-off.” He turned to Lisa. “You got any problem with us being regular? Frequent?”

She laughed, bright and easy. “None at all. You can fuck me anytime you want.”

Greg slid his hand onto her knee. “Oh, I will. Give me a sec to set some rules for your hubby, then I’m taking you back to the bedroom to make you cum—loud, preferably.”

Lisa giggled. “Rules? Oh, he loves obeying rules. Make it quick, though—I need that perfect cock back inside me.” She was teasing me, and she knew it. I didn’t just want to be cuckolded—I craved the humiliation, the taunts. She got it, loved it, and made it even hotter for me.

Greg grinned. “Why don’t you climb on right now? Ride me reverse cowboy while we lay this out. Bet my employee over there would get a kick out of watching his boss fuck his new girlfriend.” I moaned at that, low and involuntary. He’d nailed it—I was a cuckold now, and he was the Bull I’d dreamed of, taking charge like I’d always hoped.

He stood, dropped the sweats he’d borrowed from me, and his cock sprang free—impressive, thick. Lisa shed her yoga pants, faced me, and lowered herself onto him, staring right into my eyes. She started moving, pleasuring herself, while Greg yanked off her tank top. Her big, perfect breasts bounced free, and he grabbed them, kneading as she rode him. My dick throbbed, and I knew the rules were coming.









 


Chapter 5: The Cage and the Chain


Greg squeezed Lisa’s breasts as she rocked on his lap, facing me with that wicked grin. “First rule,” he said, voice firm, “these perfect tits and her exquisite pussy? Off limits to you. Say it.”

“No sex with my wife, and no touching her breasts,” I replied, quick and clear. Obedience was my thing—second only to humiliation—and I wanted this.

“Very good,” Greg said. “Rule two: you’ve got 48 hours to buy a small chastity device and lock yourself up.”

Lisa ground down hard on him, turned her head, and chimed in, “Oh, he’s already got one.” Then she looked at me. “Be a good boy and grab your cage. I promise I won’t cum on your boss’s cock ‘til you’re locked up.”

I bolted to the bedroom, dug out the tiny cage—less than an inch long—and brought it back. They were still at it, her riding him slow and steady. “Strip and lock yourself, baby,” Lisa said. “Give your boss one key, me the other.”

I shucked my clothes, my dick already stiff from watching them. It took effort to cram myself into the cage, but obedience won out. Click—the lock snapped shut. I’d worn it for a week once; this time felt like it’d be longer. Greg laughed when he saw me, louder when I handed him a key. He was balls-deep in my wife and holding my freedom—life was golden for him. I gave
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