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From the Authors

On fantasy vs. reality

Hello friends! Thank you so much for downloading this book. We had so much fun writing it. 

In our blogs and newsletters we make clear that the Kumquat Publishing writers are actual kinky perverts. However, we want it to be known that the stories which follow aren't instruction manuals on how to have a BDSM relationship or experience. 

In our stories people deceive each other, they drink alcohol before engaging in kink activities, they don't always make their expectations clear, they don't have safe sex, and sometimes don't consent to every activity that occurs. We write the stories this way because we think it makes them more interesting. These stories are for fun. In healthy relationships communication, consent, and trust are paramount. 

We would love for you to get inspired by the stories and have wonderful and safe adventures of your own, but please make sure you are conducting yourselves honestly, transparently, and with the full consent of everyone involved. Please look up concepts like Risk Aware Consensual Kink (RACK) or Safe, Sane, and Consensual (SSC) or consider attending live classes before engaging in risky behaviors.


Bull in the Break Room

A Cuckolding Short Story

By Raven Merlot and Christi Cabernet

Bianca stood in front of the bathroom mirror, a towel cinched tightly around her chest, brushing her hair back with slow, deliberate strokes. The shower ran behind her, filling the room with steam and the scent of lavender body wash. She liked to let it get hot—almost too hot—before stepping in. She liked the way it made her skin prickle.

“Ethan,” she called, not raising her voice. She never had to.

Her husband appeared in the doorway seconds later, already in his pajama pants, the top of his gray T-shirt damp with the evening’s dishes. He smiled when he saw her, almost shyly. “Yes, sweetheart?”

“Join me,” she said, turning and letting the towel drop to the floor. Her voice was soft but final. Not a request.

Inside the shower, Bianca tilted her head back and let the water cascade down her shoulders. Ethan poured body wash into his palms and began working the lather across her back. His touch was reverent, slow, tracing the arch of her spine, circling the curve of her hips.

“You always do such a good job getting me clean,” she murmured.

“I love touching you so much.” Ethan exhaled the words, and his hands wrapped around her back to her breasts. He felt her nipples between his fingers and slid his hands down her belly. He traced her hips with his fingers as he knelt down. He felt her ass in his hands, circling her cheeks and leaving a trail of suds on her.

She turned to face him, water dripping from her collarbone, down between her breasts. She lifted one leg slowly and set her foot on the edge of the tub. “Shave me,” she said.

Ethan reached for the razor and shaving cream with practiced hands. He knelt carefully on the slick tile and began working along the curve of her leg, each stroke precise.

She steadied herself with one hand against the wall and let her fingers rest lightly on his hair. “You’re getting better at this,” she said after a while. “Almost like you want me to look perfect for someone.”

His hand twitched for half a second then continued moving. He was good at shaving his wife’s legs. She had him keep track of how many times they’d done this ritual. This was his thirty-eighth time getting her ready for someone else.

When both legs were smooth, she turned off the water, looked down at her husband, and giggled. “Come here, lover.”

Ethan rose, and she stepped toward him. With water dripping down their bodies, she pressed her lips to his. Her tongue slid into his mouth, flicking over his lips and rubbing against his own tongue.

Ethan felt her hand touch his hip. Her fingernails grazed inward. As he lost himself in her mouth, he felt her hands grip around the stainless steel chastity cage that contained his manhood.

That same giggle.

She pulled back and looked straight into his eyes. “It’s so easy to know you love me when I grab onto this part of you,” she told him as she gave a gentle tug on the cage.

Back in the bedroom, she sat at the edge of the bed while Ethan dried her legs with careful attention then knelt again to polish the black stilettos she’d picked out. She crossed one leg over the other, watching him work.

“Do you want to know where I’m going?” she asked, her tone light.

“Only if you want to tell me,” he replied.

She smirked. “I don’t.”

He swallowed and nodded.

She leaned forward, placing a gentle hand under his chin to lift his gaze. She let her fingers trail down his chest, over his abdomen, until they closed around the locked steel between his thighs.

He gasped, barely.

“Good boys don’t get curious,” she whispered, tightening her grip just enough for the cold metal to press harder against him. “They stay home. They wait. And they keep the house spotless.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he whispered.

Bianca stood in front of the bedroom vanity, slowly applying the final touches of her makeup. A soft burgundy on the lips. Subtle shimmer across her eyelids. A bit of powder across her cheekbones, just enough to catch the light.

Ethan knelt beside her, naked except for the stainless-steel cage she’d locked him in. His hands rested in his lap, perfectly still. His eyes flicked up occasionally, watching her transformation.

“You’re going to mop the kitchen floor tonight,” she said calmly, brushing mascara through her lashes. “And not just a surface job. I want the grout clean.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“You’ll wipe down the fridge, too. Inside and out. Don’t forget to lift the drawers this time.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

She leaned slightly closer to the mirror, checking for any imperfections. There were none.

“The bathroom should sparkle. I want to see my reflection in the faucet. And the baseboards in the hallway need attention. You’ve been missing them.”

“I’ll get them tonight.”

“You’ll get them now, once I’m gone.”

He nodded, still kneeling, still hard, still useless.

Bianca stood up and gave herself one last check in the full-length mirror. She wore a short black dress, snug in all the right places, and sheer black tights beneath. Her heels were tall enough to demand attention. Her scent—floral, warm, expensive—lingered in the air.

She turned slightly, presenting her backside to the mirror then to him. “How does it look?”

“Perfect,” Ethan said softly.

She reached behind her, lifted the hem of her dress, and exposed her ass through the stretched black nylon. The curve of her body, the hint of heat beneath—intoxicating.

She glanced back at him over her shoulder. “How does it smell?”

Without hesitation, Ethan leaned forward and pressed his face against her ass, inhaling deeply through the fabric. “It smells perfect,” he said, his voice low and reverent.

She laughed. It wasn’t cruel—it was indulgent, rich with satisfaction. The laugh of a woman who knew exactly who she was and what she owned.

She lowered her dress slowly, smoothing it over her hips, and then turned to face him again. “And what’s going to happen to this goddess’s pussy tonight?”

There was no hesitation. “She’s going to give it to a real man while I clean the house.”

She smiled. That same devastating smile. “Good boy.”

*** 

Ethan started in the kitchen, the lavender-scented cleaner swirling in the bucket as he dipped the mop and began at the far end of the tile. Each pass across the floor let his mind wander, as it always did.

He thought of their first date—years ago, but still vivid. She wore red. Not sexy, exactly—just powerful. Confident. She’d asked him, almost teasingly, if he always blinked so much when he was nervous. He’d blushed. She’d smiled. He had been hers by dessert.

The mop slid easily under the table, and he angled it just right to catch the corners. She’d notice if he didn’t. She always noticed.

The fridge came next. He lifted each drawer and wiped beneath, just like she’d taught him. It had taken a few corrections, but now he knew the routine.

Their wedding night floated up in his memory. The way she’d guided him—hands on his, mouth on his ear, whispering exactly how she wanted to be touched. He’d thought it was playful at first, until she’d tied his wrists to the headboard and said, “No more questions.”

Even then, she’d known.

He knelt to scrub the baseboards with a toothbrush. It was tedious, but he liked how quiet it made his mind.

He remembered the first time she’d brought someone else home—a friend from work, charming, casual. Bianca had poured wine for both men, kissed Ethan first, and then … moved to the other. She’d made eye contact with Ethan as she came.

He hadn’t known if he was turned on or gutted. Maybe both.

The baseboards gleamed when he finished. His knees ached. He smiled anyway.

The bathroom was last. He scrubbed the sink, the faucet, the floor tiles by the base of the toilet. When he paused to wipe his brow, he caught his reflection in the silver curve of the tap. His face looked calm, clean, controlled.

He remembered the second man. How Bianca had guided him to the armchair at the foot of the bed. “Just watch,” she’d said, not unkind but not warm, either.

That night, she hadn’t looked at him once.

He hadn’t cried until morning. And when he had, she had kissed his forehead, whispered that she loved him, that she needed this. And that she needed him to need this, too.

He did.

When she had handed him the cage weeks later, she hadn’t asked permission. “This is a gift,” she’d said, “from me to me.”

He’d worn it before he even understood what it had meant. Now, it was a part of him.

His phone buzzed. He wiped his hands on the dish towel and checked it.

I’m on my way. Ten minutes.

He looked around. The kitchen was spotless. The baseboards perfect. The bathroom gleamed. The cage was tight, but that was right, too.

He walked into the bedroom. The vibrator sat on the center of the bed, just where she’d left it. He adjusted the corner of the blanket around it then stepped back.

Then he went to the front door.

And knelt.

*** 

The front door opened with a soft click. Ethan didn’t lift his head.

He heard her heels on the hardwood, steady and precise. She didn’t speak, just walked past him—cool air trailing behind her perfume—and into the bedroom.

A moment later, she said, “Come.”

He rose to his hands and knees and followed. His knees pressed against the grain of the floor, his breath quiet, measured. This part always made him feel less like a man and more like … what he was—hers.

Bianca was already on the bed by the time he entered. She’d taken off her coat but nothing else. Her short black dress had ridden up just enough to tease the curve of her thighs.

The wand vibrator sat on the bedside table, exactly where he’d placed it. She picked it up and clicked it on.

He knelt at the edge of the bed. She extended her foot.

“Heels,” she said.

He slid one off, then the other, placing them carefully beside the bed.

“Feet.”

He climbed up beside her and kissed her feet through the black nylons. Slow, deliberate. Worshipful.

She leaned back against the pillows, the vibrator humming against her inner thigh.

“He grabbed my ass like he owned it,” she said, her voice dreamy, half-lidded. “In the restaurant. No hesitation. Just reached out and claimed it. Right in front of the hostess.”

Ethan kissed her toes. He didn’t speak.

“Later, he kissed me. The kind of kiss that makes you forget how to breathe. His hands were everywhere. Between my thighs, over my tits … He didn’t ask. He didn’t need to.”

The wand buzzed louder. Her breath caught.

“His cock … mmm … was so much bigger than yours. Thick. Veiny. The kind of cock that makes you feel full before it’s inside.”

Her hips lifted, chasing the pressure of the wand. Ethan pressed his face closer to her soles, breathing her in, kissing slowly. Reverently.

She came hard—once, maybe twice—body twitching, back arching. Her hand fell away from the vibrator, and she let out a long, satisfied breath. Then she turned off the wand and placed it on the nightstand. Just like that, the spell was over.

“Finish up any remaining chores,” she said, her tone casual. “I’m getting ready for bed. And I’m in the mood for cuddles. You can be the big spoon tonight.”

Her smile—radiant, sweet, almost girlish—made his heart flutter. You’d never guess another man’s cock had been in her mouth less than an hour ago.

He did as she asked. Dishes. Towels. Light check. All done quickly and with care.

When he slipped into bed behind her, she guided his hand to her breast, pulled his arm around her, and tucked herself into his chest.

They lay there in silence, the cage between his legs tight and aching, her skin warm beneath his fingers.

She sighed contentedly.

He smiled into her hair.

They fell asleep like that.

*** 

The office felt like any other Thursday. The steady hum of printers, muted phone calls behind glass, the scent of burned coffee drifting from the break room. Ethan moved through it all with quiet competence—his slacks falling just right to hide the lacy waistband underneath, the stainless steel snug between his legs a constant pressure, a constant reminder.

No one noticed. Of course they didn’t. That was the point.

He checked emails, made small talk, nodded through morning stand-up. Malik was unusually chipper, smiling more than usual, cracking a few offhand jokes. Ethan smiled back politely, not thinking much of it.

Around lunch, his phone buzzed.

Hope your day’s going well. Can’t wait to see you tonight!

The heart emoji made him grin. He stared at the message for a second longer than he needed to, thumbs hovering over the screen. He typed, deleted, retyped. Settled on Same here, sweetheart and hit send.

That was enough.

Late in the afternoon, Malik passed by his desk and stopped. “Oh hey,” he said casually. “Almost forgot—tomorrow’s pitch meeting’s been moved to tonight. Eight p.m. Upstairs, A/V room.”

Ethan blinked. “Seriously? That’s short notice.”

“Boss’s idea. Wants it off the books before the weekend.” Malik shrugged. “See you up there.”

Ethan sighed, already mentally reshuffling his evening. He thumbed open his phone again and messaged Bianca.

Ugh. Meeting rescheduled for tonight. 8 PM. Sorry, babe.

Bianca: 😢😢😢

He chuckled softly, the tension easing. That was that.

*** 

By the time five o’clock rolled around, the buzz of the office had softened. Phones stopped ringing, conversations wrapped up, chairs squeaked and rolled as people packed up for the evening. The click of heels, the zip of laptop bags, the elevator’s steady ding. The shift was happening—from office hours to whatever life waited outside.

Ethan was still at his desk, focused but relaxed. His inbox was cleared for once, and he’d already drafted his weekly report ahead of schedule.

At five seventeen p.m., he leaned back slightly, stretching, and caught a glimpse of Malik through the glass wall that separated their workspaces. The guy was still there, typing something on his keyboard, one headphone in, the other dangling.

Malik glanced up and gave him a nod. Ethan nodded back.

Good. Probably enough for the meeting.

A ping broke his focus. It was an email. Subject line: “Performance Review - Ethan Halbrook.” He opened it and saw the calendar invite for tomorrow afternoon, but it was the note from his boss below that made him smile.

“Looking forward to this. You’ve really pulled it together this year. Keep it up.”

Ethan read it twice.

He had. The first six months after the promotion had been rocky—long days, second-guessing himself, the constant sense that he was just barely holding it together. But lately? Things had clicked. He felt more organized, sharper, clearer. Less distracted. His department was performing well, and people had started coming to him for guidance.

He sat back and let the compliment sink in.

A part of him, one he rarely acknowledged directly, whispered that it might not be a coincidence. That it all started around the time Bianca had made her decision—the cage, her new rules, her taking the reins completely.

He didn’t dwell on it, but he didn’t deny it either.

Ethan glanced back at Malik, still working. A few scattered lights remained on in the open-plan office. Most of the team had gone. The hum of air conditioning and the soft clatter of Malik’s keyboard were the only sounds.

This was the quiet space between day and night. Between routine and whatever came next.

And he had no idea just how far from routine the night would be.

*** 

The mirror in the bedroom was tilted just right, giving Bianca a perfect view of herself as she leaned in with the mascara wand. One eye, then the other—long, careful strokes. Her lashes curled upward like black satin ribbons. She capped the tube then set it down next to her lipstick, foundation, and her perfume bottle, the one Ethan had picked out last year, still her favorite.

The room was quiet, lit by the bedside lamp and the golden hue of early evening outside. She was already dressed from the waist up—a tight, black blouse that clung just enough and hinted even more—but still bare below, save for the soft whisper of her sheer nylons as she rolled them up her legs, smoothing every wrinkle with practiced hands.

She let out a small laugh as she sat back and reached for her garter belt. It wasn’t just getting ready that she liked. It was the theater of it. The power. The way Ethan looked at her while she applied her makeup—part worship, part ache. How he’d kneel beside her as she slipped into her heels, or offer to polish them without being asked. His attention made every detail feel important. Essential.

She reached for her lipstick—a deep, sinful red—and applied it slowly, watching her reflection. When she pressed her lips together, she smirked.

Getting ready alone had a different energy. A quieter confidence. But she still missed tormenting him, just a little. The teasing glances. The suggestive comments. The way his hands would tremble when she told him, “You’re not going to ask where I’m going, are you?”

It was absurd, she thought, and somehow … perfect. This strange, spiraling dynamic they’d created. A marriage twisted into something darker, sharper, more honest than anything she’d known before. And she loved it.

She stood and gave herself one last look in the mirror. Perfect. Everything where it needed to be.

Heels in hand—black stilettos that made her legs look dangerous—she walked through the house. The scent of his cleaning still lingered: lavender, lemon polish, the faintest trace of sweat. She opened the door, stepped out into the evening air, and smiled to herself as she walked barefoot to the car. Her heels would go on once she got there. Once she was ready.

She turned the key in the ignition, and the engine purred to life. Tonight would be fun.

*** 

It was Seven fifty p.m. Ethan gathered his laptop, a notebook, and his water bottle, then checked the calendar again. He hadn’t received an email update on the meeting, but that wasn’t unheard of. He headed out.

The office had emptied hours ago. Hushed hallways, dark cubicles. The usual hum of conversation and keyboards was long gone. Just the faint buzz of fluorescents above. He walked with purpose, footsteps soft against the carpeted floor, navigating the familiar turns until he reached the A/V room.

The door was closed.

He rounded the corner and pushed it open.

At first, it didn’t register.

Malik was sitting in one of the leather chairs, the ones usually reserved for training videos and team debriefs—relaxed, casual. And straddling his lap, her black dress hiked up over her thighs, was Bianca. His wife. They were kissing, slow and deep, like they’d been doing it for a while. Malik’s hands gripped her ass—firm, full, his—and Ethan couldn’t help but register how big they were. Wide, strong, his dark fingers spreading across her pale curves like they belonged there.

The door clicked shut behind him, and he locked it without thinking.

“Bianca?” he asked. His voice cracked slightly. “What …? What are you doing here?”

She turned her head lazily, lips still damp from Malik’s kiss, and smiled. Not a nervous smile. Not guilty. Radiant. Pleased.

“That’s hardly the way to greet your goddess, pet,” she said, cocking an eyebrow. Her lipstick hadn’t even smudged. “And anyway … I had no one to check my scent before I left tonight. You wouldn’t want me to feel self-conscious, would you?”

He hesitated—heart pounding, breath stuck somewhere between his chest and throat. This wasn’t home. This wasn’t their space. This was work. Just down the hall from the break room and the HR office.

She didn’t flinch. She just tilted her hips back ever so slightly, holding his gaze, challenging him.

Malik didn’t say a word, just looked at Ethan with a relaxed, bemused confidence, his big frame unmoved, as though this had always been the plan.

Ethan swallowed. The weight of the moment bore down on him, and then it passed.

Control transferred, he walked forward. His knees hit the floor.

She smelled like arousal, sweat, expensive perfume, and something else—someone else. His nose pressed against her tights, into her, into the heat between her thighs.

Her laugh above him was light, delighted.

“Much better,” she said, stroking his hair like a good pet. “Now the meeting can begin.”

The scent of her—rich and musky and laced with something new—filled his lungs. His heart was racing too fast, breath too shallow. It was all happening too quickly. At work. With Malik. Not at home, not in their agreed-upon roles. This felt wild. Unsafe.

A pulse of panic struck him. His hands trembled at his sides. His thoughts darted, What if someone hears? What if someone walks in? What if this gets out—

“She wouldn’t do this if it wasn’t safe.”

The thought came not like reassurance, but a command. A tether. He held onto it, closed his eyes, and took a long, deep breath. Then another. The scent of her grounded him.

When he opened his eyes, Bianca was looking down at him from Malik’s lap. She cupped his head gently, her palm cool and calming against his damp hair. For a moment, all three were still.

She met his gaze, and her voice dropped low. Soft. Intimate. “That’s right,” she said. “You can trust me.”

Something inside him shifted. The last bit of resistance exhaled from his body.

She stood, and Malik rose with her. Ethan stayed kneeling, watching as she stepped forward and pulled the hem of her dress higher up her thighs. Malik pressed in behind her. His large hands moved with ease, cupping the underside of her breasts and tugging them out over the top of her dress, fingers kneading her like he owned them.

Ethan’s breath caught again, but differently this time.

Malik’s pants bulged with an unmistakable shape. Thick. Heavy. Demanding.

Bianca moaned lightly and rolled her hips back into him, grinding against his arousal. She tilted her head back and whispered something to him, too soft for Ethan to hear. Malik grinned.

“Guess these belong to me now,” Malik said, squeezing both breasts, lifting them in his hands like he was weighing them.

Bianca didn’t hesitate. She locked eyes with her husband and said, clearly and evenly, “Yes, they do. All of me does.” She smiled like it was the most natural thing in the world.

And Ethan … he didn’t look away.

Bianca turned toward Malik, her heels clicking lightly against the tile floor. She pressed herself against him and kissed him—slow, deep, claiming. Her hands moved with intention, sliding beneath his blazer, down his sides. She pushed it off his shoulders, and it hit the floor with a soft thump.

Her fingers then worked the buttons of his shirt one by one, revealing thick muscles and a broad chest beneath. She kissed her way down him, dragging her lips across his sternum, her breath warm and teasing. She sank to her knees like a queen descending from her throne.

Malik said nothing. He didn’t need to.

Bianca pressed her cheek against the bulge in his pants and giggled. Then she turned to look at Ethan, still kneeling, breath held, eyes wide.

“This might be the biggest one I’ve ever taken,” she said with a grin. “Let’s see.”

Her fingers moved to the zipper. A slow pull, the sound of teeth separating echoing in the quiet room. She reached in and withdrew it—thick, dark, already heavy with promise. It pulsed in her hand, nearly obscene in size.

Ethan swallowed hard.

She kissed the head lightly. Then again. Small, reverent pecks like she was greeting an old friend. Her tongue circled it lazily before she let it slide into her mouth.

Ethan’s cock throbbed in its cage.

Bianca took her time, lips stretching, jaw opening wider as she worked more of Malik’s length in. Each motion was smooth, practiced, but tested. She gagged once, pulled back, then dove in again, more determined.

She always got what she wanted.

Ethan watched, transfixed, as her mouth wrapped around that thick shaft again and again. Her hair bounced lightly with the rhythm. Her hands gripped Malik’s thighs. There was nothing else in the room but the sound of her devotion.

He didn’t feel jealous.

He felt privileged.

Bianca pulled back slowly, letting Malik’s cock slide from her lips with a wet sound. Her spit clung in long threads from her mouth to the thick shaft still twitching in her hand. She looked up at him, eyes glinting, cheeks flushed. Then she turned to Ethan again, still kneeling a few feet behind her, mouth parted, eyes locked on his wife like she was performing magic.

“You like watching this, don’t you?” she asked, her voice warm and teasing. “You like seeing what a real cock looks like in your wife’s mouth.”

He couldn’t speak. Just nodded.

Bianca turned back, lips parting again as she lowered herself, more deliberate this time. Her hands steadied his thighs as she took him deeper, her lips stretching, throat relaxing. She pushed further this time, more than before, until she gagged again—harder—but didn’t stop. She wanted it. Needed it.

Her whole body rocked slightly as she found a rhythm, breathing through her nose, eyes fluttering shut. She wasn’t just sucking his cock. She was consumed by it. Her fingers dug into his hips, holding herself in place, keeping her mouth stretched around him as he pulsed deeper and deeper into her throat.

Every few strokes, she pulled back for air, spit dripping down her chin, and then pushed forward again like a woman possessed. She moaned as she worked, the sound muffled by the thickness filling her mouth.

This wasn’t a chore.

This was her altar.

This was where she felt alive.

Ethan watched her, the same lips that kissed him goodnight, that whispered sweet nothings in his ear, now wrapped around another man’s cock with something like worship in her eyes.

And he had never, ever loved her more.

He blinked. “Y-Yes, ma’am,” he finally answered her.

His hands went to his belt, unfastening it with trembling fingers. He unzipped his slacks and slid them down, along with his briefs, stepping out of them in practiced silence. The steel chastity cage glinted under the overhead lights, small and tight against his body.

Bianca approached, heels clicking softly against the floor, and beckoned Malik forward to stand beside her.

The contrast was almost comical.

Her husband stood naked from the waist down, his cock caged, pale thighs tense with shame. Next to him stood Malik: broad, dark, massive in every way. His cock hung thick and long, already stiffening with the anticipation of what was coming.

She crouched down, eyes flicking between the two.

“Pale,” she said, flicking her nail against the cage. “Small,” she added, rolling it between her fingers like it might break off entirely. “And completely useless.”

Ethan said nothing. His face burned.

She stood and looked him directly in the eyes. “Tell me, husband,” she said, voice suddenly cold and deliberate, “should I waste my time with something that small … or let this giant cock fuck me?”

It felt like his soul detached for a second, like it hovered, weightless, above him. But the words came out without hesitation. “You should let the real man fuck you.”

She smiled like he’d just told her she was beautiful. “If you insist,” she whispered.

Then it happened all at once: the panties hit the floor, the dress slipped over her head, and Bianca was naked. On all fours. On the conference table. Facing her husband with the sultriest, most dangerous grin he’d ever seen on her face.

She arched her back, spread her knees wide, and looked over her shoulder. “Show my husband how a real man fucks a woman.”

Malik moved behind her, hands steady on Bianca’s hips, his pants dropped, cock glistening from her spit. He didn’t hesitate. One hard thrust, and she gasped, her hands gripping the edge of the conference table. The sound of skin slapping echoed against the sterile office walls, obscene and loud, a rhythm of domination.

Ethan stood frozen, pants around his ankles, hands limp at his sides. He could hardly breathe. The slap of Malik’s hips against his wife’s ass filled the room.

Malik grabbed a fistful of Bianca’s hair and yanked, making her arch her back and moan with abandon.

“Ohhh, fuck yes,” Bianca cried out. “That’s what a real cock feels like, baby.”

Ethan flinched at the word—baby. That used to be his.

Bianca looked over her shoulder, eyes locked on Ethan’s. Her makeup was a mess—lipstick smeared, mascara running in black trails down her cheeks from gagging on Malik moments earlier. She was beautiful. Devastating.

“Come here, sweetheart,” she said, voice sultry, ragged with pleasure. “Kiss me.”

He shuffled forward on weak legs, heart pounding. He leaned in. Their lips met. Her mouth was still slick from Malik, the taste of his pre-cum and dominance unmistakable on her tongue. She moaned into Ethan’s mouth, but it wasn’t for him. It was the cock slamming into her from behind, claiming her over and over.

The kiss made Ethan dizzy. His wife. His wife. Her body shaking with another man’s thrusts, and here he was, lips against hers, kissing the humiliation directly onto his tongue.

Bianca broke the kiss and laughed softly, eyes fluttering. “You taste it?” she whispered. “That’s what ownership tastes like.”

Ethan nodded once. He didn’t trust himself to speak.

Malik grunted and slammed into her again—harder, deeper—and Bianca cried out—sharp, high, feral. Her whole body trembled as the orgasm ripped through her. Legs shaking, back arched, she came violently, moaning right into Ethan’s face as he knelt beside the table. Her scent, her heat, everything she was in that moment poured over him.

Ethan closed his eyes as her climax washed over him. His heart raced. His lips were parted, but he said nothing. He didn’t dare.

She panted for a moment, catching her breath, still bent over, her body twitching with the aftershocks. And then …

Without warning, Malik grabbed her hips and flipped her onto her back. The motion was fast, rough. She gasped, more from surprise than pain, her hair a wild halo around her flushed face. Legs splayed open, breath caught in her throat.

She looked right at Ethan, eyes blazing.

“Legs,” she said.

He didn’t need more than the one word.

Ethan stepped forward and lifted her thighs back, cradling them gently but firmly, opening her for Malik completely. Her soaked tights were half-ripped, panties long gone. He held her legs like handles, a living piece of sex furniture.

Malik lined up again, smirking down at the locked husband now reduced to a stand-in. Then he pushed forward, sinking in deep. Bianca let out a sound between a moan and a sob, utterly wrecked and wanting more.

Ethan watched everything. He could feel her legs trembling in his hands with every thrust. He held her still, exactly the way she liked it.

And he knew—right then—that this was his role.

He wasn’t the one who made her cum. He was the one who held her open so someone else could.

Each thrust from Malik was brutal, relentless. Ethan held her legs high, trying not to shake. He could feel her head bumping against his thighs with every slam of Malik’s hips into hers. The rhythm of it—violent and precise—echoed through her entire body. And then he felt it: her moan caught low in her throat, her fingers digging into the table edge, her eyes rolling back.

She came again.

Her whole body bowed up, trembling, breath ragged as another orgasm tore through her. Her heels kicked slightly in his grip, and he held firm, keeping her open, vulnerable, available. Her juices dripped down over her ass and onto the table as Malik kept driving into her.

She blinked, dazed, then locked eyes with Malik. “Come in my married pussy,” she said, her voice husky and thick with satisfaction.

Malik didn’t say a word. He just grunted, deep and primal, and pushed forward with a final thrust that lifted her hips off the table. His body jerked, and he buried himself in her as his cock pulsed.

Ethan felt her tense again. Felt her thighs quiver. And then he saw it—the way her expression slackened, softening into bliss as Malik emptied himself into her.

His wife. His goddess. Full of another man.

And all Ethan could do was hold her still so it could happen.

Malik stepped back, sweat glistening across his broad chest as he caught his breath. His cock slipped free, glistening with slick and cum, and Bianca moaned softly as the emptiness settled in.

Her legs trembled as she pushed herself upright. Without hesitation, she turned to Ethan, her thighs still sticky with Malik’s release. She gripped his face with both hands and kissed him—deep and slow. Her tongue slipped past his lips, and he tasted her—them—together. His cage throbbed painfully.

Malik grabbed his shirt and began dressing. “You wanna come back to my place?” he asked casually, still smug from the conquest.

Bianca reached for her panties, sliding them up with practiced ease, then froze for a beat. “What?”

He shrugged. “I mean … you really gonna go home with him?”

There was a long pause. Bianca blinked. Then she laughed. It started small—just a breath—but quickly bloomed into something musical and mean.

Ethan stood silently beside her, looking strangely serene.

Malik’s brow furrowed.

Bianca walked up to him, her heels clicking softly on the tile. “Oh, Malik … you’re very good at fucking,” she said, brushing a hand down his chest, “but you’re not even close to understanding what’s going on here.”

His jaw clenched.

She leaned in, voice velvet-soft. “I enjoy your cock. But it’s not half as fun as breaking my husband’s heart in new and imaginative ways. That gets me off in ways you never could.”

Malik took a step back, thrown off. He opened his mouth, then closed it again.

“Come on, sweetheart,” Bianca said to Ethan, smoothing her dress. “Let’s go home.”

Ethan buttoned his shirt, still calm, his face a blank canvas with just the hint of a smirk.

Bianca glanced at him, cocked an eyebrow, and grinned. “Don’t get too smug, husband. You’ve got some pussy to eat when we get home.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Together, they walked out of the AV room, hand in hand.

Malik stood in the middle of the room, half-dressed and utterly baffled, wondering how he’d just dominated a man and still somehow lost.
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